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To the Sheriff of the County of
Northumberland or any Con-
stable in the said County: —
GREETING,

Whereas John S. Pond, Adminis-
trator of the estate and effects
which were of Margaret Bubear,
late of the Parish of Ludlow in
the County of Northumberland,
and province of New Brunswick,
widow, deceased, hath prayed that
he may appear to pass the ac-
counts of the said estate: You
are therefore required to cite the
heirs, next of kin, creditors and
any persons interested in the es-
tate of the deceased, to appear be-
fore the Judge of Probate for the
County of Northumberland at a
Probate court to be held in the
Council Chamber in thé Town Hall
in the Town of Chatham, in the
said County, on Friday the eighth
day of November next at eleven
o'clock in the forenoon for the
purpose of showing cause, if any,
why the said accounts should not
be passed and the estate distribut-
ed as prayed for.

Given under my hand and seal
of the said Court, this Twenty-
ninth day of July, A. D., 1907.

(Signed )
R. A. LAWLOR,
Judge of Probate,
County of Northumberland,

.(Signed )

G, B. FRASER,
Registrar of Prabate
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With Edged Tools

By NENRY SETON MERRIMAN ===
Anlieyar “The Sowesi” “Betes’s Cirmail™ “Tiom

vention can never equal is the comfort
of being carried on the human shoulder.
The slow, swinging movement came to

the peacefulness that comes when the
necessity for effort is past and left be-

hind—that lying down to rest which
must surely be something like death in
its kindest form.

The awe inspired by Victor Dur-
novo's name went before the little car-
avan like a moral convoy and cleared
their path. Thus, guarded by the name
of a man whom he bated, Jack Mere-
dith was enabled to pass through a
savage country literally cast upon a
bed of sickness.

In due course the river was reached
and the gentle swing of the litter was
changed for the smoother motion of
the canoe. And it was at this period of
the journey, in the foreed restfulness
of body entailed, that Joseph's mind
soared to higher things and he deter-
mined to write a letter to Sir John.

He was, he admitted to himself, no
great p and his epistolary style
tended, perhaps, more to the forcible
than to the finished.

“Somethin’,” he reflected, “that’ll
just curl his back halr for 'im; that's
what I'll write "im.”

Msala had been devastated, and it
was within the roofiess walls of Dur
novo’s house that Joseph finally wrote
out laboriously the projected capillary
invigorator.

Honored Sir [he wrote] — Trusting you
will excuse the liberty, I take up my pen
to advise you respectfully—while writing

my master is taken seriously worse. Hav-
ing been on the sick list now for a matter
of five weeks, he just lies on his bed as
weak as a newborn babe, as the saying
is, and doesn't take no notice of nothing.
I have succeeded in bringing him down to
the coast, which we hope to reach tomor-
row, and when we get to Loango—a poor
sort of place—I shall at once obtain the
best advice obtainable—that is to be had.
However, I may have to send for it, but,
money belng no object to either master
or me, respectfully I beg to say that every
care will be took. Master having kind
friends at Loango, I have no anxiety as
to the future, but, honored sir, it has
been a near touch in the past—just touch
and go, 80 to speak. Not being in a posi-
tion to form a -estimate of what is the
matter with master, I can only respecte
fully mention that I take it to be a gene
eral kerlapse of the system, brought on,

healthy platters of central Africa. When
I gets him to Loango I shall go straight
to the house of Mr, and Miss Gordon,
where we stayed before, and with no fear
DUT WRAL WO WIN De recelved with every
kindness and the greatest hespitality,
Thank God, honored sir, I've kept my
health and strength wonderful and am
therefore more able to look after master.
When we reach Loango I shall ask Miss
Gordon kindly to write to you, sir, seelng
as I have no great facility with my pen.
I am, honored sir, your respectful servant
to command, ’
JOSEPH ATKINSON,
Late Corporal Two Hundred and Seven-
teenth Regiment.

