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PR. J. B. CROCKEK, Cooks Cotton Root Compotind. 
A sare, reliable regulating 

medicine. Sold in three de- 
grees of strength—No. 1, $1; 

2, No. 3, $5 per box. 
all druggists, or sent 

rice. 
Address: 

THE COOK MEDICINE CO, 
TORONTO, ONT. (Formerly Windsor.) | 

DENTIST, 

OFFICE, KITCHEN BUILDING, 

Opposite Post Office. 

TELEPHONES : 

Office—419-11. House—57-41 
/ 

RR i 

English Dentistry 

DR. GERRARD, 
Over Twenty Years London (Eng.) 

Experience. 

=AINLESS EXTRACTIONS DAY OR 
NIGHT. : 

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

asffice closed Thursdays from 1 p.m. 

W. J. IRVINE, 
DENTAL SURGEON, 

ope Saldiers’ Barracks and Next Door 
‘t» Bank of N. S. Building. 

Queen Street. 
JFFICE HOIIRS—10 a.m. to 1 2. m.; 

; 2pm tebpm 
PHONE -—33°-11 

——_ — 

J. A. McADAM, 

UNDERTAKER 
REGENT STREET 

Best ar Most Modern Funeral 

Equipment In the Clty. 
Residence Telephone .. .. .. .. 70-41 

®usiness Telephone igh ARIE yy 
3 

¥ 

Harry R. Adams 
SUCCESOR TO THE LATE 

JOEN G. ADAMS] 
Undertaker 
610 Queen Street 

Phone or telegraph orders shipped 

en all trains or boats on short notice. 

THE FALL TERM 
OH THE 

FREDERICTON 
RUSINESS COLLEGE 

WILL OPEN.ON MONDAY, ] 

AUGUST 28, 1916. 

Booklet descriptive of our courses of 

study and rates of tuition will be sent 
on application. Address 

* W. J. OSBORNE, Principal, 
Fredericton, N. B. 

FOR SALE 
JOHN KILBURN FARM 

J 000 ACRES of Money Making Land. 

Beautiful home, 6 barns, orchard 

and small fruits. Fronts St. John river. 

Best buy in the county. 

CLARENCE L. SYPHER, 
REAL ESTATE. INSURANCE. 

Residence, 603 Regent ‘Street. 

'Phone 524-21. 

When Your Clothes 
Need Pressing and 
Repairing 

. _ SEND THEM TO 

H. L. ROGERS 
And Have Them done in First Class 
Style—“THE OLD MADE NEW.” 

83 REGENT STREET. | 

Minty's Toilet Powders 

Odors; Jac Rose and Brise Char- 
~mante acombined Talcum and Face | 
Powder, delightfully perfumed and | 
hygienic. Specially prepared for 
Nursery and Toilet use. 

Price 50 cents a jar 

STAPLES PHARMACY 
ALONO €TAPLES, Proprietor. 

Cor. York and King _cs., Fredericton. 

o. 2, 83; 
Sold b 
repal 
ree 

on receipt of 
pamphlet. | 

CLASSIFIED 
ADVERTISEMENTS. 
Rates for Classified Advertising. 

1 Insertion .. 

FOR SALE 

.. $0.25 
3 INSEL IQR tole vp lites at nent 400 
G. INBSTHIONE Piha ve rnin van aa, 1,00 

STRODE A SEE sh de fae ke S00 

wood, $2.25 per load. 
16 inch hard stove wood, $2.75 per load. 

Green mill wood, $2 per load. 

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 
on 

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 
voung 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— Steady’ workers wanted at 

the Marysville Cotton Mill, male and 

female, steady work. We employ large 

families. Apply by letter or in person 

at the company’s office, Marysville, N. 

B. Canadian Cottons, Limited. 
811 12 i 

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 [caves 

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

AONDAYS, WEDNESDAYS and FRI- 

DAYS, calling at all -intermediate 

points. J. WATSON, 

Phone 511. Agent. 

J. WILLIAMS, Managing Owner. 

NEW SUBS(CR- 
109-11 McCatherine. Miss |. Edith, res. 

1675 Charlotte St. 
349-21 McKinnon, J. A., res, 171 

Smythe St. 
334-1 Moss, Wesley A., Hotel, Queen 

St. 
584 Ryan, J. F., Office, Gibson. 

369-31 Young, R. B., Grocery, Aber- 

deen 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 7e. each, 3 for 15¢c. 

