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ARE YOUR
KIDNEYS SICK?,vLet yonr morning urine stand for 34 

hours in a glass or vessel, and then if it 
is milky or cloudy, or contains a red
dish brick-dust sediment, or if parti
cles or germs float about in it, your 
kidneys are diseased. If the kidneys 
are well they filter just so much blood, 
but if they are sick or weak from any 
cause, they leave the poison in the 
blood, and this poison afiects the entire 
system.

It is natural to pass mine three times
a day, but many who regard themselves 
aa healthy are obliged to pass water six
to ten times daily and are obliged to
get up frequently during the night. • 
They have sick kidneys and bladder 
and don’t know it. Smith’s Buchu 
Lithia Pills cure Rheumatism and all 
Kidney and Bladder diseases, and 
make new, rich blood.

We will send you a generous sample 
post paid Free, together with our large 
nook on the above mentioned diseases. 
Address, W. F. Smith Co., 185 St. 
James Street, Montreal, Canada.

SMITHS BUCHU
LITHIA PILLS

A POSITIVE CURE FOR RHEUMATISM 
AMD ALL FORMS OF KIDNEY AMD 

BLADDER ILLS.
AT ALL DIALanS-15 <

A CURE AT TUB P8

For Sale
— • \ 

The Borden Clothes Reel Mfg Ltd 
are offering their Clothes Reel Plant, 
cousisting of 32 horse power boiler, 25 
horsepower engine and" 11 wood
working machines, (all new last spring 
for sale together with their patents and 
stock on hand.

For information apply to the Pres
ident of theTZotnpany ,

J E Miller 
I Campbellton

Wood’s Ehosÿhoâlne,
The Great English Remedy. 

A positive cure for all forms ol 
Sexual Weakness, Mental and 

unuuD Anri Brain Worry, Emissions, Sper
matorrhoea, fmpotency, Effècts of Abuse or 
Excess, all of which lead to Consumption, 
Infirmity, Insanity and an early grave. Price 
$1 per pkg., six for $& One will please, six win 
cure. Bold by all druggists or mailed in plain 
package on receipt of price. Write for Pamphlet. 
The Wood Medicine Co., Windsor, Ontario.

: : Handy
Rubber 

Stamps.
We are the Local Agents for

MACK’S
Celebrated Rubber Stamps.

All kinds of Dies and 
Stencils made to order

Anslow Bros.,
Publishers,

CAMPBELLTON 3

Engine and Boiler JFor 
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 Campbellton

O. SMITH
NEW YORK LTFB, 

wax AND MARINE INSURANG* 
Beal Estate Agent 

v and Collector,
CAMPBELLTON. N R

Notice 1
All owners and Harborers of Dogs 

within the Town of Campbellton are 
hereby notified to pay their Dog Taxes 
to the Town Treasurer on or before 
the 1st day of June next under the 
provisions of a Bye-law of the Town 
Council imposing a tax on the owners 
or harborers of dogs in said town 

S H IJNGLEY 
Town Treasurer 

Campbellton May 16
I

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.
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scanty near the forge Began to scream 
and kept on screaming,

Ob-came the farchers and the men of 
Plattvllle. They took the saloon at a 
ran, battered down the crazy doors 
frith a fence rail and swarmed inside 
like busy Insects, making the place 
bum like a hive, but with the hotter 
Industries of destruction. It was empty 
of life as a tomb, but they beat and 
tore and battered and broke and ham
mered and shattered like madmen; they 
reduced the tawdry interior to a mere 
chaos and came pouring forth laden 
with trophies of ruin, and then there 
was a cfiarry smell In the air, arid a 
slender feather 01 smoke floated u] 
from a second story window.

At the same time Watts led an as
sault on the adjoining house, an assault 
which came to a sudden pause, for 
from cracks in the front wall a squirrel 
rifle and a shotgun snapped and 
banged, and the crowd fell back in dis
order. Homer Tibbs had a hat blown 
away, full of buckshot holes, while Mr. 
Watts solicitously, examined a small

They were coming.
aperture In the skirts of his brown coat. 
The house commanded the road, and 
the rush of the mob into the village 
was checked, but only for the instant.

