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- Bf Your Liver is Wrong
“You are Wrong all Over

A te?id, inactive liver goes hand
fin hand with constipation. Such a
jehronic condition requires a system-
atic effort to overcome it and estab-
%ﬁl good health and perfect body
drainage, Smith’s Pineapple and
Butternut Pills, containing the two
peeded elements to increase liver ac-

sand muscular action go accu-
rately to the sluggish liver and bow-
els, restoring them completely.

Suppose your bowels failed to move
for & week or ten days. Don't you

fknow yon would be quickly pros-
iteated ? It is just the same, differing

degree, when your bowels do not
imove at least once a day. Vou kncw
|you soon become languid and tired,
your blood geu bad and you feel
inean mc}u sic h:g over. You sgm:ld
ve a full thy passage daily.
Don't let serion conditions develop.
ith’s Pineapple and Butternut
Pills will drive bowel poison out of
system and establish regularity.
are purely vegetable, and cure 1n
ene night. We send you a grn-
jerous sample of these pills Absolnil'y
Pree, sealed and postpaid, that will
eonvince you beyond doubt of their
wonderful curative cg'roperties. Ad-
dress, W. F. Smith , 185 St. James
8treet, Montreal, Canada.

Smith’s Pineapple and Butternut
Pllls cure Constipation, Billocusness
and Sick Headache In one night.
All dealers 25 cents. A Cure at

he Peopie’s Price.

\/

Wood's Fhesphodine,
The Great English Remedy.
A positive cure for all forms of
X . Sexual Weakness, Mental and
BEFURE AND AFTER Brain Worry, Emaissions, Sper-
matorrhoca, Impotency, Effects of Abuse or
Excess, all'of which lead to Consum tion,
Infirmity, Insanity and an early grave. Price
$1 per %kf‘ six for $5. One will please, six will
cure. Sold by alldruggists or mailed in plain

kageon receipt of price. Writefor Pamphlet.
he Wood Medicine Co., Windsor, Ontario.
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We are the Local Agents for

MACK’S
Celebrated Rubber Stamps.

All kinds of Dies and
Stencils made to 0|rder

Anslow Bros.,

Publishers,
CAMPBELLTON
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and Boiler ;For
- Sale

—

Engine

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
ANnsLow BROTHERS

29-tf Campbellton

O.SMITH

NEW YORK LIFE,
FTRE AND MARINE INSURANCE

Real Estate Agent
and Collector,

CAMPBELLTON, N. B

“TRUCKING

I wish ta inform the public that I
am now in a position to do all kinds
of trucki- g and delivering  Pianos,
Organs, Furniture etc ~ handled by
experienced hands. Customess wish-
ing to ship freight may have  same

_properly addressed, billed and shipp-
ed as well as if done by themselves.
All work promptly attended to night
or day.

31-tf F Gaudin

UNDERAKING

Monuments.

Our stock is complete,
new and just meets the
needs of the_present

day.

Warerooms in Taylor’s New Building

D. F. GRAHAM.

IMPROVEMENTS 2

Improve your educatiou by means
ot the Great Standard Dictionary 1903
Edition. -

Improve your Eyesight by ‘one match’
Vapor Gas Lamps,best in the world,
Improve your Health by a regular
Vapor Bath and you will have the best
aids of modern civilization. All instock
and sold at wholesale rates to introduc
Address all orders to
M. R. BENN Douglastown, N. B.
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TME RETURN
OF SMERLOCK
MOLMES ...

BY A. CONAN POYLE
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“Yes, sir, I am your prisoner,” she
said. “From where I stood I could hear
everythiyg, and I know that yoy have
learned the truth. I confess it all. It
was I who killed the young man. But
you are right—you who say it was an

accident. I did not even know that it |

was a knife which I held in my hand,
for in my despair I snatched anything
from the table and struck at him to
make him let-me go. It is the truth
that I tell.”

