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Disease taka no summer 
vacation.

If you need flesh and 
strength use

Scott’s Emulsion
summer as in winter.

Send (or free sample.
SCOTT * BOW NX, Cbemhte, 

Tenue, Ontario,
fee. aad line; all druggists.

iS/tt/uLocfc 
13foccl

b the FOREMOST MEDICINEnf the DAT.
It is a purely vegetable compound pos

sessing perfect regulating powers over all 
the organs of the system and control!, 
ing their secretions.

It so purifies the blood that it curef 
•B blood humors and diseases, and this 
combined with its unrivalled regulating, 
cleansing and purifying influence, renders 
ft unequalled for afi diseases of the skin.

Mr. Robert Parton, Millbank, Ont., 
writes : “Some time ago I was troubled 
with boils and pimples, which kept break
ing out constantly. After taking two 
bottles of Burdock Blood Bitters I am 
Completely cured.”

SCOTCH
flAPINE
BOILER

Length ib feet,
Diameter 8 ft., 6 in.
Built under government in
spection.

For sain by
I. MATHÈSON & Co, Ltd.,

New Glasgow, N. S.

B. B. GENUINE.
White lead mixed with pure 

linseed oil cannot be beat for the 
outside of your house. I have 
that stock on hand,and if you are 
going to paint give, me a call, a 
house painted with that under my 
supervision will stay painted-

Geo* H. fletzler,
House Decorator and Sign Writer 

Shop over Steam Laundry
Orders can be left at Steam Laun
dry.

WATER -ST.
Opposite I. C. R. Station,

WOOD!
Mill Wood, Deal Ends and Edg

ings, either stove length or four 
foot as required at reasonable prices

Trucking and Delivering

P. GAUDIN
Telephone 104

A.LeBLANC
TAILOR

is now prepared to take orders for 
tailoring in all branches at most 
reasonable prices. Work guaranteed- 
Next McRae’s Shoe Store

CAMPBELLTON N. B

fl Cfianse for the Bogs
The Superintendent of one of th 

largest corporations in Canada, head 
office, Montreal, offers to employ all 
the MALE STENOGRAAHERS who 
are graduated from
Fredericton Business 

College
You may enter at anv time as we 

will have NO SUMMER VACATION 
this year.

We could have placed many mi re 
graduates during the past year *ad 
we had them.

Write for catalogue. Address.
W. J. OSBORNE

Fredericton, N. B

For Sale

t-H-H-H-I-H-H-H-t-H-l-H-H-H-l-

A building for sale or will ^exchange 
for farm. This building is drawing 
rent of $150.00 a year. Apply to 

LTjoudry
Box 215

T With Edged 
Tools

Ï By HENRY SETON MERRIMAN
Author of " no Sowers,” “ Rodeo’s Corner.”

" From One feneration to Another.” Etc.

Copyright. 1694, by Harper & Brothers
-i-l-M-M-M-I-M-M-M-M-M-H-H-1*

‘T hoped,” he said, “when I ran 
against yon In the woods that that 
was why you had come back. Noth
ing could have given me greater hap
piness. Hang It, I am glad, old chap!”

They sat far Into the night arrang
ing their lives. Jaqk was nervously 
anxious to get back to England. He 
could not rid his mind of the picture 
he had seen as he left his father’s 
presence to go and take his passage to 
Africa—the picture of an old man sit
ting in a stiff backed chair before a 
dying fire. Moreover, he was afraid of 
Africa. The irritability of Africa had 
laid its hand upon him almost as soon 
as he had set his foot upon Its torrid 
strand. He was afraid of the climate 
for Jocelyn; he was afraid of ft for 
himself. The happiness that comes late 
must be firmly held to., Nothing must 
be forgotten to secure It or else it may 
slip between the fingers at the last 
moment

Those who have snatched happiness 
late In life cab tell of a thousand de
tails carefully attended to, a whole ex
istence laid.out In preparation for it 
of .health fostered, small pleasures re
linquished, days carefully spent

Jack Meredith was nervously appre
hensive that his happiness might even 
now slip through his fingers. Truly, 
climatic influence 1» a strange and 
wonderful thing. It was Africa that 
had done this, and he was conscious 
of |t He remembered Victor Dur- 
novo’s strange outburst on their first 
meeting a few miles below Msala on 
the Ogowe river, and the remembrance 
only made him the more anxious that 
Jocelyn and he should turn their backs 
upon the accursed west coast forever.