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 illustrated catalog, 

7c, 3 for 15c. 

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

WHEN BUYING YEAST | 

BELVOIR 
HOTEL: 

Queen Street West, 

FREDERICTON, N. B.® 

RATES—$1.00 per day. Meals 30¢c 

Good stabling in connection. 

INSIST ON HAVING 
THIS PACKAGE 

din 
pa AbLasasanassanas sii 

A. D. GUNTER, - =~ -~ Proprietor 

_ Seeing a photograph of himself that 
flatters him, the average man gets re- 

assurance from the saying that “the 
camera (does nat lie.” 

X 

AILETT Cop ONT gehl 

he 
‘DECLINE SUBSTITUTES 

FOR SALE—Fraser dry spruce mill 
Also dry split 

F. Ful- 

tion of his labors. 

re BLA 
BOX L 

~ E.Phillips Oppenieim 
Novelized from the Photo .iay of the Same Name. 

Film Manufacturing Company 

The man read the paragraph twice. 

Then he set down the paper and 

looked steadily across the rolling 

prairie land. There was ‘a queer, bit- 

ter little smile upon his lips. 

“So it begins again!” he muttered. 

There was a cloud of dust in the 

distance. The man rose to his feet, 

shaded his eyes with his hand and 

shambled round to the back of the 

wagon, where a long table was set out 

‘with knives and forks, hunches of 

bread and tincups. He walked a little 

farther away to the fire, and slowly 

stirred a pot of stew. The little party 

of cowboys came thundering up. There 

was a chorus of shouts and exclama 

tions, whistlings and good-natured 

chaff, as they threw themselves from 
their horses. Long Jim stood slowly 
cracking his whip and looking down 

‘the table. ! 
“Say, boys, I think he's fixed things 

up all right,” he remarked. ‘Come on 

with the grub, cookie.” 

Silently the man filled each dish 
with the stew and laid it in its Place 
Then he retired to the background and 
the cowboys commenced their meal 

Long Jim winked at the others as he 

picked up a biscuit. 

“Cookie, you're no good,” he cailed 

out. “The stew’s rotten. Here, take 

this??? 

He flicked the biscuit, which caught 

the cook on the side of the head. For 

a moment the man started With his 

hand upon his temple he flashed a 

look of hatred towards his assailant 

Long Jim laughed carelessly. 

“Say, cookie,” the latter went on 

“where did you get them eyes? Guess 

we'll have to tame you a bit.” 

The mea: was soon over, and Jim 

strolled across to where the others 

were saddling up. He passed his left 

arm through the reins of his horse 

and turned once more to 100k’ 

Craig 

‘Say. you mind vou do better (o- 

night. young fellow, Eh!" 

He stopped short with a cry of pain 

The horse ‘had started 

wrenching at the reins. Jim's arm 

hung helplessly down from the shoul- 

der 

at 

suddenly 

“Gee,, boys ' he's broken it!" he 

groaned “Say, this is hell!” 

The cook suddenly pushed his way 

through the little crowd He tock 

Jim's g tlder firmly in one hand and 

his arm in the other. The cowboy 

howled with pain 

“Let go my arm!" he shouted. “Kill 

him, boys! My God, I'll make holes 

in you for this!” 

He snatched at his gun with his 

other hand and the cowboys scattered 

a little. The cook stepped back, the 

gun flashed out, only to be suddenly 

Jowered. Jim looked incredulously to- 

wards his left arm, which "hung no 

longer helplessly by his side. He 

swung it backwards and forwards, and 

a broad grin slowly lit up his lean, 

brown face. He thrust the gun in his 

holster and held out his hand. 

“Cookie, you're all right!” ‘he ex- 

claimed. “You've done the trick this 
time. Say, you're a miracle!” 

The cook smiled. 
“Your arm was just out of joint,” 

he remarked. “It was rather a hard 
pull, but it's all right now.” 

Jim looked around at the others. 
“And to think that I might have 

killed him!” he exclaimed. “Cookie, 
you're a white boy. You'll do. We're 

going to like you here.” 

Craig watched them ride off. The 
bitterness had passed from ‘his face. 

Evening came and with it a repeti 

When everyting 

was ready to serve, he stepped from 

behind the wagon and looked across 

the rolling stretch of open country. 

There was no one in sight. Softly, 

almost stealthily, he erept up to the 

wagon, fetched out from its wooden 
case a small violin, sat down with his 
back to the wheel and began to play. 

