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;and one Oldsmobile.

_léy, has withdrawn from
Stoddard-Dayton car 109, drivepn by H,
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The Glidden Automobile

In the contest for the Gliddep iour &

“three cars repsesent a club and the
trophy goes to the club whose cars in- ;

ku:‘ fewest penahzations. Every pen-
alty isdeducted from ithe' . score of
. R witan wnien - they start.; The
HU.\az'r. t.“pphy goes to the individual
car: making the best showing.

The Pierce team, representing the
Buyifalo Club Peerless, trom Columbus
Club; Franklyn, from Syracuse Club;
Marmon, from the Bay State Club;

_Studepaker, from the Rochester Club;

and Garford, from the Cleveland Club,
are all made up exclusively of cars of
their name. The R. M. Owens, from
the Buffalo Club, has a Reo and two
Premiers; the Rochester Club’s mixed
team “includes a Garth, Thomas an(b
Seldon; Rainer; Haynes--Oldsmobile,
from Chicago Club, has two Haynes
All have clean
scores up to Milford, Pa., excepting one
of the Franklins, which has lost 60
points for the Syracuse Club; E %
Murphy's Oakland, which has lost T
points; the ‘Gidden of AM 13 Davis.
driven by H. A. Van Tine, represent—
ing the Cleveland Club, which is out
of the race altogether through an ac-
cident, and the Garford, driven by W.
8. Hurlburt, which has lost 6 points.
Of the Hower contestants, neither the

two Pierces nor two Stoddard-Daytons;

have yet sustained any penalties. Over-
land car 108, driver, Mrs. E. W. Shir#
the -touf.

C Tillotson, has been penalifzed 168
points; car 111 Overland, driywer‘J.’ N.
Willys, is out on account of broken

axle. F. A. Barton’s Franklin loses 181°
R. Owens’ Reo 12 pointe, and J N

Willys' Overland was penalized 33

points

DAYTON, Me., July 17.—Albert J.
Smith, 60, a former member of"the
Maine legislature, committed suicide
by hanging in his barn. He was born
&t Cape Porpoise ani formerly lived in
Biddeford.

BABY HAD DIARRHGES

i FOR.SEVEN WEEKS

Thousands : of ¢ infants die annually.
[who could be‘saved by the timely use
iof Dr. FowrLErR's Extracr oFr WiLp
STRAWBERRY.

There can be .no doubt about it.
Bixty-three years experience has proved
this sterling remedy to be the best
for Diarrhoea. Dysentery, Colic, Cramps,
'Cholera Infantum, Cholera Morbus Sum-
mer Complaint, ard all bowel troubles
dn both children.and adults.

Many of the imitations sold are posi-
itively dangesous, as they often check
the diarrhoea tooisuddenly and cause
finflammation. .

! Always insist on.the genuine D=r..
|Fowper’s. Sold at allimedicine dealers
int 85 cents a bottle.

! Mrs. A. B. De Marchand, Bath, N.B.,
(writes : “My baby ‘was troubled with
’Dinrrhoea for nearlg seven weeks. [
tried three different doctors, but none of
them could do her -any good. I was
advised to try Dr. FowrEris ExTracCT
‘or Wip StRaweErrY and less than
'half a bottle cured-her.”

. Manufactured by The T. Milburn Co.,
{Limited, Toronto, Ont.

. See that their name is on the wrapper
;and thus insure getting the genuine.

L]

" TATE GALLERY ROMANCE

A well known portrait group entitled
“The Sisters,” which hangs in the Tate
Gallery in London, has lead to-a love
romance which has ended happily in a
wedding.

Nearly two years ago a wealthy
mining engineer fron New Orleans,
strolled int> the Tate Gallery while on
a visit to Bngland. There he saw ‘“The
Sisterd,” and at once fell in love with
the younger of the two young ladies, a
fair-haired rirl of about sixteen.

His first step was to write to the ar-
tist, Mr. Ralph Peacock, and asked if
he could get a copy of the @ainting.
In this way a correspondencs took
place and later a warm friendship.

Then at Mr. Peacock’s studio Mr. Tit-
comb met the original of the painting,
“Miss Ethel Brignall, who happens to be

| cock herself had sat for the elder sis-
ter in the painting.

