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~ so advise, for I do not see as I need it.”’ 

FREY TAATSIT & & & 
4 & & INDARKNESS 
ASTORY OF THE AUSTRALIAN NEVER NEVER 

BY JOHN MACKIE 
AUTHOR OF THE DEVILS PLAYGROUND AND 

3 “SINNERS TWAIN" 

(Copyright, 1899, by Frederick A. Stokes Com- 
pany.] 

**I cleared out from the Cloncurry 
two days afore Sexton did, but I guessed 
how as you,’’ looking at Jack, ‘‘weren’t 
going with him. I'd no coin, and 
so the devil hatched a scheme in my | 
head. I hung round that quarter for a 
day or two and then followed up Sex- 
ton. I s’pose it was my game to bail 
him up; but, as for murder, I meant to 
@raw the line there. I dare say, how- 
ever, I might have done it if I'd been 
driven to it. When I came upon him on 
the night of the ’leventh, I found he’d 
picked up amate. I s’pose Sexton must 
have been flashing 'bout his money, for 
the other chap killed him for it. Then 
I rode up, and the upshot of it was that 
we went halves on the dead man’s stuff 
and after a bit cleared out, each on his 
own hook. 5 
“At first the chap as did it had tried 

to get the drop on me, but I'd the ad- 
vantage and held him up. The beggar 
knew me. It’s a mighty queer thing 

one of us didn’t pot t’other. After set- 
tling up, this man, whose real name I 
don’t know, sold me a sorrel horse, and 
I paid him with some of that same 
blood money ; you remember some notes 
were fpund on his body.”’ Here Gordon 
insisted on Daly resting for a few min- 
utes. He did so and then went on again: 
“One thing I can’t see through at all 
is how you came to find out I'd bought 
a horse from him and paid him with 

Queensland bank notes, for I own up it 

was your knowing this that at the 
Macarthur racket made me take back 
what I'd said. It was a facer. How did 
you get wind of it?’ 

It was strange to see him exhibit 

such curiosity on the very threshold of 
death; he looked hard at me, and I 
looked at Norah Mackenzie. It was a 
remarkable sequence of events. I saw 
the face of the girl pale slightly as she 
turned to Jack and spoke, as it were, to 

him. Though it was very evident she 
was intensely moved by the tragic and 
solemn nature of the scene, what she 
had to say was spoken simply and clear- 
ly enough. It was to the following ef- 
fect: 

‘When she had witnessed the sequel of 
the tragedy on Scrubby creek, she knew 
there was something wrong, but still 
felt there was nothing criminal in 
Jack’s conduct. When we were filling 
in the grave, she had found a small book 
lying on the ground, buried in the long 
grass, and, picking it up, took it with 
her, unthinkingly, to her father’s camp. 
She had opened it there and found 
written on the fly leaf, ‘Sold this day to 
T. Daly one sorrel mare, branded K = 

- 7 on near side, for £20 in Queensland 
* bank notes.’ She kapt the book for cer- 
tain reasons it was unnecessary to enter 
upon. On reaching the Robinson river 
she saw a mare answering the descrip- 

- tion referred to and learned that Daly 
was the owner. She believed that he— 
Daly—knew something about the mur- 
der of Sexton, so that when Jack was 
before the magistrates at the Macarthur 
she gave the c¢lew to me so that those 
whom she felt convinced were innocent 
in the matter might not suffer. She had 

felt, and she had not been mistaken, 
that the only way of clearing up the 
mystery was by saying little about it. 
Such things were bound to reveal them- 
selves sooner or later. 

Jack, bending over Daly, said: 
“Daly, don’t you think we might 

shake hands? You've said there’s no 
blood on them anyhow, and I believe 

you. For God’s sake, let's part friends. 
I can see now that I was as much to 
blame as you were, perhaps more, and 
I made a mistake about you. Shall we 
call it square between us, Daly ?”’ < 

Daly nodded his head in assent, and 
their accounts were squared forever. 
But it was poor wounded Gordon who 

was Daly’s best friend just then. He 
- motioned to us to say no more, and tak- 
ing Daly’s hand in his own bent over 
him, whispering something in his ear. 

