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HOTELS.

QUEEN HOTElT
Queen Street, Fredericton, N. B.

THIS HOTEL Hu been REFITTED AND 
PAINTED IN THE MOST ATTKACTIVE 

STYLE. AN ELEGANT GENTLEMEN'S PAR. 
10B. OFFICE, and BEAUTIFULLY DECOR. 
AT HD DINING ROOM on Ground Floor: 
PERFECT VENTILATION and SEWERAGE 
throughout; LARGE and AIRY BEDROOMS; 
COMMODIOUS BATH ROOMS and CLOSETS 
•on each floor ; and is capable of accommodating 
ONE HUNDRED GUESTS.

It Is rapidly growing in popular favor, and is 
to-day one of the LEADING, as well as 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 the largest and most conveniently
fitted up ROOMS in Canada, having
■t>e. t entrait* jand also connecting with Hotel 
Office.

HORSES and CARRIAGES of every style are to 
be had at the LEVER Y STABLE of the Proprietor, 
Immediately adjacent to the Hotel.

The ‘'QUEEN” is centrally located, directly op
posite the Steamboat Landing, ind within a min
ute's walk of the Parliament Build ngs. County 
Registrar’s Office and Cathedral.

tar A FIRST-CLASS BARBER SHOP IN CON
NECTION.

GEO. A. HUGHES,
Jfj^rnoy and Solicitor,

NOTARY, CONVEYANCER, &C.
/ OFFICE : )

WH op£LpoYstRo£°I,NG [ Fredericton, N. B.
QUEEN ST. )

WILLIAM WILSON,
Attornoy-at-Law,

SOLICITOR and CONVEYANCER

Offices! Carloton St., East Side,

Directly opp. Dr. Coulthard’s office.

Aeeountt Collected and Loan» Negotiated.

WILLIAM WILSON.

H. B. RAINSFORD,
Barrister, Attorujy-at-Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC;

Clerk of the Peace and Division Registrar, 
Rent Estate Agent, Loans Negotiated. 

■^ Office : Lower flat of County Court House.
Adjoining the office of the Registrar of deeds. 

^Fredericton Nov. 16th, 1891.

GEO. L. WILSON,
Barrister, Notary Public, etc,
Office next door below J. J. Weddalls 

Qneen St. Fredericton, N. B.

March 4, 1893.

WESLEY VANWART,
Barrister.

Office: Queen Street,

OPPOSITE NORMAL SCHOOL-
Fredericton, May 6th, I893.

B.H. TORRENS, M.D.M.

FINE

0VEBC0ATM6S
—AND—

Latest Cloth tor 

Suitings,

—AND—

GUNN,
THE TAILOR,

Guarantees good fit, and first-class 

materials in his MAKE UP

Come in and see my Cloths and hard 

pan prices. It will pay you to do so.

HbXT BELOW C. P. R. OFFICE,

New Stock
-------OF------

Wall Paper.
In lota and at prices to satisfy all.

------ ALSO A LOT OF------

American

Ingrain

Papers,
W ith Borders 

To Match.___ ^

WORRY
mùmmmmm
that's what 
kills a man.
It Wearies the Brain. 
Weakens the Nerves. 

Impairs the Digestive Organs.

HAWKER’S
Nerve and Stomach

TONIC
Is a certain invigorator for the 
victim of worry, overstrain oj 
mind or body, or EXCESSES of any 
nature. It restores Nervous Energy, 
relieves Brain fatigue, aids Digestion, 
restores lost Appetite, promotes sound, 
refreshing Sleep, and is a perfect 

Blood and Flesh Builder.
AII Druggists sell it. 50c. a Bottle. Six for $2.50 
Mfd. only by Hawker Medicine Co, Ltd. St.John.N.B

W. E. SEBRY,

Merchant Tailor,

Has Just Received a splendid new 

stock of

CLOTHS # TWEEDS,
-------COMPRISING------

Fall Overcoating,

Suiting^

and Trouserings,
Which'he is prepared to MAKE UP 

in the

LATEST AND MOST FASHIONABLE 

STYLES

AT MODERATE PRICES.

*W. ZE. SEER ■y,
WILMOT’S AYE.

DENTIST,

Office and Residence, Saunders 
Building,

HALL’S
BOOK

2iTea,r Queen. Hotel. STORE.
F’ton, jane 2—26 1 yr.

DR. R. McLEARN.
Office and Residence,

Corner Queen and Regent Sts.
Office Hours.

8 to 10 A. M , 1 to 3 F. M., 6 to 8 F. M. 
Telephone, 66.

Fredericton, May 6th 1893*

A. S. MURRAY, Agent,

Fredericton, N. B.
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ENGLAND

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

"Vo»t” Type ritor.

jbj"y Jtlai r 1.

THE SUN.
The first of American Newspa

pers, CHARLES A. DANA, Editor.
The American Constitution, tho 

American Idea, the American Spirit, 
these first, last and all the time, for 
ever.

The Sunday Sun
Is the Greatest Sunday Newspaper in the 

World.

Price 5c. a copy, by mall, $2 a year 
Dally, by mail - - $6 a year
Dally and Sunday, by mail $8 a year 
The Weekly, - - - $1 a year

Address The Sun, New York.

