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If Your Liver is Wrong
I You are Wrong all Over

A torpid, inactive liver goes hand 
tn hand with constipation. Such a 
chronic condition requires a system
atic effort to overcome it and estab
lish good health and perfect body 
drainage. Smith's Pineapple and 

, Butternut Pills, containing the two 
needed elements to increase liver ac
tivity and muscular action go accu-

, lately to the sluggish liver and bow
els, restoring them completely.

Suppose your bowels failed to move 
far a week or ten days. Don't you 
know you would be quickly pros- 

: tasted ? It is just the same, differing 
>in degree, when your bowels do not 
I move at least once a day. You know 
.you soon become languid and tired, 
your blood gets bad and you feel 

'mean and sick all over. You should 
1 have a full, healthy passage daily. 
Dorft let serious conditions develop. 

[Smith's Pineapple and Butternut 
! Pills will drive bowel poison out of 
1 your system and establish regularity.
1 They are purely vegetable, and core in 
eae night. We wfll send you a gên
erons sample of these pills Absolute1 y 

1 Free, sealed and postpaid, that will 
convince you beyond doubt of their 
wonderful curative properties. Ad
dress, W. P. Smith Co., 185 St James 
Street, Montreal, Canada.

Smith’s Pineapple end Butternut 
PBls cure Constipation, Biliousness 
end Skk Headache In one night.

: AD dealer» 25 cents. A Core at 
the People*» Price.

Notice of Sale
Notice is hereby given, that there 

will be sold at PUBLIC AUCTION, in 
front of Caraquet Railway Station in 
the Parish of Caraquel in the County 
of Gloucester, on SATURDAY the 
ELEVENTH dav of MARCH next at 
TWELVE O’CLOCK NOON, the
following described lands and prem
ises. that is to say

■ FIRST. All that lot of land and 
premises situate, lying and being fn 
the Parish of Caraquet aforesaid, 
bounded and described as follows— 
Bounded on the north by land owned 
and occupied by James Lanteignc. on 
the east by land occupied by Frederick 
Doucet on the south by the ^King's 
Highway, and on the west by land oc
cupied bv Desire Doiron and contain
ing twenty acres more or less.

SECOND. All that certain piece, 
parcel or tract of land and marsh sit
uate on the west side of Pokesudie Is 
land in the Parish of Caraquet afore
said, to-wit- One undivided half part
share or interest of and in lot number
one hundred and thirty-one originally 
granted to Eustebe Hache, that is to- 
sav one undivided halt part of Marsh 
and one undivided half part of upland 
of said lot No 131.

THIRD. A certain piece or let of 
marsh and land situate lying and 
being in a Little Pass (so called) in 
the Parish of Caraquet, County and 
Province aforesaid, being one undiv-. 
ided third share of inheritance from 
the father of the late Narcisse LeBou 
tilier, in a lot of land and marsh or 
iginally granted to Edward LeBouttl 
ier.

FOURTH. All that certain lot or 
tract of land situate at the north side 
of i^t Simon Inlet bounded as follows 
viz: Southerly by the north branch of 
St Simon Inlet east bv land belong
ing to the heirs of tKe late Vital Du- 
guay, north by the rear line of the or-, 
iginal grant, and vVest by land belong 
ing to Thomas Chiasson, containing 
fifty acres more or less.

Together with all and singular alt 
buildings, erections and improvements 
on said lots ot land standing and being 
and all easements, privileges and ap
purtenances to the same belonging. 
The lots will be sold separately; 
Terms of sale CASH

Dated this twenty-eight day of Jan
uary A. D, 1905

D. D. Landry
Assignee, Joseph N. LeBoutilier
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New Announcements from

Fredericton
Business College.

A complete new outfit of Typewriters. 
Seating capacity increased by one-third. 
Largest attendance yet in history of 

College
Offer by the United Type Writer Co of 

ahandsome GOLD WATCH, to the 
Shorthand Student making highest 
marks.

YOU may enter at any time. Send for
Catalogue. Address

W. J. OSBORNE.
Fredericton, N. B.

Handy
^Rubber

Stamps.
We are the Local Agents for

MACK’S
Celebrated Rubber Stamps.

