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Those who are gaining flesh 

and strength by regular treat- 
ment with 

Scott’s Emulsion 
should continue the treatment 
in hot weather; smaller dose 
anda little cool milk with It will 
do away with any 4 yh 
which Is attached to fatty pro- 
ducts during the heated 
season. 

Send for free sample, 
SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists, 

Teronto, On 
soc. and $1.00; all druggists. 

“THE KIDNAPPING OF COLLINGBURN. 

“Fate's been rough on Maxse. Got him 

down first go off and has sat on him ever 

gince,” said Harkness, as he knocked the 

ashes out of his pipe. 

“Poor Old Maxs«!" said Wenn. 

““An®the worst part of it is that he is un- 
doubtedly clever—brilliant—a genius.” 

“Now, take yeu and me,” he continued, 

after a pause. *‘‘We are neither of us parti- 
cularly brilliant stars 1n the firmament of 

society, are we! Wa couldn't paint a farm- 

yard fence decently, not to mention a pic- 

ture.” Harkness went on. ‘Music? We 
know as much about it as a dago organ 
grinder. We couldn't write a book—not te 

save our immortal souls, We—" 
“Can make pickles,” interrupted Wenn, 

with a grin. 

“I'm coming to that. We are pitch-forked 

into the good old-established business of 

Harkness & Wenn, pickle makers, built up 
by our fathers and grandfathers before us 

and still to the fore because—well, because 

we're not just such a pair of fools as to inter. 

fere with smooth-running machinery.” 
Wenn nodded acquiesence and helped him- 

gelf to whiskey and soda. 

“Well, there you are,” continued Hark- 

ness. ‘‘Think of it. Pickles brings us in 

close on ten thousand a year each, and genius 

~genius barely enables Maxse to keep him- 
self and the wife and kids in bread and 

batter. What's the inference?” 
“It's obvious. There's a better market for 

pickles than for brains.” 

“Well, it's rough that a man has to starve 

for want of an opportunity of showing the 

world that he’s clever. Poor beggar! [ met 
him in the Strand this morning, looking very 

seedy and down at the heels, Wasn't going 

to let on that he saw me; but I wouldn't have 

it. 
tell me all about himself. You should have 
seen him trying not to wolf his food. He's 

managed to get a minor part in ‘The Souls 

of Society,” which is to be produced next 
Monday. Laurence Collingburn is leading 
man, and Maxes is his understudy. Now, 

T'm dead certain Maxse could take the part 
fully as we as Collingburn, if not better.” 

““There was a pause and then Harkess laid 

down his pipe. He swung round in his chair 

and saw that the room was deserted, save for 

themselves. 
“Suppose something happened to Colling- 

“barn—tfor one night,” he said, leaning for- 

ward in his seat. 

““What the deuce could hap—Great Scott! 
Harkness, do you mean i 

“Kidnap him.” 

“You make me perspire! Run away, or 

¢alk sensibly. One doesn’t do that sort of 

ching nowadays.” 

“I'm perfectly serious,” protested the 

other, 

“But, hang it all, look at the risk! [I'd do 

a good deal for Maxse, but I draw the line at 
kidcapping.” 

The two conspirators smoked in silence for 

some time, and then Wenn suddenly slapped 
¢he arm of his chair. 

“Tommy Smith!” 

““What about Tommy Smith?” 

He's coming up from Cambridge for a run 
round London. We'll put Tommy into it. 
He's al ways game for a lark. He'll be up to 

his neck in this if you give him a chance.” 

“Good old Tommy! Yes, we'll have Tcm- 

gy in by all.means,” said Harkness. 

There was a knock at the door, and Colling- 
Harr was announced. vic 

Tommy Smith jumped co his feet. “Not 
Mr. Laurence Collingburn?’ he exclaimed. 
‘His face beamed. 

Collingburn glanced round the room with 

# questioning look. *‘That 18 my aame. But 
T'm afraid, gévtlemen, there's some mistake.” 

“1 think so,” smiled Tommy. 

“But I received a telegram trom Mason, 

the manager of the King's Theatre, asking 

yne to meet him at this address at six o’clock.’y 

“CU npunctuality, thy namé& is Mason.” 
said Tommy. ‘‘He told me he was going to 

fook me up and was bringing a friend.” 
Tommy lied beautifully. *‘But I had no idea 

we were to have the pleasure of meeting Mr. 
Laurence Collingburn. We'll have to intro- 
dace ourselves in Mason's absence. My 
name is Smith, My friends, Mr. Baker and 
‘Mr. Tompson. Just give me your hat and 

«coat and I'll put them outside. Ring the 
bell, will you, Tompson, and we'll have din- 

mer up and see if the scent will bring Mason, 

I hauled him off to lunch and made him, 

Ea DiBr.ATCOEL. 

Didn't Mason tell you you were to dine with 

us. ; 
“I new nothing beyond what was in the 

wire.” 

