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f His interest is hi« rash matrimonial pro
ject bad cooled considerably but going to 
see his uncle on the following Saturday 
afternoon, be inquired casually at the post- 
office again and was not altogether dis
pleased that there was still no letter from 
him. He decided that his epistle bad not 
created a satisfactory impression, and that 
he should bear no more of it.

Turning the corner a little beyond the 
postoffice, be was surprised to run into 
Uncle Cottle, gorgeous in a new white 
waistcoat, and with a flower in his button
hole.

“Tim, my boy,” he rj undated, “I've 
been expecting you daily. Sorry I was 
out when you called last—I Vftt ОЧІ on 
particular buâiness,”

“Oh Г*
Tim had dim premenitiona of disaster ; 

he inly upbraided himself for neglecting the 
affairs of Miss Holt.

“Yes.”
Uncle Cottle winked his left eye and 

smacked his nephew on the, shoulder exu
berantly.

4 41 was arranging to get
“To Miss Holt ?” faltered Tom.
“No,” laughed Uncle Cottle. “You’ll 

never guess. It's the widow, Mrs. Netley. 
You remember, we wrote to her P She 
answered my letter that evening, an hour 
bejore you called.”

Tim was too contused to grasp what he 
heard.

“But you said.” he etammered, “that if 
Mies Holt rejected you you’d know there 
was a curie on yon, and-----”

“I haven’t asked Miss Holt ; besided. its 
three months since 1 wrote to the widow, 
so, in any case, she has a sort of prior 
claim over the------”

“The other curse,” suggested Tim, bit
terly.

“Here’s the letter,” said Uncle Cottle, 
disregarding his interpolation. “Read it 
for yourselt.” j —^

He thrust the missile into Tim’s hands 
and he read it dazedly, as they walked on 
together.

“D<?ar Sir—It you care to call on me I 
shall be pleased to see you. I regret you 
did not give me your own address, as I 

thought it implied tith 
want of confidence in me or candor in your
self, had it not been that we are almost 
neighbors, and I had the pleasure ot meet
ing you a month ago, and I know you by 
reputation Under the circumstances you 
will appreciate my preferring to send this 
to your private address, which I have taken 
from the directory.

UNCLE’S WOOING.I asked. “Are you sure we mustn't do 
anything elm?” “Oh. no,” said Miss 
Hardiway, coifidently ; “we're just en
gaged, you know,” and with a flatter ot 
her gown she was gone.

The bargain was plain enough, but I 
was not quite sure bow it would turn out in 
practice. Yet it seemed to answer well 
enough, as far as she was concerned. Ny 
services were in requisition the next day. 
We walked together in the garden, and 
really it was not a disagreeable walk. As 
we turned a corner Miss Hardaway sud
denly touched my arm. “Here he comes,” 
•he said, hastily. “Please do something.”' 
I bad no idea what to do. “To show him,” 
she explained ; and then hurriedly seized 
my hand. We strolled away like this till 
Mr. Urquhart passed. I hope it con
vinced him, but I could not help feeling 
tatber foolish.

Then Miss Hardaway pause 1. “Please 
go now,” she commanded ; “I have prom
ised to go out with Miss Vale.y It was 
quite strange to be ordered about at some 
one tlse’s will, and as I went back to my 
books I vaguely wondered if this was a 
fair sample of matrimonial experience. 
There was no call made upon me till the 
following afternoon, when I was reduested 
to take Mias Hardaway lor a short stroll 
on the cliff j. “We must keep up appear
ances,” she explained. It was very pleas
ant on the cliffs, and there we met Mr. 
Urquhart once more, 1 hastily seizid 
her hand, but she drew it away 
from me with decision. ‘•Don’t!’* 
she said. “I thought I had to do 
something,” I observed, humbly, “Oh, no,” 
she said, in a vexed voice. “Don’t you 
see, there's no need now ?” I didn’t see, 
but I took her word for it.

All the same, I regretted that there was 
no need ; I bad no idea that she was such 
an attractive girl. It appears that only 
Aunt Catherine was supposed to know, 
but I was sure the whole hotel was in the 
secret. I came to this conclusion Irom the 
persistent way in which we were left to
gether. It we were seen in each other’s 
company we were conscientiously avoided, 
and people indulgently left the room in 
order that we might exchange confidences. 
Miss Hardaway noticed this at last ; she 
did not seem to have anticipated it.

“What do they do that lor ?” she asked, 
pettishly. “Oh, they supp 
be alone,” I answered, cheerlully.

“How foolish !” said Miss Hardaway, 
frowning. “Don’t you want to go to your 
books ?” she said suddenly. 1 did not, 
but I took my dismissal and went. Later 
that day Miss Hardaway sought me. “I 
think, Mr. Tyson,” said she, “that we had 
better stop this pretense tow. It his 
served its turn.” “Well,” said I, “it you 
are quite sure that Mr. Urquhart and Aunt
Catherine will not resume-------- ” She
shook her head. “I am not afraid of that,” 
she said, boldly. “Very well,” said I, 
“then we had better think out a way. Ot 
course, the engagement must be broken. 
But who is to do it ? ’ “I, ol course.” said 
Miss Hardaway, in surprise. I passed the 
paper knite between my fingers reflectively 
“That's ot course the proper way,” I an
swered, “but it may leave you open to a 
difficulty, You see, if you break with me 
the people will believe that you never really 
cared for me, and that will encourage Mr. 
Urquhart and Aunt Catherine.” She bit 
her lips.