HORSE_SHOES.
Jml Received

OASES asso ted Tinware
25 Stove Boilers, round and cval 

12 dozen 8he< t Iron Oven Pans 
25 “ Lumberman’s Tin plates
25 “ one pint Tin Cups
2 “ Large Coffee Pots for camp use
2 “ Tornado Oil Cans. 5 gallons each

12 “ Tin Oil Cans, 1, 2, 3 and 6 gallons
3 “ Enamelled Lined Scotch Buwls 
6 “ “ “ Stove Boilers, No’s.

8 and 9.
3 “ Enamelled Lined Spilers
2 cases Granite Iron Ware, assorted 
6 Purafine Oil Tanks, 60 gallons each 
1 case Patent Flour Sifters.

And for sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

-fc-fÂUvfü 
- ^

RAILROADS.

CANADIAN PACIFIC

mm

THO TTEGS Steel and Iron Horse shoes ; 150 J.U1 * IX. Boxes Horse Nails, Mooney’s Best ;
20 Bundles Toe caulk Steel ;
6 doz. Farrier’s Hammt-i>;
3 doz Farrier’s Pinchers ;
4 doz. Farrier’s Knives. And for sale low by

R. CHESTNUT A SONS.

STEAMSHIPS.

ALLAI LUE.
ROYAL MAIL STEAMER*.

RA ILWAY

ATLANTIC
fi

DIVISION.

TO

RAIL * 

LINE

BOSTON, &c. 
THE SHORT LINE

TO
MONTREAL, &c.

Liverpool* Derry, Halifax, and 
Portland.

From Liverpool. * From Halifax.
15 NOV....LAURENTIAN.............................  8 Dec
29 “ .... NUMIDIaN...................................22 “
13 Dec.......STATE OF CALIFORNIA........... 5 Jan.
27 “ ... LAURENJTAN ............................19 “
10 Jan. ...NUMIDIAN................................. 2 Feb.

Cabin passage, 850 and upwards ; Second Cabin, 
$30; Return, 855; Steerage, £15, Bound '.rip tick 
ets at reduced rates.

ARRANGEMENT OF TRAINS

In Effect Oct. 1st, 1894.

LEAVE FREDERICTON.

EASTERN STANDARD TIME.

6.00. A. M.—Week days for St. John, St. Stephen, St. 
Andrews, Houlton, Woodstock, and pointe 
North ; Bangor, Portland, Boston, and 
points West and riouth.

6.05 A. M.—Week days for Woodstock and points 
North, via Gibson.

10.65 -A. M.—Week days for Fredericton Junc
tion, St. John and points east.

3.20 P. M.—Week days for Fredericton Junc
tion and St. John, Vauoeboro, Montreal and

---- - the West, via the Short L'ne.

ARRIVING 1,1 FREDERICK)* FROM,
St. John, etc., 10.10 a. in., 6.15 p. m.
Bangor Montreal, etc., 1.30, p. m.
Woodstock and North, via Gibson branch, 6.45 

p. m.
St. John, St, Stephen, etc., 6.15 p. m.

D. McNIOOLL, O. E. McPHERSON,
Gen. Pass. Agent, As ft Gen'l Pass. Agent
MONTREAL. ST. JOHN, N. B.

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

Glasgow via Liverpool and St* John’»» 
N. F., to Halifax*

Bailings Fortnightly.

Glasgow, Londonderry,and New York 
Service.

From
New York.

STATE OF NEBRASKA.............. Nov 9, Dec. 20
STATE OF CALIFORNIA.......... Nov 22,

Cabin, #40 to $60 ; Second Cabin, 825; Steerage, 
$16.

For Staterooms, Tickets or further information 
apply to

WM. THOMSON S CO., Agents,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

OB TO

Frank I. Morrison. Fredericton.
12-7,

Having
A Farm,

ZA Garden,
A Village Lot,
A Home in the Gits’" 
orVillage or Country

Or Expecting to* Have One,

... IT WILL. . .

-z-o-cr
WELL,

To secure the Invaluable Help, the Best Information, 
the thousands of Plain, Practible, Useful 

Hints and Suggestions give in the

American Agriculturist
All prepared by thoroughly Experienced, Intelli 

gent men, who know well what they talk an 1 
irrite about.

Nine Hundred Engravings in each 
volur e, bring cleariy to the understanding, a great 
variety of Lib-r Sating, Labor-Helping Plans and 
Contrivances, Illustrations of Animais, Plante, Build
ings, H -usehold Helps and Conveniences, Pleasing 
Pictures for Old and Young, etc., etc.
ifll IQ ÎMDAsÇIDÎ I? For anyone to consult these 
11 lu llllrUuulDuu pages without gathering
many hints and suggestions, each one of which, is 
worth many times the small cost of this Journal 
for a whole year, ony $1,50, postpaid. 
Sample Copy Free on application. Address

---- THE-----

American Agriculturist,
62 and 54 Lafayette Place, New York.

INSTANT

CROCKERY MENDER.
Mends Solid as a Rock.

