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SUPPORT

SCOTT'S EMULSION serves as a
bridge to carry the weakemed and
starved system along until it can find
firm support in ordinary food.

Send for free sample.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
Teroato, On

soc. and $1.00; all druggists.

Kidney Disease
And Its Danger.

Kidney disease comes on quietly—
may have been in the system for yesx:i

before you suspected the real cause

our trouble. There may have been

Lckaches, neuralgia, sciatica, rheuma-

¢ism, etc. Perhaps you did not know

these were symptoms of kidney disease,

so the trouble ept on tirowmg wol‘se
dist

until : water t:P-
peared, or there wa.s vel or retention
of unn' or some Su slgn of kidney

trouble.
Doana Kidney Pills should be taken
ﬁrst sign of anything wmnf
thay n the kldneys and help
them ta t.er the blood properly—-he:g
thomtoﬂushoﬁ' and carry away Wi
the lus water, all those impurities
which blood gathers up in its eir-
. euit of the body.
Alfred LeBlanc, Black Cape,
. Que., writes : “7 feel it my duty to say
& word sbout DoAN’S Kmoney Pruis.
v I suffered dreadful pains across m
back—eobadloouldnotst Eorben
After havin used two boxes I now feel
most com cured. I hxghly re-
commend Bom s Kioney Piuis.”

SCOTCH
[MARINE
BOILER .

Length 10 feet,
Diameter 8 ft., 6 in_.
Built under govermhent in-
spection.
For sali: by
I. MATHESON & 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 hana and if you are
going to paint give me =« call, a
house painted with that under my
supervision will stay painted-

Geo. H. Tletzler,

House Decorator-and Sign Writer
Shop over Steam Laundry
Orders can be left at s«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 Deliverﬁg,

P. GAUDIN

Telephone 104 \

A.LeBLANC
~ TAILOR
is now prfz;\ﬁied to take orders for
tatloring in all branches at most
reasonable prices. Work guaranteed:

NEx1T MCRAE’S SHOE STORE
CAMPBELLTON N.B

f Giange for (e Bogs

The Superintendent of one of th
largest corporations in Canada, head
office, Montreal, offers to empioy all
the MALE STENOGRAAHERS who
are graduated from

Fredericton
College

You may enter atany ume as we

will have NO SUMMER VACATION

this year.
We could have placed many m»ore

graduates during the past year had
we had them, X
Write for catalogue. Address.
W.J. 0SBORNE
Fredericton, N. B

Business

Notice.

To all whom it n: .y concern—No-
tice is hereby given that I will not be
responsible for any debts contracted
by my wife, she_having left my bed
and board Fnda) July ;th

David McCarthy,
43-4p Seaside, Res. Co., N. B.

. rather liked him for it.

gy

|| With Edged Tools

By HENRY SETON MERRIMAN ==
Anther of “The Sowers,”" “Roden's Cormer” “Trem .
Oos Generation t» Ancther.” Eip ——ibmr—

t Cepyright, 1894, by HARPER & BROTHERS

“Don’t,”” she said gently, “please
don’t say any more. I know all that
your life has been, and why. You did
quite right. What is a little" trouble
to me, a little passing inconven-
ience, the tattle of a few idle
tongues, compared with what' Jack’s
life is to you? I see now that I
ought to have opposed it strongly in-
stead ofletting it take its course. You
are right; you always have been right,
John. There is a sort of consolation
In the thought. I like it. I like to
think that you were always right and
that it was I who was wrong. <t con-
firms my respect for you. We shall
get over this somehow.”

“The wyoung lady,” suggested Sir
John, “will get over it after the man-
per of her kind. She will marry some
one. else, let us hope, before her wed-
ding dress .goes out of fashion.”

“Millicent will bave to get over it as
she may. Her feelings need scarcely
be taken into consideraglon."

Lady Cantourne made a little move-
ment toward the door. There was
much to see to¥ much of that women’s
work which makes weddings the wild,
confused ceremonies that they are.

“I. am afraid,” said Sir John, “that
I never thought of taking them into
consideration. As you know, I hardly
considered yours. I hope I have not
overdrawn that reserve.”

He had crossed the room as he spoke
to open the door/for her. His fingers
were on the handle, but he did not turn
it, awaiting her answer. She did not
look at him, but passed him toward
the shaded lamp, with that desire to
fix her attention upon some inanimate
object which he knew of old.