“1 never thought of that,” she said. 
“Then you must break it.” “Yes, I must 
break it, but on what grounds ?** I asked. 
“(Wouldn’t you say that you had made a 
mistake.and really cared lor some one elst ?” 
she inquired. “But I don’t—1 mean, 
v ould tnat be quite fair to you, you see?” 
Miss Hardaway puckered her brow. “Put 
it on the ground "that 1 interfere with your 
work,” she suggested, “and that you are 
wedded to that.” “But yen don’t,” I ob
jected ; “and besides, I don’t care if you 
do; and godness knows, 1 don’t want to 
be wedd.d to that always.” This, appar
ently, was a new idea, for she regard:d4me 
earnestly for some moments, and 1 belli 
she was examining the lines on my face.

“I’m not so very old,” I murmured. 
Miss Hardaway made no reply, but glanc
ed out ot the window ; then, “I shall tell 
Aunt Catherine that it was broken off be
cause ot your work,” she said, pensively. 
“I shall deny If,” I protested ; “I don’t 
see why it should be broken eff at all.”

Alter a minute’s silence she said, in a 
lower voice, “It’s such a nuitancato you.” 
“It isn’t,” I declared ; “I don’t mind. I— 
let it go on. I’m not so very old, and it’s 
the only time I shall be engaged. Let me 
enioy it while I can.” Mits Hardaway 
was silent. “Come”, said I, taking her 
hand, “you wouldn’t grndge me a little 
pleasure would you?” Miss Hardaway 
laughed, a self-embarrassed little laugh. 
“Pleasure?” she echoed. Certainly,” said 
I, promptly ; “a pleasure which, alas! can 
never be more than a shadow for an old 
fogy like me.” She looked at me timorous 
ly. ’ “1 don’t think you’re an old logy,” 
she said. I made to draw her nearer, but 
she disengaged herself and slipped gently 
to the door. On the threshold she paused. 
“1-І won’t say anything to Aunt Cather
ine,” she said, with a pretty little laugh.— 
The New Budget.

BEST POLISH m THE WORLD.А ВАШАШ-
‘xi“I’m going to get married, Tim.”

Unde Cottle eat very upright in hie 
chair, and spoke with an of invincible de

cs ot OH Soot Free.
Mrs. Justice Loveeales—What is the 

charge against this woman P
Officer—She is a shoplifter. I caught 

her coming out of Smith’s with a whole 
cargo of goods concealed about her person, 
silks, laces, ribbons, and a dozen other 
things.

The justice—Woman, what have you to 
say for yourself ?

The prisoner—I am guilty, your honor ; 
bat, indeed, I could not help it. It — 
bargain day, and----- -

The Justice (excited) —Bargain d*y, 
was it ? Go on.

The Prisoner—Yes ; and you never saw 
such bargains in your life. I had no money 
but when I saw the watered silk at 79 cents 
a yard, that you couldn’t get anywhere 
else in town for less than 80 cents. 1 
couldn’t leave the store without it.

The Justice (more excited)—How wide 
was it?

The Prisoner—Nearly a yard wide !
The Justice—And only 79 cents a yard !
The Prisoner—Yes. And then the laces 

on the bargain counter ! They were lovely. 
One piece ol Valenciennes was marked 
down to 98 cents, and I couldn’t, 1 couldn’t 
go without that.
^JThe Justice—Gracious me ! Ninety-eight 
cents for Valenciennes ! -лу

The Prisoner—Yes, your Honor. And 
you just ought to have seen the flowered 
moire ribbon at 79 cents a yard ! I tried, 
oh, so hard to resist the temptation, but I 
could not keep my hands off it.

The Justice (very much excited)—l’ou 
don’t mean to say that they were selling 
flowered moire ribbon at 79 cents a yard ?

The Prisoner—Indeed they were, yoor 
honor. But that was nothing to the silk 
waists that were going at $4.98. If I were 
to be thrown in a furnace I had to have one 
They were worth $5 63 at the lowest.

The Justice—The poor woman! This 
world is lull of temptations. I will let you 
eff this time, but you must not do it again. 
You may go—but hold ; come here 
(Whispering.) Is the sale on yet ?

The Prisoner—Yes. It will end at 5 
o’clock this afternoon.

The Justice (looking at her watch)—It 
is 3 o’clock now. I hive just two hours. 
(Aloud.) The court is adjourned to 10 
o’clock tomorrow morning.—Judge.

