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The Better
Way

The tissues of thethroat are
inflamed and irritate'd; you
cough, and there is more irrita-
tion—more coughing. You take
a cough mixture and it eases the
irritation—for awhile. You take

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

and it cures the cold. That's
what is necessary. Itsoothes the
throat because it reduces the
irritation ; cures the cold because
it drives out the inflammation;
builds up the weakened tissues
because it nourishes them back
to their natural strength. That's
how Scott’s Emulsion deals with
a sore throat, a cough, a cold,
or bronchitis.

WE'LL SEND YOU
A SAMPLE FREE.

SCOTT & BOWNE, “Ram'es™

Tersnta, Vet .

BOILERS.
SMOKE S )

AND ALL KINDS OF

SHEET STEEL WORK.
I'MATHESON £ @ITR"

NEW GLASGOW. L

Notice

P e

Tenders will be received by the un-
dersigned at the office of the Interpro-
vincial Navigation Company Limited
at Campbellton N, B. up to and inclu.-
ding thetweaty sixth day of April A. D
1907 at noon for the supply to the
Steamship ‘‘Lady Eileen” during the
season of 19297 of all necessary Grocer-
ies, Meats and Ice required by said
steamship as per specification deposited
with the undersigned. ~ Tenders shall
specifically state: prices per standard
weight etc. and may be presented for
the whole or any portion of said speci-
fication The contractor is required
to furnish good and sufficient sureties
for periormance of his contract to the
satisfaction of the Secretary-Treasurer,

The lowest or any tender not neces-
sarily aceepted. '

Dated the twenty-fifth day of March
A D 1997

Frank S. Blair

; - Secretary Treasurer.
26-4.

and you will soon be thinking of dec-
orating your rooms. I repressntthe
largest wall paper house in the world,
and my 1907 samples qare here, beau
tiful designs in high lightand shadow
effects, magnificient parlor and tloral
effects, rich burlap effects, foliage
tapestries, cut-out borders, scenic
friezes, tapestroleas in all shades. If
you want something from out of the
ordinary, give me a call

Geo. H. Tletzler,

House Decorator and Sign Writer
WATER ST.
Opposite I. C. R. Station,

"WOOD!

Mill Wood, Deal Ends and Edg-
ings, either stove length gt four
foot as required at reasonable prices

Trucking and Delivering
P. GAUDIN

Telephone, 104

K J

P”H MEATS

tiub!cs in Scason,
Hams and Smoked Meats
J. T. VAUTOUR

T.F. Sherrard, & Son
MONCTON, N. B.

Imperters of

MARBLE & GRANITE

Manufacturers of .

Monuments, Tablets, Gravestones
and all other cemetery work.

Most modern machinery tor polish-.
in8 marble and Granite.

New lettering and carving machin-
ery “run by compressed air.

Wiite us fcr prices an’estimates.

| cance in her voice.”

There was not a young man in the

With Edged Tools

By HENRY SETON
Author of “The Sowers,” “Rodea’s Corner,” “From
lOue Generation to Another.,” Ete.
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CHAPTER 1.

Y dear madam, what you
eal} bheart does not come
into the question at all.” ‘
© B8ir John Meredith was

sitting slightly behind Lady Can- '
tourne, leaning toward her with a
somewhat stiffened replica of his for- ‘
mer grace. But he was not looking
at her, and she knew it.

They were both watching a group
at the other side of the great: ball-
room.

“Sir John Meredith on Heart,” said
the old lady, with a depth of signifi-

“And why not?”

“Yes, indeed. Why not?”