A rickety woodshed which formed a 
portion of the Skillett mansion closely 
joined the “Last Chance” side of the 
family place of business. Scarcely had 
tlie guns of the defenders sounded 
when, with a loud shout, Lige Willetts 
leaped from an upper window on that 
side, of the burning saloon and landed 
on the woodshed and, immediately 
climbing the roof of the mansion itself, 
applied a 'brand to the dry, time worn 
clapboards. Ross Schofield dropped oa
the woodshed close behind him, his 
arm lovingly infolding a gallon Jng of 
whisky, which he emptied (not without 
evident regret) upon the clapboards as 
Llge fired them. Flames burst forth 
almost Instantly, and the smoke, unit
ing with that now rolling out of every 
window of the saloon, went up to heav
en in a cumbrous, gray column.

As the flames began to spread there 
was a rapid fusillade from the rear of 
the house, and a hundred men and 
more, who had kept on through the 
fields to the north, assailed It from be
hind. Their shots passed clear through 
the flimsy partitions, and there was a 
screaming like beasts’ ho.wls from with
in. The front door was thrown open, 
and a lean, fierce eyed girl, with a case 
knife in her hand, ran out in the face
of the mob. At sound of the shots In
the rear they had begun to advance on 
the house à second time, and Hartley 
Bowlder was the nearest man to the 
girl. With awful words and shrieking 
inconceivably she made straight at 
Hartley and attacked him with the 
knife. She struck at him again and 
again, and in her anguish of hate and 
fear she was so extraordinary a specta
cle that she gained for her companions 
the seconds they needed to escane from

Do You Realize That a 
Neglected Cough May 
Result ik Consumption.

If yon have a Cold, Cough, 
Hoarseness, Bronchitis, or any 
affection of the Throat and Lungs, 
what you want is » harmless ana 
certain remedy that will cure you 
at once.

There Is nothing eo healing, 
soothing, and invigorating to the 
lungs as the balsamic properties of 
the pine tree.

DR. WOOD’S 
HORWAY PINE SYRUP

Contains the potent healing virtues 
of the pine, with other absorbent, 
expectorant and soothing medi
cines of recognized worth.

Dr. Wood's Norway Pine Syrup 
checks the irritating cough, soothes 
and heals the inflamed Lungs 
and Bronchial Tubes, loosens the 
phlegm, and gives a prompt sense 
of relief from that cboked-up, 
stuffed feeling.

Price 25 cents per bottle.
Be sure and ask for Dr. Wood's.

the house. As she hurled herself alone 
at the oncoming torrent they sped from
the door unnoticed, sprang over the 
fence and reached the open lots to the 
west before they were seen by Willett» 
from the roof.

“Don’t let ’em fool you!" he ehonted. 
“Look to your left! There they go! 
Don’t let ’em get away!”

The Crossroaders were running across 
the field. They were Bob Skillett and 
his younger brother, and Mr. Skillett 
was badly damaged. He seemed to be 

ldlng his jaw on'his face with both 
bands. The girl turned and sped after 
them. She was over the fence almost 
as soon as they were, and the three ran 
in single file, the girl last. She was ei
ther magnificently sacrificial and fear
less or she cunningly calculated that 
the regulators would, take no chances 
of killing a woman-child, for she kept 
between their guns and her two com
panions, trying to cover and shield the 
latter with her frail body.

“Shoot, Lige,” called Watts. “If wé 
fire from here we’ll hit the girl. Shoot!”

Willetts and Ross Schofield were still 
istanding on the roof at the edge out 
of the smoke, and both fired at the 
same time. The fugitives did not turn. 
Tbev kent on. running, and they had 
He threw his horse across the road to 
oppose their progress, rose in his stir
rups and waved the paper over his 
head. "Stop!” he roared. “Give, me 
one minute! Stop!" He had a grand 
voice, and he was known in many 
parts of the state for the great baas 
roar with'which he startled his juries. 
To be heard at a distance most men 
lift the pitch of their voice. Smith 
lowered his an octave or ,t#o, and the 
result was like an earthquake playing 
an organ in a catacomb.

