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- ihe thing to consider 

as J : in purchasing a sound-reproducing instrument 1s 

‘ a»; "ot 5 N ’ . . . 4 

the fidelity with which 1t reproduces the 
human 

fo "a voice in songs or speeches and the musical notes 

of instruments. Until you have heard the 

| Edison Phonograph 
you cannot appreciate how far Mr. Edison h

as 

carried his invention in this respect. 

Every note of music and every syllable of a
 

speech is not only clear and distinct, but also 
a 

YB M perfect reproduction of the singer, band, orch
estra 

A I or speaker who made the original Record. 

e 
dor There are dison dealers everywhere. 

Go to the nearest and hear the 

: Edison Phonograph play both Edison Stand
ard and Edison Amberol Records. 

Get complete catalogs from your
 dealer or from us. 

! 
A Edison Phonographs, $16.50 to $210.

00. Edison Standard Records, 40c. 

4 
y Edison Amberol Records (play twice 

as long), 85c. Edison Grand Opera 

? Records, 8éc. to $2.50. 

T he" NATIONAL PHONOGRAFH COMP
ANY 

:- 100 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N.J., U
.S.A. 

EDISON PHONOGRAPHS AND R
ECORDS SOLD BY 

#% A. E. JONES & CO, - King Street 
ERE are the suits 
to wear from 

WE 

N now until cold 

\ weather comes again. 

w Elegant Worsteds from 
England —genuine Irish 
Homespuns—light blue 
Serges—and imported 
Flannels in plan and 
stripe effects. 

In Fit-Reform’s most 
exclusive styles, which 

| appeal to all good 

» 
a
 
o
T
 

, 
350 

1 

+ | Woodstock, New Brunswick. 

re eC 2 a ce pm ce a 

New Clothing Store 
\ MAX ROSE, - BATH, N. B. 

hy : A complete line of Men's and Women’s Clothing, Boots, 

5 and Shoes of the very latest styles—a stuck so extensive 

as will surprise the people. 

4 You can Save Money by Buying here, and Save Troub
le 

in securing Bargains here without looking anywhere 
else 

BUY YOUR SPRING OUTFIT FROM 

MAX ROSE 
/ BATH, N.B. - .:- PERTH, N. 

21. DAISY CHURNS 
| : Wheel Barrows 

ia ~~ Garden Rakes 
a | Step Ladders 

Refrigerators 

Ji Hammocks 
ALL AT LOWEST PRICES 

Corner Main and Connell Streets. 
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<1 don’t want to get even, and there 

is nothing to tell,” said Necia, “except 

a girl's troubles, and I can’t talk about 

them.” She smiled a painful, crooked 

smile at him. 

“your old man has been rough to 

you?” 

“No, no! Nothing of that sort.” 

“Then it's that soldier?’ he quizzed 

shrewdly. “I knew you cared a heap 

for him. Don’t he love you?” 

“yes. That's the trouble, and he 

wants to marry me. He swears he will 

in spite of everything.” 

“See here. 1 don't quite follow. I 

thought you liked him. He's the kind 

most women go daffy over.” 

“Like him!” The girl trembled with 

emotion. “Like him! Why—why, I 

‘would do anything to make him hap- 

| py.” 

“I guess T must be kind of dull,” 

‘Stark said perplexedly. 

“Don’t you see? I've got to give him 

ap. I'm a squaw.” 

“Sauaw b—I1! With those shoulders!” 

Stark checked himself, for he found 

1e was rejoicing in his enemy’s def
eat 

ind was in danger of betraying h
im- 

self to the girl. In every encounter the 

roung man had bested him, and th
ese 

yetty defeats had crystallized his an- 

ipathy to Burrell into a hatred so 

‘strong that he had begun to lie awa
ke 

| aights planning a systematic quarre
l. 

He had brooded over his quarrel 

with Gale and the lieutenant ever sinc
e 

their first clash, for in this place t
hey 

| furnished the only objects upon whic
h 

| his mania could work, and it was a 

| mania, the derangement of a diseased
, 

distorted mind. 

| “80 you like him too much to stand 

in his way,” he said meditatively. 

| “How does your father look at it?” 

