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ANDOVER 

An interesting event took place at 

the United Parsonage, at Andover, 

on Wednesday when Mar Gertrude 

Findlay of Houlton Maine, and Ches- 

ter E. Cameron, of Houlton were uni- 

The bride a 

Customs 

ted in marriage by Rev. John Wood. 

daughter of the U. 8S. 

Officer at Houlton Maine, 

and the groom a son of Mr. and Mrs. 

Ervin Carmeron. They were attend- | 

ed by Miss Anne Dunlop, of Houlton | 

present. Much local interest 

taken in the marriage, 

tracting parties 

this vicinity. 

have relativeg 

efore you buy 

clothes anywhere 
Come in 
and inspect 
the new Fall 
TIP TOP 
styles and 
fabrics 
at 

INCE 1911, over two and 
a half million Canadian 

men have found the most 
satisfactory tailoring service 
at Tip Top Tailors. Every 
year the number grows 
greater—and every year the 
value in Tip Top one-price 

Clothes more firmly estab- 
lishes its leadership. 

To wear Tip Top Clothes is 
to be practical, economical 
and well-dressed—all at the 
same time. Come in and see 
the new fabrics tomorrow. 

ip Top Clothes 
: Geo. W Gibson 

WOODSTOCK, N. B. 

42 

and Kenneth Pason of Boston, Mass. | 

Charles Donlop of Houlton was also 

was 

as the con. 

in 

A FLASH OF LIGHT 
reveals your favorite station 

by name, perfectly tuned. 
Your favorite stations are now automatic- 
ally announced by lights, perfectly tuned, 
with the new exclusive hograph. 

Other remarkable features. ..sixteen in 
all...are incorporated in the new Fada 
Radios, including the exclusive Noise 
Filter ...hear how asimple flip of a switch 
cuts out disturbing noises...how the 
Automatic Volume Control eliminates 
fading and roars. Thirteen other auto- 
matic and revolutionary devices. Hear the 
exquisite tonal beauty of Fada, famous 
with music lovers ever since broadcasting 
began. See the new cabinets, created by 
master craftsmen, embodying the finest 
furniture ideals of the century. 

A demonstration carries no obligation to 
purchase. It will convince you that Fada 
18 the greatest receiver in history, brist. 
ling with automatic devices and bringing 
you a new ease of operation...a new 
conception of radio entertainment. 

Central Garage, Hartland 
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LOWBOY 

Free Domonstration 

at any Dealer 

Distributors Carleton, Victoria and Madawaska Counties 

Jones Music Co., Woodstock, N.B. 
Lockhart Bros., Andover 

‘my liberty, that I might hear 

FOURTH INSTALMENT 

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE 

Palermo is the scene. There an 

le, Leonardo di Marioni, has come 

for love of Adrienne Cartuccio, who 

spurns him. He meets an English- 

man, Lord St. Maurice, who falls 

in love with Adrienne on sight. 

Leonardo sees his sister Margharita, 

who tells him his love for Adrienne 

ig hopeless. But he pleads with her 

to arrange an accidental meeting, 

to say farewell, between Adrienne 

and him. 

She consents. That night the Eng- 

lish is informed of an attempt being 

made to carry off Signorina Cartuc- 

cio and Margharita, who are walk- 

ing, by brigands employed by a re- 

jected suitor, on a lonely road. He 

rushes to the scene, and proves abla 

to rescue the ladies. 

Inflamed by the failure of his 

scheme, Leonardo sees Margharita 

who shows him she knows that he 

was instigator of the attempted at- 

tack. The Englishman now seeg Ad- 

rienne often. The Englishman, sit 

in the hotel, finds a dagger at his 

feet. Looking up, he sees the Sicil- 

ian, and scents trouble. “We sat here 

a week ago,” recalls Leonardo. 

Lord St. Maurice nods. 

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY 

“It is well. It is of the events 

which have followed that night that 

I desire to speak, if you, Signor, will 

grant me a few moments of your 

time?” 

“Certainly,” the Englishman repl- 

ied courteously. After all, perhaps 

the fellow did not mean to quarrel. 