With a feeling of considerable satis-
faction Joseph approached the bunga-
low at Loango three days later. The
short sea voyage had somewhat re-
vived Meredith, who had been desirous
of walking up from the beach, but
after u short attempt had been com-
pelled to enter the spring cart which
Joseph had secured.

Joseph walked by the side of this cart
with an erect carriage and a suppressed
importance suggestive of ambulance
duty in the old days,

As the somewhat melancholy cortege
approached the house, Meredith drew
back the dusky brown holland curtain
and looked anxlously out. Nor were
Joseph's eyes devold of expectation.
e thought that Jocelyn would pres-
eutly ewmerge from the flower hung
trellls of the veranda, and he had re-
hearsed over and over again a neat,
respectful speech, explanatory of his
action In bringing a sick man to the
bhouse.

But the hanging fronds of flower and
leaf remained motionless, and the cart
drove unchallenged round to the prin-
cipal door,

handle and stéod back imyitingly.
Supported by Joseph's arm, Jack Mere-
dith entered. The servant threw openm
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Marie stooped over the sofa, and her
clever dusky fingers moved the cush-
fens.

“You will be better in bed,” she sald.
“I will get Mr. Gordon’s room made
ready for you—yes?” Then she turned
to Joseph with that soft, natural way
which seems to run through the negro
blood however much it may be di-
luted.

“Help Mr. Meredith,” she said, “to
Mr. Gordon’s room. I will go at once
and see that the bed is got ready.”

3 » L L ] L L] L ]

By daybreak next morning Joseph
was at sea again, steaming south in a
coasting boat toward St. Paul de Loan-

! da. He sent off a telegram to Maurice
| Gordon In England, announcing the

no doubt, by too long a-living in the une |

this word Joseph closed his left eye—that |

A black servant—a stranger—heild the '

success of the relief expedition, asd
then proceeded to secure the entire
services of a medical man. With this
youthful disciple of Xsculapius he re-
turned forthwith to Loango and set-
tled down with characteristic energy
to nurse his mdster.

Meredith’s progress was lamentably
slow, but still it was progress and in
the right direction. The doctor, who
was wise in the strange maladies of
the west coast, stayed for two days
and promised to return once a week.
He left full instructions, and partic-
ularly impressed upon the two nurses
the fact that the recovery would neces-
sarily be so slow that their unpracticed
eyes could hardly expect to trace its
progress.

It is just possible that Meredith could
at this time bave had no better nurse
than Joseph. There was a mlilitary
discipllne about the man's method
which was worth more than much
feminine persuasion.

“Do y' know what I would like,
missis?” he asked briskly of Marie one
evening.

“No.”

“Well, I'd like to clap my eyes on
Miss Gordon just a-stepping in at that
open door; that's what we want. That
sawbones feller is right when he says
the progress will be slow. Blow! Blow
ain’t quite the word. No more aln't
progress the word; that’s my opinion.
He don't take no interest In nothin’,
least of all in his victuals, and a man's
In a bad way when he takes no in-
terest in his victuals.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
“ Y the way, dear,” sald Lady
Cantourpe to her nlece one
fine day, “I have asked
a Miss Gordon to come to tea
this afternoon. I met her last night
at the Fitzmannering’s. She lives In
Loango and knows Jack. I thought
you might like to know her. BShe is ex-
ceptionally ladylike and rather pretty.”

And straightway Miss Millicent
Chyne went upstairs to put on her best
dress,

We men cannot expect to understand
these small matters, these exigencies,
as it were, of female life. But we may
be permitted to note feebly en passant
through existence that there are occa-
slons when women put on their best
clothes without the desire to please.
And, while Millicent Chyne was actu-
ally attiring berself, Jocelyn Gordon, in
another house not so far away, was
busy with that beautiful hair of hers,
patting here, drawing out there, pin-
ning, poking, pressing with all the cun-
ning that her fingers possessed.

