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Disease takes no summer 
vacation.

If you need flesh and 
strength use

Scott’s Emulsion
summer as in winter.

Send for free sample.
r SCOTT 9l BOWNB, Chemists, 

Teroete, Ontario,
loc. and $1.00 ; all druggists.

MOD BLOOD mLQLuîuTY,
SO WILL BAD BLOOD.

The one in a healthy body and ruddy 
complexion, the other in ill-health, 
blotches, pimples, boils and sores, and 
frequently in intenser forms as ulcers, 
abscesses, erysipelas, salt rheum, etc.

Every organ of the body depends on 
the blood for force and vitality, and is 
but scantily served when the blood is 
impure. No remedy is so potent as a 
blood purifier or more rapidly produces 
new and healthy blood than

BURDOCK
BLOOD

BITTERS
which neutralizes the various poisons and 
restores the vitalizing power of this all 
important fluid.

For sale by all druggists and dealers.

f SCOTCH 
" NARINE 

BOILER
Length 10 feet,
Diameter 8 ft., 6 in.
Built under government in­
spection.

For sal'' by
I. MATHESON & Co, Ltd., 

New Glasgoxv, N. S.

B. B^jpNUINE.
White lead mixed with nuie 

linseed oil cannot be beat for the 
outside of your house. I have 
that stock on hand and if you are 
going to paint give me a call, a 
house painted with that under my 
supei vision will stay painted-

Geo. H. fietzler,
House Decorator and Sign Writer 

Shop over Steam Laundry
Orders can be left at Steam Laun­
dry.

WATER ST.
Opposite 1. C. R. Station,

WOOD!
Mill Wood, Deal Ends and Edg­

ings, either stove length or four 
foot às required at reasonable prices

Trucking and Delivering

P. GAUDIN
Telephone 104

With Edged Tools
By HENRY SETON MERRIMAN ~
MniNr •* sowers, BBOocnrs worocr, noo

C«*yr1f kt. !••«. by B ARPII. b IkOTBItl

A.LeBLANC
TAILOR

is now prepared to take orders for 
tailoring in ail branches at most 
reasonable prices. Work guaranteed' 
Next McRae’s Shoe Store

CAMPBELLTON N. B

r . foil logs
The Superintendent of one of th 

largest corporations in Canada, head 
office, Montreal, offers to employ all 
the MALE STENOGRAAHERS wty 
are graduated from
Fredericton1 Business

College
You rifay enter at anv time as we 

will have NO SUMMER VACATION 
this year. ^

Wre could have placed many , more 
graduates during the past yea’r haiL 
we had them. ^

Write for catalogue. Address.
W. J. OSBORNE

Fredericton, N. B

Musical Tuition /

Violin, Mandolie, Clarinet, Saxo­
phone, Flute and Cornet taught by 
the latest methods

E F Wallace 
Catnpbellton N B

P 0 Box 533

Thus it came about that the dawn 
found Jocelyn moving softly in the 
room, with Nestorius asleep in her 
arms. A pink light came weeping 
through the trees, presently timiing to 
a golden yellow, and, behold, it was 
light! It was a little cooler, for the 
sea breeze had set in. The cool air 
from the surface of the water was 
rushing Inland to supply the place of 
the heated atmosphere rising toward 
the sun. With the breeze came the 
increased murmur of the distant surf. 
The dull continuous sound seemed to 
live amid the summits of the trees far 
above the low built house. It rose and 
fell with a long drawn rhythmic swing. 
Already the sounds of life were min­
gling with It—the low of a cow, the 
crowing of the cocks, the hum of the 
noisier daylight Insect life.

Jocelyn moved to the window, and 
her heart suddenly leaped to her 
throat.

On the brown turf In front of the 
house were two men stretched side by 
side as if other hands had laid them 
there dead. One man was much bigger 
than the other. He was of exceptional 
stature. Jocelyn recognized them al­
most immediately—Guy Oscard and 
Joseph. They had arrived during the 
night and, not wishing to disturb the 
sleeping household, had lain them 
down in the front garden to sleep with 
a quiet conscience beneath the stars. 
The action was so startlingly charac­
teristic, so suggestive of the primeval, 
simple man whom Oscard represented 
as one bom out of time, that Jocelyn 
laughed suddenly.

While she was still at the window 
Marie rose and came to her side. Nes­
torius was still sleeping. Following 
the direction of her mistress’ eyes, 
Marie saw the two men. Joseph was 
sleeping on his face, after the manner 
of Thomas Atkins all the world over. 
Guy Oscard lay on his side, with his 
head on his arm. P

“That is so like Guy Oscard,” said 
Marie, with her patient smile; “so like, 
so like. It could be 119 other man—to 
do a thing like that.”

