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Professional Cards.
e

J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR.

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Of e in Annapolis opposito garrison gate
~wi

LL BE AT sg—

2F108 IN MID LETON
{dver Roop's Grocery Sture.)

jvery Thursdavy.

0 swisr £ ent of the U-u‘zod.aong. :
Zgent Nova Scotia Building Society
— AGRNT FOR—.

Qeliable Fire and Lifo Ins. Co.s.

- Money to loan at five per cent oz Rea
Estate seourity.

1T DANIELE
BARRISTER,
NOTARY PUBLIO, Eto.

(BANDOLPK 8 K.)
H-ad of Queen St., Bridgetow!

—

Money to Loan on Pirst-Olase
Raal Estate.

0. S. MILLER,
Barrister, &c.
Real Estate Agent, etc.
SHAYNER BUILDING,
BRIDGETOWN, N. S

R

Prom J satisfactory sttention given
the S:II::don of ciaims, and all other
vofessional business.

ENTISTRY!
DR. F. S. ANDERSON.

Graduate of the University Marylaad.
Bridge Work a_Specialty.
g:::-:“ dn:.:o Union Bank.
to

Primrose, D. D. S.

in" Drug Store, corner Queen and

2 3!‘0:5‘& streets, formerly ocoupied by Dl:n

B e meatall g pu‘; attended
£ o

: :‘M&:n o at Bridgetown, Monday

«nd Tussday of sach week
Bridgotown, Sept. 23ed, 1891 B ot

“etwmomnSopp i MY
“~ j. B. WHITMAN,

Land Surveyor.

. “ ROUND HILL, N. 8

b

~ Leslie R. Fairn,
" ARCHITECT.

. WOLFVILLE, -
April 1st, 1608.~1y

N. 8.

- UMON BAME OF HALIFAX

Capital Autberized, -
Capital >ubscribed.
Capital Paid-up, -
Reserve Fend, -
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DIRECTORS:
W RopzrTsoN, Preeident.
Wu. Ro e, M. P, Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, GEoO. MrrcreLL, M. P. P
E. G. SM1H, A, E. JONES,
(GEORGE STAIRS.

Hoad Office: Halifax, N. S.

E. L. THORNE, General Manager,

, N 8. STRICKLAND
.y Asst. G'el. Manager.

W. C. Harvey, - = Inspector.

SAVINGS BANK
DEPARTMENT

Interest computed half-yearly at the
rate of 3} per “l"m ondeposits of $1.00
and upwards in ths Savings Bank Depart-
ment.

Collections receive immediate atten-
tion and prompt returns made.

BRANCHES:
IN NOVA SCOTIA—Annapols, Zarrin, Pas-
sage, Bear Berwick, B "
s e i ranville
Lawrencetown,
lasgow, Parrs-
Windsor,

erry, Halifax. Ken
et Middl (]
Truro,

Live
bnm.,rm'rhwk. 8,
Wolfville, Yarmou
—Arichat, Baddeck, Glace
= ?A.Pilv'ulsrlx“ltbon, North Sydney, St.
:Ll‘l. Sydney, Sydney Mines.
IN NEW BRUNSWICK—St. John.
—Port of
N BRITISH WEST INDIES ?dll.

/connfssraalnrm

Westminster Bank, London, England,
m‘h«"l‘ﬁmw 'ud U Canada,
o

B“Bk't. John's. Nfld.

New

ew York.

Good Stoch,

Meat Workmansbip,
Wp-to-Date Styles,
Prompt EFecution,
Reasonable Prices,
Satisfaction to Patrons.

R SRR

(Ue Pring «

BILLHEADS,
LETTERHEADS,
NOTEHEADS,
MEMO FORMS,
STATEMENTS,
ENVELOPES,
BUSINESS CARDS,
FOLDERS,
BLOTTERS,
RECEIPT FORMS,
Trustees’ Blanks,
Church Envelopes,
8. 8. Library Cards,
LABEHLS,
POSTERS,
DODGERS,
CIRCULARS,
BOOKLETS,
PAMPHLETS,
APPEAL CASES,
LEGAL FORMS,
SPECIAL ORDERS.

Finest Lines
..IN..

Wedding
Stationery

60 YEARS’
EXPERIENCE
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Entirely New

BRIDGETOWN FOUNDRY Co., Sole Agent,

pa Yy
AR

Has been under construction for more than a year—six months wero
spent in testing and peifecting the range before 1t was offered for sale.