••
There was a slight tap on the door, and 

Mise Hardaway entered the library with в 
little rush. She looked anxiously around, 
and then made a step toward me. I drop
ped my Kmglake on my knee, and looked 
ЖІ her ; evidently she had come on some 
pressing business. She looked rather ex
cited, also a trifle nervous. <4Mr- Tyson ?" 
said she. “Miss Hardaway?” said I. “I— 
I want to have a talk wi h you about—about 

: something which—” Shç hesitated. Cer
tainly,” I responded, amiably; “won4 
yon sit down ?” She sank into a chair op- 
ponte me and regarded me with dubious 
^yes. "I hope you won’t think it ex- 
tiosrdinary of me,” she slid, in a sort ot 
■taemer, - but 1 wsn’ed your assistance,” 
* If I could do anything," I observed, to 

her, “command me.” She averted

f .

1 “What, again?” drawled his nephew, 
wearily. VObsir ? When was I married be-“Again, 
fore?”

“But this isn’t the,first time you’ve been 
going to do it, unde ; that’s what I meant.” 
Tim explained. “Do I know the favored 
lady?”

4 It’s Мій Sybil Holt, Tim,” said Uflde 
Cottle, confidentially. “The most lovely— 
the—the—oh—ûh ! I met the other evening 
at Mrs. Dynham’s silver wedding party, 
and she—er—quite seemed to take to me. 
I’m older than she is,” he sighed, pensive
ly, “but I look a good ten years younger 
th«n I am ; don't yon think so !”

Young Tim regturded him critically, 
without hizirding an opinion. He was 
past middle age, and looked it ; a full- 
bodied little gentleman, with short, dumpy 
legs and a bland, moon:like lace, whose 
prevailing expression was one ot imper
turbable simplicity.

“Heve you proposed ?”
“Why, no ; I’ve only seen her once. 

Besides,” Uncle Cottle sighed again, “I'm 
so shy, you know, Tim—so internally shy ! 
The only time I ever managed U propose 
was when I wrote to that widow—you re
member. You helped me with the letter— 
and she never answered. You didn’t say,” 
he added whether you knew Miss Holt.”

“I don’t remember ever to have met 
her.” BXt'ne£3fc/i:i I /S3I

“If she refuses me, Tim—it I loose her 
as I’ve lost all the others,” cried Uncle 
Cottle, wildly, “I shall think there’s a 
curse on me, and I’ll give in—I’ll never 
love again. I’ll live and die single !”

Young Tim hoped he would. Uncla 
Cottle had been his guardian ever since he 
was quite a boy, but since he had come ot 
age, some six years ago, he had rather re
versed the position of iff airs, and looked 
upon Uncle Cottle with the jealou^eye of a 
sole proprietor who did’nt want anybody 
to meddle with his business.

“I’m his only relative he complained to 
his crony, Ted Merrows, as th 
breakfast next morning in the 
they tenanted in common. “What’s bis is 

He’s taid so lots of times. If he 
gets married/ though, his wife will expect 
at least half ; and if he has children— 
there’ll be no meat leit on the bone for 
me !”

“What’s the use looking black about it? 
He’s been going to marry often enough be
fore-------- ”

“But he’s never seemed so determined 
as he is now. He’s dyeing his hair and 
cultivating a figure.”

“Gone so far as that ?” exclaimed Ted. 
“Then I’m afraid nothing will stop him.”

“I shall try, anyhow.” growled Tim ‘If 
1 esn’t hit on anything better, l shall tell 
him I’ve found out she’s en 
stopped him twice like that ; 
vous and afraid of seeming presumptuous. 
That widow was the most dangerous— 
three months ago. I really thought I’d 
lost him that time. He was so bewitched, 
he was going to call at her house, only 1 
persuaded him it wasn't etiquette, and that 
he ought to write first and disclose his 
sentiments, and ask permission to call. I 
undertook to poet the letter on my way 
home here to the Temple, and I put it in 
the fire.”

“Well, you have been lucky so far, but 
it can’t go on like this forever,” observed 
Ted Morrows. “Take my tip* and make 
hay while the sun shines.”

41 You are old enjugh to marry, and, as 
your uncle’s sole heir you’d be a valuable 
article in the matrimonial market ; but it 
he marries, you’ll fied yourself on the shell 
among the damaged goods and remnants. 
Dispose of ycurself while you are still heir 
and the fitting lord for an heiress. You 
can’t stop the old man marrying, but you 
can take care he doesn’t spoil you by mar- 

first.”
ut I don’t know anybody,” remon

strated Tim. “How am I to find the 
heiress, get introduced and engaged, and 
marry her out ol hand in----- ”

“You might find one through the matri
monial journals.

in DO VCUMWtU ’ I
with Pastes, Enamels, and Paints which 
stain tlio hands, injure the iron, and burn 
red. The Rising Sun Stove Polish Is Bril
liant, Odorless, and Durable. Each package 
contains six ounces; when moistened will 
make several boxes of Paste Polish.
NAS AN ANNUAL SALE OF 3,000 TONS.