All kinds of Dies and 
Stencils made to order

Anslow Bros.,
~Z Publishers,
f. CAMPBELLTON ‘
•i* _ .

__- _________________
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15he Gentleman 
From Indiana
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CHAPTER I.

WlHEN the rusty hand» of the
I office clock marked half past 

4, the editor In chief of the 
Carlow County Herald took 

his band out of his hair, wiped his pen 
on his last notice ^rom the White Caps, 
put on his coat, swept out the close 
little entry and left the sanctum for 
the bright June afternoon.

He chose the way to the west, stroll
ing thoughtfully out of town by the 
white, hot, deserted Main street and 
thence onward by the country road into 
which its proud half mile of old brick 
store buildings, tumbledown frame 
shops and thinly painted cottages de
generated. The sun was in his face 
where the road ran between the sum
mer fields, lying waveless, low, gra
cious in promise; but, coming to a 
wood of hickory and beech and wal
nut that stood beyond, he might turn 
his down-bent hat brim up and hold 
his head erect. Here the shade fell 
deep and cool on the green tangle of 
fag and Iron weed and long grass in 
the comers of the snake fence, al
though the sun beat upon the road so 
close beside. There Xas no movement 
of the crisp young leaves overhead. 
High In the boughs there was a quick 
flirt of crimson where two robins hop
ped eoiseleesly. The late afternoon. ' 
when the air is quite still, had come, 
yet there rested somewhere on the 
quiet day a faint, pleasant, woody 
smell. It came to the editor of the 
Herald as he climbed to the top rail 
of the fence for a seat, and he drew 
» long breath to get the elusive odor 
more luxuriously, and then it-was gone 
altogether.

“A habit of delicacies,” he said aloud, 
addressing the wide silence eomplain- 
lngly. “One taste and they quit,” he 
finished, gazing solemnly upon the 
shining little town down the road.

It was a place of which its inhabit
ants sometimes remarked easily that 
their city had a population of from 
5,000 to 6,000 souls, but it should be 
easy to forgive them for such state
ments. Civic pride is a virtue. The 
town lay in the heart of that fertile 
stretch of flat lands in Indiana where 
eastern travelers, glancing from car 
windows, shudder and return their eyes 
to interior upholstery, preferring even' 
the swaying caparisons of a Pullman to 
the monotony without The landscape 
runs on interminably level lines—bleak 
in winter, a desolate plain of mud and 
snow; hot and dusty in summer, miles 
on miles of flat lonesomeness, with not 
one cool hill slope away from the sun. 
The persistent tourist who seeks for 
signs of man in this sad expanse per
ceives a reckless amount of rail fence, 
at intervals a large barn, and here and 
there man himself, incurious, patient 
slow, looking up from the fields apa
thetically as the limited flies by. Now 
and then the train passes a village 
bollt scatteringly about a courthouse, 
with a mill or two humming near the 
tracks. This Is a county seat, and the 
inhabitants and the local papers refer 
to It confidently as “our city.”

Such a county seat was Plattville, 
capital of Carlow county. The social 
and business energy of the town con
centrated on the square, and here In 
Bummer time the gentlemen were wont 
to lounge from store to store in their 
shirt sleeves, and In the center of 
the square stood the old red brick 
courthouse, loosely fenced in a shady 
grove of maple! and elm—“slipp'ry 
ellum"—called tiie “courthouse yard.” 
When the eun grew too hot for the dry 
goods box whittlers in front of the 
stores around the square and the occu
pants of the chairs in front of the Pal
ace hotel on the corner they would go 
across and drape themselves over the 
fence and carve their initials on the 
top board. From the position of the 
syn the editor of t'lf IJyrsld judged 
that these operations were now in 
progress, and he was not deeply elated 
by the knowledge that whatever desul
tory conversation might pass from man 
to man on the fence would probably be 
inspired by his own convictions ex
pressed editorially in the Herald.

The King of Terrors 
Is Consumption.

