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ARE YOUR
KIDNEYS SICK?

Let your morning urine stand for 24
hours in a glass or vessel, and then if it
is milky or cloudy, or contains a red-
dish brick-dust sediment, or, if parti-
cles or germs float about in it, your
kidoeys are diseased. If the kidneys
are well they filter just so much blood,
but if they are sick or weak from any
cause, they leave the poison in the
blood, and this poison affects the entire
system.

It is natural to pass urine three times
a day, but many who regard themselves
as healthy are obliged to pass water six
to ten times daily and are obliged to

up frequently during the night.

'iave sick kidneys and bladder
and don’t know it. Smith’s Buchu
Lithia Pills cure Rheumatism and nll
Ridney and Bladder diseases, and
make new, rich blood.

We wall send youu: geuutgu n;nph

t paid Free, together with our
mkp:n the aboveogmenﬁoned disa-u."g.
Address, W. F. Smith Co., 185 St

Canada,

SMITHS BUCHU
LITHIA PILLS

BLACK BOY

Is Just'the kind of a Draught
Horse now Wanted.

. Black Boy is a beautiful black,
Jstands 17 1-2 hands high, weighs 1610

1bs. and is eight years old, Foaled July
(2 th, 1897. Black Boy was sired by
lzepher a horse 1mporged by the Gov-
ernment. His colts bave taken first
prizes at all the exhibitions. Black
Boy’s dam was by Preferee also a horse
imported by the Government. His
weight was 2,000 lbs. Black Boy’s
second dam was by Gladstene, a horse
imported by the Prince Edward Island
Government and cost $30,000 and is
called the best horse ever imported to
America. Black boyv is kina and for
his size is very trappy and a great
roader. Black Boy will travel in Resti-
gouche and Gloucester Counties from
Campbellton to Bathurst standing two

days at each place making the roand |

trip every two weeks. Terms, $2, $7
and $9. All communications address-

ed to JOHN HOGAY~,
29—4-pd. Charlo, N. B.

Tenders  Smallpox
Hospital °

Sealed tenders, addressed to the un-
dersigned and marked “Tender” will
be received up till noon on the 29th
inst, for the erection = ofa smallpox
Hospital. Plans and specifications can
be seen at the - office of Dr Murray
‘Chairman of the Board of Healh, For
location of building, terms and con-
ditions. Apply to

John T Vautour
Chairman of Building Committee
Campbellton, N. B., April 18th 190
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Handy ‘ :
Rubber ,
Stamps.

E

E We are the Locdl Agents for
£ MACK’S

; Celebrated Rubber Stamps,

All kinds of Dies and
Stencils made to otder

o o]

PR O T Y

Anslow Bros.,

Publishers,
CAMPBELLTON
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Engine and Boiler [For
- Sale

I—-'-

A four horse power engine, and
six horse power boiler in good con-
dition. Compact and light, Just
the thing for driving light machin-
ery or wood cutter.

For terms apply to
ANsLow BROTHERS

-20-tf Campbellton

Wantc d20 cutters for granite shod-

dy work at new church West St.
St. John. Ready about first of May.
Good wages to first class men.

N FLOOD.

283 jomractor, St. John,

G he Gentleman
From Indiana

By BooTHM TARKINGTON '
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Copyvright, 1899, by Doubleday (R McClare Co.
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1nere was a rumble of thunder far
out on the western prairie. A cold
breath stole through the hot stillness,
and an arm of vapor reached out be-

tween the moon and the quiet earth. -

Darkness fell. The man ‘and girl kept
silence between thém. They might
have been two sad guardians of the
black little stream that plashed un-
seen at their feet. Now and then a re-
flection of faraway lightning faintly
limned them with a green light. Thun-
der rolled nearer, ominously. The gods
were driving their chariots over the
bridge. The chill breath passed, leav-
ing the air again to its hot inertia.

© “I did not want to go,” she said at
“last, with tears just below the surface
of her voice. “I wanted to stay here,
but ke—they wouldn’t—I can’t’—

“Wanted to stay here?” he said hus-
kily, not turning. .“Here? In In-
diana ?”

