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Thursday, July 13, 1905

NEW
Livery Stable

at Da_lliousie.

I have opened up a
Livery Stable on Main
Street, Dalhousie and
patrons can be assured
of First Class Rigs of
all kinds at moderate
prices

G. A. MILLER:

36—3m

Thoroughbred

Ayrshire Bull

Service for 1905
$1.00

R. L. DUNCAN
Campbeliton 35-tf

Notice of Sale,

There will be sold at Public Auction
on Friday, the Eleveath Day of Aug-
ust, next, at 4 o’zlock p. m., in front
of the Hotel of Homore Dugay at
Caraquet, all the Equity of Redewnp-
tion of Charles S. Hachey, of the
Parish of Caraquet, in the County of
Gloucester, Insolvent in and to the
following lands and premises viz:—
*Bounded on the South by the Cara-
“*quet Great Rcad, onthe West and
““North by lands of Widow Marie
“Pauline; and on the East by lands of
‘‘George LeRiche, having a frontage
“‘of twenty-five/ yards on_ said Great
*‘Road and extending back from the
“Road North seventy-seven yards.”
The Assignee reserving the right of
possession of buildings for at least one
week atter date of sale.
Dated at Bathurst, N. B., the 4th
Day cf July, A. D. igos.
N. A. LANDRY,
Assignee of Charles S. Hachey.

Apply to

40-6.

Notice for Teaders,

Sealed Tenders marked “Tenders
for Stock?’ will be received by the
undersigned at Bathurst up to August
Tenth, next, at twelve o’clock noon
for all the stock in trade of Charles
S. Hachey of Caraquet, in the County
of Gloucester, Insolvent. .

Dated at Bathurst, N. B, this
Day of July, A. D. 1905.

N. A. LANDRY,
Assignee of Charles S. Hachey.

4th

405~

Students Can Enter

At Any Time

As we have no summer vacation de
not divide into terms, and the instruct-
ion given is mostly individual.

We do not fiad it convenient togive
a summer vacation. as many of our
students are far from home, and would
be seriously inconvenienced by an in-
terruption of their work. .

Besides St John’s
summer weather isso

cool that a vacation
is not necessary.

Catalogues free to
any address.

S. KERR & SON
Odd Fellows’ Hall

850 YEARS’
. EXPERIENCE

TrRADE MARKS
DEeSIGNS

: sonmc.u'rs &c.
Anyone sending a sketch and descrigﬂon ma;
qnlckyly :mceruung our opinion free whether u{
inventien is probably patentable. Communica-
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patents

sent free. Oldest agency for securing patents.
Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive
pecial notice, without charge, in the

Scientific Aimerican,

A handsomely iilustrated weekly. Largest cir-
cula}_uon of any scientific journal. Terms, $3 a
; four months, §1. Sold by all newsde

MUNN £ Costornem. New York

Branch Office, 625 F' 8t.. Washington,

Cook’s Cotton Root Compound,

The only safe effectual monthty
B anedicéno é.o!i dw‘hxa wgmen ux;
epend. n two degrees o
strength—No. 1, for ordinary
cases, $1 per box; No. 2, 10 de-
stronger for Special
5?5:. $8 per gox. Sold g;calt
d ists, Ask for Cook’s Cot-
ton t Compound ; take no

substitute.
‘The Cook Medicine Co..  Windsor, Ontario

’ For Brokem-vinded
DR. McGAHEY’S Horss Cures hasen

<chron! .
"Oave cure chron!.: e:“u-tl,\‘::u of
the throat and lungs.
The only medicine in
the world that will
cure the above ‘dl!‘a-
oa .
Sai Sl b
and useful to his
owner. Price, $1.50
TEE DR. McGANEY

MEDICINE (:o.i

Dr. McGahey’s ConditioniBlood Tablets 25
and 50c per bx. Sold by A. Mc G. McDon-

. ald, Campbe'ton.

Notice,

I have removed my office to D. F.
Graham’s Store, west side of the

Sullivan Building where I will be found
in futuce. All orders for coal can be
laft there and will be promptly attend-

ed to.
J. H TAYLOR,
Campbellton, N. B.

