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Young Man 
Do You Realize that your sue 

ess in life depends on the preparation 

D2 You Know that o business 
education 1s absolutely essential if you 
vould command an early business sue- 

Do You Know lat thousands 
siness men of to day | 

nd first stepping stone 9 suc 

kugwledzre of shorthand ? 
bo " 

= ! 3) new illustrated Cata- 

WOODSTOCK 
BUSINESS COLLEGE 

Mount Allison 
| 

ACADEMY, 
Sackville, N. B,, | 

Willy pon alter the summer vacation on | 

FNTURSDAY, SEPT. 11th, 12, A thorough 
preparation is herve given for Matriculation 

nto the various Colleges of Arts, Medicine, 

ul 
1 

1 ALISON BISA COLLEGE. i 
i 
also re-open Sept. 11th, 1902. A very | 

ry, « | 

: 
np te Business Course is provided, em- | 
weing Pook-kecping, Business Papers and | 

Practice, Commercial Laws, Joint Stock Com- | 

panies, Ban ing Business, Penmanship, Cor- 
respondene Brithme tie, Shorthand, Tpye- 

iting, cote. ote. In the actual Business De- \ 
partment th a student engages in the actual 
purchase « ndsale of merchandise and in keep 
i the hook € necessary in his business, 

For calendar containing full information 
relative oeither of the above institutions, 

"JAS. A. PALMER. MAA. 
Principal 

, N. B., July 9, 19)2. 2m -29. 

(Genuine 
Carpet 
ale! 

‘up my mind to abandon all hope of 

standing near to hold the horse, and | 

| tion. 

Poetry. | 

Maiden, Come and Let Us | 

Wander. 
: 
: 

Maiden, come and let us wander ! 

By the crystal brooklet yonder. | 

Low, the balmy air ofeven’, 

Whisper to the willows, leave-n 

Traces soft, as gently waveing 

Colored buds, their blossoms bathing, 

In the mystic, mellow beauty 

Of the young eve, clothed in duty. 

And the twilight, softly lingers 

Touched by nature’s mystic fingers— 

And the shadows, stealing over 

Fields, rich strewn with blossomed clover ; 

From the hill-tops, slow descending; 

To a darker hue protruding. 

Giving youth a richer token. 

Whispering of a love unspoken. 

Maiden, come, and let us wander 

By the rippling brooklet yonder, 

RoBERT G. FERGUSON. 

Literature. 

"THE POMEROY AFFAIR. 
1 

I stood at the window of my poor 

little meanly furnished surgery. 

There was scarcely a patient worthy 

of the name on my books, and my 

little stock of savings was nearly ex- 

hausted. In fact, it began to look as 

if the medals and distinctions I had 
won at college and the ‘‘’spital”’ 

were useless, for I had nearly made 

working up a practice in Dewhurst. 

As I looked down the whole length 

of the High Street I saw one of the 

Pomeroy dogcarts turn the corner by 

the market place. It contained a 

' not a scrap of affectation or nonsense 
about him. 

have never met a man with such re- 

 marrkable 

' to be transferred to paper. 

| ble. 

| keeper 

groom, dressed in their well-known 
dark blue livery, and he drove the | 

thoroughbred chestnut up the street 

at a splitting pace. To my surprise, | 

ha stopped at the door of my hum- 

ble surgery, ordered a boy who was | 

sprang out. 

“Will you please come up to the | 

castleat once 2”? hesaid breathlessly. | 

“The earl has cut his hand very bad- 

iy,”! 

I believe I went scarlet with aston- 

| ishment. 

“Dr. Thornton generally attends 
his lordship,” I said with hesita- 

“Yes,” said the groom; “but the 
dowager countess has had some 

| words with Mr. Thornton, and she 

particularly begs you will drive back 

BARGAINS IN CARPE. 
All-Wool now 75 cts.; 
former price $1.15. 

Union, from 25c¢.to 50c. 

Tapestry, 35c¢.: formerly 
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with me. 