THIS preparation will mend anj thing that is 
broken, and will hold like grim death, and is 

p onounced by experts to be the greatest article ever 
invented for the purpose. It will cemeut Leather,- 
Wood, Crockery, Glassware, Iron, and ever>thing 
else. Grocxerv or Glassware mended with it will 
never break In the same place, but 
will be found str inger than before. It is of great 
value for mending Furniture and cementing tips on 
Billiard Cues ns well as for a thousand other pur
poses. Anyone can use it. It is in liquid f< rm, 
and ulwa>s ready for use, requiring no heating, but 
sets quickly. Price, 25 cents a bottle. Made 
by East Manufacturing Co., buffalo, N. Ï.

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.
Sole Agents, F’ton, N. B

For the Painter.
Just received 2 cases American Brushes from 

the manufacturers.
* -------

PAINT, Varnish, White wash, Kalsomine, Tar, 
Paste, Paper hangers, Striping, Stensolmg, 

Hearth, Counter and Window brushes. Sash tools, 
fl_t and round, Bears hair, Camels hair, Badger hair 
and Artists’ brushes. 1 case Canadian, in W bite wash 
and Varnish, Counter, Scrub, Shoe and Horse brush
es, also Machine made Window, Scrub and Shoe 
Brushes. Away down in price, and cheap.

B. CHESTNUT & SONS.

NOTICE OF ASSIGNMENT.
JOHN F. 8ANSOM and Robert 8. Sansom, of 

Stanley, in the County of York, Lumber Manu
facturers, doing business under the name and st> le 

of J. E. & R. 8. Ransom, have this day assigned their 
estate and effects to me, the undersigned, in trust 
for the benefit < f their creditors. The trust deed is 
at my office, Queen Street, Fredericton, for inspect
ion and signature. By the terms of said deed, per
sons wishing to participate, must execute the same 
within ninety <mys from the date thereof. Fred- 
ricton, July 5th, 1894.

FRANK L MORRISON, 
Trustee Estate of

F’ton, July 21, 1894. J. E. & R. 8. Sansom

Apple Fearers.
Just Received by Rail,:

1 "DOXES Apple Fearers, Improved Kind, does JLU -D the business right every time, for sale low 
by the dozen.

B. CHESTNUT & SONS.

CHRISTMAS.

Draw up the chair about the logs 
That sparkle bright and gay ;

That in quaint flowers on the wall 
In madcap frolic play.

Oh, toss all sorrows to the winds,
For this is Christmas day.

What if the chilly winds without 
About the chimney blow 

And high against the frosted panes 
Makes minarets of snow 

When Christmas cheer this cozy nest 
With comfort sets aglow I

The happy child upon the floor,
With feelings luscious ripe,

Plays .with the red toy animal 
Of curious spot or stripe,

While deep within his little heart 
The birds of springtime pipe.

He roams beneath his loaded tree 
Beside the inglenook,

Alive with candles, blocks and drums 
And many a picture hook 

From dear old Santa Claus, who came 
Last night — but hush — oh, look !

Here comes the plump and lucious goose 
So savory and brown,

A golden promise oil à dish,
Our cares and fears to drown,

And place on our triumphaht brows 
A rich though fleeting crown.

Come, let us carve him while he’s hot 
And breathing fumes of spice,

And pile the pungent stuffing high 
Upon each juicy slice,

And in dream shallops lightly drift 
Through flowery paradise.

And afterward we’ll light our pipes 
While twilight shades appear,

And when we break the wishbone frail, 
Amid the blazing cheer,

Let him who wins wish for us all 
A happy, glad New Year.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL
From a window of a crowded apart

ment house situated in the business dis
trict of a great city a woman with a pale, 
wistful face was looking down into the 
street below.

In spite of her shabby black dress, there 
was an aristocratic air about the tall figure 
which impressed one that she was a lady 
born, and in the face now worn with 
years of sorrow could be detected traces 
of what must once have been a radiant 
beauty.

It was Christmas eve, and the street 
was filled with persons hurrying to their 
various homes after the last day of holi
day shopping. Heavily laden express 
carts were rattling uoisly over the cobble
stones, and groupes of small urchins were 
adding to the festive din by tooting lustily 
on their ear splitting Christmas horns.

But the pale woman at the window 
neither saw nor heard all this confusion. 
Her thoughts were in the faraway past, 
when Christmas eve in the luxurious 
home of her childhood used to be the 
gladdest tiitia of all the year. But now 
she glanced hastily around the small bare 
room and shuddered to think of the ter
rible change. If only she could have 
bought a few trifling gifts for the children! 
But she had not been able to spare a 
penny from her small earnings, and this 
year dear, faithful Tony must go unre
warded and 6-year-old Kathie’s strong 
confidence in Santa Claus be shaken for
ever.

Just then the door was pushed open, 
and her sad reverie was interrupted by 
the entrance of two children, a tiny girl 
with a mass of golden hair framing a very 
excited little face and a dark eyed boy 
about two years her senior.

“Mamma, mamma,” the fairy cried, 
rushing to her mother and throwing both 
arms about her neck, “ Tony and me have 
a be-yu-ti-ful plan, just be-yu-ti-ful ! Tony 
read about it in a book, and we want to 
do it — to sing carols tonight under peo
ple’s windows.”

The mother drew a quick breath.
“ And then when they open the door to 

find us we’ll run away, just like the chil
dren in the story.”

Ah, then her children had not yet 
thought of begging at strange doors, and 
they wanted to follow out the beautiful 
old English custom simply for the fun and 
novelty !

