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Japanese Menthol is unequal
led as a pain relieving agent. 
Applied in the “ D. & L.” 
Menthol Plaster it is the most 
effective (remedy known for 
Lumbago, Sciatica, Rheumatic 
Aches and Pains. Try a “D. 
& L.” Menthol Plaster the 
next time you are suffering 
from any one of these com
plaints and be convinced. 25c. 
each at druggists.
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A Splendid Tonic
Builds up the System
Strengthens the

Muscles 
Clves New Life

Sold by all medicine deniers» 
Davis & Lawrence Co., Montreal.

OTTAWA.
Sculptural Competition ois designs

FUR TWO AioNUMKXTK
1. Compel itive design* arc invited 

for two momnticiits. one to the mem
ory of the late Hon. George Brown 
and the other to the memory of the 
late Hon. T.iomas D'Arey* McGee. ,

2. Each monument is not whtm com
pleted find in position, to cost more 
than i . thousand dollars, including 
.ledes* . from tin* level of the ground-.

3. T.. - minpvtilii.il is open only to 
artists i i'lvhr in Canada, and artists 
of Cana;t ; birth residing elsewhere.

4. The - will he at a point in the
Govern in -, •voperty at Ottawa, to be 
hereafteri. ‘d.

5. Design 1 lie in the form of
sketch modi , plaster, made a uni
form scale of • lid one-half inches 
to the foot. A., '-"ptihii of the design 
shall accompn.. >aeh model. No 
iianie, motto or « desci fictive de
vice i- lo be attne , to the models or 
description. Tfi ■••impvtitor shall 
send liis name in a -Nilcd envelope 
without distinctive n. . k thereon.

Ü. The author of tin- host designs 
will he awarded the commission of the 
work, the second best, ."itKI.OU and the 
third best $300.00.

7. The models and .-ill comi.iunica- 
-tions regarding this matter shall be 
addressed to

Advisory Art Council,
Care of Uep’ .ot Public Works,

Ottawa, Canada.
The designs must hoVieli r.-ivd before# 

tin- 1st day of Feb. 1010 They will be 
kept, hum public view until the reward 
has been made. All expenses of deliv
ering tlie sketch-models anil accom
panying descriptions shill be paid to 
the eoiiiiiotil ts. Kketeh-models will, 
after the award at the expense of the 
department be returned upon the 
request of vompetitors, but at the risk 
of the competitors.

Notice of the award will be sent to 
each competitor.

The award will only be binding pro
vided the successful competitor is 
prepared to furnish satisfactory evi
dence, xx it h sceurit y if demanded, Huit 
he van • :eciite tin- work for Hie sum 
mentioned above.

'>' saboli-: teskihh.

Departm nil of |>;:b|i Work--.
Ottawa, Aug. 17. V.lOi).

News;» itx-rs -x ill no! la* paid for this 
ail vert i>, : i ; • lit ifthev insert it without 
authority from the Department.

B?rgais ! fepi’ ! !
We have a number of 

lines that are selling be
low cost to make room for 
Goods now on the way.

noon they came to sight of, a little 
stern -wheeled craft |hat puffed and 
pattered manfully agilnst the sweep
ing current, hiding behind the points 
and bars and following the slackest 
water.

•‘It’s the mission boat!" Cried Necia. 
“It’s the mission boat! Father Barnuin 
will be aboard/', ;

She waved her arms madly and min
gled her voice with Poleon's until a 
black robed figure appeared beside the 
pilothouse.

“Father Barnum!” she screamed, and. 
recognizing her. he signaled back.

Soon they were alongside, and a pair 
of Siwash deck hands lifted Xevia 
aboard. Doret following after, the 
painter of the Peterborough in his 
teeth. He dragged both canoes out of 
the boiling tide and laid them bottom 
up on the forward deck, then climbed 
the narrow little stairs to find Necia 
in the arms of a hen-iirn-int. white 
haired priest, the best beloved man on 
the Yukon, who broke away from the 
girl to greet the Frenchman. Ids kind 
face alight with astonishment.