When the picture was pairited, Miss
Ethel Brignall was about sixteen, and
she is little changed in appearance since
exceprt that her "hair no longer hangs
down to her waist. y

She .was also the model for Mr. Pea-

cock’s painting ‘“Ethel,” a charming
school girl study a year or two before
which was bought by the Chantrey Be-
quest. -,

Mr. Titcomb not only possessed him-
self of the copy of the younger figure
in “The Sisters,” he promptly showed a
desire to secure the original, and he be:
came a suitor for the lady’s hand in
due form.

The lady consented, and her family
finding him an excellent fellow, con-
sented also.

Beddington church, near Croydon,
was full when the wedding took place
on Wednesday, for the family are well
known at Wallington, where Miss
Brignall resided with a widowed moth-
er at Withdean, Blenheim gardens, one
of the Queen Anne villa colonies off
the ‘Stafford road.

The bride in white with a dress of
old lace and orange blossoms was giv-
en away by her brother Mr. Albert
Brignall. She Was attended by Master
Roydon Peacock, her little nephew,
who wore a page's dress of white satin
of the Stuart period.

An interesting circumstance about
the page is that he when a baby was
the original of the well known paint-
ing “Out of everywhere into here.”

who was born an American citizen,
though holding an hereditary British
title, is a friend
and sent a wedding present. Mr. Byam
Shaw also sent a present.

The bride is an amateur actress of
ability, with a liking for Shaw plays.
The honeymoon will be spent in Can-
ada and the state of Maine.

But Mr. Titcomb in spite of his large
American interests intends in future to
reside with his bride in England.

A necklace of pearls, valued at £1,000
was the bridegroom’'s present to the
bride.

¢

a.sister-in-law of the artist. Mrs. Pea-
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“NON OMNIS MORIAR ™

By HARRIET GAYLORD
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Dr. Minot Osborn was an early riser,

! nct so much because he was imbued

with the hustling spirit of New York
as because he had formed the habit in
his boyhood days on an up-State farm.
Consequently at eight o'clogk he had
already finished his breakfajt and was
reading the paper at his office desk.
when a footman brought in the letters.
Methodically he sorted them into four
classes, business, “G. P.'s” friends, un-
known, and read them in exactly that
order. Occasionally he stopped to
make notes on his engagement pad and
for his stenographer. The very last
letter of all he regarded as the most
unprepossessing. With a tolerant,
whimsical, slightly bored expression on
his keen face, he cut open the unquiet
blue, heavily-scented envelope, and be-
gan reading indifferently. Suddenly
there was a contraction of arrested at-
tention about the muscles of his mouth
and eyes. He turned to see the signa-
ture, only to find, as he had expected,
that the letter was anonymous. Once,
twice, he read it through carefully,

' and when at last he laid it down his

face had grown gray and old. A sud-
den spasm of pain drew his hand in-
stinctively to his heart. Quickly he
opened a small bottle in the shallow
front drawer of his desk and swallow-
ed a tablet. Then he sat supporting

' his face in his hands till the physical

Lord Fairfax, the ‘“American peer,” |

of the bridegroom, !

agony had passed. His eyes, still dull
with suffering, fell on the letterhead
of his office stationery—

DR. MINOT OSBORN.
DR. KEENE OSBORN:

—and his face was furrowed with
thought. At last he looked up to the
clock and touched the bell for his man.

‘“Has Mr. Keene finished his break-
fast?” he asked.

“He is at the table now, sir.”

“Ask him to come to me directly he
has finished.” ]

Once more he read the letter, and
then sat thinking until his nephew, ad-
opted son and partner entered the
room.

A Splendid

'Exhibition

: /
As the Dates of the St. John Exhibition, Sept. 12th - 19th Draw
Near everything goes to show that it will be

. The Best Held For Many Years.

EVERYBODY—Merchants, Manufacturers, ‘Farmers—Are Uniting to

Make it a Grand Success.

" Plan Now To Visit St. John Exhibition Week.

Intending Exhibitors Who Have Not Applicd For Spacc Should Do

So At Once To

R. H. ARNOLD, Manager, 0fficc 23 King St.

“Good morning, governor.
said you wanted to see me?”

Keene Osborn was as stalwart and
good looking as his uncle. His face had
much of othg same strength and keen-
ness but its assurance was rather
that of one whose way has been made
easy than for one who had hewn out
a pathway for himself. There were tell-

Dawson

acquired by the expzditure of studious
midnight oil. <-All this Dr. Minot Os-
born remarked before he spoke.