“This excellent dinner hasn't been provid. 

ed without a purpose, it strikes me,” was 
Collingburn’s inward comment. *‘Some put- 
up game between them and Mason. Won- 

der which of them wants to get on the stage, 

for I guess that’s about the hang of the thing. 
But he could not understand Mason's ab- 
sence. Nevertheless the actor was thorough- 

ly appreciating the good fare set before him. 

“I noticed a telephone in the doorkeeper’s 
box,” he said, addressing This host. “Wily 

you excuse me a moment ? Was to have eall- 

ed at my costumer’s this afternoon. Clean 
forgot about it.  T'll just ring them up.” 

He rang up Mason's flat instead, and on 
inquiring for the manager was informed that 
that individual had been called away to 

Hampshire by wire at 4 o'clock that after- 

noon. 

Collingburn chafed as he hung up the re- 
ceiver, but his face was as inscrutable as the 

Sphinx when he resumed his seat at the table, 
He pulled out his watch a moment or two 

later. ‘‘Seven o'clock, gentlemen, and 1 

must be at the theatre at half past.” 

“Now for it,” remarked Tommy, inwardly. 
*‘Can’t think what has detained Maison, 

but I'm very pleased to have met you all. 

I'll have to be off if you'll pardon my rushing 
away like this.” 

‘Better make a night of it,” suggested 

Tommy with a bland smile. He made a sign 
and Harkness slipped to the door, locked it 
and put the key in his pocket. 

“Open that door,” demanded Collingburn. 

“Can’t. Har—Baker’s got the key in his 

pocket. Strcug man, Baker. Champion 

heavyweight boxer at Magdalen.” 

“Look here, I don’t know what game you 

are playing, but I do know that you are 
forcibly detaining me here, and you'll suffer 
the penalty.” 

Tommy raised his hand with a deprecating 

gesture. 

“Not force, my dear sir—merely gentle 
persuasion.” 

Collingburn moved toward the bell pash. 

Wenn slipped in between. 

“Stand aside, sir,” thundered Collingburn, 

‘’Nothen strong man. Thompson, cham- 
pion lightweight wrestler at Magdalen,” said 
Tommy, sweetly. 

**Sit down, Collingburn, and have another 
glass of wine and a cigar.” 

Collingburn smoked on in angry silence 

for half an hour or so, then his eyes wander" 

ed several times in the direction of the three 
conspirators. He liked a game of bridge be- 
yond anything. At length he rose and walk- 

ed over to “he card table. 
**You're all Cambridge?” 

**On our oaths, your worship,” replied 

Tommy, solemnly. 

“I'm Oxford. I can trust Cambridge men. 

I don’t know what you're playing on me 
tonight, but I'm hanged if I can hold out 

against bridge. 

“Good man,” said Tommy. 

By midnight the actor was £510 to the 
good. He inwardly voted the others as 

decent a trio as he ever had met. And it 

wasn’t the winning of the cash that swayed 

his wiad. 

Tommy suggested an interval of something 
to eat. 

‘Tell us a yarn, Baker,” he said presently 
with a wink. 

*‘I was just thinking of something in Col- 
lingburn’s line,” he replied. 

**Let’s have the story, by all means,’ 
the actor. 

*“*Well,” he began. *‘I knew a fellow at 

Cambridge who was a don at acting. We did 
‘The Gay Lord Quex' one night and this 

man took the title role. I saw Hare and I'm 
hanged if he did the thing one bit better 

than our man. Well, when this fellow left 

Cambridge one or two of us dinned it into 
him that he ought to go oun the stage, and 

this he eventually did. Poor beggar, he 

never seemed to get a chance, and yet, by 
Jove, he could act—no mistake about that!” 

“I never knew a man who was really well 
up in stage business who didn’t eventually 

’ 

said 

“King Baby Reigns” 

Baky’s Own Soap} 
A Soap worthy of Baby~therefore 

good enough for any skin, 

Pure, Fragrant, Cleansing 

Albert Toilet Soap Co., Mfrs. 
MONTREAL. 

No other soap has all its qualities. ‘3 
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ning, Concord, Rubber 
Tire, or any other rig, see what we are showing either at Wood- 
stock or with any of the followi 

sEO. H. WEST, Grand Falls, 
H. T. ARMSTRONG, Perth. 
T. RANKIN SMITH, Bath. 
D. W. MATHEWSON, Hartland. 
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H. II. HOPKINS, Aroostook Junction. 

IT'WEEDDALE, M.P.P.,Arthurette. 

W. R. TRAFFORD, East Florenceville. 

GEO. W. JACKSON, Woodstock. 

ILMAN, Meductie. 

We or any of the above will be glad to talk “buggy” with you 
even though you don’t buy. 

BALMAIN BROS. 

Speamotor Spraying Machines 
Fitted with the Celebrated SPRAMOTOR PUMP 

We have torty of the above machines now already to spray. 
No farmer can afford the loss of one third of his crop. Yet 

potato growers who do not spray with the Bordeaux Mixture 
often lose more than this, 

We have in stock Blue Vitriol, Paris Green and Lime, for 
making Bordeaux Mixture. 
which is as follows:— 

6 pounds Blue Vitriol 
4 pounds Unslacked Lime 

Every tarmer should have the receipt 

4 ounces Paris Green 
30 Imperial gals. of water, 

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON, 
WOODSTOCK AND CENTREVILLE. 