“Madam,” said Holmes, “I am sure
that it is the truth. I fear that you are
far from well.” -

She had turned a dreadful color, the
more ghastly under the dark dust
streaks upon her face. She seated her-
self on the side of the bed; then she re-
sumed.

“I have only a little time here,” she

said, “but I would have you to know
the whole truth. T am this man’s wife.
He is not an Englishman. He is a Rus-
sian. His name I will not tell.”

For the first time the old man stirred.
“God bless you, Anna!” he cried. “God
bless ybdu!”

She cast a look of the deepest disdain
in his direction. “Why should you cling
so hard tc that wretched life of yours,
Sergius?” said she. “It has done harm
to many and good to none, not even
yourself. However, it is not for me to
cause the frail thread to be snapped
before God’s time. I bave enough al-
ready upon my soul since I crossed the
threshold of this cursed house. But I
must speak or I shall be too late.

“I have said, gentlemen, that I am
this man’s wife. He was fifty and I a
foolish girl of twenty when. we mar-
ried. It was in a city of Russia, a uni-
versity—I will not name the place.”:

“God bless you, Anna!” murmured
the old man again.

“We were reformers, revolutionists,
nihilists, you understand—he and I
and many more. Then there came a
time of trouble. A police officer was
killed, many were arrested, evidence
was wanted, and in order to save his
own life and earn a-great reward my
husband betrayed his own wife and his
companions. Yes, we were all arrested
upon his confession. Some of us found
our way to the gallows and some to Si-
beria. I was among these last, but my
®rm was not for life. My husband
came to England with his ill gotten
gains and has lived in quiet ever since,
knowing well that if. the Brotherhood

knew where he was not a week would |

pass before justice would be done.”

The old man reached out a trembling
hand and helped himself to a cigarette.
“] am in your hands, Anna,” said he.
“You were always good to me.”

“I have not yet told you the height
of his villainy,” said she. “Among our
comrades of the order there was one
who was the friend of my heart. He
was noble, unselfish, loving—all that
my husband was not. He hated vio-
lence. We were all guilty, if that is
guilt, but he was not. He wrote for-
ever dissuading us from such a course.
These letters would have saved him.
So would my diary, in which from day
to day I had entered both my feelings
toward him and the view which each
of us bad taken. My husband found
and kept both diary and letters. He
hid them, and he tried hard to swear
away the young man’s life. In this he
ailed, but Alexis was sent a convict
to Siberia, where now at this moment
he works in a sajt mine. Think of
that, you villain, you vililain—now, now,
at this very moment, Alexis, a man
whose name you are not worthy to
speak, works and lives like a slave,
and yet I have your life in my hands,
and I let you go!”

“You were always a noble woman,
Anna,” said the old man, puffing at his
cigarette.

She had risen, but she.fell back again
with a little ery of pain.

“I must finish,” she said. “When my
term was over I set myself to get the
diary and letters which, If sent to the
Russian government, would procure
my friend’s release. I knew that my

husband had come to England. After .

8 THE WORLD OUVER B
® Thousands of Mothers}

are using

DR, GODERRE'S
INFANTS' SYRUP

For Children’s Ailmenfs, you cannot but
admit the fact that this preparation
is one of merit and is all what is
claimed for it. It is safe, pleasant
and soothing for children teething,
and a prompt checker of bowel and
| stomach troubles.

Physicians and Professional
nurses recommend it.

In purchasing, see that Dr. Co-
derre’s signature and portrait is on
eévery wrapper. Beware of themany
SvRUPS put up in a similar form and
made to look like Dr. Coderre’s.

Price, 25cts. per bottle, or by mail
on receipt of price.