“Good morning, Keene, Yes, I did

hospital at eleven for that big opera-
tion?”

“Oh, y28.”
lighted with professional zeal. “If that
succeeds, governor, nd doctor in town

nan impeach your atti“ide.”

“And you are to assist me. Is your
hand steady? You look a bit seedy to
me."”’

Keene flushed.

“I was up late last night doing fool-
ish trings, dad. But I'm perfectly fit.”

“Doing foolish things?’ repeated the
older man. ‘“Do you think you can af-
ford it, Keene?”

“I hope I know my limit. That's the
whole battle, you know.”

“Yes, if one could be sure! I don’t
want to preach, my boy. We've always
been comradazs, ratker than uncle and
nephew, father and son. I Fave believ-
ed in you wholly and titeled you,have-

Dl o Bk

“Indeed you have! And sometimes
| I've been worthy of your trust and
! gometimes I haven’t. That's the truth.”

“Oh, I suppose so. From the vantage
ground of a physician’s fifty—eight
vears one sees human nature as it is.
One doesn’t expect the impossible.
Young blood is hot and temptations are
many. But the. point is just this—one
must occasionally draw up sharply
and analyze the situation.One must ask
of his work, of his pleasures, his relax
ations, dissipatioas if you will, the sim-
ple little question: ‘Is it worth while?
Time is tragincally limited—one must
throw overboard so much which is im-
material, even deterimental, in order
to accomplish the work which counts.
Do I se2m a prig to you, Keene?”’
“pdr from it, dgd! You know I ad-
mire you beyond” anyone on earth.”

“Oh,” protested Dr. Minot Osborn;
“phut there's Margarat:”

“No,” announced Keene with grim
incisiveness, “there isn’t Margaret any
longer.”

The older man locked
shocked surprise.

‘““My boy! since when?”

“A week ago.”

“And you didn’t tell me?”

“No. I—the truth is I didn't want
to explain. Some time I will. Let us
go back to what you were saying.”

Dr. Oshorn thought for a moment,
then waved the matter aside.

«“We were speaking of your feeling
for me, Keene. I am glad you do not
think me a prig. I suppose I may
claim some eminence as physicians go.”

“Top notch of the whcle bunch,
dad!” interlopated Keene.

“yvery well,”” smiled Dr. Osbora, ‘“‘you
are a prejudiced observer, but we'll let
that pass. I am going to give you the
secret of whatever success I may have
attained. Here il is: I have always
striven to follow my prompt instinct
to eliminate the unprofitable. I'm not
sure that that isn't the secret of any
man’s success.”
| «t’s well put, anyhow, dad.
not forget.”’ i

«gomehow,” the older man smilgd
 with almost maternal affection at his
nephew, “I'm feeling a bit anxious
about you, Keene. We've been pecul-
iarly alone for twenty years, you and
died. You couldn’t be more to me if
died. You couln’t be more to me if
you were my own son. Now we are
brother physicians and partners. X
have always tried to stand for what
is highest in the profession. In the

at him in

I shall

|
|
.

ing lines aboat his eyes, not of the sort |

want youfl. Sit down, won’t you? You'
will be ready to go with me to the,

The young man’s face

course of things I must die and lezve
the name and work to you. A phy-
sician is bound to put the best stuff
he’s got in him into his-work unless
he’s a poltroon. We are scheduled for
saving men’s bodies; it humbles me
sometimes to realize that we do al-
most more for men's souls. We've got
to have in order to give; we've got to
be ‘before we can do. I thinK you real-
ize this, Keene?” i

‘Y do, governor, when I stop to
think. You are playing Hamlet to

my conscience with a venge;’ance‘
! “Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very
' soul!”
| “I want to, Keene. When a man has

lived for his work, has staked everv-

thing he is or hopes to be on the

structure he has reared, it is unspeak-
| ably gratifying to be able to say, ‘I die,
| but my lifework lives on in my son!
Non omnis moriar!”

Keene's face was very serious, hls
uncle’s luminous, They: gazed at each
other until both the demand of the
one and the vow of the other were re-
| gistered in high heaven.
| “You don’t need to speak, my boy,”
j said Dr. Osborn at last, gravely. “It's
all right.”

He moved in his chair and the ten-
sion of the interview was over.