“Yes."

“In Rouen, you mean?®

“In Plattville.”

“In Plattville!”
tounded.

“Yes. | Wouldn’t you have taken me
on the Herald?” She rose and came to-
ward him. “I could have gupported
myself here if you wouldJand I've
studied how newspapers are made. 1
know I could have earned a wage. 1
could have hel you make it a daily.”
He searched in vain for a trace of rail-
lery in her voice. There was none.
She seemed to intend her words to be
taken literally.

“l don’t understand,” he said. “I
don’t know what you mean.”

“] mean that I want to stay here;
that I ought to stax here; that my

He turned now,- as-

She sprang te ker feet, and her eyes
; flashed.

conscience tells me I should; but I
can’t, and it ma¥es me very unhappy.
That was why I acted so badly.”

“Your conscience!’ he cried.

“Oh, I know what a jumble and puz-
gle it must seem to you!”

“I only know one thing—that you are
going away tomorrow morning and
that I shall never see you ag

The darkness had grown intense.
They could not see each other, but a
wan glimmer gave him a fleeting, misty
view of her. She stood half turned
from him, her hand to her cheek in

the uncertain fashion of his great mo-.

ment in the afternoon. Her eyes, he

saw in the flying picture that he

caught, were troubled, and her hand
trembled. She had been igpesistible in
her gayety, but now that a mysterious
distress assailed her, of the reason for
which he had no guess, she was so
adorably pathetic and seemed such a
rich and lovely and sad ‘and happy

thing to have come into his life only to |

go out of it, and he was so full of the
prophetic sense of loss of her, it seemed
so much like losing everything, that he
found too, much to say to be able to
say anything. '

_He tried to speak and choked a little,
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Do You Realize That 2
‘Neglected Cough May
Result in Consumption.

If you have a Cold, Congh,
Hoarseness, Bronchitis, or any
afféction of the Throat and Lungs,
what you want is a harmless and
¢:ex'l:alt n remedy that will cure you
at ogce.

There is nothing so healing,
soothing, and invigorating to the
lungs as the balsamic properties of
the pine tree.

DR. WOOD’S

NORWAY PINE SYRUP
Contains the potent healing virtues
of the pine, with other absorbent,

rant and loothmg medi-

cines of recognized worth
Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup
checks theirritating tough, soothes
and heals the inflamed Lungs
u‘n;li anc}:{hgli Tubes, loosens the
and gives a prompt sense
» ifﬂf from thatp choied-up,

ltuﬂed feeling.
Price 25 cents per bottle,

Be sure and ask for Dr, Wood’s.
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head. Neither of them noticed the
weather or cared for it.  They stood
with the renewed blackness hanglng
like a drapery between them.

“Can—can you—tell me why you
think you ought not to go?” he wihis-
pered finally with a great effort.

“No; not nmow. But I know you
would think I am right in wanting to
stay. I know you would if you knew
about it; but I can’t, I can’t. I must
go in the morning.”

“I should always think you right,”
he answered in an unsteady tone, “al-
ways.” He went over to the bench,

it up. '

“Come,” he said gently, “I am going
now.”

She stood quite motionlegs for a full
minute or longer; then, without a word,
she moved toward the house. He went
to her, with hands extended to find her,
and his fingers touched her sleeve.
Together and silently they found the
garden path and followed its dim
length. In the orchard he touched her
sleeve again and led the way.
~As they came out behind the house
she detained him. Stopping short; she

spoke in a breath, as if it were all one
word.

“Will you tell me why you go? Itis
not late. Why do you wish to leave
me, when I shall not see you again?”

