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Professional Cards

& J. M. OWEN,
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in A li ite Garri
—WILL BE AT HIS—

‘OFFICE IN MIDDLETON
(Over Roop’s Grocery Store.)
Every Thursday.

%’omular Agent of the United States.
Agent Nova Scotia Building Socieey.

gate.

—AGENT FOR—

Reliable Firo and Lifo Ins. Co.’s.

4@ Money to loan at flve’ per cent on Real
Estate security.

0. T. DANIELS
'BARRISTER,

NOTARY PUBLIC, Ete.
(RANDOLPHS BLOCK.)
Head of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on First-Olass
Real Hstate.

0. S. MILLER,
Barrister, &cC.

Real Estate Agent, eto.
SHAFNER BUILDING,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.

»

Prompu and satisfactory attention glven
to the collection of ciaims, and all other
professicual business.

s
DENTISTRY!
DR F. S. | ANDERSON

Gréduate of the University Maryland.

Cyown and Bridge Work a specialty.
ce nezt door to Union
ars: 9tob.

Office in Drug Store, corner Queen and
Granville Streets, formerly occupied by Dr.
Fred Primrose. ntis in all its
branches carefully and ?rompsly attended
to. Office days at Bridgetown, Monday
and Tuesday of each week.

v getown, Sept, 28rd, 1891,

¢ J. B. WHITMAN,

Land Survevyor,
ROUND HILL, N. 8.
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Leslie R. Fairn,
ARCHITECT.

Present P. O. address—
AYLESFORD, N 8
April 1st, 1903.—1y

Fine Watch Repairing.
THOS. '‘BIRD,

. Practical Watchmaker, .

.nform the people of Bridgetown and
surrounding country that he has permanent y
lecated next to Dr. DeBlois’ office on Granville
Street. where he is prepared to clean and re-

air all kinds of watches and clocks, and trus's
gy sound work and moderate charges to meri’
& fair share of public patronage.

UNION BANK OF HALIPAX

INCORPORATED 1856,

Begs to

Capital Authorized, - $3,000,000
Capital Subscribed, - 1,336,150
Capital Paid Up, - 1,336,150
Reserve Fund, - 931,405

DIRECTORS:
v ‘Wa. ROBERTSON, President.
W Rocag, M. P., Vice-President.
C. C. BLACKADAR, *GEO. MITcRELL, M. P. P.
E. G. SMITH, A. E. JONES,
GEORGE STAIRS.

Head Office: Halifax, N. .

E. L. THORNE, General Manager,
C. N, 8, Strickland, Asst. Gen. Mgr.
W. C. Harvey, - - Inspector.

BRANCHES:

Annapolis, Arichat, Baddeck; Barrington Pas-
sage, Bear River, Berwick, Bridgetown, Clarke's
Harbor, Dartmeuth, Digby, Glace Bay, Granville
Ferry, Halifax, Inverness, Kentville, Lawrence-
town, Liverpool, Lockeport, Mabou, Midd'etrn,
New Glasgow, North Sydney, Parrsboro, Sher-
brooke, Springhill, Sydney, Sydney Mines, 8t.
Peter's, Truro, Windsor, Wolfville, Yarmoath.

Port of Spain, Trinidad ; St. John, N.B.

CORRESPONDENTS:
Bank of Toronto and Branches, Canada.
Natio! Bank of Commerce, New York.
Mer: ' National Bank, Boston.
London and Westminster Bank, London, England,

Special attention is directed to the
COMPARATIVE STATEMENT below
showing the progress made by this Bank
1n the past sixteen years, also the increase
of business in the last year.

STATEMENT
1887 1903 1904
500,000 - $1,205,900 § 1,326,295
40,000 &IH% M.m
RE e
1,346
8,115,850
10,373,850

" SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.
Interest allowed at highest current rate

10,754
7,137,176
9,170,243
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The Géntleman
From Indiana

By BOOTH TARKINGTON

Gipyright, 1809, by Doubleday & McOlure O,
Copyright, 1902, by McGlure, Phililps & Go. 4
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CHAPTER XYV.
was 5 o'clock when Harkless
climbed the stairs to the Her-
ald office, and his right amn
: and hand were aching and
I'mp. Ross Schofield was the only per-
gon in the editorial room, and there
swas nothing in his appearance that
should have caused a man to start and
fall back from the doorway, but that
is what John did. “What's the matter,
Mr. Harkless?” cried Ross, hurrying
forward with a fear that the other
had been suddenly,re-seized by illness.