“He wants the lieutenant to marr
y 

me. He says he will fix it up all 

‘right. But he doesn’t understand. 

| How could he?” 

| “You are doing just right,” concur- 

| red the man hypocritically, “and you
'll 

| live to be glad you stood out.” 
Now 

| that both his enemies desired this 

thing he was set on preventing it re- 

| gardless of the girl. “How did the 

| lieutenant take it when you refused 

| him?” 

| “He wouldn't take it at all. He onl
y 

| laughed and declared he would mar
ry 

me anyhow.” The very thought thri
ll- 

| ed her. 

“Does he know you love him?” 

| The tender, sobbing laugh she gave 

| was ample answer. 

! 

“Well, what's your plan?” 

| “I—I—I don’t know. I am so torn 

‘and twisted with it all that I can’t 

| plan, but I have thought I—ought—
to 

| go—away.” 

| “Good!” he said quickly, but his ac- 

| quiescence, instead of soothing her, 

had the contrary effect, and she burst 

{ out impulsively: 

| «“Oh—I can’t—I can’t! I can’t goaway 

and never see him! I can’t do it! 1 

' want to stay where he is!” She had 

| been holding herself in stubbornly, 
but 

at last gave way with reckles
s aban- 

don. “Why wasn't I born white like 

other girls? I've never felt like an In- 

dian. I've always dreamed and fan- 

'cied 1 was different, and T am in my 

‘soul. I know I am! The white is so 

strong in me that it has killed the re
d, 

‘and I'm one of father’s people. I'm 

not like the other-two. They are
 brown 

| and silent and as cold as little toads. 

But I'm white and full of life all ove
r. 

| They never see the men and 
women 

that I see in my dreams. They never 

have my visions of the beautif
ul snow 

white mother with the tender mo
uth 

| and the sad eyes that always smil
e at 

| me.” 
Be | have visions of such things, 

| eh?” 

| “Yes, but I came a generation late, 

| that's all, and I've got that other wo- 

man’s soul. I'm not a half breed. I'm 

‘not me at all. I'm Merridy—Merridy! 

| That's who I am.” 

Her face was turned away from him, 

so that she did not notice the fright
ful 

| effect her words had upon Stark. 

| “Where did you get—that name?” 

| 
His voice was pitched in a different 

key now. Then after a moment he 

added, “From the story I told you at 

the mine that night, I suppose?” 

“Oh, no,” she answered. “I've al- 

ways had it, though they call me 
Ne- 

cia. Merridy was my father’s mother. 

I guess I'm like her in many ways, 
for 

I often imagine she is a part of me, 

that her spirit is mine. It's the only 

way 1 can account for the sights I 

see.” 

“Your father’s mother?’ he said me- 

chanically. “That’s queer.” He seem- 

ed to be trying to shake himself fre
e 

from something. “It's heredity, I sup- 

pose. You have visions of a white wo-
 

man, a woman named Merridy, eh?”
 

Suddenly his manner changed, and he
 

spoke so roughly that she looked at 

{ him in vague alarm. 

“How do you know? How do you 

know she was his mother?” 

| “He told me so.” 

Stark snarled. “He lied!” 

: “I can show you her wedding ring. 

I've always worn it.” She fumbled for 

| the chain about her neck, but it eluded 

her tremblinz fingers. “If has her 

BEACH 
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(game in ="From Dan to Merridy.”” 

Stark's hand darted forward and tore 

the thing from her shoulders. Then 
he 

thrust it under the lamp and glared at 

the inscription, while his fingers shook 

so that he could barely distinguish the 

words. Ilis eyes were blazing and his 

face livid. 

Necia cried out, but he dropped the 

ornament and seized her fiercely, lift- 

ing her from the chair to ber feet. 

Then with one swift, downward clut
ch 

he laid hold of her dress at the left | 

shoulder and ripped it bLalf to her 

waist. A hoarse sound came from 
his 

throat, a cry half of amazement, half | 

of triumph. 

“Let me go! Let me go!” She strug- | 

cled to free herself, but he held her 
in 

a viselike grip, while he peered cles
ely 

at a blemish wei! down upon her bac
k. 

Then he let her slip from his grasp. 

and, seized with terror, she staggered
 | 

away from him. He was leaning heav- 

ily with both hands upon the table, h
is 

thin lips grinning, his whole manner 

so terrifying that she shrank back. 

She turned and made for the door, 

whereupon he straightened up and s
aid 

in a queer, commanding voice: 

“Wait. Don’t go. I1—-I—you’— He 

licked his lips as if they were dust 

dry, passed an uncertain hand acro
ss 

his beaded brow and, raising the wa-
 

ter pail beside the door to his mouth, 

drank heavily in great, noisy gulps. 

