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Why is it 
{    

Liver Oil ‘'n the market 

the lar est sale? 

Because 

the System. 

after years of ex- 
perience. 

that of all the preparations of Cod 

WItnT'S  EMUSION, 
is the most satisfactory and getting 

it is one half Pure Cod Liver Oil, 
fuil dose of Hopophosphites, readily 
t. cen by children as well as adults. 

Cures Uougns, Colds, and Builds up 
Maze from 

iiost approved formula 
the 

For Sale hy Dealers Everywhere. 
  

  
our carefull attention. 

SLOCUM & ALWARD, 
COMMISSION MERCHANTS. 

CITY MARKET, - ST. JOHN, N. BR 

‘COUNTRY PRODUCE 
of all kinds consigned to us will receive 

Prompt Returns Made. 
  

  

Harness, 

Laragans, 

‘Wm. Brander, 
MANUFACTURER OF 

_ BOOTS AND SHOES, 

Shoe Packs, 

  
Highest Cash Price Paid 

Etc, Etc. 

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY. 

for 

HIDES, CALF AND SHEEP SKINS. 

  

ALL WORK GUARANTEED. 

GIVE US A CALL. 

MAIN ST., GAGETOWN. 
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| T. F. Granv ile, 
IMPORTER AND DEALER IN 

beneral Groceries and Pro: sions, 

ments, etc. 

made, Consignments solicited. 

  

Flour, Meal, Tea, Sugar, Mol sses, 

Pork, Fish, Farming Imple- 

Country Produce consigned to me sold 
at highest market prices and quick return 

Produce 
of all kinds taken in exchange for goods. 

Wharf, Indiantown. 

  

MANKS & CO., 
ou Charlotie St. 

WE BUY RAW SKINS! 

Wanted 

Skunk. 

WE SELL 

All kinds of Hats! 

All kinds of Caps ! 

Il kinds 

US. 

now 

| 
COME AND TRY 

Bear, Ruccoon and 

of Furs! 

  

John Harvey, 
PHOTO ARTIST 
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164 Queen St., Fredericton 

. ‘il she Latest Styles of 
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BOY V/ ANTED. 
boy to learn the printing busi- 

JAS, A, STEWART. 

AGAINST THE TIDE, | 
“No, sir, no fashionable watering place 

for me; I want rest and comfort during 
my holidays,” said Alick Freeman to 
his friend, Casper Burns, with whom 
he was discussing the place where they 
should spend the two weeks’ vacation 
allowed them by the bank in which they 
were both clerks, and of which their 
respective fathers were directors. : 

: We had a good time at Saratoga last 
year,” said Casper Burns, adding, with a shy laugh, “but you are ‘afraid of meeting Miss Julia Fletcher there again; 
well, 1 don’t blame you: she is as rich 
Ro pels and heartless as you find 

SWING, confound it, Casper, Miss Fletch- 
er is all right, it is I who was the fool, 
nd 4 presumptuous one at that, for 

tuinking she looked more favorably on me than she did on the score of fellows 
who danced her like midges in the sun. I hate fashion. Why, only the strong- 
est constitution. can stand the dressing, 
the driving, the dining, and dancing of 
those fashionable watering places. We 
want rest, ‘or, rather. change. Now, 
what do you say to White's Inlet?” 

0 hite’s Inlet? Never heard of such 
a Dace, reolied Casper, 

“Then I'll enlighten you,” said Alick 
Freema n, stopping in the midst of pack- 
ing his trunk and turning to his friend. 
W hite’s Inlet is near Barnegat—" 
“Down on the Jersey coast?” 
Certainly: the fishing is geod, the 

shooting tip-top, and there is no such 
place for boating and bathing. And 
then it is pretty well out of the world, 
and the chances are we'll be the only 
visitors within miles—"' 

  

“And we ean wear out our old 
clothes,” interrupted Casper Buins. 

“Of course, no one would think of 
wearing anything but old clothes down 
at White's Inlet. Oh, we'll have =a 
splendid time, free as the winds, and 
almost like being in a state of nature—" 

“I know, Alick, but people in a state 
of nature eat and sleep: how are we 
to obtain those necessary comforts?” 