“] regret exceedingly having to 

trouble you, Signor, with a little per- 

sonal history,” the Sicilian continu- 

ed. “I must tell you, at the com- 

mencement, that for five years I 

have been a suitor for the hand of 

the Signorina Adrienne Cartuccio, 

my cousin.” 

“Second cousin, I believe,” Lord 

St. Maurice interposed. 

The Sicilian waved his hand. It 

was of no consequence. 

“Certain political differences with 

the Imperial party at Rome,” he 

continued, “calminated pwo veafs 

ago in my banishment from Italy 

and Sicily. You, I believe, Lord St. 
Maurice, are of ancient family, and 
it is possible that you may under- 

stand to some extent the bitterness 
of exile from .a country and a home 

which has been the seat of my fam. 

ily or nearly a thousand years. Such 

a sentence is not banishment as the 

world understands it; it is a living 

death! But Signor, it was not all. It 

was not cven the worst. Alas, that 

I, a Mariono, should live to confess 

: it- But to be parted from the woman 

I love was even a sorer trial. Yet I 

endured it. I endured it; hoping a- 

gainst hope for a recall. My sister 

and IT were orphans. She made JQer 

home with the Signorina Cartuccio. 

Thug I had news of her continually. 

Sometimes my cousin herself wrote 

to me. It was these letters which 

preserved my reason, and consciouns- 

Tv unconsciously, they breathed to 

me ever of hope.” 

“Not Adrienne’s, I'll swear,” the 

Englishman muttered to himself. He 

was a true Briton, and there was 

plenty of dormant jealousy not very 

far from the surface. 

The Sicilian heard the words, and 

his eveg flashed. 

“The Signoria Cartuccio, if yon 

please, Signor,” he remarked coldly. 

“We are in a public place.” 

Lord St. Maurice felt that he 

could afford to accent the rebuke, 

and he bowed his head. 

“My remark was not intended 

to be audible!” he declared. 

“For two years I bore with my 

wretched life,” the Sicilian continu- 

ed, “but at last my endurance came 

to an end. I determined to risk 

my 

fate from her own lips. I crossed 

the Alps without molestation, and 

even entered Rome. There 1 was 

watched, but not interfered with. The 

conclusion T came to was, that as 

long as I lived the life of an ordiary 

citizen. and showed no itnterest in 

politics, I was safe. IT crossed to Pal- 

ermo unharmed. I have made my 

appeal.” 

The Englishman dropped his eyes 

and knocked the ash from his cigar. 

The fellow was coming to the peint 

at last. 

“You, Signor,” the Sicilian con- 

tinued, in a tone which, although it 

was no louder, seemed to gain in 

intensity from the smouldering pas- 

sion underneath, “you, Signor, know 

what my answer was, for you were 

the cause. I have not told vou this 

much of my story to win your pity: 

' «imply tell it that TI may reason 

with you. I have tried to make you 

understand something of the strength 

of my love for the Signorina. Do 

vou think that, after what I have 

risked, after what I have suffered, 

that I shall stand aside, and see an- 

other man, an alien, take her from 

| 
| 

| 
| 
| 

me? I come of a race, Signor, who | 

are not used to see the women they 

love chosen for other men's wives. 

Have vou ever heard of Count Hubert 

of Marioni, who, with seven hundred 

men, carried off a princess of Austria 

from her father’s court, and brought 

her safelythrough Italy here to be | 

one of the mothers of my race? It 

was five hundred years ago, and, a- | 

mong the ruins of ancient kingdoms, 

the Marionis have also fallen in es- | 

tate. But the old spirit lingers. Lord | 

St. Maurice, I am not a blood-thirsty 

man. I do not wish your life. Go 

back to your country, and choose 

for a bride one of her own daughters 

Give up all thought of she Signorina 

di Cartuccio, or, as surely as the 

moon yonder looks down upon you 

and me, I shall kill you.” 

Lord St. Maurice threw his cigar 

away and shrugged his shoulders. 

The affair wag going to be serious, 

then. 