“The Lord be geod to me!” he broke
out, all his long pent passion of dreams
rushing to his lips as the barrier fell.
“Don’t you see.it is because I can’t
bear to let you go? I hoped to get
away without saying it. I want to be
alone. I want to be with myself and
try to realize things. I didn’t want to
make a babbling idiot of myself, but I
am. It is because I don’t want another
second of your sweetness to leave an
added pain when you've gone. It is
because I don’t want to hear your voice
again, to have it haunt me in the lone-
liness you will leave. But it’s useless,
useless.. I shall hear it always, just as
I shall always see=your face, just as
I have heard your voice and seen your
face these seven years, ever since I
first saw you, a child, at Winter Har
bor. I forgot for awhile. I thought it
was a girl I had made up out of my
own heart, but it was you all the time,
The impression I thought nothing of
then; just the merest touch on my
heart, light as it was, grew and grew
deeper till it was there forever. You've
known me twenty-four heurs, and I
understand what you think of me for
‘speaking to you like this. If I had
known you for years and had waited
and had the rlght to speak and keep
your respect, what have I to offer you?
I couldn’t even take care of you if you
went mad as I and listened. I've no
excuse for this raving— Yes, I have.”,

He saw her in another second of
lightning, a sudden,” bright one. Her

taken a few startled steps from him.

“Ah,” he cried, “you are glad enough
now to see me go! I knew it. I want-
ed to spare myself that. I tried not to
be a hysterical fool in your eyes.” He
turned aside, and his head fell on his
breast. “God help me!” he said. “What
will this place be to me noew 2\~

The breeze had risen. It gathered
force. It was a chill wind, and there
rose a wailing on the prairie. Drops of
rain began to fall.

“You will not think a question im-
$lied in this,” he said, more composed-
Iy, but with an unhappy laugh at him-
self. “I believe you will not think me
capable of asking you if you care”—

“No,” she answered, “I—I do not love
you ”

g “Ab was it a qnesﬂon, after all? I=
you read mé better than I do, perhaps.
Bat, if I asked, I knew the answer.”

She ‘made as if to speak again, but
words refused her. o

After a moment, “Goodby,” be said
very steadily. “I thank you for the
charity that has given me this little
time—with you. It will always be—
precious to me. I shall always be your
servant.” His steadiness did not carry
him to the end of his sentence. “Good-
by"'—

She started toward him and stopped.
He did not see her. She answered noth-
ing, but stretched out her hand to him
and then let it fall quickly.

“Goodby,” he said again. “I shall go
out the orchard gate. Please tell them
good night for me. Won’t you speak to
me? Goodby!”

He stood waiting, whilq the rlslng
wind blew their garments_ about
She leaned against the wall of -the
house.: “Won’t you say goodby and tell
me you can forget my"'—

She did not speak.

“No!” he cried wildly. “Since you
don’t forget it! I have spoiled what
might have been a pleasant memory
for you, and I know it. You are al-
ready troubled, and I have added, and
you won’t forget it, nor shall I—nor
shall I. Don’t say goodby! I can say it
for both of us. God bless you, and
goodby, goodby, goodby!”’

He crushed his hat down over his
eyes and ran toward the orchard gate.
For a moment lightning flashed repgat-
-edly. She saw him go out the
and disappear into sudden darkness.
He ran through the field and came out
on the road. Heaven and earth wers
revealed agidin for a dazzling white
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Weam harizan to horizon rollef

fumbled about for his hat and picked

shook his hand from her arm. She .

back was turned to him, and she had.

“don’t khow.
- menced.”

clouds ' contorted Hke an illimitable
field of inverted haystacks, and be-
neath them enormous volumes of blu-
ish vapor were tumbling'in the west,
advancing eastward with sinister swift-
ness. She ran to a little knoll at the
corner of the house and saw him sct
his.face fo the storm. She cried alwu$
to him with all her strength and woula
have followed, but the wind took the
words out of her mouth and drove ber
back, cowering, to the shelter of the
house.

Out on the road thc lashing dust
came stinging him like a thousand net-
tles. It smothered him and beat him
so that he covered his face with his
sleeve and fought into the storm shoul-
der foremost, dimly glad of its uproar,
yet almost unconscious of it, keeping
westyard -on his way to nowhere.
West or east, north or south, it was all
one to him. The few heavy drops that
fell boiling into the dust ceased to
éome; the rain withheld while the wind
kings rode on earth, On he went in
spite of them. On and on, running
blindly when he could run at all. At
least the wind kings were company.
He had been so long alone. There was
1o one who belonged to him or to whom
he belonged. For a day his dreams
had found in a girl’s eyes the precious
thing that is called home. Oh, the wild
fancy! He laughed aloud.

