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o Every Day Accidents 
2 Burns, bites, stin 

inflammation. 
cures inflammation. 
tingling with pain it is hard to have to wait for 

For ninety 
No other liniment ever had such along, 

{ thorough trial and no remedy such popularity as 

Johnsons 
Anode LINIMENT 

z= It is equally good for internal as for external use 
ss take it dropped on sugar, in a a ig 

—1 in two size bottles, 25¢c. and soc. The lar 
more economical. Write for a free copy of “Treat 

=| pent for Diseases and Care of the 
I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House Street, Boston, Mass, 
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, cuts and bruises all cause 
Jéhnson’s Anodyne Liniment 

When the wounded spot is 

a bottle of Johnson's Anodyne 
ay and you will be prepared for the 

£ do it has as household 

Sold 
er is 

ick Rcom.” 
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The Parson and 

“Ping-Pong.” 

(Concluded from page 4.) 

Then came a kuock at the door. 

“Come in,” said Rachel. 

Jane, the upper housemaid, entered, 

“Anything more as I can do for you to- 

night, miss? The master’s sent word as we 

can all go to bed.” 
“No, nothing, thank vou, Jane.” 

Jane withdrew. 

The two sisters disrobed in a leisurely 

manner and got into bed. The clock had 

struck eleven. They were just dropping 

off to sleep whea a strange. a curious, 

sound came up from the dining room be- 

neath. 
Rachel sat up and listened. 

“Ping.pong! Ping-pong! Ping-pong!” 

“Ruth,” she cried. “Ruth,” 

“What’s maiter?” murmured Ruth’s 

drowsy voice from vnder the bedclothes. 

“Listen! Don’t you hear? Papa and 1 

‘Canon Battersby are actually playing ping- 

pong!” 
“Never!” exclaimed Ruth, starting up. 

“I say, so they are. How fanny! [should 

like to see them at it, shouldn’t youl— 

these two stout, staid, pompous old gentle- 

men. I've half a mind to steal down- 

stairs and take a peep through the key- 

hole.” 
“Shall we?” ejaculated Rachel, always 

on for a bit of fun or mischief, 

“Yes; let na.” 

The two girls lit the gas, donned their 

dressing-gowns and slippers, and stole 

cautiously out on to the landing. 

“'Sh!” whispered Rachel. “Look! The 

dining-room door is a chink open. Can't 
you see the light?” 

“Yes,” murmured Ruth. “How lucky! 

We shall be able to get a splendid peep. 

Just hark to papa’s yoice! I’m sure he’s 

. winning. It sounds so jabilant. Come 

along, Rachel, I wouldn’t miss this for 

“toffee,” 
(Rath had been at a High School, where, 

in addition to book learning, she had 

picked up all the latest phrases of up-to. 

date slang). i 

They crept downstairs on tiptoe, and 
peeped cautiously through the chink of 
the unlatched door—a narrow aperture, 

barely an inch wide, but affording a com- 

manding view of the room within, The 
sight that there met their gaze was well 
worth getting out of bed for—yea, well 

worth the risk of chill that they both ran 
iby standing, on a cold night in a draughty 

ball, clad only in their nightdresses and 

dresging-gowns, 

And this was the sight, The tall, stout 
wixagenarian Dean and the short, stout 
septuagenariau Canon, minus their coats 

(whose absence emphasised their fleshy fi- 

gures), and with their shirtsleeves turned 

up to the elbow, were waging a tremend.- 

“ous duel with those little battledores and 
tiny balls across that diminutive green 

gauze net. That both players were lost 

in the game was abundantly clear. Their 
solemnly eager faces, their strained eyes, 
their parted lips, showed it. KEither’s 

brow was moist with sweat, either’s com- 

plexion purplish, either’s haic suggestive 

of the proverbial mop. They puffed and 

blew like a pair of grampuses. Hither 

and thither they skipped, ponderously 
nimble, solidly active, the floor and all 
thes furniture shaking and trembling 
ow their elephantine gambols. 