Sir John smiled with that well bred
cynicisni which a new school has not
yet succeeded in imitating. They both
belonged to the old school, these two,
and their worldliness; their cynicism,
their conversational attitude belonged
to a bygone period. It was a cleaner ]
period in some ways—a period devoid
of slums. Ours, on the contrary, is an
age of slums, wherein we all dabble
to the detriment of our hands—mental, ‘
literary and theological. i

Sir John moved slightly in his chair,
leaning- one hand on one knee. His
back was -very flat, his clothes were
perfect, his hair was not his own, nor
yet his teeth, but his manners were
entirely his own. His face was eighty
years old, and yet he smiled his keen
society smile with the best of them.

room of whom he was afraid conver-
sationally.

“No, Lady Cantourne,” he replied.
“Your charming mniece is heartless.
She will get on.” i

Lady Cantourne smiled and drew the
glove farther up her stout and moth-
erly right arm. -

“She will get on,” she admitted.
“As to the other, it is early to give |
an opinion.”

“She has had the best of trainings,”’
he murmured. And Lady Cantourne
turned on him with a twinkle amid the |
wrinkles.

“For which?”’ she asked.

“Choisissez!” he answered, with a '
bow.

The object of his attention was the
belle of that ball, Miss Millicent
Chyne, who was hemmed in a corner
by a group of eager dancers ancxious
to insert their names in some corner
of her card. She was the fashion at
that time, and she prebably did not '
know that at least half of the men
crowded round because the other half °
were there. Nothing succeeds like the

success - that knows how to draw a =

crowd.

She received the ovation self possess-
edly enough, but without that hauteur
affected by belles of balls—in books.
She seemed to have a fresh smile for
each new applicant—a smile which
conveyed to each in turn the fact that .
she had been attéempting all along to
get her programme safely into his
hands. A halting masculine pen will
not be expected to explain how she
compassed this, beyond a gentle inti-
mason that masculine vanity had a
good deal to do with her success.

“She is having an excellent time,”
said Sir John, weighing on the modern
phrase with a subtle sarcasm. He was
addicted to the use of modern phrase-
ology spiced with a cynicism of his
own.

“Yes; I cannot help sympathizing
with her—a little,” answered the lady.

“Nor I. It will not last)’

«“After all,” she said, “she is my sis-
ter's child. The sympathy may only
be a matter of blood. Perhaps I was
like that myself once. Was I? You
can tell me.”

He fumbled at his lips, having rea-
sons of his own for disliking too close
a scrutiny of his face.

«“That i{s more than probable” he’

answered rather indistinetly.
“Then,” she said, tapping the back
of his gloved hand with her fan, “we

; ought to be merciful to the faults of a

succeeding generation.” Tell me; who
is that young man with the long/ stride
who is getting himself introduced
now?” :

“That,” answered Sir John, who
prided himself upon knowing every
one—kihowing who they were and who
they were not—*is young Oscard.”

“Son of the eccentric Osecard ?”

“Son of the eccentric Oscard.”

“And where did he get that brown
face?”’ . _

“He got that in Africa, where he has
been shooting. He forms part of some
one else's bag at the present moment.”

“What do you mean?” -

“He has been apportioned a dance.
Your fair niece has bagged him.”

The other young men rather fell back
before Guy Oscard—scared, perhaps,
by his long stride, and afraid that he
might crush their puny toes: This
enabled Miss Chyne to give him the

i very next dance, of which the musice

was commencing. .

“I feel rather out of all this,” said
Oscard as they moved away together.
“You must excuse uncouthness.”

“] see no signs of it,” laughed Milll-
cent. “You are behaving very nicely.
You cannot help being larger and
stronger than—the others. I should say
it was an advantage and something-to
be proud of.” :

«QOh, it is not that,” replied Oscard;
“it i3 a feeling of unkemptness and
want of smartness among these men

who look so clean and correct. Shall-

we dance?”

“Yes,” she said, “let us dance by all
means.”

Here she knew her own p(oﬁciency.
and in a few seconds she found that
her partner was worthy of her skill.

“Where have you been?’ she asked
pﬂsently. “] am sure you have been
away somewhere, exploring or some-
thing.”

«] have only been in Africa shoot-
ing.”