DEARBORN & OO.,
WHOLESALE AGENTS
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her eyes and fidgeted with a bock upon the 
table.

“You see,” she exclaimed, “it’s rather 
delicate.” I nodded. “Exactly,” I as
sented. “And—I don’t know, but I’m
sure it’s—it’s rather dreadful.” “Good,” 
said I ; “things are so flat as a iule.” 
•You will probably say No, at once.” she 
•went on, “and I’m sure l don’t blame you.” 
I should like to have tha opportunity, at 
any rate,” I said, with a smile. She 

and half rosa in her chair.

Medford. N. 8., Jan. 81, by Rev. J. M. Fisher, 
William B. Spicer to Sarah B. Borns.

ton, N. 8, Jan. 16, h? Rev. H. 8. Barker, 
Ernest M. Freeman to Mary B. Freeman. 

Halifax, Jan. 81, by Rev. Gerald Morphy, John 
Bertram Mitchell to Rose В len Monaghan.
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Clone*, Ja~. 81. John Gray, 68.
Amherst, Jan. 18, John Hill, 84.
Boston, Jan. 34, Rosie O’Neil, 85.
Halifax, Jan. 16, Ann Holland, 82.
Karsdale, Jan. 18, Daniel Bills, 82.
Halifax, Jan. 23, Wm. 8ymoods, 50.
Balls Creek, Jan. 13, Albert Ball, 62.
Sussex, Jan. 16) Barney McCann, 05.
St. John, Jan. 85, Robert Honter, 73.
Milton, Jan. 20. Nathan Whitman, 86.
Waterford, Jan. 10, Henry Morrow, 9.
Stillwater, Лап. 13, John Flanagan, 63.
Leadville, Dec. 24. Robert Stewart, 46.
Halifax, Jan. 20, Daniel McKee aie, 65.
Grand Lake, N. S., Thomas Gilday, 40.
Lakeside, Jan. 24, William D. Bell, 6 ».
St. John, Jan. 26, Mrs, C. DeVinne, 73.
Hebron, Jsn. 28, Donald McKinnon, 65.
Kent ville, Jan. 10, Frederick Brown, 63.
South Branch, Jan. 18. Jerry Crowly, 85.
Toronto, Jan. 2!, Catherine Inge no 11,68.
Wards Creek, Jan. II, Jane Lockhart, 60.
Rear Arisag, Jan. 3, John McDonald, 84.
St. John, Jan. S5/ Capt Henry В fans, 90. 
Annapolis, Jan. 19,
Halifax, Jan. 20, James Thomas Smith, 67.
Mill Brook, Jan. 12, Annie McGregor, 21.
Five Mile River, Jan. 6, James Singer, IS.
White’s Mountain, Jan. 7, Anna Smith, 79.
LcquLle, Jan. 16, Mrs. Mary Wheelock. 87.
Halifax, Jan. 22, Alexander G. Stricken, 60. 
Welsford, N. S, Jan. 7. David Kinsman, 76.
Beach Hill, Jan. 4, Mrs. Anna Anderson, 79. 
Smith’s Cove, Jan. 20, Capt. George Sails, 77. 
Smith’s Cove, Jan. 21, Crocker Woodman, 77. 
Toronto, Jan. 14, Christopher W. Bunting, 85.
She fill Id Mills, Jan. 7, Jas. Martin Dickie, SO. 
Sussex, Jan. 21, Walter 8. Bradley, 10 months. 
Heatherton, N. 8., Dec. 31, Mary Mclsaac, 86. 
Avondale, J an. 14, Mrs. (Rev) H. H. Davie, 33. 
Central Cheboaoe, Jan. 20, Reuben Robinson, 96.
S'. John, Jan. 28, Bster. wile of T. H, Maion, 81. 
Hillsdale, N. B. Jan. 8, Sister Klizibeth Mason, 80 • 
St. John, Jan. 26, Agnes, wife of Arthur Parks, 70 * 
Yarmouth, Jan. 19, Mrs. Marla H. VanNorden, 59* 
Moncton, J*n. 24. Hettie, wife of David Pineo. 27 
White's Mountain, N. B. Jan. 5, Sarah Maddlgan 61 
Melrose, Jan. 19. John, son of William and C. Arry. 

16.
Wileville, Lunenburg Co., Jan. 14, Sirah Bisenhaur, 

76.
Central Chebogne, Jan. 17, Mrs. Renuen Robinson

started
“I’m alraid I've interrupted 
reading,” the exclaimed. “I—I only 
came in on the impulse. It’s really noth
ing.” “Now,” eaid I, lying back in my 
chair, benignly, “you positively fire my 
cnroieily.” “No,” she said, shaking her
head. “It vas nothing. I only-----” I
leaned forward and touched fcer arm. 
“Miss Hardaway,” I -said, earnestly, 
“what ! you would rob a poor old logy ol 
his only consolation—that of advising 
others ? Fie ! I tlitk you owe me some
thing tor the studious way in which you 
have avoided me lately.”