“Stop!” he thundered, “glop!”
In answer one of the flying Cross

roaders turned and sent a bullet whis
tling close to him. The lawyer paused 
long enough to bow deeply in satirical 
response; then, flourishing the paper, 
he roared again: “Stop! A mistake! 
I have news! Stop, I say! Horner has 
got them!”

To make himself heard over that 
tempestuous advanefe Was a feat; for 
him, moreover, whose counsels had so 
lately been derided, to interest the pur
suers at such a moment enough to 
■lake them listen—to find tR word— 
was a greater, and by the word and 
by gestures at once Vebweetfy im
perious and imploring to aafgfchem 
was a still greater. But he d*ML He 
had come at Just the moment belare 
the moment that would have been, too 
late. They all hpard him. They all 
knew, too, that Re was not trying to 
save the Crossroads as a matter of 
duty, because he had given that up be
fore the mob left Plattvllle. Indeed, It 
was a question if at the last he had 
not tacitly approved, and no one feared 
indictments for the day’s work. It 
wofiid do no harm to listen to what he 
had to say. The work could wait. It 
would “keep" for five minutes. They 
began to gather around him, excited, 
flushed, perspiring and smelling of 
smoke. Hartley Bowlder, won by 
Lige’s desperation and intrepidity, was 
helping the latter tie up his head. No 
one '-’ie was hurt,

“What Is it?’ they clamored Impa
tiently. “Speak quick!” There was 
another harmless shot from a fugitive, 
and then the Crossroaders, divining 
that the diversion was in their favor, 
secured themselves in their decrepit 
fastnesses and held their fire. Mean
while the flames crackled cheerfully 
in Plattvllle ears. No matter what the
prosecutor had to say, at least the Skll-
letf saloon and homestead were gone, 
and Bob Skillett and one other would 
be sick enough to be good for awhile.

“Listen!" cried Warren. Smith, and. 
rising in his stirrups again, read the

She made straight at Hartley. 
missive in his hand, a Western Union 
telegraph form. “Warren Smith, Platt
vllle,” was the direction.

Found both shell men. Police familiar 
with both, and both wanted here. One 
arrested at noon in secondhand clothe» 
■tore wearing Harkless'^at; also.trying 
to dispose torn full dress coat known to 
have been worn by Harkless last night. 
Btalnson lining believed blood. Second man 
fount later at freight yards in empty 
lumber car left Plattvllle 1 p. m., badly
hurt ehnt and hrulemd, gunnocad Forlr.

less made hard right. Hurt man taaen to 
hospital unconscious. Will die. Other 
man refuses to talk so far. Check any 
movement Crossroads. This clears Skil- 
lett, etc. <ome over on 9:15 accommoda
tion.

The telegram was signed by Homer, 
the sheriff, and by Barrett, the super
intendent of police at Rouen.

“It’s all a mistake, boys," the lawyer 
eald as he handed the paper to Watts 
and Parker for inspection. "The ladies 
at the Judge’s were mistaken, that’s all, 
and this proves it. It’s easy enough to 
understand. They were frightened by 
the storm, and watening a fence a 
quarter of a mile away by flashes of 
lightning any one would have been 
confused, and imagined all the horrors 
on earth. I don’t deny but what I be
lieved it for awtüie, and I don’t deny 
but the Crossroads is pretty tough, but 
you’ve done a good deal here already 
today, and we’re saved In time from a 
mistake that would have turned out 
mighty bad. This settles it. Horner got 
.a wire to go soon as they got track ol 
the first man. That was when we saw 
him on the Rouen accommodation."

A slightly cracked voice, yet à huski
ly tuneful one, was lifted qunveringly 
on the air from the roadside, where aa 
old man and a yellow dog sat in the
dust together, the latter reprieved at 
me last moment, hi* surprised head 
rakishly garnished with a hasty wreath 
of dog ferinel daisies.
"John Brownes body lies a-molderlng in 

the grotind,
While we go marching on."

