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A Tangled Web
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BY MRS. ALEXANDER

Autho of "Beaton's Bargain," "His Perfect Tru t,"
" By Another Name,” 44 Her Hea t’s Idol,”

“Half a Trt&h.” 44 H s Rival."

ne tto remainott 01 rooir arm. — 
The morrow roso bright and clear, 

but the projected excursion never 
came oft. A telegram from his 
lawyer arrived in the forenoon for 
Mavsdon, and when he ought to have 
been entertaining Mrs. Ruthven at a

i t on id it have been because she 
! knew that she and her little girl 
: were unprovided for, and that she 
;dld not like being a burden on a 
j husband? \Vinton was fairly well off.
I and not likely to let Such an ob- 
• Stacie stand1 in the way of his own 
; or her happiness. Could it be auv 
■ hesitation about leaving her (Nora) 
alone, with some mere hired stran
ger for a companion? No; Helen 
Was too sensible for such an over
strained sense of duty or friendship. 
Then, as she gazed into the red mass 
which glowed in the grate, memory 
unrolled her long record of paste bene
fits and generous acts. The quiet, 
steady kindliness, which had won her 
childish heart, in spite of her natur
al prejudice against a step-mother, 
the perpetual shield she interposed 
between the irritable, exacting, ty
rannical father and his daughter. 
Now that Nora was a woman—a 
thoughtful, observant woman—how 
many -instances of her step-mother s 
patience, her care, for every one’s 
comfort, her entire self-forgetfulness, 
came back to her mind from dim. by
gone days. Her own vague wonder 
that Helen never wanted to go any
where, never sought release from tile 
wearying attendance on her queru
lous, suspicious, invalid husband, her 
undefined impression that somehow 
life was over for her young step
mother that she had nothing left 
but endurance and kindly thought for 
others. What would she herscU have1 
been, had she been reduced to a 
single-handed struggle with such dif
ficulties—as existence would have 
presented itself without Helen? How
much of youth would she have en
joyed? How much of education, or 
pleasure, or freedom from the stunt
ing effect of care too heavy for her 
years? Yes! She saw it all clearly. 
Helen had been more than a mother 

; to her, for she had no claim to such
tender, discriminating care. “And if 
I can repay her I will.” thought 
Nora, her heart glowing warm and 
strong. “Nothing shall stand be
tween me and a woman to whom I 
owe so much. Thank God! she is 
brighter and stronger now than I ev- 
ar remember lier. I do hope Bea will 
grow up a tender, loving daughter! 
She has a dash of my father's tem
per! But why—why did Helen send 
Mark ’Vtunton away? I can fa’ncy their 
whole story—growing into love with 
each other, almost from their school
days—then his going away to seek 
hia fortune, some misunderstanding 
separating them probably. . Helen, 
left a penniless orphan, with no hope 
in the future, tempted by the chance 
of a settled home with my'father. It 
is a sad enough story, and I suppose 
a common one. Well ! she shall have 
peace now if I can secure it. But— 
why did she send Mark Winton 
away? I am sure she did; I must 
not ask her; I must not seem intrus
ive. Will she ever tell me?”

That evening Nora was more than 
usually kind and cheerful;1 she insist
ed on Mrs. L'Estrange lying down 
where her eyes were shaded from the 
light, and she read aloud from a 
picturesque book of travels.

When bed-time came and they part
ed for the night, Mrs. L'Estrange 
put her arm around Nora, and kiss- ' 
ing her gently, said:

“You are a good dear daughter, 
or I should say younger sister, to 
me; you made my life happier than 
I ever expected it to be.” She went 
quickly upstairs, leaving Nora touch
ed and surprised, for neither were 
demonstrative women and rarely ex
changed caresses.

The days went bv, however, and 
Mrs. L'Estrange did not show any 
inclination to toll Nora the story she 
had promised; still, her ste|>-daugh- 
ter waited with loyally suppressed 
curiosity, and tidings reached them 
that Winton had gone as far as 
Florence with some Indian friends 
ontward bound to Bombay, and had 
passed through London without call
ing to see them.

Meantime, l^adv Dorrington flatter
ed herself that her plans were matur
ing successfully. The day after Mrs. 
Kuthven had been installed in (the 
principal guest-chamber at Ched- 
worth, Marsden arrived from town, 
end made himself charmingly agree
able to every one, especially to Mrs. 
Ruthven. The pretty little widow 
visibly revived after his arrjvg^ and 
lost something of the pained, strain- 
fid look jn her eyes, which had given 
Lady Dorrington such uneasiness.