There came a look on Daly’s face that 
I hope I never shall see again on the 
face of any one. It spoke of fear and 

agony, but it passed in another second 
as he looked entreatingly at Gordon, 
saying brokenly: 

“It’s years and years since I tried to, 
Gordon, but if you will”’— 
The Scotsman motioned to us again, 

. and then knelt down on the ground be- 
side him. And in the silence that en- 
sued Gordon began that sublimest of 

prayers, the one that has stood the test 
of time and shall live when all else 
perishes. The sick man repeated it in 
ever weakening words, and so did wo 

all. Then a shudder ran through his 
frame and with something upon his lips 

that sounded like the cry of the pub- 
lican in the temple he was gone. 

“I had been a sufferer for many years 
from nervousness with all its symptoms 
and complications,” writes Mrs. O. N. 
Fisher, 1861 Lexington Ave., New York, 
N.Y. ‘Iwas constantly going to see a 
physician or purchasing medicine. In 
the spring of 1897 my husband induced 
me to Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescrip- 
tion. After taking one bottle and fol- 
lowing your advice I was so encouraged 
that T took five more bottles, and then 
stop; for several weeks as I felt so 
much better, but still I was not com- 
pletely cured. 1 commenced taking it 
again and felt that I was improving 
faster than at first. I am not now cross 
and irritable, and I have a good color in | 
my face; have also gained about ten 
pounds in weight and one thousand 
pounds of comfort, for I am a new 
woman once more and your advice and 
your ‘ Favorite Prescription’ is the cause 
of it, coupled with the ‘Pleasant Pellets’ 
which are not to be dispensed with. I 
took eight bottles of the ‘ Prescription’ 
the last time, making fourteen in all, 
and will not take any more unless you 

“STRONG, 
<SICRWO IN 

WELL. 

CHAPTER XVII 
THIS IS A TERRIBLE TEN MINUTES. 

Midnight in the cave and two weary 

men peering over the barricade into the 
gloom, so as to guard against surprise. 
Twenty-four hours ago Daly kept watch 
with me, sitting where Snowball to- 

night strove with sleep; now his body 
was lying within a few yards of me un- 
der the yellow sand. Still he was richer 

in knowledge than ail the centuries had 

made any living philosopher, for he 

knew what lay beyond life's bourn. 
What was to become of me before 24 
hours? I would either, like Daly, have 
solved the great mystery, or I might be 
—and it was my cherished hope—on my 

way to bring help and deliverance to 
the little camp. 

It is indeed a merciful Providence 
that denies a man prescience in regard 
to his future. 
Jack and Gordon slept in the cave. 1 

had begged them to let me watch alone 
with one of the boys, and they had 
granted my request. My idea was to 
have a ‘‘good square think.”’ 
be my last night on earth, and I wanted 
to make the most of my time. 

Half past 12, and the base of the 
Southern Cross had described a half 
circle. 

“It must be 2 o'clock, Dick. Why on 

earth didn’t you call us at the rignt 

time?’ It was Jack who spoke. 
“Well, I didn’t feel like sleeping and 

thought that I might just as well 
watch a little longer. Snowball’s sonrl 
asleep there. I saw him modding and 

told him he might drop off. Ieay, Jack, 
do you see that sheet lightning away to 
the south? It’s been pretty bad these 
last few nights. We may expect a live- 
ly thunderstorm at any time. Good 
night, old man!” And I left the terrace. 

Sleep, like the angel of death, was 
asserting its sway over the suffering 
mortals in the cave and bringing a 
brief respite of relief to the suffering 
and weary at heart. The little fire flick- 
ered spasmodically, casting grim, mis- 

shapen, furtive shadows upon the roof 
and sides of the cavern. The wounded 
man stirred and muttered uneasily in 
his sleep. I entered noiselessly, lay 
down near the fire and slept. . 

Ld LJ - - . * . 

I sprang to my feet to see a woman 

putting a fresh log on the fire and the 
yellow dawn light struggling into the 

cave. I could hear an organ magpie 
outside among the leaves piping his 
beautiful song. And now I saw it was 
Norah Mackenzie who was attending tc 

the fire. 
“Good morning! I hope you've slept 

well ?”’ she inquired of me cheerily. 
I looked at her face. It seemed tc 

have grown thinner and paler within 
the last 24 hours, and it was no won: 
der. I could see she had not slept, and 
remarked as much. 