“What is all this I hear? Slowly. 
Doret. slowly: My little girl Is talk
ing foo’ furl dusty for these4 poor old 
wits to follow. 1 can't understand. 1 
arn^amazed. Wh.it is this, tale,}"

Together they told him. while his 
blue eyes now qpened wide with won
der. now grew soft with pity, then 
blazed with Indignation When they 
had finished he laid his hand upon 
Doret's shoulder.

“My son, Ï thank GxhI for your good 
body and your vivais heart. You saved 
our Necia. and you will be rewarded. 
As to this—this—man Runuion. we 
must find him, and he must be sent 
out of the country.”

It required’ some pressure to per
suade the Frenchman, but at last lie 
consented, and as the afternoon drew 
to a close the little steamboat cauie 
sqr.attering and wheezing up to the 
bar where. Itunnion had built his tire 
that morning, and a long, shrill blast 
summoned him from the point above. 
When be did not appear tin* priest took 
Poleon and his round faced, silent 
crew of two and went up the bank, 
but they found no si:#) of the crip
pled man—only a few rags, a trampled 
patch of brush at the forest’s edge, 
and that v.as all. The springy moss 
••In $ wed no trail. The thicket gave no 

■ \wr to their cries, although they 
.•■pent.»'» hoar in a scattered search 
.and sounded the steamboat’s whistle 
again cud again.

••He's try fur walk ir back to camp.”
Doret. “Mvbhe lie nil»’ hurt so 

n:u= !i, after all."
“You must be right.” said Father 

liarunm. "Wo will keep the steamer 
e!« se io tins shore, so that he can hail 
es xvlu it xve i vert:;!:»» him."

u-.i s;> they n-une.I their toilsome 
re . le: i mile a Per mi’e fell behind 

" i, . ami • ; ; ! m* volee < a me from the
v. . ' ; .. : . m ü,si them. D rot.

I ! -:'i nt. loUligc.d against

.?••-: '*•'!! n i:e i«:lled li"nii squares 
! • ,-v. ; . I,: ; keen eyes appar-

v ::r::’u every to, t of tlieir
Will u
I'afi I Vrt

MEM’S SHIRTS Sr 
BOYS’ OVERALLS 

at 45c. each.

EVERYTHING
Will be Sold off Cheep.

>«$>><$'•♦-<$ Fî*

Call and examine our sloe!;, and be con 
vinced that you can SAVE MONEY by buy
ing from

John O’Brien
Morrissy Block, Newcastle.

We Expect
As a matter of course

Our usual rush the first of September. 
No need of wait! tig till then. There is no 
better time for entering than just now. 
A «eat in our rooms these hot days is a

I>ositive luxurv. Call, or send for Catu- 
ogue containing terms and courses of 

study.

S. Kerr

lit fell at last 
lg!it lie

rhoird. sud led

< :î \ :1 r.win 
■ :• \ ! r. :: ; i !i M.xtiixu vrovt.r.

' *.-<)< 'IlF.KK" Mill eatnc ill! • t!
' H.-'diuu post on file follow-

• ; m« rula-: :• ::il found Gale
tending stove as If nothing 

; ! ! : : i {Î «•••i-unt-d.
• : W'li.it's I '• S about you and

• i h,. r you I ivd a horrible run 
•1 iivit you >;»:ir him up the back

I: xi a row.* i'dmhted the tfad- 
i -it's been ,i ;< ng time working 

:.i't night i: «ante ion head.”
"« 1 : 1 iv.' .'.’id to think of Lien 

• : . bein' liekeil! Why. the whole 
ilop's talkin' ali- vt it' '1’hey say he 

a:-ptiv<l two six si.outers at you. but 
it-co:i.i:i'. ai:d when you <1 i<1 

< • i , t:i• :i yon v.st carved your ini- 
. .!< «01 him like be was a l asswood 

Fay. Jet:;). lie's a goner, sure.” 
“Do yen mean he's-passing out?” 
"•<)!:. i:o. I reckon he'll get well, 

!vu:n what 1 hear, though lie won't let 
• - in dy come near hlui except old Doc. 
! * i : t he's lost a battle, and that ends 
: dm Don't you savvy? Whenever a 
killer quits second best It breaks his 
hoodoo. Why. there’s been men lay in' 
for him these twenty years from here 
to the Rio Grande, and every feller he 
ever bested will hear of this and begin 
to grease his holster; then the first 
shave tail desperado that meets him 
will spit in his eye just to make .a 
name for himself. No. sir! He's a 
spent shell. He’s got to tight all his 
battles over again, and this time the 
other ftjler will open the ball,, Oh. 
I’ve seen it happen before. You killed 
him last night: just as sure ns if you’d 
hung up *ls hide to dry, and he knows 
It.”