Now and taep, indeed, came a pause in 
the game; but not for rest. No! only to 

‘retsicve a trusat ball from some well-nigh 
impregnable fastness into which it had re- 

treated. Onvce, when their father was ly- 

ing on the floor on his stomach, vainly try- 

ing to wriggle bis arm and shoulder under 

they play at the Residence on Friday! It 

‘laughed slangy Ruth. “Perhaps he would 

can never be playing ping-pong in the 

the sideboard, the two girls at the door 
could bardly refrain from bursting into 

screams of laughter. But they just man- 
aged to check themselves, and so the be. 

trayal of their presence was averted, 
At length the sett came to an end. The 

Dean and the Cancn flung themselves, 

panting, into easy chairs. The former, 
who had emerged narrowly victorious by 

9-7, gasped out, “A good same, Batters. 

by. I must give you your revenge an- 

other night.” 
“Thanks,” panted the Canon, as he 

wiped his forehead. “But next time we 

must play at my place.” 
“What! You have a ping,pong set; 

then?” 
“Yes; it belongs to my son Charles,” 

“But—but he must know nothing about 

our playing—not on any account. That 
would never do,” said the Dean, quickly. 

“Certainly not. I quite agree with 
you. We must fix some evening when 

he is out. By the way, I happen to know 

that he wil! be away from home next Fri- 
day night, Will you dine with me then? 

My servants all go to bed at ten, so that 
after that hour we can have a game to 

ourselves, without fear of interruption.” 
“Thank you. In that case I shall be 

very pleased to come.” 
“] see it is nearly twelve o'clock. I 

must be off now,” remarked Canon Bat- 
tersby, turning down his shirtsleeves ard 

putting on his coat, 
“Must you really? Well, good night. 

” | (— 

Ruth and Rachel heard no more. They 

fled noiselessly upstairs and returned to 

their beds. gk 
“[en’t it screawmingly funny?” cried 

Ruth. “Papa and Canon Battersby, at 
their age, to be bitten with the ping-pong 

mania! Anything more ridiculously 
laughable than the sight of those two 

playing I never witnessed.” 
“No; it was a humorous spectacle, wasn’t 

it? What a pity Charlie will be away when 

would have amused him so!” 
“You might give him the ‘office’,” 

come home on purpose,” 
“Not much fear of my getting the 

chance to speak to him,” sighed Rachel. 

Ruth was silent for several minutes. 

Then she exclaimed, suddenly. 

“Rachel— Rachel!” 
“What?” 

“Oh, Rachel. I—I have an idea!” 
» # * * Rh 

About a week later—iu fact, on the fol- 

lowing Monday—the Dean said to his 

daughters at luncheon: 

“I have to attend a clerical meeting this 

afternoon. I shall bring Canon Batters- 

by home with me. I hope that you will 

be here to give us a cup of tea at five o’- 

clock.” 
“Certainly, paps,” replied Ruth. “We 

bave no engagement this afternoon. We 

are sure to be in at tea-time—aren’t we 

Rachel?” 
“Qh, yes, quite sure,” answered Rachel, 

with a quick meaning glance at her sister. 

It was a little before five when the Dean 

and the Canon came in. As they were 

taking off their coats in the hall, a curious 

sound struck upon their ears through the 

open door of the drawing-room. 

“Ping-pong! Ping-pong! Ping-pong!” 

“Good gracious!” exclaimed the Dean, 

with an anxious expression, “Those girls 

drawing-room, with all my Sevres china 

about?” 

He hastened in alarm towards the 
door, 

Canou Battersby following. 

The sight that met his gaze astonished 

| been laying plans for your and Rachel’ 

ly seated round a small table, their atten- 
tion evidently taken up with a strange. 
looking instrument that stud nereon 

“Plug puny! Ling pong! Ping-pouy! 