“ And, mother,” Tony was saying ifi his 
grave way, “perhaps they’ll think it’s an 
angel when Kathie sings, she can make 
her voice so soft.”

The mother smiled. Her little daugh
ter’s truly wonderful voice was a great de
light to her, and she hoped some day to 
have it carefully trained.

Yes, she would give her consent to the 
frolic, and all through the scanty evening 
meal the children chattered like veritable 
magpies. Then, clad in their plain,warm 
wraps, they set out after bidding their 
mother a merry good by.

Hand in hand they hurried through 
the crowded streets, past the rows of bril
liantly lighted shops, gay with holly and 
evergreens, not making a stop until they 
reached a wide avenue, where the shops 
gave way to handsome private houses.

“Now, Kathie,” Tony whispered by 
way of a signal, “1 While shepherds 
watched their flocks.’ ” And a moment 
later the childish voices were ringing on 
the frosty air in clear, sweet treble. Be
fore they could run away, as the story 
had said was the proper thing to be done, 
a group of children appeared at one of 
the richly curtained windows, and catch
ing eight of the little singers out in the 
snow, beckoned to them to come in. Tony 
shook his head and called out gaily that 
they were Christmas children and didn’t 
mind the snow. Then, clasping hands 
more tightly, they ran on.

House after house was roused by the 
clear little voices, and coins weie offered, 
but Tony always refused the money, say 
ing that they were Christmas children, 
and that seemed to explain their situation 
perfectly, for no one pressed them further.

“ Let’s don’t sing any more after this 
one,” Kathie said as they paused before a 
large, imposing house of somber brown- 
stone, “ ’cause I’m very tired.”

“ All right, Kit, so brace up for the last 
time and do ) our best. Lets sing * Hark, 
the herald angels ! ’ ”

“You begin it,you know.” And Tony, 
who acted in the double capacity of busi
ness manager and choir master, gave the 
note, and Kathie began.

In the handsomely furnished library of 
the house before which the children 
stood, an old man was sitting alone before 
a great open fire. He knew that it was 
Christmas eve, but the fact did not seem 
to make him particularly happy, for his 
face was drawn and haggard, as though 
he weie being tormented by his own 
thoug’ ’s. Some one had wished him a 
“mei.y Christmas” . that evening, and 
the old man laughed bitterly.

“ Merry Christmas,” he half muttered. 
“ When have I seen a Christmas that was 
anything but a torment since”—and his

i
mind flew back to a Christmas eve just 
ten years ago. Ah, those were merry 
Christmases in the old years when Kath
erine was a child with long, golden hair ! 
What was it she sang every time before 
she exploied the mysterious stocking? 
Oh, yes, he remembered it well—

“ Hark, the herald angels sing ! ”
Was he dreaming, or was it really his 

darling’s voice that broke the stillness of 
the winter night? He listened intently. 
Faintly the air of the old anthem came 
to him. Then, as his ear grew accustomed 
to the voice, he caught each word dis
tinctly, “‘Glory to the newborn King.’” 
The sound "came from the street, and the 
old man rose from his armchair and 
walked noiselessly to the window. Hid1 
ing himself among the heavy folds of the 
hangings, he gazed eagerly out into the 
snowy avenue. .

Two tots of children were standing di
rectly in front of the house. One, the 
smaller of the two, a gift with bright 
curls, as he saw by the friendly light of 
the street lamp, was singing with all her 
might. And such a voice ! It made him 
think of the “ herald angels,” about whom 
she sang, or, better still, of Katherine.

He waited until the carol was ended, 
and then raising the sash called in a per- 
suaisive tone ; “ little ones, will you come 
here,” and as the children hesitated, he 
added, “ don’t be afraid. I only want to 
speak to you a moment” And a little 
later Tony and his sister were standing 
before the old man in the great wide hall.

“ I want to tell you how much I have 
enjoyed the anthem that you have been 
singing out there in the cold and to ask 
you if you won’t come tomorrow and sing 
it for me again. I used to have a little 
girl like yon, “ touching Kathie’s hair 
softly as he spoke, “ who sang it every 
Christmas day.”

“Did she?” Kathie asked, looking up 
at the grim old man with a genuine in
terest in her big blue eyes. “ Why that’s 
just what my mamma used to do when 
she was a little girl, isn’t it Tony ? ”

Tony, who, unlike his sister, disliked to 
speak of what he termed family “ ’fairs ” 
before strangers, simply nodded and was 
about to say that they would be very glad 
to come in the morning when their host 
of five minutes, leaning eagerly forward, 
exclaimed in a hoarse voice : “Your 
mother, children ? Who is she? Who 
are you ? ”

Half frightened by the change that had 
come over the old man’s face, Tony an
swered wonderingly, “ We are mamma’s 
children, Kathie and Tony, and mamma 
is Mrs. Anthony Girvin.” The sudden
ness of the discovery was too great to be 
borne calmly, and the old man trembled 
like a palsied person as he rang the bell 
for a servant. “ Tell John,” he said when 
the domestic appeared, “ to have the car
riage ready immediately.” Then turning 
to the puzzled children, he said in a voice 
that he tried in vain to steady : “ Little 
ones, your mother was the little girl who 
used to sing for me years ago. Will you 
take me to her, for I want to go tonight?”