A moment later I was seated in the 

dogcearty speeding away to the cas- 

tle, not knowing that that simple 

summons to attend a wounded hand 

was to lead to the most extraordin- 

ary incident of my career. 

I was receivedin the morning room 

by the dowager countess, a woman 

of abont forty years of age, who was 

still in possession of the wonderfal 

beauty which had made her famous 

throughout Europe. I should men- 

tion that the present earl was her 

stepson. His young wife, a girl of 

about twenty, was in the room when 

I arrived, but she had very little to 

say, and I understood at a glance 

that the person to be conciliated was 

the dowager, who appeared to rule 

everybody. The conversation was 

of the ordinary type; the earl had 

wounded his hand somewhat severe- 

ly with a huntingknife. He was at 

present in the library, and they 

would like me to go there at once 1 

was about to leave the room, when 

the dowager called me back. 

“There is one other little matter, 

Dr. Lightfoot,’” she said. “We very 
much fear thatthe ear]l’s heart is ser- 

iosly affected.” 

She stopped, and I looked proper- 

ly sympathetic. 

“Could you manage to make an ex- 

amination without alarming him ? 

He is very nervous, because heart 

disease is in the family.” 

I promised to do my best. 

The earl received me most cordial- 

ly. He was a man of about five-and- 
thirty, healthy and strong looking, 

though somewhat pale, the result of 

leading a studious life. The wound 

n his hand was not of much conse- 

nence, and within a quarter of an 

ur it was sewn up and bandaged. 

Then 1 approached the heart ques- 

delicately. He " of course , Very 

I don’t think 

ne mawer witn my 

there is anything 

heart ; but you 

are welcome to sound it, if it’s only 

to please the ladies.” 

Now, if there is an organ which I 

understand with some 

thoroughness, it is the heart. But] 

could find nothing in the world the 

matter with his. The action was 

some what weak, but that must beex- 

pected in a man who spends almost 

all bis time in the library. So far as 

profess to 

] could ascertain, there was not a 

trace of disease. 

“There's no heart disease in our 

family,” said the Ear] eheerily. 

This was a direct contradiction of 

the dowager’s words, but | bad paid 
little attention 10 11 al "the time. 

Every doctor knows how unreliable 

patients are in thelr statements, 

There are some who take a delight 

in exaggerating every trifling ail- 

meal, there are others who take an 

equal delight in minimizing thew 

Before 1 left 1 had come 0 the con- 

| clusion that the Earl was one of the 

"fusion. 

best fellows I had met. There was 

His great hobby was sketching. 1 

talent. Every thought 
that passed through his mind seemed 

For in- 

stance, while we were chatting 
he sketched my likeness. It was 

quite a little work of art, with the 

characteristic signature, ‘“Pomoroy, 

December 20th, 1895,” 
“We are both stndents, Dr. Light- 

foot, he said warmly, and if we don’t 

become very intimate, it will be your 
own fault. I am quite glad I cut my 

hand. It has been the means of in- 
troducing us.” 
That concluded my interview with 

the Earl of Pomeroy. 

The same night, at ten o’clock, the 
dogcart again dashed up to my sur- 
gery. This time the groom was 

white with excitement. 

“Come at once, sir,”” he said husk- 
ily. 

“Is anything wrong 27’ I asked. 
“The Earl is dead!” 
For a moment I gazed at him in 

stupefied silence. Dead? A man 

I began to see there was something 
mysterious in the whole affair. Be- 
tween us we applied restoratives un- 
til the faint gleam of life became 
more steady. 
Seeing that there was no immedi- 

ate danger, I decided to leave the 
butler with his mast er, while I visit- 

ed the library. While still uncon- 

scious it was evident that Lord Pom- 

eroy had visited that apartment. 1 

was curious to know what had hap- 

pened there. 
I found the electric light burning 

brightly. He had switched it on on 
entering, just as he would have done 

in the ordinary way. Nothing was 

disarranged. I went across to his 

writing table,and there I found, per- 

haps, the most remarkable piece of 
evidence that ever fell into man’s 

hand. It was was half a sheet of note- 

paper, with three sketches drawn in 

the Earl’s masterly way. The first 

was a sketch of a little medical 
syringe, the second was a poppy — 

the opium plant ; the third was a por- 
trait—exact and unmistakable— a 

portrait of the Dowager Countess of 

Pomeroy. 