“You must forgive me, Signor, if 

I do not quite follow you,” he said 

slowly. “The custom in our countries 

doubtless differs. In England it Is 

tte lady who chooses, and it is con- 

gidered —pardon me --ill-mannered 

for a rejected suitor to have any- 

t1:ine to say.” 

“As you remark, the 1lea: and cus 

toms of our countries differ,” the 

Sicilian rejointd. “Here a nobleman 

of my decent would consider it an 

everlasting shame to stand quietly 

on one side, and see the woman 

whom he worshiped become the 

bride of another man, and that man 

an alien. He would be ‘esteemed, 

and justly, a coward. Let us waste 

no more words Signor, I have 

sought you to-night to put this mat- 

ter plainly before you. Unless you 

leave thig island, and give up your 

pretensions to the hand. of the Sig- 

norina Cartuccio, you die. You have 

climbed for the last time to the 

Villa Fiolesse. Swear to go there 

no more; swear to leave thig island, 

before day breaks tommorrow, or 

your blood shall stain itg shores. 

By the unbroken and sacred oath of 

a Marioni, I swear it!” 

To Lord St. Maurice, the Sicilian’s 

words and gestures seemed only 

grotesque. He looked at him a little 

contemptuously—a thin, shrunken-up 

figure, ghastly pale, and seeming all 

the thinner on account of his som 

ber black attire. What a husband for 

Adrienne! How had he dared to love 

so magnificient a creature. The very 

idea of guch a man threatening him 

seemed absurd to Lord St. Maurice, 

an athlete of public school and col- 

lege renown, with muscles like iron, 

and the stature of a guardsman. He 

was not angry, and he had not a par- 

ticle of fear, but his stock of pati- 

ence was getting exhausted. 

“How are vou going to do the kil- 

ling?” he asked. “Pardon my ignor- 

ance, but it evidently one of the 

customs of the country which has 

not been explained to me. How do [®*soon as you like,” 

you manage it?” 

“I should kill you in a duel!” the 

Sicilian answered. “It would be eas- 

ily done.” 

The Englishman burst out laugh- 

ing. It was too grotesque, almost 

like a huge joke. 

“Damn you and your due's!’ he 

said, rising to his feet, and towering 

over his companion. “Look here, 

Mr. di Marioni, I've listened to you 

seriously because I felt heartily sorry 

for you; but I've had enough of it. 

I don’t know whether you understand 

the slang of my country. If you do, 

you'll understand what I mean when 

I tell you that you've been talking 

‘bally rot.” We may be a rough lot, 

we Englishmen, but we're not cow- 

ards, and no one but a coward would 

dream of giving a girl up for such a 

tissue of whimperings. Be a man, 

sir, and get over it, and look here— 

none of this sort of business!” 

He drew the dagger from his 

breast pocket and patted it. The 

Sicilian was speechless and livid 

with rage. hs 

“You are a coward!” he’ hissed. 

“You shall fight with me!” 

“That I won't,” Lord St. Maurice 

answered good-humoredly. “Just take ) 

my advice. Make up your mind that 

we both can’t have her, and she’s 

chosen me, and come and give me 

your hand like a man. Think it over, ; 

now, before the morning. Good- ! 
night!” | —— TE (WYP Te 

The Sicilian sprang up, and look- 

ed rapidly aroound. At an adjoining 

table he recognized two men, and 

touched one on the sheulder. 

“Signors!” he cried, “and you, 

Signor le Capitaine, pardon me if I! 

ask you for vour hearing for an in- 

stant. This—gentleman here hag in- 

sulted me, and declines to give me 

satisfaction. I have called him a 

coward and a rascal, and I repeat it- 

Hig name is Lord St. Maurice. If he 

forfeits his right to be considered a 

gentleman, I demand that his name 

be struck off the visitors’ club.” 

The three men had risen to their 

with whom neighborhood 

had a bowing ac- 

quaintance. The third was a French 

of the 

Lord St. Maurice 

officer. They looked inquiringly at 

Lord St. Maurice. 

“It’s quite true, gentlemen,” he 

-
 

said with easy self-possession. “He's § 

been calling me all the bad names 

under the sun, and I have decined 

to give him what he callg satisfac- 

tion. I haven't the least objection to 

your knowing it.” 