Before they went to bed that night 
It'was all arranged. Jack Meredith 
bad carried his point Maurice and 
Jocelyn were to sail with him for Eng
land by the first boat Jocelyn and be 
compiled a telegram to be sent off first 
thing by a native boat to St Paul de 
Loanda: It was addressed to Sir John 
Meredith, London, and signed “Mere
dith, Loan go.” The text of it was:

I bring Jocelyn home by first boat.
* * *; * * * *
And the last words,, like the first, 

must be of an old man In London. We 
found him in the midst of a brilliant as-

We leave him lying stiffly on his solemn 
four post bed.

sembly. We leave him atone. We 
leave him lying stiffly on hts solemn 
four post bed, with his keen, proud
face turned fearlessly toward bis Mak
er. BUs lips are still. They wear a 
smile which even In death is slightly» 
cynical. On the table at bis bedside 
lies a submarine telegram from Africa. 
It Is unopened.

THE END.

use —— and* 

every toilet 
purpose* as 
good a soap 
as “Baby’s 
Own” cannot 

be bought for as little 
money.

Albert Soaps Ltd. Mfrz., Montreal.

On Barton’s 
Reef

By GEORGE ETHELBERT WALSH
Copyright, 1906, by George E. Walsh

Beware of imitations and substitutes 
accept none but the genuine “ Baby's 
Own.” .

A
 DEAD animal ain’t glner’lly 

worth more’n what his pelt 
will bring In the open mar
ket, minus the fees an’ com

missions of them rascally agents who 
come down here to swap trade with ns 
an’ get the lion’s share, an’ the jack
ass’, too—me an’ the rest of the hunt
ers down here bein’ mostly the’jack
asses—buta live animal Is an onsartain 
commodity that has what Captain Ken- 
nelly calls “possibilities.” i;m meanin’ 
by that that an old diamond back rat
tler’s skin an’ teeth an’ rattles ain’t 
worth much more’n $5 down here, but 
a live rattler shipped up north In a 
cage may bring $25, an’, ag’in, it may 
be knocked down for an even hundred.

So Captain Kennelly ain’t never been 
In the tillin’ bteness. Ant I was brung 
up by Captain Kennelly! “Live an’ let 
live,” that’s been our motto, an’ we’ve 
waxed fat—the captain weighs 200, an’ 
I ain’t far behind—an’ wealthy, not 
millionaires exactly, but-middlin' well 
to do.

We ain’t never regretted bein’ kind 
an’ consld'rate to the animals an’ birds 
—never except «net, an’ then the cap
tain said ’twas my fault I ain’t dis
putin’ him In that but there Is room 
for a dl(Fence of opinion.

We’d been up thé Caloosahatcble one 
winter'try in’ ro bag snakes, birds an’ 
other creepln’, crawlin’ an’ fly In’ crit
ters when we got wind of a mighty big, 
sassy mountain Hon rendoovooin' up 
near Wadin’ Landin’. The captain de
cided at onct that we’d bag the critter. 
Mountain lions was bringing pretty 
handsome prices then—the Floridy va
riety bein’ a little underpriced, for they 
ain’t no biggerin a good size dog.

The captain an’ I sailed up the Ca- 
looeabatchle an’ went campin’ on that 
big fellow’s trail, an’ before a fort
night we had him clip an’ clean aboard 
the Marthy Ann, tied toe an’ nail an' 
a-roarin’ In a box on deck as though 
he’d like to eat us alive. We was 
mighty tickled at our prize, an’ we flg- 
gered on a' couple of hundred apiece 
wheh we landed him north.

The Marthy Ann wam’t much of a 
sailboat, but she was a lubberin’ old 
craft that did dooty for ns for well 
nigh a dozen years. When we set sail 
down the Caloosahatchle the captain 
says:

“Steve, can’t you take the Marthy 
Ann to Charlotte Harbor alone? Ton 
can hand the critter" over to the rail
road people there an’ jget a receipt for 
him. I want to get off at Fort Myers 
an’ run up a spell to see Cousin 
Obadlah. He’s real sick, they say.”- 

I warn’t goin’ to stand In the way of 
the captain’s seeln’ his sick cousin, so 
I answered with affermashun an’ said 
I’d run back to Fort Myers In a couple 
of days an’ pick him up. Hie captain 
was mighty pleased, but when I landed 
him at Fort Mîyers he sort of susplsh- 
loned somethin’ an’ said: •

“Ton think y eu can manage it alone 
all right, Steve ?”

“I’ll land this old patriarch In'Char
lotte Harbor before night or I’ll drown 
him In the gulf tryln’ it,” I answered 
promptly. '

I didn’t know that I was matin’ a 
pretty sure guess of what I’d be doin’
before sundown. I jest hove off from
the dockjan’ turned the Marthy Ann’s 
nose toward the gulf. I ain’t much of 
a deep water sailor, but I knew ftie 
coast up to Charlotte Harbor tol’rably 
well an’ I didn’t have no- misgtvln’s.