Sole proprietors, THE WINGATE CHEMI-

j| cAL Co. Limited, Montreal, Canada.
STANTON'S PAIN RELIEF,
Ml A FAMILY REMEDY FOR INTERNAL AND EXTERNAL USE
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months of searching I discovered whera
he was. I knew that he still had the
diary, for when I was in Siberia 1 had
a letter from him once reproaching me
and quoting some passages from its
pages. Yet I was sure that, with his
revengeful nature, he would never give
it to me of his own free will. I must
get it for myself. With this object I
engaged an agent from a private de-
tective firm, who entered my husband’s
house as a secretary. It was your sec-
ond secretary, Sergius—the one who
left you so hurriedly. He found that
papers were kept in the cupboard, and
he got an impression of the key. He
would not go further. He furnished
me with a plan pf the house, and he
told me that in the forenoon the study
was always empty, as the secretary
was employed up here. So at last I
took my courage in both hands, and I
came down to get the papers for my-
self. I succeeded, but at what a cost!

“I bad just taken the papers and
was locking the cupboard when the
young man seized me. I had seen him

! already that morning. He had met me

on the road, and I had asked him to
tell me where Professor Coram lived,
not knowing that he was’in his em-
ploy.”

“Exactly! Exactly!” said Holmes.
“The secretary came back and told his
employer of the woman he had met.
Then in his last breath he tried to send
a message that it was she—the she
whom he had just discussed with him.”

“You must let me speak,” said the
woman in an imperative voice, and
her face contracted as if in- pain.
“When he had fallen I rushed from the
room, chose the wrong door and found
myself in my husband’s room. He
spoke of giving me up. I showed him
that if he did so his life was in my
hands. If he gave me to the law, I
could give him to the Brotherhood. It
was not that I wished to live for my
own sake, but it was that I desired
to accomplish my purpose. He knew
that I would do what I said—that his
own -fate was involved in mine. For
that reason, and feor no other, he shield-
ed me. He thrust me into that dark
hiding place—a relic of old days,
known only to himself. He took his
meals in his own room, and so was
able to give me part of his food. It
was agreed that when the police left
the house I should slip away by night
and come back no more, But in some
way you have read our plans.” She
tore from the bosom of her dress a
small packet. “These are my last
words,” said she. “Here is the packet
which will save Alexis. I confide it to
your honor and to your love of justice.
Take it! You will deliver it at the
Russian embassy.. Now, I havé done
my duty, and”— i 2

“Stop her!” cried Holmes. He bhad
bounded across the room and bhad
wrenched a small vial from her hand.

“Too late!” she said, sinking back on
the bed. “Too late! I took the poison
before 1 left my hiding place. My
head swims! I am going! I charge
you, sir, to remember the packet.”

“A simple case, and yet in some
ways an instructive one,” Holmes re-
marked as we traveled back to town.
“It hinged from the outset upon the
pince-nez. But for the fortunate chance
of the dying man having seized these
I am not sure that we could ever have
reached our solution. It was clear to
me, from the strength of the glasses,
that the wearer miust have been very
blind and helpless when deprived of
them. When you asked me to believe
that she walked along a narrow strip
of grass without once making a false
stap I remarked; as you may remem-
ber, that it was a noteworthy perform-
ance. In my mind I set it down as an
impossible performance save in the un-
likely case that she had a second pair
of glasses. I was forced, therefore, to
seriously consider the hypothesis that
she had remained within the house. On
perceiving the similarity of the two
corridors it became clear that she might
very easily have made such a mistake,
and in that case-it was eyident that
she must have entered the professor’s
room. I was keenly on the alert, there-
fore, for whatever would bear out this
supposition, and I examined the room
narrowly for anything in the shape of
a hiding place. The carpet seemed con-
tinuous and firmly nailed, so I dismiss-
ed the idea of a trapdoor. There might
well be a recess behind the books, As
Yyou are aware, such devices are com-
mon in old libraries. I observed that
books were piled on the floor at all
other points, but that one bookcase
was left clear. This, then, might be
the door. I could see no marks to
guide me, but the carpet was of a
dun color, which lends itself very well
to examination. I therefore smoked a
great number of those excellent ciga-
rettes, and I dropped the ash all over
the space in front of the suspected
bookcase. It was-a simple trick, but
exceedingly effective. - I then went
downstairs, and I ascertained in your
presence, Watson, without your per-
ceiving the drift of my remarks, that
Professor Coram’s consumption of food
had increased—as one would expect
when he is supplying a second person.
We then ascended to the room ‘again,
when, by upsetting the cigarette box, I
obtained a very excellent view of the
floor and was able to see quite clearly
from the traces upon the cigarette ash
that the prisoner had in our absence

4 You

come out rrom her retreat. Well, Hop-
kins, here we are at Charing Cross, and

I congratulate you on having brought

your case to a successful conclusion.
are going to headquarters, no
doubt. I think, Watson, you and I
will drive together to the Russian em-
bassy.”

