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R. J. B. CROCKEK, 
DENTIST, 

Opposite Post Office. 

TELEPHONES : 
House—57-41 

CE, KITCHEN BUILDING, 

ver Twenty Years London (Eng.) 

2 Experience. 

TRACTIONS DAY OR AINLESS EX 
¢ NIGHT. 
a 

‘871 KING STREET 
HONES&—Office 574; House 2600-41. 

W. J. IRVINE, 
DENTAL SURGEON, 

‘Opp. Saldiers’ Barracks and Next Door 
= Bank of N. S. Building. 

Queen Street. 
FF'OE HOIIRS—10 a.m. to 1 2. m,; 

2pm twbapm 

UNDERTAKER 
~~ REGEZKT STREET 

Equipment in the City. 
dence Yelephone .. .. .» .. 70-41 
inese Telephone .. .- .~ co 115-41 

cE TT, TN ———— 

: Harry R. Adams 
 SUCCESOR TO THE LATE 

JEN G. ADAMS 
Undertaker 

© 610 Queen Street 

>hone or telegraph orders shipped 

all trains or boats on short notice. 

{ 

QF THE 

- FREDERICTON 
JSINESS COLLEGE 

WILL CPEN ON MONDAY, 
AUGUST 28, 1916. 

ooklet descriptive of our courses of 
“gtudy and rates of tuition will be sent 

‘application. Address 

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

FOR SALE 
RAVINE LODGE, Beautiful Summer 

: Home, water in house, telephone 
‘connection, good barn and ice house; 

24 acres land; 5 mies from city. 

CLARENCE L. SYPHER, 
: 5 INSURANCE. 

~ Residence, 603 Regent Street. 
rid "Phone 524-21. 

5 

~ Need Pressing and 
Repairing 
SEND THEM TO 

FIL BOGCERS 
And Have Them done in First Class 
 Style—“THE OLD MADE NEW."" 
2 83 REGENT STREET. 

YOUR COMPLEXION 
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TAPUES PHARMACY 
ALONO STAPLES, Proprietor. 

r. York and King Cts, Fredericton, 

BELVOIR 
HOTEL: 

Queen Street West, 
FREDERICTON, - N.B. 
~ RATES—$1.00 per day. Meals 30¢ 
Good stabling in connection. 

5 

pues ybiy e 

4- D. GUNTER, - - - Proprietor 
‘AR ¢ ok y 

4 

“An optimist is one who gets his pay 

eck and then goes out and looks 
r the different kinds of automobiles 

tanding around the block. 
It's an easy matter for a man to 

out of the unknown class after 
ting a big fortuge. 

5 

Cook’s Cotton Root Compound. 
A safe, reliable regulating 

medicine. Sold in three de- 
rees of strength—No. 1, §1; 
No. 2, $3; No. 3, $5 ver box. 

Sold by all druggists, or sent 
papel on receipt of price. 

e pamphlet. Address: 
THE COOK MEDICINE CO, 
TORONTO, ONT. (Formerly Windsor.) 

CLASSIFIED 
ADVERTISEMENTS, 
Rates for Classified Advertising. 
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FOR SALE 

FOR SALE—Fraser dry spruce mill 
wood, $2.25 per load. Also dry split 

16 inch hard stove wood, $2.75 per load. 

Green mill wood, $2 per load. F. Ful 

ton 618 Brunswick St. Phone 308-32. 

FOR SALE—A number of pullets of 

mixed breeds, three months old; also 
pure bred Plymouth Rock and White 

Wyandotte roosters. Telephone 3600- 

62. 8-14 
ry 

FOR SALE—My property on Bruns- 

wick street, Fredericton. It includes 
dwelling house, barn and sausage fac- 

tory. The latter has steam power and 

is equipped with modern machinery. 

Great opportunity for an enterprising 

young man to start business. Reason 

for selling, advancing years. Apply 

on premises to Timothy Murphy, 575 

Brunswick street. 8-22 d-w tf 

WANTED 

WANTED—A girl for general house- 

work; may sleep home evenings. Ap- 

ply to A. Lindsay, box 474, city. 

FOLLETT 

TO LET—Two flats to let, corner of 
Charlotte and Westmorland streets; 

newly papered and painted through- 

out; electric lights have lately been 

installed. Apply Ada M. Schleyer. 

No 8 Field Ambulance 

WANT 

RECRUITS 

A fine opportunity for College and 
Normal School Graduates to do their 
bit in khaki. Apply to 

CAPT (DR.) W. H. IRVINE, 
86 Carleton St.,, -~ Fredericton, N. B. 

