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“is good tea”

It has that “Rich Fruity Flavor” which
belongs to Red Rose Tea alone.

Prices—25, 30, 35, 40, 50 and 6o cts. per Ib. in lead packets

T.H. EBTABROOKS, 87.JowN, N. B,

WINNIPES.

TORONTO, s WeLLINGTON 8T E.

THE VALLEY OF REST.

Eastward a chain of lofty, snow-
crowned mountain packs, half a doz-
en rude frame dwelling houses
grouped about a two-story hotel
with glaring windows guiltless of
curtains and shutters, several
saloons, a nondescript station with a
length of gleaming steel railroad
running north and south. This is
Lebanon Junction, as it appeared to
the shrinking eyes of Eleanor Greve
on a rain-sobden afternoon in Febru-
ary.

“Erakine-Greve ?”’ repeated the
station agent, meditatively, in answ-
er to her timid inquiry. ‘‘Never
heard the name before in my life. I
guess he don’t live hereabouts. |
know the country like a book.”

“He is a ranch owner in the Valley
of rest,” said Eleanor, a shadow of
vague alarm clouding her beautiful
eyes. ‘I wrote him to meet me here.
May I ask if the valley is very far
away ? I could hire a conveyance,
perhaps.”’

The man looked at her pityingly.

“The Valley of Rest lies nigh onto
thirty miles away, in the heart of
the roughest mining district. The
stage leaves for there at 4 o’clock,
but I couldn’t advise you to go on in
it. Best wait here for your father,
He’s sure to turn up soon if you
wrote him, and you can get tolerable
accomodations at the Eagle, yonder.

Eleanor dropped her hands in
quick dismay as her glance followed j
his toward the unattractive hotel. ‘

“1 prefer to go on in the stage,”
she said firmly. “This is my first
trip west. All my life has been pass- !
ed at boarding school. I beg your |
pardon, but the place seems 8o |
rough.” ’

“Yes,” assented the agent, ‘it is |
like the majority of mining luwns.!
8till, if you go in the Lebanon stage |
you may fall into rougher company.
There’s three hours to wait. Will
you go over to the Eagle ?”

There seemed nothing else to do,
80 Eleanor wearily picked her way
across the muddy street and took |
refuge in the ugly hotel. |

The proprietor gave up the sitting- |
room to her exclusive use and she |
spent the dreary interval of waittng !
in looking from the window upon a ;
street where evey other door seem- |
ed to open into a saloon. Burros |
and Mexican donkeys, heavily laden
with tools and provisions for distant
mining camps passed along urged
on by swarthy riders in flannel suits
and wide sombreros, with Winchest-
er rifles slung across the saddle

bows |
Fiually the stage appeared at the '

door and Eleanor settled her bill

and prepared to depart. Scores of |
eyes surveyed her curiously as she |

took her place within the lumbering

old vehicle, She drew down her |

veil, shivering.

“] wish you a safe journey.” said |

the landlord soberly. Seems like
filying in her face of Providence
howsomever, for Black Steve is on
the rampage again.”
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“Black Steve,” repeated Eleanor, |

mechanically. ‘“Who is he ?”

“A road agent, miss—the pest of |
the country. He don’t dare to show |
his face in Lebanon, but that never |

prevents him from holding up the
stage and robbing the mails. Better
hide your watech and rings. He’s

|
|
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vitriol and greased lightning let |

loose, is Steve.”

Eleanor flashed an apprehensive
look up the serpentine road.

“Am I the only passenger? she
asked.

“No there’s six besides —all men. |

They’ll do their best to protect ye.
Got our shooting iron, Bill ?”

“0O K”answered the driver briefiy.
As the passengers took their places
he cracked his whip and the mules
sprung down the road, turned a
curve and disappearad among the
hills.

Eleanor turned from the window
and took a survey of her fellow-
travelers. Miners all, save one, and
armed to the teeth.