Unanswerable.

Maiden Auat—Caroline, you don’t
know how to train children. I’ve been
noticing how you deal with Johnny.
Nine out of every ten injunctions you
lay upon him are “don’ts.”

Married Niece—Why, Aunt Abigail,
nine of the Ten Commandments are
“don’ts!”—Chicago Tribune,

The Adventure of
the Missing Threc-
Quarter

No. i1 of the Series

CCopyright, 1,04, by A. Conan Doyle and Collier's
Weekly.)

(Cepyright, 1905, by McClure, Phillips & Co.)

RE were fairly accustomed
to receive weird tele-
grams at Baker street,
but I have a particular
recollection of one which
reached us on a gloomy
February morning, some

seyen or eight years ago, and gave Mr.
Sherlock Holmes a puzzled quarter of
an hour. It was addressed to him and
ran thus:

Please await me. Terrible misfortune.
Right wing three-quarter missing, indis-
pensable tomorrow. OVERTON.

“Strand postmark and dispatched
10:36,” said Holmes, reading it over

and over. “Mr. Overton was evidently -

considerably excited when he sent it
and somewhat incoherent id conse-
quence. Well, well, he will be here, I
dare say, by the time I have looked
through the Times, and then we shall
know all about it. Even the most insig-
nificant problem would be welcome in
these stagnant days.”

Things had indeed been very slow
with us, and I had learned to dread
such periods of inaction, for I knew
by experience that my companion’s
‘brain was so,abnormally active that it
was dangerous to leave it without ma-
terial upon which to work. For years
I had gradually weaned him from
that drug mania which had threatened
once to check his remarkable career.
Now I knew that under ordinary con-
ditions he no longer craved for this
artificial stimulus, but I was well
aware that the fiend was not dead,
but sleeping, ‘and I have known that
the sleep was a light one and the wak-

g near when in periods of idleness
I have seen the drawn loo); upon
Holmes’ ascetic face and the brooding
of his deep set and inscrutable eyes.
Therefore I blessed this Mr. Overton,
whoever he might be, since he had
come with his enigmatic message to
break that dangerous calm which
brought more peril to my friend than
all the storms of his tempestuous life.

As we had expected, the i‘.elegrnm
was soon followed by its sender, aud
the card of Mr. Cyril Overton, Trinity
college, Cambridge, announced the ar-
rival of an enormous young man, Six-
teen stone of solid bone and muscle,
who spanned the doorway with his
broad shoudlders and looked from one
of us to the other with a comely face

| which was haggavrd with anxiety.

“Mr. Sherlock Holmes?”

My companion bowed.

“T’ve been down to Scotland Yard,
Mr. Holmes. I saw Inspector Stanley
Hopkins. He advised me to come to
you. He said the case, so far as he
could see, was more in your line than
in that of the regular police.”

“Pray sit down and tell me what 18
the matter.”

“It’s awful, Mr. holmes. Simply
awful!. I wonder my bair isn’t gray.
Godfrey Staunton—you've heard of
him, of course? He’s simply the hinge
that the whole team turns on. I'd
rather spare two from the pack and
have Godfrey for my three-quarter
line. Whether it's passing or tackling
or dribblirg there’s no one to touch
him, and, ..on, he's got the head and
can hold us all together. What am I
to do? That's what I ask you, Ar.
Holmes. There’s Moorhouse, first re-
serve, but he is trained as a half, and
he always edges right in on to the

scrum instead of keeping out on the -

touch line. He’s a fine place kick, it's
true, but then he has no judgwment, and
he can’t sprint for huts. Why, Mor-
ton or Johnson, the Oxford fliers,
could romp round him. Stevenson is
fast enough, but he couldn’t drop from
the twenty-five line; and a“ three-
quarter who can’t either punt or drop
isn’t worth a place for pace alone.
No, Mr. Holmes, we are done unless
you can help me to find Godfrey
Staunton.”