FREDERICTON and ST. JOHN 

"PASSENGER & FREIGHT 
SERVICE. 

STEAMER HAMPSTEAD Icaves 

Fredericton for St. John at 6 a. m. on 

MONDAYS, WEDNESDAYS and FRI- 

DAYS, calling at all intermediate 

points. J. WATSON, 

"Phone 511. Agent. 

J. WILLIAMS, Managing Owner. 

NEW SUBSCRIBERS 
ADD TO YOUR DIRECTORY: 

550-42 Burgess, Mrs. L. E.,, Res. 263 

York Street. ; 
79-11 Fenety, Walter P., Res, 320 

Regent Street. 
366-21 Watson, H. A,, Res,, 208 Regent 

: Street. 
568 | Recruiting Office, Carleton St. 

. 

N. B. TELEPHONE CO., LTD. 

BOYS! GIRLS! 

JOKER’S NOVELTIES 
FUN! MAGIC! MYSTERY ! 

INDIAN FINGER TRAP 
A couple can be joined together and 

will hold their fingers as tight as a 
rat in a trap. The more you pull the 

tighter it grips. Price with illustrated 
catalog 7c. each, 3 for 15c. 

HOT AIR CARDS 
Boys and girls, these are the best 

out. All funny. Give one to your 

friend and watch resutls. Bunch of 
funny circulars and illustrated catalog 
with each order. Price 7c. pkg., 3 for 
15¢. 

SONG BOOKS 
Containing words and music, form- 

erly sold at 25c. Many funny paro- 
dies. Also contains a Flirtation Sign 
Book. Price with iilustrated catalog, 
7¢., 3 for 15¢. 

F. A. STONE, 
Box 474, Freuericton, N. B. 

Most men are short on gold and long 

on brass. 

Wise is the instructor 

more than he teaches. 

Make a companion of vice 

will become its slave. 

who learns 

and rou 

9s, ~W2:d’s Phosphodine, 
The Great Fnglish SRiemay, 

3 Tonee and invigorates the whole 
ders ZI nervous evstern, makes new Blood 
ps" in old Veins, Cures Nervous 

Debility, Mental and Brain Worry, Despon- 
dency, Loss of Enerqu® Palpitation of the 
Meart. Failing Memory. Price $1 per box, six 
for 85. @ One will please, six will cure m Sold by all 
druggiscs or mailed in plain pkg. on receipt of 
price. New panei ated free. THE WOOD 

, «EDICINE CO., TORONTO, ONT. (Formerly Wind:ar.), 

LS 
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AUTHOR OF “WHISPERING 

THE GAME - - 
A STORY OF MOUNTAIN RAILROAD LIF 

6- FRANK H-SPEARMAN - 
SMITH,” “THE MOUNTAIN 

DIVIDE" “STRATEGY OF GREAT RAILROADJ, ETC 

FILM CORPORATION. 
She panted at great drafts of sun- 

ny mountain air as Rocket's wiry legs 

stratched bounded under her. 

With eve stride mind cleare? 

With this, her courag mounted. It 

was, after all, no more than a smart 

d for her to attain for everyone 

safety. . The bridge was a difficulty, 

but Rocket, who could thread a lava 

bed without bruising a fetlock, or 

cross a prairie-dog town at full speed 

and hold his mistress as steady as if 

she were sitting a rocking horse, was 

not likely to balk at galloping over 

mere ties-—besides, she would give 

him his time. | At the worst, any 

bridge, she said to herself, must be 

reached before it can be crossed, and 

her eyes were already fixed hard on 

the one she must cross, when sho> 

thought she saw the great jack-knife 

span ahead moving mysteriously on 

its balanced bed. Urging her horse 

to his best, centering all of her facul- 

ties on mastering the ticklish task 

ahead, Helen's eyes set in a stare on 

the jack-knife, to determine whether 

it was moving or tricking her strain- 

ing senses. In almost an instapt her 

doubt was resolved; to her consterna- 

tion she saw the huge knife draw 

moving unmistakably upward. Her 

eyes scught the bridge tower—the 

bridge tender was standing at the 

open window. "Her glance swept the 

stretch of river; then she remem- 

bered, then she understood, then she, 

knew, all—a river tug was bearing 

rapidly downstream; she could see the 

pilot and the captain in the wheel- 

house; the bridge was lifting for the 

boat's passage. She had heard its 
loud whistle at the moment she rushed 
from the station. 

