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"CORSETS!

All the Best Qualities,

All the Best Styles.

How important to every lady’s looks and health is the great

question of “ What Corset shall

I wear?” = Answer this question

rightly and you have comf{ort and beauty ; answer it w rongly and

you have a ruined figure find broken health.

meotto in Corsets is

This'is why our

i B o BES’I‘ N LY,

Our stock is as complete as it
make that will give satisfaction

can be with every fashion and
and wear to the user. All those

kind which do not meet these requirements are banished forever

from our store

A good-fitting Corset, made of Strong Jean, at
A splendid fitting Corset, warranted not to break

or roll up at the sides, for
An extra long-waisted Corset at

Extra qualities in g]oxe fitting Corsets at.

$1 and $1.25

DOWLING BROS.,

95 King Street, St. John, N. B.

Jegsie Penmefeathers Diplomacy.

By Mrs. Henry E. D12sney.

CHAPTER" 1"

Jessie Penniefeather let the newspa-

‘per fall in a crumple on the lap of her

cool cotton dress and stared b.ankly
across the room at the professor’s bald
head, which happen2d ‘o te in a
straight line with her startled eyes.

Professor Penniefeather was at work,
as usual, on his projected Life of Silas
Bubb.

Bubb, novelist, dramatist, poet, trav-
eler, and all-round talented individual,
was the professor’s hobby. Bubb had
been a celebrity in his time among a
certain cultured “set.” But as his
time had been full thirty years before
the opening of our story, those who
once knew him might be forgiven for
having nearly forgotten him, and those
who had never known him, perhaps
hardly heard of him, might be for-
given faces of ill-concealed boredom
when the professor discanted his fav-
orite theme, Strange as it may seem,
no fellow celebrity had written the life
of Silas Bubb. This labor of love
Professor Penniefeather had under-
taken. s

But it would never be written now,

or at. least published, thought Jessie |
sorrowfully, with a sidelong glance at |

the fatal newspaper paragraph.

And then, with a quick realization of
the misery that hateful. newspaper
might cause the poor professor, his
daughter stuffed it hastilly. under the
cuShion a8 the il DIHREEtLt e
tray; signal that biographieal labors
were over for the nonce.

Jessie Penniefeather was a very
pretty girl, if gray eyes, golden hair,
and a skin fresh and downy as a ripe
peach are constituents of beauty. She
was so pretty that she absolutely glit-
tered in the dim setting of the panelled
room. -They lived in Bloomsbury; the
professor had to be near the museum
for literary purposes. He loved, too; to
prowl about the old book shops with
which Bloomsbury is thickly studded,
picking up rare “Bubbs” to add-to his
collection, and facts to enrich his bio-
graphy.

In Bloomsbury, too, but in a glorified
corner, Jessie filled the post of daily
governess to the two little girls of Mrs
Abrahams.

Professor Penniefeather had an in-
come which would have kept him and
his daughter comfortably in a country
cottage. As it was, they barely made
both ends meet. Silas Bubb, poor man,
was a great expense. Hardly a day
but the professor brought home in his
pockets—made specially deep for the
purpose—books, prints or autograph
letters, picked up, as he gleefully told
his daughter, for a “mere song.”” This
might mean anything, from five cents
to ten or fifteen dollars. Jessie some-
times felt a disposition to sigh over
these bargains. She had a mundane
preference for a full larder in place of
a room overflowing with books and

.MS.

But when the Life of Silas Bubb was

published, the professor assured her

that fame would come, and with it for-
tune. “ The bibliography alone

enough to establish my reputation,” he !

wound' up, enthusiastically. “It has :
taken me years to compile.”

And it had.

When the Life of Silas Bubb came

out, the dingy Bloomsbury rooms might

find another tenant; Mrs. Abrahams’ |

little girls another governess.

It was nearly done.

“Another month’s hard work,” said
Professor Penniefeather, that. very

.afternoon, as he gulped his tea, one

.eye meanwhile on some stray sheets
.of his beloved MS., ‘“and the book will
‘be ready for the publishers. Let me
read you the Alpine chapter, my dear.
T’ve.a high opinion of your critical fac-
ulty.”

So he read; and his daughter lis-
tened, but she replied at random when
questioned on certain trenchant
points.