I understood the meaning of it at 

whom, only a few hours earliergponce. To sketch whatever was in his 

I had seen in the prime of life and in 

sound health! It seemed impossi- 

“How did it happen ?” I asked. 
‘‘His Lordship went to the library 

after dinner as usual. He fellasleep 
in his armchair before the fire—and 

—and about an hour ago the house- 

found him, sir. He was 

dead !” 

Tears were trickling down the 

man’s face as he spoke. 1 felt that 

my medical knowledge must be in 
some way altogether at fault, but it 

was no time for idle conjecture. I 

sprang into the dogeart, and three- 
quarters of an hour later stood in the 

castle hall. 

Everything was, of course, in con- 

The servants were horror- 

mind was a kind of a second nature 

to the Earl; he would do it almost 

unconsciously. The meaning of his 

sketch was that somebody-—the dow- 

ager countess—had used a syringe to 

inject a drug, and the drug was 
opium. 

But the countess had made a mis- 

calculation. She had injected suffi- 

cient opium to cause the appearance 

of death, but not sufficient to kill. 

I could only marvel at the diaboli- 
cal cunning of the woman who had 

attempted the crime. Her motive 

was clear--she wished to see one of 

ner own children inherit the title and 
estates. 

The method in which she had ap- 

proached the crime was masterly in 

its long-sightedness. She first quar- 

stricken. The young countess, over- 

come with grief, had been carried 

, unconscious to her room. The only 

person who showed any nerve and | 

presence of mind was the dowager. 

She looked pale, but cool and col- 

lected. In fact,she was one of those 

determined, strong-minded women 
who can face any emergency. 
She led me at once to his bed- 

room, where he had been carried. 1 

shall never forget the scene that fol- 

lowed. He lay on the bed, his face 
just as I had seen it in the morn- 

ing, except that it was now pale 

and rigid. 

“How is it, Dr. Lightfoot.” she said 

sternly, ‘““that when you saw the Earl | 

this morning you were not to foresee 

| this calamity ?” 

“I don’t believe it was possible for 

any medical man to foresee it,” 1 

replied firmly. 

“But I warned you that the Earl 

suffered from his heart 

“I found nothing amiss with the 
Earl.” 

‘We hoped that in sending for you,’ 

she said bitterly, ‘we should have 

better advice than could be obtain- 

ed from an old practitioner like Dr. 

Thornton. Evidently, our confidence 

was misplaced.’ 

She swept contemptuously from 

the room, and left me there, feeling 

more perplexed than I have been be- 

fore or since. 
11 

I knew quite well that I was not in 

any sense of the word to blame for 

what had happened. The question 

was, ought I to grant a certificate ? If 

I certified that the Earl died of heart 

disease, I stultified myself. If 1 re- 

fused a certificate, a coroner's in- 

quest would be required, and the 

whole countyside would be indig- 

nant at what they would call my 

clumsiness in not avoiding it, I was 

turning the position over in my mind, | 

when the butler entered, begging me | 

to go to the servants’ hall, as the 

housekeeper had been taken ill. 

It was she who found the Earl dead 

in his chair. Fully two hours passed 
before I was able to leave her, and 

by that time it was 

o’clock. 

When, at last, the butler conduci- 

ed me from the housekeepers room 

across the great corridor, it was on- 

ly dimly lighted, but {0 our great 

surprise we saw afigure emerge from 

the library, and walk slowly and 

noiselessly across the corridor. It 

approached the door of the Earl's 

bedroom and then, turning round, 

looked at us. It was the white, stern, 
rigid face of Lord Pomeroy ! 

I heard the butler—a stern old 

Beotsman, who had been with the 

family since boyhood — whisper a 
prayer under bis breath, | seized his 
arm. 

“Come with me 10 the 

room.” J said. ‘lI shall 

help.’ 