“What are those?” asked Harkless,
with a gesture of his hand that seemed
te include the entire room.

“Those?” repeated Ress, staring blank-
Iy.

“Those rosettes — these streamers —
that stovepipe—all this blue ribbon?”’

Ross turned tale. “Ribbon?” he said
inquiringly. “Ribbon?” He seemed
unable to perceive the decorations re-
ferred to.

“Yes,” answered John. “These ro-
settes on the chairs, that band, and"—

“Oh!” Ross answered. “That?’ He
fingered the band on the stovepipe as
if he saw it for the first time. “Yes;
I see.”

“But what's it for?”

“Why—it's—it's likely meant fer dec-
erations.”

“It seems to have been here some
time.”

“It has. I reckom i¥'s most due to be
called in. It's be'm up ever sence—
sence”—~

“Who put it up, Ress?* _

“We aid™

“What for?’

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

“For Mr. Fisbee?”

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

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

“Oh!” said Ross. “Young Mr. Fis
bee? Yes; we put ’em up fer him.”
“You aid? Did he appreciate them?”
“Well, he—seemed to—kind of like
lmn
“Where is he now? I came here to
find bhim.”

“He’s gone.”

“Gone? Hasn’t he been here this aft-
erncon "

“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 here

it's something special.
here by half past 8 at the farthest off.”
“I can’t wait till then.

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,” sald Harkless. “I want to give
him the Herald. Do you know where
he 187"

Mr. Martin stroked his beard delib-
erately.

Carlow, and—well, maybe when found

mittee was reckless emough to hire that

cushions to show how used they are
to riding around with four white horses
every day in the week. It's waiting

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 delfcacy
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 have
felt dishonored. The McCume papers
could have been used for Halloway’'s
benefit, but not for his own, and young
Fisbee bad understood and had saved
him. It was a point of honor that many
would have held finical and inconsist-
ent, but ome that young Ifisbee had
comprehended was vital to Harkless.
And this was the man he had dis
charged like a dishonest sarvant, the
man who had thrown what (in Carlow
eyes) was riches into his lap, the man
who bad made his paper amd who had
made him and saved him, Hark'ess
wanted to see young Fisbee as he lonS-
ed to see only one other person in the
world.

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
mind that Minnie bhad flown indoors
to give some final directiens toward the
preparation of the banguet. 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 Willetts
rode up en horseback at the same mo-
ment, and the judge was  waiting in
front of the gate. Harkless stepped out
of the barouche and took Iss hand. “I
was told young Fisbee was here.”
‘“Young Fisbee is here,” said the
Judge. :

Mr. Fisbee came around the corner
of the house and went toward. Hark-
less. “Fisbee,” cried the latter, “where
i8s your nephew ?”

The old man took his hand :in both
his own and looked him betwe en the
eyes and thus stood while there was a
long pause, the others watching them.
“You must not say that I told yeu,” be
said at last. “Go into the garde n,”

But when Harkless’ step c rupched
the garden there was no owe there.
Asters were blooming in beds between
the green rosebushes, and the ir many
fingered hands were flung oper | in wide

n Savings Bank Deposits and on Deposit
okem?}*,goomponnded bolf-vearly.

-

surprise that he should expec ¢ find
young Fisbee there. It was jv m’sson
sunset. Birds were gossipir 5&_’!
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by 8 after supper, but don’t stay very |
late. Old Mr. Fisbee and Parker look |
after whatever comes in then, unless |
He'll likely be |

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. |

“The person you speak of |
hadn’t ought to be very hard to find in |

you'll want to put a kind of 2 codictl |
to that deed to the Herald. The com- |

carriage of yours by the day, and Keat- |

ing and Warren Smith are sitting in it |
up at the cormer with their feet on the |

till you're ready to go out to Briscoes’. |

sycamores on the bank. At the root or
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 busbes 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
down to the creek on each side, and the
water was beyond.