Is built on entirely new and modern principles from entirely new
designs—no old patterns were used to hamper the good working qualities

Possesses labor and fuel-saving devices which are entirely new—
triple, triangular grates, enameled steel reservoir and special fluo
construction, are not used in any other make of range.

~ The fire-box, hot-air flues, body and oven linings, dampers, etc., are
improved over old styles and all combine to make a
" Bold, rich carving extra highly-polished nick
and shect-stee] warming closet give the ‘Pandora” a rich, elegant
appearance not seen in old style ranges.
Rold by all cnt.erprising ealers, Booklet free to any address.

M<Clary’s

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B.

erfect baking oven.

ing, heavy leg base

Bridgetown, N. S.

Poetry.

Filled His Place.

Tt wasn’t much of a place he filled,

But he tilled and ploughed and
ploughed and tilled;

While the greatest oause for his soul’s
unrest

Was the fear that he wouldn't do his
best.

So ke smiled at his work and went
ahead

With a tuneful heart and a Christian
grace,

It wasn’'t much of a place he filled,

But he filled his place.

he

The hands that were folded yesterday

On his breast were rough and hard—
but say,

What does it matter, let me ask,

1f they did get rough at a humble task?

For when Death looks up from the
pallid face,

What does it matter the
filled,

i you filled your place?

place you

1 fancy the joy of Papadise,

When it's given out, wil] cause some
surprise,

Fer the greatest will fall, or I'm no

Seer,
To those that did simple duties here;
To the man who smiles and goes ahead
With a tuneful heart and a Christian
gracd,
Though it wasn’t much of a place he
filled, .
If he filled his place.

Select Literature.

Grandma'’s Thanksgiving.
(From Boston Youth's Companioa.)

What John Glenn called a “spe’l of
weathcr” had frozen the river far
above the falls, and then a thaw had
come and brokm up the
great fragments were sweeping down
on every tide. The winter had set in
early, greatly to the delight of Sam
ard Brother and Curly, snd as mu-h
to the discomfort of their mather, whe
saw in every act of nature an attack
against herself.

“I call it downright in
them children to be glad o’ winter,
when it makes such a sight of differ-
enge to me,” she said, *“‘But there,
ft’s just as bad in the summer.’;

“The children don’t know, Miry,”
sald grandma, brushing the soft silver
curls away from her placid old face.
Children are full of the world and
its gladness, and themselves, They’'re
#o glad to be here, you can’t expect
them to be lookin’ for trouble.”

“As if there was anything else
look for!” said Mrs. Glenn.

“I'd be ashamed Elmiry! And here
we be close on Thanksgivin'.”

“Thanksgivin’! I'd like to know
what I’ve got to be thankful for!”

“You’ve got your home, Miry!”

“I g'pose, really, I've got a right to
a home.”

“And -your husband—"
grandma.

*0Oh, my goodness, mother!
on crutches!”

“And the children—"’

* “And hardly knowin’ where their
next meal of victuals comes from!”

“And—and you’'ve got me, Miry.”

“That’s so, mother! Yes, Ive got
you—but you’re old and feehle.”

“I'm able to do a sight more than

ice, and

heartless

to

went on

And he

spirif, “if you wouldn:t look after me
as if I was a piece of cracked china.”

“Anyway, if I hadn’t got you, I'd
give up. You're all the sunshine there
ia in the house, ’cept it’s Curly. For
I cant look at the children without
worrying, And as for him—I don’t
expect he’ll ever do anything worth
while ,again. He ain’t done anything
this year exceptin’ to help the boys
get that heap of driftwood and brush
together on the point for a honfire, I
never was so glad of anything in my
endurin’ days as that it rained all
Fourth of July week, so they couldn’t
start it. It'l make kindlin’s, not te
say firewood for us, ‘'most all win-

ter, -
“Why,” she continued, still pursuing

.

you think I bel”” eried grandma with'

the thought of her injuries, “when T
married John Glenn he used to say
he’d dress me like a princess. See?”’
and she held out the edge of her
scanty -skirf, and looked, with her
flushed cheeks and black eyes, like an
angry gipsy. ‘“Do princesses wear dirt
colored calico? If I was a fisherman
I'd be a good fisherman!”

“You're a wife. Be you a good wife
a-talkin’ so? John can’t help his mis-
fortune.”