“Let me out of here!” the girl de- 

manded imperiously. 

“Don't be scared,” he said, more 

quietly now. “You must excuse me. 

You—you gave me an awful fright. 

Yes, that was it. Don’t worry. I 

didn’t mean any harm.” 

“You hurt my shoulder,” she said, 

almost ready to cry. “And you tore 

my dress,” she added angrily—"my fine 

dress. Are you crazy?’ 

“You see, it's like this—that name of 

Merridy and that ring—well, the wkole 

thing was so startling 1-1 went oft 

my head. Jt came sudden, and I 

thought—it don’t matter what 1 

thought, but I'm sorry. I'll apologize, 

and I'll get you a whole lot of dresses 

if you like.” | 

His first impulse had been to tell her 

everything, but his amazement had 

rendered him speechless, and now he 

was thankful for it.® Care must be ex- 

ercised. She must not learn too much, 

for if she suspected the truth she 

would go to her soldier lover at once, 

and no power on earth could hold her 

back. That would block the venge- 

ance that he saw shaping in the dank 

recesses of his distorted brain. 

First, and above all, he must get the 

girl away from Flambeau. 

These last few moments had driven 

Necia’s own worries from her mind, 

but he was bent on recalling them and 

so continued cautiously: 

“You were saying that you thought 

you'd go away. I think that's a good 

plan, and you'd be wise to do it for 

- “Yd I 0-H a v4 

> 

“Let me out of here!” the girl demanded 
imperiously. 

more reasons than one. 

| your own mind. 

less 

i Necia 

It will give 

you time to think it all over and know 

I want to help you-- 

I'm going to help you—because I've got 

an interest in you like you were mine
.” | 

Again he betrayed that strange, mirth- 

amusement. 

“There is no place for me to go,” said 

blaukly, “except the mission, 

ard I have no way of getting there.” 

“Don't you worry. [I'll furnish the 

means, and you'd better go tonight” — 

she flinched—“yes, tonight. There's no 

use prolonging your agony. 

boat ready and send a trusty man with 

you. 

‘rows well you can make it by tomor- 

row evening. 

out, and T'll put some blankets aboard 

so you can wrap up and have a sleep.” 

“1 must go back and get 

clothes,” she said, at which he would 

have demurred had he not seen that 

she could not travel in her present con- 

dition, 

“Very well, 

see you.” 

“Of course not.” 

But don’t let anybody 

be abed.” THe looked at his watch. 

“Midnight! Be here in an hour.” 
The light of sacrifice was in Necia’s 

eves, and her cheeks were blanched 

with the pallor of a great resolution. 

simply. 

her and locked it; then, drawing a deep 

| breath, he raised his clinched hands 

above his head and gave a great sigh 

of exultation. Next he took 

' The shells did not suit him, so he filled 

| three lower buttons of his vest and slid 

the weapon inside his trousers band; 
then, facing the direction of Gale's 

trading post, he spoke aloud: 
| “I was a long time coming, Gaylord, 

‘but I'm here, and I've got you where 
I've wanted you these fifteen years! 
Yes, and I've got you, too, Burrell! By 

| heaven, this is my night!” 
| His lithe body became panther-like 
| in poise, his bearing that of the meat 
| eating animal, and his face set in a 

| fierce, exultant cruelty as he blew out 
his light and left the cabin, 

| | 
CHAPTER X1V. i 

| A MYSTERY IS UNRAVELED. 

| yr IEUTENANT BURRELL was con- 
| siderably taken aback when a 

quarter of an hour after the 
| young lover's ecstatic return to 

| his quarters Gale knocked at his door, 
| for the trader's visit, coupled with the 

| late hour and his somber countenance, 

| forecast new complications, 
| “He's here “to object, but it won't 
'go,” thought the lieutenant as he made 

"his visitor welcome. 
Meade swung his big reading chair 

out beneath the hanging lamp and, go- 

ing to the sideboard, brought back a 

bottle, some glasses and a pouch of 

tobacco. Noting the old man's sigh of 

fatigue as he sat himself down heavi- 

'ly, he remarked sympathetically: 

“Mr, Gale, you've made a long trip 

today and you must be tired. If this 

talk is to be lengthy, why not have a 

drink with me now and postpone it un: 

til tomorrow?” 