I had looked at her eyes secretly for 
the last time, but could nct timst myself 
to speak, being afraid that they mwigzut 
guess my purpose and prevent me car- 
rying it out. I wanted all my nerve. i 
penciled a note and gave if to Snow- 

ball, having taken that child of the 
forest into my confidence, and told him 
that half an hour or so after my depur- 
ture he must give that note to Jack. It 

was a very brief one, merely saying 
that I had gone for help. In case of my 
not returning within 24 hours thoy 
would understand something bad hap- 
pened. : 
Jack and Savile were still watchine 

at the breastwork, and the others were 
in the cave, seemingly asleep. I stepped 

into the crevasse, and Snowball fol 
lowed. It was neck or -nothing ncw. 

There was no such thing as drawing 
back. I took off my boots, tied them 

round my neck and tightened my belt 
round my waist. I looked up at the 
little strip of blue sky which showed 
between the great rugged walls of rock. 
They must have been at least 200 fee: 
in Height, and I confess for a minut: 

experiencing something akin to terror 
thinking of what the slightest @nistake 
would mean in my ascent. It woulk 

mean a quick, but horrible death. I ex 
perienced an almost dvermastering dc 
sire to look once more upon the woma: 
who had been the cause of my stayin: 
in this gulf country and who was nov. 
lost to me forever, but the knowledy: 
that it would only serve to unman me 
overcame the wish. Then, selecting 
what seemed a suitable place to bezir 

the ascent, I inwardly breathed a shor: 
prayer. 

‘‘Baal you go, Mista Parker,’’ plead- 
ed poor Snowball. ‘‘You tumble dowr 

sure. Black fellow wu can climb un. 
that one!” 
But I had braced my hands behind 

me on the rocks, and with my feet 
planted against the opposite wall wae 
already ascending the crevasse. For 30 

or 40 feet I raised myself in this fashion, 
and then came to a little ledge. Snow- 

ball was lost sight of now, and the real 
dangers of the ascent had begun. 1 
crawled up and along the narrow ledge, 

on which there was no room for turning, 
until it stopped abruptly, and the walls 

of the crevasse came together again. 1} 
stood up on the ledge, leaned over unti. 
my hands rested against the oppositc 

wall, rested a foot on either wall, anc 
drew my body up. In another instant I 
was stretched in midair above a horri- 
ble yawning abyss. Just for a second oz 

two the strip of yellow sand far be- 
neath gleamed and quivered, and the 
noise of the falling water inspired mc 

with a sudden terror. Luckily, my bey- 
ish proclivities—how they stood me in 
stead now-—had given me a fairly 
good sailor's head, go that the momen- 

tary experience of dizziness soon passed.’ 
I locked upward, and raised myself inch 
by inch and foot by foot. Were these 

vocks going to rise up on either side of 

me for ever and ever? My arms wer: 
beginning to ache by reason of the con- 

tinuous strain upon them. If some sort 
of resting place did not soon present it- 
self, it could not be possible for human 
endurance to hold out much longer. 
Then, horror of horrors, the walls of 

rock began to bear away from one an- 
other, and the strain upon me was more 
than mortal man could endure. It was 
just a toss up with me then. I must 
screw my courage up to making some 
supreme effort or else drop to swift de- 
struction, for I realized the impossibil- 

ity of descending again—it would take 
more muscular effort to stay myself de- 

scending than it had done to raise me 

to that height, and: I was utterly ex- 
hausted. : 
“God help me!” I cried, and it was 

the sincerest prayer 1 ever breathed. 
hen I remember noticing such trivial 

things as the widening of the rent across 
the knee of my left trousers leg; that 
there was a small flower of a pale blue 

| color which I had never noticed before 
growing in a cleft of the rock right 
alongside; that just round the edge of 
the rock a shaft of sunlight fell, and 
that there were a good many quartz 

_ pebbles studded through the rock. Ialso 
‘began to think that the world was very 
beautiful and life very sweet. I thought 
of those in the cave and of those who 
‘were dear to me on the other side of the 

It might | 
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world. Truly there is nothing swilter 

than thought In that critical moment 
I lived a lifetime of normal existence. 
Moreover, my brain was a sensitized 

plate that received and recorded the 
most trivial details around me. 