We entered the room, and found 
him lying just as I had seen him 

when the dowager countess Look me 

into the room. But there was no 
change, The bunch offlowers which 

bad been placed on bis breast was 

lylug ou the ground, 
1 pointed this out in silence ww the 

butler, who trembled violently, and 

for the first time showed signs of fear, 

Placing my fingers on the Earls 

heart, | felt after a moment a slight 
wovement, He was alive ! 

. 

nearly one 

Harl's bed- 

want your 

relled with the family doctor; then, 

taking advantage of a trifling acci- 

| dent to the Earl,she sent for a young 

| and unknown practitioner, 

| would naturally be somewhat easily 

| led away by anything that was said 
by such a great lady. Her design had 

| ben frustrated by the accident of my 

being detained in the house, for ifin 

the morning she had seen signs of re- 

| turning consciousness in the Earl, 

she would, no doubt, have finished 

her work. 

I had now two tasks before me— to 

| restore the Earl to health and to pre- 

| vent recurrence of an attempt on his | 
| life. 

The first was comparatively easy. 

| At the end of a couple of hours he 

| was able to take nourishment, and 

his mind appeared quite 

though, of course, he 

nothing that had happened after the 

| time he fell asleep in the library. 1 

told him what had happened. 

“But the matter must be 

up, Lightfoot, for the sake of the 

family,” he said eagerly. 

who | 

The Unloveliness of Haste. 

Whether it be sweetness, or dig- 
nity, or reserve, or pretty frankness, 
that is considered the most pleasing 
womanly characteristic, each and 
every one of them is totally incom- 
patible with haste. The women who 
are always in a hurry are the ones 
we laugh at, indulgently perhaps, 
but also pityingly. They never get 

the full benefit of anything, nor do 
justice to it. Life seems made up of 
a succession of minutes to be saved 
instead of hours to be enjoyed. The 
haste and flurry leave on face and 

mind traces as irrevocable as these 

of trouble or sin. Friends and ac- 
quaintances are kept in a chronic 
state of gasp and wonder, Certain- 
ly there is nothing womanly in all 
this. 
Take life, mental and physical, 

with a certain amount of ease and 
quietness if you would get the most 

from it and be the highest develop- 
ment possible of your nature. Angles 

come with haste, curves from quiet- 

ness. Don’t switch from one room to 

another; move softly, and people 

will watch with a smile, not a pucker 

of the forehead. Why, ec¢ven in 

drinking a glass of milk, haste is 

disastrous. Milk becomes a hard, 

cheesy mass immediately on enter- 

ing the stomach. Ifa whole glassful 

is poured in at once, the big cheese 
can only with difficulty be acted on 

by the gastric juices, but if sipped 

with deliberation the number of 

single cheeses formed are much more 

quickly affected. Think how nature 

silently preaches against haste. Its 

chief beauty is in gentle, natural, 

evolution. Things develop; they do 

not burst from one stage to another, 

Sometimes they seem to, but it is 

only because the slow process has 

been hidden from us. Which is the 

rain we all look for, the sudden, 

dashing storm that beats down the 

trees and flowers, washes seeds out 

of the ground and destroys roads— 

or the soft, slow, deliberate shower, 

that comes up gently, and sinks soft- 
ly into the thirsty earth, refreshing 

| everything and bringing benefit, not 

| destruction, with it ? 

clear, | 

remembered ! 

hushed | "* 
| minutes saved. 

“Quite so,” I said; “but we must | 

also take care that it does not hap- 

pen again. I suggest that the 
dowager countess be sent for at once | 
and confronted with ysu.” 

My plan was carried out, and suc- 

ceeded better than I expected, in- 

stead of attempting to deny it, she 

| entirely lost her self-possession, and, 

| falling on her knees, begged forgive- 

| Ness. 

I pointed out that in remaining si- 

lent I was compounding a felony and ! 

jeopardizing my future career, so I 

insisted on the dowager countess re- 

tiring altogether from society, and 

living on her own property in the 

North of England.— London Answers. 