Jocelyn gave Nestorius back to his 
mother, and the two women stood for 
a moment looking out at the sleepers, 
little knowing whgt the advent of these 
two men brought with it for one of 
them. Then the Englishwoman went 
ta change her dress, awaking her 
brother as she passed his room.

It was not long before Maurice Gor­
don had hospitably awakened the 
travelers and brought them in to 
change their torn and ragged clothes 
for something more presentable. It 
would appear that Nestorius was not 
particular. He did not mind dying on 
the kitchen table If need were. His 
mother deposited him on this table on 
a pillow, while she prepared the break­
fast with that patient resignation 
which seemed to emanate from having 
tasted of the worst that the world has 
to give.

Joseph was ready the first, and he 
promptly repaired to the kitchen, where 
he set to work to help Marie with his 
customary energy.

It was Marie who first perceived a 
difference In Nestorius. His dusky lit 
tie face was shining with a sudden, 
weakening perspiration, his limbs lay 
lifelessly, with a lack of their usual 
comfortable looking grace.

“Go!” she said quickly. “Fetch Miss 
Gordon!”

Jocelyn came, and Maurice and Guy 
Oscard; for they "had been together in 
the dining room when Joseph delivered 
Marie’s message.

Nestorius was \yide awake now. 
When he saw Oscard his small face 
suddenly expanded into a brilliant grin.

“Bad case!" he said.
It was rather startling, until Marie 

spoke. ,
“He thinks you are Mr. Meredith,” 

she said. “Mr. Meredith taught him 
to say ‘bad case.’ ”

Nestorius looked from one to the 
other with gravely speculative eyes, 
which presently closed.

“He is dying—yes!” s/itd the mother, 
looking at Jocelyn.

For 
Baby’s

u s e — a n d 
every tpilet’ 
purpose as 
good a soap 

“Baby’s 
Own” cannot 

be bought for as little 
money. 1-07

Albert Soaps Ltd. Mfrs., Montreal.

Beware 0/ imitations and substitutes 
aceept none but the genuine “ Baby’s
Own."

Oscard knew more of this matter 
than any of them. He went forward 
and leaned over the table. Marie re­
moved a piece of salted bacon that was 
lying on the table near to the pillow. 
With the unconsciousness of long habit 
she swept some crumbs away with her 
apron. Oscard was trying to find the 
pulse in the tiny wrist, but there was 
not much to find.

“I am afraid he is very ill,” he said.
At this moment the kettle boiled over 

and Marie had to turn away to attend 
to her duties.

When she came back Oscard was 
looking, not at Nestorius, but at her.

“We spent four days at Msala,” he 
said in a tone that meant that he had 
more to tell her.

“Yes?”
“The place is in ruins, as you know.”
She nodded with a peculiar little 

twist of the lips as if he were hurting 
her.

“And I "am afraid I have some bad 
news for you. Victor Durnovo your 
master”—

“Yes. Tell quickly!”
“He is dead. We buried him at 

Msala. He died in my arms."
At this moment Joseph gave a little 

gasp and turned away to the window, 
where he stood with his broad back 
toward them. Maurioe Gordon, as 
white as death, was leaning against 
the table. He quite forgot himself. 
His lips were apart, his jaw had drop­
ped. He was hanging breathlessly on 
Guy Oscard’s next word.

“He died of "the sleeping sickness,” 
said Oscard. “We had come down to 
Msala before him—Joseph and I. I 
broke up the partnership, and we left 
him in possession of the simiacine 
plateau. But his men turned against 
him. For some reason his authority 
over them failed. He was obliged to 
make a dash for Msala, and he reached 
it, but the sickness x\ .is upon him.”

Maurice Gordon drew a sharp sigh of 
relief which was almost a sob. Marie
was standing with her two hands on 
the pillow where Nestorius lay. Her 
deep eyes were fixed on the English- 
man’p sunburnt, strongly gentle face.

“Did he send a message for me? 
Yes?”\she said softly.

“No,” answered Oscard. “He—there 
was no time.”

Joseph at the window had turned half 
round.

“He was my husband,’’ said Marie
in her clear, deep tones, “the father 
of this little one which you call Nes­
torius.”

Oscard bowed bis head without sur­
prise. Jocelyn was. standing still as a 
statue, with her hand on the dying In­
fant’s cheek. No one dared to look at 
her.