If Your Liver is Wrong
You are Wrong all Over

A to?id, inactive liver goes hand
fn hand with constipation. Such a
chronic condition reguires a system-
atic effort to overcome it and estab-

Butternut Pills, containing the two
needed elements to increase liver ac-
and muscular action go accu-
to the sluggish lJiver and bow~
els, restoring them completely,

Suppose your bowels failed to move
a week or ten days. Don't you
you would be quickly pros-
trated ?* It is just the same, differing
, when your bowels do not
move at least once a day. You know
yon soon become languid and tired,
your blood gets bad and you feel
mean and sick all over. You should
bave a full, healthy daily.
Don’t let serious conditions develop.
Bmith’s Pinupge and Butternut
Pills’ will drive ;

are purely ble, and cure in
ene night. We will send you a gru-
erous sample of these pills Absoluil'y

m sealed and postpaid, that will

you’ beyond doubt of their
wonderful curative rties.  Ad-
dress, W. F. Smith Co., 185 St. James
@treet, Montreal, Canada.

Smith’s Pineapple and Butteraut
Pllls care Coanstipation, Blliousness
and Sick Headache in oue might.
Afll dealers 23 cents. A Curo at
the People’s Price.

%

Wood's

The Great English Remedy.
A positive cure for all forms of
-\ Sexual Weakness, Mental and
BEFOREAND AFTeR Brain Worry, Kmissions, Sper-
matorrhoea, Impotency, Effects of Abuse or
Excess, all of which lead to Consum ion,
Infirmity, Insanity and an earl ve. rice
$1 per pkg., six for §5. One wilfp ease, six will
cure. Sold by all druggists or mailed in plain
g_acknge on receipt of price. Writefor Pamphlet,

he Wood Medicine Co., Windsor, Ontario,

3
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Handy
Rubber
Stamps.

Py bl % Soeteek "
T T R T T N T T T T eI e .

We are the Local Agents for
MACK’S
Celebrated Rubber Stamps.
All kinds of Dies and

Stencils made to order

Anslow Bros.,

Publishers,
] CAMPBELLTON

ET SRS T R R S R SR B RUR I B ]

--------

Engine and Boiler [For
Sale

A four horse power engine, and
six horse power boiler in good con-
dition. Compact and light, Just
the thing for driving light machin-
ery or wood cutter.

For terms apply to
ANsLow BROTHERS

29-tf Campbeliton

O.SMITH

NEW YORK LIFE,
FIRE AND MARINE INSURANCH
Real Estate Agent
and Collector, °*

CAMPBELLTON, N. B.

TRUCKING

I wish to inform the public that | 1
am now in a position to do all kinds
of truckiig and delivering. Pianos,
Organs, Furniture etc  handled by
experienced hands. Customess wish:
ing to ship freight may have same
properly addressed, billed and shipp-
ed as well as if done by themselves..
All work promptly attended to night

or day.
31-tf - F Gaudin

UNDERTAKING

Monuments.

Our stock is complete,
new and just meets the
needs of the_present
day.

Warerooms in Taylor’s New Building

D. F. GRAHAM.

IMPROVEMENTS ?

Improve your educatiou by means
of the Great Standard Dictionary 1903
Edition.

Improve'your Eyesight by ‘one match’
Vapor Gas Lamps,best in the world,
Improve your Health by a regular
Vapor Bath and you will have the best
aids of modern civilization. All instock
and sold at wholesale rates to introduc
Address all orders to
M. R. BENN Douglastown, N. B.

Ghe Gentleman
From Indiana i

By BoorH TARKINGTON

B BB el e Bedle oo e oo

Copyvight, 1899, by Doubleday (R McClare Ceo.
Copyright, 1902, by McClurs, Phillips R Co.
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“But what's it for?”

“Why—it’s—it’s likely meant fer dec-
orations.”

“It seems to have been ‘here some
time.”

“It has. I reckon it's most due to be
called in. It's be’n up ever sence—
sence”’— -

“Who put it up, Ross?” _

“We did.” S S

“What for?’

Ross was visibly embarrassed. “Why
—fer—fer the other. editor.”

“For Mr. Fisbee?”

“Land, no! You don’t suppose we’d
go to all that work and bother to brisk-
en things up for that old gentleman,
do you?”

“I meant young Mr. Fisbee. He is
the other editor, isn’t he?”

“QL!” said Ross *“Young Mr. Fis-
bee? Yes; we put’em up fer him.”

“You did? Did he appreciate them?”
“Well, he—seemed to—kind of MNke
lem.ll

“Where is he now?
find him.”

“He’s gone.”

“Gone? Hasn't he been here this aft-
ernoon ?”’

“Yes; some the time. Come in and
stayed durin’ the leevy you was holdin’
and saw the extry off all right.”