There was a startling answer—a
lance of fire hurled from the sky, riving
the flelds before his eyes, while crash

on crash numbed his ears, With that
Nis commen sense awoke, ana ne 100K

ed about him. He was two miles from
town. The nearest house was the Bris-
coeg’, far down the road. ' He knew the
rain would come now. There was a big
oak near him at.the roadside, and he
stepped under its sheltering branches
and leaned against the great trunk,
wiping the perspiration and dust from
his face. A moment of stunned quiet
had succeeded the peal of thunder. It
was followed by several moments of in-
cessant lightning that played along

the road and the fields. From that in-.

tolerable brightness he turned his head
and saw, standing against the fence,

five feet away, a man, leaning over the.

top- rail and looking at him.

The_ same flash swept brilliantly be-
fore Helen’s eyes as she crouched
against the back steps of the brick
house. It revealed a picture like a
marine of big waves, the tossing tops
of the orchard trees, for in that second
the full fury of the storm was loosed,
wind and rain and hail. It drove her
against the kitchen door with cruel
force. Thé latch lifted, the door blew
open violently, and she struggled tc
close it in vain.. The house seemed to
rock. A candle flickered toward her
from the inner doorway and was blown
ourt.

“Helen! Helen!” came Mlnnle 'S voice
anxiously. “Is that you? We were
coming to look for you. Did you get
wet?”’

* Mr. Willetts threw his weight against

.the door and managed to close it. Then
Minnie found her friend’s hand and
led her through the dark~hall to the
parlor, where the judge sat placidly
.reading by a student lamp.

Lige chuckled as they left the kitchy
en.  “I guess you didn’t try too hard
to shut that door, Harkless,” he said,
and then when they came into the
lighted room, “Why, where is Hark-
less?” he asked. “Didn’t he come with
us from the kitchen?”

“No,” answered Helen faintly. “He’s
gone.” She sank upon the sofa and
put her hand over her eyes as if to
shade them from too sudden light.

“Gone!” The judge dropped his book
and sat staring across the table at the
girl. “Gone! When?’

“Ten minutes—five—half an hour—I
Before the storm com-

“Oh!” The old gentleman appeared
to be reassured. “Probably he had
work to do and wanted to get in before
the rain.”

But Lige Willetts was turning pale.
“Which way did he go? He didn’t
come around the house. We were out
there till the storm broke.”

“He went by the orchard gate. When
he got to the road he turned that way.”
She pointed to the west.

“He must have been crazy!” exclaim-
ed the judge. “What possessed the tel-
low ?”

“I couldn’t stop him. I dld!'t know
how.” 'She looked at her three/ com-
panions, slowly and with growing ter-
ror, from one face to another. Min-
nie’s eyes were wide, and she had un-
consciously grasped Lige’s arm. ‘The
young man was staring straight before
him. The judge got up and walked
nervously back and forth, Helen rose
to her feet and went toward the old
man, her hands pressed to her bosom.

“Ah,” she cried out, “I had forgotten
that! 'You don’t think they—you don’t
think he”— )

“L know what I think,” Lige broke
fn. “I think I'd ought to be hanged for
letting him out of my sight. Maybe it's
all right. Maybe he turned and startea
right back for town—and got there.
But I had no business to leave him,
and if I can I'll catch up with him
yet” He went to the front door and,

opening it, let in a tornado of wind and
flood of water that beat him back.
Sheets of rain blew in horizontally in
spite of the porch beyond.

Briscoe followed him. “Don’t be a
fool, Lige,” he said. “You hardly ef-
pect to go out in that.” Lige shook his
head. It needed them both to get the

door closed. The young man leaned '

his back against it and passed his
sleeve across his wet brow. “I hadn’t
ought to have left him.”

“Don’t scare the girls,” whispered
the other; then in a louder tone: “All
I’'m afraid of is that he’ll get blown to
pieces or catch his death of cold. That's
all there is to worry about. They
wouldn’t try it again so soon after last
night. I’'m not bothering about that;
not at all. That needn’t worry any-
body-" 5
- #But this morning”

L
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“Pshaw! He's 11kely nome #na ary
by this time. All foolishness. Don’t
be an old woman.”