It seemed that I couldn’t have said any
thing more to the point, though heavens, 
knows 1 had no iuea what the dear girl 
wanted. “Avoided you !” she said ; “not 
indeed. If you only knew. That’s what 
— ” Here eke came to an abrupt pause 

4 4I should very much like to know wha. 
that is,” I said, alter waiting for a moment, 
l suppose I looked at her kindly ; perhaps 
I beamed benevolently—old logies do. 
At any rate, she seemed to take courage, 
and sank once more into the depths ot the 
armchair. “I have been very much 
worried lately,” she exclaimed, with a sigh 
I nodded comprehensively. “It—it was 
that that made me come rushing in here,” 
she went on. “I—1 was determined not 
to stand it any longer.” I waited politely.

“It’s that young Mr. Urquhart,” she 
said, with an appealing glance at me, as if 
1 should row understand all. I under
stood nothing, but I lifted my eyebrows. 
“Reilly ?” I punctuated. “Yes,” the re
sumed, taking fresh courage. “He is a 
trightiul nuisance. He follows me about 
everywhere.” She paused, and as I seem 
ed expected to siy something, I remarked 
that it was very impertinent, and that he 
ought to know better. 4 You see,” said 
Miss Hardaway, “my aunt wants it.” I 
really did not comprehend what her aunt 
wanted, but I did not say so. I only pinch
ed my expression into greater intelligence 
and sympathy. “And now that we ate 
down here, be takes the opportunity of—of 
pestering me, and—and well, Aunt Cath
erine encourages him.” “Ah!” said I, 
pulling my mustache, “that makes a diffi
cult situation, doesn’t it ?N “And I thought 
you might ЬЛр me,” she ended, with a 
plaintive shot from her eyes.

“I, my child ?” I asked, in wonder. “But 
how ?” 1 should be delighted, it I knew.” 
Miss Hardaway said nothing ; she appeared 
to have exhausted her confidence, and sat 
tremulously in I he armchair, as if she yould 
like to leave it. “Tell me how you thought 
I could helpjyou?” I said. “Shall I take 

ay and drown him ?” “Oh, no,” 
ilaimed, eagerly. *1 didn’t mean 

that.” Of course, I did not suppose that 
she had meant that. “Well, what was 
your idea?” I askef*. “You see,” began 
Miss Hardaway, “it is diffimlt for me, 
with Aunt Catherine as my chaperon. And 
she like* Mr. Urquhart.” “Of Course it 
is,” 1 assented. “Well, do you want me 
to chaperon you ? Is that it ?”

Now 1 examined her, she was really a 
very pretty girl, and particularly so 
when she blushed. She blushed now, 
as she said, “You see, Mr. 
Tyson, I thought—it was very im
pertinent of me—but you know I

senses by the stupid—by 
thought, perhaps,” she 
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Л nif Yours very truly, 
“MAUD NETLEY.”

'‘That’s all right, Tim, ain’t it?” chuck
led Uncle Cottle.

Tim real'zid in a flieh that this was his 
“Maud,” and it was his letter she was en- 
swer.ng, not his uncle’s ; but he could not 
ste bis way to saying so.

“What does she mean about your ad
dress ?” he said.

“Why l was nervous when I wrote that 
letter, and 1 must have forgotten to put 
my address in ; that’s why she didn’t an
swer before ; she con dq’t. And it’s just 
occurred to her to look in the directory. 
See ? I meant to have asked her about it, 
but she was so nice and amiable and smil
ing, and I was so—so—well, 1 hardly know 
how I was— but there didn’t seem any need 
to apologize, and, in fact, I never thought 
about it till I was coming away.”

“Is she yonng ?” askeid Tim, for the sake 
ot saying something.

“I thought at first that she was nearly 
forty, but she’s only twenty-nine—she told 
me so herself. I showed her my bank-book 
and a list ot my securities.

“Oh, that’s all right,’ she says, laughing.
“Then when’s it to be?’ says I.
“And it’s going to be next month. I’m 

going around to the vicar’s now to put the 
banns. You come with me. And, I say 
she’s an orphan, so we want you, mv boy— 
age don't matter ; it’s only a matter of 
form—to be a father to her at the wedding 
and to give her away.”

Tim was gloomy and reckless, 
he would. Why shouldn’t he ? 
given away bis prospects ; he had given 
away his uncle ; he might just as well do 
the thing thoroughly and give away the 
widow as well ; then he would have nothing 
and noboby left to keep—but himself.— 
Tid-Bits.