It was years before that his daughter 
Katherine had come up behind him one 
evening, and putting her arms about his 
neck told him with an unwonted shyness 
that she had that day promised to be An
thony Gjrvin’s wife, and he, enraged that 
his idol should be willing fo marry a poor 
musician, who, though good and talented, 
was guilty of being in moderate circum
stances— he, the fond effectionate father
— had broken from the soft embrace and 
commanded her — yes he had used that 
very word — to break her promise or to 
leave his house forever. And how 
proudly she had towered above him in 
her tall beauty as she utterly refused to 
comply with his commands, because — 
and the words were galling to the father
— because she loved Anthony Girvin 
more than the whole world. “ Then show 
your devotion to this pauper and go ! ” he 
had- shouted, little dreaming that he 
would be so promptly obeyed, for, with a 
slight bending of the beautiful head, she 
had gone from the room, and when with 
a half formed fear he went to find her a 
note on her dressing table told him that 
“her ‘devotion to this pauper’ was 
proved, for she had h it her fathers house 
forever.” The torturing remorse that fol
lowed almost drove him insane, and when 
he was convinced that all search for his 
daughter’s whereabouts was vain he had 
settled down to an almost entirely se
cluded life, which was in its very nature 
a living death.
*****

Tony always persists that they owe 
their present happy life to Kathie’s fond
ness for discussing family matters, but 
Kathie herself and Kathie’s idolizing 
grandfather lay it all to the old Christ
mas carol.

A CHRISTMAS STOCKING.
“ Dear Santa Claus,” wrote little Will,

In letters truly shocking,
I’ze been a good boy,
So please fill a-heapin this stockin.

I want a drum to make pa sick 
And drive my mamma crazy.

I want a doggie I can kick,
So he will not get lazy.

I want a powder gun to shoot 
Right at my sister Annie,

And a big trumpet I can toot 
Just awful loud at granny.

I want a druffle big false face 
To scare in fits our baby.

I want a pony I can race 
Round the parlor maybe.

I want a little hatchet, too,
So I can do some choppin 

.Upon our grand piano new 
When mamma goes a-shoppin.

I want a nice hard rubber ball 
To smash all into flinders 

The great big mirror in the hall 
And lots and lots of winders.

And candy that’ll make me sick 
So ma all night will hold me,

And make pa get the doctor quick 
And never try to scold me.

And, Santa Claus, if papa says 
I am naughty, it’s a story,

Just say if he whips me I’ll 
Die and go to kingdom glory.”

JOCULAR CHRISTMAS GIFTS.
It will increase the joy and jollity of 

Christmas morning exceedingly if the 
children find that their elders have 
entered into the spirit of the time to such 
a degree that stockings of all conceivable 
sizes and shapes bulge with strange con
tents over the fire place. The more 
amusing the gifts tucked away in toe and 
heel the more uproarious will be the 
mirth before breakfast. The old trick of 
wrapping a pair of cuff buttons in multi- 
tudious papers until they form a bundle 
as big as a potato will never fail to excite 
interest and enthusiasm. A jack in the 
box put in the stocking of a staid father 

■of a family has been known to cause re
miniscent chuckles of glee through a 
whole day, and the most amusing thing 
that Mark Twain ever said would pale in 
effect before the amusement caused by 
the mother’s drawing a cream whip from 
her stocking,

CHARGED WITH MURDER.

Annie Maud Brewer For
merly of Fredericton

Under Arrest at Lynn, Mass., 
For the Murder of Gideon 

W. Lattimer.

Details of the Crime.

Many people in Fredericton will recall 
the Brewer girls, two notorious persons, 
who in the last years of their residence 
here were popularly known as the “ bull
dogs.” They disappeared about twelve or 
thirteen years ago, but are now located at 
Lynn, Mass., where one of them, Annie 
Maud Brewer, is under arrest charged 
with the crime of murder. The Evening 
Item of Lynn, Dec. 15th gives the follow
ing particulars of the affair :

Gideon W. Lattimer, Jr., the man who 
was shot in this city Thursday, died at 
the hospital last night. Annie Maud 
Brewer, the girl who did the shooting, is 
locked up in Salem jail to appear in the 
local court Wednesday. Her bail has 
been fixed at $15,000.

She was arrested at between 4 and 5 
o’clock this morning by the police, who 
found her in the room of Chas. H. Spin
ney, at 66 Central avenue. She had been 
there since 5 o’clock Thursday evening, 
at which time she had left the room of 
“ Dr.” Daniel Wilkinson at Mrs. Breed’s.

Charles H. Spinney was arrested at the 
same time that Annie was, for harboring 
her and being an accessory after the fact, 
and Wilkinson and Mrs. Breed were de
tained at the station nearly all night, in 
momentary expectation of an arrest on 
the same charge, arid which act may fol
low.

As might be expected, the girl’s narra
tion of the events which led to the shoot
ing is very different from that of the man 
who was shot. She claims that the first 
shot, at least,

WAS FIRED IN SELF-DEFENCE,

and that she took the revolver from the 
pocket of Lattimer, whose fingers were 
clutching her throat at the time.