“The reserve,” she answered, “will
stand more than that. It has accumu-
lated, with compound interest. But I
deny the debt of which you spoke just
now. There is no debt. I have paid it,
year by year, day by day. For each
one of those fifty years of unhappiness
1 have paid a year of regret.”

He opened the door and passed out
into the brilliantly lighted passage and
down the stairs, where the servants
were waiting to open the door and help
her to her carriage.

Sir John did not go downstairs with
her.

Later on he dined in his usual soli-
tary grandeur. He was as carefully
dressed as ever. The discipline of his
household, like the discipline under
which he held himself, was unrelaxed.

“What wine is this,” he asked, when
he had tasted the port.

“Yellow seal, sir,” replied the butler
confidently. :

Sir John sipped again. /

“It is a new bin,” he said.

“Yes, sir. First bottle of the lower
bin, sir.”

Sir Jobn nodded with an air of self
satisfaction. He was pleased to have
proved to himself and to the “damned
butler,” who had caught him mapping
in the library, that he was still a young
man in himself, with senses and taste
unimpaired. But his hand was at the
small of his back as he returned to the
library. \

He was not at all sure about Jack;
did not know whether to expect -him or
not. Jack did not always do what one
might have expected him to do under
given ecircumstances. And Sir- John
Perhaps it
was that small taint of heredity which
was in blood, and makes it thicker than
water.

“Nothing like blood, sir,” he was in
the habit of saying, “in horses, dogs
and men.” And thereafter he usually
threw back his shoulders.

. The good blood that ran in his veins
was astir tonight. The incidents of the
day had aroused him from the neace—
fulness that lies under a weight of
years (we have to lift the years one by
one and lay them aside before we find
it),»and Sir John Meredith would have
sat very upright in his chair were it
not for that carping pain in his back.

He waited for an hour with his eyes
almost continually on the clock, but
Jack never came. Then he rang the
bell. v

“Coffee,” he said. “I like punctual-
ity, if you please.”

“Thought Mr, Meredith might be ex-

have you brought’
Al
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: 3 Mama wants it so baoly /
%, Albert Soaps Ltd. Mfrs. £
\&hs 507 Montreal.
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Beware of imitations end substitutes.

pected, ®Ir,” murmurea Ttne buuer
humbly.

Sir John was reading the evening
paper, or appearing to read it, although
he had not his glasses. ;

“Oblige me by refraining from
thought,” he said urbanely.

Bo the cot!ee was brought, and SI!
John constmed it In silent majesty,
While he was pouring out his second

cup—of a diminutive size—the bel)
rang. He set down the silver coffed
pot with a plebelan clatter, as if hiJ
nerves were not quite so good as they
used to be.

It was not Jack, but a note from
Bim,

My Dear- Father—Circumstances have
necessitated the breaking off of my en-
gagement at the last moment. Tomor-
row's ceremony will not take place. As
the above named circumstances were
partly under your control, I need hardly
offer an explanation. I leave town and
probably England tonight. I am, your
affectionate son, JOHN MEREDITH.

There were no signs of haste or dis-
composure. The letter was neatly
written in the somewhat large calig-
raphy, firm, bold, ornate, which Sir
John had insisted on Jack’s learning.
The statienery bore a club crest. It
was an eminently gentlemanly com-
munication. Sir John read -it and
gravely tore it up, throwing it into
the fire, where he watched it burn.

Nothing was further from his mind
than sentiment. ' He was not much
given to sentiment, this hard hearted
old sire of an ancient stock. He never
thought of the apocryphal day when
he, being laid in his grave, should at
last win the gratitude of his son.

“When I am dead and gone you may
be sorry for it,” were not the words
that any man should bhear from his
lips.

More than once during their lives
Lady Cantourne had said:

“You never change you mind, John,”
referring to one thing or another. And
he had invariably answered:

“No, I am not the sort of man to
change.” -

He had always known his own mind.
When he had been in a position to
rule he had done so with a rod of
iron. His purpose had ever been in-
flexible. Jack had been the only per-
son who had ever openly opposed his
desire. In this, as in other matters,
his indomitable will had carried the
day, and in the moment of triumph it
is only the weak who repine. Success
should have no disappointments for
the man who has striven for it if his
will be strong.