*Tzm a peaceable man,” said Gale on 
the defensive, “ifhad/o do It.” * f 

"I know! I knfKy! There was wit
nesses. vTli is dressmaker at the fort 
soewit, so I hear.”

Tho other acquiesced silently

can't get over that It must 'a' been 
somethin' powerful strong to make you 
do it John.” When the old man 
vouchsafed no more than a nod to a 
question the prospector inquired:

“Where's Poleon? I've got news for 
him from the creek.”

"I don’t know. Why?’
“His laymen have give up. They’ve 

crosscut his ground, and the pay ain’t 
there, so they’ve quit work for good.” 

“He drew a blank, eh?”
“Worse’n that—three of them. The 

creek is spotteder than a leopard. 
Iiunnion’s men, for instance, are into 
It bigger than a house, while Poleon’s 
people can’t raise a color. 1 call it 
tough luck—yes. worse’n tough. It’s 
hard biled and pickled. To them as 
has shall it be given and to them as 
hasn’t shall be took even what they 
ain’t got. as the poet says Look at 
Necia: She'll be richer than a cream 
puff. Guess I’ll step around and see 
her.”

“She’s gone.” said the trader wearily, 
turning his haggard face from the 
prospector.

“Gone! Where?"
“Up river with Runnion. They got 

her away from me last night.”
"Sufferin’ snakes!” ejaculated Lee. 

"So that’s why!" Then be added sim
ply, “Let’s go and git her. John.”

The trader looked at him queerly. 
“Maybe I won’t—on the first boat! 

I’m eating my heart out hour by hour 
waiting—waiting—waiting for some 
kind of a craft to come, and so is Bur
rell.”

“What’s he got to do with it?" said 
the one eyed miner jealously. “Can’t 
you and me bring her back?”

“He’ll marry her! God. won’t there 
never be a boat?”

For the hundredth time that mom-, 
ing he went to the door of the post 
and strained his eyes downstream.

“Well, well! Them two goin* to be 
married," said Lee. “Stark licked, and 
Necia goin’ to be married—all nt once, 
i hate to see it. John. He ain’t good 
enough. She could 'a' done a heap bet
ter. There’s a lot of reg’lar men around 
uore, and she could *a’ had her pink. Of 
course, always bein’ broke like n dog 
myself. I ain’t kept up my persona! np- 
uearance like I ought, but I’ve got some 
new clothes now, and you wouldn't 
know me. I bought ’em off a tender
foot with cold feet, but they’re the 
goods, and you’d see a big improve
ment in me.”

“lie’s a good man.” said Gale, “bet
ter than you or me, and he's all torn 
up over this. I never saw a man act 
so. When he learned aboüt it I thought 
he'd go mad. He's haunted the river 
lunk ever since, raging about for some 
means of following her, and if I hadn't 
fairly held him he'd have set out single 
handed.”

While they were talking Burrell 
came iu, and “No Creek” saw that the 
night had affected the youth even more 
than it hail Gale, or at least he showed 
the marks more plainly, for his face 
was drawn, his eyes were sunken as if 
from hunger, and his whole body 
seemed tv have fallen away till his 
uniform hung upon him loose, unkempt 
and careless.

”1 can’t wait much longer,” said Bur
rell and sauk wearily into a scat. Al
most the next instant he was on liis 
feet again, saying to the trader, as he 
had said it a score of times already: 
“Runnion comes to me, Gale! You un
derstand he's mine, don’t you?”

The old mnu nodded. “Yes; yon can 
take him.”

“Well, who do I git?” asked Leo.
“You can’t come along,” the traded 

said. “We may have to follow the 
hound clean to the States. Think of 
your mine.”

“To blazes with the mine!" exploded 
the shaggy prospector. “I reckon I’m 

| kind of a daddy to your gal, and I’m 
: goin’ to be in at the finish.”
! Suddenly the lieutenant uttered a 

cry, and with a bound Gale was beside 
him.