That lion was mighty qulet-Uke at 
first, but when we got aw,ay from the. 
land an’ he beghn to sniff the salt air 
of the gulf he sort of got oneasy. He 
was gettin’ out of his element, an’ he 
felt sort of homesick. Mebbe ft was 
seasickness, I dunno which. Anyhow, 
he roared an’ whine* an’ scratched to 
beat the band. He jest kept me com
pany with Ms noise, an’ I didn’t have 
no time to get lonesAne. Onct or twice 
he got so scratchy that I took a look 
at his cage to see If ’twas all right. ' 

Barton’s reef Is jest ten miles sou’- 
west of Charlotte Harbor—a nasty lit
tle, treach’rous shoal that sticks out of 
water at low tide an’ keeps out of 
sight at flood. ’Tajn’t charted, an’ 
sometimes a ship trips up on ft an’ jest 
nachurally rips herself to pieces tryln’ 
to get off ag’in.

I don’t know what made me forget 
Barton’s reef, for I’d been round it xa 
dozen times, an’, come to think of it 
now, I’d been nigh wrecked on It onct 
or twice. I ain’t got no excuse to make 
except Çiat lion must have made me 
forgetful by his ev.erlastin* roarin’.

First thing I knowed a puff of wind 
keeled the Marthy Ann over, an’ before 
I could ketch her up ag’in we struck 
somethin’. It was only sand an’ mud, 
but the keel sttyk there, an’ the next 
wind siambangjpd the old lubberin’ 
craft clean over on her side. I wasn’t 
lookin’ for the shoek an’ pitched head
foremost through the air an’ landed 
'bout twenty feet away.

When I went down lrfto the water I 
expected to find bottom somewhere 
less than a mile or two, butithe sudden 
way in which I stopped showed me 
that I was on Barton’s reef. I was 
Standln’ on my head in ’bout a foot of 
water. There was some mud, an’ that 
made sticky standin’, but when I final
ly got my head out of ft an’ the water 
cleaned out of nose an’ mouth the 
Marthy Ann had drifted away in deep 
water.

I ran after her, but she was holdin’ 
her own so tantalizin’-Iike that I 
couldn’t gain an inch. I swam roun’ 
for some minutes, an’ then to save my

life I turned back to the reef. I could 
see the bare back of ft jest shinin’ 
above the gulf not more’n ten yards 
away. I ain’t much of a swimmer, but 
I made double quick time to that reef,

I hadn’t thought much ’bout that lion 
all this time, so excited was I over the 
loss of the Marthy Ann, but now I jest 
gasped for breath an’ hove a sigh of 
relief. If I’d lost the Marthy Ann, I’d 
saved the lion. There he was crawlin’ 
out of the water upon the reef as limp 
an’ frightened as a water rat with a 
dog on his trail. His big cage was 
floatin’ away with the tide, runnin’ a 
close race for shore with the capsized 
boat

I saw how things had happened. 
The Marthy Ann had dumped the cage 
an’ lion on the reef, an’ the blow had 
bust open the slats, an’ there you are! 
The lion was tree to go an’ come. 
When I swam to the reef he had full 
possession, but he was so yret an’ 
frightened that he jest sat there an’, 
shivered an’ roared.

“You great big onery coward,” I 
says, shakln’ my fist at him. “You 
ain’t got away yet an’ I’ll keep you 
here until the captain comes for us.”

The reef wam’t more than .fifty feet 
long and twenty wide, but there was

I pitched headforemost through the atrv
room enough for both of us. I crawled 
up an’ tried to dry my clothes. At 
first the lion noticed nothin’, but roared 
for help. Then he got a sight of me 
an’ slunk to the other end of the reef.

“You keep there,” I says, feel in’ bet
ter by talkin’ to hiih as if he was a 
human beih’, “an’ don’t you come on 
toy end.”

We bottf felt better after we got 
dried off a bit The sun was pretty 
hot an’ it -scorched the water up like 
a hot Iron. First thing, then, that big 
^critter began to lick himself, an’ then 
he eyed ine out of the comers of his 
eyes. I didn’t particular like the way 
he did it It seemed as If he grinned 
an’ then shook his head to show me 
that he warn’t hurt > .

Well, I suppose nothin’ would have 
happened K the tide hadn’t come up 
an’ made Barton’s reef look like a 
turtle's back. The water jest rose up 
higher aft’ higher, an’ every mlnit we 
had to move closer together.