“QOh, how interesting! You must tell
me all about it!”

_She was watching the door all the
while.

Presently the music ceased, and they
made their way back to the spot

| ‘whence he had taken her. She led the
way thither by an almost impercep-

tible pressure of her fingers on his

.arm. There were several men waiting

there, and one or two more entering
the room and Mooking languldly round.

“There comes the favored ohe,” Lady
Cantourne muttered, with veiled

! "glance toward her companion.

Sir John’s gray eyes follg the di-
rection of her glance.

“My bright boy ?” he inquired, with a
wealth of sarcasm on the adjective.

“Your bright boy,” she replied.

“T hope not,” he said curtly.

They were watching a tall fair man
in the doorway who seemed to know
everybody, so slow was his progress
into the room. The most remarkable
thing about this man was a certain
grace of movement. He seemed to be
specially constructed to live in narrow.

’

oLet the GOLD DUST TWINS do your work”

The Dog and
The Shadow

You remember the fable of the
dog who dropped a real bone for
its shadow which he saw in the water.
Gold Dust that glitters under the name of washing powder.
a shadowy substitute; gst the real

USES FOR

- OTHER GENERAL [
GOLD DUST

Gold Dust Washing Powide

with tha Gold Dust Twins on the package.
Scrubbing floors, washing clothes and dishes, cleaning wood-
werk, oil cloth, silverware and tinware, polishing brass work,
- cleansing bath room, pipes, etc., and making the finest soft soap.

Made by THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, Montreal, P. Q.—Makers of FAIRY SOAP.

. GOLD DUST malkes hard water soﬁ_’d \

“Bear in mind that all is not
Don’t accept

”

-
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pampered pRces. He was above SIX
feet, but being of slight build he moved
with a certain languidness which saved
him from that unwieldiness usually as-
‘soclated with large men in a drawing
room.

Such was Jack Meredith, one of the
best known figures in London society.
'He had hitherto succeeded in moving
through the mazes of that coterie, as he
now moved through this room, without
‘jarring any one.

- CHAPTER IL

1SS MILLICENT CHYNE was | °

vaguely conscious of success

—and such a consciousness

is apt to make the best of us
‘a trifle elated. It was certainly one of
.the best balls of the season, and Miss
Chyne’s dress was without doubt one of
the most successful articles of its sort
there.

Jack Meredith saw that fact and
noted it as soon as he came into the
room. Moreover, it pleased him, and
he was pleased to reflect that he was
no mean critic in such matters. There
could be no doubt about it, beca'u{e he
knew as well as any woman there.' He
knew that Millicent Chyne was dressed
in the latest fashion; no furbished up
gown from the hands of her maid, but
a unique creation from Bond street.

“Well,” she asked in a low voice as
she handed him her programme, “are
you pleased with it?”

“Eminently so.” :

She glanced down at her own dress.
It was not the mervous glance of the
debutante, but the practiced flash of ex-
perienced eyes which . see without ap-
pearing to look.

2 “I am glad,” she murmured.

He handed ber back the card with the
orthodox smile and bow of gratitude,
but there was something more in his
eyes. > ; -

“Is that what you did it for?” he in-
quired.

“Of course,” with a glance half
coquettish, half humble.

She took the card and allowed it to
drop pendent from her fan without
looking at it. He had written nothing
on it. This was, all a form. The
dances that were his had been in-
scribed on the engagement card long
before by smaller fingers than his.
She turned to take her attendant
/partner’s arm with a littie flaunt, a

little movement of the hips, to bring

her dress and possibly her self more
prominently beneath Jack Meredith’s
notice. His eyes followed her with
that incomparably pleasant soclety
smile which he had no doubt inherited
from his father. Then he turned and
mingled with the well dressed throng,
bowing where he ought to bow, asking
with fervor for dances in plain but
influential quarters where dances were
to be easily obtained. ’

And all the while his father and
Lady Cantourne watched.