Three-quarters of an hour later the 
Inhabitants of the Crossroads, saved, 
they knew not how; guilty, knowing 
nothing, of the fantastic pendulum ef 
opinion which, swung by the events of 
the day, had marked the/atal moment 
•f guilt now on others, now on them 
who deserved It—these natives and 
refugees, conscious of atrocity, dum- 
founded by a miracle, thinking the 
vforld gone mad, hovered together in 
a dark, ragged mass at the crossing 
corners, while the skeleton of the rot
ting buggy in the alopgh rose behind 
them against the face of the west 
They peered with stupefied eyes 
through the smoky twilight

From afar, faintly through the 
gloaming, came mournfully to their 
ears the many voiced refrain, fainter, 
fainter:
“John Brown’s body Ues a-molderlng In 

the ground,
John Brown’s body lies a-molderlng in 

the ground,
John Brown's body lies—mold— • • •

• • • • we go march • * • on.”

CHAPTER X.

S
T the city hospital in Rouen 

that pight a stout ypung man 
introduced himself to Bar
rett, superintendent of po

lice; Warren Smith and Homer, sheriff 
of Carlow. He spoke in a low voice. 
“My name is Meredith,” he said. “Mr. 
Harkless was an old and—and—” He 
paused for a moment The Plattvllle 
men nodded solemnly. “An old and 
dear t^end of mine,” he went on, with 
some difficulty,-and Warren Smith took 
him silently by the hand.

“Tod flhi come in and see this man, 
the Teller, Ivith us if you like, Mr. Mer
edith,” said the superintendent “Your 
friend made it very hot for him be
fore the two of ’em got away with him. 
He's so shot and hacked up his mother 
wouldn^ know him if she wanted to. 
At least that’s what they say out hei*e. 
We haven’t seen him. He’s called Jer
ry the Teller, and one of my sergeants 
found him in the freight yard. Knew 
it was the Teller, because he was stow
ed away in one of the empty cars that 
came from Plattvllle last night And 
Slattery—that's his running mate, the 
one we caught with the coat and hat- 
owned up that they beat their way on 
that freight. Looks like Slattery—let 
the Teller do all the fighting. He ain’t 
scratched. We’ve been at Slattery 
pretty hard, but he won’t open his 
head, and we hope to get something 
out of this one. He's delirious, but 
they say he’ll come to before he dies. 
Do you want to go in with ns?”

“Yes,” said Meredith simply, and a 
young /surgeon presently appeared and 
led them down a wide corridor and up 
a narrow hall, and they entered a 
small, quiet ward.

There Was a pungent smell of chem
icals in the room. The light was low, 
and the dimness was imbued with a 
thick, confused murmur, Incoherent 
whisperings that came from a cot in 
the corner. It was the only cot in use 
in-the ward, and Meredith was con
scious df a terror that made him dread 
to look at it, to go near it Beside it 
a nurse sat silent and upon it feebly 
tossed the racked body of him whoa 
Barrett had called Jerry the Teller.

The head was a shapeless bundle, so 
swathed it was with bandages and 
cloths, and what part of the face was 
visible was discolored and pigmented 
with drugs. Stretched under the white 
sheet the man looked Immensely tall— 
a» Horner saw with vague misgiving— 
and he Jay in an odd, Inhuman fash
ion, as though he had been all broken 
to pieces. His attempts to move were 
constantly soothed by the nurse, and 
he as constantly continued such at
tempts, and one hand, though torn 
and bandaged, was not to be restrained 

-from a wandering, restless movement 
that Meredith felt to be pathetic. He 
had entered the room with a flare of 
hate for the thug whom he had come 
to see die and who had struck down 
the old friend whose nearness he had 
never known until it was too late. But 
at first sight of the broken figure he 
felt all animosity fall away from him. 
Only awe remained and a growing 
traitorous pity as he watched the long 
white fingers of the Teller pick at the 
coverlet The man was muttering 
rapid fragments of words and sylla
bles.

“Somehow I feel a sense of wrong. 
Gay," Meredith whispered to the sur
geon, whom he know. “I feel as If I 
had done the fellow to death myself, 
as if it were all out of gear. I know 
uow how Henry felt ov.çr the great

tmisarn. flow tan ne looks’, xnat 
doesn’t seem to me like a thug’s hand."

The surgeon nodded. “Of course If 
there’s a mistake to be made you can 
count on Barrett and his sergeants to 
make it. I donbt If this is their man. 
When they found him, what clothes 
he wore were torn and stained, but 
they had been good once, especially 
the linen."