Sir John rather liked the letter. It
could only have been writien by a
son of his—admitting nothing, not even
defeat. But he was disappointed. He
had hoped that Jack would come—that
some sort of a reconciliation would be
patched up. And somehow the disap-
pointment affected him physically. It
attacked him in the back and in-
tensified the pain there. It made him
feel weak and unkike himself. He
rang the bell.

“Go round,” he said to the butler,
“to Dr. Damer and ask.him to call in
during the evening if he has time.”

The butler busied himself gwith the
coffee tray, hesitating, desirous of
gaining time.

“Anything wrong, sir? I hope you
are not feeling ill,” he said nervously.

“Ill, sir!” cried Sir John. “Hang it,
no; do I look ill? Just obey my orders,
if you please.”

* * *

My Dear Jack—At the risk of being
considered an interfering old woman, I
write to ask you whether you .are not
soon coming to England again. As you
arc aware, your father and I knew each
other &s children. W& have known each
other ever since—we are now almost the
only 'survivors ¢f our generation. My

reason for troubling you with this com-
munication is that during the last six
months I have noticed a very painful
change in your father. He is getting
very old. He has no one but servants
about him. You know his manner; it is
difficult for any ohe.to approach him,
even for me. If you could come home—
by accident—I think that you will never
regret it in after life. I need not sug-
gest discretion as to this letter. Your af-
fectionate friend,
CAROLINE CANTOURNE.

Jack Meredith read this letter in the
coffee room -of the hotel of the Four
Seasons in Wiesbaden. It was a lovely
morning; the sun shone down through
the trees of the Friedrichstrasse upon
that spotless pavement, of which the
stricken wot. The fresh breeze came
bowling down from the Taunus moun-
tains all balsamic and invigorating. It
picked up the odors of the syringa and
flowering currant in the Kurgarten and
threw itself in at the open window of
the coffee room of the hotel of the Four
Seasons.

Jack Meredith was restless. Such
odors as are borne on the morning
breeze are apt to make those men rest-
less who have not all that they want.
And is not their name legion? The
morning breeze is to the strong the
moonlight of the sentimental. That
which makes one vaguely yearn incites
the other to get up and take.

By The train leaving Wiesbaden for
Cologne, “over Mainz,” as the guide
book hath ‘it, Jack Meredith left for
England, in which country he had not
set foot for fifteen months, Guy Oscard
was in Cashmere. The simiacine was
almost forgotten as a nine days’ won-
der except by those who live by the
ills of mankind. Millicent Chyne had

* * Ed

degenerated into a restless “Soclety
hack. With great skill shg had posed
as a martyr. - She had allowed it to be
understood that she, having remained
faithful to Jack Meredith through his
time of adversity, had been heartlessly
thrown over when fortune smiled upon
him and there was a chance of his
making a more brilliant match. With
a chivalry which was not without a
keen shaft of irony father and son al-
lowed this story to pass uncontradicted.
Perhaps a few believed it. Perhaps
they had foreseen the future. It may
have been that they knew that Milli-
cent Chyne, surrounded by the halo of
whatever story she might invent, would
be treated with a certain careless non-
chalance by the older men, with a re-
spectful avoidance by the younger.
Truly women have the deepest punish-
ment for their sins here on earth, for
sooner or later the time will come, after
the brilliancy of the first triumph, after
the less pure satisfaction of the skilled
siren, the time will come when all that
they want is an enduring, honest love.
And it Is written that an enduring love
cannot, with the best will in the world,
be bestowed on an unworthy object.

If a woman wishes to be loved purely

she must have a pure heart and no past
ready for the rec @ lon of that Jove.
This is a sine qua non. The woman
with a past has no future.

The short March day was closing ia
over Londoh with that murky sugges-
tion of hopelessness affected by metro-
politan eventide when Jack Meredith
presented himself at the door of his
father’s house.

In his reception by the servants there
was a subtle suggestion of expectation
which was not lost on his keen ming.
There is no patience like that of ex-
pectation in an old heart. Jack Mere-
dith felt vgguely that he had been ex-
pected thus, daily, for many months
past.