My friend had listened with amused
surprise to this long speech, which
was poured forth with extraordinary

.vigor and earnestness, every point be-

ing driven home by the slapping of a
brawny hand upon the speaker’s knee.
When our visitor was silent Holmes
stretched out his hand and took down
letter “S”. of his commonplace book.
For once he dug in vain into that mine
of varied information.

“There is Arthur H. Staunton, the
rising young forger,” said he, ‘“and
there was Henry Staunton, whom I
helped to hang, but Godfrey Staunton
is a new name to me.”

It was our visitor’s turn to look sur-
prised.

“Why, Mr. Holmes, I thought you
knew things,” said he. *“I suppose,
then, if you have never heard of God-
frey Staunton, you don’t know Cyril

‘erton either?”

«Iolmes shook his head good humor-
edly.

“Great Scott!” cried the _athlete.
“Why, I was first reservé for Eng-
land against Wales. and I've skippered

the var8ity ‘all this year. But that’s
nothing! I eidn’t think there was a
soul in England who didn’t know God-
frey Staunton, the crack three-quarter,
Cambridge, Blackheath and five in-
ternationals. Good Lord, Mr. Holmes,
where have you lived ?”

Holmes laughed at the young giant’s
naive astonishment.

“You live in a different world from
me, Mr. Overton—a sweeter and health-
fer one. My ramifications stretch out
into many sections of society, but never,
I am happy to say,.into amateur sport,
which is the best and soundest tling in
England. However, your unexpected
visit this morning shows me that even
in that world of fresh air and fair play

there may be work for me to do. So
now, my good sir, I beg you to sit down
and tell me, slowly and quietly, exactly
what it is that has occurred and how
you desire that I should help you.”

Young Overton’s face assumed the
bothered look of a man who is more
accustomed to using his muscles than
his wits, but by degrees, with many
repetitions and obscurities which I
may omit from his narrative, be laid
his strange story before us.

“It’'s this way, Mr. Holmes. As I
have said, I am the skipper of the Rug-
ger team of Cambridge varsity, and
Godfrey Staunton is my best man. To-
morrow we play Oxford. Yesterday we
all came up, and we settled at Bent-
ley’s private hotel. At 10.0’clock I went
round and saw that all the fellows had
gone to roost, for I believe in strict
training and plenty of sleep to keep a
team fit. I had a word or two with
Godfrey before he turned in. He seem-
ed to me to be pale and bothered. I
asked him what was the matter. He
said he was all right—just a touch of
headache. I bade Lhim good night and
left him. Half an hour later, the por-
ter tells me, a rough looking man with

a beard called with a note for Godfrey. '

He had not gone to bed, and the note
was taken to his room. Godfrey read
it and fell back in a chair as if he had
been pole axed. The porter was so
scared that he was going to fetch me,
but Godfrey stopped him, had a drink
of water and pulled himself together.
Then he went downstairs, said a few
words to the man who was waiting in
the hall, and the two of them went off
together. The last that the porter saw
of them they were almost running
down the street in the direction of the
Strand. This morning Godfrey’s room
was empty, his bed had never been

slept in, and his things were all just as |

I had seen them the hight before. He
had gone off at a moment’s notice with
this stranger, and no word bhas come
from him since. I don’t believe he will
ever come back. He was sportsman,
was Godfrey, down to his 'marrow, and
he wouldn’t have stopped his training
and let in his skipper if it were not for
some cause that was too strong for
him. No; I feel as if he were gone for
good, and we should never see him
again.”