I looked upward and set my teeth, 
telling myself there must be some rest- 

ing place within a foot or two, and 

there was. Another foot highsr stil 
and my body was stretched as on = 
rack. Truly Providence helps those whe 
help themselves. That blessed ledg: 
was reached. I did not hesitate one sin 
gle instant, but hurled myself on to 1t 
with what little strength I had left. 1 
clung to and rolled on to it, then lay on 
my back for a few moments tc rest anc 

regain the use of my limbs. It was as 
if some one had suddenly snatched mi: 
from the jaws of death. But was the 
danger over yet? Apprehensively I look- 
ed around. The face of the cliff was 
rugged but retreating and was covered 

with dense, creeping plants. Compared 

to that which had just been accowm- 

plished, what remained to be done 
seemed mere child's play. I rose from 
my recumbent position on the ledze 
and began to ascend again. It was now 

comparatively, easy work. In places I 
scrambled up without any trouble or 
raised myself by the ivylike vines thai 
grew against the rocks. And then at 

last I stood on the summit, where one 
of the most wonderful panoramas thot 
sever the eye of man looked upon was 

stretched out before me. 

MEN ! 
“A WARNING VOICE” 

Is the title of an interesting little book 
that shows how 

SEXUAL STRENGTH 
Is LOST and how it can be 

REGAINED 

Tt is securely sealed in plain envel- 
ope Free on receipt of 2¢ stamp for 
postage. We are the leading special- 
ists in curing all case of Kidney and 
Bladder trouble Sexual Weakness 
and Tmpntency, Svphillis, Gonorrhoea 
Night Losses, Gleet and Stricture, 
quickly and permanently. We have 
cured thousands at their own homes. 
All letters kept strictly private and 
answered in plain sealed envelope. 
Consultation by mail free. Write to- 
day. Address 

Dr. W. H. Saundars & Co. 
Station C, CHICAGO, 1LL. 
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NOTICE OF SALE. 

TO Agnes L. Keith, of the Parish of Salis 
bury, in the County of Westmorland and 
Province of New Brunswick, wife of Fred 
H. Keith, Esquire, and the said Fred H. 
Keith and all ethers whom it may in any- 
wise concern : 

NOTICE is hereby given that under and by 
virtue of a Power of Salecontained in a cer- 
tain Indenture of Mortgage beariug date the 
eighteenth day of May, A. D. 1898, and made 
between the aforesaid Agnes L. Keith and 
fred H. Keith of the first part, and me, Mar- 
raret Steeves, of the second part, and record 
*d in Book 8-6 of the Westmorland County 
Records, pages 278, ete. ; there will for the 
purpose of satisfying the moneys secured bs 
the said Indenture of Mortgage, default hav 
mg been made in the payment thereof. be 
sold #1 Public Auction at Phoenix Square, in 
he City of Fredericton, in the County of 
York, on WFDNESDAY, the thirtieth day 
of January next, at the hour of twelve o'clock 
won, that lands and premises in the said 
ndenture of Mortgage contained and ther:- 
n described as: . 

oe AHL that tract or parcel of land situ! 
in the Parish of salisbury, in tb 

‘ounty of Westmorland, and Piovince © 
ew Brunswick, and bounded as follow: 
amely: Commencing at the south-c:s 
orner of lands owned bv Edga 
tcKie, thence running easterly along mii 
oad one hundred and forty-six feet to lands 
wned by Early Kay, thence northerly alon: 
he line of said lands two hundred and fort: 
ive fee! to a post, thence easterly one hur 
red and thirty feet to the Fredericto: 
oad, thence northerly along said road five 
wandred and sixty three feet to the Chur 
ot, thenc: westerly eighty-six feet to t 
:orner of said lot, thence northerly fifty fe 
a cross r ad, thenee westerly one hund: 
nd seventy-seven feet to lands form 
swned by Emmerson Steeves, thence sou 
ily five hundred and seventy-thre- 
til it strikes the north-east corner of la) 
wwned by the said Edgar McKie the) 
asterly along line of said lands ninety eig! 