Suddenly the bow rested motionles= 

A look of fear came into his face. H- 
sprang up. The cowboys were &! 

stealing from the other side of thx 

wagon. They had arrived and di: 

mounted without his hearing them 

He sprang to his feet and began 

stammer apologies. Long Jim's han 

was laid firmly upon his choulders. 

“Sey; cockie, you don't need tc 

look so scared. You ain't done not: 

ing wrcng. Me and the boys, we like 

your musicy Sing another tuns 

on that fiddle!” 

The cook looked at him for a mo 
ment incredulously. Then he rea! 

ized that the cowboy was in earne: 

He picked up the bow and commences 

to play again. They sat around him 

wondering, absolutely absorbed. No 

one even made a move towards the 

food. It was Craig who led them 

there at Jast himself, still playing. 
Long Jim threw hissarm almost caress- 

ingly around his shoulder. 

“Say, cookie,” he began, “there ain't 

never no questions asked concerning 

the past history of the men who find 

their way out here, just so long as 

they don't play the game yellow. May- 

be you've fitted up a nice little hell 
for yourself somewhere, but we ain't 

ncne of us hankering to know the 

address. Yon'rp white and you're one 

us 

«drawled Long Jim, “and we ain't ex 

‘Cut it short, mister. 

£y Onis £ WOO 

Produced by the Universal 

of us and any time any guy wands 10 

icharge you rent for the little hell 
where you got the furniture of your 

conscience stored, why, you just let 

us settle with him, that's all.” 

The interruption which came was 

from outside. 

“More of these d—d tourists,” Long 

Jim muttered. “Women, too!” 

Craig turned his head slowly. Quest 

was in the act of dismounting from 

his horse. By his side was the pro- 

fessor; just behind, Lenora and Laura. 

Long Jim greeted them with rough 

cordiality, 

“Say, what are you folks looking 

for?’ he demanded. 

Quest pointed to Craig. 

“We want that man,” he announced. 
“This is Inspector French from New 

York. I am Sanford Quest.’ 

There was a tense silence. Craig 
covered his face with his hands, then 

suddenly looked up. 

“I won't come,” he cried fercely. 

| {been whispering 

[that 

because u 

uralg Ly Lt 

paper is he 

Craig. Do you know how far w 

from the Mexican border?” 

“Not more than five or six miles 

1 believe,” Laura replied 

Lenora rose softly to her feet 

strolled to the back of the rang 
wagon. fn a few moments she reap- 
peared, carrying a piece of paper in 

her hand. She stooped down. ® 

“Craig's * saddling up,” she whis 

pered. “Look what he dropped.” 

She held out the paper, on which 

Was traced a roughly drawn map 

“That line's the river that marks 

the Mexican border,” she explained 

“You see where Long Jim’s put the 

cross? That's 
That other eros 

She pointed away southwards 

‘That's the line,” she continues 

‘Laura, where's the professor?’ 

‘T don’t know,” Laura replied 1 
rode off some time ago; and he was go 
Ing to meet Mr. Quest. 

‘If only he were here!" Lenora mui } 

where the bridge 

is the camp.’ 

Dr. Andrew Wilson, Dr. Gor- 
don Stables and Dr. Lascelles 

tered. “I feel sure Craig means Lc Scott, the famous English an- 
elcape. Move Heb ocoas alyst, have all personally tried 

CE 5 ECAR Zim Bake expressed themselves 
I'hey saw him ride off into the dark convinced of its great healing value. 

nes... 07a ran to where her Lors. Mrs. St. Denis, of Thompson St., 
was teluered ~ nom naires, Fufiered long 

“Fin SN TR ; : Ww eczema ; and finally her doctor in guing after him, she an said only Zam-Buk could cure her— 
another fine tribute of a scientific 
man to this great herbal healer. 

Mrs. St. Denis says: ‘‘The ec- 
zema broke out on my nose and one 
side of my face. I could get no 
sleep because of the irritation and pain, 
and my face was in such a shocking 
condition that for two months I did 
not go out of the house. I applied 

nounced. ‘‘Listen, Laura. If they ar 
rive soon, send them after me.” 