The girl’s gray eyes were glittering
feverishly; there was a circular erim-
son spot burning on either -cheek,
‘When the postman gave a loud rat-tat
she ran herself to the door. She was
startled at the wild, unusual beat of
her heart. It died ¥own into calmer
thumps as she saw in the letter-box
only a bookseller's catalogue. That,
at least, ecould not carry fatal inteilli-
gence to her father. But he tore the
wrapper off eagerly, ran his e¢ye
through, and startad to his feet im-
petuous as a boy.

“Dawson’s got the first edition of
Miss Cranbourne,” he almost shouted;
only five dollars " (Miss Cranbuurne
was a rare novel of Stlas ' 'Bubb's)
“Excuse me, my dear; I must be off to
the city at once and secure §:*

He started up from his half--finisheq

tea. Jessie brought him his slouched
hat and strong stick. Professor Pen-
niefeather’s spare and shabby figure
was well-known in book haunts.

She Kkissed him rather lingeringly,
and noticed with a pang how worn the
dear face was. She knew how greatly
he was excited at the prospect of com-
pleting the book on which he had lav-
ished much time and labor. She knew,
“too, that with completion would come
reaction. How would he bear the
shock of utter failure ? of that most
bitter Tfailure—being forestalled ?

She watched him down the street
through a blurr of quick rising tears.
She thought—probably only fond and
foolish fancy—that he leaned more
on his stick than usual.

Then she turned from the window,
dashed away her tears rather impa-
tiently, p. “'ed the paper from under
the sofa cushion, and read the para-
graph again:

‘““We learn with pleasure that Mr.
Reginald Halsbury, the clever and ris-
ing young journalist, has a Life of
Silas Bubb ready fo- the press. Con-
sidering the versati! alents of Bubb,
it is marvelous that Y has not found
a biographer before. In the able hands
of Mr. Reginald Halsbury he will find
one not only conscientious but bril-
liant. We await the publication of the
book with interest.”

Jessie, fercely clenched her little
hands, and set her even teeth.

A Dbitter, bitter sense of rebellion
rushed over her. For the moment, be-
g but a woman—and a fond daughter
—-she felt impotent anger and hatred

professor’s heart. The hobby of years
cannot be torn up without evil effect.

““He cannot do it one-half so well as
papa,” she said to herself. “He has
‘not half the facts—it is not to be ex-
pectéd.” She looked across at the old-
fashioned open . bureau strewn with
papers and bulky portfolios of notes.

“He will omit the bibliography, or
scimp it. He will write in'a dashing
superficial way. His book will be well
reviewed—he is well known ; papa
obscure—and this,” she went across
and touched, almost with reverence,
the professor’s nearly completed Life,
“will be burned or shelved. I know
Papa’s pride too well. He will never
consent, -where Bubb is concerned, to
bé second in the field, nor to collabora-
tion.”

Jessie went back to her chair rather
hopelessly.

‘What could she do—a mere girl, a
L poor - little governess—to circumvent
this brilliant and all-powerful young
man ?°

‘“Oh, how I wish,”’ she said, soto voce,
and ‘in desperation, ‘‘that we had
never heard of Silas Bubb—bother
him ! "I really do not'know which man
I dislike most, him or his new bio-
grapher.”

She poured herself out another cup
of tea, and drank it with a wvague
sense of comfort. $She had drifted
back, in thought, to the country home
shé dimly remembered as a child, be-
fore her mother died ‘or her father
' became bitten with bibliomania.

{  Then she sharply pulled herself back

ito contemplation of theé present crisis.

“There i8 one ‘thing ‘T ‘can "do.

[ Throw ‘myself on this Reginald Hals-
~bury’s mercy; tell him aill.”

! She blushed vividly with excitement

I and nervousness.
| There was' just -a
[ thought.

chance, she
He might be kind-hearted,
|gener0us this successful young man.
t He might, when he heard the pitiful
story of the dear, patient professor’s
probable shipwreck, consent to with-
draw his book. “Surely,” said the girl,
strong with love, “d book more or less
to so successful a writer will not mat-
ter very much.”

She sat until the room grew gloomy,
perfecting her plan She would call
next morning on Reginald Halsbury.
She knew his address—a paper which
had interviewed him told her that.
Fortunately for her scheme, it was
August holiday time. Her pupils were
with their mother at Westgate. She
would be able %o start quite early,
directly breakfast was over, and her
father settled, all unsuspecting, at his
biography.

It would be an ordeal. It all de-
pended on the young man. He might
be brutal and laugh in her face, with
sheer contempt of her bold entreaty.
He might be sarcastic, which would
be harder to bear. He might abso-
lutely refuse to listen to or even see
her.