Ping pong. Furty—love.” 
The dean literally jumped. That was 

his own stentorian voice to the life. He 
now took in the situation. The instru. 
ment with which they were so entirely 
engrossed was Charles Battersby’s gramo 

phone. 
“Ping-pong 

Forty —fifteen,” Je 
This time it was Canon Battersby’s 

turn to jump. The faithful reproduction 
of his own rich, well-fed tones was simply 

amazing, 

“Ping-pong! Piug-pong! Game to me!” 
That was the Dean again—the jubilant | 

Dean. 
He looked at the Canon, The Canon 

looked at him, Mingled wrath and dis- 

may were evident in both their faces. 
In the meantime the little group at the 

other end of the room, evidently uncon- 
scious of observation, were passing their 

delighted and hilari ous remarks upon the 

wonderful instrument. 

“Isn’t it lifelike?" 
“That’s papa to a T.” 
“Hark! Do you hear that scuffling, 

wriggliug sort of noise. One of them 

grovelling on the floor after a ball, I’ll be 

bound.” 
“Ping-pong! Ping-pong!” 
Than a repetition of that scrambling, 

scuffling sound. 
“Your father on the floor after a ball 

again,” said Charles Battersby, 

“How do you know it’s papa,” cried 

Rath. 
“You'll see, or rather hear, in a min- 

ute,” Charles sniggered. “Listen.” 
A tremendous bump! 
“That’s the Dean knocking his head 

against the table, 
HD cme 1? 

“And that is hie extremely opposite re. 
mark upon the occurrence,” laughed 

young Battersby. 
The Dean seized the Canon by the arm 

and drew him silently from the room. The 
wrath in bis expression had now given 

way to unqualified alarm. Apprehension 
was writ large on his every feature. The 

Canon’s face was almost equally discom- 

posed. 
“What are we to do?’ gasped the Dean. 

“That impudent son of yours has evident. 

ly been playing a trick upon us with thas 
devil’s invention of his. How are we to 
stop it going any further? I—I wouldn’t 

have this get about for all I am worth.” 

“Nor I,” assented the pale-visaged Can- 
on. “Well, what are we to do? What are 

we to do, [ say?” 
“I suppose we must make terms with 

him,” answered the other, nervously. “1 
—I'd rather anything should happen than 
that he should exhibit that gramophone 
of his outside the family.” 

The Dean looked at the Canon. 
The Canon looked at the Dean. 
Each saw what was passing in the 

other’s wind, 
“lL know what you mean,” said the 

Dean of Larchester. “You are thinking 
‘of that affair between Charles and Rachel. 
Is it possible, do you suppose, that the 

impertinent fellow has dared to play this 
trick with us on purpose?” 

“Charles is quite capable of it,” replied 
Canon Battersby, uneasly. 

Several minutes silence. 
Then the Dean: “It is a matter of prin. 

teiple. We ought not to give way. Still, 
boys will be boys, Battersby’ 
“And girls will be girls,” murmured 

the Canon, 
“And we've been boys and girls—ahem 

boys—ourselves,’”” added the Dean 
magnanimously. But if we do give way, 

Battersby ——" 
“Yes, if we do,” said the Canon. 
“We must see,” continued the Dean, 

“that farther power for mischief is taken 
out of the lad’s hands. We must, in 
fact, get that gramophone into our 

possession.”’ 
“Just 80,” nodded the Canon. 

“Let us, then, go into the drawing-room 

and settle the matter at once,” said the 
Dean, hurriedly, “Else Simmons will 
be bringing in the tea and: overhearing 
that infernal thing, which I wouldn’t have 

happen on any account,” 
They went. 
The Dean said: “Charles, we have over- 

heard everything. You have played a 
most ungentlemanly trick upon ue. Yon 

ought to be ashamed of yourself, and I 
think you will be, when I tell you that 
yonir father and I have, this afternoon, 

Ping-pong! Ping-pong! 