“The point is well taken,” said Alick, 
slamming down the I'd of his trunk snd 
facing his friend. “Right near the 
mouth of the Inlet there hves wo nisher- 
man named White—" a 
~The inlet takes its name from him?” 
“Just so: and he has all accommoda- 

tions necessary. I sent him word we'd 
be down next week, and he's expect.ng 
us.” 

“(rot any pretty daughters?” 
“No: that's the beauty of it: has noe 

one but his wife, and the only neighbor 
is a mile and a half away aecrosstthe 
inlet. Oh, we'll have peace and no end 
of a good time,” said Ahek Freeman, 
rubbing his hands in anticipation of the 
pleasure in store fer them. 

The result of this interview was that 
the young men found themselves at 
White's Inlet within a week. After 
leaving the ears they had to go in a 
wagon some twenty miles over a sandy 
rond that ran through a forest of funer- 
eal pines and distorted scrab oaks, on 
which the sun béat with tropical inten- 
sity and along which the mo gn'toos 
prowled in fierce, bloodthirsty bands. 

The fisherman's house was perched on 
a verdureless bluff of white sand, with 
a swamp in the background and a glori- 
cus expanse of blue ocean in front, 
One end of the eabin was the stern 

section of a wrecked schooner, with the 
name! “Eliza Jane’. still visible; the 
chimney of rusty iron had onee done 
duty on a tugboat, and the Gothie door- 
way was the underjaw of a whale wh'eh 
Sam White had killed on the bar, about 
a mile from his cabin, 

“It doesn’t look promising, I must con- 
fess,” said Alick Freeman, as they got 
nut of the wagon which they had hired 
at a round price to fetch them over, 
“but it iooks as if we might have all 
the quiet here that heart could wish 
for.” This was Alick’s first visit to the 
place, which had been recommended to 

wT
 

him by a bachelor friend, and though 
he protended to like it he feit in his 
i ; Sa = Cn wr 

“It hust ke a splendid place for fish,” 
said Casper, with a grim smile. 
“0h, it is! Why, there's no end of 

fish out there,” said Alick, waving his 
hands st the water. 

“If it '=n’t a good place for fish,” con- 
tinned Alick, “then it's. about the most 
worthless place 1 ever set eves on.” 
Sam White, a weather-beaten man of 

50, came out of the cabin to welcome 
his guests, and help them in with their 
“traps,” as he called the goodly array 
of baggage they had brought with them. 

Mrs. White looked enough like her 
husband to be a twin, but she was a 
clean, wholesome, hearty woman, as 
unconventional as the most ardent ad- 
mirer of nature could wish. 
The young men were given a room-—- 

there were ohly four apartments in 
the house—in the annex made of the 
section of the wrecked “Eliza Jane.” 
The windows had once admitted light 
to the captains cabin, and it required 
no stretch of the imagination to pieture 
themselves on shipboard. The very de- 
corations of the chamber had a very ma- 
rine aspect, from the highly-colorad 
print of a naval battle to the shell that 
answered for a soup cup. 

The young men were hungry and 
dusty and in no good humor; so that 

while washing and changing their tra- 

veling dress for natty sailor costumes 

they did not exchange many words, 
though Alick ventured to say: 

“I'm. sure, old fellow, we'll like 

hugely after we get used to it.” 

“People like whiskey and opium after 

they get used to them, but is it worth 

while acquiring the habit?” said Casper 

Burns, with a shade of sarcasm in his 

voice. 
Alick was about to respond at a ven- 

ture. but at that moment Mrs, White, 

without the formality of knocking, put 

in her head to say that dinner was 

ready and to add that in her opinion 

they “was purty nigh starved.” 
Thare was roast duck, two or three 

kinds of fish, potatoes like snowballs, hot 

biscuit and yellow butter, and a pot of 

steaming coffee, all served on a clean 

crash tablecloth. : 

Sam White asked a long, old-fashioned 

blessing, to ghe great amazement of the 

young men, who expected to find him a 

profane old sea dog, and then he said: 

“You must make a long arms, boys, 

and help yourselves.” 
“Well.” “said Casper, as they strolled 

down to the beach after dinner, “I must 

confess I haven't enjoyed a meal so 

much for years. I was hungry and It 

went to the right spot.” 
“Oh. this is just the place for an ap- 

yetite. You can find one here sooner 

oi in any other part of the country. 