The story of her movements since the 
shot was fired is a very plain one, as is 
now known by the police, and it would 
have been materially simpler still had it 
not been for the ill-considered actions of 
the people by whose aid she was enabled 
to remain in hiding as long as she did.

The officers were searching high and 
low for her all the afternoon, and as there 
were a number of men on the force who 
knew her well and the places where she 
would be most likely to go, it was not 
thought there would be much difficulty 
in apprehending her. As a precautionary 
measure, however, word was sent to the 
police of all the neighboring towns and 
cities, giving her description and warning 
them to be on the lookout for her. Officers 
were also sent to Lynn, Salem and Revere 
to watch the trains.
’ A number of alleged clues came in dur

ing the afternoon, but after being followed 
up proved of no value. Several times dur- 
the search between noon and 5 o’clock 
officers went into the lodging house where 
the girl was secreted, but as was natural 
under the circumstances, they did not go 
into the private office of Wilkinson. Both 
Wilkinson and the landlady, however, 
were thoroughly aware of the fact that 
the girl was wanted and the landlady 
knew that the girl was in the house.

About five o’clock Wilkinson appeared 
at the station and told the Marshal that 
the girl had been in his room all the 
afternoon and had come their immediately 
after the shooting. He said that she had 
left about 15 minutes before to go to the 
station and give herself up. Wilkinson 
was detained in the Marshal’s office and 
questioned as to further particulars, and 
Mrs. Breed was also sent for.

Wilkinson’s stories varied a good deal, 
and he at one time and another while he 
was detained contradicted himself a num
ber of times, but as far as the officers 
could make out from what he said 
the girl came to his office almost immed
iately after doing the shooting. She told 
him what she had done, but said that she 
had shot in self defence, and that

LATTIMER WAS ASSAULTING HER

when she fired.
Spinney was in room 6, and sc was An

nie Brewer, and when the officers rapped 
at the door demanding admission, she 
came forward, saying : “You want me, 
Captain Burfckes ? ” He did want her 
and she was taken to the station, as was 
also Mr. Spinney. Wilkinson and Mrs. 
Breed were then allowed to go home, on 
their promise to come back in the morn
ing.

Miss Brewer’s statements as to the facts 
of the assault as given to the police, is 
this. She says that Lattimer came to the 
house to see her and came upstairs to her 
room. He wished to break off his inti
macy with her. He gave her back a ring 
and handkerchief she had given him, 
and she gave him his revolver, which he 
had left there some time before. After 
getting this, he told her he would not sec 
her any mire this month, but would be 
ready to skip with her the first of next 
month.

She told him that if he did not see her 
again before next month there were other 
men that would, whereupon he said that 
if he could not have her no one would, 
arid caught her by the throat, throwing 
her back upon the bed. She put her 
hand in his pocket and pulled out the re
volver and

FIRED IT POINT BLANK AT HIM

at close range. He released her and start 
ed out, and she fired two more shots, one 
hitting him in the shoulder, and the other 
fired as he was going down stairs, going 
wide of the mark.
•She left the house almost immediately 

after Lattimer did, and went directly to 
the rooms of Wilkinson, whom she had 
known for some time, and who is the pro
prietor of some patent medicine which he 
manufactures and sells. That her sister, 
Emma Brewer, knew of her whereabouts 
is certain, as twice during the afternoon 
Maud sent Wilkinson to No. 13, Bond 
street to tell her sister to come to the place 
where she was.

After leaving Wilkinson’s room she 
went to 66 Central avenue, and went to 
Spinney’s room, but be was not there at 
the time and did not come for some time. 
At the time she v.as found by the police 
she was fully dressed and had on her hat 
and cloak. She was locked up to await 
morning and a hearing in court

In the meantime, the man who has 
died as the result of her act, was passing 
a very bad night. Dr. Maurice Richard
son, the noted Boston surgeon, who had

been sent for, arrived late in the evening 
and the bullets were located, one imbed
ded in the right shoulder, not very far 
under the skin, and the other in the back 
between the tenth and eleventh ribs. The 
course of the bullet had been such that 
an operation was rendered necessary, 
which was successfully performed and 
one kidney removed, after which the bul
lets were extracted about three o’clock. 
Dr. Richardson performed the operation, 
assisted by the hospital staff. Although 
he rallied successfully after the extraction, 
he soon commenced to sink again and 
death occurred in a few hours.

A BAD RECORD.

That Maud Brewer is not without previ
ous record is certain. In 1889 she was 
arrested with her sister, Emma, by Police 
Officer Thomas L. McKenney, who was 
one of the searching party of last night, 
with State Officer George C. Neal, who 
also remembers the occurrence, as it was 
during his service as deputy marshall.

Officer McKenney found them after 
midnight one night, fighting on the 
grounds of St. Stephen’s church for the af
fection of a young grocery clerk, who was 
present in a very much muddled condit
ion. The three had been out for the ev
ening, and had failed to agree on which 
one was most favored by the young man, 
and so took to fighting to decide. The 
party was arrested by McKenney, but 
Maud slipped from her sacque and started 
to run. J. W. Young appeared at that 
time most opportunely and caught her. 
They were both fined for drunkenness, as 
also was the object of their violent affect
ion.