“By the way, Keene,” he said, “this
has been in my mind to say to you for
a long titme, but it was precipitated
this morning by an unpleasant com-
munication”’—he smiled deprecatingly—
“¢rom a highly scented individual.
You'd better read it, I think, though
the annonymous writer implored sec-

He raised the letter gingerly from his
desk. “Really,” he went on, “I'm sur-
prised you haven’t noticed the pres-
ence of this missive. ‘It smells to
heaven!”

At sight of the blue envelope, Keene
started and frowned.

“Has she dared to write yqu, too,
dad? Why, that’s the trouble with Mar-
garet.
revenge of a scorned woman — that’s
all."”

“Read it, please.”

Keene flushed deeply as he obeyed,
his uncle watchinng him closely
meanwhile.

“Phat does put me in a nasty light,
doesn’t it?”’ he declared grimly. “The

tonghe.
find a way.”

ed on the best way possible,” said Dr.
Osborn quietly.
hard to live down a past. How wmuch
of that is true please?”’

“Most of it, though it's put in the
worst possible form for me.”

‘“fyven the gambling?”

*Yes.”

“How about ‘knowing one's limit?”
“Ome has to exceed it sometimes at
first, to find just where it lies, dad.”
“Yes, that’s true. Have you found
your bearings?”

“I think you have shown them to

recy after the absurdity of her kind.” |

| their

She wrote it. It’s the spiteful

worst of it is one can’t stop a woman’s |
If she were a man, I'd soon |

“I think perhaps we have just decid

“At your age it is not :
i orderlies.

Tour.

dead, I hope.
bov. 1 mote
Now how

me. The past is

“YVery. well, my
hope.— 1. believe.
Margaret?”

Keene's face set

“Could anyone
asked.

“No, I supppose. not. But you are to
be blamed if you acquiesce. It is only
a small part of you which rioted =0
shamefully. You know and I kinow
that you are a man! DMargaret Iis
worth a good fight. She is young and
therefore intolerant. Youth draws
only sharp distinctions.”

“Dad, yon're a brick!
your taking it like this.
would have rowed me out
house.”

Dr. Oshorn smiled whimsically.

“It’s all in having a sense of propor-
tion. A man with a chin like yours is
bound to win out. Have a talk with
Margaret and get her to take you back
on probation. It will flatter her youth-
ful desire to be a reformer — and the
love of a girl like that iS no mean in-
spiration for a man.”

“Youu're dead right.
Keen gravely.

“Good luck, then!™ pr. Usborn turned
to his papers. Then he put out his
hand and grivped Keene's. “We'll meet
at the hospital. I'd like you to be with
the patient during the etherization.”

“All right, governor, and thunk you!”

Promptly at eleven Dr. Minot (s-
born entered the operating thealire.
The case had been widely hevalded,
and the marble tiers of scals were
crowded with visiting physizians, stu-
dents and nurses. Keene and two
young internes were to assist kim in
performing an intricate and almost
unprecedented operation, the only hape
of saving the man’s life. Ti'» faces of
the onlookers were  corraspondingly
serious and intent. Dr. Osbarn asked
a question or two of the head nurse,
then taking the record {rom un crderly
and referring from time to time to the
notes, he lectured on the previous his-
tory of the case.

The man was brought in and placed
on the table. Keene tvook his positicn
opposite his wuncle. The older and
vounger physicians looked s'mguarly
alike in' their sterile gowns, and with
faces aglow with professional
zeal- Dr. Oshorn lectured as he werk-
ed, until the critical point in the cper-
ation was reached. Then & brea.hless
silence fell in the room, bhroken cnly
by the drip of water and the sharp
click of steel instruments.

Just as Dr. Osborn raised his hand
to make the final delica e ipcisicn on
which the success of the operati a ce-
pended, a sudden grayne spread over
his face. He alone ku2w what that
grayness involved.

“Keene! -quick!” h2 gasped,
held out his scalpel, then sank, on in-
ert heap, on the iloor,

Keene's voice broke
suspended silen-e,
suring.

“Take Dr. Osbomm on:
give him restoratives,
“Dr. Warsen '=—he spoke ‘'
a physician in the audi=Ace--‘avill you
g0 to. my uncle, plras2? Do Mar 1%

than
about

sternly.

plame her?” he

Think of
Most fathers
of the

dad,” said

the shucked,
clear, -calur, regs-

at orce and

hisaid to the.

the young doctor weat 01 with  Lis
uncle’s work, display.ng uuhelievable
skill and dexterity and hylding tie
breathless, shocked intorest of the
spectators tense and absorbed.