Behind his keen old eyes Sir John
watched Jack go up and claim his
dance at the hands of Mis§ Millicent
Chyne. He could almost guess what

they said, for Jack wa's grave, and sher

smiled demurely. They began danc-
ing at once, and as soon as the floor
became crowded they disappeared.

Jack Meredith was an adept at such
matters. He knew a seat at the end
of a long passage where they could
sit, the peheld of all beholders who
happened to pass, but no one could
possibly overhear their conversation,
no one could surprise them. It was
essentially a strategical position.
~ “Well,” inquired Jack, with a pe-
, culiar breathlessness, when they were
seated, “lzave you thought about it?”

She gave a little nod. .

They seemed to be taking up some
conversation at a point where it had
been dropped on a previous occasion.

“And?” he inquired suavely. The
soclety polish was very thickly coateil
over the man, -but his eyes had a
hungry look. G

By way of reply her gloved hand
crept out toward his, which rested
on the chair at his side.

“Jack!” she whispered, and that was
all. '

It was very prettily done, and
quite naturally. He was a judge of
such matters and appreciated the girl-
ish simplicity of the action fully.

He took the small gloved hand and
pressed ‘it lovingly. The thoroughness
of his social training prevented any
further display of affection.

“Thank heaven!” he murmured.

The music of the next dance was
beginning, and, remembering their
social obligations, they both rose. She
laid- her hand on his arm and for a
moment his fingers pressed hers. He
smiled down into her upturned eyes
with love, but without passion. He

————— -

never for a second risked the ‘“gentle
man” and showed the “man.” He was
suggestive of a forest pool with a smil-
ing, rippled surface.. There might be
depth, but nothing had yet reached be-
yond the surface.

“Jack,” said Sir John as they passed.
on, “when you have been deprived of
Miss Chyne’s society, come and console
yourself with a glass of sherry.”

The dutiful son nodded a semi-in-
different acquiescence and disap-
peared.

“Wonderful thing, sherry!” observed
Sir John Meredith for his own edifica-
tion.

He waited there until Jack returned,
and then they set off in search of re-
freshment. The son seemed to knew
his whereabouts bgtter than the father.

“This way,” he said—“through the
conservatory.”

Sir John Meredith and his son stood
in silence looking around them. FKi-
nally their_eyes met.

KAre you in earnest with that girl
asked Sir John abruptly.
“I am,” replied Jack.

ing pleasantly.

“And you think there is a chance of
lier marrying you—unless, of course,
something better turns up?”

“wWith all due wodesty, [ do.”

9

‘He was smil-

s Well,” inquired Jack, “have you thought

about it?2”’

Sir” John’s hand was at his mouths
He stood up his full six feet two- and
looked hard at his son, whose eyes
were level with his own. They were
ideal representatives of their school.

“And what do you propose marrying
upon? She, I understand, has about
eight hundred a year. I respect you
too much to suspect any foolish notions
of love in a cottage.”

Jack Meredith made no reply. He
was entirely dependent upon his fa-
ther. :

“Of course,” sala sir John, “when 1
die you will be a baronet, and there
will be enough to live on like a gen-
tleman. You had better tell Miss
Chyne that. She may not know it.
Girls are so innocent. But I am not
dead yet, and I.shall take espécial
care to live some time.”

* «“What 18 your objection?”’ inquired
Jack Meredith after a little pause.

“I object to the girl.”

“Upon what grounds?”

“I should prefer you to marry & wo-
man of heart.”

(k'l‘o be continued.’.
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You have heard of biscuits—and
read of biscuits—and eaten biscuits—
but you don’t know biscuits—until
you try Mooney’s Perfection Cream
Sodas. They are everything that
the ideal biscuits should be.

The air - tight, moisture - proof
package brings them to you fresh,
crisp, inviting.