Barfrett bent over the recumbent fig
ure. “See here, Jerry,” he said, “I want 
to talk to you a little. Rouse up, will 
you? I want to talk to you as a 
friend."

The Incoherent muttering continued.
“See here, Jerry!” repeated Barrett 

more sharply. “Jerry! Rouse up, will 
you? We don’t want any fooling, un
derstand that. Jerry!” He dropped his 
hand on the man’s shoulder and shook 
liim slightly.

The Teller uttered a short, gasping 
cry.

“Let me," said Gay and swiftly In
terposed. Bending over the cot, he said 
in a pleasant voice: “It’s all right, old 
man; it’s all right. Slattery wants to 
know what you did with that man 
down at Plattvllle wëeiî you got 
through with him. He can’t remember, 
and he thinks there was money left 00 
him. Slattery's head was hurt. He 
can’t remember. He’ll go shares with 
yon when he’gets it Slattery’s going to 
stand by you if he can get the money.”

The Teller only tried to move his tree 
hand to the shoulder Barrett had shak
en.

“Slattery wants to know,” repeated 
the young surgeon, gently moving the 
hand back upon the sheet. “He’ll divvy 
np when he gets it. He'll stand by you, 
old man.”

“Would yon please not mind,” whis
pered the Teller faintly—“would you 
please not mind if you took care not to 
brush against my shoulder again?”

The surgeon drew back, with an ex
clamation, but the Teller’s whisper 
gathered strength, and they heard him 
murmuring oddly to himself. Mere
dith moved forward, with a startled 
gesture. “What’s that?" he said.

“Seems to be trying to sing, or some
thing,” said Barrett, bending over to 
listen.

The Teller swung his arm heavily 
ever the side of the cot, the fingers nev
er ceasing their painful twitching. The 
surgeon leaned down and gently moved 
the cloths so that the white, scarred 
lips were free. They moved steadily. 
They seemed to be framing the sem
blance of an old ballad that Meredith 
knew. The whisper grew more distinct. 
It became a rich but broken voice, and 
they heard it singing like the sound of 

- some far, halting minstrelsy;
“Wave willows—murmur waters—golden 

sunbeams smile, .
Earthly music—cannot waken—lovely— 

Annie Lisle.”
Meredith gave an exclamat*.
The bandaged hand waved Jauntily 

over the Teller’s head. “Ah, men,” he 
said, almost clearly, and tried to lift 
himself on his arm, “I tell you it’s a 
grand eleven we have this year! There 
will be little left of anything that 
stands against them. It’s our cham
pionship. Did you see Jim Romley ride 
over his man this afternoon?"

As the voice grew clearer the sheriff 
stepped forward, but Tom Meredith, 
with a loud cry of grief, threw him
self on his knees beside the cot and 
seized the wandering fingers In his 
own. “John!” he cried. “John, Is It 
you?”

(To be continned.)

Herpes of the Lip*.
“Breaking out” is the popular name 

given to a ''akin disorder whose tech
nical designation is “herpes of the 
lips.” The state is more than usually 
disagreeable when It occurs In chil
dren. It may .accompany or follow a 
cold. There are countless remedies, 
and of these the simplest for house- 
noia use is Done acid ointment.

Many Women Suffer 
Untold Agony From 

Kidney Trouble.
Very often they think it is from so- 

called “female disease." There is less 
female trouble than they think. Women 
suffer from backache, sleeplessness, 
nervousness, irritability, and a dragging- 
down feeling in the loins. So do men, 
and they do not have “female trouble." 
Why, then, blame all your trouble to 
female disease? With healthy kidneys, 
few women will ever have “female dis
orders.’’ The kidneys are so closely con
nected with all the internal organs, that 
when the kidneys go wrong, everything 
goes wrong. Much distress would be 
saved if women would only take

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS
at stated intervals.

Miss Nellie Clark, Lambeth, Ont., telle 
of her cure in the following words :—“ I 
suffered for about two years with kidney 
trouble. I ached all over, especially m 
the small of my back ; not being able to 
sleep well, no appetite, menstruation 
irregular, nervous irritability, and brick- 
dust deposit in Urine, were some of my 
symptoms. I took Doan's Kidney Pills, 
The pain in my back gradually left me, 
my appetite returned, I sleep well, and 
am effectually cured. I can highly 
recommend Doan’s Kidney Pills to all 
sufferers from kidney trouble."