“Buf it does seem as if he—well,
here he is.”” And at that “the person
spoken of came in, leaning heavily on
his crutches in order that his feet
should bring in as little snow as pos-
sible for his wife to sweep up.

For the first time that he could re-
call she forgot to do this:
were fixed on a parcel slung round his
neck, from which ,protruded the feet of
an unmistakable bird.

“F do declare, John—""

her eyes

she began.
“Yes, you may declare; 1 do, too,”
he answered, his eyes twinkling, as he
laid aside the parcel and untied his
“The doctor thinks I'm com-
He says if I hadn't
given

tippet.
in’ on all right,
had just the care you've
since the eccident, I'd have been laid
up for life.”

me

Mr. Glenn sank into his armchair,
and disposed his crutches safely beside
him,

“I told the doctor,”
“I hoped to see the time I could pay
him for his trouble, an’ he says ,'A
doctor’s best fee comes when he secs
his patient recover, an’ 1 don’t want
no other,” says he. An’ that ain’t all.
He stepped out an’ come back with
this turkey; said he’d had more sent
in by friends than he could use ‘fore
they spilt; an’ we must have this.
An’ that ain’t ‘' all. His wife sent
orandma’am this pie, with her regards
an’ to know if her receipt’s as good
as yours.”

“I've got a
best for the
Glenn.

he continued,

apple—that’s
said ~ Mrs.

pie—an
children,”

“Then this mince’ll do for
folks. ~ You're goin’ to share it, ain't
you, grandma’am,” he asked gaily.
“Where’s the children? Now I s’pose
you'll give the turkey a mortal stuf-
in’, Miry. I like raisins, hcre an’
there a traveller, in stuffin’-—"

“Raisins, T guess! As if we could af-
ford dcin’s like that! Wken I put rais-
jus in stuffin’ we'll be a land sight
Bctter ofi’'n we are now! Seems to me
it’s time the children were home. It's
getting close on dark. Oh, there they
be now, I guess. What in the world—
Sam, Sam Glenn! Brother! Where's
Curly?”’

For the door had burst open with a
crash, and the two boys had fallen in
breathlessly, a moment passing before
they. found their voices. ‘‘She’s gone!
Curly’s gone! She’s gone!—down river
—on a cake of ice—out to seal” they
managed to say. ‘“She skipped ahead
—we tried to get her, but we couldn’t
and we got all wet—"" and they were
crying - bitterly in a dripping heap
upon the floor.

grown

“Thig ain’t no time for erying!” ex-
claimed their mother. “John Glenn,
if you're hali a man you'll go get
that child!”

But already he had seized his
crutches and was swinging himself
out on them almost as rapidly as
another man might have run.

It was already twilight, and a light
snow falling whose cloud obscured the
stars. But John Glenn found his boat
and little Sam, who, without a
thought of his wet clothes, had come
after him with the oars, climbed in,
too. Then they sped down the tide as
if a great wind blew them.

Mrs. Glenn raced after them, down
the cove and along the sea-wall,
screaming now at the top of her
voice, wringing her hands, running
back again, and out and aiter them
once more, reckless of snow or cold,
knowing neither what she said or
what she did. 2

“Oh, my Curly,” she wailed. ‘““Out

there alone in the dark. My little

Curly, my last, my hest! “The Jittle

bright head—my pretty dear with her
sweetest face, her dear face! Oh, o I
never see it again! And he’s took
Sam, and in all his wet clothes! And
if they won’t either of them come
back—oh. dear Lord, what'll I do? O
John! John! I've sent you now to
your destruction, and you a cripple!”

She ran up and down, screaming,
h 1plss, frantic. And Teddy, known
as Brother, ran after her, catching her
gown, trying to quiet her, and wild
with fear himself.

But
boat down river with fierce

the
strokes,

John Glenn was pulling

searching all {he expanse with keen
eves for any littls, 1ed-hooded
cgouching on +me of the hig ice cakes

shap2

that went swirling and rodking
tipping bv.

*“Oh, God, help me!” he prayed.
“Q Christ, who walked upon the wa-
ter, lead me now!”’ and he put more
strength to his stroke. ‘‘What
here for?’ he cried saddenly to
“I hadn’t no let

Sam.

business to you
along,
if you don’t get back?”

“There’s Ted
along . dad,

Sam.

