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Scores of men at the frent 

have written home to friends 

and relations asking for Zam- 

Buk. They need it to apply to 

apped hands, cold cracks, fros
t 

bites, chilblains, cold sores, stiff 

joints, and other similar ailments 

incidental to trench life. These 

ailments, although not seridus 

enough Cs unfit a man for duty, 

cause hima endless pain, and the 

soldier who is supplied with Zam
- 

Buk will be saved much unneces- 

sary suffering. Nothing stops pain 

like Zem-Buk ; nothing draws out 

the soreness and heals so quickly
. 

For hands, sore and blistered after 

tremch-digging, Zam-Buk is splen- 

did, and applications of Zam-Bu
k 

to the feet before long marches 

will prevent the feet from becom- 

ing sore and blistered. The letters 

below illustrate the soldier's need 

and appreciation of Zam-Buk. 

Private J. R. Smith of the *“Prin- 

cess Pats” writes: "Teil my friends, 

if thoy want to help me, to s
end 

Zam-ES3." 

Sapper G. T. Webster, 2nd Field 
Co.. Canadian Engineers, wr

ites: 

“You can have no idea how mu
ch 

we appreciate Zam-Buk o
ut here. 

Itis splendid for sores, cuts, bruis
es, 

pains, etc.” 

3 Shoeing - Smith Mclilwraith, of 

the 2nd Argyle and Sutherla
nd 

ged er ak for 14 years 5 Zam-Bu! 
he Bet Army in South Africa, 

rance, and hex CA 
1. There is no fear 

gy os ing from 
cuts or 

es if Zam-Buk i 21 Bed: 
is that Zam-Bul 

ak our friends sh
ould 

send us more of it." 

This applies to you, so 
be 

sure to include a few boxes 
of 

Zam-Buk in your next parce
l 

to the froat! All 50c. 
box. 3 for $1.25, or direct from 
Toe Bok Gov, Toronto. 

DISMISSAL OF J K. 
* SCAMMELL 1S ARED 
© IN, PARLIAMENT 

(Telegraph.) 

The natter of J. K. Scammell’s 

dismissal from the department of 

pubiic works, while in training for 

a eommission, took a new turn yes- 

terday afternoon when it was brought 

up in the House by F. B. Carvell, 

M.P. 
The Canadian press last night car- 

ried the following despatch dealing 

with the matter: 
«¥, B. Carvell told the minister 

of public works that according to the 

St. John Telegraph, J. K. Scam- 

mell, engineer in Hon. Robert Rog- 

ers’ department, had in “August, 1914, 

offered himself for overseas service, 
had been given leave to go to Hali- 

fax to qualify and on his return had 

found himsglf practically retired 

froar’ his position. He was told by 

Mr. Rogers in reply that action had 

been taken in Mr. Scammell’s case 

because of certain reports he had 
made to the department.” \ 

Mr. Scammell last might when in- 

terviewed in the matter, said that 

the statement of the ministen of pub- 

lic works was a ‘great surprise to 

him. He could connect the state- 

ment with no incident during his 

<areer in the department and added 

that, it would be incumbent upon Mr. 

Rogers to make good his allegations, 
given as the reason for his dismissal 

from the service. # 
Later in the evening Mr. Scammell 

sent the following telegram to Mr. 

Carvell at Ottawa: 

‘“Phapks for bringing matter up, 

kindly’ counsel minister to produce 
alleged incorrect reports he refers 

10.7% 

(Sgd.) “J. K. SCAMMELL." 

Military men in the city stated ves 

terday that Mr. Scammell had been 

temporarily suspended from the ser- 

vice as 1wachine gun officer of the 
104th Battalion, C.E.F., gnd that 

this action had preceded his resigna- 

tion of Saturday. 

Mr. Seammell has opened an office 
to carry on his business as consult- 
ing engineer. 

When a husband and wife are both 
of one mind, it isn't a difficult tagk 

to figure out which originally owned 
the mind, 

Some men can't even blame cigar- 

ettes for their failure to make good. 

True love is always able to dispense 

with the valuable advice of outsiders. 

Still, a man never seems anxious to 

It's adfully hard to give away some | Marry a woman who isn't afraid of a 

of the things you want to get rid of. iat: 

If a man ever becomes civilized it 

is through the influence of some good 
| woman. 