¢nid Alick. handing Casper a cigar, and 

feeling that there was something to 

redeem the place in the eyes of nis 

-jend. 
a stood on the shore the sun 

was setting, and the blue expanse took 

on a crimson tinge. They sat down 

on the white sand, and they could ree 

away up the shore and ACTOSS the fee 

two figures—females; One of them hac 

a white .scagf about her head and the 
but this 

it 

care > bevend osher a scarlet one, \ | 

the young men eould not make them 

Oa it is a eemfort to know we ave 

not wholly shut eut from the world, 

gail Casper, blowing a whiff of smoke 

inthe direction of the figures. % 

“1 am wiNing to worship at a dis- 

sance.” said Alick. “T'm glad the infet 

separates us, but I've no doubt they are 

the wives or dnghton of some of #he 

isherme 3 the beaci. 

said Sam White, when one 

of the yeung men asked him who i 

fair neighbors were, them’s some folles 
~ : 

from the city as have taken the old 

  

  

Ske Did your unele mention you In 

his will? 
He—Oh, yes. He left the $1,000 

hat I owed him to the Keeley institute.     

0) 

Benner place for the summer, [t's 
more lonelier over there than it 1s heve, 
but when ole Cap'n Benner he was a- 
livin, there was no end of company 
over there, but that's years and years 
ago.” 

*1 suppose there's no danger of ny 
of the strangers coming over here?” 
asked Alick Freeman, with the slight 
hope that the old fisherman would say 
there was a great deal of danger. 
“Not the least bit,” replied Sam 
White, “but as there's two young ladies 
over there and two young men over 
here, why, the chances is that somehow 
they'll get together afore long.” 

“That's human nature,” said Mrs, 
White, looking up from the potatoes she 
was peeling; “the boyg'll seek out the 
gals just as ducks goes barefooted to 
the water.” 

Alick hinted that he was an excep- 
tion, and that while he did not positive 
ly hate the other sex, their piesence 
was essential to his misery, and much 
more to the same effect, all of which 
Mrs, White heard with a strange twinkle 
in her gray eyes that plainly told she 
had her donlss, not of the young man’s 
sincerity, but of his reasoning. 
The friends slept in the cabin that 

night, as they had not slept for years. 
Through the little windows the cool sea 
breeze poured in, laden with health and 
the balmy odor that brings sleep. 
When they awoke the sun was flash- 

ing on the sea and transforming iato 
a snow bank the bar about two miles 
out, where a great, black buoy rose and 
fell on the waves. 
They had a dip in the ocean that 

sharpened their appetites, and after 
breakfast they started off with Sam 
White to fish outside the bar over a 
spot known to the fishermen of that 
coast as the “wreck,” though there was 

‘nothing on the surface to indicate that 
ever a wreck had taken place there. 
The fishing was all that it had been 

represented—indeed, the fish bit so fast 
as to change the sport into hard work 
and rob it of much of its pleasure. On 
their return they caught a glimpse of 
the two female figures beyond the inlet 
and far up the beach, and Casper Burns 
waved his hat to them, and the two 
white handkerchiefs were waved back 
in reply. 5 if 

The friends soon grew to like this 
strange life, and they began to feel that 
the earth had lots mucin less desirable 
than that of a fisherman—but so far 
they had only played with the ocean 1 
sleep. a 

They frequently saw the ladies up 
the beach, and they made an effort 
to learn who they were, but Sam White 
either could not or would not gratify 
them. : 
Three days before. the expiration of 

their leave of absence Sam White pro- 
posed to take them up the shore tw 
a poikt from whieh they coulu gt a 
good view of the New York yaent re- 
gutta, which was to have a race. 

Alick’ Freeman, still declaring he 
wanted to sec nothing that might re- 
mind him of the world he had left until 
he returned to it, decided to remain 
back. : = 

Alick did net long enjoy the part of 
hermit which he volunteered to play. 
He strolled along the shore with his 
fishing pole on his shoulder and cast 
many an anxious glance in the direction 
where he had often seen the young 
ladies, but -they did net gladden his, 
sight. No doubt they had gone off 
to look at the regatta. 
About three o'clock in the afternoon 

Alick I'reeman put on his bathing dress 
and went down the beach. He was 
a good swimmer, although until this 
summer all his practice had been in 
tideless, fresh-water lakes or streams. 
He boldly plunged through the rim 

of surf and swam out for » hundced 
yards, rising and falling on the swells 
that rolled in and broke on white 
shingle. 