. : ■

l * Playfulness of the Fox.
A watch dog and a big red fox play 

tag in a barnyard at Whiting’s Hill, Me., 
the other Sunday, for 
apparently in the friendliest epu 
owner ot the dog and his family 
the strange frolic from a window of the 
house, and forebore to interfere, from 
curiosity to see the incident through. Alter 
playing with the dog for more than a hour 
the fox trotted back into the nearby woods 
from whence it came.
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' rMothervl le, J»n. 14, Sophie, wife oi Noah Mosher, 

Halifax,^Jan. 23, James, son of Jas. Slevem, 18 

U. L. Mit-
r Amherst, Jan. 20, to the wife of William Cole, aeon.

Mill Brook, Jan. 6, to the wife of Charlea Deal a son.
New Ross, Jan. 19, to the wife ol David Brown, [a

Bridgewater, Jan. 17, to the wife of L. C. Gelling, a

Parrs boro, Jan. 15, to the wife of Henry Fader, a

Yarmouth, Jan. 19, to the wife of C. F. Williams, a

Berwick, Jan. 10 to the wife of Miner F. Pelton, a

Chatham, Jan. 6, to the wife ol Thomas Flanagan,

Moncton, Jan. 25, to the wife of Grant Hall, a 
daughter.

Yarmouth, Jan. 19, to the wife of Jos. O. Holmes, a 
daughter.

rraborr , Jan. 10, to the wife of Joseph Tibb.ts, a 
daughter.

Folly Lake, Jan. 18, to the wife of Samuel Fields, a 
daughter.

Halifax, Jan. 
daughter.

South Randon, Jan. 6, to the wile of W. B. Besan- 
son, a son.

New Glasgow, Jan. 18, to the wife ofF. H. Parke, 
a daughter.

Br.dgetown, Jan. 23, to the wife of R. W. B. Purdy 
a daughter.

Yarmouth, Jan. 19, to the wife ol Jos. 8. Raymond, 
a daughter.

St. Peters Bay, Jan. 11, to the wife ef J. J. Gregory, 
a daughter.

Newcastle Mills, N. 8., Jan. 7,
Fisher, a son.

Falmouth. N.S., Jan. 14, to the wife of Arther J. 
Blderk'n, a son.

New York, Jan. 16. to the wife of L. G. Lewis of 
N 8. a daughter.

Upper Stewlacke, N.S.,
Brown, a daughter.

North Sjdr су, Jan. 20, to the wife of Joseph Mc
Donald, a daughter.

Bt. George, Bermuda, Jan. 6, to the wife of Rev. 
C. H. Muestls, a son.

Fredericton, Jan. 24, to l__ __
Marchie, a daughter.

Weymouth Mills, N. 8 , Jan. 17, to the wife of J. 6. 
K. Gates, a daughter.

Lewlstown, N. 8., Jan. 14,
Sweeney, a daughter.

Greenwood, Kings Co. N. B., Jan. 2, to the wife o* 
Arthur Patterson, a son.

Moncton, Jan. 25, Mind F., daughter 
chell, 21.

Branch LaHave, Jan. 19, Alberta, wife of Ami 
Meisner.

Halifax, Jan. 21, Louisa Miller, widow of Henry 
Brown, 58.

Wa'pole, Mas*., Jan. 16, Helene, wife of George Bj 
Beseason.

Carb ton, Jan, 26, Mary Lon se, wile of J. William 
Beiyea, 66. •

Rothesay, Jan. 26, Jane, 
weather, 86.

Cornwall* Jan. 18, Hugh B.,
Mary Starr, 2.

New Ross, Jan. 0, Mrs. Blackney 
Blsckney, 66.

Blomidon. Jan. 16, Roy H.. youngest son of Charles 
H. Newcomb, 2.

McLellan’s Brook, Jan.
Alex. McLean, 73.

Upper Stewlacke, Jan. 3, Mrs. Elizabeth New- 
combe Tapper, 95.

Providence, Jan. 8, Anna Culton, wife of Thomas 
Forsyth of N. 8., 68.

Bt. Margaret's Bay Jan. 13, Isabel Marvin, wife of 
William Marvin, 74.

Middle St.wtacke, Jan. 16,
Rebecca Rutherford, 8.

Bath, N. B-, Jan. 10, Nellie,
A. B. DeMarchant, 8.

Melvern, Maas , Jan. 8, Annie E., daughter
late James Randall, 28.
son, Jan. 22, Foster Argyle, son of Gertrude and 
the late Lyman Flelt, 4.

Chatham, Jan. 52, John Я.,
Cassia Haley, 19 months.

Bridgewater, Jan. 18, Mabel, daughter 
Dr. W. S. Robertson, 11.

St. John, Jan. 24, Mary, third daughter 
and the late Hattie Boyd.

Kerrowgare, Plctou Co., Jan.
son of Hector Mclnnrs, 18.

Five Islands, Jan. 11, Herbert Fulton, son 
D. and Alvira Coi belt, 2- 

St. John. Jan. 26, Herbert A.,
Annie Maeton, 10 months.

Bast Wallace. Jan. :2, Gcorgle 6. adopted 
Jas. and Lizzie Lantley, 11.

Avondale, Jan. 14, Morris Stanly, son of Andrew
B. and Edith Cook, 6 months.

Green Hill, Plctou Co., Jsn. 18,
wile of Daniel McDonald,, 76.

Camden, N. J. Jan. 9, Edith H., widow of Capt.
Foster Crosby of Yarmouth, 46.