Sherlock Holmes listened with the
deepest attention to this singular nar-
rative.

“What did you do?” he asked.

“l wired to Cambridge to learn if
anything had been heard of him there.
I have had an answer. No one has
seen him.” .

“Could he have got back to Cam-
bridge?”

“Yes; there is a. late train—quarter
past 11.” !

*But, so far as you can ascertain, he
did not take it?”

“No; he has not been seen.”

“What did you do next?”

“I wired to Lord Mount-James.”

“Why to Lord Mount-James?”

“Godfrey is an orphan, and Lord
Mount-James is his nearest relative—
his uncle, 1 believe.”

“Indeed. This throws new light upon
the matter. -Lord Mount-James is one
of the richest men in England.”

“So I've heard Godfrey say.”

“And your friend was closely re-
h‘ted?" -

“Yes; he was his heir, and the old
boy is nearly eighty—ecram full of gout
too. They say he could chalk his bil-
liard cue with his knuckles. Heefnever
allowed Godfrey a shilling in his life,
for he is an absqlute miser, but it will
all come to him right enough.”

“}ave you heard from Lord Mount-
James?”’

. O-NO‘Y!

To be continued
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Use Lever’s Dry Soap (a powder) tc
wash woolens and flannels,—you’l]l like
it.

Are no
respecter
of
persons.

People in every walk of life are troubled.
Have you a Backache? If you have it
is the first sign that the kidneys are not
working properly. :
A neglected Backache leads to serious
Kidney Trouble.
Check it in time by taking

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS

“THE GREAT KIDNEY SPECIFIC.”
They cure all kinds of Kidney Troubles
from Backache to Bright's Disease.
50c. a box or 3 for $1.25

all dealers or

THE DOAN KIDNEY PILL CO,
Toronto, Ont,
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40 kinds of Laing’s Canned Meats. 40 toothsome §
dishes to tempt the appetite. Something different for every ¥
luncheon or tea in the month—with nine more for dinner.

Laing’s Canned Meats

give welcome variety to any menu. Delightfully seasoned

—ready for the table. Corned Beef, Ox Tongue, Pork and

Beans and any of the other 37 are mighty handy to have in

cases of emergency. . “aieats that Satisfy”
Your grocer will supply you with

“Laing’s.” -

THE LAING PACKING & PROVISION

The Fouandaiion of
Every “Progress” Coat

The go~d looks, and shape, and
wear, too—of a ‘' Progress Brand’’ Coat,
depend on the part you never see—
the INSIDEI.

This figure shows the anatomy of
‘‘Progress Brand’’ Coats. The patent
sleeve and shoulder pads—the strong
felt, genuine hair-cloth and thoroughly
shrunken canvas. This foundation is
moulded by hand and held by hand
stitches.

It is this perfect building of the
foundation that gives perfection to the

finished * Progress
£ a
oy
&

Brand™ garment.
Sz Suits and Overcoats
ML';&“/,Q} prove that tliey are

made right, by the

wear they give,

FRASER, FRASER & CO.

‘“ Progress DBrand

“Leader” and “Repeater”
SMOKELESS POWDER SHELLS

Carefully inspected shells, the best com-

f binations of powder, shot and wadding,

1 loaded by machines which give invariable
results are responsible for the superiority
of Winchester ‘““Leader” and ¢ Repeater’’
Factory Loaded Smokeless Powder Shells, |
There is no guesswork in loading them.
Reliability, velocity, pattern and penetra- /§
tion are determined by scientific apparatus {§
and practical experiments. Do you shoot B

| them ? If not, why not? They are |
THE SHELLS THE CHAMPIONS SHOOT &
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Farming Implements

Carriages,
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. & T. Ellsworth.

-Hugh rliller Building, Campbellton, N, B,
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$FINE OFFICE STATIONERY ¥

is a requisite of every business [man,

and every business should use none
but the best.

LET US HAVE YOUR NEXT ORDER

¥R

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, Campbellton, N, B.
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