The balked girl drove her little 

spurs into Rocket. The horse sprunge 

infuriatéd, to greater effort. If she 

could make the draw in time she 
would jump it—a slight rise—noth- 

ing should keep her back. She wildly 

waved her free hand at the bridge- 

tender. He was watching the boat and 

the span was slowly rising; but a 

few strides closer and she would have 
risked making the jack-knife—she 

realized now she was too late. 
Without swerving for an instant 

from her purpose; without shrinking 

from her single alternative, and only 

praying for time still to make good 

her endeavor, Helen headed Rocket 
straight for the open draw. His feet 

struck the pier. She gave the horse 

his head. The wiry beast saw what 

vawned ahead. He heard Lis mis- 
tress’ quick word. As his feet touched 
the brink of the abutment the horse 
coiled like a spring, and for an in- 

stant quivered. His mistress with a 

sharp cry of command rose in her 

stirrups; then launching himself and 

his burden, like an arrow far out, the 
hunter sprang with Helen cleanly into 

the river. There was a great splash 

and the parted water closed over their 

‘heads. 

1d 

stood as men dazed, looking on. The 
river captain, yelling the crew to quar- 

ters, hurried forward to throw out 
lines as soon as the tug should come 

within reach of the imperiled girl. 

The bridgetender, in the window, 
glued to the scene, watched the cir- 

cling bubbles where horse and rider 

had plunged down, waiting for them 

to reappear. For an interminable in- 

stant the onlookers waited. It seemed 
as if the two would never come up. 

Then a girlish head of soaked curls 
rose among the ripples, a young face 

emerged from the troubled pool, and 

Helen, throwing herself free from 

Rocket, shook the water from her 
eyes and nose with a swimmer’'s quick 

certain puff and struck out fer shore. 

«Rocket was not far away. With a few 

powerful strokes his mistress caught 

his mane and recovered him. The 
tide, ruun:ing heavily through the 

channel, «ried the two together be 
low the 1 =r on the opposite bank. 
But Rocks: scrambling in a moment 
from the : afer, bore his charge un- 
hurt up t:: steep bank, and under 

her urgin. can up the track to the 

tower. 

‘I'ne bridgetender, at the door, con- 

fronted her. The dripping girl, seat- 

ed on her quivering horse, told the as- 

tonished man in a few hurried words 

what had happened, and as he hur- 

ried into the tewer agape to lower 

the draw Helen urged Rocket at a 

run down the track. It seered as if 

her ears bubbled and rang with the 

rumble of the two approaching trains, 

but her brain had ceased to take 

note of anything beyond her one stub: 

born resolve to reach the passing- 

track switch—she could see it plainly 

ahead. The bridgetender was hastily 

lowering the knife for the freight. De- 

termined, while in the river, to leave 

the bridge open and wreck the freight, 

Helen believed she could avoid even 

that, and had given the tender his 

orders accordingly. The tug, which 

had been whistling wildly, r.ow hecled 

violent] rd the wharf, where the 

captain, a game sport, had resolved 

to make fact and see the excitement 

A pilot, captain and bridgetender 

NOVELIZED FROM THE MOVING PICTURE PLAY 

OF THE SAME NAME. PRODUCED BY THE SIGNAL 

she flown—chs 1g 

7, she threw her lines 

back beside %he 
the horse cr 

and slid s 

passing-track switch. 

"Running to it, she grasped the leve: 

i only to find the switch locked. She 

\ ‘had feared, almost expected, as much 

—but now, hcw to open it! She 

lcoked ahead. A shrill engine whistle 

startled her, and her cup filled—the 

passenger train, bearing down the 

long tangent at full speed, was whis- 

tling for her home crossing, hardly two 

miles distant. 

She could see smoke streaming from 

the stack of the engine. Behind, she 

had no need to look, the rumble of 
the head-end of the runaway war 

thundering on the bridge. Desperatior 

cleared her head. She caught up 

heavy stone from the right of 

and pounded fiercely at the 

lock. She struck at the stout bon 
and hammered in a fury at the resist 

ing cover. 

No mechanism could stand such an 
assault for long.’ The ground unde- 

her feet was vibrating with the fear 
ful pound of the great freight engine 

as it dashed with its heavy drag over 

the close-by rail joints. She knew the 
reeling machine must be almost on 

her and the thought spurred her to 

unnatural strength. The staple Tw 

way. The excited girl jerked the t 

ed bow clear and throw the sw 

half fainting beside it as the m 

swits 

engine struck mrdly at the swi 

points, Then, 1, shock that tor 

the heavy ros raar 

Helen, a’mo 

thing like 

train, its 

fire from 

past her 

tho 

down the main track 

the bridge. The sight meant little to 

her now—her senses were too numbed 

to realize what it meant—that the pas- 

senger train at last was quite safe. 