“You ought to go out more, 
my dear Mrs. Ruthven.” she 
■aid, as that lady was bid
ding her hostess good-night. 
“There are lots of pretty drives 
about, and I have a capital pair of 
Donics.”

“To say nothing of an excellent 
charioteer, in the < shape of an un
worthy brother. Pray allow me to 
show you the neighborhood. I am

tete-a-lite luncheon, 
ing away, to London.

he was stcain-

E©
nmy quaiinen for tne task ef clce- : 
rone,” said Marsden. \

“Thank you,” and Mrs: Ruthven i 
raised her eyes to his with a long, 
searching look. “If you really don't 
mind losing a day's hunting! It is 
a tremendous sacrifice!”

“Sacrifice!" cried Marsden, laugh
ing. “If sacrifice and penance al
ways took such a form, what a peni
tent I’d be! Then, if fine, wo will 
take our first tour of inspection im
mediately after luncheon.”

The weather was all that could be 
desired, more like late September 
than early November; and the ex
cursion was so successful that anoth
er was arranged for the following 
day.

"I have been thinking, my dear 
Mrs. • Ruthven,” said Marsden, as he 
pulled in the ponies to make them 
walk quietly up a long hill, “I have 
been thinking that Dorrington would 
not make a bad trustee for you. He 
is really an excellent old fellow, and 
not at all a bad man of business, 
though a boving air hangs round him 
still.”

“He might not like the trouble, 
and I am really in no hurry’.”

“But it is quite necessary that 
you should have another trustee. I 
begin to feel the responsibility rath
er too much for me. I should prefer 
a colleague, because—Oh! for several 
reasons. ’ ’

“Does he wish this matter to be 
settled before he offers himself to 
me?” thought Mrs. Ruthven, looking 
into the dark-blue eyes admiringly 
fixed upon her; and smiling responsive
ly, she said , "Jf you think well, pray 
ask Lord Dorrington.” r

“It would coins better from your
self. You know my brother-in-law is 
one of your many devoted admirers. 
He will be flattered by the request."

“As I shall be if he accepts."
“Which, of course, he will. I often

wish I were a better man of busi
ness, Tor your sake. 1 am, or have 
been, too great a lover of pleasure.
I suppose I must turn to gravity 
and ambition some day."

“Were I a man, I should certainly 
be ambitious. I should not like to 
be second to any one."

“What an awful vista of toil- and 
trouble you conjure up; still, you 
make me ashamed of myself. If I 
had some one near to inspire me,
I might do something. I began to 
think I have drifted aboil* long 
enough.”

“Is it coming?" thought Mrs. 
Ruthven for the twentieth time, as 
she twisted the tassel of her para
sol round its handle in painful an
xiety.

“Will you drive with me to-mor
row?” resumed Marsden earnestly. 
“I want you to trust yourself to me 
for a longer expedition than usual; 
to a charming village about ten or 
twelve miles off. Let us start early
and have luncheon at a primitive lit
tle hostelry called ‘The Three Pig
eon». We'll let the ponies rest, and 
be back in time for afternoon tea.”

To this arrangement Mrs. Ruth
ven agreed, and, after a pause, said 
suddenly, as if speaking out of her 
thoughts.
, “Do you remember. that evening, | 
six years ago, when we were all in 
the veranda of my father’s bunga- ; 
low, and my husband brought you ! 
in, and said, ‘This will be a -,ousin j 
of yours to-morrow.”

"Yes, I do—well. What a lucky ■ 
beggar I thought poor Charlie!”

“And do you remember my father ; 
showing my ruby, and diamond neck- | 
lace and,ear-rings, and saying it ' 
would puzzle any jeweler in London i 
or Paris to shew ths like?”