Price 60 cents per box, or 3 for $1.26. 
All dealers, or Doan Kidn*y*Piu, Co., 
Toronto, Ont.

Beware of Imitations of the Cele=
brated

DIAMOND DYES.
The Manufacturers of Crude and Weak Dyes Offer Premiums to 

Druggists and Dealers to sell Them to 
Unsuspecting Women.

Diamond Dyes have a most enviable 
past and present history for successes 
in home dyeing Their fast, rich, and 
fashionable colors have made them the 
most noted home dyes in )he world. I

The imitation and crude dyes made 1 
and sold for the immense profits they 
bring the makers of such trash, only 
results in dire destruction to useful
and expensive goods requiring re-color
ing. These adulterated dyes may be 
tolerated by some section of our Indian 
population, but wise, prudent and 
cultured women select Diamond Dyes 
when they need pure, full and brilliant 
colors for home dyeing.

The proprietors of Diamond Dyes 
are not obliged to offer premiums to 
druggists and dealers who sell their 
dyes. Our progressive retailers, whose 
chief aim is tc sell their customers the 
best dyes, do not ask for inducements 
to sell Diamond Dyes; they are satis
fied with the profits they make on their 
vast .and daily, increasing sales of 
Diamond Dyes.

It is the manufacturer of the common 
and crude dyes who is obliged to offer 
a tew paltry cents per dozen to store
keepers to get them to introduce and

push their deceptive dyes. It is not the 
retailer of the common dyes that should 
be paid by the manufacturers, it is the 
unfortunate won/Sen, who after using' 
such dyestuffs, and their dresses, skirts, 
jacquets, capes, blouses, ribbons anil- 
other materials ruined forever.

Diamond Dyes gives the ladies a, 
choice of 48 colors, thirty-two for wool 
and silk and si: 3en for cotton and all 
mixed goods, each dye guaranteed to 
do its special work.

Makers of the adulterated dves. 
deceive people when they tell them that 
any one of their dyes will color any 
fabric. Such a statement is stupidly 
false.

It is asserted by the ablest color 
chemists that the Diamond dyes are thtï 
only correct and reliable colors for 
home use, and these experts hold that 
the theery of special colors for wool, 
silk, cotton add mixed goods, is the 
true and correct one.

Seeing that imitation and crude dyes 
arc sold by seme dealers, ladies who 

I ask for the diamond Dyes should see 
that the name “DIAMOND” appears 
on each package. Remember, “It’s 
easy to die with Diamond Dves.”

Montreal tt 99

Every clothier selling “PROGRESS” Brand Clothing, 
Is authorized to guarantee each garment, bearing the 
“ PROGRESS ’ label, to be free from imperfections in 
material and workmanship—to be sewed with pure dye 
silk—tailored by skilled workmen—and made of depend
able cloth, thoroughly sponged and shrunk

Should any “Progress’' garment prove not as reprt-
sented - the money paid for same will be refunded

Sold by Leading Clothiers 
Throughout Canada. Ptf"-HP

(pflCJOKESS (pflÇO^ESSJ - '

Progress Brand Clothing may be had froti^ Fraser,^-Fraser & Co

WINCHESTER
FACTORY LOADED SMOKELESS
POWDER SHOTGUN SHELLS
Good shells " in your gun mean a good bag 
in the field 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 KEEP THEM

Farming Implements
Carriages, Etc.

FROST & WOOD CO. 1
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- ' 

i from a Harrow to a Binder or Thresher.
Prices right. Terms to suit the purchaser,.

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

Hugh Miller Building, Campbellton, N. R,

1 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

*

*
m
*
*
*
*

and you will have the best that care 
and skill can turn out. Our office is 
specially equipped for this class of 
work.

H LETTER HEADS, NOTE HEADS. STATEMENTS, ENVELOPES $

I ANSLOW BROS., 1
$ "EVENTS" ^
^ Printers and Publishers, Campbellton, N. B ^