And Consumption I. caused by neglect
ing to cure the dangerous Coughs 

and Colds.
The balsamic odor of the newly 

cut pine heals and invigorates the 
lungs, and even consumptives im
prove and revive amid the perfume 
of the pines. This fact has long 
been known to physicians, but the 
essential healing principle of the
pine has never before been separ
ated and refined as it is in 

DR. WOOD’S 
NORWAY PINE SYRUP.
It combines the life-giving lung

healing virtue of the Norway Pine 
with other absorbent, expectorant 
and soothing Herbs and Balsams.

It cures Coughs, Colds, Hoarse
ness, Bronchitis, and all affections
of the brbnchial tubes and air pas
sages. Mrs. M. B. Lisle, Eagle 
Head, N.S., writes :—I have used 
Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup for 
coughs and think itis a fineremedy, 
the best wehaveever used. A num
ber of people here have great faith 
in it as it cure's every time.

‘o. Price 23 ccnt.r *>er bottle.

l>* :

He drew a faded tobacco bag and a 
brier pipe from his pocket and, after 
filling and lighting the pipe, twirled the 
pouch mechanically about his finger, 
then, suddenly regarding it, patted it 
caressingly. It had been a giddy little 
bag long ago, gay with eiabroidery In 
the colors ot the editor’s university, 
and, although now It was frayed to the 
verge of tatters, it still bore an air of 
pristine janntiness, an air of which its 
owner in nowise partook. He looked 
from it toward the village in the clear 
distance and sighed softly as he put 
the pouch back in his pocket and; rest
ing his arm on his knee and his chin on 
his hand, sat blowing clouds of smoke 
out of the shade into the sunshine, ab
sently watching the ghostly shadow on 
the white dust of the road;

A little garter snake crept under the 
fence beneath him and disappeared in 
the underbrush; a rabbity progressing 
on its travels by a series of brilliant 
dashes and terror smitten halts, came 
within a few yards of him, sat up with 
quivering nose and eyes -alight with 
fearful Imaginings and vanished.a flash 
of fluffy brown and white. Shadows 
grew longer; a cricket chirped and heard 
answers; there was a woodland stir of 
breezes, and the pair of robins left the 
branches overhead in eager flight va
cating oerore tne arrival of a flock ot 
blackbirds hastening thither ere the 
eventide should be upon them. The 
blackbirds came, chattered, gossiped, 
quarreled and beat each other with 
their wings above the smoker sitting 
on the top fence rail.

But he had remembered. A thousand 
miles to the east it was commencement 
day, seven years to a day from his 
own commencement.

Five years ago, on another June aft
ernoon, a ÿoung man from the east had 
alighted on the platform of the station 
north ot Plattville and, entering the 
rickety omnibus that lingered there 
seeking whom it might rattle to deaf
ness, demanded to be driven to the 
Herald building. It did not strike the 
driver that the newcomer was pre
cisely a gay young man when he climb
ed into the omnibus, but an hour latef, 
as he stood in the doorway of the edi
fice he had indicated as his destination, 
depression seemed to have settled into 
the marrow of his bones.

Plattville was instantly alert to the
stranger’s presence, and interesting con
jectures were hazarded all day long at 
the back door of Martid’s Dry Goods 
Emporium (this was the club during 
the day), and at supper the new ar
rival and his probable purposes were 
discussed over every table In the town. 
Upon inquiry he had informed Judd 
Bennett, the driver of the omnibus, 
that he had come to stay. Naturally 
such a declaration caused a sensation, 
as people did not come to Plattville to 
live except through the inadvertency of 
being born there. In addition the young 
man’s appearance and attire were re
ported to be extraordinary. Many of 
the curious, among them most of the 
marriageable females of the place, took 
occasion to pass and repass the sign of 
the Carlow County Herald during the 
evening.

Meanwhile,the stranger was seated 
in the dingy office upstairs with his 
head bowed low on his arms. Twilight 
stole through the dirty window panes 
and faded Into darkness. Night filled 
the room. He did not move. The young 
man from the east had bought the Her
ald from an agent—had bought it with
out ever having been within a hundred 
miles of Plattville. The Herald was 
an alleged weekly which had some
times appeared within five days of its 
declared date of publication and some
times missed fire altogether. It was a 
thorn in the side of every patriot of 
Carlow county, and Carlow people, aft
er supporting the paper loyally and 
long, had at last given it up and sub
scribed for the Gazette, published in 
the neighboring county of- Amo. The 
former proprietor of the Herald, a 
surreptitious gentleman with a goatee, 
had taken the precaution ot leaving 
Plattville forever on the afternoon pre
ceding his successor’s arrival. The 
young man from the east had vastly 
overpaid for his purchase. Moreover, 
the price he had paid for it was all the 
money be had in the world.