The two men re-entered the room
and found Helen clinging to Minnie’s
hand on the sofa. She -looked up at
them quickly.

“Do you think—do you—what do
youn_

Her voice shook so that she could not
go on.

The ;\ udge pinched her cheek and pat-
ted it.-*I think he's home and dry, but
1 think he got wet first. That's what I
think. Never you fear. He’s a good
hand at taking care of himself. Sit
down, Lige. You can’t go for awhile.”
Nor could he. It wasa long, long while
before he could venture out. The storm
raged and roared without abatement.
It was Carlow’s worst since 51, the
old gentleman said. They heard the
great limbs crack and break outside,
while the thunder pealed and boomed,
and the wind ripped at the eaves till
it seemed as if the roof must go. Mean-
while the judge, after some apology, lit
his pipe and told long stories of the
storms of early days and of odd freaks
of the wind. He t2lked on calmly, the
picture of reposey and blew rings above
his head, but Helen saw that one of
his big slippers beat an unceasing little
tattoo on the carpet. She sat with fix-
ed eyes, in silence, holding Minnie’s
hand tightly, and her face was color-
less, growing whiter as the slow hours
dragged by.

Every mément Mr. Willetts became
more restless. He assured the ladies
he had no anxiety regarding Mr. Hark-
less., It was only his own dereliction of
duty that he regretted. The boys

would have the laugh on him, he said.
But he visibly chafed more'and more
under the judge’s storie$ and constant-
ly rose to peer out of the window into
the wrack and turmoil, and once or
twice he struck his hands together with
muttered ejaculations. At last there
was a lull in the fury without, and as
soon as it was perceptible he announced
his intention of making his way into
town. He “had ought to have went
before,” he declared apprehensively,
and then, with immediate amendment,

; of course he would find the editor at

work in the Herald office. There
wasn’t the slightest doubt-of that, he
agreed with the judge, but he better
see about it. He would return early in
the morning and bid Miss Sherwood
goodby. Hoped she’d come back-some
day; hoped it wasn’t her last visit to
Plattville. They gave him an umbrella,
and he plunged into the night, and as
they stood for a moment at the door,
the old man calling after him cheery
good nights and laughing messages to
Harkless] they could see him fight with
his umbrella. when he got out into the
road.

Helen’s room was over the porch, the
windows fac¢ing north, looking out up-
on the pike and across the '‘flelds.
“Please don’t light the lamp, Minnie,”
she said when they had gone upstairs.
“I don’t need it.” Miss Bmiscoe was
flitting ‘about the room hunting for
matches. In the darkness she came to
her friend and laid a kind, large hand
on Helen’s eyes, and the hand became
wet. She drew Helen’s head down ¢n
her shoulder and sat beside her on the
bedl.

“Sweetheart, you mustn’t fret,” she
soothed in motherly fashion. “Don’t
you worry, dear. He’s all right. It
isn’t your fault, dear. They wouldn’t
come on a night like this.”

(To be continned.)
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Quite a Family Man,

On a flat stone in Conway church,
Wales, is the following inscription:
“Here lyeth the body of Nicholas
Hookes of Conway, gent., who was the
forty-first child of his father, William
Hookes, Esq., by Alice, his wife, and
father of twenty-seven children, who
died the 20th day of March, 1637.”
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“FROST”
Ornamental Gates

Light in weight Artistic in design
Reasonable in price

|

Also a large line of Standard Farm Gates
always on hand. Every progressive and
up-to-date farmer insists on having FROST
GATES. ' Catalog and prices on request.

= FOR SALE BY
HAMILTON, - Black Land
Escuminac
J.- McKENZIE, Bathurst
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Climbing
The Ladder

is a practical demonstration of

PROGRESS.”

“Progress”
Clothing

is a striking demonstration cf
what can be accomplished in
wholesale tailoring by a combi-

nation of artist specialists.

When buying clothing leok
for the label with the man climbing the lzdder.