An" you'll want me
wherever you be,”’ said

They were mearing the bar,
there came up the roar of the break-
ers and the plunge of the surf, and the
ice that threatemed overy imstant to
swamp the boat.

“Curly! Curly! Curly!” John called
with all his might. Sam called,
as well as he could for his chattering
teeth. But no Curly answered.
snow had obscured the lighthouse rays
if indeed the lamps were lighted—and
it was so dark that if the girl had

been near at hand the searchers might |

have seen her.

With all the strength of his heart
John Glenn prayed and prayed aloud
for light.

But meanwhile grandma sat alone ir
the little house with the door
and the wind blowing in—the gentle
old woman aching with the pain of
feeling herself of no more service in
the world.

The clock rang out six sharp, angry
strokes. Tt startled her and she arose
mechanically and brushed out the snow
and shut the door. She put away the
pie and the turkey. She mended the
fire and lighted the lamp. Then she
went to the window, and darkening
the pane with both hands, peered out.

How black it was! The snow drove
by like sparks in the window’s lane of
light. Perhaps it was nof so dark out
on the water, she thought; but still it
couldnt help being pretty thick and
black, even there. John couldn’t see
Curly if she were still on the cake of
ice. John couldn’t see the way
home if he found her. Well, this was
trouble! Oh, ¥ she were not so old
and helpless!

All at once it scemed to the Jittle
old grandmother that she heard a
drum beating far in the distance. It
was like a call to battle. Probably it
was only the beating of her heart she
heard; but it had the effect upon her
that the pipes had on the besieged of
Lucknow.

“The Lord helps them that help
themselves!” she cried. “I guess I
ain’t so old and pindlin’ that I.can’t
do something!
out in this snow;, any more'n if I was
made o’ sugar. Folks seem to think
nowadays that an old woman ain’t
much body and no wit left. I'll show
’em! Poor little dear out there in the
dark!”’

Stepping more briskly than she had
dreamed she could, grandma found a
handiul of old papers in the wood box
and took a card of matches and the
oil can.” Then, looking neither to right
nor left, she hurried with hbr stiff,
weak knees across the road and - over
the frozen marsh to the upland of the
point where stood the boys’ big heap
of driftwood and refuse.

There was a tar barrel in that heap,
she knew, a broken up oil barrel, a
paint barrel and a_ sugar hogshead.
There was some hay that had drifted

ashore and been dried, and there were
pine boughs with the pitch in them
and chips and kindlings and what not.
She was running before she reached it,
and then in a sort of agony of breath-
lcss haste she stuffed her papers in the
chinks at the bottom of each of the
four sides and poured on her kerosene.

Then she took off her shoe to scratch
the matches on the inside, sheltering
tke flame till the oiled paper caught.
As she put on her shoe again the lit-
tle flames began to dance and to creep
up and up; and then instantly, in spite
of snow and damp, a pillar of fire rose-
and shone steadily into the black sky
that retreatedbefore it. A flood of
s; 1 ndpr poured over river and harbor
mouth.

“There!” cried grandma. ¢+ ‘““He can
do little who can’t do that! I guess
if that don’t light John and Curly and
all three of ’em back again, nothin’
will. Poor little Sam!”’

She labored and panted her way
back to the house, dried her foot in
the oven, and waited. “I be a little
tuckered,” she said softly to herself.

It was while John Glenn, out in/ his |

boat in the dark water, uttered his
great (ry for light that suddenly the
mizhty flame rose behind him. In a
momentary amazement and bewilder-
ment he held the boat on his oars and
stared about him; then he gave a quick
cry, JFop there, down a lane, of clear
water, on a broad, rocking sheet of
rough ice crouched a little red figure
that seemed to him at the first glance
a delugion of his tired eyes. But with
the next—

1% was of no use to shout. She
would not hear him in all the up-
roat. He bent to his oars as if he
had the strength of a giant; and down
one streak of open water he went and
up another,. twisting round here and
falling back there, and steering care-
fully befween the crashing and grind-
ing masses.

His heart was beating in his throat
and tke sweat rolled off his forehead
when he thrust his oar into a fissure
of the ice and kept the boat fast to
the broad piece that held Curly.

“Take the crutches, son!’” he cried,
sharply. ‘Lay them straight across.
I'm holding the boat. Creep
now. Careful—quick—sure, sure— and
bring back sister! Quick! The thing’s

over

splitting!”