Jessie’s up-bringing as & young wo-
man had been so unconventional that
any idea of over-boldness never oc-
curred to her.

"It was all settled—even to which of
her scanty store of frocks she would

wear—before the professor came in,
radiant, with Miss Cranbourne weigh-
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ing down his pocket.
CHAPTER II

It was into a little room at the top of
a small house in the southern part of
the city that Jessie was ushered. Regi-
nald Halsbury turned quickly round
from the desk, and advanced almost
nervously to meet her.

She decided, with relief, that he was
not at all formidable, and she won-
dered, with a sore heart, if those sheets
scattered on the desk were Bubb.

Reginald Halsbury, indeed, seemed
disposed to be timid of her. He was a
retiring, reticent young author, very
plain, and very ill at ease in the pres-
ence of a prety woman. And poor Jes-
sie looked very pretty. She had that
morning been not absolutely inmocent
of coquetry. She knew enough of hu-
man nature to feel sure that she had
more chance of softening Mr. Halsbury
in her best gray cashmere and hat
trimmed with eglantine than when
wearing the demure, if rather dowdy,
black hat and jacket Which wa.s her
governess livery. ¢

But Reginald Halsbury only stam-
mered confusedly at this dainty wvision
of girlhood. He apologized, with diffi-
dence, for receiving her "in his work-
room, and asked, perhaps with a
slightly eager glance at his deserted
MS., what he could do for her.

She looked up in his face. Those
were kind gray eyes of his behind
those spectacles, and the mouth under
his straggling sandy moustache was
tender. Coming along, she had re-
hearsed the pretty pleading ‘speeches
she had meant to make, the conver-
sational artifices by which: My Hals-
bury might be turned from monopoliz-
ing Bubb and discomfiting Pennifea-
ther.

In his presence she forgot them all,
and only said, siting in the c¢hair he
had placed opposite to his own, and
resting two nervously clasped hands
on the desk:

“I came to ask you—please—not to
publish the Life of Silas Bubb.”

The rising author stared; hot blood
surged up his face to his hair-roots, as
he turned puzzled eyes on the fair
quivering face, crimson too, so near his
own.

“But ‘I—do—do not un-d-d-er-stand,”
he stuttered, greatly excited, and los-
ing fluency in consequence, ‘“‘what t-the
biography has to d-do with you.”

“Just everything,” said Jessie sim-

depths of her eyes. She winked them
vigorously away, and hugged to herself
the notion that Reginald Halsbury had
not seen them. My father has written
a Life, too. He has devoted years to
it. He has it nearly ready for publica-
tion. All his hopes and ambitions“are
set on it. Oh! it is so clever, so com-
plete—he reads me bits. I am sure,”
she concluded earnestly, and with un-
conscious- disparagement, at which
young Halsbury quietly smiled, “it isa
much better beok than yours.”

“L am sure it anust. -be,”. -he. nld

has devoted years to it. I have only
given months. Of‘ course, I cannot
withdraw my book at the request of
——" he was going to say “a compara-

“If you would put me in communica-
tion with your father, we might make
some joint.and satisfactory arrange-
ment—both our names on the title-
page, you understand.”

Jessie shook her head, not because
she was too dense to grasp his meaning,
but. because she was too well acquaint-
ed with the professor to derive any
comfort from the prospect of a double-
barrelled authorship.

“Papa would never consent,” she
isaid mournfully, adding  perhaps a
flicker of spirit. Who was this young
man—almost a boy—to ride rough-shod
over a father whom she idolized, and
of whose talents she had the highest
possible opinion ?

“If you think his: consent unlikely,”
said Mr Halsbury, perhgps a shade
huffishly, ‘“he 'can :publish his Life
separately, you know.: Plenty of room
ior two.”

Jessie felt keenly his eurt; change of
tone. ' She rose from her chair with
ra touch of girlish dignity.

i And yet excuse might have been
made for Reginald Halsbury. Her re-
quest was unusual, to~put. it in the
most kindly light. To ask a man to
abandon a book to which he has de-
voted months is a little trying—to the
man—even when a pretty girl pleads.
Yet he had made a generous sugges-
tion. She had rejected it. She was
absolutely ignorant of the enthusiasm
of an author for his work—any author,
that is, save Professor Penniefeather.