“Ill lie on my back and let the waves 
wash me in.” Suiting the action to the 
thought, Alick threw himself on his 
back—he could float without moving a 
Huscice—and, closing nis eyes; he wis 

rocked by the swells, which he imagined 
were hearing him nearer and nearer to 
the shore. 

Five, ten, fifteen minutes passed, and, 
wondering why he was not thrown am- 
ong the breakers, as he expected, Alick 
Freeman turned over on his race ond 
rubbed the water from his eyes. 

Instead of being near the shore he 
was a half mile out, and the tide, on 
which he had not counted, was bearing 
him rapidly to sea. 

He took in the situation in an instant, 
and, though realizing the danger, he did 
not lose his presence of mind. His 
gafety depended on his coolness. 

He struck out for the shore, half 
throwing himself from the water by 
his powerful strokes, but all in wvain. 
The tide still dragged him out farther 
and farther toward the foaming bar, en 
whose white crest tossed the black 
buoy. : ; 

He took off his wide-brimmed straw 
bathing hat and waved it in the hope 
that some one might see him; then, anx- 
ious to reserve his strength, he again 
threw himself on his back and drifted 
with the tide in the line of the buoy. 
“If I can reach that,” he thought, I can 
cling to the chains till help comes—if 
it ever does.” 

Before entering the line of breakers 
that marked the bar, he again waved 
Lis hat, then threw it away. 

He reached the buoy, but the chains 
that kept it anchored were slimy and 
covered with seaweed, yet he so placed 
kis body across the chains as to keep 
his body from drifting farther to sea, 
and there he hung for what seemed 
an age, : 
The sun was setting, and he was los- 

ing heart, as well as all strength, when 
he heard a shrill voice above the thun- 
der of the breakers. 

He tried to reply, 
The next moment a boat with a single 

occupant—a girl—at the oars, shot past 
him and turned toward the buoy. 
“Where are you?’ she shouted. 
“Here! Here!” 
Alick let go his hold, and, with a new 

strength, made for the boat, . 
The voung heroine caught him and 

helped him on board, and the moment 
he was safe he fainted. 
When he came to he was back on the 

shore, and Sam White and Casper 

Burns, who had come up, were chafing 

him with the aid of a gentleman whom 

Alick recognized as Julia Fletcher's fa- 

ther. : 

“Take him up to the house,” said Mr. 

Fletcher, “and then go to your cabin 

for his clothes. Poor fellow, he had a 

hard tussle for life!” 
But the heroine? Well, as the fates 

would have it, Mr. Fletcher, his wife 

and his niece, Dora Weldon, had gone 

off to see the regatta, and Julia, acting 

under a whim, as the others supposed, 

remained at home. She saw the swim- 

mer in distress, and interpreted his 

signals, though she knew not at the 

time who he was. She ran to the inlet, 

got a boat and boldly started out with 
the result already shown, 

Next day Alick was himself, and he 

sent word to the bank about his acei- 
dent. the result being that he and Cas- 

per had an extemsion of another week. 

How the time was spent we need not 

sav. Alick owed it to his fair preserver 

to become her servant, and se he was 

with her nearly all the time, streMing on 

the sandy roads and salt-marshy by- 

wavs. ; 
“Never had such a pleasant summer 

in mg life as at White's Irflet,” sie 

Alisk to a ficiend some years after. 

“It’s so nice and quiet there. Casper 

and T were unmarried and clerks then, 

wit we roughed it, and enjoyed it, eh, 

Casper ?'—New York Ledger. 

  

John if you don’t quit referring to me 
as the old woman I'll make yom sorry for 
it. What will yeu do dear? I'll be a 
Rew woman, 

  

JOB PRINTING. 

‘All kinds ot 
% 

Plain and Fancy 

Job Printing 

Executed at shortest notice 

and at Lowest Prices 

AT THE OFFICE OF THE 

(UEENS COUNTY GAZETTE. 
- 

Our Type and Presses are new and consequently 

work done in this department g 

Is Nothing but the Best. 
Give us a trial order and be convinced that our 

Work is First Class. 

If you are in want of 

Any Kind of Stationer 
, 

Write for Prices. 

Address all communications to 

JAN. A. STEWART, 
GAGETOWN, N. B.  