“I do, indeed. They were suyerb.” J
“He little thought*'’ she said, with 

an hysterical laugh, “that I should ! 
bring them to Christian, law-abid- ■ 
ing, well-ordered England, only to 
be robbed of them. Ah! Mr. Mars- j 
den, there is little to choose be- I 
tween the idolatrous East and the 
truth-telling, spiritually minded 
West.” 1

“Too true! So I have always j 
thought. But, dear Mrs. Ruthven, j 
il you knew how painful the very 
mention of those unfortunate jewels 
is to me, I am sure you would avoid ; 
the subject. If you had not put i 
them on with the gracious intention j 
of doing honor to my ball, they i
would be now safely reposing in
your jewjl-casc.^ --------- : j

“Perhaps so, though I am inclined 
to think that so ingenious and dar- , 
ing a thief would have got at them 1 
anywhere.” ’

“He might. Now try and adopt 
my philosophy, ‘let the dead past . 
bury its dead,' and enjoy the living 
present. I think we shall have a line 
day to-morrow, and, for my part, I 
look forward to our little expedition 
with the keenest pleasure.”

Mrs. Ruthven smiled graciously, 
and they talked and laughed gayly
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It Speaks for Itself 1

25c. CURES HEADACHE
Guaranteed to Cure within 30 Minutes, or money refunded

AU Truest, or mailed. The Eerold Remedy Co.. Montre.- _
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Marsden's summons was peremp
tory. He could only send a message 
of farewell to Mrs: Ruthven. who 
usually breakfasted in iter own room, 
and assure 'his sister that he should 
return the first moment he eould. 
With this glimmer of hope she was 
forced to be content.

“If he finds anything more interest
ing or amusing in or near London, 
we shall see no more of him. for 
many a day. I know what Clifford 
is,” said Lady Dorrington to her 
husband. “I begin to suspect he 
does not intend to marry Mr.s Ruth
ven, or matters would not drag as 
they do.”

“Then he is a bit of a black
guard, though he is your brother; 
every one Relieves he is paying hia 
addresses to her; I do not see how 
they could think otherwise; and he 
is bound to give her her option; in
deed—”

“Nonsense, Lord Dorrington; my 
brother is no worse than other men; 
tried by your standard, there are 
few who, at one time or another, do 
not deserve the very coarse appella-

glance to Mrs. L'Estrange which 
she did not see, but Nora did. 

t Then he asked for Bea, and talked 
of the child in terms that delighted 
the mother.

Nora thought Marsden had never 
seemed so nice and sympathetic. He 
was quieter and graver thon usual, 
ami she felt the relief his presence 
brought to the monotony of her 
thoughts most welcome. At length, 
with apologies for having kept them 
up so late, lie bid them good-night, 
and drove straight back to liis hotel 
without even an attempt to find if 
there was any one at his club to 

| play a game of cards or billards 
with him. His spirit's lord sat 

, lightly on his throne. Marsden was 
■ little given to think, or trouble him

self about the future, but with all 
! his aify carelessness the last year 
1 had Dpen one of irritating anxiety, 

now hd had contrived to clear himself.
; He could defy Mrs. Ruthven, her 
j lynx-eyed solicitors, and here watch- 
! ful lod-captain Shirley. He owed her 
j nothing. A little love-making, more 

or less did not count with so exper- 
i iftneed a coquette. He was perfectly 
1 free to shake her off if ho chose, and 
, he did chose. Good heavens! Com- 
i pare her with the fresh, natural, girl- 
| ish elegance of Nora L’Estrange. The 

arch, delicate animation of the one,
, the studied graces, the veiled yet per

ceptible passion of the other. And 
i Nora had been unaffectedly glad to

tion you are pleased to confer on Usee him. How sweet the candid wel-
Clifford. Still, I wish he had more Income of her êyes, how unconsciqus 
sense and taste; Mrs. Ruthven is ay] her frank, gracious pleasure. Yes, it 
very charming Woman in my opin- j would be his delightful lot to waken
ion.”

“And iif mine, too; why, it is ex
traordinary luck to find money and 
lascination joined together. The man 
who gets Mrs. Ruthven will be a 
lucky beggar—a deuced lucky beg
gar!”

"Why, Dorrington! I believe you 
are capable of giving me p cup of 
‘cold poison,' and trying your own 
luck in that quarter!” cried his wife, 
laughing. “However, all 1 care for 
is, to see her safely married to my 
brother.”

“Yes; it would be a capital thing 
for him. 1 am not so sure how it 
would answer for her. Marsden 
would never be constant to any wo
man.”

“You judge him severely)" at any 
rate, Mrs. Ruthven is a woman of 
the world, and accustomed to men 
who arc not saints; she has too 
much sense to be ferociously jeal
ous.”