‘“Thank you very much  for your
kindness—your offer. of «collaboration,”
she said timidly, ‘‘and please forgive
me this intrusion. I see now that I
ought not to have come—that I have
asked too much: of you. I acted on
impulse. When I saw the -announce-
ment of ‘your coming book, I felt that
no course could be too desperate :to
save papa’s heart from breaking.”

She had taken up her umbrella, pulled
down the little spotted veil over her
twitching lips.

Reginald Hsalsbury rather depricat-
ingly held rout his hand. - It is not
pleasant to be told you are on%the high
road to breaking a heart—even though
it be a stranger’s.

Jessie :took the hand.
Sympathetically. “I am sure,’” hesaid
stumblingly, . “‘s<some-t-thing could be
d-done, arranged;;if I h-had an inter-
view with y-your ‘f-father. You—psr-
don ‘me—probably exaggerate his en-
thusiasm.” -

She shook her head again.

“You are very good, but I do not
over-estimate. Papa would rather fling
his book into the fire than play—par-
don me this time—second fiddle to any
man. He is working hard at it now.
Of course, he does not know that I am
here. He deés not even know of the
disappointment awaiting him. How am
I even to tell him ? He simply lives
for Bubb. I wish,” with a momentary
triumph of emotion over diffidence, a
little stamp on the floor, and a vicious
dig at a dead man, “we had never
‘heard his name, that he had never
lived—or died. He was to have made

He pressed it

ply, and tears welled up to the blue §

tive stranger,” but broke off abruptly."

the name of

now—-"
“Penniefeather !’ Young Halsbury’s

grasp of Jessie’s hand became a grip.

Penniefeather, and

‘““Are you the daughter of Professor

Penniefeather ?”’

‘“Yes”—a gleam of hope glowed on .
, in the clouds.

her face when she saw the change in

his—“but I do not see what difference |
- minded him sweetly.

that makes.”

“It’ makes- all the difference,” said i

Reginald Halsbury. “And-you,” witha |

sudden jerkiness and a keen glance in ’ him.”

her wide eyes, ‘“‘are Jessie ?”

“I am Jessie,”” she returned, mysti-

fied; ‘‘but who are you ?”

“Is it possible that you have clean:
forgotten Reggie Trimmer, your fa- !

ther’s pupil when you lived ‘in that
dear little sleepy village of Hollow
Fen 7

\All" his diffidence departed. Jessie
scanning his pleasure-flushed face, cer-
tainly traced a strong resemblance to
a big boy of fifteen, who, when she
was ten, made ber life by turns a tor-
ture and an ecstacy, and who had been’
tbe constant enemy or her a,rmy of

Hes.

But your name is Halsbury*" she
de’murred

Reggie threw back his sandy head
add laughed joyously. Evidently the
discovery of identities had given him
kben pleasure and great relief.

‘That is explained very easily. When
I®adopted literature I changed my
name. I fancied that as Trimmer I
sl;ould never achieve success. T called
myself Halsbury. It was ' 'a mistake.
I did not know the present fashion—
that the possession of a hideous name
is'a long step towards fame.”

He had let go her hand, and was
hustling his papers together before
clpsing the desk.

““You will let me see you home,” he
pleaded; “let me pay a visit to the dear
old professor. How completely you hid
yourselves, Jessie—little Jessie no
loiger. When first I came to the city
I Jooked high and low for you. I made
infjuiries in every direction, and hunt-

E through the directory. I knew that
affer your mother’s death the professor
brdught you here to live, and I was so
anxious we should be friends. What
méade you live such secluded lives ?”’

“Put it all down to Silas Bubb,” she
said ‘demurely.

Reggie sighed.

“Poor Silas Bubb! I had grown quite
fond of him.”

“Surely you can be fond of him
stily 7’

“I must be second in his affections.
He smiled in her blue eyes.

Jessie gave a big sigh of great relief.
Dedar child ! she knew the professor
was saved. e

“It is not likely,” said Reginald
Halsbury, as they went through the
park on their wa% to Bloomsbury,
“that I should be impertinent enough
to. compete with the professor.”

He said it humbly. He had a hearty
appreciation of his old tutor’s solid
attainments.

“Wour father first mavé me a taste

for -Mterature. ‘Any .small “success I

may have attained I owe greatly to his
training.” £ &

“You are very good. You have made
me very happy,” she said gratefully;
then with compunction, “It is a long
walk, I am afraid I have spoiled your
morning’s work,

“Not a bit too long for me. I enjoy
this stroll through the park immense-
Ty.”