East Wallace. Jsn. 12, George Irving, adopted c" 'Л?, 
ol James H. and Lizzie Lanlz, 11. '

Poplar Bluff, Miss., Dec. 29, Robin 8. Potter o 
N. B. 48; Jan. 4. James M. Potter, 77.

і

Vi
widow of Joseph Fair*

son of Percy 6. and

, Jan. 9, to the wife of P. H. C. Benson, aCh , wife of Rev. Mrand said 
He hadrï,.Dg

1
20, Margaret B., widow ofI

.і II. 19, to the wife of Robert McHarrie, a
Young Tim had a morbid horror of 

poverty and overwork and that story haunt
ed him all day. He dined alone that even
ing at a restaurant in the Strand ; and pass
ing a news agent’s on hie way back to the 
Temple, he noticed some matrimonial jour
nals in the window, and went in and bought 
one. He was somewhat relieved, on enter
ing his chambers to find that Ted Merrows 
was not yet at home. He opened the 
journal, and studied the crowded columns 
in private, and lighted at length on a busi
nesslike advertisement that imprersed him 
favorably :

“Maud, young, dark and good looking, 
with private income, wishes to correspond 
with middle aged gentleman ot means and 
position, with view to matrimony. Refer
ences exchanged.”

“There’s no harm in writin 
*4f I change my mind or it 
good enough 1 can drop it.

And while the impulse was upon him he 
wrote. He wrote vaguely ot hie income 
and said nothing of his age, but craved an 
interview. It he explained his pi 
position, he feared she might fancy it 
too insecure to render him eligible ; t 
he could see her, he flittered himself ihat 
the charm of his conversation and personal 
presence would dt zzle her and divert her 
attention from his less pronounced mone
tary qualifications. He signed bis own 
name, “T. Cottle,” because, if the nego
tiations came to anything, it might shake 
her confidence when he had acknowledged 
that he had approached her under a false 
name ; at the same time, as she bad with
held her surname and address, he felt justi
fied in requesting her to direct her reply, in 
the first instance, to the poetoflice in Взув- 
water Road, to be left till called for.

“1 can look in for it the next time I go 
to see uncle,” he reflected. “It it turns 
out lrost, I needn’t tell Merrows anything ; 
he’d only grin about it. I’ll get the letter 
off before he gets in.”

Aid he ran out and posted it at once.
He half regretted bis impetuosity when 

he contemplated wbat he had done іц the 
cold light of the next morning.

Nevertheless, a couple of evening later 
he journeved to Bays water and inquired at 
the postoffioe for his letter, but it hadn’t 
arrived. So he walked on to see Unde 
Cottle, bat as his uncle was not at home, 
he told them to say that he had called, and 
wouldn’t wait.

The Arm ot Strength.
Conscious of right and of her strength, 

England fears not the threats of hostile 
powers, 
disease.
tored to health and strength by Hawker’s 
nerve and stomach tonic, is able to face 
his responsibilities and go about his work 
cheerfully and all undisturbed by haunt
ing tears*. Those not in health should turn 
to Hawker’s tonic for relief. It is the 
great ally of the forces working for the 
restoration of healthful action in the human 
system. It will cure indigestion, dysnepsia, 
general debility, nervous prostration, the 
alter effects of la grippe, or any trouble 
arising from an over-wrought or run-down 
system. It has no superior as a fhsh and 
blood builder and brain and nerve invig- 
orator. Hawker’s nerve and stomach 
tonic із sold by all druggists and dealers 
at 50 eta., per bottle or six bottles for 
$2.50 and is manufactured only by the 
Hawker Medicin® Сз. Ltd., St. John, 
N. B. _________________

—A woodman in Laurel county, Ky., 
lost his thumb in an odd way a few days 
ago. He was feeling the edge of his axe, 
by running his thumb along it, when an 
overhanging limb of a tree, that had been 
partly severed, fell on his thumb and sever
ed, fell on his thumb and severed it com
pletely from his hand.

Burke spoke in a monotone, and the 
splendid orations that are cited as models 
ot English composition were listened to by 
few auditors. So dull was his delivery that 
he was called the “Dinner Bell of the 
House,” because when he arose to speak 
the greater part of the members at once 
went out.

—One of the public schools in Monmouth, 
Me., has thirteen pupils, the oldest being 
13 years old, and this is the teacher’s thir
teenth term in the school. All the pupils 
of the school are well, and are doing well, 
and the school is making a more than usu
ally good record, notwithstanding 
stations about thirteen.

—A man was put in charge of the officials 
of the county asylum in Kennebec county, 
Me., the other day on the sole ground that 
he was “ignorant.” Just how ignorant he 
was the commitment pipers did not state ; 
they only said he was “ignorant.”