[The two Palermitans looked at 

one another doubtfully. The officer, 

giving his moustache a twist, stepped 

forward and bowed. 

“Might we Tinquire your reasons 
for declining the duel?” he asked. 

The Englishman shrugged his 
shoulders. 

“Certainly,” he answered. “In the 
first place, I am an officer in the 
service of Her Majesty the Queen, 
and duelling is strictly forbidden: 
in the second, Signor di Marioni 1% 
too excited to know what he ig talk- 
ing about.” 

“In England, Signor, your first 
objection is valid; here, it is scarce- 
ly so. As to the latter. Monsieur le 
Count seems now to be perfectly 

composed. I am on the committee’ 
of the club, and I fear that T must 
erase your name if you persist in 
your refusal.” 

“I don’t care two strawg about 
vour club,” Lord St. Maurice ans- 
wered carelessly. “As for the duel, 
decline it, once and for all. 
Englishmen have a code of honor of 
our own, and it is more to ug than 
the custom of the countries whieh 
we chance to visit. T wish you good- 
night, gentlemen. 

They fell back, impressed in spite 
of themselves by the coolness and 
hauteur of his words. Suddenly, with 
a swiftness of a tiger-cat, the 
Sicilian leaped forward ang struck 
the Englishman on the cheek 
“Perhaps you will tel 

Signor, how the men of your 
resent an insult su 
cried, 

Every one turneg 
sound of the scuffle. 
were upon 
stood tn 

country 

ch as that” pe 

round at the 
The eyes of all : orn Englishman, who re, head ang should ers a- bove ali the crowd, with iy ph ad pale cheeks. He wag in 2 &ring passion, but his Voice n er shook or faltereq. 

‘You shall gee 
nor!” he cried. 
The Sicilian 

for yourselt, gig. 

aught him up in 4 

vicellike grasp, and held him high 
over the heads of the astonished on. 
lookers. For a moment he seemed 

as though he were going to throw 

him right out of the restaurant on to 

the Marina, but at the last moment 

he changed his mind, and with a 

contemptuous gesture set him down 

in the midst of them, breathless 

and choking. 

“You can send your secondg as 

he said shortly. 

“Good-evening, gentlemen.” 

They fell back before him like 

sheep, leaving a broad way right 

into the hotel. through which he 

passed, stern and self-posesssed. 

The Sicilian watched him curiously, 

with twitching lips. 

Thre goes a brave man,” whisper- 

ed one of the Palermitans to the 

French officer. “But his days are 

numbered.” 

The Frenchman gazed at the 

Silician and nodded. There was 

death in his face. 

Two men stood facing one another 

‘on a narrow belt of sand, stripped to 

the shirt, and with rapfers in their 

hands. One wag the Sicilian, Leon. 

ardo di Marioni, the other the Eng 

lishman, Lord St. Maurice. 

attitude spoke for itself. They were 

about to fight for each other’s life. 

(Continued Next Week.) 
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Minard’s Liniment aids tired feet. 

feet. Two of them were gentlemen | 

UALITY 
Made of pure mater- 

ials in modern sunlit factories. 

No expense spared to have it 
clean, wholesome and full flavored. 

WRIGLEYS 
is wrapped and+sealed to keep it as 
good as when it leaves the factory. 
WRIGLEY'S is bound to be the best 

that men and machines and money 
can make. 
The delicious peppermint 

flavor freshens the mouth 
and aids digestion. 

We | 

Their 
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each year=- 
treat COLDS 
EXTERNALLY 

When Vicks 
VapoRub was introduced, 
mothers especially were quick to 
appreciate it, becouse it is just 
rubbed on and cannot upset chil- 
dren’s delicate stomachs, as 
“dosing” is so apt to do. Of course 
it is equally good for adults. 