“Don’t you be afeared, miss,” said
one of them, tapping her belt
significantly as he met her glance.
\\Fe’ll give %lack Steve a warm re-

ception if he hite the road to-night.

“I hope it will not come to blood-
shed,” said the sixth passenger, a
white-haired old man with a mild,
benevolent-looking face.

Eleanor turned to him with a sign
of relief and soon they were engaged
in conversation. Something impell-
ed her to tell this kind old mab her
history. To be sure it was not much
to tell. Her mother had died at her
birth, and her father, leaving his
infant daughter in good hands had
gone west to make his fortune.
From California to Mexico and
thence to Oregon he had wardered
settlidg finally in the Valley of Rest.
Only twice had Eleanor seen his
face, when he had made flying visits
back to his native town in the far
east. Now she was through school
and coming home for good.

Did her father send for her ? the
old man inquired ; and she answered
in the negative. She had written
him when and where to meet her,
but he must have failed to received
the letter. Now she would give him
a thoroughly delightful surprise.

The road grew wilder with every
mile traversed by the jaded mules.
Soon the stage entered a thickly
wooded strips where the breath of
nightmares seemed to rest, 80
intense was the gloom.

On the seat the driver whistle a
merry tune to keep his spirits up,
and Eleanor, in her corner, was
occupied with conjectures as how
far they might be from the Valley of
Rest and what would be her recep-
tion when she reached there, when
of asudden sounded the clatter of
horses’ hoofs in the road, the jingle

| of bridle and spurs, and a loud
| voice rang forth, clear and stern as

a trumpet-call.
“Halt !”’ it cried.
The stage stopped abruptly and an

electric thrill, ran through the pas- |
| gepgers. In a breath each hand held

a six-shooter.
“Black Steve !” whispered the old
man to Eleanor.
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Even as he spoke the door ﬂew'

' open and a face looked into the

interior.

|

alert, glowing with evil fire! One
hand held a revolver and the gleam-
ing muzzle was pointed at the heart
of the old man sitting beside her.

‘““Hands up ! repeated that familiar
voioe, sternly.

“Father!” cried Eleanor, apring-
ing toward him.

He heard her and gave a start of
surprise. Unwittingly his fingers
pressed the trigger as he made an
involuntary step forward. There
was a flash, a loud report, and, reel-
ing aside, she fell face downward at
his feet.

Stone dead ! They knew it ere they
lifted her; never yet had Black
Steve missed fire.

The road agent flung his smoking

revolver into the darkness. It was,

his last fight and he knew it.
Where were his followers ? He cared
not as he took in his arms the limp
form of the unhappy girl who had
traveled so many miles only for this.

The miners stood around him in an
awed but no breath fluttered threw
those still lips, frozen so suddenly
into the long long silence.

He lifted his huged eyes to the
pitying faces around him can’t any
of you do something for her? He
asked wistfully ‘““she cannot be dead
you know it is impossible she has
only fainted.

The old man came and knelt be-
side him he unfastened Eleanor’s
raps and showed the bullet hole a
gapping wound just over the heart
from which the crimson blood
pulsed slowely. She is passed help
he said huskely but ten minutes ago
she was wondering how near was
the Valley of Rest to which she was
bound she was nearer than she
thought poor child.

The Valley of Rest repeated
Greave as if dogged, did you say
she had reached the Valley of Rest
I—don’t think I understand his
glance droped to the face on his
breast and alight of sudden compre-
hension flashed into his dispairing
eyes. 1 did not dream ghe was
coming,’’he said softly; this would
have been my last raid I meant to
reform when she came out of school
well it is all over. Lay us together
under the mountaing pines in the
Valley she never saw and say in
lebinon Black Steve has reformed.

He snatched a revolver from the
belt of one of the miners and placed
it to his temple, another moment
and Erskin Graves lay lifeless be-
side his daughter.

The members of his band had dis-
appeared and only the music of the
pines broke the silence and the old
man gently wiped the blood from
the brow of Black Steve they made
no attempt to take him prisoner
perhaps they believed themselves
covered by the pistols of the band
outside.