“Don’t be too sure; I fancy she is 
about as far gone after your brother
as a woman can be. I saw that 
long ago; ‘ and 1 am a tolerably 
shrewd observer.”

“You dear old thing! you are not 
blinder than your neighbors, cer
tainly; I shall write every day to 
Clifford, till I make him return.”

“Well,' you can try.” *
The evening of the day on which 

Lord and Lady Dorrington held this 
conversation, Mrs. L’Estrange and 
Nora had settled themselves, one to 
her needle-work, the other to a new 
book. The day had been wet and 
stormy, in spite of which they had 
been obliged to go through a long 
afternoon of shopping, chiefly com
missions l'or friends at Oldbridge, 
and both were glad to rest.

Mrs. L’Estrange had quite recov
ered the fit of depression which had 
exercised Nora’s imagination a week 
before, and had, indeed, been more 
quietly than was her wont, since she 
had had a letter with a foreign 
•tamp, which Nora shrewdly sus
pected came from Winton. She was 
a little dreamy that evening, and 
found it difficult to fix her mind on 
what she was reading. “I suppose 
we shall have rain and fogs, now 
that the fine weather has broken up. 
1 really think 1 should prefer coun
try to town, in rain and storm,” 
she said, laying down her book, ”1 
feel quite tired out.”

"Yes,” returned Mrs. L’Estrange, 
when she had couneed some stitches; 
“but then there are fewer resources 
than in town. Here one can turn 
into a picture-gallery, and find sum
mer or dtitumnal sunshine for a 
shilling; besides—”

"Mr. Marsden,” announced the ex
butler, in his best style.

"I thought you were *t Ched- 
worth!” “Oh! I am so glad to See 
you!” were the exclamations which 
greeted him.

“Obliged to come up to town on 
business,” was his vague explana
tion. "Arrived yesterday. Have 
been torn to pieces by lawyer» fill 
day, and am come to lay my man
gled remains at your feet.” He 
drew a chair tq the cozy fireside as 
he spoke.

"And do you go back to-morrow?” 
asked Nora, who was roused and 
pleased by his sudden appearance.

"To-morrow? Nor to-morrow, nor
to-morrow!” cried Marsden. “It is 
dull at Chedworth, desperately dull. 
The hunting no great things, the 
shooting no better; but the house
is crammed with bucolic chums of 
that excellent fellow Dorrington, 
and, in short, here I am, and here I
shqli *tayv”

“Lady Dorrington will be very 
vexed. I had a letter from her yes
terday, saying hew much better 
everything went since you had join
ed them.”

“I am glad she knows my value."
“And how is Mrs. Ruthven?:’ re

turned Nora.
“Oh! quite well and blooming. She 

is fast recovering her misfortunes.”
“Captain Shirley was here on 

Sunday,” remarked Mrs. L'Estrange, 
“and was saying he had never seen 
her look so ill and depressed since he 
had known her.”

“Shirley? How did that fellow 
come to call upon you?" asked Mars
den. “I don’t know why it is, but 
I can’t stand Shirley,” he added 
thoughtfully. “And Winton, where is 
he?”

“In Florence.”
“Florence? He is not the sort of 

man I should imagine would like 
Florence.”

“I don’t think he does,” said Nora. 
“He -went there to set some Indian 
friends so far on their way.”

“1 did not think he would have 
been so ready to leave London just 
vr>«' ” a>'d be irave an expressive

I her from the slumber of childhood to 
i the fullness of womanhood—the pow

er of loving! Yet there was a certain 
strength and individuality about his 
young kinswoman, that warned him" 
she was no mere waxen doll, to be 
bent as he chose according to his 
will. She had ideas of her own—tol
erably clear and defined. This would 
but give piquancy and variety to 
their intercourse. Heavens! how love
ly those eyes of hers would be with 
the light of iove beaming from their 
hazel depths. Then she would be con
tent to wait, with him, till the Eve- 
sleigh estates were free from all in
cumbrances before they launched into 
the costly, heavy! style of existence
suited to his position. And before 
the fever of anticipation let him 
sleep, Marsden made more good re
solutions than he had ever formed in 
his life before. Only give him this 
fair, fresh, delicate darling, and he 
would be a new man, with hopes and 
aspirations higher and better than 
had ever before dawned upon his 
mind.