The torn didn't like gettin’ his paws 
wet an’ was for retreatin’ toward me, 
an* i didn’t fancy clbser quarters with 
him an’ jest stayed as near my edge 
of the reef as I dared.

Now, as -I have remarked, the 
i ta in lion ain’t no kind ofFletidy 

a-fighter, 
some 
away

when he’s cornered I’ve
for hlm. I saw right 

trouble was a-bcewln’. 
When the reef got too small to hold 
both of US’ one or t'other had to git, an’ 
I didn’t fancy bein’ the one to go 
a-floailn’ adrift on the gulf in that 
latitude.,

“Now, you great big yellow cuss,” 
I saM,. addressln’ his llonship, partly 
to'keep up my courage, “l ain’t huntin’ 
for trouble, but if you seek’It I’ll do 
my best to make things mighty op- 
pleasant for ypu on this little sand 
speck.”

Right then a change come over the
critter. He seemed to accept the chal
lenge an’ began to growl and crouch. 
I Jest faced him an’ got ready for his 
spring. But the tide cornin’ up from 
behind lapped a wave over his tall an’ 
made him turn roun’ like a shot. He 
cippt an Inch closer an’' watched for 
things to develop.

We hadn’t mofe’n five feet between 
us, an’ I was tremblin' most as much 
as that big brute when somethin’ 
bobbed up near the reef. We both 
looked at-it, an’ when I saw it was the 
lion’s old wooden cage floatin’ back 
ag’in I Jest made up my mind to Jump 
for it It was a pretty hefty box an’ 
big enough to carry me.

I edged away toward it, an’ when It 
was nigh as I thought It would come 
I waded out In the water an’ made a 
grab for It. By lyin’ slantwise on it, 
with my feet In the water an’ my head 
"bout three feet above it I was 
toFrably comfortable, an’ I addressed 
myself to the marooned critter ag’in:

“Now you kin have the reef an’ all 
that' goes with it I’m off for the 
Floridy coast or a trip to sea. Any
thing’s betterin bein’ drowi^d on that 
reef or bein’ chewed up by a cowardly 
lion.”

I guess my words sort of startled 
him, for he growled an’ whined an’ 
seemed anxious to accompany me. He 
was sort of sorry at my desertin’ him. 
At any rate he crouched down on the 
reef, his tail In the water an’ his head 
mighty close to the other edge of the 
reef, an’ then I saw him spring an’ 
shoot through the air just like a sky
rocket.

There wag. a crash an’ disturbin’.un-

dulashlon of the gulf. I saw stars aft* 
sharks an’ numerous other onpleasant 
things. When I got a grip on the float 
In’ box ag’in I was half drowned, an’ 
that old lion was bangin’ for dear life 
on the other side of it He was ’bout 
as frightened as I was. His paws was 
within two feet of my hands, an’ I 
could feel his breath fannin’ my cheeks, 
but he warn’t for flglitin’ any more.

We hadn’t Improved our positions 
much, for that wàbbly old craft warn’t 
built for two. Both of us couldn’t 
keep our balance at onct When the 
lion was up I'was down, an’ when I 
bobbed up above the gulf his head 
went under. We went seesawin’ like 
this for some time, neither one able to 
catch his breath.

Then it occurred to that tarnal crit
ter that I was fayin' to duck him, an’ 
be began to hit out at me, snappin’ an’ 
snarlin’ fit to give one the shakes. 
After pawin’ some of the hide off my 
hand he got more brave an’ tried to 
climb over on my side. That was his 
ondoin’, for the box tripped clean over 
an’ landed both of us in the water. 
The box floated away, an’ we had to 
make a swim for It

I got there first for I bad begun to 
scent sharks. I dreaded 'em worse'n 
all the lions In Floridy. I Jest yelled 
an’ Jumped up on the box an’ tried to 
hold my feet In the air. I kicked an* 
splashed to frighten the lion away, but 
he was game. He came on like a pad
dle wheel, churnin’- the water into a 
terrible foam.

He struck the box ag'ln with a bang, 
an’ over we went onct more, turnin’ a 
clean somersault in the water. I went 
down pretty nigh to the bottom of the 
gulf an’ then bumped up agin the box 
so hard that I bat} a headache for a 
week after.

The lion was there ahead of me, an' 
he took a turn at flghtin’ me off. I saw 
he was gettin’ on to the game. The 

( Continued on page 7. )

Stolen Pleasure
The children will show you 

the merits of Mooney’s biscuits 
if you give them the chance.

Mooney’s Perfection 
Cream Sodas

have made themselves famous 
all over Canada, in a very short 
time. Crisp, inviting, tasty. 
Different from any other cracker 
you have ever eaten. 62

Say "Mooney's" to your grocer.