‘‘Eleanor’ murmured Erskine Greve
in an agony of remoree speak to me
darling ! you are not, you cannot be
dead ?

Who Has Bullfrogs for Sale?

The following
explanatory :—

New York, Aug. 5th, 1906.

letter is self-

“Hands up !’ cried a voice strange- | 0. L. SMITH,

ly familiar to the girl.

A horrible fear clutched at her
heart-strings; she leaned forward,
striving to see more plainly that
handsome, mocking face, outlined

' against the darkness like a sil-

houette.

So poorly was the stage furnished
with light that the flickering yellow
rays but dimly illuminated the face
beneath the broad sombrero; yet
surely—oh, pityful heaven!—surely
those were her father’s eyes keenly

|

Post master,
Dear Sir :—

Would you kindly let me know by
return mail if there are any large
Bullfrogs up in your part of tge
country ? I supply French Restau-
rants more or less, and would like to

et any quantity. Would you kind-
y write me and let me know, I
would like to get sizes that run 4 to 6
hind quarters to the lb and would
contract for all you could get, FO B
train, providing they are put up in
proper shage.

Jours respect,
L. W, WRIGHT.

bousekeeper's care,

>andoraRange

Managed Like an Engtne.

One-third of a housekeeper's life is spent in her kitchen.
One-half the labor of housekeeping Is at the cook stove.
Your range can double or halve the ceoking slavery of housekeeping.
A poor range adds worry as well as work, and worry multiplies the

y
\

*
)
\)
XX

cC
.BO'

Get a range that reduces the work and eliminates the werry.

The Pandora Range is as easily and accurately managed as an
engine—it responds to the touch as quickly and certainly as the huge
engine obeys the hand of the engineer.

The Pandora Range saves worry, and because worry klll{,oit rolongs

o

life. Sold by enterprising dealers everywhere. Write for

M¢Clarys

et,

Londen, Terente, Mentresl, Winalpeg, Vaasouver, 8t. John, N.B.
FetiavsantiB Nl & Y .

H. E. BURTT, -

SOLE AGENT.

" Royal Househol

Best for BreadgFastry

YHEIOGIIVIE FLOUR MILLS COLTD MONTREAL.

Flour

2 -

These Machines are better than ever.

Come and see our GASOLINE ENGINES.

Tornado Threshing Machines!

DIRECT GEAR HORSE POWERS.

| They have been strengthened and improved
where it was possible to do so, and still are the best that can be made.

Connell Bros. Ltd., Woodstock, N. B.

Fashionable Stock of

AND

GOING OUT of BUSINESS'

We have decided to dispose of our Large and

DRY®GOODS

Gents’ Furnishings

at once, as we are going out of business.

Early Buyers have First Choice. .

The

All our Goods are New.
Nothing old or out of style.
- Everything must go at ence.

We will give you Bargains that never have been heard
of before in Woodstock. '

Remember the Place.

Saunders Co. Lid.,

MAIN STREET, WOODSTOCK, N. B.

NEW PLUMBING HIRM.

We, the undersigned, have entered into a co-partnership
under the firm name of

PICKEL & DAVIDSON

With OFFICE in the
MARCY BUILDING, Connell St.

We are prepared to do anything in the line of Plumbing.

PROMPT SERVICE AND SATISFACTION GUARANTEED.

We have had many years experience, and solicit a share
of public patronage.

J. P. PICKEL.

J. FRED DAVIDSON.

Subscribe for the Sentinel.

p—————— ]

Jewelery!

You will find a large stock
of Fine Gold Jewelry, in
Chains, Lockets, Pendants,
Brooches, Links, Studs,
Rings, ete., at

41 King Street, -

FERGUSON & PAGE.
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WANTED

2,000 cords Hemlock Bark, of
this season’s peel.

Reliable parties wishing to contract kinde
ly call at our Tannery office.

). D. DICKINSON & SON.
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Subscribe for the SENTINEL.
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