Today, the whole trend of 
medical practice is away from 
needless “dosing,” and the 
demand for Vicks has grown 
until it is neces- 
sary to again N 
raise the figures 
in the famous 
slogan. There 
are now ‘Over 
26 Million illion 
Jars fbn. gL 
Yearly.” — 

VICKS 
INTEREST IS KEEN 

HEALY NEEDHAM MAKING GOOD 
PROGRESS IN TRANS- 

CANADA DRIVE 

Healy F, Needham’s attempt to 
drive a McLaughlin-Buick Eight 

from Halifax to Vancouver entirely 
on Canadian soil without recourse 

to railroad right of way, boat or 

raft,—something which has never 

yet been accomplished,—is stirring 

up Dominion-wide interest. The ven- 

ture has also brought out incident- 

ally the fact that pioneering through 

bush trails is n6 new experience for 

the McLaughlin-Buick. R. C. Skiers, 

+f Lake Timagami, writing to a Te- 

 ronto daily, recallg driving the first 
car from Toronto to North Bay, back 

™~ 1908, when for the last hundred 

miles there were only “winter 

roads”. Mr. Skiers on that occasion 

was acocmpanied by Mrs. Skiers, and 

they made the trip in five days, 

making 36 miles on the last day. 

They are residents of Ohio. 

© «we drove a “Buick car” writes 

Mr. Skiers, “And I shall never forget 

the reception given to ug upon our 

return to Toronto by the McLaugh 
lin-Buick Company. Our trip here in 

1908 resulted in our establishing a 

permanent camp on Lake Timagami, 

where we have spent our summers 

ever since.” 

Mr. Skiers’ letter Wag prompted 

py the attempt which Hea
ly Need- 

ham is making to accomplish a 

much more difficult journey and h
e 

concludes with the ho
pe; “I sincerely 

trust Mr.Needham will be success- 

ful in making his trip
;” 

The question of ferries
, as part of 

highway systems, also
 comes up In 

connection with the McLaughlin 

All-Canada Trail ventur
e. Mr. Need- 

d 
is trying for the Ruthfor 

trict 
ham 

Medal, which is governed 
by Ss 

conditions. 

One of these conditio
ns is that no 

ferry, float, raft, or boat or water 

transport of any kind shall be 
used, 

but where no bridges ex
ist, streams 

,must be forded or tempo
rary bridges 

erected. That Needham is b
eing very 

careful to comply with this rule 1s 

indicated by the log of 
his journey 

to date. At present the
 intrepid mo- 

torist is well into the timbe
r coun 

try of northern Ontario, but one 

of the incidents of the earli
er stages 

of hig trip is revealing. He intended 

to take a road from Levis, Qu
ebec, 

along the south shore of the St. 

Lawrence, but unexpectedly encoun
- 

tered a break in the highway where
 

a ferry was employed to get cars 

across. Without hesitation, he turn- 

ed around, retraced hig trail to Levis. 

and crossed the Quebec 

bridge, proceeding thence to Mon- 

treal via the north shore of the 

. river. 

Athletes recommend Minard's Lini- 

ment. 

Cgok’s Regulating Compound 
TA J A safe, veliable™ regulatin 

medicine. Sold in three , 5 
rees of strength—No. 1, $13 
&o 2, 83: No. 3. 83 rer box, 
Sold hy #!l drags ists, A A 

repaid om EE Pal . 

ee pamper : 

TORONTO. ONY. (Formers WW indaus d 

HOW ONE WOMAN LOST 
41 POUNDS OF FAT 
“I have been taking Kruschen Salts 

for nearly 8 months. I have continued 
taking one teaspoonful in warm water 
every morning. I then weighed 217 
pounds, was always bothered with 
pains in my back and lower part of 
abdomen and sides. 

* Now I am glad to say I am a well 
woman, feel much stronger, years 
ounger and my weight is 170 pounds, 
do not only feel ter but I look 

better, so all my friends say. 
* I shall never be without Kruschen 

Salts, will never cease taking my daily 
cee and yes gh glad to highly 
recommen or at ’ 
In it.”—Mrs, S, A, orgy —_ 

#5 PS.—You may think I am 
éxaggerating by writing such a long 
letter but truly I feel so indebted to 

—
 

you for putting out such womderful 
salts that I cannot say enough.” 

“AR 

traffic 

- 