feet, th nce sout'erlv two hundred a: 
forty-five feet to the place of beginning. co: 
tair ing five acr. s more or less.” 
Together with the buildings and in 

provements thereon, and the appurtenanc: 
to the same belonging or in anywise apper 
taining. 
Dated this twenty-fourth day of Decembe., 

A. D. 1900 
MARGARET STEEVES, 

RR. W. MCLELLAN, Mortgage 
Kolicito for Mortgagee. 
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THE SAALFIELD 
PUBLISHING COMPANY'S 

Christmas Booke 
Mr. Bunny, His Book, by Ada I,Sutton, il- 

lustrated by W H Fry—A more fascinating 

mals and strange devices, it is not possible to 
find outside the gaily decorated covers of Mr 
Bunny, His Book. Kvery page and both cov- 
ers printed in three brilliant colors, 9 x11 
inches "T'he favorite juvenile of the holi- 
days. Substantially bound, $1 25. 

The Madonna and Christ, by Franklin Fd 
son Belden—A handsome pictorial contain 
ing reproductions of the world famcus paint 
ings of the Madonna and Christ, with de 
scriptions of each picture. Printed on enam 
elled paper, artistically bound in white 
buckram with appropriate cover design in 
gold The most acceptable Christmas gift 
book of the season $1.00 

The Story of Jesus, Ruth a Bible Heroine, 
God Made the World, The Good Sama: itan, 
The Boyhood of Jesus—Children’s Bible 
stories by the gifted author Josephine Pol- 
lard. Fach book contains scores of illus- 
trations, colored frontispiece, printed in 
large type on fine paper Cloth, each 75¢. 
The First capture, or hauling down the 

flag of KEpgland. by Harry Castlemon—A 
thrilling history of the revolutionary war, « 
old colony days and ways. Beautifully 
lustrated. Cloth, 75¢. 

Teddy, by James Otis—Just the book to de- 
light all boy readers. Cloth, illustrated, 75¢c. 

The Romance of a School Boy, by Mary A 
Denison—I'ull of interesting adventure, thril- 
ling situations and pretty romance. Hand- 
somely illustrated by John Henderson Garn- 
sey. Cloth, 75¢. 

Marking the Boundary, by Edward Everett 
Billings—A story in which Indians vlay an 
important part. Cloth, 75¢. 

The Castle of the Carpathians, by 
Verne. Not a dull page in the book 

Jules 

Fuil of 

Cloth, illustrated, 75¢. 

A Great Lady, by Ruth Reid. A history of 
a little orphan girl who was adopted by a 
lady of wealth. Contains many beautiful 
half-tone illustrations. Artistically bound in 
cloth, gold stamped. $1.00. 
Nubia of Saracenesco, by Richard Voss, 

translated from the German by Hettie E. 
Miller. A charming love story in which the 
artist Heinrich Hoffman is a prominent char- 
acter cloth, 50c. 

Toss, an Educated Chimpanzee, by Marth: 
E. Buhre. A description ofthe monkey wh 
wore dresses, played with dolls, rode a bicycle 
sat at the table to eat, and did hundreds of 
other amusing things, Cloth. Profusely 
illustrated. 50c 

Indian Club Swinging, One, Two and Three 
Club Juggling, by Frank E Miller, Physical 
Director of the Y M.C A , Dallas, Tex A book 
which every athlete should possess The only 
~manual on Indian Club Swinging and Jug- 
gling to be found on the market. Practical 
in every way. Cloth 54 illustrations. $1.00 

Paddy from Cork. and other stories, by 
Stepben Fiske. A collection of short stories. 

acter drawing. Any one who reads the initial 
s'orv will immediately devour the rest 
Cloth, special cover design. C0. 
Modern American Drinks, by George J 

Kappeler. Mxplicit instructions for the cor 
cocting of the most delicious and tempting 
beverages, 8 ecial atten ion given to Ices and 
Sherbets. Cloth, $1.00, Paper binding, 50c. 

Any of the above books sent charges pre- 
paid upon receipt of price. Address: — 

THE SAALFIELD PUBLISHING CO. 
NE Akron, Ohio. 

array of big and little folks, marvellous ani- {- 

2 , literary critiotam. 
tragic occurrences anc weird experiences | 

with a wealth of fancy, humor and true char-| . 