“It is ail right," said Marie bluntly. 
“We were married at Sierra Leone by 
the English chaplain. My father, who 
is dead, kept a hotel at Sierra Leone, 
and he knew the ways of the half 
castes. He said that the Protestant 
church at Sierra Leone was good 
enough for him, and we were married 
there. And then Victor brought me 
away from my people to this place and 
to Msala. Then he got tired of me; 
he cared no more. He said I was ugly.”

She pronounced It “ogly,” and 
seemed to think that the story finished 
there. 'At all events, she added noth­
ing to it. But Joseph thought fit to 
contribute a post scriptum.

“You’d better tell ’em, mistres^,” he 
said, “that he tried to starve yer and 
them kids; that he wanted to leave yer 
at Msala to be massacred by the tribes, 
only Mr. Oscard sent yer down ’ere. 
You’d better tell ’em that.”

“No," she replied, with a faint smile. 
“No, because he was my husband."

Guy Oscard was looking very hard 
at Joseph, and, catching his eye, made 
a little gesture commanding silence. 
He did not want him to say too much.

Joseph turned away again to the 
window and stood thus apart till the 
end.

“I have no doubt,” said Oscard to 
Marie, “that he would have sent some 
message to you had he been able, but 
he was very ill—he was dying—when 
he reached Msala. It was wonderful 
that lie get there at all. We did what 
we could tor him, but it was hope­
less.”

Marie raised her shoulders with a 
pathetic gesture of resignation.

“The sleeping slckSfess,” she said, 
“what will you? There Is no remedy. 
He always said he would die of that 
He. feared it.”

In the greater sorrow she seemed to 
have forgotten her child, who wag 
staring open eyed at the ceiling. The 
two others, the boy and girl, were play­
ing on the doorstep with some uncon­
sidered trifles- from the dust heap, 
after the manner of children all the 
world over.

“He was not a good man,” said 
Marie, turning to Jocelyn, as if she 
alone of all present would under­
stand. “He was not a good husband, 

1 but"—she shrugged her shoulders with 
one of her patient .shadowy smiles— 
“it makes so little difference—yes?”- -V*

Jocelyn said nothing. None of them 
had aught to say to her, for each in 
that room could lay a separate sin at 
Victor Durnovo’s door. He was gone 
beyond reach of human justice to the 
jigher court where the extenuating cir­
cumstance is fully understood. The 
generosity of that silence .was infec­

tious, and they told her nothing. Had 
they spoken she would perforce have 
believed them, but then, as she herself 
said, it would have made so little dif­
ference. So Victor Durnovo leaves 
these pages, and all we can do is to re­
member the writing on the ground. 
Who among us dares to withhold the 
extenuating circumstance? * Who is 
ready to leave this world without that 
crutch to lean upon? Given a mixed 
blood—evil black with evil white—and 
what can the result be but'evil? Given 
the climate of western Africa and the 
mental irritation thereof, added to a 
lack of education and the natural vice 
Inherent in man, and you havO—Victor 
Durnovo.

Nestorius—the shameless—stretched 
out his little bare limbs and turned 
half over on his side. He looked from 
one face to the other with the grave 
wonder that was his. He had never 
been taken much notice of. His short 
walk In life had been very near the 
ground, where trifles look very large, 
and from whence those larger stum­
bling blocks which occupy our attention 
are quite invisible. He had been the 
third—the solitary third Child who 
usually makes his own Interest In life, 
and Is left by or leaves the rest of his 
family.

It was not quite clear to him why he 
was mo center of so much attention. 
H’s mind did not run to the compre­
hension of the fact that he was the 
wearer of borrowed plumes—the sable 
plumes of King Death.

He had always wanted to get on to 
the kitchen table. There was much 
there that Interested him and supplied 
him with food for thought. He bad 
risked his life on more than one occa­
sion In attempts to scale that height 
with the assistance of a saucepan that 
turned over and poured culinary deli­
cacies on his toes, or perhaps a sleeping 
cat that got up and walked away much 
annoyed. And now that he was at last 
.at this dizzy height he was sorry to find 
that he was too tired to crawl about 
and explore the vast possibilities of It. 
He was rather too tired to convey his 
forefinger to his mouth, and was forced 
to work out mental problems without 
that aid to thought.

Presently his eyes fell on Guy Oscard’s 
face, and again his own small features 
expanded into a smile.

“Bad case!” he said, and, turning 
over, he nestled down into the pillow, 
and he bad the answer to the many 
questions that puzzled his. small brain.• **••**

As through an opera runs the rhythm 
of one dominant air, so through men’s 
lives there rings a dominant note, soft 
in youth, strong in manhood and soft 
again in old age. But it is always 
there, and whether soft in the gentler 
periods or strong amid the noise and 
clang of the perihelion, it dominates 
always and gives its tone to the whole 
life.