He sniffed at the flowers with keen
appreciation, .

“As to work,” with a glib perversion
of hard facts, *“I was not quite in the
mood for it this morning.”

CHAPTER IIL -«

Jessie' came down 'the steps’ of Mrs.
Abrahams’ house rather despondently.
Yet the professor was putting the fin-
ishing touches on his book—a task in
which he wa$§ ably and humbly sec-
onded by Reginald Halsbury.

Reggie, as Jessie had slipped back
into calling him, was now a daily vis-
itor at the dingy Bloomsbury house,
and Professor Penniefeathér spoke
with compliment and slight amazement
of his erudition on the complicated
Bubb subject. He did nhot know how
how nearly Reggie had forestalled
him. That fatal newspaper para-
graph Jessie had promptly popped into
the kitchen fire.

That afternoon—it was chill and wet
—as she came up those broad steps,
Reginald Halsbury, in a mackintosh,
was rounding the corner of Keppel
street. He saw the dejected little fig-
ure, mackintosh, too, desecending the
steps, and stopped.

“Jessie !I”

“Oh, Reggie, how glad I am to, meet
you !”

The voice was a little hysterical, the
eyes behind the veil were slightly red-
dened.

‘“You’ve been crying,” he said, with
a flush and an indignant glance at
the respectable “family residence”
which formed the girl’s background.

“Suppose I have,” she returned
lightly, as she crossed the street under
the shelter of his umbrella, “you need
not comment on it.”

“Tell me, Jess'’—his voice was ear-
rest; he flung another fierce glance
in thre direction of Mrs. Abrahams’
doorstep—‘‘what they have been doing
to you.” !

“Oh, nothing much, just the ordinary
naughtiness of the children and fond
interference of their mamma. It was
the culmination made me ecry. Mrg.
Abrahams has been upset today; the
dressmaker has spoiled a new dress
and the cook broken a cheese-plate of
the Derby dinner-service—and she gave
me notice. The girls ‘are going to
boarding-school,”

“The best place for them,” comment-
ed Reggie with rather savage stress.

“T always hated the idea of your being |

under the thumb of any woman.”

“But I shall have,” she said, with a
tearful little laugh at his frowning
face, “to look for another situation.
Perhaps you know of one—of a woman
whose thumb might press a little less.”

“I do not—and if I did, I would not
recommend you. You are too good,
and sweet, and pretty.”

“You are too complimentary. Even
if I were all you say, it would not help
my arithmetic, which is wofully weak,
Serlously, Reggie, help me if you can.

I must earn some money;  or who will
dress me .and meet tiresome little
household exigencies ?”’

“But surely the professor has an in-
come ?” he said, feeling the first faint
stir of rebellion against the dear old
man, whose head was a trifle too much

“But he has a hobby,” Jessie re-
‘“He does not
know how fast the money goes. I
will never forgive you, sir, if you tell

There wag a fire in her meek eyes.
She read something of Halsbury’s de-
termination to ‘“have it out” with Pro-
fessor Penniefeather.

Reggie had a sudden fit of stammer-
ing.

“W-will you:f-forgive me if I t-tell
you something ?” he pleaded.

. “That depends on what it is.” !

‘Why, oh ! why did Jessie blush and
draw so far away from the shelter of
the umbrella that rain-drops splashed
on the ribbons of her hat ?

“You are geting wet.”” He drew her
arm through his with an air which
savored alarmingly of proprietorship.

‘“We ‘beth- are,” she repliéd nervous-
Iy, her heart thumping dangerously
close to his. “We have walked round
the sauare three times.”

“Have we ? I am sorry you' were
colleeted enough to ébserve' it.’*

‘“Sorry that I am in possession of my
faculties ?”’

“If they were a little legs keen—just
for a moment--you might listen more
favorably to what I have to say. Don't
start aside, dear. It is very harmless.
Just. three words: “I love you.” .

The rain dripped on. In the parlor
of the house a few streets off the pro-
fessor was waiting with mild impa-=
tience for his tea-maker. And under
the umbrella were two faces—one:ra-
diant, the other shy.

E ] - a* - £

Penniefeather’s Life of Silas Bubb
was a great success, and ran into sev-
eral editions. Since its publication
there has been an added run on Bubb
hooks, and the professor’s collection
is, he declares, invaluable. When he
dies—let us hope a long day hence--
he will bequeath it to a, let us hope
again, proportionately grateful nation.