THE OLD AND RELIABLE MUSIC STORE. 

PIANOS 
Bell, Karn, Dominion, Morris, also The Gorlay, high[priced 

but wort h the price. 

ORGANS 
Bell, Dominion, Karn, and Sherlock & Manning. 

I have as good a selection of Musical Instruments as any dealer in the province 
and can quote prices and terms that can 
you the Gorlay I am offering you the leading high priced piano of Canada. It 
highly recommended by the greatest. artists of the day and has been imported into 

not be beaten by any of them. In offering 

the United States in spite of the duty by people who appreciated its quality. 
I can supply any taste in musical instruments, either modest or expensive. 
If you think of buying a musical instrument write me for information. 

traveller can call upon you at any time, 
My 

I also sell NEW WILLIAMS SEWING MACHINES. 

C. R. WATSON, 
Dealer in Musical Instruments. Woodstock. 

A PLEASANT WEEK. 
Plan your holidays so as to spend the week of September 1st 

to Sth next, at Canada’s 

International Exhibition, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The automobile show alone will be worth going that far to 
see, and it is only one of a bunch of new features. 

A cheap fare from everywhere. 

A. 0. Skinner, 
President. 

C. J. Milligan, 
General Manager. 
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come out on top,” said Collingburn. 
“This man did—eventually,” went on 

Harkness, ‘‘but he went through a deuce of 

a rough time before the laurels came his way. 

And in the meantime he had got married. 

Chorus girl in one of the touring companies, 

I think it was. Couldu’t act for nuts, but as 

nice a girl as one would wish to meet any- 

her. She was, where—uno nonsense about 

in fact, a lady, and wouldn't have been on 

the stage at all only—but that's another 

story, ae Kipling says. ‘Well, as I said be 

fore, our friend went through an awful 

grind. Kids, too, and half starved. Then 

at last his chance came. He got a minor 

part in a new piece, and was understudy to 

To 

the principal actor was called away suddenly 

the leading man. cut a long story short, 

one night—urgent business, or something of 

Was 

be- 
the sort—and our man’s opportuaity 

| before him. He acted as he never acted 

His 

| “Tonight 

name 18 made—tonight.” 

echoed 

| forward in his chair. 

| “Tonight,” 

| 
| 

| fore. 
Aa 

Sitting Collingburn, 

replied Harkness, quietly. 

Collingburn dab-dab-dabbed with the end 

of his cizar in the ash tray before him. Then 

he lay back in his chair and frowned. 

‘I see,” he said slowly. “Upon my word 

| T don’t know whether to call you a pack of 

| scoundrels or, his brow cleared, ‘‘a trio of 

| bricks.” 

‘“(3o and see him to-morrow, Collingburn. 

| See his wife and the kids. Look at the happi- 

| ness in their faces when they've read the 

and—make it brie sald Harkness | papers; ks, 

When the rattle of the milk cart over the 

| rough cobbles awakened Maxse next morning, 

| he hurriedly dressed and ran out buy a 

| morning paper. 

{ This is what he read “The Soul of Soei 

| ety” at the King’s.—Through the unavoid- 

able absence of Mr. Laurence Collingburn, 

| the leading part was played by Mr. Herbert 

| Maxse, who is the rmer understudy 

| nouncement chat the iead 1 Ww n 

| appear may have envoke 1 minds i 

the audience, these feelings were quickly dis- 

| pelled by the mag actin Mr. 

Maxse. We would not for one moment de- 

preciate Mr. Collingburn’s talent-—it is bes 

yond dispute; but we do say, unhesitatingly, 

that Mr. Maxse’s portrayal of the dissolute 

titled family could scion of a wealthy and 

scarcely be surpassed. 
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PLUMBING 
At most reasonable prices is what 

I am offering the public. 

Estimates cheerfully furnished 

on any kind of work in my line 
A full line materials of all 

kinds. Aqueduct Pipe at specially 
low rates All work guaranteed 

first class. 

I. C. CHUR 
' Connell Street, 

of 

CHILL, 

Fredericton Business College 
| ONE ST. JOHN FIRM 
young men into their othice f 

| first of the year, and have ap 1 for another 

HAVE HAD mors plications for young men 
stenographers than we can supply. Several from 
Montrealtirms., 

NOW ISTHE TIME to 
and full particulars. 
Address, 

W. J. OSBORNE, 

Fredericton, N.B 
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write for catalogue 

I can fit you up a 

bATH ROOM 
I have on hand the very latest goods 

in the Plumbing line. 

Aqueduct Pipe, 

Hardware, Etc. 

Semple Bros. 
East Florenceville. 

"VICTORIA HOTEL, 
ST. JOHN N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK, - Proprietor 

JUNCTION HOUSE, 
Newburg Junction 

Meals on arrival of all trains® First-class 

R. B. OWENS,’ Proprietor 