The police have since had frequent oc
casion to look up the two sisters, once on 
suspicion of larceny, and again at times 
on suspicion that they were keeping a 
disorderly house. Since the two girls 
came to Lynn, with their brother, they 
have "been classed as speedy about town, 
and have managed to become very well 
known indeed.

The police are inclined to look upon 
the information granted by the sister 
with some little doubt. She told them 
that her sister wore a black hat. The 
hat is white. She further said that she 
did not know of her wherebonts. As a 
matter of fact she knew where the girl 
was, for “ Dr.” Daniel Wilkinson took a 
letter to her during the afternoon, while 
Annie was in his room. Then, too, they 
have reason to believe that she has the 
revolver with which the shooting was 
done. They will doubtless have

MORE TO SAY WITH MISS EMMA

before the case is ended. Charles H. 
Spinney, in whose room the girl was 
found, was released without complaint, 
this morning, the police believing that he 
didn’t know of the girl’s presence in his 
apartment until his return, and that he 
was then in no condition to realize that 
she ought not to be there.

Mrs. Breed and Wilkinson were held 
until after the girl was caught, they have 
not been arraigned.

Gideon W. Lattimer’e mother came to 
the police station several months since 
and told Marshal Wells that her son was 
intimate with Maud Brewer, and that she 
wanted the intimacy stopped, as she did 
not think that she was a fit associate for 
her boy. On learning that her boy was 
33 years old, the Marshal told the angry 
woman that the police were powerless to 
interfere in the matter as long as the 
couple did nothing in transgression of the 
law. They could be arrested for fornica
tion if proof could be furnished, but it 
was no concern of the police how much 
they went together.

Mrs. Lattimer did not want them ar
rested for such an offence, but came again 
later and complained that Maud Brewer

HAD THREATENED TO SHOOT HER.

She told this also to an Item reporter, 
Thursday evening, and said that the girl 
had been overheard to make this threat 
by a young man named A’Hearne, who 
has been employed by the Lattimers as 
an expressman. A’Hearne, when seen by 
the reporter corroborated this statement. 
He could not fix the exact date when he 
heard the threat made, but thought it 
was one Saturday evening, about six 
weeks ago, and that “it took place on 
Western avenue. He was talking with 
the girl about Lattimer and his mother’s 
efforts to keep them apart, and she said 
that if she could not get him no one else 
would, for she would shoot him and then 
shoot herself before she would lose him. 
A’Hearne declares that she said, too, that 
before she would allow Lattimer’e mother 
to separate them she would go to the 
house and shoot her.

However, Mrs. Lattimer did not do all 
the complaining at the police station, as 
the Brewer girls themselves appeared 
there some weeks ago and made a com
plaint to the effect that Gideon’s mother 
was carrying around a pistol, with which 
she intended to do them violence. Mrs. 
Lattimer acknowledges that the pistol 
with which her son was shot belonged to 
herself and says that it was one she had 
to scare off burglars when she was at a 
cottage in Wenham.

As might perhaps be expected, Mrs. 
Lattimer is very bitter against both 
Brewer girls, and says that they have 
been instrumental in

BREAKING l’P HOMES AND SEPARATING 
FAMILIES.

She declares them both to be hard drink
ers, but says that she does not know them 
personally. *

About a month ago when they lived on 
Brownville avenue, the police raided their 
house with a warrant to search for liquor. 
It was suspected at the time that some 
things stolen from the Loring farm would 
be found there, but they were not. The 
girls were not, however, suspected of 
having stolen the stuff themselves.

Gideon Lattimer has been married and 
has a daughter about 12 years old. Mrs. 
Lattimer declares that her son first be
came acquainted with the Brewer girls 
through “ Hub ” Spinney, who had ord
ered a case of lager brought from Boston 
and, when Gideon delivered it, introduced 
him to one of the girls, who was in the 
room and telling him that he would 
make a date for himself and Lattimer to 
meet both girls and that they were nice 
people. The date was made and since 
then Lattimer has been constant in his 
attentions to Annie Maud.

THE ALLEGED MURDERESS ARRAIGNED.

Lattimer was still living when the 
Brewer girl appeared before Judge Berry 
to answer to the charge of felonious as
sault. She had no counsel with her, but 
entered the dock alone, looking cool and 
collected. She wore a low-crowned gray 
felt hat, with a black band, and a long 
cloak, of dark, woolen goods, with large, 
flat metal buttons and a brown silk facing 
to the collar. Her face showed no signs 
of anxiety, other than that evinced by 
her eyes, which wandered restlessly from 
the judge to the marshall and then to the 
crowd of spectators.

“Annie A. M. Brewer, you are charged 
with felonious assault on Gideon W. Lat

timer, jr., with iutent to do kill, what 
say you to this complaint,” asked Clerk 
Oliver.

“Not guilty,” was the response. She 
spoke quickly, sharply, with a metallic 
ring in her voice, but outwardly calm as 
if she failed to realize the gravity of the 
charge.

Judge Berry thought a moment and 
then announced that he would continue 
the hearing to Wednesday, the 19th inst., 
holding the girl under $15,000 bonds. 
This was made known to her and she was 
taken back to her cell in the woman’s 
wing, but as Lattimer has since died, she 
is now held for murder.