He was shown into the library, and
the tall form standing there on the
hearth rug had not the outline for
which he had looked. The battle be-
tween old age and stubborn will is

Jong. But old age wins. It never

raises the siege. It starves the garri-
son out. 8ir Joha Meredith’s head
seemed to have shrunk. The wig did
not fit at the back. His clothes, al-
ways bearing the suggestion of empti-
ness, seemed to bang on ancient given
lines as if the creases were well estab-
lished. The clothes were old. The
fateful doctrine of not worth while had

set In.

Father and son shook har Is, and Sir
John walked feebly to the stiff backed
chair, where he sat down in shame-
faced silence. He was ashamed of his
infirmities. His was the instinct of the
dog that goes away into some hidden
corner to die.

“I am glad to see you,” he said, us-
ing his two: hands to push himself
farther back in his chair.

There was a little pause. The fire
was getting low. It fell together with
a feeble, crumbling sound.

“Shall I put some coals on?”’ asked'

Jack.

A simple question, if you will, but it
was asked by the son _in such a tone
of quiet, filial submission that a whole
volume could not contain all that it
said to the old man’s proud, unbending
heart.

“Nes, my boy, do.”

And the last six years were wiped
away like evil writing from a slate.

There was no explanation. These
two men were not of those who ex-
plain themselves and in the warmth of
explanation say things which they do
not fully, mean. The opinions that
each had held during the ‘years they
had left behind had perhaps been

modified on both sides, but neither-

sought details of the modification.
They knew each other now, and each
respected the indomitable will of the
other. -

They inquired after each other’s
health. They spoke of events of a
common interest. Trifles of everyday
occurrence seemed to contain absorb-
ing details. But it is the everyday
occurrence that makes the life. It

1s the putting on of the coals that
reconciled these two men.

“Let me see,” said Sir John, “you
gave up your rooms before you left
England, did you not?”

UYes.”

Jack drew forward his chair and put
his feet out toward the fire. It was
marvelous how thoroughly at home he
seemed to be. >

“Then,” continued Sir John, *“where
is your luggage?”

“I left it"at the club.”

“Send along for it. Your room is—er
—quite ready for you. I shall be glad if
you will make use of it as long as you
like. You will be free to come and go
as if you were in your own house.”

Jack nodded with a strange twisted
little smile, as if he were suffering from
cramp in the legs. It was cramp—at
the heart. 8

“Thanks,” he said. “I should like
nothing better. Shall I ring?”

“If you please.”

Jack rang and they waited in the
fading daylight “without speaking. At

times Sir John moved his limbs, his
hand on the arm of the chair and his
feet on the hearth rug, with the jerky,
half restless energy of the aged which
is not pleasant to see.

When the servant came it was Jack
who gave the orders, and the butler

listened to them with a sort of enthusf .

asm. When he had closed the door be-
hind him he pulled down his waistcoat

r with a jerk, and as he "walked down-

stalrs he muttered “Thank ’eaven!”
twice, and wiped away a tear from his
bibulous eye.

“What have you been doing with,
yourself since I saw you?” inquired
8ir John conversatlonally when the
door was closed. : ; ;
_“I have been out to Indla, merely fer

/

{and each square of crisp de-

“Shall 1 put some coals on ?” asked Jack.
the voyage. I went with Oscard, who
is out there still after big game.”

Sir John Meredith nodded.

“I like that man,” he said. “He is
tough. I like tough men. He wrote
me a letter before he went away. It
was the letter of one gentleman to
another. Is he going to spend the rest
of his life ‘after big game? ”

Jack laughed.

“It seems rather like it. He is cut
out for that sort of life. He is too big
for narrow streets and cramped
houses.”

“And matrimony ?”

“Yes, and matrimony.”

\8ir John was leaning forward in his
chair, his two withered hands clasped
on his knees.

“You khow,” he said slowly, blink-
ing at the fire, “he cared for that girl
more than you.did, my boy.”

“Yes,” answered Jack softly.

Sir John looked toward him, but he
said nothirg. His- attitude was inter-
rogatory. There were a thousand ques-
tions in the turn of his head; questions
which one gentleman could not ask an-
other,

(To be continued.)

PERFECTION

Appetite comes with eating

liciousness seems but to make
room for more.
Mooney’s Perfection
Cream Sodas

are different from any other
cracker. Nothing heavy or
doughy about them but so light
and crisp that they are trans-
parent. Mooney's biscuits will
be a regular dish on your table
if you will try them. 60

» 77

Say “Mooney’s” to your grocer.