Illli.fi.nl ll»*1

SIMPLEST.
m£tt'THE

RELIABLE.MARINt
TRITON
Nt CASOllHf ENGIN!

INCOMPLETE 
LAUNCHES 
SEND fOR 

ENGINECATALOGUe

HAMILTON MOTOR WORKS
LIMITED

HAMILTON CANADA

CUBE ALL KIDNEY TROUBLES
Mrs. "Hiram Revoy, Marmora. Out., 

writes : “I was troubled tar e.c ;v • 
with my back. I tried a • ••
remedies, but all failed until ! v. :- : :! 
Vised by a friend to use Doans •>! 
Bills. I did so, and two box-u n. > 
complete cure. I cnn h -ni 
mend them to all trribl u v th 
back. You may publish tl.i-- f - 
wish.”

Price 50 cents par box or :> torSi.M 
at all dealers, or mailed direct on i-ocei: 
of price by The Doan Kidney Till Go. 
Toronto, Ont.

__ For Sale
i-arm situated on shore road of the 

Restigouche River three miles from 
Drlhousie, containing 100 acres 60 
under good cultivation balance 
thickly wooded. Buildings consist of 
large house, barn, woodshed and 
wiapnshed, all of which ate new. 
For particulars and terms of sale apply 
to RW5W&

D. A. STEWART
Campbellton ■r n. b.

GOLDFIELD 5c.
The Hecla Goldfield M. 81 M. Combination is the best buy 
in the mineral district. Place your order fer our new map 
of the Goldfield territory—the best map ever issued from the 
district. We allow you to pay on the cash or five monthly 
payment plan. Send in yonr reservation at once;

BANKERS’ MINING FINANCE CO.,
480 Commonwealth Bldg,, Denver Col.
Further particulars'apply to P. O. Box 609, Campbellton, N. B

The roofing that never leaks, is not affected by heat ' or cold—will
not shrink or crack—any workman can put it on—Is FULLY GUARANTEED 
by the makers.

Costs no more than Shingling
Write for samples and prices t-)

MANN & BAXTER
Builders & Contractors Campbellton, N,

Dealers in Portland Cement,* Lime, Rock-wall Plaster and building.supplie

-J

fleet Winter
Halfway

and you'll conquer when it arrives. 
Have your heating arrangement# put 
in proper order now, so you will be 
cosy and ccmfortal le when the first 
cold wave arrives. We ay plumbers 
it the highest abilities, af<L make a 
specialty of steam fitting aifa heating 
work.

F. W. CARR, Plumber.
CAMPBELLTON, N . B

PLUMBING.
Heating by Hot Water Steam and Hot Air

Estimates dn above lines will be furnished at any time 
All contract work guaranteed satisfactory.
Heating’by Hot Water and St^m a Specialty.

W. E. FORBES
HATHESON BUILDING, Opp. HacKenzie & Co s

Carriages and
Farming Implements.

Canada damage Companys Carriages,*; Famous Deering light 
draft farm machinery-.

Driving and Work Harness, Woodcutters, Gasoline Engines, 
Cream Separators', Churns, Washing Machines, Lawn Mowers, Bicycles, 
Organs, Sewing Machines, etc.

Sole agents for MASON & RISCH AND NEWCOMBE PIANOS.

E. A. LeGALLAIS,
Phone No 100 Water St, Campbellton, N. B.

T..ELLSWORTH,
Has just received one carload

WAGONS STEEL AND RUBBER TIRE. 
W O, PRICES THE LOWEST-

I carry in stock the celebrated Frost & Wood Farming Implements, 
Harness, single and double, Lap Robes, Cream Seperators, Refrigerators 
Sewing Machines, Pianos and Organs. , ,

Fresh Water Ice and Wood delivered to any part of the town: 
Trucking and Express Delivery.

If you need anything in my line ring up PHONE itiJ

T. ELLSWORTH Hugh Miller Building,
CAMPBELLTON, N. B.

Coal ! Coal !
Hard Coal, Soft£ Coal and blacksmith Coal
A la^-ge quantity always on hand Delivered 
to any part of the town. Orders by rnaiT' 
promptly attended to

Jos H Taylor
IT GRAND

To live in a time of such great.opportunities- 
Some years ago, we had difficulty in finding 
situations for all our graduates. Now it is 
difficult to keep our students till they grad
uate, so great is the demand for proficient 
bookkeepers aid stenographers.

We have not yet advanced our rates but the 
great advance in almost everything we have to 
buy may soon compel an increase. Students 
can enter at any time.

Send for catalogue.

uumU')
5. KERR & SON,

Odd Fellow’s Hall

555