It was the happiest moment of Jes-
sie’s life ,not excepting that momen-
tous moment under the umbrella, when
the professor came up from his study
into the fire-lit room, where she and
Reggie sat, with his work, in all the
glory of three volumes, in his hand.

It pleased the dear old scholar, in the
fullness of his laboriously won iri-
umph, to thank Reggie with dignified
if grateful patronage, for the help-he
had given, the valuable matter with
which he had enabled its author to
swell the biography. !

That young man swallowed his flat-
tery very modestly.

To Jessie were accorded no special
thanks. The professor had been spared
knowledge of the heroic part she had
played.

And if his daughter had:ever felt
compunction for the first and last se-
‘cret ‘she held. from - fthe dearest ]
fathers, these” qualms died down as |
she kissed his lined face, and saw a
glow, almostof youth, but born of suc-
cess, in his kind eyes.

_ORCHARDS ON CHEAP GROUND.

What to do with the land that will
not bring more than from $5 to. $15
per acre has been a problem with many
farmers, for generally such land is
almost worthless for most crops.
Located upon hillsides, or in exposed
places where the soil is poor, there
seems to be no use or demand for it.
But in the last quarter of a century
a great deal of this land in the north-
ern belt of states has been turned into
apple orchards, which- have been pay-
ing from $15 to $75 per acre annually,
a profit that would be considered sat-
isfactory by any farmer. The orchards
have been well taken care of, and have
demonstrated what can be done. In-
stead of allowing the land to remain
idle the owners planted the orchards
of trees on it, and then carefully cul-
tivated them. Today the land is worth
considerably more than at the begin-
ning.
~ The trees on poor soil need more
training than'those on rich. Enrich
earth around the trees and they will
get established.,  Barnyard manure
is undoubtedly the best for this and
where it is abundant do not be de-
ceived into buying any prepared mix-
ture. . Allow poultry, sheep and swine
to fertilize the orchards by roaming
at large in them. They open the soil,
let in the air and sunlight, fertilize the
trees, and destroy the insects. By
turning . the orchards into poultry
-ranges you will add quite a little to
the income from the eggq and fresh
chickens supplied, for the table or
market.

Train .the young tree. The best
authorities say that only the pocket-
knife should be used for training and
pruning apple .trees. This is only
another way of saying that the prun-
ing should be done early, before the
branches have attained any ' great
growth. Discover whether the limbs
need to be cut off before they have
reached the size of the arm. Prune
the young trees so that they will form
an even head, giving the heaviest
amount of shade on the south side, to
shield from the hot sun.- Use a col-
ored glass with a magnifying power
to discover the insects on the limbs
in ‘broad daylight, and then chip off
the twigs with the eggs or nests on
them to burn.—Germantown, Pa., Tel-'
egraph.

For Cholera Morbus, Cholera Infantum,
ps, Colic, Diarrhoea, Dysentery, and
Summer Complaint Dr. Fowler's Extract of
Wwilda Strawberry is a prompt, safe and luro
cure that has been a popular favorite for
over 40 years.

\
The Krupp gun works claims ‘to
have manufactured a machine whick
will roll iron so thin that it would
take 1,800 shets to make an inch.
Dr. Fowler’'s Extract ot Wild Strawberry
cures Diarrhoea, Dysen Cramps, Couc.
?holm Horbu. Cholera Inrnntum.

ooseness of the bowels. Never t.uvel wtm-
out it. Price 85c.

A NEW MAILING ENVELOPE, the proper
enclosure, ' insuring the eafe transmittal
throm the mul of ‘all Photos, to be

THE RIFLEMEN.

Kings County Wins the Elder Cup
With the St. John Team Second.

Col. Sergt. Henderson and Corp. Sullivan
Win First and Second Places in the Grand

Aggregate.

(See page three for additional news )

Sussex, Aug. 22.—The weather this morning
was all that could be desired for good shoot-
ing, Firing for the Elder challenge cup and
$88, epen to teams of eight from each county
association affiliating with the P. R A., com-
menced at 8.30. The highest  scorer in the
winning team holds the cup for the year.
The team from Kings county won the first
prize, cup and $40. The score was:
Capt. Kinnsar...

Sgt. Langstroth.
Lt. Langstroth..

Pte. Langstroth
Pte Skinner.......