Only when the last stitch had bheen
\.lien with every promise af sulcess,
he last bandage carefully applied, did
L gasp of awful relief -pass through
ne audience as if it came 'iL?\.‘_u’.g-.'\tdr—
ly from one heart.! Keene’ dfew &
leep breath, flashed

1,1 . the hall

©and wait.”

—to one of the inter.a#f —'you will as- |

gist me.”

<The pauge in the “opsration was only |

Waking his..uncle’s

one of seconds.

place instantly, controlling his nerve-, |

forbidding heart or thoughts to follow
that lifeless form. sp: kit g as if noth-
ing had happened whea he found it
necessary to explain his

one [ stricken,
awakening glance over théir faces,
then turned

and hurried from the
room. i

“Where is he?” he demanded.

In silence an orderly pointed to the
doctors’ dressing-room. At sight of
him Dr. Warren and a nurse stzppzd
outside and let Keene enter alone.

The gray agony on the face of the
man lying on the couch had passed,
and Keene gazed down on the mnarble
veace of his dead. 3 ¥ /

When he came olt again Dr. War-
ren was waiting. Keene's coptrol was
still perfact. 1

“Did  he
asked.

“For one monient only. His"eyes
opened and when I leaned down to
catch his words he whispered, ‘Keene
—finish—work.” I assured him ‘you
were going on with the operation.
Then his heart ceased to beat.” [ =

The tears sprang to Keene's eyes at
last. v

“I e meant more than  that; Dr.
Warren. How is it. possible to ﬁhisb
the work of such as he?* o= |

Dr. Oshorn's: own phystcian came
hurrying down the corridor-

“Where is he” he also demanded.

“It’s all over, Dr. Ca.merop,” said
Keene quietly. ‘““Why did you never
warn me?”’

Dr. Cameron wrung the young mah’s
hand. i,

«T wanted to, Keene® he-sgid, “but
your uncie wouldnft hear of i, It has
beon impending for morfhs, - He
wouldn’t have had it come-otherwise
than in the course of the day’s B
I think.” A gleam came in the 'oldy
doctor’s eyes. “They tell, me Iyou
finished the operation as if mth#nvg;llad
occurred, Keene. : T

“Of course.” Lo

«Then I don’'t think your uncle had
much to regret. You are a hero, sir!?’

“And you praise a man for being
decent after living with that man for
twenty years!” protested Keene re-
proachfully.

That night when everything had
been done that could be done Keene
sat in the library by the side of ‘his
dead, appraising the past, reatlizing‘the
present, trying to focus the future.

“A footman entered silently with
cards on his tray. b

“Are they waiting below?” asked
/Keene, after a surprised scrutiny,

“yes, Mr. Keene.”

“] will come down.” e

When the door had closed he stood
looking at the calm face. e

«It's Margaret dear old dad,” .he
whispered. She wouldn’t let me bear it
alone. Aren't.you glad, governor? Tell
me!”

Margaret’s father stood waiting "in
below, and gripped Keeqe's

regain consciousness?’ he

hand.
“My boy,” he said, “3: have . NG
words to tell you how I sympathize

|.with you, orshow. I admire your hefo-
. ism today. -Ist-‘Mdrgaret.speak for

Sheé® made :me bring her ;to
He pointed to the receptign-
door. “I'll step into the Qfﬂce

us both.
you.”
room

No words were spoken’ w
entered the.sroom. “Onily N
came straight to hisgr‘ms. N .‘\\

Afterwards ,whep:d o\ tal N
again he stodd - ofice ‘moreillooking
down at the magnificent marhfe: ﬁce.

“Jp's all right, governor, alt right!”
he said. “I have Margaret and 1 ha‘,ve
your wonderful life. You Won_fpg)}o-

1 : ’
movements, gether diel”

with greater success.

DIA

There is no need of anyone suffering long with this disease, for to
effecct a quick cure it is only necessary to take a few doses of...

Chamberlain’s Golic, Gholera

and Diarrhoca Remedy

PRICE THIR

In fact, in most cases one dose is sufficient. It never fails and can be
relied upon in the most severe and dangerous cases.
valuable for children and is the means of saving the lives of many
children each year. In the world’s history

It is equally

no medicine has ever met

TY-FIVE CENTS.
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