happiness, We bave come to the con- 
clusion that we were too hasty in for. 
bidding your engagement and have de- 
cided to withdraw our opposition, ! . 

must say, however tiiat when we over 
the sugered man. There, at th

e other end 

of the room, sat Ruth and Ra
chel. There, 

also, sat Charles Battersby. They were 

not playing ping-pong. The
y were mere- | 

heard what took place just now, we were 

trongly inclined to reconsider in toto 
our newly-formed determination. Ouly 

equi lito roo candle lights and cou- 
parable only to the light of noon day 
sun, yet soft and restful to sew or 
read 

AUER GAS LAMP 
It makes and burns its own 

gas—is cheaper than oil and 
as easy to manage—though 
eighttimesasbright. Gives 
out very little heat. Our free 
catalogue gives full particu- 
lars. Write for it. 

AUER LICHT CO., Maxcns, MONTREAL. 

as your father here reminded me, boys 
will be boys—-" 

“And girls will be girls,” repeated the 
Canon. 

“And love is a sublime thing, and mar- 

riages are made in heaven, and —and God 

bless you both, my children,” said the 
generous and forgiviuz Dean. 

He kissed Rachel and held out his hand 
to Charles, 

Then he added: 

“Just te show that there is no ill.feel- 
ing, if you young people will go and rig 
up the ping-pong net in the dining-roem, 
we will all have a friendly little tourna- 

ment among ourselves after tea.” 
Charles smiled, nodded, and withdrew 

with the two girls. He guessed why the 
Dean and the Canon wishes to be left 

alone just then, ‘ 
When he returned after a few minutes, 

he found that an unfortunate accident 
had happened to his gramophone. The 
Dean had inadvertently upset the little 

occasional table on which it was standing, 

and the instrument had been practically 
smashed to piezes by its fall, 

That wae the official version. [ dare 
say it was true—as official versions, of 

course, always are. The following fact, 
however, should just be mentioned. 
Mary, the head housemaid, while polish. 
ing the drawing-room fire-irons next 
morning, remarked ,with much perplexity 

and vexation, upon the bent and scratched 
condition of “her best poker.”’--London 

Truth. 

or - 

Magnetic Dyes have been giving satis. 

faction to thousands of home dyers for 
twenty-five years, None give better re- 
sults, 

ee -— - 

Saronica, European Turzey, April 20. 
—Another fight between Turkish troops 
and eighteen Bulgarians occurred April 10 
near Kilindir. Eight of the Bulgarians 

were killed, while the others escaped. 
Three of the dead men wore the uniforms 
of the Bulgarian army. 
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“DO IT NOW™ 
t FAKE . . 

If you have a sour stomach, bili- 
ousness, constipation, bad breath, 
dizziness, inactive liver, heartbarn, 
kidney troubles, backache, loss, of 

appetite, iu-omuia, lack of energy, 

blotched or pimpled skin, or any 

other of the symptons which tell 
the story of bad blocd, bad bowels 

and an impaired digestive system, 

Herbiue Bitters will cure you. 
will clean out the bowels, stim- 

ulates the liver and kidneys, purify 

your blood and “put you on your 

feet” again. Your appetite will 

return, your bowels move regular. 

ly, you liver and kidneys cease to 

trouble you, your skin will clear 

and freshen and you will feel the 

old time energy puoyancy. 

WESTMORLAND 

Marble Works 
YT. F. SHERARD & SON, 

Dealers in Monuments. Tablets, Headstones 

Ceme! work of every description neatly 

oth ders promptly filled. 

MONCTON, N. B. (sus3lui 

| 

Oook’s Cotton Root Compound 
cessfully used monthly by over 

000 Ladies, Sate, effectual. Ladies 
ask | 

t for 's Cotton Keet Com- | 

foot. ee 0 Eat all Mixtures, pills and | 

mitations are dangerous. Price, 
No. 1, n oy 

- degrees stronger, $8 per bo 

Sot ye - don foceipt of mrp) and
 two $-cent 

Coo The Company Windsor Ont. | 

Nos. 18nd 280 by all 
responsible Druggie 

d and recommen 
te ln 

Nos. 1 and 2 sold in Richibucto by Es- 

tate W. W. Short. 