“You!” he sald. “Youl You!”

ghe did not lift her eyes, but began
to move away from him with little
backward steps. When she reached
the bench on the bank she spoke with
a quick intake of breath and In a voice
be almost failed to hear, the merest
whisper, and her words came 8o 8low-
ly that sometimes minutes separated
them. “Can you—\ ..l you keep me—on
the Fernld?”

“Keep you"—

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

‘Have you forgiven me? You know
-now—~hy ¢ wouldn't resign? You
forgive my-—that telegram?”

“What telegram?”

“The one that came to you—this
niorning."”

“Your telegram?”

*Yes.”

“Did you send me one?”

Yo"

“It did not come to me.”

“Yes—it did.”

“But—what was it about?”’

“It was signed,” she saild; “it was
signed”— She paused and turned half
away, not lifting the downcast lashes.
Her hand. resting upon the back of the
bench, was shaking. She put it behind
her. Then her eyes were lifted a little,
aud, though they did not meet his, he
suw 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
Lad turned full away from him. When
he spoke his voice was as low as bers,
and he spcke as slowly as she had.
“You mean—then—then it was—you?”’

“Yeu

“You!”

“Yor”

“And you—you have—you have been
Lere all the time?”

*All—all except the weck—you were
—hurt.”

The bright veil that wrapped them
was drawn away, and they stood in the

“You!” he said. “You!”

quiet, gathering dusk.

choking him.
prehend it. I am trying te realize
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 1t?”

“Yes.”

“It was about—me—wasn’t it?”

*Yea.”

“It said—it said that—that I 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 eyes. “I
owed you more gratitude than a wom-
am 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 hair and kind eyes.
My name is my uncle’s. e and my
aunt have been good to me as a father
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 bim not having me to take
care of, he has been 8o poor ever since
I was a child. Once he lost the little
he 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 dancing
.~nd going about wearing jewels—only
I did not know. All the time the brave
he urt wrote me happy letters. I should
have known, for there was one who
did #nd 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"”’—
and checked her utterance for a mo-
ment, but she threw up her bead proud-
ly. “Gratitude, Mr. Harkless!”
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,
“] 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
gll, 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 terribly
afraid I would stay with him. It was

to prevent this that they determined to

He tried to |
loosen his neckband; it seemed to be |
“I—I can’t—I don’t com- |

A sob rose in her throat

she |

Served with a
silver spoon

A new Canadian process,
preserves_the very best
elements-of the very best

Canadian wheat.

The result is Orange Meat
—the essence of a perfect,

sustaining food.

It requires no cooking—
every particle is perfectly

digestible.

It is supplied

in germ-proof packages,
and may be served hot or

Each 15¢. package contains a coupon. Your grocer will tell you what they
mean—heavy silver-plated table service free—made by the same manufac-
turer, of the same material and in the same manner as the silverware oa
most of your tables now.

SEND COUPONS TO

THE FRONTENAO OEREAL CO., Limited, 43 8COTT 8T, TORONTO

go abroad, and my ratber said I musg
go back to them. Then you were—
were hurt, and he needed me so much
he let me stay.

you told me”—she broke of with a
strange, fluttering, half inarticulate lit-
tle laugh that was half tears and then
resumed in another 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 have been sure
of myself—why, I couldn't have told
you. Oh, I had so bragzenly 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 had—loved you with my |

whole soul I could not have—why, ne |
| you to protect her.”

But th? boy tried to thrust them a- |
them, ran |

woman could have—I mean the sort of

girl 1 am—couldn’t have admitted it— |
must have denied it. Do you think that |

then I could have answered ‘Yes,’ even
if I had 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-

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

through the garden toward the house. |

It was dark. The whitest asters were
but gray splotches.
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.”
see the look the vision had givem him
when the barouche turned into the
square. She smiled upon him and
said, “All afternoon I was wishing I
could have been your mother.”

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

After a time they bad proceeded &
little nearer the house. “We maust
hurry,” she said. *“I am sure they have
been waiting for us.” This was true;
they had.