SIMPLEST, ** *compLeTe
MosT THETR'TUN SENDFOR
D FOR

RELIABLE MARINE GASOLINE ENMNECATALOGUE

THARILTON MOTCOR WORKS

LIMITED

HAMILTON CANADA

Was Weak and Run Down

WOULD VERY OFTEN
FAINT AWAY

"Mrs. J. H. Armstrong, Port Elmsley,
Ont., tells of her experience with

MILBURN’S

HEART AND NERVE
PILLS. -

She writes : “It is with gratitude I
tell how your Heart and Nerve Pills
benefitted me.

“I was very weak and run down, had
headaches nearly every day and very
often would faint away, in fact, my
doctor said that sometime I would never
come out of the faint. It was through
one of your travelling agents that I was
induce(f to try Milburn’s Heart and
Nerye Pills and after taking three boxes
I am glad to relate it ‘has been a number
of years since I had a fainting spell and
scarcely ever have a headache. Too
much cannot be said in praise of Mil-
burn’s Heart and Nerve Pills, for in me
they have effected a perfect cure.”

Price 50 cents per box or 3 boxes for
$1.25, at all dealers, or The T. Milburn
Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

.

in the mineral district.

district.
payment plan.

Further-particulars}apply to

GOLDFIELD 5c.
The Hecla Goldfield M. & ‘M. Combination is the best buy

Place your order fcr our new map
of the Goldfield territory—the best map ever issued from the

We allow you to pay on the cash or five monthly
Send in yonr reservation at cnce:

BANKERS’ MINING FINANCE CO.
480 Commonwealth Bldg,

Denver Col.
P. O. Box 609, Campbellton, N. B.

by the makers,

Write for samples and prices to

Builders & Contractors

Braniford Asphalt Roofing

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

Costs no more than Shingling

MANN & BAXTER

Campbeliton, N,

Dealers in Portland Cement,? Lime, Rock-wall Plaster and building supphe

u, -

[eet Winter
Halfway

and you'll conquer when it arrives,
Have ycur heating arrangements put
in proper order rcw, so you will be
cosy ard ccmfortable whea the first
ccld wave arrives. We are plumbers
it the highcst stilities, and make a
specialty of steam ﬁt’mg and heating
work.

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

e

MATHESON BUII.DING,

PLUMBING.

Heating by Hot Water Steam and Hot Air

Estimates on above lines will 'be furnished at any time
All contract work guaranteed satisfactory. s
Heating’by Hot Water and Steam a Specialty.

W, E, FORBES,

Opp. I‘lacKenzle & Co’s

draft farm machinery.

Organs, Sewing Machines, etc.

Phone No 100

Camages and .
Farming lmplements

Canada‘Carrlage Companys Carriages,” Famous Deermg light ~
g /

Driving and Work Harness, Woodcutters, Gasolme Engines,
Cream Separators, Churns, Washing Machines, Lawn Mowers, Bicycles,

Sole agents for MASON & RISCH AND NEWCOMBE PlANOS

E. A. LeGALLAIS,
Water St, Campbgllton, N " B_.

e

Trucking gnd Express Delivery.

T ELLSWORTH,

Has just received one carload

STEEL AND RUBBER TIRE.
WAGONS’ " 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:

It you need anything in my line ringup PHONE [9] ’

T, ELLSWORTH

Hugh Miller Building,
CAMPBELLTON, N. B.

Coal

“promptly attended to

Coal

Hard Coal, Soft] Coal and Blacksmith Coal

A large quantity always on hand Delivered
to any part of the town.

Orders by malil

Jos H Taylér

No Sumimer Vacation

This Year.

The demand for proficient book
keepers and stenographers surpasses
all we have ever known in our long
experience and we are ready to do
our part in qualifying earnest young
men and women to profit by the de-
mand.

The regular staff of teachers will be
retained, individual instruction will be
given and all who have brains and
industry are assured of success.

Send today for ; catalogue giving
terms, etc.

(7 5 S. Kerr
) & Son

IaE

I (CN\Soggret
""‘“”"\‘&V OddiFellows Hall

CAMPBELLTON HOTEL

Centraily located opposite Post Office,
near ferry landing. Teams meet all

steamers and express trains. Best
accomadation.

BELANGER BROS, Campbellton, NB

g