(To Be Continued.1

Grand Anse
-------

Though weather is becomming 
milder and more spring-like lately 
yet farmers are complaining of 
the general backwaidness of 
spring Fishermen v ho had been 
r> sliing their preparations for 
lobsters and herring are now pa
tiently waiting for an opportunity 
to begin proceedings, there still 
being too much ice along the shore 
here and"’ from here eastward. 
Fishermen between here and 
Bathurst have already began fish
ing, ice being clear in that direct
ion, which is a big advontage for 
ti)em as if calm weather continues 
ice will likely prevent fishing from 
here towards Mizonette for sev
eral days.

Kt beit Sullivan is being rushed 
building lobster boats Lb is spring. 
His boats seems to be much in 
demand.

Pol atoes are yet in demand for 
shipment, prices offering this week 
biing $1.35 for whites Patties 
who sold some weeks ago for a 
dollar are feeling a little grum 
There is not near the quantity tor

LOADED UP WITH 
IMPURITIES.

IN THE SPRING THE 
SYSTEM IS LOADED UP 

WITH IMPURITIES.
After the hard work of the winter, 

the eating of rich and heavy foods, the 
system becomes clogged up with waste 
and poisonous matter, and the blooil
becomes thick and sluggish.

This causes Loss of Api>etite, Bilious, 
a ess, Lack of Energy and that tired, weary, 
’istless feeling so prevalent in the spring. 

The cleans!:'g, blood-purifying action

BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS.
v!i.itinates all the j 
SY-.tenv starts 1 Li- 
tiv'.s on the Krili

‘:i<l<-rs it, without veeption,

The Best Spring Medicine.

poison from the 
.’i .h liver working, 
on 1 Bowels, and

sale here that used to be other 
springs, yet there were several 
carloads shipped.

R. A. Chapman, Fish officer of 
Moncton, N. B. passed through 
here last week.disti ibui ing, fishing 
bounty cheques Mr. Chapman 
informed the fishermen th; t he 
had discovered a method that he 
felt sure wovld frighten the dog 
fish and that he intended to be 
around here this summer to prove 
his assertions.

Daniel o’Neil of Waterloo and 
-I ' D. Foley ok Pokeffiaw left here 
some days ago to take charge of 
the Tracadie lumber drive.

Stream driving s6 far this spring 
have been backward but prospects 
now seem good as there is a good 
amount of snow yet in the woods, 
the mild weather the last few 
days raising the brooks consider
able and no doubt ths usual spring 
rains will „ shortly help raise 
freshets.
. Hysaint Doiron of Blue Cove 
and Miss Theriault, daughter of 
William Theriault of St. Josephs, 
weie marrird at the R. C. Church 
here Monday. A good number of 
relatives and neighbours were 
pleasantly entertained at his home 
in the afternoon and evening.

Mrs. John Sullivan of Janeville 
was buried in the Catholic bury
ing ground here Thursday. Jos 
Sullivan of Waterloo attended her 
wake and funeral. The bads roads 
prevented other relatives from 
here attending.

JaRes Nixon, Migonette, spent 
Wepnesday evening at ltbbert 
Sullivans’, Waterloo. : • ■ - :.

Mrs Wm. Sweeney, proprietress 
of the Grand Anse Hotel, has 
been'in Bathurst for some days 
under the care of doctors, with a 
sprained ankle. It is hoped she 
wilZ soon be able to return. -

Lombard & Co’s grindstone 
quarries here are being started this 
week under the management of G 
L. Davison of Boston, Mass, M. 
Welsh, Foreman. *

Greatly Alarmed.
mr —i -. ay

By a Persistent Cough, but Per
manently cured by Chamber

lain’s Cough Remedy.
Mr. H P Burbage,fa {student at law 

in Greenville, S. C., had been troubl
ed for four or five years with a con
tinuous cough which he says, “greatly 
alarmed me, causing me to fear that 
I was in the first stage of consumption” 
Mr. .Burbage, having seen Chamber
lain’s Cough Remedy advertised, con
cluded to try it. Now read what he 
says of it: “I soon felt a remarkable 
change and after using two bottles of 
the twenty-five cent size, was perman
ently cured.” Sold by A. McG. Mc
Donald .

Escuminac
B. E. Miller paid Mr. Herbert 

Brown a flying visit on Saturday.
Mrs: John Elliott and Miss Mary 

Little drove to Dalhousie on Wed
nesday.

Mrs. Henry McDavid of Oak 
Bay visited her parents on Satur
day.