Sam crawled over the two crutches
laid side by side and had his arms
round the little sister. Then together
they crawled back, and with Sam hold-
ing her skirts behind, Curly, partly
asleep, partly dazed, sobbing softly
with little catches of her breath, crept
ecross and tumbled into the boat.

Sam followed, and their father drew
his oar out of the fissure and backed
watcr, threading the narrow channel

| that seemed ready to let the ice close
and |

in upen him. When he came to freer
water he rowed as if he feared that
something might clutch Curly away

you |
| light, and with the flying snow made

What'll come of your mother |

and |

i dad and ;?m and sister!”’
crashing and splitting of the crowding |

too, |

The |
I‘ go
| dlothes.

{ fully.

open |

Mary wouldn’t let me.

| from him,

The blaze of the big bonfire fell over
them and bathed them in its ruddy

a wide halo round them as they put
where Elmira and Brother
watched and waited for them—Elmira

inshore,

! by this time motionless with fatigue
{ and terror.

g0

“Brother, O Brother, do you see?
she cricd. ‘Do you see?”:

“It's dad!” cried Brother. “It's
And then
his mother felt the life going out
her, but called up every. power she had

of

{ and held out her arms to all three of
{ them.

“0 John, John, T'll
cross to you again!”’ she sobbed. “O
Sam, what a good boy you are! You
right in an’ get on some dry
Curly, Curly, mother’s dear,
mother’s darlingest little girl, come to
Was you scared to death,

never speak

mother!
s'ster?”

“No-0,”” said Curly, a little doubt-
“0’ course Dad would come for
They went up to the house to-

me.

Consumption

Salt pork is a famous old-
fashioned remedy for con-
sumption. “Eat plenty of
pork,” was the advice to the
consumptive 5o and 100
years ago.

Salt pork is good if a man
can stomach it. The idea
behind it is that fat is the
food the cénsumptivc needs
most.

Scott’sEmulsionisthemod-
ern method of feeding fat to
the consumptive. Pork is too
rough for sensitive stomachs.
Scott’s Emulsion is the most
refined of fats, especially
prepared fpr easy digestion.

Feeding him fat in this
way, which is often the only
way, is half the battle, but
Scott’s Emulsion does more
‘han that. There is some-
thing about the combination
of cod liver oil and hypophos-
shites in Scott’s Emulsion.
‘hat puts new life into the

seak parts and has a special
~tion on the diseased lungs.

A sample will be
sent free upon request.

Be sure that this picture in
the form of a label is on the

m;{w c::’ry bottle of
SCOTT
BOWNE,
CHEMISTS,
Toronto, Ontario.
soc. and $1; all druggists.

Give nature three helps, and
nearly every case of con-
sumption will recover. Fresh
.air,-most important of all.

Cherry
Pectoral

Nosrishing food comes next.
>Then, s medicine to control
‘the cough and heal the lungs.
Ask any good doctor.

by ..‘.'.“.‘.."":“__’2..-"“_":'«"-'&’;2

S e

| Health demands dall
bowels. Ald nature

action of the
Ayer’'s Pills.

gether, with their arms close about
one another.

“Why, it’s the bonfire!”” cried Sam,
es they turned the eorner. “Some-
body’s been here, an’ they had the bon-
fire—""

“Why, so it is!” said Mrs. Glenn.
“I kind o’ wonderedl what that red
light was. First I thought it was the
day of judgment. My, but it’s a good
blads still, an’ ben mighty useful! You
can enjoy it just as well now as next
summer. There’s grandma in the win-
der. We're all here, grandma! Your
feet wet, John? Sakes alive! Where's
your crutches?”

“If 1 ain’t clean forgot ’em!’’ said
John, standing still a moment. “‘An’
here 1 be walkin’ on both feet? Well,
T snum!” and he looked furtively at
his wife, who was looking back at him
and laughing.

“Who lit that bonfire, grandma?”’ he
exelaimed, to make a diversion, as they
went in.

“I did!”” said grandma, a little Je-
fiantly. i

‘“Pest day's work you ever done!”
he answered. ‘“We shouldn’t ha’ been
here if you hadn’t.”