T took the pocket handkerchief from 
off my neck, and putting a stone in it 

gent it flying down in the direction of 
the crevasse. It was to ber a signal to 

Snowball that I had made the ascent 
safely and the coast was clear. 
The sun had come out strong and 

the heat was oppressive. I took a south 
easterly course. It was comparatively 

easy traveling, so that my progress was 
considerable. Still, I. noticed that the 
sky looked threatening away to the 

south and feared a thunderstorm, as i’ 
must necessarily mean delay. I felt a: 

if a new lease of life had been grantor 
me. My spirits rose, and I went ai 

most merrily along. I must have trav 
eled for at least a couple cf hours wh 

suddenly there came a check. I h 

come to a little ironstone ridge, arn 

1 had braced my Sail behind me on the 
TOCKS. 

som=thing that made me draw back in 
terror and instinctively look for a hid- 
ing place. ia 

It was a little above where the river 
entered into the amphitheaterlike val- 
ley, overlooking a narrow gorge, and 

there, uil along the brink, were a great 
number of savages. There might have 
been a hundred or more, and they ap- 

peared as if waiting patiently for some- 
thing that was to pass through it un- 

derneath them. The situation flashed 
upon me in a second. The squatters 
party had been seen coming, and they 

were lying in wait to effect a surprise. 
But the savages had reckoned without 

“their host. 
(To be Concanued.) | 

DEUNKENNESS 
CHAN BE CURED! 

Is your husband, brother, futher, or 
or any of your relatives afflicted with 
Drunkeness? We have a rure cure 
which can be given with or without the 
knowledge of the paticnt ~ Send for 
particulars, enc.osing a 2¢ stamp for re- 
ply. "Address 

Dr W H Saunders & ('o, 
Station C, Chicage, 11linois §1 daw 
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Castoria is for Infants and Children. 

harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, 

It contains neither Opium, and Soothing Syrups. 

Morphine nor other Narcotic substance. 

is thirty years’ 

Castoria destroys Worms and allays Feverish- 

Castoria cures Diarrhoea and Wind Colic. 

Teething Troubles, 

Castoria assimilates the Food, 

Its guarantee 

Mothers. 

ness. 

relieves 

Flatulency. 
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Drops 

Castoria 

It is Pleasant. 

use by Millions of 

Castoria 

Constipation and 

regulates 

cures 

the Stomach and Bowels of Infants and Children, giving 

healthy and natural sleep. Castoria is the Children’s 

Panacea—The Mother’s Friend. 

Castoria. 
¢sCastoria is an excellent medicine for 

Mothers have repeatedly told me 

effect upon their children.” 

Dr. G. C. OsGoop, Lowell, Mass. 

THE FAC-SIMILE SIGNATURE OF 

children. 

of its good 

[4 

Castoria. 
¢ Castoria Is so well adapted to children 

that I recommend it as superior to any pre- 

scription known to me.” 

H. A. ARCHER, M. D. Brooklyn, N. ¥ 

APPEARS CN EVERY WRAPPER. 
STREET, NEW YORK CITY. 

I wish to Convince you that 

it would be Money in 

Your Pocket to 

call on 
iets dor 

ROBERT B. ADAMS 
When you are wanting 

to purchase a 

COFFIN OR CASKET 

Or anything in the Undertaking 

Line. As I import all my goods, 

they are far superior to those made 

by hand. 

R. B. ADAMS. 

oal. 
Now in stock all the best 
grades of Hard and Soft 

Cozl. All coal delivered 

free of charge. Orders 

promptly attended to. Sat- 

ii fe ction guaranteed. Price 
low lor cash. 

=. FarreELL 
Queen Street. Telephone 52 

vx CURE YOURSELF! 
CURES Use Big & for unnatural 

¥ in 1to 5 days. discharges, inflammations, 
3 Ri Shale: irritations or ulcerations 

foe) THEEVANS CHemicaLCo. °F mucous membranes. 
- jf Painless, and not astrin. 
3 p gent or poisonous. 

Sold by Druggists. 