“Look! Over the point! Down yon
der! I saw smoke!”

The three stared at the distant for
est fringe that masked the bend of the 
river until their eyes ached.

“You're tired, my boy,” said Gale. 
“Walt.”

He obeyed and finally over th entree- 
tops saw a faint streamer of black.

"It is! It is!” cried the soldier. 
“I’m going for my war bag.” And be
fore the steamboat had hove into 
sight he was back with his scanty 
bundle of baggage, behaving like one 
daft, talking and laughing and run
ning here and there. Lee watched 
him closely, then wt *t behind the bar 
and poured out a stiff glass of whisky, 
which he made BurrtiH drink. To Gale 
he whispered a moment later;

“Keep your eye on him, John. He'll 
go• mad at this rate.” •- 

They waited, it seemqd interminably, 
until.at last a white hull slowly round
ed the point, then shaped a course 
n< rnss the outrent toward the other 
bstfk. where the water was less swift. 
As It came fully Into sight -Gale swore 
nUtud in despair:

“it.'s’the mission boat!”
“AYi ll.-TNi it of that'?” sAJd Burrell. 

•‘We'll hire'i^—buy It—take it!”-*
•I: ; u > e. Fliv ain’t hot but three 

<! : ;k .vVi' lu Iwr engine t,” Leo ex» 
fikitml. "Flil'Yj a* down live»'

has to nm with the current to move.”
“We can’t use her.” Gale gave in re

luctantly. “She’d only lose time for 
us. We’re got to wait for one of the 
A. C. boats.” ,

“Wait!" cried Burrell. “We’ve done 
nothing but wait. wait, wait! Let’s do 
something!"

“You go back yonder and set down." 
commanded Lee. “We’ll have a boat 
before long."

The arrival of the tiny mission 
steamer was never of sufficient im
portance to draw a crowd to the river
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bring her Ixicli to you, m'sicu'!" 

bank, so the impatient men at the post 
relaxed interest in her as she came 
• reeping up abreast of the town. It 
was little Johnny Gale who first saw 
Necia and Poleon on board, for he had 
recognized Father Ilamum's craft at a 
distance and stationed himself at the 
bank hand in hand with Molly to bid 
the good, kind old man welcome.

The men inside the house did not 
hear the boy crying Neeia's name, for 
his voin* was small, and they had gone 
to tin* rear of the store.

"Understand? You leave Runnion 
to me." Burrell was saying. “No man 
shall lay hands on him except me.” 
Hie voice trailed away. He rose slow
ly in his feet, a strange light on his 
face. The others turned to see what 
sight had drawn his eyes. In the 
«ruMlng. all splendid with the gnlder 
sunlight, stood Necia and Poleon Doret, 
who had her by the hand, and she 
was smiling.

Gale uttered a great cry and went 
to meet them, but the soldier could 
move nothing save his lips and stood 
(lazed and disbelieving. He saw them 
dimly coming toward him and heard 
Poleon's voice as if at a great distance; 
saw that the Frenchman’s eyes were 
upon him and that his words were di
rected to him.

“I bring her back to you, m’sieu’!”
Doret laid Neeia’s hand in that of 

her lover, and Burrell saw her smil
ing shyly up at him. Something grip
ped him chokingly, anil he could utter 
no sound. There was nothing to say. 
She was here, safe, smiling; that was 
all. And the girl, beholding the glory 
in his eyes, understood.

Gale caught her away from him then 
and buried her in his arms.

A woman came running into the 
store and, seeing tl"* group, paused at 
the door—a shupelv* -, silent, shawled 
figure In silhouette against the day. 
The trader brought the girl to her fos
ter mother, who began to talk in her 
own tongue with a rapidity none of 
them had ever heard before, her voice 
as tender as some wild bird’s song. 
Then the two women went away to
gether around the store into the house. 
Poleon had told Necia all the amazing i 
story that had come to him that dire
ful night, all that he had overheard, 
all that he knew and much that ho 
guessed.

The priest came Into the store short
ly, and the men fell upon him for in
formation, for nothing was to be 
gained from Poleon, who seemed 
strangely fagged and weary and who 
had said but little.