“When will he be back?” -

“Sence it’s be’'n a daily he gits hers
by 8 after supper, but don’t stay very
late. Old Mr. Fisbee and Parker look
after whatever comes in then, ualess
it's something special. He’ll likely be
here by half past 8 at the farthest off.”

“I can’t wait till then. I've been
wanting to see him every minute since
I got in, and he hasn’t been near me.
Nobody could even point him out to me.
Where has he gone? I want to see him
now.”

“Want to discharge him again?” said
a voice from the door, and, turning,
they saw that Mr. Martin stood there
observing them.

“No,” said Harkless. “I want to give
him -the Herald. Do you know where
he is?”

Mr. Martin stroked his beard delib-
erately. "“The person you speak of
hadn’t ought to be very hard to find in
Carlow, and—well, maybe when found
you'll want to put a kind of a codicil
to that deed to the Herald. The com-
mittee was reckless enough to hire that
carriage of yours by the day, and Keat-
ing and Warren Smith are sitting in it
up at the corner with their feet on the
cushions to show how used they are
to riding around with four white horses
every day in the week. It's waiting
till you’re ready to go out to Briscoes’.
There’s an hour before supper time, and
you can talk to young Fisbee all you
want. He’s out there.”

The first words Warren Smith spoke
had lifted the veil of young Fisbee’s
duplicity; had shown John with what
fine intelligence and supreme delicacy
and sympathy young Fisbee had work-
ed for him, had understood him and
had made him, If the open attack on
McCune had been made and the damna-
tory evidence published in Harkless’
own paper while Harkless himself was
a candidate and rival he would bhave
felt dishonored. The McCune papers
could have been used for Halloway’s
benefit, but not for his own, and young
Fisbee had understood and had saved
him. It was a point of honor that many
would have held finical and inconsist-
ent, but one that young Fisbee had
comprehended was vital to Harkless.
And this was the man he had dis-
charged like a dishonest servant, the
man who had thrown what (in Carlow
eyes) was riches into his lap, the man
who bad made his paper and who had
made bhim and saved lim. Harkless
wanted to see young Fisbee as he long-
ed to see only one other person in the
world. S

As the barouche drove up to the
brick house he made out through the
trees a retreative flutter of skirts on
the porch, and the thought crossed his

I came here to

THE WORLD OUVER

Thousands of Mothers
are using

DR. CODERRE’S
INFANTS' SYRUP

For Children’s Allments, you cannot but

admit the fact that this preparation b

is one of merit and is all what is
claimed for it. It is safe, pleasant

and soothing for children teething,
and a prompt checker of bowel and
stomach troubles.

Physicians and Professional
nurses recommend it.

In purchasing, see that Dr. Co-
derre’s signature and portrait is on

every wrapper. Beware of the many
SyRrUPS put up in a similar form and
# made to look like Dr. Coderre’s.
Price, 25cts. per botlle, or by mail
on receipt of price.
Sole proprietors, THE WINGATE CHEMI-
cAL Co. Limited, Montreal, Canada.
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‘mind that Minnie had flown indoors
to give some final directions toward tle
preparation of the banquet. But when
the barouche halted at the gate he was
surprised to see her waving to him
from the steps, while Tom Meredith and
Mr. Bence and Mr. Boswell formed a

little court around her. Lige Willettd
rode up on horseback at the same mo-
ment, and the judge was waiting in
front of the gate. Harkless stepped out
of the barouche and took his hand. “I
was told young Fisbee was here.”

“Young Fisbee is here,” said thol

Judge.

Mr. Fisbee came around the corner
of the house and went toward Hark-
less. “Fisbee,” cried the latter, “where
is your nephew?”

The old man took his hand in both
his own and looked him between the
eyes and thus stood while there was a
long pause, the others watching them.
“You must not say that I told you,” he
said at last. “Go into the garden.”

But when Harkless’ step crunched
the garden there was no one there.
Asters were blooming in beds between
the green rogebushes, and their many
fingered hands were flung open in wide
surprise that he should expect to find
young Fisbee there. It was just before
sunset. Birds were gossiping in the
sycamolgg on the bank, At the foot of
the garden, near the creek, there were
some tall hydrangea bushes, flower
laden, and beyond them one broad
shaft of sun smote the creek bends for
a mile in that flat land and crossed the
garden like a bright, taut drawn vell.
Harkless passed the bushes and step-
ped out into this gold brilliance. Then
he uttered a cry and stopped. Helen
was standing beside the hydrangeas
with both hands pressed to her face
and her eyes cast on the ground. She
had run away as far as she could run.
There were high fences extending
Gown to the creek on each side, and the
water was. beyond.