CHEAPEST MACAZINE IN THE WORLD, 
ONE DOLLAR PER YEAR 

Author of “ Little Lord Fauntleroy.” 
* ¢ ¢* Iam reading THE NEW YORK TIMES 

BATURDAY REVIEW weekly with the greatest 
pleasure. To a working person with less time 
t> give to literature than the large literary out- 
pe of the day requires, it assumes the propor- 
fons of a boon. The London Saturday Review 
and THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY RE- 
VIEW really form my chief journalistic sus- 
tenance. FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
ny Send your name for free sample 

Author of “ The Man with the Hoe.” 
* ¢ * I often say to my literary friends 

that if I could subscribe for only two literary 
weeklies THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY 
REVIEW would be one of them. It should be 
a delight and a profit to ever book lover, be 
he an author, a publisher, a seller, or a buyer. 

EDWIN MARKHAM. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum, Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

— 

aC Ay < 
Editor of The-Ladies’ Home Journal. 

* * * Nothing so full and so satisfactory 
in the way of a literary paper has ever been 
#0 successfully carried out in this country as 
THE SATURDAY REVIEW of THE NEW 
York TIMES. It is now indisputably the 
hs which a person interested in books or 
iterary matters must have if he would keep 
advised. EDWARD BOK. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 

per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

From Miss Helen Gould. 
® * * While I am glad to write a line or 

two in appreciatien of THm NEW YORK 
TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW, 1 feel that the 
periodical hardly needs such €ommendation, 
as its work speaks for itself. 

HELEN MILLER GOULD. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
Senn Send your name for free sample 
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Princeton’s Professor of English. 
® ¢ * Jt gives me pleasure to state that your 
NEw YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW is 
filling a long-relt need in modern American 

T. H. We HEINT: 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Author of “ Literary Landmarks.” 
® * * I am so dependent upon THE NEW 

York TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW that I 
have it sent to me wherever I may be, on 
either side of the Atlantic. It seems to tell 
fo raring I want to know about current 

ks and thelr makers, and when and in the 
way I want to know it. 

LAURENCE HUTTON. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $I 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 

Vinal 
Prominent Author and Editor. 

® ® + Here in Bermuda, where I am pass- 
the Winter, I miss many thinzs te which 
ave been accusiomed ‘‘ in the States.” but 

do not miss Tv: NEW YORK TiMgEs SaT- 
URDAY REVILw Why not? Because I have 
provided myseir with that weekly publication, 
without which, as a writer ~nd-a lover of 

ks, I should indeed be a castaway on a 
distant isle of the sea. NOAH BROOKS. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, §1 

per annum. Send your name for free sample 

Professor of English at Cornell. 
* * * THE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 

DAY REVIEW has become quite indispensable 
to me in my professorship. [ts criticisms are 
soundly based and altogether what one desires 
in the way of a succinct characterization of a 
work. HIRAM CORSON. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Author of *“ The Choir Invisible.” 

¢ ¢ * Tge NEw YORK TIMES SATUR- 
DAY REVIEW has created for itself a peculiar 
and controlling place. The serious reader ig- 
nores it or overlooks it to his own loss. Ad- 
mirably planned and ably edited it is at once 
a guide and an inspiration. 

JAMES LANE ALLEN. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. ” 

v 

Forty Yervs Librarian, Astor Library 

* s ¢ THE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 
DAY REVIEW feems to have won a conspicu- 
ous place. This fact cannot be too widely 
made known to all who would keep abreast 
with current affairs We greet it, indeed, 
with somewhat the eager expectancy of an 
Argosy of goodly spoils. 

FREDERICK SAUNDERS. 

The Nev York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 
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Author of ©“ Wake Robin.” 
s * * | look upon THE NEW YORK TIMES 

SATURDAY REVIEW as the most important 
enterpriss undertaken by a daily newspaper in 
many years. It gives literature and art their 
due prominence, and recognizes them as great 
factors in a people's life. 

JOHN BURROUGHS. 

The New York Times Saturday Review.- $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Sana (Faw YR Dado 

Author of “ My Stuy Fire.” 

* * * 1 think vou have achieved a distinct 
success on high lines. I am constantly hear- 
ing about THE NEw YORK TIMES SATUR- 
DAY REVIEW from the best sourc 

HAMILTON W. MABIE 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your for free sample 
copy. 
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An Eminent Weman Poet. 