Somehow an engaged couple usual-| 

lly thinks that all the 
are in asylumns. 

insane people 

5 A$) 

HE dep 
; leaned her 

head agai 

aud stared a 
irch spire ¢ 

its cross-tip. 
couldn't rememoer 
C in patches - 

bp Lp It or site v pul | 

ine off the stunt of ner career. i 

i Nevir ” she could hear the' 

3 “1 wish to heaven 

you'd had more experience, but I've no- 

body esse 1 can spare. Jacqueminots 

going to Quebec ca her honeymoon and 

you gotta follow her. They're good tor 

a column or two to begin with. Dou't 

wire or theyll get on to you. Well 
keep faking till your first stuff comes 

through. 
“Yep, to-night. Eleven-thirty from | 

the Central Station. Here's your tic-| 

ket and some ‘expense Inoney. Your | 
room's reserved by wire.” ! 

The deputy-assistant caught her] 

hreath as she remembered it. i 
Jacqueminot! The thrice or more] 

' wedded stage beauty whom she'd seen 

a miraculous once across the footlights. | 
ln the movies times without number, 
and via (he Sunday Supplement pretty i 
nearly every week had just capped her 

successful divorce by annexing Dickie} 
Updike, whose mother lived on Michi- | 
gan Boulevard whenever she deigned 

to come home and run social Chicago. | 
Jacqueminet's little toes had kicked! 

holes in many a money bag before now 

but not even the dancer's heaviest! 
backers would have thought her cap- | 

able of reaching Mrs. Updike's lor-| 

gnette. ) { 
The deputy-assistant—whose name; 

was Lucelle Larose on the staff and 
Mary Imogen at home—packed her: 

suitcase with more grins and groans 

than gauds and gowns. How she was 
to remain a week at the Chatcan Iron- 
tenac with one navy blue serge suit, 

half a dozen biouses and a black even-| 
ing gown she didn't know, but the City 
Ed. was inexorable and besides, twenty- 

two—and blonde—is nervy anyhow. 
The train—a perilous glimpse into’ 

the Updike private cara long, thrili- 

some, fakesome story reeled off in the 

lower berth between twelve and. two, 
and posted by an obliging porter ~the 
(Canadian boundary—Montreal and a 
spanking drive across town in a gorge- 

ously befurred sleigh--train again— 

and at last the sunshine of Quebec and 

the quick cries of “Voiture, voiture, 
M'selle?” which reminded her that she 

and her prey bad reached a foreign-! 

speaking and most picturesquely dif 

ferent land. : 
There was a room reserved for her as 

near the Updikes as possible and they 

actually went up in the same elevator, 
so close that Mary leaned out and 

touched the beauty's silver fox fuls, 
just so’s she could say she'd done it. 

Jacquemimot was even perter and] 
prettier in reality fhan she was in the] 
supplements. incidentally Mary saw 

her looking at her new husband under 
ber long lashes in a way that suggested 
the thought—but it wasn't probable. 

surely!—that the nimble-toed lady had 
a heart under ier radinm-lace blouse. 
Apyhow the ziance would make stun- 
ning good copy. 

Just as they got out of the elevator 
—Mary last as befitted blue serge—a 

man passed through the corridor. He 

was (all—over six feat. Or at least he 
had been. Now he was bent a bit and 
he leaned ou another man's arm. Both 

were in kkaki, but the tall man's 
shoulder strap bore a crown and his 
{ace—ch, it was a drawn, white parch- 
ment, scribbled with ghastly tales of 
bombs and wet trenches, wire entangle- 

ments and the green mist of deadly 
Bases, | 

“Poor chap!” said Jecqueminot | 

aloud. “back from the front and all} 
torn up!” i 

The man raised his eyes but ins 
looking at the danc 

ead | 
r bis gaze some- 

M What | 

lerstand 
) E time it had 

te patural. Their eves had 
for a full minute, then | 

¢ suddenly w hig hot | 
tears and she had run into! 

the shelter of the door that the aston-! 
ished bell boy held open for her. | 
THe day's work was to follow the Up-| 

dikes and the deg stant did it | 
thoroughly. They got a sleigh with a] 
coachman furred up li Ursa Major—| 
they drove mil out into the | 

sparkling champagne-aired morning! 

and across the foot ice of the St. | 
Lawrence, : 

of kk 

held each ¢ 
hers had 

rebellions 

ke 

ten 

+H 
HE 

(N.B.—They held hands—-at least 
Dickie did, to judge by his face.) 

They lunched in their room, They 
toboggaved fu the "brisk fashion of | 
afternoon Quebec, Mrs, Updike ap- 

peared in the latest of sports costumes 
whlch Mary described from "tha en- 

chanting scarlet cap to the bottom of/her room! 