She galloped off while Laura was 

still undecided. Almost at that mo 
ment she heard from behind the wel 

come sot nd of horses’ feet in the oppo- 

site direstion and Quest galloped up. 
Laura laid her hand upon his rein. di " Eich d 

“Don't « gat ” ’ remedies and my doctor treated me, 
it get off,” Laura continued but without effect, until one day he 

- 2 said that the only thing which would 
be likely to cure me was Zam-Buk. I 
procured a supply and to cut a long 
story short, in-a few weeks Zam-Buk 
cured me completely, leaving no 
scars.”’ 

Zam-Buk is a sure cure for cuts, scalds, 
burns, eczema, scalp sores, ulceration, inflam- 
mation, piles, etc. ; also as an embrocation for 
rheumatism, sprains and sciatica, AH drog- 
gists and stores at 50c. box, or post free from 
Zam-Buk Co., Toronto, for price. Refuse 
barmful substitutes. 

7aM-Bu 

& 
“We Ain't Powerful Civilized at This Camp, but You Don't Get Our 

You Show Till 

afl around th. 

1 won't come.’ 

“You've nounded me 
world. i am mnocent, 

Quest shrugged his shoulders, He 

took a step forward, but Long Jim, 

as though by accident, sauntered In 
the way. 

“Got a warrant?” he asked tersely. 
“We don't need it,” Quest replied. 

“He's our man, right enough.” 

“Right this minute he's our cook.” 

actly particular about going hungry 

just to please a bunch of strangers. 

If you ain't got 

a warrant, you ain't got this man.” 

“All right,” Quest agreed. ‘The in- 

spector here and I wiil soon see to 
that. We'll ride back to the town- 
ship. With your permission, the ladies 

and our elderly friend will remain for 

a Test.” . 

“You're welcome to anything we've 
got except our cook,” Jim replied, 

turning away. . . 
- I : 
Darkness came early and the little! 

company grew closer and closer to the | 

«camp fire, where Craig had once more 

taken up his violin. The professor 

liad wandered off somewhere into the 

darkness and the girls were seated a 
little apart. They had been treated 

hospitably but coldly. 

‘Don’t seem to cotton to us, these 
boys,” Laura remarked, 

t “They don't like us,” Lenora replied, 

Cook 

a Warrant.” 

quickly. “Craig has escaped, riang 

towards the Mexican frontier. Lenora 
is following him. Hes gone in that 

direction.” she added pointing. “When 

you come to the river you'll have to 

hunt for the bridge.’ 

Quest frowned as he gathered up 

his reins. 

“1 was afraid they'd try something 

of the sort,” he muttered. “Tell the 
others where I've gone, Laura.” 

He galloped off into the darkness. 

Behind, there were some growls from 

the little group of cowboys, none of 

whom, however, attempted to inter 

fere with him. Long Jim stood up 

and gazed sullenly southwards. 

“Cookie’ll make the bridge all right,’ 

he remarked. “If the girl catches him, 

she can't do anything. And that guy'll 

never make it. Whoop! Here comes 

the rest of them.” ~ 

The inspector, with the two depu- 

ties, rode suddenly into the camp. The 

inspector paused to speak to Laura. 

Long Jim's eyes sparkled as he saw |] 

them approach, 

“It's old Harris and fat Andy,’ he 

whispered. “We'll have some fun with 

them.” S 

The older of the two deputies ap-; 

proached them. frowning 

Lamntic 
Sugar 

ulation. Order by name 
from your grocer. 

“The All-Purpose Sugar” 

2 and 5-1b cartons 
10 and 20-1b bags 

PRESERVING LABELS FREE—Send us a 
red ball trade-mark cut from a bag or carton 
and we will send you a book of 54 ready 
gummed printed labels. Address : 

* Atlantic Sugar Refineries 
Power Bldg., Mux 
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There's one thing you can do io the 

man you don’t like, get him fo join 

“the force.” “(To be continued.) 

When Packing for the HOLIDAY TRIP 
and include a box of our 

STATIONERY | 
sure H

 

PATRIOTIC STATIONERY-Khaki or White 25¢ a box. 
Tablets 15¢c and 25c. Envelopes to match 10¢ and 15c¢. 

INITIAL STATIONERY--White Linen 25¢ a box. 
pondence Cards 25c¢ and 60c a box. 

We have a big range of Cranes Kid Finish, Cranes Linen Lawn, 
Highland Lin=n in all the fashionable shades and sizes, made by The 
Eaton, Crane & Pike Co. 

Kkaki 

Initial Corres- 

Headquarters for Kodaks and Supplies. A {resh stock of Film 
always on hand. 

The McMuryav | 