When they met a little later in Lady
Cantourne’s uncompromisingly solid
and old fashioned drawing room, ome
may be certain that nothing was lost.

“My aunt tells me,” began Millicent
at once, with that degage. treatment 6f
certain topics hitherto held sacred
which obtains among young folks to-
day, “that you know Loango.”

“Oh, yes. I live there.”

“And you know Mr. Meredith?

““Yes, and Mr, Oscard also,”

“Ah, yes,” sald Millicent un

That was
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“In the height of the seasom, toeol”
sald Jocelyn.

“Yes-es,” replied Millicent, rather
doubtfully.

the cliquetis of the foll; behind the
polite smile there was the gleam of
steel. She was rather relieved to turn
at this moment and see Sir John Mer-
edith entering the room with his n’ml
courtly bow. He always entered. her
drawing room like that. Ah, that little
secret of a mutual respect! Some peo-
ple who are very young now will wish,
before they have grown old, that they
had known It.

He shook bands with Lady Cas-
tourne and with Millicent. Then he
stood with a deferential half bow,
waiting for the introduction to the girl
who was young enough to be his daugh-
ter—almost to be his granddaughter.
There was something pathetic and yet
proud in this old man’s uncompromis-
ing adhberence to the lessons of his
youth.

“Sir John Meredith—Miss Gordon.”

The beginning—the thin end of the
wedge, as the homely saying has it—
the eand which we Introduce almost

day of our lives, little suspect-

ok . e

h her strong
tablo lay inz In the right place, but

overy
ing to what it may broaden out.

“l had the pleasure of seeing you
| last night,” sald Sir John at once, “at

Lady Fitzmannering’s evening party, |

or ‘at home,’ I believe we call them
nowadays. Some of the guests read
the invitation too much au pled de Ia
lettre for my taste. They were 80
much at home that I, fearing to In-
trude, left rather early.”

He was beginning to wonder why he
had been invited—nay, almost com-
manded—to come, by an imperious lit-
tle note. And of late whenever Sir
John began to wonder he began also
to feel old.

At that moment the door opened and
there entered a complex odor of halr
wash and perfumery—a collar which
must have been nearly related to a
cuff, and a pair of tight patent leather
boots, all attached to and somewhat
overpowering a young man.

“Ah, my dear Mr. Grubb” sald
Lady Cantourne, “how good of you
to call so soon! You will have some
tea. Millicent, give Mr. Grubb some
tea.”

Then Lady Captourne went to the
conservatory and left Sir John and
Jocelyn at the end of the long room
together. There is nothing like a wo-
man's Instinct. Jocelyn spoke at once.

“Lady Cantourne,” she said, “kindly
' asked me to meet you today on pur-
pose. I live at Loango; I know your
son, Mr, Meredith, and we thought
you might like to hear about bim and
about Loango.”

' *“Yes,” he said, with a strange hesi-
tation, “yes, you are kind. Of course
I am interested. I wonder,” he went
on, with a sudden change of manner—
“I wonder how much you know.”

“l know,” she answered, “that you
have had a difference of oplnion—but
no one else knows! You must not
think that Mr. Meredith bas spoken
of his private affairs to any one else.
The circumstances were exceptional,
and Mr. Meredith thought that it was
due to me to give me an explanation.”

Sir John looked a little pussled, and
Jocelyn went on rather hastily to ex-

asked Mr, Meredith to come and stay.
It happened that Maurice was away
when Mr, Meredith arrived, and I did
not know who he was, so. he ex-
plained.”

\  “I see,” sald Bir Jobn; “and you and
your brother have been 'kind to my
boy. And I dare say,” he added, with
& somewhat lame attempt at cynicism,
“that you have heard no good of me?

But Jocelyn would have none of

She was no child to be abashed

¥y
" she sald sharply, “but
know it.

=

R -
“No,” she “not exsetly.
But it seems to me that no one reslizes
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“We are going back to Africa almost
at once.”
And she, also, took her leave of Lady

understand.