Bastion 

t across Duiferin 
who heard it 

American 

—and her 

ted for. Done. 
ched to Chicago.) 

1e Chateau of course, 

lutiab! 
ol! \ 

i 

met t tons {rom New York, 

who intrceduced—Mary caught her 

breath at her quiet little corner table 
—"Major Torringham of the Sixteenth 
Canadians, wounded at Festubert.” 

ike appeared in all the latest 
sports costumes. 

Mrs. Upd 

The Major bowed, smiled, but didn't 

join in the badinage directed at the 
honeymooners. Instead, Mary saw 
with a jerk of the heart, his eyes wan- 

dering restlessly over the tea room as 
though he were looking for somebody. 

But whoever it was didn't happen to 
be there. Or perhaps there was léss 
light in the coruers than one would 

think. 4 
All this in retrospect. Now, her one 

evening ‘dress donned, the big French 

rose Tastened for sole color in the cor- 
sage, her eyes tired but triumphant 
under the rebellicus little curls, Mary 

leaned against the sash and 
across the river at Levis. It was lone- 

third 

go to dinner. Her heaq 
1. That night 

The City ld. was 
1 his s 

3Ti ng mouth, 
other s $ Mrs. Updike, 

Seaior, with a look that would glaciate 

a volcano. 
At the entr 

next morn 

ance to the dining room 
a man stepped forward, 

dapper little man with a smile. 
“Miss Nevinson?” he breathed, “just 

a word with you, if you don’t mind. 
Let me show you the view from the 

| west window here in the writing room.” 

{ Mary didn't need the card he passed 
under her startled eyes. In fact she 

didn't even read the name and ad- 
dress, though she took in subconscious- 

ly that it said Chicago. The one word 
standing out like a nightmare was that 
menacing horror, “Detective!” 

“Now,” he said evenly, when he had 
led her to the farthest window, “no 
one will disturb us here. You are cov- 
jering the Updike honeymoon. Net tor 

| waste time, I have the honor to repre- 
sent Mrs. Updike, Senior. You will 

return to Chicago by this morning's 

train.” 
Mary opened her mouth and shut it 

a 

again. She could fairly hear the click 
of handcuffs. 

“If* you go without making any 
trouble no one need know,” he went om, 
“if not——" 
“Pardon me,” said a voice at his el 

bow. It was so cold, so incisive and 
withal so unexpected that the little man 
jumped as much as Mary did. 

| 

JUST RECEIVED 

No. 1 Timothy No. 2 Timothy 

Alsike Clover Mammoth Clover 

Red Clover 

I am offering these goods at close prices. 

Sold Wholesale by 

WwW. HODGE 
Fredericton, N. B. 
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| BUTTER PAPER | 
Bring your Butter Paper to the Mail office or if you 
prefer we will supply and print you 500 sheets 1 ream 

for $1.75 or 2 reams 1.000 sheets for $2.75. 

We ute a Special Blue Butter Paper Ink. It will not 
run or stain Butter. 

<
x
 

SPECIAL FOR SATURDAYS ONLY 
1000 Butter Papers $2.50. 500 Butter Papers $1.50. 

We also’ have [in] stock’a quantity [of Butter Paper $ 
without your name, just Choice Dairy Butter for 25c ¢ 
per 100. 

The Mail Publishing Co. | 
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“Pardon me,’ the Major repeated, 
“put 1 fear you are annoylag my ceu- 
sin. If you have any business to dis- 
cuss you can do it with me. She leaves 
everything of the sort in my hands.” 
! The man looked at the Major. The 

| Major looked back. It was the sort of 
look that went with the D. S. O. that he 

| had won and the newcomer knew it, 

| There would be no trenches abandoned 
in this war. 

| Mary looked at them both and her 

‘number brain fell into action with a 

| ¢lirk. He couldn't prove anything since 
l'all her stuff had been posted not wired. 
| But if she could only play up to this 

 heaven-sent Major—— 
| “Come, Mary,” said the latter imper- 
i terbably, “if this — er — gentleman 

| wishes to speak to mu an do it 
{ later.” 

looked | 

some work chronicling the doings of] 

honeymooners in hotel 

knew nobody. 
minot say seven-lhirty to Marion Shil- 

a where you 

lington. There were two long unoccu- 
pied hours before that time. l 

Suddenly her eyes dropped to the 

terrace below. Two men 
takingly along its border. One was in- 
tent on his job as steadier. But the 
other raised his eyes to the hotel front 
and searched the facade resthessly. 
Mary was a little late for dimner. 