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 answered.

THE END,

“Aren't they

—With one woman taking first prize
for a college essay, and another wom-
an shooting the first deer of the sea-
son in Maine, and still another woman
gaining highest marking in civil ser-
vice examination, it seems about time
for mere man to step back. Pretty
soon the women will be getting up
and kindling the fires and making
breakfast ready before calling their
husbands. Blessed thought!

Give nature three helps, and
nearly everr case of con-
sumption will recover. Fresh
sait, -most important of all.

Cherry

Pectoral

Noarishing food comes next.
3 n, & medicine to control
the cough and heal the lungs.
Ask any good doctor.

ily action of the
Ayeor's Plils.

When you—when '

| animated him.
| urday.
ror seeking a way of escape; she gath- |
| street, Emmet

There was no one l

Even in the darkness he could -

Jealous Child Kills Baby Sister.

To use the homely expressién, small
Emmet Robinson’s ‘“nose was out of
joint” a month ago, when a little sis-
ter came to his home in Nyack.
was two years and seven months old,
the first, the only ehild, when the wee
Gladys blessed his parents, Mr. and
Mrs, Nicholas Robinson.

Baby Gladys smiled in his mother’s
arms. Emmet felt that he was de-
throned as baby-ruler of the house-
hold. He hated
thought, childishly, had taken his
place in the affections of his mother
and father. They said to him:

“See your new sister, Emmet. Look
how sweet she is, your helpless sister.
When you both get big it will be for

way, tore himself from
away, hid himseff, and was found, his
eyes red with weeping, sobbing, chok-
ing with childish rage, heartbroken.

No one but a jealous child can tell
what thoughts, what hopes, what rage
He killed Gladys Sat-
She was buried yesterday.
in his home on New
kept plucking at his
mother’s skirt, hiﬂ father’'s sleeve,
plainly wondering as they turned from
him sorrowing, ‘The baby is gone;
why don’t they pet me?”

Mrs. Robinson told Coroner Bitting
that often after Gladys’ birth, Emmet
told her he wanted the ‘“‘baby to go
Once she caught him striking
he upset the cradle in

And yesterday,

away.”
Gladys; once
which she lay.
At 8 o’clock on a Saturday evening,
Mrs. Robinson left Emmet in a room
with the sleeping Gladys. He was on

the floor, playing with a bronze stat- |

uette, which to amusc him his mother
had taken from the mantlepicee.

Five minutes passed. Mrs. Robinson |

heard Emmet’s shrill voice calling:
“Mamma, hurry; come look
baby!”’
She rushed into the room.
cradle stood Emmet, grasping the stat-

at

uette, which was covered with blood.
A glance at the baby’s head told the
mother that Gladys was desperatcly
injured. Not- daring to leave them,

Mrs. Robinson seized him, grabbed the |

statuette from him, and hurried him
into another room, in which she lock-
ed him. Then she ran for Dr. C. D.
Kilne, nearby.

When the doctor arwived, Gladys was
dead. Her skull was fractured. Dr.
Kilne is quite positive that Emmet
delivered six blows with the statuette,
which weighs a pound and a half.
Necessarily, he struck all the blows
before he called his mother to “look
at baby.”

Coroner Bitting, who
quest, said yesterday:

“It is a remarkable case of infantile
crime.

“T am convinced that the boy knew
just what he was doing, and that he
deliberately intended to make away
with his sister. He did not strike one
blow and then run to tell his mother,
He waited probably until the baby
ceased to cry out. The boy thought
the baby had supplanted him, and he
took the only means he knew to put
her out of the way.

“The parents deserve great s)&
pathy, and I hate to think of the con-
sequences when the boy grows up and
realizes what he has done.

“After my inquest I rendered the on-
ly verdiet I could, that Gladys Rob-
inson was killed by her brother, whose
tender age makes him irresponsible for
the deed.”