“You!” he said. “You! You!”

She did not lift her eyes, but began
to move away from him with little
backward steps.
the bench on the bank she spoke with
a quick intake of breath and in a voice
be almost failed te hear, the merest
whisper, and her words came so. slow-
fy that sometimes minutes separated
them. “Can you—will you keep me—on

the Herald?”

“K%pymf—

He came near her. “I don’t under-
stand. Is it you—you—who are here

again?”’

“Have you forgiven me? You know
—now—why 1 wouldn’t resign? You
forgive my—that telegram ?”

“What telegram?”

“The one that came to you—this
morning.”

“Your telegram?”

“Yes.”

“Did you send me one?”

“Yes.”

“It did not come to me.”

“Yes—It did.” "

“But—what was it about?”’

“It was signed,” she said; “it was
signed”— She paused and turned half
away, not lifting the downcast lashes.
Her hand, resting upon the back of the
bench, was shading. She put it behind
her. Then her eyes were lifted a little,
and, though they did not meet his, he
saw them, and a glory sprang into be-
ing in his heart. Her voice fell still
lower, and two heavy tears rolled down
ber cheeks. “It was signed,” she whis-
pered, “it was signed—‘H. Fisbee.’ ”

He began to tremble from head to
foot. There was a long silence. She
had turned full away from him. When
he spoke his voice was as low as hers,
and bhe spoke as slowly as she had.
“You mean—then—then it was—you?”

“Yes.” -

llYou!"

“Yes.”

“And you-you have—yon have been
here all the time?”

“All—all except the week—you were
—hurt.” .

The bright veil that wrapped them
was drawn away, and they stood in the
quiet, gathering dusk. He tried to
loosen his neckband; it seemed to be
~choking him. “I—I can’t—I don’t com-

STANTON'S PAIN RELIEF,

A FAMILY REMEDY FOR INTERNAL AND EXTERNAL USE

“You!" he gaid. “You!l”

When she reached -

SIS == 2 ZT TITIRE I
what it all means.”

“It means nothing,” she answered.

“There was an editorial yesterday,”
he said, “an editorial that I thought
was about Rodney McCune. Did you
write it?” E

“Yes.” .

“It was about—me—wasn't it?”

“Yes.” )

“It sald—it said that—that T had won

the—the—love of every person in Car-
low county.”

Suddenly she found her voice. “Do
not misunderstand me,” she said rapid-
ly. “I have done, the little that I have
done out of gratitude.” She faced him

now. but without meeting his eves. “I
owed you more gratitude than a wom-

an ever owed a man before, I think,
and I would have died to pay a part
of it.”

“What gratitude did you owe me?”

“What gratitude? For what you did
for my father.”

“I have never seen your father in my
life.”

“Listen. My father is a gentle old
man with white halr and kind eyes.
My name is my uncle’s. He and my
aunt have been good to me as a fathep
and mother since I was seven years
old, and they gave me their name by
law, and I lived with them. My fa-
ther came to see me once a year; I nev-
er came to see him. He always told me
everything was well with him, that his
life was happy, and I thought it was
easier for him not having me to take
care of, he has been so poor ever since
I was a child. Once he lost the little
be had left to him in the world, his
only way of making his living. He had
no friends; he was hungry and desper-
ate, and he wandered. I was dancihg
and going about wearing jewels—only
I did not know. All the time the brave
heart wrote me happy letters. I should
have known, for there was one who
did and who saved him. When at last
I came to see my father he told me—he
had Written of his idol before, but it
was not till I came that he told it all
to me. Do you know what I felt?
While his daughter was dancing co-
tillons a stranger had taken his hand
and—and”’— A sob rose in her throat
and checked her utterance for a mo-
ment, but she threw up her head proud-
ly. “Gratitude, Mr. Harkless!”” she
cried. “I am James Fisbee’s daugh-
ter!”