The runaway freicht was less for- 

tunate. At the farther end of the 

passing track three box cars stood pa- 

tiently waiting for orders. They had 

been standing there unmolested for 

days: they had tarried one moment 

too long. The runaway engine with 

its still obstinate fireman, at times on 
the running board and at times in the 

cab, was heading viciously for them. 

‘But the fireman saw the game was 
‘clearly up. He chose his moment and 

Jumped, landing violently in the cin- 

der ballast. Bruised and cut, he lay 
breathless, almost insensible. He 
heard confusedly the terrific crash 

into the idle box cars. The huge en- 
gine scattered them in dust and 

kindling high in the air. He tried to 
Toll farther from the threatening 

wreck—for the head-end of the train 
‘had been derailed by the impact and 

the jamming string of cars was zig- 

zagging wildly across the right" of 

‘way. The first realization that came 
ito the stunned boy was of someone 
struggling to help him get away from 

toward 

good laundry soap. 
larger cake. 

[HABITS are hard to break. But the next time yom 
need soap, remember to ask for Gold, the big, 

It will pay you. 
You will get better soap. 

You will get a 
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she wreck—scme pany  sureago ex- 

erted to drag his heavy body to great- 

ler safety. With a breath, the first 
the had been able to draw, he opened 
his eyes. A young woman was bend- 
ing over him. 
He was a forbidding sight. Blood, 

dust and gravel hung in half a dozen 

cuts on his forehead—hardly a featura 

of his face, except his eyes, had es- 

‘caped the smash of the cinders. Some- 
one with a very little and very wet 

handkerchief wiped his eyes and he 

could see more clearly when he opened 

them again. He could see the face 

| bent over him and two eyes fixed | 
| anxiously on his—a girl's face, strange | 

, and yet—what could it be of recollec- 
tion that struggled th=sfisk his whirl- | 

{ ing senses? : 

|! Nor had Helen, as she knelt and 
| worked over the injured man, dreamed | 
of seeing any face she had ever | 

looked into before. Even had it been 
| uninjured she would hardly have re- | 

| called it under ordinary conditions. 

| But two people, a young man, peng 

{and a young woman, were meeting 

under extraordinary circumstances 
land their eyes were very close to- 
gether. The man caught at her hand 

it passed his forehead, stopped it, 
ind looked keenly into Helen's eyes. 
With that look, a vision swept across 
their memories. 

“I surely know you,” he said, not 
king his eyes from hers. Unequal 

| to releasing hcr gaze, she stared at 
‘| him without speaking. “I'm sure I 
| know you,” he exclaimed, perplexed. 
! He rose of a sudden to his feet—so 

easily it surprised her. “It was the 

beach,” he went on, slowly. “You 
were hurt—the miniature railrsad!” 

She regarded him a moment in si- 
lence. Then she spoke: “is it possi- 

ble?” she murmured. “You are—?" 

little girl since. 

A sense of confusion 

strange meeting. 

He hesitated; then he saw, and he 

ssailed her; ! Are you mad?” 

she wanted to escape his look. “You | fore her father's anger. Sher was 

are hart,” she said, dismissing with dutiful girl. : 

an effort all censcioucnees of their daneer is? Have you no sense od 
| 
1 

Helen Headed Rocket Straight for the Open Draw. 

thought he uUnaerstooa. “INv, ue szix 
brusquely, almost rudely, “only a few 

scratches.” 
A cry of recognition and amaze. 

ment cut off their words. The passen; 
ger train had backed down ou the 

“You Are Hurt,” She Said. 

scene. Her father, his friend 
lander, young Seagrue, the Signal 
tion operator, the tug captaim and 
train passengers crowded the o 
tion platform looking at her and 
shaken-up fireman. > 

The flagman could hardly raise 
tep cover quick enough to rel 
olmes so that he might BA ps 
is daughter. He knew all e 

ator had told the story. He cai 
“I'm the little boy,” he smiled | his daughter in his arms with a show 

grimly. “Till now, Z've never seen the | er of misty reproaches. “What!” ney 

cried. “Have you lost your mind® 

Helen's eyes fell 

“Don't you know w 

(To be continued) 

“The GIFT of QUALITY” 

Whether he be father, 
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ed does not suit. 

brother, son or lover. For active service the Swan 
Fountain Pen--his letters from the battle front recording many thrilling tales will 
be kept and treasured and should be permanent. A fountain pen is essential and 
many a long locked for letter has never been written for the need of it. Give him 
a Swan Safety, it can be carried in any position. There is a poin* for every hand, 
and we will gladly exchange nibs at our London or Paris offices if the ene select 
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