““Old folks is some good, ain’t they?”’
asked grandma, bustling about with
dry things. ‘Miry, you get your wet
clothcs off quick? You're drenched. It's
a wonder if we all don’t get a fit of
sickness out of this. And you ain’t
any of ye had a mite o’ supper. But
I've got a pan o’ pop-overs in the
oven. Hurry now, Miry, for I'm goin’
to read a Psalm, a psalm of thanks-
glvin’ to God, ‘Who layeth the beams
of His chambers in the waters.” I feel
real thankful we're all together an’ I
helped.”’

“Sort of your thanksgivin’ ain’t it,
grandma’am,” asked John, pulling off
his boots.

“May be. Somehow theve does seem
to be special reason for thanksgivin’
when you find you're somé use in the
world. Where's the Bible?”

“You just wait for me with your
Psalm!”’ called Elmira, from the other
room. “I gucss if anybody’s got any-
thing to be thankful for, it's me.
What’s the clock? I don’t know but
['ll have time to stuff that turkey be-
fore we go to bed. Here’s ten cents,
brother. You run to the store an’ get
some raisins, I guess I'll put some
raisins in that stuffin’.”

Long after the little house was still
and grandma was sleeping peacefully
as the effigy of some old saint, John
could see from his pillow his wife rock-
ing in the kitchen by the stove, with
Curly dreaming in her arms; she was
too happy for sleep and too full of
thankegiving.

T L AR S S ST SRS S,

C. C. Richards & Co.

I was very sick with Quinsy and
thought I would strangle. I wused
MINARD'S LINIMENT and it cured
me at once. I am never without it
row.

Yours gratefully,
MRS. C. D. PRINCE.

Navwigewauk, Oct. 2lst.

Wedding at Digby.

A pretty wedding took place at the
home of Rev. H. A. DeVoe, Bay Road
at noon Wednesday, the parties being
Mr. Harry E. Wagner, son of George
Wagner, of the firm of Geo. Wagner &
Sons, lumbermen at Danvers, and
Miss Mary W., daughter of Mr. and
Mrs. George Cossaboom, of Tiverton.
The ceremony was performed by Rev.
H. A. DeVoe, assisted by Rev. J. F.
Shears. The bride was dressed in a
travelling sui of pearl grey Venetian
cloth, white silk waist, and wore a
black velvet picture hat with ostrich
tips. After luncheon had been served
they were driven to the station and
leit on the west bound express for
Weymouth en route to their home at
Danvers, N. S. Four weddings took
place in Digby county Wednesday, the
other three being the Jones-Eldridge,
at Sandy Cove; Grey-Andris at North
Range, and Mnllen-Mullen at New
Tusket.

Nervous, Sleepless and Exhausted.

Not sick enough to lay up, but you
are out of sorts, blood is weak,
nerves unstrung, kidneys deranged, vi-
tality is low. You should take Fer-
rozone at once; it will enrich, strength-
en, invigorate and pacify the nerves.
and increase your energy, vitality and
power, Ferrozone will renew your ap-
petite and digestion, make you sleep
soundly—in fact, will make you well.
Try Ferrozome. Price 50c. per box, or
6 boxes for $2.50; at druggists or N.
C. Polson & Co., K ngston, Ontario.

—A Dakota Dairy Bulletin says:
“The per cent. of butter fat is gov-
erned by the breed and not by the
feed.”

Minard’s Liniment curae diphtheria.

| supplying only “Putnam’s,” for it’s
t

Shoeking Murder at Hantsport.
MAN SHOT A BOY OF FIFTEEN
FOR PLAYING HALLOWE'EN
PRANKS.

Hantsport, N. 8., Nov. 2—~0On" Sat-
urday evening in this town the penalty
of death was visited npon Peioy Cor-
kum, a 15.year-old youth, for the sim-
ple offence of throwing a tirntp o
fence near the residence of Irueman
Trefry, who admits having taken de-
liberate aim at the hoy and with a
muzzle-loading gun fill:d to its uimost
capacity. shot the boy dead. After the
thooting Trefry made a staitomens
that ke had loaded the gun himself,
and had awaited the appearance of
three boys who previously passed
the house, one of whom had .brown a
turnip which struck the window sill.
These boys were Percy Corckum, Horry
Zwicker and Harry Riley. Trefry did
not have long to- wait, for the ‘hoys.
When he noticed them returning he
crouched down behind his fence «nd
almost immediately after young Cor-
kum had thrown a turnip Trefry fired
the shot. The heart and lurys of 1he
boy were literally perforated. Whild
the remains were lying in a pool of
blood on the roadside Trefry remark-
ed: “Yes, I fixed him; I had been hotha
ered long enough and this fellow will
tantalize me no more.”