» such is the light of the ! 

It §| 

' Jewely of all kinds. 

JUST RECEIVED 
Art Baking Powder Premiums with every can. 

Jelly Powder, Erench Mustard, Coffee, 
both bean and ground, Savory, Sage and 

Spices of all kinds. 

A 
- Anew linzof 2¢teazis in lax: bottl CHEAP. 

AFULL LINE DF PATENT MEDICINES 

WAYS ON HAND. 
NEW WALL PAPER JUST OPENED,» 

-~ ay - 

KE. B. FORBLIS. 

If you are in need of a 
SUIT, 

OVERCOATS, FANCY VESTS OR A 
PAIR OF TROUSERS. 

= (IVE US A CAI 
as we have them, also we have added, 

SHIRTS, COLLARS and TIES, ETC 

WHICH IT WILL BE OUR PLEASURE TO SHOW F 
PECTION. _— 

L. C. RILEY Rexton. 
SIMON GRAHAM BUILDING 

ve YYhite Store, mexton. 

NICE DRY HAM 
AT 10 CENTS PER LB. 

Best Barbados Molasses, 
“ American Oil, 

5) 

CT ER 

36¢ per gallon. 
22¢. per gallon 

Butter, 18¢ and 20c¢ per 1b. 
Pork, 8c and 9c per 1b. 
Codfish, 2% cts. per pound. 
Granulated Sugar, 
Light Brown * 

22 lbs. tor $1.00 

as «ES 
Good Tea, 7 Ibs. for $1 00 
Raisins, 5 lbs. for 25c¢, 
Barley, IU". 
Baking Soda, 10 Ibs. for 25¢ 
Corn and Peas, 
Cream Tartar, 

3 Ibs. for 25c. 
25¢ per pound 

Lobsters, 2 cans for 25c. 
Tomatoes, 3 pound tin for 10c. 
Beans, 5 9% 5 5 3 
Pickles, 2 bottles for 25c¢. 
Soda Biscuit, 7 cts. per lo 
Mixed Candy, 3 pounds for 25. 
Chocolates, 20c per pound. 

A BIG LOT OF FANCY CANDY FOR XMAS. 

AT A VERY LOW FIGURE. 

NOW FOR BARGAINS IN DRY GOODS. 
Good Print, 5 cts per yard. 
Flannelette, 5 cts. per yard and upwards 
Plaid, § “ ‘“ “ 
Cloth tor Boy's Suiting, 3 “ w ca 
Women’s Wrappers, $1.25 each 

“ Sack Coats, 275 + 

Men’s Rubber Boots, 3.50 per pair. 
“ Overshoes, 1.50 “ 
“ Rubbers, T5c. ga 

“  QOvercoats, $8.00, now $5.50 
“  Ulscers, 2" 2 
“  Reefers, 4.50 2.75 
“ from 50 to 1.25 
“ and Women’s Boots and Shoes at low prices. 

$1.50, now $1,25 

at Cos Price. 
Horse Rugs, 

“ Collars, 

A lot of Saskatchawau Buffalo Robes, Watches, Clocks, ana 
Crock :ryware and Tinware at wholasale price. 

The WHITE STORE 
SOUTH END REXTON BRIDGE. 

ec a——— 

STOVES, 
IRONWARE, 

T 
Kitchen Furnishings. 

“| FLOUR, PORK, FISH, BUT 
~ & WOOD. 

CHOICE GROCERIES. 
NO SECOND QUALITY IN OUR STOCK. PRICES LOWER TAAN EVER, 

Highest Prices 

TER, BRAN, SHORTS, DRY GOODS, CLOTHING HATS CAPS, 
"BEST VALUE GIVEN. 

Paid for Produce.