“He is a bit better, miss, thank you
kindly. But he dou’t make the prog-
ress I should like. It's the weakness
that follows the malarial attack that
the doctor bas to fight against.”

“Where is he?” asked Jocelyn.

“Well, miss, at the moment be is in
the drawing room. We bring him
down there for the change of air In
the afternoon. Likely as not, he’s
asleep.”

And presently Jack Meredith, lying
comfortably somnolent on the outskirts
of life, heard light footsteps, but hard-

ty beeded them. He knew that some

| one came into the room and stood
, silently by his couch for some seconds.

He lazHy unclosed his eyelids for a
| moment, mot in order to see who was
there, but with a_view of Intimating
| that he was not asleep. But he was
. mot wholly consclous. To men accus-
tomed to an active, energetic life a
long lllness is nothing but a period of
complete rest. In his more active
moments Jack Meredith sometimes
thought that this rest of his was ex-
tending into a dangerously long period.
but he was too weak to feel anxiety
about anything.

Jocelyn moved away and busied her-
self nolselessly with one or two of those
small duties of the sickroom which
women see and men ignore. But she
could not keep away. She came back
and stood over him with a sllent sense
of possession which made that moment
one of the happlest of her life. She re-
membered it In after years, and the
complex feelings of utter happiness and
complete misery that filled it.

At last a fluttering moth gave the ex-
cuse her heart longed for, and her fin-
gers rested for a moment, light as the
moth itself, upon his hair. There was
something in the touch which made

him open hls eyes, uncomprehending at
first, and then filled .with a sudden life.
“Ah!” he sald, *you—you at last!”
| He took her hand in both of his. He
was weakened by iliness and a great
fatigue, Perhaps he was off his guard
or only bhalf awake.

you had not come,” he sald. Then sud-
denly he seemed to recall himself, and
rose with an effort from his recumbent
position,

“I do not w,” he said with a re-
turn of his old half humorous manner,
“whether to thank you first for your
hospitality or to beg your pardon for
making such unscrupulous use of it.”

“8it down,” she sald quletly, “You
are not strong enough to stand about.”

He obeyed her with a little laugh,

“You do nét know,” he said, “how
pleasant it Is to see you, fresh and
BEnglish Jooking. It is like a tomic.

| Where is Maurice?

“He will be here soon,” she replied.
“He is attending to the landing of the
stores, We will soon make you strong
and well, for we have come laden with
cases of delicacles for your special de-
lectation. Your father chose them him-
selt.”

‘“We did not expect you for another
ten days,” sald Meredith aftey a little
pause, as if anxious to change the sub-
Ject.. “Marie sald that your brother's
leave was not up until the week after
next,”

“We do not always take our full
term,” sald she vaguely.

| And he neveér saw it. ’

“AS & matter of fact” she sald
lightly, “I suppose that you loathe
all food v .

“Losthe It,” he replied. He was

Ihoul‘ltbu,ultlnmmontol
the Boglishness and freshness of which
he had spoken. “Simply loathe it. All

~Joseph's tact and patience are required

' to make me eat even eleven meals In

day. ' He would like thirteen.”

I’s Nufritious
e
—all the blood, brain and muscle-building
propertics—of the wheat keinel.

Beaver Flour
'.lwd“l o;h,-'y.’m
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Bevoare of imilations and substitules.

“I never should have got better lt.

Safe relief for the Baby
suffering from Teething,

Colic or Diarrhoea.

Used by leading
physicians for 25 years.
All dealers’, 25¢c.

WINGATE CHEMICAL €O., UMITED
MONTAEAL, CAN., SOLE PROPRICTORS.

SCOTCH
'MARINE |
BOILER.,

Length 10 ft.,

Diameter, 8 ft., 6 in.
o Built under government,

inspection. :

‘ For sale by
g Ilm & Co, LD,
New Glasgow, N. S.
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