Sold by Leacing Clothiers Throughout Canada.
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Progress Brand Clothing may be had from Fraser, Fraser & Co-

for you, or we will pay you $50.C0 spot cash to bu
a Solid Gold Watch from your ownpo( weler, if 1'1%.
watch we send to every person answering thisadver-
tisement is not found exactly what we claim. Ve
intend by our liberality to rapxdly introduct the
greatest remedy of the age—-tostlmu.atet 1e appu te,
regulate the bowels and beautify the complexicn.
‘We don’t want your money. Sem{\ls your name and
Post Office address, and agree to sell only 10 lnv s of
our Marvelous Remedw at 25cts a box. We wiil t:en
at once send You the rcmedy b?' mail. Wiien cold
ou send us the $2.50 received from the sale of our
emedy, and we will send you-at once, by mail
%ﬂ”l ,one of our Splendid” Americen movement
atches. Now is your chance to get a fine watch
without spendmg a ceny, and you will never regret
havmg helped to introduce our Remedy. Here istin
advertisement that is fair and square, and as we said
before we w111 pay you $50.00 in cash to buy a solid
Gold watch Jourown jeweler, if you find that
the watchwe send you is not exactl), what we claim,

Wesenda gua.rantee with every watch., Write tosday.
Good Hope Remedy Co.pept 50, Montreal, can.

FACTORY LOADED SMOKELESS
POWDER SHOTGUN SHELLS

Good shells in your gun mean a good bag
in the field or a good score at the trap. |
Winchester ¢‘Leader’” and ¢‘Repeater’”
Smokeless Powder Shells are good shells.
'Always sure-fire, always giving an even
spread of shot and good penetratxon, their
-great -superiority is- testified to by sports-
men who use Winchester Factory Loaded
Shells in preference to any other make.
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Many Women Sufer
Untold Agony From
Kidney Trouble.

Very often they think it is from so-
called *female disease.”” There is less
female trouble than they think, Women
suffer from backache,
nervousness, irritability, and a dragging-
down feeling in the loins, So do men,
and they do not have ‘‘female trouble."
Why, then, blame all your trouble to
female disease?  With healthy kidneys,
few women will ever have ‘‘female dis-
orders.”” The kidneys are so closely con-

nected with all the internal organs, that

when the kidneys go wrong, everything
goes wrong. Much distress would be

savéd if women would only take
DOAN’S KIDNEY PILLS

at stated intervals.
Miss Nellie Clark, Lambeth, Ont., tells
of her cure in the following words :(—*I

“sufféred for about two years with kidney
* trouble.

I ached all over, especially in
the small of my back ; not being able to
sleep well, no appetite, menstruation
irregular, nervous irritability, and brick-
dust deposit in urine, were some of my
aymptoms 1 took Doan’s Kidney Pills,
The pain in my back graduslly left me;
my appetite returned, I sleep well, and
am effectually cured. I can- highly
recommend Doan's Kidney Pills to all
sufferers from kidney trouble.” :

Price B0 cents. per box, or 3 for $1.25.
All dealers, or DoAN KIDNEY PILL COy,
TORONTO, ONT.

sleeplessness, .

Hugh Tliller Building,

Farming Implements

‘Carriages, Etc.
FROST & WOOD CO.

Just arrived one car-load Buggies, either
rubber or steel tires, Truck waggons, single
and double; Cart wheels and axles, Express
Wagons, Farm Implements of every description
from a Harrow. to a Binder or Thresher.

Prices right. Terms to surt the purchaser,
Write for Catalogue, but better to call and see
for yourself.

R. &£ 'I‘. Ellsworth.
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% ¥ FINE OFFICE

E STATIONERY § -3

is a requisite of every business [man,
and every business should use mnone
but the best.

US HAVE YOUR NEXT ORDER

and you will have the best that care
and skill can turn out. Our-office is
specially equipped for this class of
work.

LETTER HEADS, NOTE HEADS, STATEMENTS, ENVELOPES

ANSLOW BROS.,
: “EVENTS"
Printers and Publishers,

Campbeliton, N, B.
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