EABY'S OWN TABLETS. 

| FOR WEAK AND SICELY CHILDREN 

DURING THE HOT WEATHER. 

Thousands of children die during 
the hot weather nionths, because 
summer complaints and stomach 
troubles come suddenly, and mothers 
do not have the means at hand to 
promptly check and cure them. In 
homes where Baby's Own Tablets 
are used, these precious little lives 
can be saved, and no home where 
there are infants and young children 
shouid be without them. 
Baby's Own Tablets will promptly 

cure all stomach and bowel troubles. 
and are a great relief to 1eething 
children, "The Tablets are sold un- 
der a positive guarantee that they 
contain neither opiate nor harmful 
drug. Crushed to a powder they can 
be given with absolute safety to a 
new born babe, Mrs R Ferguson, 
105 Mansfield street, Montreal, says ; 
“1 have used Baby's Own fablets 
and have found them the best medi- 
cines 1 have ever given my children, 
My baby has always been small and 
delicate and suffered so much last 
summer with his teeth that I did not 
think he would live. Then he was 

| attacked with dysentery, a feverish 
skin and cough, As the doctor's 
medicine did not help him, 1 sent for | 
Baby’s Own Tablets and they did 
him 3 wonderful amount of good, 

| and he is now getting on splendidly, 
I gladly give my experience for the 
benefit of other mothers,” If your 
druggist docs not keep these Tablets 
they will be sent by mail post paid 
atl 25 cents a box by writing direct to | 
the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., 
Brockville, Out., or Schenectady, N, 
Y. 

There was anolher terrific earth- 

| quake al Kingston, Ht, 
the worning of the 2st, 

pDubscribe for the BENTINEL, 

Vincent, ou 

The loveliest music ever written is 
spoiled, no matter how accurate the 

notes and expression be reproduced, 

if the time is hurried. How can a 

woman expect to be the one excep- 

tion to this universal rule ? 

Haste is nearly always ludicrous as 

well as ineffectual,and what is so hard 

to bear as ridicule ? Picture a wom- 

an running for a horse car. She 

waves her bundles frantically in the 

air to attract the conductor, steps in 

some mud and spoils her boots, 
bumps into everybody in the way, 
loses her hairpins and her temper, 
passes a friend she wanted to see, 
and reaches the car all of a tremble, 
her fingers too shaky to hand out 
her fare, hat awry, dignity and 
womanliness gone and perhaps three 

It would serve her 
right if the cars were blocked for an 
hour at the next corner. 
A very beautiful thing in my eyes 

is the slowness with which the high- 
er works of God are reproduced. 
The lower forms of nature and an- 
imals reproduce themselves quickly, 
while that which has a soul and is 
the image of the Creator cannot 
hasten. It has time given it to real- 
ize the wonderful thing which is 
coming to it. 
Please don’t think Iam advocating 

a too slow, phlegmatic mind or body. 
Keep on the alert, live with every 
breath and every drop of blood in 
your veins, use every opportunity 
that comes to you, but don’t waste 

them by only nibbling a bit here and 

there. Make the whole loaf yours 

in the only true way by coming to it 

with an appejite born of proper ex- 

ercise, not exhausting rush, and give 

yourself time to benefit by every 
morsel. 

BRICK LAYING MACHINE 

A CANADIANS INVENTION, 

Washington, July 16, — Commercial 
agent ¥. 5.8, Johnson, of Stanbridge, | 

Canada, reports a recent invention, 

which of bricklaying by 

machinery instead of by hand, He 
BAYS : 

a’ 

consists 

I'he machine, worked by two men 

and a lad, will lay 400 to 690 bricks | 

per hour. 
cause only a slight delay. The ma- 
¢hine is suited for all plain 

such as walls sheds, mills, factories, 

rows of cottages, piers of bridges, 
ete. Comsiderable pressure is puton 
the bricks, and it is claimed that the 

work is more firmly done than by 
hand. 

“The invention will do the work of 
six or seven skilled bricklayers, and 

it ishelieved that a machine adapt- 
ed 10 build a factory ahout 60 by 40 

feet could he put on the markep for 
$500, 
“The apparatus can be readily 

worked after a fortnight's instruc. 
vion.” 