He coolly picked the body up from
the centre of the road and Jaid it on
the edge to prevent teams from run-
ning over it.

Shortly after the shooting Trefry
found Dr. Margeson. He told him that
he had shot a man and desired the
physician to accompany him to his
home. Trefry then repaired to the
magistrate and surrendered himself.
The magistrate told Trefry to go
home, but later a warrant was sworn
out and Trefry was arrested.

Fred Alley, a farmer who: was at
the doctor’s when Trefry made the an-
nouncement that he had shot a man,
said that he went direct from the
store to -Trefry’s place. The first
knowledge he had of the tragedy, ke
said, was when Trefry rushed into the
store and enquired for Dr. Margeson.,
saying: “I have shot a fellow ;I have
fixed a fellow. I have been bothered
by the boys before and I have wamned
the town about it.”

Harwood ZWicker, one of the boys
who was with the deceased at the
time of the tragedy, said Percy Cor-
kum, Harry Riley and he were near
Trefy’s on the evening of the shoot-
ing. Zwicker was on the opposite side
of the road, a short distance from
the house and near the willow bridge.
The deceased was a few feet awawy.
Harry Riley was kneeling beside
Zwicker, who said he cautioned Cor-
kum not to throw the turnip at Tre-
fry’s house. 'He, however, threw one
in the direction of the residence. It
struck the fence. Almost immediately
after Zwicker heard the leaves rustle
inside the inclosure and in an instant
the discharge of a gun followed. He
heard a cry from Corkum. Then Cor-
kum fell to the ground. Zwicker ran
away as fast as possible and

home, and did not become aware
Corkum’s death until some time

terwards, the same night.

An examination of the remains 1e-
vealed that 126 shot hal eniered the
boy, 47 in the body, 26 in the right
erm and 3 in the face. Those in the
arm had entered near tha shoulder
and traversed through the hone to the
skin on the other slle. The lungr and
heart were pi-rced. Lher. vare 97
distinet holes besides the « nglomerate
ones. The concentrated shot was ex-
actly at the heart and entered the
lower point of the left shoulder blade.

Trueman Trefry is about ifurty four
years old. He is married and bhas one
child and an aged wmother. 1le is a
laborer and resides in one half of a
doukle tenement of one story and a
half, which is the first house inside
the Hants county line. Trefry wag
born in Hants couniy.

The father of the murdered boy is
in the United States, having’ gone
there three.years ago. His motheria
dead, and he resided with his grand.
father William Rogers, of Lockhart-
ville, Kings counly. He was 15 years
old and bore an excellent reputaticn.
This is Trefry’s first criminal offence.

The verdict returned was that the
deceased came to his death at Hants-
port from a gun in the hands of some
one in concealment, on the evening of
October 3lst, between 8 and 9 o.clock.
The funeral took place this afternoon,
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A Timely Suggestior,

This is the time of year when the
prudent and careful housewife replen-
ishes her supply of Chamberlein’s
Cough Remedy. It is certaim to be
needed before the winter is over, and
results are more prompt mnd satis-
factory when t is kept at hand and
given as scon as the cold is contract-
«d and Lefore it has become settled in
the system. In almost every instance
a severe cold may bhe warded off by
1aking this remedy freely €8s soon as
the first indication of the cold ap-
pears. There is no danger in giving
fa to children, for it vonzains no harn-
ful substance. T{ is pleasant to take—
both adults and children like it. Buy
it and you will get the best. It al-
ways cures. For sale by S. N. Weare,

Harvesters Glad to Get Home.

Another party of Nova Scotia and
Prince Edward Island harvesters pass-
ed through on Saturday’s train from
the grain fields of the west. One of
the men said that there were fully as
fully as many more provincial farmers
out there to come home as have al-
ready proceeded east. That the men
are glad to return was evidenced by
their faces when the train dashed in-
to the depot. First there was a look
of surprise, then followed a broad
smile, coupled with a long drawn-out
shout, as they leaned out the cclonist
car windows.—St. John Globe.

Corns Between the Toes.

Are removed without pain i 24 hours
by Putnam’s Painless Corn and Wart
Extractor. Insist on your druggist

he best and safest,
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