Miss Brewer, says the Item, has no 
claim to beauty or comeliness. Her 
features are not in the least classic and 
her face is dull and uninteresting, her 
nose small and tilted a bit, and her eyes 
small, crafty and slightly bleared. Her 
face shows unmistakable marks of dissi
pation.

An Item reporter had a short conversa
tion with her, but she was disinclined to 
talk and did not add anything to the 
statement made to the police.

CHRISTMAS BELLS.

Ring out the merry Christmas chime, 
Proclaim the message far and near,
Peace and good will in every clime,
To rich and poor sweet Christmas cheer.

Loudly proclaim o’er land and sea,
What love divine for men did plan,
The setting of the captive free,
The nobler brotherhood of man.

Surcease of grief to those that mourn,
Rest to the weary, heaven to win.
A fuller life beyond death’s bourne 
To such as seek to enter in.

Peal forth with no uncertain tone,
That love leaves none beneath the ban, 
And they alone are blessed that own 
Their duty to their fellow man.

Proclaim as loudly as ye can,
The tidings glad to old and yonng,
Peace upon earth, good will to man,
First by the angel chorists sung.

McLean’s Brook.
Dec. 11.—Thinking that some of the 

readers of your valuable paper might like 
to know how the Keswick boys are get- 
ing along in the Miramichi lumber woods, 
I drop you a few lines. We left that fair 
valley the 13th of November, with just 
enough snow for good sledding. We sped 
along lively through Bird town and the 
far famed Cardigan region, arriving at the 
nice little village of Stanley in good time. 
We proceeded 15 miles further on to our 
friend Donnaly’s, where we were hospit
ably entertained. Next morning we 
started on our way 20 miles over a rough 
portage, arriving at our camping ground 
a little after dark.

The night was dark and stormy,
The wind had lulled to a calm,

We stood around an open fire 
As quiet as a lamb.

I think we resembled the foolish vir
gins, for lamps we had, but not a drop of 
oil. However, the dreary night wore 
away and in the morning 12 willing 
hands set to work building our camp, 
which in a few days was completed, but 
not soon enough to escape a blizzard from 
the northwest, which came near leaving 
our tent poles bare. Some of the boys by 
the aid of a lantern sought shelter to a 
neighboring camp, while the rest stood 
firm to the wreck.

But now we are nicely located in a 
snug warm camp on the bank of Mc
Lean brook, two miles from the main 
South West, and through the cautious 
efforts of our foreman, Jim, we are hand
ling lumber at a lively rate and are doing 
splendid work.

We can boast of having the best cook 
on the waters.

Our friend, A. Morehouse, is here, bet
ter known as the popular Taxidermist of 
Keswick. He is collecting heads of large 
game which he intends mounting himself 
in the spring. He has already secured a 
very fine specimen of a bull moose and 
will no doubt work up a good trade in 
that line of business as this place abounds 
with moose, deer and cariboo.

Smith brothers from Dayen Ridge, fur
nish music ; the way they handle the 
harmonica is hard to beat.

And our friend William acts the part 
of H. Vennor, when he predicts a storm 
by his peculiar method, what he calls 
goat hair in the sky, the boys prepare for 
a big one, which is sure to come.

Later on, Mr. Editor, I will furnish you 
with a few more notes concerning this 
little crew.

THE WEEKLY GLOBE.

For fifty years The Weekly Globe of 
Toronto has had an enviable reputation 
as the one great Liberal weekly of the 
Dominion. It has always been a high- 
class journal, and a welcome visitor in 
thousands of homes. It was never better 
as a newspaper than it is today. The 
Globe’s enterprise is proverbial. Its cor- 
respondets have traversed and written up 
almost every section of thecountry. All 
great events have been fully reported. The 
speeches of leading politicians, whether 
on the floor of parliament or on the 
stump, have been presented as they were 
uttered, and all are fairly treated, whether 
er Liberal, Conservative or Patron. The 
Globe is the only weekly paper in Can
ada that gives such full and fair reports of 
parliamentary proceedings, great church 
meetings, and other similar occurrences 
of provincial and national interest. Among 
leading features of recent numbers, may 
be mentioned speeches by Mr. Laurier, 
Sir John Thompson, Sir Richard Cart
wright, Mr. Marter, Mr. Haycock, mem
bers of the Ontario cabinet, and others ; 
letters from members of The Globe’s ed
itorial staff, who travelled through the 
province of Quebec and over the route of 
the Trent Valley Canal, interviews and 
letters on that most important question, 
the reform of the law system, long re
ports from the scene of the Jessie Keith 
murder, the McWherrel trial and other 
sensational events. The aim of The 
Globe is to be trustworthy. The Globe 
has the best cable and telegraphic service 
obtainable ; its foreign, American and 
Canadian despatches are unexcelled, and 
every week the whole world is brought 
under review. ïhe agricultural depart
ment is right up to the times ; the crop 
and market reports are full and reliable. 
Reasonable space is given up each week 
to lighter reading, and good stories is one 
of The Globe’s attractions. Another pop
ular feature are the weekly contribut
ions from the Khan’s poetical pen. As 
a family newspaper The Weekly Globe 
is unrivalled. •

CHRISTMAS JINGLES.
Get the banjo from the peg ! 
Tune the fiddle, fling your leg! 
Christmas comes jes’ after fall, 
Balance to your partners, all !