85
89
8y
80
9
80
81
3
1. 636

St. John county team won.the We,
$28. The score was:
Colk Sgt. Henderson
Capt. Smith
Capt, Hartt
Corp. Sullivan
Capt. Lordly
Pte. Manning....
Major HErth. o i e G R RS

A
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Charlotte county team took third prize, $20.

Score:

Capt. Chipman

Szt. Hendershot
Mr. .

Lt. Hartford
Pte. Fortune. .

York county team won fourth place,

In the match between the first twenty of the
grand aggregate for the governor general’s.
medals, Sergt. Henderson and Corp. Sullivan
tied for first place. The former won the final
Capt. Smith and Sergt. Langstroth tied for
third place. The former won. Following is
the result:

Color Sgt. Henderson
Corp. Sullivan

Pte.

Sergt.

Canpt.

Capt. Smith

Sergt.  Loggie

Capt. Kinnear
Capt. Hartt

Sergt. Hendershot
Major Hartt

Sergt.  Stevenson
Sergt. Langstroth...
Lieut., Pickard
Sergt. Wetmore..
Mr. Hunter

In the extra series A, 500 yards, Capt
Smith of the Rifles, Pte. Rawlings and James.
Hunter tied with 35 points each. In the shoot
off Rawlings won.

The prizes were presented this afterncon,
and nearly all the marksmen left for home- by
tonight’s train. Col.  Domvile, on behalf of
the Montreal Reserve Life association, has.
offered" a cup for'competition, the conditiom
to be decided by the committee.

FREDERICTON.
The Fishing,ﬂﬂ»!carsﬁmyx\nm@agi ;

oL * &WQ‘

Fredericton, Aug. 23.—Deputy Fish-
ery Wardens Perley and Nason had an
experience up river the other day. They
had come down river past Canterbury,
Prince William ' and Queensbery in
the afternoon, and found a number of
salmon nets trespassing in these wa-
ters. The nets were taken up and
stored in thec anoes of the deputies,
with a view to their destruction at a
convenient season. At Burgoine’s ferry
night  overtook the river guardians,
and they beached their canoes and
partook of the hospitalities of the Elm-
wood hoselry for the night. ' The acts
of the two men all along the river had
been closely watched by the net own-
ers, but no sign of this surveillance
had been given, and Messrs. Perley
and Nason did not dream that their
trophies would be disturbed during the
night. The next morning, however,
when they went to the river to resume
their journey, they found every cap-
tured net gone and their canoe bot-
toms punched full of pike holes. Their
anger is said to have been great, and,
somewhat crestfallen, they returned
to their intervale homes in Sunbury.
In the meantime the nets are not, so it
is said, resting for want of use.

P. E. ISLAND CROPS.

The crops on Prince Edward lsland
will be gdod. This is what a 3t. John
man says who has been spending a few
weeks over there. The insect, he says,
did not. touch the early oats, and 1its
effect upon the late oats will not cause
the crop to be short. Haying is >ver.
The crop is ahead of last year. Therc
is an’'abundance for all. The potato
crop will be large, although *he bug
came out in force early in the season.
But the farmers fought him hard with
Paris green and the bug was compelled
to give ground. Other root crops are
large.

The island farmers are ta.kmg a
greater interest in dairying this yea.
than ever before. For many yea:s
they have depended almost solely upon
their grain and horses, and with a few
exceptions paid little attention to their
cows. But they have been led to taks
a broader look at this matter and now
they are greatly enthusiastic over
cheese and butter factories. Their
factories have done well this summer.
Lord Aberdeen’s visit will ®ive s great
influence for good on the island.

New York Weekly: H usband—I
really think ‘you might have had that
ball' dreds made ‘a little bit higher in
‘the neck—teo say nothing of the back.

! Wife—T'll have it chaged if you wish,
but this' stuff costs $10 a yard.
“Husband—Um—weéll, never mind.

'Cfincinnati Tribune:
There ‘was once a Kain-tucky colonel,

;| Drank whiskey he swore was infolonel,

But he said with a sigh,
“In the sweet Bourb and Rye
I'll be sure to have whiskey supolonel.”

Hogs carry. straws in their mouths
on the approach of bad weather, be-
cause of a hereditary instinot., Wild

had
only . J . Connolley’s -Modern St ¥
76 Chu-lotte utreet over Warlock’s. it

hogs always make a comfortable bed:
when rain is coming on.