Although his father and mother re-
pulsed him yesterday, Emmet was
happier /than he had been for four
weeks. He was asked where his sister
was, and laughingly answered:

“Baby has gone away.”

held an in-

—According ' to press despatches,
Bishop Potter occupies the humiliating
position of being endorsed by the con-
vention of saloon keepers in Philadel-
phia, the managing committee having
placed a photogravure of the bishop
beside pictures: of some leading mem-
bers of the convention on their sou-
venir programme, ”

Minard’s Liniment Cures Diphtheria.

He

the sister, who, he

By the :

The Struggle Must Continue.

One American View of Interveation in
Russo-Jap War,

The suggestion of foreign mediation,
or intervention, in the war is immed-
iately frowned upon by both the Jap-
anese and the Russians.

It is necessary for neutral nations
to perform their neutral obligations,
and for the most passionate lovers of
peace to kecp their heads. To inter-
fere in a contrary to the wish
of either belligerent would be an un-
neutral act, and. therefore an unfriend-
ly act. That is the same way our
government and people regarded possi-
| ble suggestions of mediation by Euro-
| pean Powers in the civil war, after it
| had been in progress two years. In
view of the fact that Russia has al-
ready been believed to have rendered
| our government a distinct service in
opposing intervention by England and
France some forty years ago, when it
| was not desired by the North, the
United States could not easily inter-

war

fere now in a war to which Russia is
a party, so long as Russia wishes to
be left alone with her foe. But even
if that consideration had no weight,
an intervention or attempted media-
tion could never be made consistent
with neutrality, if it should be more
in the interest of one belligerent than
the other. Now, obviously, the bel-
themselves must be the
judges as to the relative effect of for-
eign interposition - upon their respee-
tive interests. Hence, no government
aiming at genuine neutrality will ser-
| iously interpose in any degree, unless
it is assured that its offers would be
| equally “agrecable to both combatanta.
As for intervention. in the presemt
war, backed by force, no ome eould
| seriously consider it. England is al-
| lied by an offensive and delensive
treaty with Japan, and its chief ob-
ject is to prevent any sort of intér
| vention which would be unwelcome to
the Japanese. That was arranged for
| before the war began. Intervention,
| in defiance of the desire of either bel-
ligerent, moreover, must alwaysa be
firmly backed by force if it is not to
{ be a humiliating fiasco. But when an
| outside country is interested enough
in peace to fight for it, it really ex-
tends the area of the war, and ex-
poses itself to the charge of having a
selfish interest tosubserve.

N

ligerents

Fire Sweeps Piers, Warehouses - and
Shipping.

New York, Oct. 28.—Fire, believed to
| have been of incendiary origin, swept
over the piers, warehouses and ship-
ping at the British terminal company’s
stores, South Brooklyn, early to-day.
The loss is estimated at more than
$1,000,000. One life, that of a police-
man, is known to have been lost, and
more dead may be found later. A
fireman was badly injured.

Four ocean going steamships were
badly damaged and were ablaze from
bow to stern, and hundreds of thous-
ands of dollars’ worth of cotton,
hemp and general eargo were partly
destroyed. After a battle of more
than three hours by the entire Brook-
.lyn department, the flames were pro-
nounced under control. At first the
firemen could make no headway. Fan-
ned by a strong breeze, fthe smoke
from the burning hemp prevented the
men from approaching one section of
the fire, while the blaze in the burning
cotton and in the holds of the steam-
ships could not be faced by the water.

The Exact Thing Required for Consti-
pation

“As a certain purgative and stomach
urifier Chamberlain's Stomach and
iver. Tablets seem to be the exact
thing ‘required, strong enough for the
most robust, yet mild enough and safe
for children, and withodt that terrible
griping so common to most purga-
tives,” says S. Webster & Co.,
Udora, Ontario, Canada. For sale by
S N. Weare. .

—The Boston correspondent of the
Antigonish Casket, referring to Hugh
J. Chisholm, president of the $42,000,-
000 paper trade, says ‘‘young Chis-
holm sold papers on a Halifax train
when a lad.”