“Yes, yes, yes!” laughed Father Bar
nuin. “I’ll tell you all I know, of 
course, but first I must meet Lieuten
ant Burrell and take him by the hand.”

The story did not lose In Ills telling, 
particularly when he came to describe 
the fight on the gravel bar which no 
man had seen and of which Poleon 
had told him little, but the good priest 
was of a militant turn, and his blue 
eyes glittered and flashed like an old 
crusader's.

“It was a wondrous combat,” he de
clared. with all the spirit of a specta
tor. “for Poleon advanced barehanded 
and bent him down even as the man 
fired into Ids face.”

The Frenchman moved uneasily.
“Waal, I don’ know. lie niu’ tight so 

hard.”
“You couldn’t find no trace of him?” 

snkl Lee.
“No trace whatever,” Father Bar

naul replied. “i>ut he will surely reach 
some place of ^refuge where we can 
pick him up, for the days are still nd!d 
and the woods full-of berries.”

“Pll'hc on the lookdut for him." said 
the lieutenant grimly.

When the voluble old priest ’r,1 :
last <*xhitusted hi; nartultlvç he re 
que.-lvd of lîi.rrvll lia* p ivi. e «-! a 
few words and drew Id-a ap.'.rt lY- s .■ 
Ujo others. His face was waiyu wi u

Principal
Well, well! Ben Stark

Understanding.
“I bad a long conversation with my 

little girl, for she ts like a daughter to 
me, and I discovered the depth of her 
love for you. Do you love her as much 
as j'ou should?”

“As much as I can. They don’t make 
words or numbers big enough to tell 
you how dear she Is to me.”

“Then why delay? Tomorrow 1 leave 
again, and one never knows what a 
day may bring forth."

“But Stark1/’ the young man cried 
“He's her father, you know, lie's like 
a madman, and she's si ill under age.”

”1 know very little of laxv uutsidv uf 
the church.” the father observed: "but. 
as I understand it. if she marries be
fore he forbids her the law will bold 
him powerless. Now, he has never 
made himself known to her. he has 
never forbidden her anything, and. al
though my conclusion may not be cor
rect. 1 believe it is. and you have a 
chance if you make haste. At your 
age, my boy, 1 never needed a spur.”

“A spur? Good Lord! I’m trom 
Kentucky !"

“Once she is yours before God your 
hold will be stronger in the eyes uf 
men. If l am wrong and he takes her 
from you—well, may some other priest 
re wed you two. I shan't."

“Don’t worry," laughed Bvrrell, 
ablaze at the thought. “You’re the 
only preacher who’ll kiss my bride, 
for I’m a jealous man, and all the 
Starks and all the fathers iu the world 
won’t get her away from me. l>o you 
think she’ll do it?”

“A woman in love will do anything.” 
Burrell seized the little man by the. 

hand. “If I had known more law you 
needn’t have given me this hint.”

Together they went into the trader's 
house.

Back in the store there was silence 
after the priest and the soldier went 
out, which Gale broke at last:

“This forgiveness talk is all right, 1 
suppose, but I want Runnion.”

“We’ll git him, too,” growled Lee. at 
which Poleon uttered a curt exclama
tion:

“No!”
“Why not?" said the miner.
“Waal,” the Canadian drawled slow

ly, then paused to light the cigarette 
he had rolled in a bit of wrapping pa
per, inhaled the smoke deeply to the 
bottom of his lungs, held it there a 
moment and blew it out through mouth 
and nostrils before adding, “you’ll jus’ 
be wastin’ tana*!"

Gale looked up from beneath his 
thatch of brow and asked quietly: 

“Why?”
“You ’member story I tol’ you wan 

day two, free mont’ ago." Poleon re
marked. with apparent evasion. “’bout 
Johnny Platt w’at I ketch on do Por
cupine all et up by skeeter bugs?”

“I do.” answered Gale.
“Waal”—he met their eyes square

ly. then drew another long breath 
from his cigarette—“I'm jus' hopin’ 
nobody don’ pick it up dis Rutin: -:: 
feller de same way. Mebbe dev tin*
heps lmn's tie’ bellin’ *iru wi;’ piece of 
beeu tinirt.”