He fell back from the bench with a
sharp exclamation and stared at her
through the gray twilight. She went
on hurriedly, still not looking at him,
“I wanted to do something to show you
that I could be ashamed of my vile
neglect of him—something to show you
his daughter could be grateful—and it
has been such dear, happy work, the
little I have done, that it seems, after
all, that I have done it for love of my-
self. It is what I had always wanted
to do—to earn a living for myself, to
live with my father. When I came
here, my aunt and uncle were terribiy
afraid I would stay with him. It was
to prevent this that they determined to
go abroad, and my father said I must
go back to them. Then you were—
were burt, and he needed me so much
bhe let me stay. When you—when

you told me”—she broke off with &
strange, fluttering, half inarticulate lit-

tle laugh that was half tears and then -

resumed in anether tone—‘‘when .you
told me you cared that night—that
night of the storm—how could I be
sure? It had been only two days, you
see. and even if I could bave been sure
of myself—why, I couldn’t have told
you. Oh, I had so brazenly thrown my-
self at your head time and again those
two days in my—my worship of your
goodness to my father and my excite-
ment in recognizing in his friend the
hero of my girlhood that you had ev-
ery right to think I cared; but if—but
if I had—if I bhad—loved you with my
whole soul I could not have—why, no
woman could have—I mean the sort of
girl I am—couldn’t have admitted it—
must bave denied it. Do you think that
then I could have answered ‘Yes,’ even
it I bad wanted to—even if I had been
sure of myself? And now”— Her
voice sank again to a whisper. “And
now”’—

_ “And now?” he said tremulously. She
gave a hurried glance from right to left
and from left to right, like one in ter~
ror seeking a way of escape; she gathe
ered her skirts in her hand as if to run
into the garden, but suddenly she turn-

ed and ran to him. She threw her arms.

about his neck and kissed him on the
forehead.

When they heard the judge calling
from the orchard they went back
th#*ough the garden toward the house.
It was dark. The whitest asters were
but gray splotches. There was no one
in the orchard. Briscoe had gone in-
doors:

“Did you know you are to drive me
into town in the phaeton for the fire-
works?” she asked. .

“Fireworks?” '

“Yes. The great Harkless has come
home.” Even in the darkness he could
see the look the vision bad given him
when the barouche turned into the
square. She smiled upon him and
said, “All afternoon I was wishing 1
eould have been your mother.”

He clasped her hand more tightly.
“This wonderful world!” he cried.
“Yesterday I had a doctor—a doctor to
eure me of lovesickness!”

After a time they had proceeded a
fittle nearer the house. “We must
Rurry,” she said. “I am sure they have
been waiting for us.” - This was truej
they bad.

From the dining room came laughter
and hearty voices, and the windows

were bright with the light of many

lamps. By and by they stood just-out-

side the patch of light that fell from

one of the windows.
“Look!” said Helen.

good, dear people?”
“The beautiful people!” he answere&

THE END.

“Aren’t they

‘‘MEATS THAT SATISFY'’

Many Kinds to Tempt thé Appetite.

Laing’s Canned Meats are the best of
appetizers. When you get tired of roasts and
stews and steaks, you will find what the
appetite craves in

LAING’S
Canned Meats

4o different kinds—seasoned by a chef
who knows how to win pampered tastes.

Something new and something good for
every meal—ready to serve- -and economical.

Let us know if your grocer does not
handle Laing’s Corned Beef, Ox Tongue,
Devilled Meats, and the rest.

THE LAIKG PACKING & PROVISION CO. LIMITED.
MONTREAL.
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ED X TONGUE
2o fnmill_:-
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“PROGRESS”
Tuxedo Suits

For informal dinners, *“ stag * .events,
and all functions where ladies are nol in
evening dress. 3

There’s a richness and elegance—a
grace and smartness—to  “ PROG-
RESS " Brand Tuxedos that make
them universally worn by well-dressed
.men,

Soft worsteds, lined with silk, cut in
the newest London and New York
1 styles, ‘and faultless fitting.

Dealers have separate Tuxedo Coats
and Vests. as well as the complete
suits.

Sold by leading clothiers
throughout Canada.

ProgREZ|
Frogress Brand Clothing may be had from Fraser, Fraser & Co

WINCHESTER

v FACTORY LOADED SMOKELESS
POWDER SHOTGUN SHELLS

Good shells in your gun mean a good bag

in the-feld 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 KEEPTHEM

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 Hdrrow to a Binder or Thresher.

Prices right. Terms to surt the purchaser,.

Write for Catalogue, but better to call and see-
for yourself.

R. &£ T. Ellsworth.

Hugh Tiller Building, Campbellton, N. B.
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% FINE OFFICE STATIONERY %

is a requisite of every business [man,
‘and every business should use none
but the best.
LET US HAVE YOUR NEXT ORDER

BRKHK

and you will have the best that care
and skill can turn out. Our office is

specially equipped for this class of
work,

LETTER HEADS, NOTE HEADS, STATEMENTS, ENVELOPES
ANSLOW BROS.,

“EVENTS" :
Printers and Publishers, Campbellton, N, B.
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