A Child and an Eagle,

A New Brunswick Story Which Sounds
Like an Old School-reader Story.
With the fences of his father’s farm

moving under him and his comfort-
able home fading in the distance, the
little nine-year-old son of James Fer-
guson, of Lorneville, about six miles
from this city, says a St. John de-
spatch, sailed through the air the
other day with the claws of a huge
eagle firmly secured in his clothing.
The little lad had been playing near
the house with his dog—a’ small sized
animal, when suddenly a great shadow
spread over him and with a mighty
swoop, an eagle—one of the most
formidable birds ever seen in this
country—lighted on his back. In an
instant the sharp talons were inserted
into the clothing, and in places in the
lad’s flesh, and before he could utter
a cry of warning to his father inside,
the great bird flew off in the direction
of the woods. It had not gone far,
however, . when it began to tire and
slowly settled to the ground, appar-
ently for the purpose of getting a
fresh hold. When a foot or two from
the earth it let the boy drop, but in-
stantly attempted to insert its claws
in his clothing again. The dog, which
had followed, barking loudly the while,
now came up and in a brave manner
attacked the bird. For a minute there
was a fierce fight between the two, in
which the sharp claws of the eagle
seratched both the boy and dog badly.
The noise attracted the attention of
Mr. Ferguson, who ran out and was
borrified to see his boy in the perilous
condition. He dashed into the house
for his gun, and when he returned the
eagle, apparently thinking things were
getting pretty hot, circled in -the air
for a moment and then flew to the
woods.

Yesterday he returned. Mr, Fergu-
son is now waiting for a chance to
shoot the eagle should it return
again. JIts wings, Mr. Ferguson says,
must have measured at least fifteen
feet.

The little boy is suffering from his
wounds. His feelings while in the
power of the eagle can be better im-
agined than described. ’

Pay Tribute te Human Lives.

Gloueester Fishermen’s Annual Loss of
Life and Property Less this
Year than Last.

Twenty human lives have been sacri-
ficed and ten fishing vessels have been
wrecked during the past year in the
pursuit of the Gloucester fisheries.
Yearly that city, which has long been
the centre of the New England fishing
industry, pays a heavy tribute in loss
of life and property to the ocean
which directly or indirectly provides
subsistence for the greht majority of
the inhabitants.

Fewer men have been lost from Glou-
cester vessels during the past twelve
months than in any other year since
1865, while on the other bhand the
financial loss of vessels wrecked, which
is valued at $130,800, is greater than

in any bus three previous years since
1830.  The insurance on the vessels
amounted to $78,158. Of the men lost
all but three were single.

Dear Sirs,—I was for seven years a
sufierer from Bromchial trouble, and
would be so hoarse at times that I
could scarcely speak above a whisper.
I got no relief from anything till I
tried your MINARD’S HONEY BAL-
SAM. Two bottles gave relief and six
bottles made a complete cure. I would
heartily recommend it to any one suf-
fering from throat or lung trouble.

J. V. VANBUSKIREK.

Fredericton.

—To make self-indulgence life’s aime
is to reach the brute level.

Consumption

Salt pork is a famous old-:
fashioned remedy for con--
sumption. “Eat plenty of
pork,” was the advice to the
consumptive §o and 100
years ago.

Salt pork is good if a man
can stomach it. The idea
behind it is that fat is the
food the consumptive needs
most.

Scott’sEmulsionisthemod--
ern method of feeding fat to

the consumptive. Pork istoo: ;| °" @ ¢ - Go ;
e i lying in the boat dead, his little child
rough for sensitive stomachs.. !

Scott’s Emulsion is the most: |
i bitterly cold night.
i| Gowan had evidently been caused by

prepared for easy digestion. .

. : : £ ]
Feeding him fat in thi ! o gpa!

| with the intention of using it, when
way, is half the battle, but
Scott’s Emulsion does more:
There is some- !
thing about the combination. |
of cod liver oil and hypophos- |
phites in Scott’s Emulsion: |
that puts new life into the
weak parts and has a special |

i ; ;| ant effect. Sold by S. N. Weare.
action on the diseased lungs. | t

refined of fats, especially

way, which is often the only

than that.

A sample will be |

sent free upon request.

the form of a
of avery bottle ok

e you buy.
SCOTT &
BOWNE,.
CHEMISTS,
Toronto, Ontario..
soc. and $1; all druggists

i| could very

A satisfactory

/| is gradually " being drawn

{| supply entirely inadequate.