Mamie, child ol Mrs.

child ol Jeremiah and
I So a man in perlect health scorns 

who has been res- .of theSo the manIr Neldriven out of my 
things. And I 
hesitated— You are a gr 
than 1 am, aren’t you ?” “Bless you, yes,” 
I answeied. Twenty years, at least, I 
might be your father. All 
not nice to tetl that, somehow.
Hardaway was relieved—eased over her 
difficulty, perhaps I should say. “Yes, I 
thought so, and that was what made me 
so rude as to think that you—that I—that 
we might pretend, you know,” she etam
mered. “1 will pretend anything you like, 
child,” I declared. “Will you really ?” 
she atked, eagerly. “Ceitiinly,” I an
swered. “That we are engaged ?” she 
•eked, banging on my words.

1 will confess tbit I was somewhat stag
gered, but in a second I chuckled to my
self. “Mo.t certainly,” I said. Miss 
Haidaway’s eyes looked gratitude. “I 
knew you would be kind,” she remarked. 
“Then that will get rid o! him, you see,” 
she added. “Yes, I suppose it will !” I as
sent! d. ‘Then that’s ell settled,” said she, 
rising suddenly to her feet, “and now 1
must go. It is good of you, Mr.----- ”
4 But stay,” I interrupted, rising also, “Let 
us understand what our programme is to 
be. Ycu «ill tell Aunt Catherine ?” “1 
am going to tell her now,” she said, firmly.
“And—what are we—how are we----- ”
«•Oh, won’t that rather bore you ?”I asked, 
depreeatingly.

“Oh, no,” said Mies Hardtaway, frankly, 
be ter than Mr.
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EDWARD BLAKE'S SUCCESSOR IN 
DURHAM.

to the wife of Rofcer

reciseRobert Belth, M. F. for Durham, Ont., le 
Another who Recommend* Dr. Aguew’e 
Catarrhal Powder.

The observing public are commcning to 
ask. Who has not a good word to say tor 

Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder P Certainly 
the best citizens the Dominion over are 
talking i!s praises, and not without cause. 
Mr. Robert Beith, member in the Com
mons for Durham, the old constituency ot 
Hon. Edward Blake, is another addition 
to the prominent citizens who have used 
this medicine, and from their own exper- 

that for cola in the head,

was
but il

Dr. What isJan. 20, Henry H. Patterson toLawrence town,
Edna H Its.

Halifax, Jan. 22, Charles Bam ford to Blanche 
Molmwood.

Shulee.Jan. 8, by J. M.Paiker, 
to Susie Gillespie.

Milton, Jan. by Rev. T. J. Delnstadt, Llndley Hard 
log to Jennie Saunders.

Shelburne Jan. 9, by 
Holmes to Clara

Truro, Jan. 22, by Rev. H. 
son to Mrs. J. McCallnm.

Tracadie, Jan. 20, by Rev- M. Lsflin, Edmund 
Laflin to Evangeline Gerrior.

Bridgewater, Jan. 16, by Rev. F. C. Simpson, John 
S. Sband to Gertrude Conrad.

Bear River, Jan. 7, by Rev. B. N.
W Behring to Emma A. Peck.

Borner*et, N. 8., Jan. 8, by Rev. T. McFall, Robert 
O. Hayes to Jennie B. Cochran.B, C„.

Boleetown, Jan. 16, by Rev. B. W. J. Clements, 
Howard H. Hovey to Alice Bcott. 
rke's Harbor, Jan. 16, by fceV. Mr. McVlntCh, 
Cornelias Maxwell to Addle Kenny.

etophen
b’4LÏX wu-

persons 
victory 
candids 
he has

John W. Seaman

“Orinoco?” The
Rev. C. W. Sables, Howard 

Stinson. Vience can say 
catarrh in its different phases, and hay 
fever,, there is no remedy to equal this. 
It never fails to relieve in ten minutes. 
Sold by H. Dick and S. McDiarmid.

Robert) 
Then» 
mentioi 
the fiel 
be disp

F. Adams, David Nel-

“I like you ; besides, it’s 
Urquhart.” The compliment was not 
strained.

• And I am to call you— ?” I queried 
“Oà, you must call me Hetty,” she re- 

" turned, promptly. “And you mutt call 
me— ?” I began. 4 Ob, I think I’ll call 
you just Mr. Tyson, she observ
ed, alter a pause. “But do you 
think— don’t you think—P” Miss Hard
away considered, frowning. “I don’t 
think I can call you—what is your name, 
Mr. Tyson?” she asked. “Paul,” said I, 

My. “I know it’s not a nice name.” 
•«Oh, it’s cot so bad,” she said, reassur 
ugly, "only—all right. I’ll call you tha; 
and now—” “But is there nothing else”

Ask your TobacconistLawyer and Hog.

Down in Hardinaburg, Ky., a few d Aid.Nobles, Charles

ago a lawyer was brought to court charged 
with shooting and killing a pig belonging 
to a neighbor. The lawyer made an elo
quent delence, in which he eaid he had 
been driven almost crazy by the rooting 
proclivities of the neighbor’s hogs. He 
declared that they had entered hii parlor 
and rooted over his piano, and, further
more, that neither he nor any of his family 
could get down on their knees to offer 
their devotions without being in constant 
danger of being rooted up by a hog. •
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