"Good God."’ cried the trader, start
ing to his feet. “You—you”—

“Of course I’m jus' «’posin'. He was 
feel purty good wen I lef. He was 
feci so good I tak' lives coat for keep- 
lit’ off deni bugs from me, biocause i 
lef' it my own shirt on «it.* canoe. lie’s 
nice feller dat way. lit* give up easy. 
Ba gosh, I never see worse place for 
skvoters!”

Gale fell silent, and “No Creek" Lee 
began to swear in little, useless, inef
fective oaths, which w«*iv but two 
ways of showing similar emotions. 
Then the former st<*w«*d i;p and laid 
a big hand upon Poleon's shoulder. 

"That saves us quite a trip." he said. 
Father Ravnum fourni the three still 

talking in the store when he had fin
ished an hour’s counsel with Necia; so 
came straight to ;he point. It was 
work that delighted his soul, for lie 
loved the girl and had formed a strong 
admiration for Burrell.

The priest returned to Necia after 
giving directions about tin* wedding, 
leaving the trader ::i;d Poleon alone.

“I s'pose it's best." said the former. 
"Yes.”
“Beats the deuce, though, how 

things work out. don't it?”
“I’m glad for see dis day.” said the 

Frenchman. "He’s good man. an* he 
a in’ never goin’ to hurt her none.” 
lie paused. "Dvrv's jus’ wan t'ing I 
want for ask it of you. John. You 
’member dat day we stop on de birch 
grove an’ you spilt ’bout her an' tol' 
me dose story ’bout her medur. Waal,
I was dreamin’ dat tarn’, so I’m goin’ 
ask it you now don’ never tell her 
w’at I said.”

“Doesn’t she know, my boy?”
“No. I uln’ never spoke ’bout love. 

She t'lnks I’m broder wit’ her. an’— 
fiat's xv'at 1 am. ba gar!" lie could 
not hold his voice oven—it broke with 
him—but he avoided the old man's 
gaze. Gale took him by the shoulders.

“There ain’t nothing so cruel in the 
world as a gentlewoman.” said he, 
“but she wouldn’t hurt you for all the 
world, Poleon; only the blaze of this 
other thing has blinded her. She can’t 
sec nothing for the light of this new 
love of hers.”

“I know! Dat’s w’y—nobody ouder- 
stan’s but you an’ me.”

Gale looked out through the open 
door, past the sunlit river which came 
from a laud, of mystery and vanished 
into'a valley of forgetiulness, past the 
forest ami the IdHs, in his deep set 
eyes the light of a wondrous love that 
had lived with Irai these many weary 
yipire, und said:

•'Nobody vise can understand but 
me. I knew how it is. 1 had even a 
harder thing to hear, for youll know*

! e's >Xi||,v : A lei*, will! • I"- iW
• i e 11 • ■ t:.* : -rl. bv. "fier- ti ran*;* Im
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YOU have to buy hats / 

on faith, at best. A 
l Seems wisest. J

\ then, to buy a that l
J justifi -3 all the faith you [
' can show. That i; the i 
j kind labelled like this: J

j WA3KEFÏ ELD [
,Z<-—XL O N DÔN^-^ )
v It pays to find the hat- /
) store that sells them.
Z A. A. ALUN & CO.. Ltd., T0B0NI0 J
/ Wholesale Distributors for Caesd» A
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I.R.C. TIME TABLE
The I.1Î.C. change of time table 

will gu into eflcct next Sunday, 
June 27th. The departure of 
train: from Newcastle «ill be as 
Ici .. s:

DKIUliTUUU—NORTH 
Night freight. No. JO, 4.0.>
•Maritime, No. :i:| 24.00
Ocean Limit' d. No. I!K), 16.2")
l ast Ire ght. No. 75. 18.20
Local express. No ."iô, 14.10
Way freight, No. 07. 12:00

1 l.'il'A 11TURK—Si ll'TU 
Maritime. No. :l !. 5.10
Way freight No. OS, 14.40
l ast freight No. 7li. 11.45
Local express. No. Od. 10.45
< Ici-an Limited, No. 200, 12.45
Night freight. No. 40. 2.10

INI>1ANTOWN liliANCIl 
Leave lndiant o\ n, 8 55
Arrive at Niw astle, 10.20
Leave Neweast e. 10.05
Arrive at linlianto n 17.55

The splendid repuiaticn the
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