Our Emulsion
of Cod Liver Oil

makes fat while you sleep.
It's the best
it'’s the easicst to take and
most plcasantiy flavored. It's
made from the purcst Nor-
way Oil, and each bottle
contains 507/ of the Oil, com-
bined with the Hypophos-
phites of Lime of Soda.

Emulsion ;

Royal Pharmacy

W. A. WARREN, Phm. B,
Giraduate Optician.

Hunter’s Awful Experience.

Carried on Horns of Bull Moose
Through Woods and in Battle.

A most extraordinery experience of
a moose hunt comes from . Bangor,
Me. Abbott Nelson, of Skowhegan,
last Saturday, in the woods near the
forks of the Kennebee, was carried
three miles through the woods on the
horns of an infpriated bull moose,
nearly drowned in a lake which the
moose swam, and then swung on the
animal’s horns while it did battle
with another moose. Nelson fired four
barrels of his shot gun into a moose
and then ran for the nearcst tree.
The limb was only ten feet from the
ground and the moose, by rearing fip-
on its hind legs, struck at him with
his antlers. His weight was too much
and the limb broke, letting him down
directly upon the animal’s nose. His
trousers became caught in a limb, and
while he was thus entangled the moose
charged. The moose missed the man,
but his horns became entangled in the
limb. With a mighty efiort he wrench-
ed the limb free and started off
through the woods, carrying man and
limb upon his horns. After being
plunged into the lake, by holding firm-
ly to the antlers, Nelson was able to
keep his seat and lift his head above
water. The moose with his burden
reached the opposite shore, when there
appeared another and a larger moose
full of fight. A battle began, and the
unfortunate hunter, held fast by his
clothing, was banged from side to
side, dashed against trees and mang-
led by the clashing horns, until finally
the cloth gave way and he was pitch-
ed high in the air, landing n the
bushes, twenty-five feet away. Unable
to rise, he watched the combat. Ag
last the challenger was dead, and Nel-
son finished the other with his hunting
knife. Nelson obtained help on Sun-
day and brought out the moose.

A City Planting a Forest.

Los Angeles, Cal., has 3000 acres of
brush land called Griffith Park, which
it intends to convert into a commer-
cial forest. This will be the first in-

| stance of a city in the United States

creating a forest. The practice is
quite common in Europe, where the
forest-parks have not only contributed
to the pleasure of the people, but
have been more than self-supporting
through their timber output. Under
its cooperative offer “the Bureau of
Forestry had last summer at Los An-
geles four of its experts, making a
comprehensive planting plan for the
forest. This plan was completed at
the end of September. The idea is to
convert a waste piece of land into a
productive forest, which will not only
pay for its creation and care through
the sale of mature timber, but will
prove a constant source of pleasure
and recreation for the citizens of Los
Angeles. It is an entirely practical
pan, and Los Angeles deserves credit
for its progressive spirit. Other cities
profitably follow this ex-
cellent example.

Child Found Beside Father’s Corpse.

Mr. John Gowan,
Man., went

of Westbourne,
out on the river in his
steam launch with his daughter, a
child of seven years. He did not re-
turn, a search was made immediately,

;| and the launch was found about one

mile down the river, where it had run
on a submerged log. Mr. Gowan was

sitting beside the body of her father
nearly perished from exposure to the
The death of Mr,

the accidental discharge of a revolver
in his own hands. It is supposed that
drawn the weapon

the concussion caused by the boat
striking the log caused him to stum-
ble, thus discharging it and inflicting
the fatal wound. Mr. Gowan leaves a
widow and eight young children.

When You Want a Pleasant Physic

try Chamberlain’s Stomach and Liver
Tablets. They are easy to take and
produce no griping or other unpleas-

—The town of Inverness is threaten~
ed with a water famine, The News

il says wells have been driven or bored

B e that Akl e | in some parts of the
label is on the:

town, without
results, and the opinion
now prevails that the water supply
into the
mine. - Even now some of the hotels
and private buildings find the water
With win-
ter approaching, this is rather a ser-
ious matter for Inverness.
e

Minard’s -Liniment Cures Distemper.