Mr. John Dumville is busy 
hauling lumber for a barn.

Mr. Jas Little is busy hauling 
clapboards from Wm Currie & Co. 
to complete his new house.

Miss Minnie Mann of this place 
spent Sunday with Mrs. Enoch 
Hunter of Oak Bay returning home 
on Monday.

Temple Bryant of Oak Bay was 
the guest of James Little on Tues
day.

Dr. Duchene of Nouvelle visited 
friends here last week.

Miss Beatrice Little spent Sun
day at Oak Bay; she leaves Mon
day for Broadlands where she will 
again take up music studies.
"llr. Hubert Dickie of Point La 

Guard visited friends in Escumin
ac River on Friday,

Miss Minnie and Alicê Edwards 
who have been in Boston for some 
time have returned home to visit 
their parents here.

State cf Ohio, City of Toledo \
Lucas County J ss-

Frand J. Cheney makes oath that he 
is senior partner of the firm of F. J. 
Cheney & Co, doing business in the 
City of Toledo, County and state a- 
foresaid, and that said firm will pay 
the sum of One Hundred Dollars 
for each and every case of Catarrh 
that cannot be cured bv the use of 
Hail’s Catarrh Cur? Frank J Cheney 

Sworn to before me and subscribed 
in my presence, this nth day of De
cember, A D. i8S(>.

(Seal) A. \V JGlkasox,
Notary l’ublic. 

I bill’s Catarrh Cure is taken inter
nally, and acts directly on the blood 
and mucous surfaces of the system-. 
Send for testimonials free.

F. J. Cheney A Vo, Toledo,.O. 
Sold by ali druggists, 75e.
'l ike Hall's-Family Dili- f t Con

stipate n.

Janeville
We are having a spell of soft j 

weather now and nearly all the ' 
si>ow has disappeared.

A. J, W. McKenzie loaded a car 
of potatoes last week.

Friends of Mr. Albert Ellis are 
sorry to note that he got seriously 
hurt last week while working on 
the Caraquet train.

Messrs Wesley Doull Waldron 
Gaie and Ernest Deason are spend
ing a few days in Janeville.

Mr. Geo. Robinson has returned 
home from the woods.

We are glad to note that Mrs. R. 
H. Jenniugs is able to be about a- 
gain after a spell of sickness. '

We are pleased to see the Cara
quet train running again.

We are sorry to note the illness 
of Mr. Daniel Sullivan.

The caus? of Piles.
Is invariably constipation which v; 

quickly remedied by Dr. Hamilton’s 
Pill$ of Mandrake and Butternut. Sure 
relief, and no griping pains. F'or a 
remedy that never fails use Dr. Ham
ilton’s Bills. Price 25c.

Grander
Condition
Powders

Th» only Powder that has stood 
the test of quslity.

Cure Stoppage, Swel
led Legs, Bad Blood, 
Horse Ail, Cough, 

Thick Water, A blood Tonic 
and Purifier. At all dealers.

Price 25 ct3.
THE BAIRD C0M Ltd.. Proprietors, 

WOODSTOCK, N. B

Why Not Be Well Dressed
There is no reason why you should wear ill-fitting - 
poorly made Clothes, when you can get them neat
fitting and well made at the most reasonable prices.

We Make to Order ONLY
Every garment is cut and made strictly accordingly 

to measure and instructions. They have style and 
character and are guaranteed to fit.

A trial order will convince you.

J. B. WAGNER
The People’s Tailor*

Water Street, Opposite Events Office.

What About It?
Don’t you need

New Harness,
Horse (dollars,

LOOK AT OUR NEW STOCK

We want every man who owns a horse to examine- our Càllars.

Give us a Call

J. H. TAYLOR

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 suit the purchaser,
Write for Catalogue, but better to call and see 
for yourself.

Hugh niller Building, Campbellton, N. JB.

THE FAMOUS

FINISH
STYLE
WEAR It takes the Lead.>
We won’t charge you anything 
to look at them.

E. SULLIVAN
ïîea»da uarters For

Choice Fresh Meats, Vegetables in Season. 
Hants, Baton, Eggs. etc. Flour, different 
brands always in .stock. Try nut (.bddie- 
l't oples’ special brand.

Delivery team will call and take ^orders ii iequvs:<.-

J. E. MILLER & Telephone N >. z

WATER ST CAMEEEUL-TCi'

I