The Updike-Shillington party had two 
tables in the centre and the Major was 

with them. 
the gowns verbatim. She alec receiv 

ed a few glances that were more inter 
esting to her than either, though they 
didn't figure in her letter to the City 

Ed. 
But the shattering adventure didn't 

come till twenty-four hours later. Clad 

in her one black gown, Mary had play- 
ed variations on the girdle and corsage 

bouquet and had done her hair differ: 
ently. It was all the re-costuming she 
could manage, She waz paiefully con- 

scions of her utter unchateanfiedness 

and she slipped unobtrusively edevator- 
ward. 

The door of the Updike suite was 
open and Jacqueminot could be seen 

perched on a chair arm. From beyond 
came a shriek of feminine merriment, 
companied by two ale guffaws. 

Jacqueminot was declaiming something 

to which the shrieks were obligato. 
1 didn’t mean to listen hut there 

: things that haul you up by 

rings. And one is the 

went pains- 

the re- 
| cital of your own produetion. The little 

dancer was reading aloud the thrill- 
some, fakesome narrative that the 
depnty-assistant had scribbled in the 
sanctity of the lower berth! 

“No, you don't care, you witch,” she 
heard Dickie Updike's voice, when the 
merriment had died to ripples. “But 
what about my poor mamma? She'd 
have that reporter imprisoned for life 
and both hands cut off if she got hold 
of him." 

For a galvanized second Mary's heart 
ceased fo beat. Then, somehow she 
felt that odd gense of eyes behind that 
tells us we're watched. 
# It was Major Torringham. 

second time his gaze met hers for a 
startled heartbeat. Then, precipitate- 
ly, filled with unreasoning terror, the 
depuiy-assistant turned and ran into 

For the 

She had heard Jacque- 

Mary got the gayety and; 

\) i Jil 
Il 1 
Jui 

[C4 

A 

Pardon me. | fear you are annoy- 
ing my cousin. 

“You'll breakfast with me, Miss Nevin. 

son?" he haid as soon as they were out 
of earshot. “Tfs absolutely necessary. 
And in the meantime for heaven's sake 
give me your arm. This is the first 
walk I've had alone since Festubert!” 

“Lie?” he queried later, over the 
toasted erumpets, “but | don't honestly 

believe it is. Wasn't your mother Selma 
Norton and didn't she some from Dub- 
Hn? Then we are cousins--oh very 

l distant ones I assure you, but still 
‘cousins. 1 recognized the family re- 
semblance {fo my mother's people as 
soon as I saw you.” 

x ® * * 

When it come near dinner time Mary 

had an impulsive phone call from 
Jacqueminot, 

“My dear!” gurgled that irrepressible, 
| “our darling Major's so hard hit that 
he had to tell me all about it! And I 
think you're positively the cleverest 
thing that ever happened. I've had 
reams of press notices but never such a 
scream as yours. 1 could eat every 
word of it! And he says you've done a 
‘column every day! 

“Say, dearie, he told me oh pshaw, 
vou know-—about that darn foel who 

gave you such a scare and how you sad 
you'd no doubt it was ‘cause you had na 
clothes. Well I've got six irunks—or 
I guess eight. And the duckiest things 
too, straight from Paris. (‘ome on wp 
.and take your cholce. Dickie's a dear, 
you know, but-—gee, I needed somebody 

to halp me break in my mother-in-law!” 

99 
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After all—since a Suit 

is made to wear—the best 

of all Suits is that which 

wears the longest. 

MACKINNON’S 

CLOTHING 

not only wears long past 

the time the average Suit 

is cast aside, but yet keeps 

its appearance, and is 

good looking all the time 

you wear it. 

nL | 

La 

YORK 

TAILOR and CLOTHIER 

} 

If you have not secured one of our DOLLAR HATS, you will be glad 

to know that our sale is to be continued to give you an opportunity of get 

ting some wonderful bargains. 

Our Whole Stock of CHILDREN'S WOOLLEN CAPS to be cleared at 

50 cents. These are in a variety of Colors, and just what the children 

out the season. 

MORGAN 476 Queen St. 
NOTE CHANGE OF ADDRESS. 

need to finish 

MISS 

IMPERIAL COLD CURE 
Will check a cold in a few hours. 

ing in the head. Price 25 cents. Sent by mail to any ad- 

dress on receipt of price. 

C. Frad. Chestnut 
572 QUEEN STREET. 

Does not cause ring- 

The Quality 

Drug Store 

. 
we re 

4h 9 

Dollar Saie Continued