The next morning he west bitterly to 
work. He hired a compositor from 
Rouen, a young mai named Parker, 
who set type all night long and helped 
him pursue advertisements all- day. 
The citizens shook their heads pessi
mistically. They had about given up 
the idea that the Herald could ever 
amount to anything, and they betrayed 
an innocent but caustic doubt et abil
ity in any stranger.

One day the new editor left a note en 
his door: “Will return In fifteea min
utes.”

Mr. Rodney McCune, a politician from 
the neighboring county of Gaines, hap
pening to be in Plattville on an errand 
to his henchmen, found the note and 
wrote beneath the message the scath
ing inquiry, “Why?”

When he discovered this addendum, 
the editor smiled for the first time since 
his advent and reported the Incident in 
his next issue, using the rubric “Why 
Has the Herald Returned to Life?” as 
a text for a rousing editorial on hon
esty in politics, a subject of which he 
already knew something. The political 
district to wh’ali Carlow belonged was

1 governed by a limited number of gen-
i tlemen whose wealth was ever on the
! increase, and honesty in politics was 

a startling concej'tion to the minds of 
the passive and resigned voters, who 
talked the editorial over on the street 
corners and in the stores. The next 
week there was another editorial, per
sonal and local in its application, and 
thereby it became evident that the new 
proprietor of the Herald was a theorist 
who believed in general that a politi
cian’s honor should not be merely of 
that middling healthy species known 
as “honor among politicians,” and in 
particular that Rodney McCune should 
not receive the nomination of his party 
for congress. Now, Mr. McCune was 
the undoubted dictator of the district, 
and his followers laughed at the stran
ger’s fantastic onset; but the editor was 
not content with the word of print He 
hired a horse and rode about the coun
try and (to his own surprise) proved to 
be an adaptable young man who en
joyed exercise with a pitchfork to the 
farmer’s profit while the farmer talk
ed. He talked little himself, but after 
listening an hour or so he would drop a 
word from the saddle as he left and 
then, by some surprising wizardry, the 
farmer, thinking over the Interview, 
decided there was some sense In what 
that young fellow sajd and grew curi
ous to see what the young fellow had’ 
further to say In the Herald.

Politics is the one subject that goes 
to the vitals of every rural American, 
and a Hoosier will talk politics after 
he Is dead.

Everybody read the campaign edi
torials and found them Interesting, al
though there was no one who did not 
perceive the utter absurdity of a young 
stranger dropping into Caijlow and 
involving himself in a party fight 
against the boss of the district. It was 
entirely a party fight, for by grace of 
the last gerrymander the nomination 
carried with it the certainty of elec
tion.

A week before the convention there 
came a provincial earthquake. The 
news passed from man to man in awe 
struck whispers—McCune had with
drawn his name, making the shallow
est of excuses to his cohorts. Nothing 
was known of the real reason for his 
disordered retreat beyond the fact that 
he had been In Plattville on the morn
ing before his withdrawal and had isV 
sued from a visit to the Herald office In 
a state of palsy. Mr. Parker, the 
Rouen printer, had been present at the 
close of the Interview, but be held his 
peace at the command of his employer. 
He had been called Into the sanctum 
and had found McCune, white and 
shaking, leaning on the desk.