“I've been tired for eighteen years,” 

the other replied. ‘Tonight I hope to 

get rested.” 

“Well, let's get at it,” the younger 

man finally said. 

“I suppose you'll want to interrupt 

and question me a heap, but I'll ask 

vou to let me tell this story the way 

(it comes to me till I get it out. Like- 

| wise vou'll want to know what all 

‘this has to do with you and’ Necia. 

'Ye#: she told me about you and ber, 

rand thet’s why I'm here.” 

|*You really think you love her, do 

[| ron %" 
Labi or a SA 5% 

Burrell removed his #pe and gazed 

at its coal impersonally. 

“I love her so well, Mr. Gale, that 

pothing you can say will affect me. 

1—I hesitated at first about asking her 

ciate the unusual—well, her unusual 

history. You sce, 1 come from a coun- 

try where mixed blood is about the 

only thing that can’t be lived down cr 

overlooked, and I've been raised with 

notions of family honor and pride of 

race and birth, and so forth, that 

might seem preposterous and absurd 

to you, But a heap of conceits like 

that have been bred into me from 

generations back. They run in the 

blood of every old family in my coun- 

hesitated and tried to reason myself 

eves opened, and 1 see how little those 

things amount to, after all. I'm going 

to marry Necia, Mr. Gale. I'd like to 

do it the day after tomorrow, Sunday, 

ber, when she turns eighteen. We'd 

THE UNDERFED 
How ¢hi%dron of the Ignorant 

7.» obbhed of Oatmeal 

A canvass made among the intelligent 

shows that seven homes in eight serv
e 

oatmeal. Among the ignorant another 
can= 

vass shows that not one home in twel
ve 

serves oats. The children grow up incap
a- 

ble because bodies and brains are starve
d. 

Nature stores in oats more energy food
, 

more brain food more nerve food than i
n 

any other grain that grows. That's why 

children crave oatmeal. There is nothing 

both like your consent, of course. I'd 

be sorry to marry her without it. But 

if you refuse we'll be forced to dis- 

please you.” He looked up and met 

the father's gaze steadily. 

The other man’s lips framed a faint 

smile. 

“We'll see. 1 wish to God I'd had 

your decision when 1 was your age. 

This story would be different and eas- 

fer to tell.” Ie waited a moment, 

then settled to his self appointed task. 

“I was mining at the time up in the 

mother lode country of California, 

which was the frontier then, pretty 

to take its place. 
This is a food on which it doesn't pay to | 

be careless. There is a very wide differ- 

ence in oat foods—a difference in ric
hness | 

and food value. Don't serve the common | 

kind. 

Only the richest, plumpest grains are 

They are selected | used in Quaker Oats. 

much as this is now, only we had bet- 

ter things to eat. 1 was one of the first 

men into a camp named Chandon— 

helped to build it, in fact—and got hold 

of some ground that looked real goo: 

by 62 siftings. Only ten pounds are obtain- | 

ed from a bushel. 

in all the oat elements—the utmost in o
at- | 

meal. Yet the cost to you is but one-half | 

cent per dish. | 

Made in Canada. (171) 

The result is a food rich | 

Shilohs Gure 
quickly stops coughs, cures colds, heals 

+e throat and lungs. - = 23 ceats. 

into giving her up, but I've had my | 

but she isn’t of age yet, and if you ob- 

ject we'll have to wait until Novem- | Peautiful. 

It was hard minnmg, nowever, aha, oe- 

ing poor, 1 was still gripping my drill 

up. 
“A woman came out from the east— | 

Vermont it was—and schoolteaching | 

| was her line of business, only she | 

hadn't been raised to it, and this was | 

her first clatter at the game. Her 

folks died and left her up against it, 

1 gathered from what littie she told 

The current is swift, and if he 

That's only one night | 

| ell. 

| fairly well. 

| take it away from a woman. 

| 

“I'll be here in an hour,” she said | 

He let her out, closed the door after | 

out his | 

six shooter and examined it carefully. | that takes his measure. 

me—sort of an old story, I guess, and 

usual, too, only for her. She was 

I'll get a | Plumb unusual.” 

He seemed to ponder this a moment 

and then resumed: 

“It don’t make any difference to you 

how I first saw her and how 1 began 

to forget that anything else in the 

world was worth having but her. 