The dominant tone of Sir John Mere- 
dith.'s existence had been the high, clear 
note of battle. He ha(l always found 
something or some one to fight from 
the very beginning, and now, in his old 
age, he was fighting still. His had 
never been the din and crash of war­
fare by sword and cannon, but the 
subtler, deeper combat of the pen. In 
his active days he had got through a 
vast amount of work; that unchronicled 
work of the foreign office which never 
domes through the cheap newspapers to 
the voracious maw of a chattering pub­
lic. His name was better known on the 
banks of the Neva, the Seine, the Bos­
porus, or the swift rolling Iser, than by 
the Thames, and grim Sir John was 
content to have it so.

His face had never been public prop­
erty; the comic papers had never used 
his personality as a peg 4>on which to 
hang their ever changing political prin­
ciples. But he had always been 
“there,” as he himself vaguely put it. 
That is to say, he had always been at 
the back—one of those invisible powers 
of the stage by whose command the 
scene is shifted, the lights are lowered 
for the tragedy or the gay music plays 
on the buffoon. Sir John had no sym­
pathy with a generation of men and 
women who would rather be laughed 
at and despised than unnoticed. He 
belonged to an age wherein it was 
held better to be a gentleman than the 
object of a cheap and evanescent 
notoriety, and he was at once the 
despair and the dread of newspaper 
interviewers, enterprising publishers 
and tuft hunters.

He was so little known out of his 
own select circle that the porters in 
Euston station asked each other In vain 
who the old swell waiting for the 4 
o'clock “up” from Liverpool could be. 
The 4 o’clock was, moreover, not the 
first express which Sir John had met 
tha,t day. His stately carriage and 
pair had pushed its Way into the crowd 
of smaller and humbler vehicular fry 
earlier iu the afternoon, and on that 
occasion also the old gentleman had 
indulged in a grave promenade upon 
the platform.

He was walking up and down there 
now, with his hand in the small of his 
back, where of late he hafd been aware 
of a constant aching pain. He was 
very upright, however, and supremely 
unconscious of the curiosity aroused by 
his presence in the mind of the station 
“canaille.” His lips were rather more 
troublesome than usual, and his keen 
eyes twinkled with a suppressed ex­
citement

In former days there had been no 
one equal to him in certain diplomatic 
crises, wjiere it was a question of 
browbeating suavely the uppish rep­
resentative of some foreign state.- No 
man could then rival him jin the Inso­
lently aristocratic school of diplomacy 
which England has made her own. 
But In his most'dangerous crisis he bed 
never been restless, apprehensive, pee- 
simistic, as he was at this mqment. 
And, after all, it was a very simple 
matter that had brought him here. It 
was merely the question of meeting a 
man as If by accident, and then after­
ward making that man do certain

things required of him. Moreover, the 
man was only Guy Oscard, learned, if 
you will, in forest craft, but a mere 
child in the hands of so old a diploma­
tist as Sir John Meredith.

That which made Sir John so uneasy 
was the abiding knowledge that Jack’s 
wedding day would dawn in twelve’ 
hours. The margin was much too 
small, through, however, no fault of Sir 
John's. The west African steamer had 
been delayed, unaccountably, two days. 
A third day lost in the Atlantic would 
have overthrown Sir John Meredith’s 
plan. He bad often cut things fine be­
fore, but somehow now—not that he 
was getting old, oh, no!—but somehow 
the suspense was too muchv for his 
nerves. He soon became irritated and 
distrustful. Besides, the pain in his 
back wearied him and interfered with 
the clear sequence of his thoughts.

The owners of the west African 
steamer had telegraphed that the pas­
sengers had left for London In two 
separate trains. Guy Oscard was not 
In the first—there was no positive rea­
son why he should be in the second. 
More depended upon his being In this 
second express than Sir John cared to 
contemplate.

The course of his peregrinations 
brought him into the vicinity of an in­
spector whose attitude betokened re­
spect while his presence raised, hope.

“Is there any reason to suppose that 
your train is coming?" he Inquired of 
the official.

“Signaled now, my lord,” replied the 
inspector, touching his cap.

“And what doesjhat mean?” uncom­
promisingly ignorant of technical par­
lance.

“It will be In in one minute, my 
lord.”

Sir John’s hand was over his lips as 
he walked back to the carriage, cast­
ing as It were the commander’s eye 
over the field.

“When the crowd is round the train 
you come and look for me,” he said to 
the footman, who touched his cockaded 
hat in silence.