“Parker,” said the editor, exhibiting 
a bundle of papers he held in his hand, 
“I want you to witness a verbal con-

EO

Mr. Rodney McCune found the note. , 
trapt between Mr. McCune and myself. 
These papers are an affidavit and 
copies of some records of a street car 
company which obtained a charter 
while Mr. McCune was in the legisla
ture. They were sent to me by a man 
I do not know, an anonymous friend of 
Mr. McCune—in fact, a friend he 
seems to have lost On consideration 
of our not printing these papers Mr. 
McCune agrees to retire from politics 
for good. You understand, if he ever 
lifts his head again politically we pub
lish them, and the courts will do the 
rest Now, In case anything should 
hajipen to me”—

“Something will happen to you all 
right!” broke«out McCune. “You can 
bank on that, you black”— ,

“Come," the editor interrupted not 
unpleasantly. “Why should there be 
anything personal in all this? I don’t 
recognize you as my private enemy— 
not at all—and I think you are getting 
off rather easily, aren’t you? You keep 
out of politics and everything will be 
comfortable. You ought never to have 
been in it, you see. It’s a mistake not 
to go square, because in the long run 
somebody is sure to give you away, 
like the fellow who sent me these. 
You promise to hold te a strictly pri
vate life?”

“You’re a traitor to the party,” groan
ed the other; “but you only wait”—

The editor smiled sadly.. “Wait noth
ing! Don’t threaten, man. Go home to 
your wife. I’ll give you three to one 
she’ll be glad you are out of It”

“I’ll give you three to one,” said Mc
Cune, “that the White Caps will get 
you If yeu stay in Carlow. You want 
to look out for yourself, I tell you, my 
■mart boy.”

“Good day, Mr. McCune,” was the 
answer. “Let me have your note of 
withdrawal before you leave town this
afternoon.” The young man paused a 
moment then extended his hand as he 
said: “Shake hands, won’t you? I—I 
haven’t meant to be toe hard on you. 
I hope things will seem easier and gay
er to you before long, and If—If any
thing should turn up that I can do for 
you In a private way I’ll be very glad, 
you know. Goodby.”

une sounu of the Herald’s victory 
went over the state. The paper came 
out regularly. The townsfolk bought 
It and the farmers drove in for it. Old 
subscribers came back. Old advertis
ers renewed. The Herald began to sell 
In Amo, and Gaines county people sub
scribed. Carlow folk held up their 
heads when Journalism was mentioned. 
Presently the Herald announced a news 
connection with Rouen, and with that 
and the aid of “patent insides” began 
an era of three Issues a week, appear
ing en Tuesdays, Thursdays and Satur
days. The Plattville brass band sere
naded the editor.

During the second month of the new 
regime of the Herald the working force 
of the paper received an addition. One 
night the editor found some barroom 
loafers tormenting a patriarchal old 
man who had a magnificent head and a 
grand white beard. He had been 
thrown out of a saloon, and he was 
drunk with the drunkenness of threfe 
weeks’ steady pouring. He propped 
himself against a wall and reproved 
his tormentors in Latin. “I’m walking 
your way, Mr. Fisbee,” remarked the 
journalist, hooking his arm into the old 
man’s. “Suppose we leave our friends 
here and go home.”

Mr. Fisbee was the one inhabitant of 
the town possessing an unknown past, 
and a glamour of romance was thrown 
about him by the gossips, who agreed 
that there was a dark, portentous se
cret in his life, an opinion not too well 
confirmed by the old man’s appearance. 
His fine eyes had a habit, of wandering 
to the horizon, and his expression was 
mild, vague and sad. lost in dreams 
At the first glance one guessed that 
his dreams would never be practicable 
in their application, and some such Im
pression of him was probably what 
caused the editor of the Herald to nick
name him, in his own mind, “the White 
Knight.”

Mr. Fisbee, coming to Plattville from 
nobody knew where, had taught in the 
high school for ten years, but he proved
quite unable to refrain from lecturing 
to the dumfounded pupils on archae
ology. neglecting more and more the 
ordinary courses of instruction, grow
ing year by year more forgetful and 
absent, lost In his few books and his 
own reflection», until at last he had 
been discharged for incompetency. The 
dazed old man had no money and no 
way to make any. One day he dropped 
in at the hotel bar, where Wilkerson, 
the professional drunkard, favored him 
With his society. The old man under
stood. He knew it was the beginning 
of the end. He sold his books in order 
to continue his credit at the Palace 
bar, and once or twice, qnable to pro
ceed to his own dwelling, spent the 
night in a lumber yard, piloted thither 
by the hardier veteran Wilkerson.