PROFESSIONAL 
and hammer after the town had grown | 

F. B. CARVELL, 
Attorneyv=-at=l.2w,. 

Office —Sentine! Bui ding 
King Street. 

E. K. CONNELL, B.A. B.C.L. 

I'd | 

some | lived in the woods all my life, as EE 

said, 2nd knew more about birds and | 

| bugs and bees than I did about wom- 

I hadn't been broke proper and 

didn’t know how to act with them, b
ut 

i laid out to get this girl, and I did 

There's something wild in 

every woman that needs to be tame
d, 

in wood critters. You can win that 

over by gentleness, but you have to 

“It's getting late, and your folks will "and it isn’t like the wi
ldness that runs : 

Every | 

live thing that couldn't talk was my
 | 

courting my own kind the same wa
y, 

not knowing that when” two of any 

species mate the male must rade. I 

was too gentle. Even so, 1 reckon I'd 

Dan Bennett was his name—the kind 

that dumb animals bate, and—well, 

His range 

adjoined mine, and, though I'd never 

the gun with new ones, loosened the | S€en him, I heard stories now and 

| friend, but I made the mistake of | 

. have won out only for another man. | 

| then—the sort of tales you can’t tell | 

| to a good wowan—so it worried me 

when I heard of his attentions to this 

girl. Still, I thought she'd surely find 

him out and recognize the kind of fel- 

| low he was; but, Lord, a woman can't 

tell a man from a dog, and there 

wasn't any one to warn her. 

“This Bennett came from the town 

below, where he ran a saloon and a 

brace game or two; but, being as he 

rode into our camp and out again in 

the night and as I didn’t drink nor 

listen to the music of the little rolling 

ball, why, we never met even after he 

began coming to Chandon. Under- 

stand, I wasn’t too good for those 

amusements. I just didn’t happen to 

hanker after them, for I was living 

with the image of the little school- 

ma’am in my mind, and that destroyed 

what bad habits I'd formed. 

“It was along in the early spring that 

she began to see I had notions about 

her, but my d—d backwardness 

wouldn't let me speak, and, in addl- 

tion, I was getting closer to ore every 

shot at the mine and was holding off 

until I could lay both myself and my 

gold mine at her feet and ask her to 

take the two of us, so if one didn’t pan 

out the other might, But it seemed 

like I'd never get into pay. The closer 

I got the harder 1 worked, and, of 

course, the less I saw of her, likewise 

the oftener Bennett came. I reckon no 

man ever worked like I did—two shifts 

a day, eighteen hours, with six to 

sleep. The skin came off of my hands, 

and I staggered when I came out into 

the daylight. At last I struck it, and 

still T waited awhile longer till I could 

be sure. Then I went down to my lit- 

tle shack and put on my cther clothes. 

I remember I'd gone so thin that they 

hung loose, and my palms were so raw 

1 had hard work handling the buttons 

and got my shirt all bloody, for I'd 

| been in the drift forty hours without 

to be my wife because—you'll appre- 

Barrister-at-Law, - Notarv, Ete, 

Agent for Sun Lite and Commercial 
Union Fire Insurance Co 

pe 

Main S!, - Woodsteck, N B. 

W. P. JONES, K.C., 
Barrister-at=I.aw 

GERDEN BUILDING. 

MAIN STREET, WooDSTOCK, N. B 

J. BR. H. SIMMS, 
Parrister and Solicitor, 

NOTARY PUBLIC, 
IEATH, N.B. 

Prompt attention given to Collections. 
Agent torieliable Fire Insurance Companies 

3m-30 

D. B. GALLAGHER, 
Berrister and Attorney-at-Law, 

BATH, 
CARLETON COUNTY, N. B. 

— 

Colleciions promptly attended to. 
——- 

DR. A. H. PRESCOTT, 
Physician and Surgeon. 

Main Stief, Woodstock, N. B. 
Union Telephone No. 130-31. 

DR T. W. GRIFFIN. 
Physician and Surgeon. 

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE 

Connell Street, 
(formerly 1estdence of J. T. Garder) 

Woodstock, N. B. 

T. F. SPRAGUE," M. D. 

Physician & Surgeon, 
Has Removed to the house lately 

occupied by B B MANZER. 

Albert Sreet. 

DR. N. P. GRANT, 
Late oe ntendent and Resident }'hysician 

t. John General Hospital). 