Ireland is steadily losing popula- 
tion, The decrease last year was 31 ,- 
435, entirely accounted for by emi- 
gration, 

A pative steamer capsized in the 
West river, Hong Kong, and two 

| hundred persons were drowned, 

Door and window spaces | 

work, | 

Sirong Man 
Is st all over. No man can he 
strong who is suffering from indigestion 
or some other disease of the stomach and 
its associated organs of digestion and 
nutrition. For 
when the stomach 
is diseased there is 
a loss of the nutri- /4 
tion contained in 
food, which is 
the source of all 
yng strength. 
en a man 

doesn’t feel just 
right, when ue 
doesn’t sleep well, 
has an uncomfort- 
able feeling in the 
stomach after eat- 
ing, is languid, 
nervous and irrita- 
ble, he is losing the 
nutrition needed 
to make strength. 
Such a man needs 

to use Dr. Pierce's 
Golden Medical 
Discovery. It cures 
diseases of the 
stomach and other 
organs of* digestion 
and nutrition. It 
enriches the blood, stimulates the liver, 
nourishes the nerves, and so gives health 
and strength to the whole body. 
Mr. Thomas A. Swarts, of Sub. Station C, 

Columbus, Ohio, Box 103, writes: "I was taken 
very sick with severe headache, then cramps in 
the stomach and my food would not digest, then 
kidney and liver trouble and my back got weak 
80 I could scarcely get around. The more I doc- 
tored the worse I got until six vears passed. 1 
could only walk in the house by the aid of a 
chair, and 1 had given up to die. Then one of 
my neighbors said, ‘Take my advice and take 
Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical Discovery and 
make a new man out of vourself.' The first bot- 
tle helped me and after I had taken eight bot. 
tles in about six weeks I was weighed and found 
I had gained twenty-seven (27) pounds, and I 
am as stout and healthy to-day, I think, as I 
ever was.” 

Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets cure con. 
stipation. 

Have You 
A Picture 

THAT YOU WANT TO GET 

Enlarged ? 
IF SO, TAKE IT TO 

G. A. KEITH, 
PHOTOGRAPHER. 

Enlarging done in Crayon, 

Pastel, Water Colors or india 
Ink. 

FIRST-CLASS WORK 
AT REASONABLE PRICES. 

HANDSOME LINE OF 

Furniture 
Carpets, Squares, 
Rugs, Oil Cloths, 

< 

Window Curtains and 
Poles, : 

Chamber. Suites, : 
Parlor Suites, 
Dining Room Suites, 
Kitchen Suites, 
Sofas, Chairs, Lounges 

The above in all styles and at low prices. 
In a word, we have the finest line of Goods 

in the Furniture and House Farnishing 
Goods ever seen in Woodstock, An invite 
tion is extended to all to come and see. 

Undertaking in all its bran- 
ches carefully attended to. 

JACOBVANWART 
SHOW ROOM: 

Hale's Building, King Street, 
and South Side Bridge, Main St. 
Woodstock, April 1, 1901. 

PHENR & SON, 

| Because 8 John's cool SUImers, oap 
{ elevated position op an to the sen breezes, our 
ary rooms with 21 tect ceilings and perfect 
system of ventilation, we do pot Know whist 

| hot weather is. Phere is therefore no better Ume than just now for taking either of our, 

J. KERR & SON 
Oddiellows’ Hall, 

ly-10, 

No Vacations, 
sludents ean on- 
er at any time, 
Bend for cata 

n
e
i
 

logue, 

(ie BANK OF NEW BRUNSWICK 
(ncorporgted 1820, 

CAPITAL, .- » #600,00060 
RESERVE FUND, 2700:008%8 

Bast Flovencil, N. B, 
Geperal Banking Business transacted, 

Deposits yeceiyed and interest wllowed, 

Collections made on most uyorable terms, 
Operas a Bavings Bank Deparbinient, 
Corvesponde nee iny ed, 

BFP BTAVERY 
Man adku Sule. 
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