The morning, after the editqr took 
him home Fisbee appeared at the Her
ald office in a new hat and a decent 
suit of black. He had received his sal
ary in advance, his books had been re
purchased and he had become the ré
pertoriai staff of the Carlow County 
Herald; also he was to write various 
treatises for the paper. For the first 
few evenings when he started home 
from the office his chief walked with 
him, chatting cheerfully, until they 
had passed the Palace bar. But Fis- 
bee’s redemotion. was comnlete.

(To be continned.)

Hie Standard of Measurement.
“I thought you claimed this was a 

good restaurant,” he grumbled as they 
passed from the room of the big dry 
goods store.

“Well, isn’t it?”
“Bah! I know of a place over on 

Madison street where you can get three 
times as much as we’ve haS for a quar
ter.”

Hot a Bit Accommodating,
“Meanest folks I ever saV in the 

city,” growled the man from the way- 
back district. “Why, when you find a 
feller goin’ right your way with one o’ 
them big care be won’t give you a lift 
without chargin’ you a nickel for It”— 
Exchange.

MI LB URN’S
Heart and Nerve

Pills.

Are ■ specific for all heart end nerve 
troubles. Here are some of the symp
toms. Amr one of them should be ■ 
warning for you to attend to it im
mediately. Don’t delay. Serious break
down of the system may follow, if you 
do: Nervousness, Sleeplessness, Dizzi
ness, Palpitation of the Heart, Shortness 
of Breath, Rush of Blood to the Head, 
Smothering and Sinking Spells, Faint 
and Weak Spells, Spasm or Pain throngh 
the Heart; Cold, Clammy Hands and 
Feet. There may be many minor symp
tom» of heart and nerve trouble, but 
these are the chief ones.

Milbum’s Heart and Nerve Pills will 
dispel all these symptoms from the 
system.

Price 50 cents per box, or 8 for $1.25.
WEAK SPELLS CURED.

Mrs. L. Dorey, Hemford, N.S., writes 
us as follows:—“I was troubled with 
dizziness, weak spells and fluttering of 
the heart. I procured a box of Milbum’s 
Heart and Nerve Pills, and they did me 
so much good that I got two more boxes, 
and afterfiuistiing them I was completely 

I cured. I must’ say that I cannot recoin- 
i mend them too highly.
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A Coiled Spring Wire Fence jj
With large, stiff stay wires, makes a perfect fence 2) -------------------:---------- . ■ *>

Not one pound of soft wire enters into the construction of •)
THE FROST. The uprights are immovably locked to the .>

running wires with THE FROST WEDUE-LOCK, making an
absolutely Stock-proof Fence. The Locks bind without kinking •>

or crimping either the stays or lateral Wires. Will not slip, and our o)
new method of enamelling and baking prevents rust, which adds greatly J?
to the appearance of the fence. Make no mistake. Buy THE FROST. •>
It Is the heaviest and the best. For sale by .)
W. C. HAMILTON, - Black Land | 
EDGAR. BROWN, - Escuminac 2

I’d? yrrx/or-you»Iiltle àpgAw, 

WbenyouirMgel c°i^an&wet, 
JjWh/' Granny l&Menwere roaàeA&gi 

You sfcoulÔL have bet.

With ym /eel warn? ai?à c°n?/&rfeble in Granby* 
-OVERSri&ES, cold

Winchester
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 penetration, their 
great superiority is testified to by sports
men who use Winchester Factory Loaded 
Shells in preference to any other make.
ALL DEALERS KEEP THEM

What About «It?
Don’t you need

New Harness,
Horse Collars,

LOOK AT OUR NEW STOCK

We want every man who owns a horse to examine our Collars,.

Give us a Call

J. H. TAYLOR
Farming Implements

Carriages, Etc.
FB0ST & 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.

R. cSs T. Ellswortli
-Hugh fliller Building, * Campbell^n, N. B.

1 FINE OFFICE STATIONERY |
is a requisite of every business [man, ^
and every business should use none
but the best. Sffir

H LET 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.
H LETTER HEADS, NOTE HEADS, STATEMENTS, ENVELOPES ^

* ANSLOW BROS., $
ÿ “EVENTS" J

Printers and Publishers, CamrbeîUon, N. B. ^
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