__OFFIOE AND RESIDENCE: _ 
No. 1 Broadway, - Woodstock, N. B- 

W. D. CAMBER. 
DENTIST. 

Nitzcus Oxide Gas used for the 

Pe: less Extraction of Teeth. 

Off e—In Connell’s Wooden Block, Queen 

DR. I. W. N. BAKER 
Specialist in Diseases of the EYE, EAR, 

NOSE and THROAT, 

Having just returned from New York City, 

| where for several months he has been in 

my knees buckled and wabbled under | 

me. To this day the smell of stale 

He paused | powder smoke makes a woman of me, | 

put that morning I sang, for J was go- 

ing for my bride, and the world was | 

| Greatly Incr brighter than it has ever Leen for 

eighteen years. The little schoolhouse 

was closed, at which 1 remembered 

that the term was over. I'd been liv 

ing underground for weeks ana lost 

wy lr ave ‘ ‘ | 

track of the days, so that 1 had to | will give us nearly double our presen 

count them up on my fingers. It 100k 

me a long time, for I was pretty tied 

in my head, buti when I'd figured it out 

I went on to where she was boarding. 

re woma® of the plaice came 

the door, a Scotchwoman, She bad 3 

. mole on her chin, I remember, a brown 

ish black mole with three hairs in it 

She wore an apron, too, that was kind 

of checkered, and three buttons wert 

try, and so, I'm ashamed to say, I| 

| 

| 

| 

open at the neck of her dress. 1 recal 

a lot more of little things about her 

though the rest of what happened i 

rather dreamy. : 

“1 asked for Merridy, and she tolc 

me she'd gone away—gone with Ben 

nett the night before, while I was 

coughing blood from the powder 

smoke; that they were married in the 

front room and that the bride looked 

She had cried a bit on leav: 

ing Chandon and—and—that was abou! 

all. I counted the buttons on the 

Scotchwoman’s waist eight or ten 

times, and by and by she asked if | 

was sick. But I wasn’t. She was a 

kind hearted woman, and I'd been t¢ 

her house a good deal, so she asked me 

to come in and rest. I wasn't tired, so 

I went away and climbed back up to 

the little shack and the mine that I 

hated now. 

“I turned into a kind of hermit after 

that, and 1 wasn't good to associate 

with. Men got so they shunned me, 

and I knew they told strange stories, 

because I heard them whisper when I 

went to the stores for grub once a 

month. 

(Continued on page seven.) 

MEN WANTED 
We want a reliable man in each locality to introduce 

| and adverti-¢ our Loyal Purple Stock and Poultry 

| Specifics, aid o her goods, direct 10 consumers as 
| weil as to merchants st $15 a week’ and expenses or 
commission. No experience needed. lhe largest 

advertised goods in Canada. Write at once for 
| particulars. 

W. £. JENKINS MFG. CO. - LONDON, ONT. 

sleep and breathing powder smoke till | touch with the leading Hospitals ot that 
city, has opened an OFFICE in the Fuilding 

ydjoining His O'd Stand in Woodstock. 

Ail the Latest Novelties in Spectacles and 

Eye Glasses 
bc ce No. 13'-11. 

eased Patronage 

| Has compelled us to seek greater accom- 

 modation. Our new quarters ,ust across 
| 

. 

' Hazen Avenue from our present premises, 

| space, and greatly increased facilities. 

We are grateful for the patronage that 

| has compelled this forward movement 

and will endeavor to 

1s:going west. 
thz photo and talk it over. 

maintain our repu- 

tation. 

‘W,.J.0SBORNE 
PRINCIPAL. 

SPRING TERM OPENS 
MONDAY, APRIL THIRD 

The enrollment for the term just draw- - 

ing to afclose exceeds all previcus records 

% he splendid advantages offered by this 

school is rapidly building up the attend- - 

ance. 
Send for free catalogue. Address 

W. J. OSBORNE, Principal. 
Fredericton, N B. 

For Sale! 
situated SUMMER’ The beautifully 

COTTAGE known as the Merritt Cot-- 
ta ze, situated at St. Andrews-by-the-Sea.. 
This is an exceptionally desirable place 
to spend the summer months. 
pe:ty will be sold at a snap, as the owner 

Call at my office and sco 

This pro- 

J. W. ASTLE, 
12. Woodstock, N. B. 
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