Practically every grocer in Canada
nas MOONEY’S. Yours will get
them if you ask. In 1 & 3 Ib. pkgs.

| rovedacts
fit N . -
ROONEY BISCUIT 3 CANDY-*
(. STRGTEGAD CANADA ;.

Cook’s Cotton Root Compouad.

- The only safe effectual monthly

(i e~ Thedicine on which women can

bk ¥ ) depend. Sold in two degrees of

strength—No. 1, for ordinary

cases, $1 per bex; No. 2, 10 de-

ees stronger for Special

ases, 33 per box. Sold all

druggists. Ask for Cook’s Cot-

ton lgoot Compound ; take no
substitute.

The Cook Medicine Coss  Windsor, Ontarioe

AT

THE TOP

Burdock
Blood Bitters -

-holds a position unrivalled by any othet

blood medicine as a cure for

DYSPEPSIA, BILIOUSNESS,
CONSTIPATION, HEADACHE,
SALT RHEUM, SCROFULA,
HEARTBURN, SOUR STOMACH,
DIZZINESS, DROPSY,
RHEUMATISM, BOILS,
PIMPLES, RINGWORM, or any diseast

_arising frem a disordered state of tha”

Stomach, Liver, Bowels or Blood. Whea
you require a good blood medicine get

BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS.

Progress is the watchword all over the
great Progress Brand Tailory. Better
fabrics—better workmanship—better fit—
better weat.

That is why men, who demand the
best in clothing, wear

“Progress Brand’
Suits and Overcoats. .. |
Fraser, Fraser & Co.

HIGH GRADE N

Flour and Feed

Canadian United Milling Co., Ltd.

MILLS: Grand Cascapedia,Que.
HEAD OFFICES 6263 Guardian Bldg. Montreal

" PAGE FENGES
F. & J.'Robichaud, ;Ship- l

pegan.
Wm Andrew, Campbellton

PAGE WIRE FENCE CO. LTD, 57 SMYTHE ST ST

Sylvian Arseneau, Tr;icadie
ater Gillis, Flat Lands.
Wm McCurdy, Pt. La Nim

Arthur Chenard, Caraquet
D. McAlister, Jacquet Rive

JOHN, N. B.

I’leef Winter”
Halfway

and you'll conquer when it arrives.
Have your heating arrangements put
in proper order now, so you will ‘be
cosy and comfortatle wben the first
cold wave arrives. We are plumbers
it the highest abilities, and. make a
specialty of steam fitting and heating
_work.

F. W.CARR,
CAMPBELLTON, N. B

PLUMBING.

Heating by Hot Water Steam and Hot Air

Plumber.

Estimates on above lines will be furnished ‘at any time
All contract work guaranteed satisfactory. |
Heating by Hot Water and Steam a Specialty.

W. E. FORBES,

MATHESON BUILDING, Opp. NacKenzie & Co’s

Carriages and
' Farming Implements

Just received a car load cf buggies in rubber and steel tires
Farm machinery of all kinds. Driving and work Harness,

Cream Seperators, Woogd-cutters, Bicycles, Organs, Sew-
ing Machines, etc.

Sole agents for MASON & RISCH AND NEWCOMBE PIANOS.

MILLER & LeGALLALIS,

Phone No 100 Water St, Campbeliton, N. B.

Sleighs and
-~ Harness.

Now in stock a full assortment of SLEIGHS of the most up-to-
date styles, Also Single and Double Harr:r_:ss, light and heavy.
Also Buffalo Robes :

I am agent for the Stickney Gasoline Engines.

Wood delivered to any part of the town. It
need any ring up PHONE 19. Trucking and Express Delivery,

T! ELLSWORTH CAMPBELLTON, N B.
Coal! = Coal!

Hard Coal, Soft] Coal and Blacksmith Coal
A large quantity always on ‘hand Delivered

to any part of the town. Orders by mail
promptly attended to

~Jos H Taylor

you

Hugh Miller Building,