( To be continued. )

KKSKSKHirS

The perpetual charm 
of freshness and crispness 
—of daintiness and deli­
ciousness — is in every 
box of

Mooney’s
Perfection
Cream
Sodas

—held captive by the 
air-tight, moisture-proof 
packages. There is a 
best in everything. In
Biscuits, it’s Mooney’s.
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SIMPLEST. **W!*lli*B|*C0MPLETt
theTRITOM

RELIABLE.MARINE GASOLINE ENGINE CATALOGUE

HAMILTON MOTOR WORKS
LIMITED

HAMILTON GANADA

Cook’s Cotton Root Compound.
The only safe effectual monthly 
medicine on which women can 
depend. Sold in two degrees of 
strength—No. 1, for ordinary 
cases, $1 per box; No. 2, IS de-
Srees stronger for Special 

ases, $8 per box. Sold by all 
druggists. Askfor Cook’s Cot­

ton Root Compound; take no 
substitute.

The Cook Medicine Co.. Windsor, Ontarioi

Was Weak and Bun Down
WOULD VÉBY OFTEN 

FAINT AWAY
Mrs. J. H. Armstrong, Port Elmsley, 

Ont., tells of her experience with '
MILBURN’S 

HEART AND NERVE 
PILLS.

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

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

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

GOLDFIELD 5c.
The Hecla Goldfield M. 8c M. Combination is the best buy 
in the mineral district. Place your order fer our ne^ map 
of the Goldfield territory—the best map ever jssued from the 
district. We allow you to pay on the cash or five monthly 
payment plan. Send in yonr reservation at once;

BANKERS’ MINING FINANCE CO.,
480 Commonwealth Bldg,, Denver CoL
Further particularsjapply to P. O. Box 6oq, Campbellton, N. B

The roofing that never l±aks, is net affected by heat or cold—will 
not shrink or crack—any woikman can put it on—Is FULLY GUARANTEED 
by the makers.

Costs no more than Shingling
Write for samples and prices t >

MANN & BAXTER
Builders & Contractors Campbellton, N.

Dealers in Portland Cemen-,* Lime, Rock-wall Plaster and Luilti.ng supplie
" -4- N.

fleet Winter
Halfway

and you'll conquer when it arrives. 
Have your fixating ai rangements put 
in pfoper older rowfso y< u will be 
cosy and ccmforiahlt wfyen the first 
cold wave arrives. We ac£. plumbers 
il the highest abilities., and make a 
specialty of steam fitting and heating 
work.

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

PLUMBING.
Heating by Hot Water Steam and Hot Air

Estimates on above lines will bè furnished at any time
All contract work guaranteed satisfactory.
Heatingby Hot Water and Steam a Specialty.

W. E. FORBES
HATHESON BUI!.DING,

>
Opp. flacKenzie & Co’s

Carriages and
Farming Implements.

- Canada Carriage Companys Carriages, Famous Deering light
draft farm machinery. i

Driving and Work Harness, Woodcutters, Gasoline Engines, 
Cream Separators, Churns, Washing Machines, Lawn Mowers, Bicycles, 
Organs, Sewing Machines, etc.

Sole agents for MASON & RISC» AND NEWCOMBE PIANOS.

E. A. LeGALLAIS,
Phone No 100 Water St, Campbellton, N. B.

T. ELLSWORTH,
Has just received one carload

W A (IONS STEEL AND RUBBER TIRE. W XIVJVU Q, PRICES THE LOWEST.
I carry in stock the celebrated Frost & Wood Farming Implements. 

Harness, single and double, Lap Robes, Cream Seperators, Refrigerators, 
Sewing Machines, Pianos and Organs.

Fresh Water Ice and Wood delivered to any part of the tgwn- 
Trucking and Express Delivery.

If you need anything in my line ring up PHONE l9l

T, ELLSWORTH Hugh Miller Building,
CAMPBELLTÔN, N. B.

Coal ! Coal !
Hard'Coal, Soft^ Coal and Blacksmith Coal
A large quantity' always on hand Delivered 
to any part of the town. Orders by mail 
promptly attended to

Jos H Taylor
No Summer Vacation 

This Year.
The demand for proficient book 

keepers and .stenographers surpasses 
all we have ever known in our long 
experience and we aie ready to do 
our part in qualifying earnest young 
men and women to profit by the de­
mand.

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

Send today for , catalogue giving 
terms, etc.

Kerr
ÏÎBIÜ/ & S°n

Odd-Fellows Hall

CAMPBELLTON HOTEL
Centrally located opposite Post Office, 

near ferry landing. Teams meet all 
steamers and express trains. Best 
accoinadation.
BELANGER BROS, Campbellton, N B
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