* * * THE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 
DAY REVIEW i weekly pleasure, for it 
keeps me so fully = sed of all that is going 
on in the world of letters. I admire your fair- 
ness and your hospitality 

LOUISE CH DLER MOULTON. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 

per annum. .Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

{ot aa leo, A450, 

Author of “ Wher Knighthood Was 
in Flower. 

+ * * Permit me to say that, in my opinion, 
THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY RE- 
view is doing mere for literature and art 
than any publication of which I know. Fur- 
thermore, 1 believe that your usefulness is 
just beginning. Especlally is this true in the 
West, where people interested in such mat- 
ters are only just beginning to find you out. 

CHARLES MAJOR. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 

per annum. Send your name for free sample 

copy- 

THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW. 

aw Sut 
tr 

Editor of Harper's Weekly. 
* * * I consider THE NEW FORK TIME 

SATURDAY REVIRW worthy the highe 
commendation. It is the first thing I look for 
in my copy of the Saturday TIMES, and It 
very rarely happens that I do not read It 
through from beginning to end. It is not only 
interesting to me as a writer of books and as 
an editor of a weekly publication, but I have 
found it of extreme value in the pursuit of m 
duties as a Trustee of the Yonkers Public 
brary. JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, §1 

per annum. Bend your name for free 
copy. 

Avthor of “ The Lady or the Tigert™ 

* * * THE NEW YORK TIME BATUR« 
DAY REVIEW is to me very much like a lite 
erary club, where I hear news about books 
and the people who write them. If a man has 
no literary friends or associates, let him read 
I'ie NEw YORK TIMES SATURDAY RE- 
VIEW; if he has many such, let him read it 
all the same, so that he may be able to talk 
with profit to himself and them. 

FRANK R. STOCKTON. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, §1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

G20, Harem Moan 
An Author and a Publisher. 

* * * As far as I am in a position to jud, | 
the Information that has been presented to the 
reading public from week to week in TH® 
NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW con- 
cerning the literature of the day has bee 
mo¥eé comprehensive, better proportioned, an 
more trustworthy than has ever before been 
attempted by any newspaper on either side of 
the Atlantic. 

GEORGE HAVEN PUTNAM. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Clio al oR cron Mes 
Professor of English at Dartmouth, 

* * * ] am a frequent reader of that va- 
ried and interesting miscellany, THE NEW 
YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW, and am 
very lizely, as in the case of its last issue, to 
cut and mark half a doze things in it for use 
in my classroom or elsewhere. 

CHARLES F. RICHARDSON. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Professor American History, Cornell, 
* + + J have come to depend on THE NEW 
York TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW for my 
weekly supply of information as to the world's 
doings in the sphere of books in our own 
tongue, its reports on that matter having, as 
[ thitk I find, the primary virtues of fullness, 
accuracy, and fairness. 

MOSES COIT TYLER. 

Ths New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Ihiny creaky, 
Author of “ Little Rivers.” 

+» « » Tur NEw YORK TIMES SATUR- 

pAY REVIEW is conducted along the lines of 
a genuine criticism. It distinguishes clearly 

between a review and an advertisement. It 

has already achieved LTT TR hope it will 
'in an ever-widening prosperity. 
= HENRY VAN DYKE. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 

per annam. Send your name for free sample 

copy. 

boat tall 
Author of “ Richard Carvel.” 

A reliable literary mentor is an abso- 
tute necessity, and therefore I look forward 
weekly with eagerness to THE NEW YORK 

TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW. Its success 
must be gratifying to all lovers of literature. 

WINSTON CHURCHILL 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 

per annum. Send your name for free sample 
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PE 

Common Tooth 

MEAT 
HAND 
DRAG 
CIRCULAR 

Henry Disston & Son’s 

Wood 
Narrow Cross Cut (lance tooth) x 

Saws 

Cross Cut 

AT LOWEST IRICES. 

JAMES. S. NEILL 

Wholesale and Retail Dealer in : x 

Hardware of all Kinds. 

ability of same. 

by Manufacturers and Investors. 
Send for sample copy FREE. 

Evans Building, 

“How to obtain a patent” sent upon request. 
secured through us advertised for sale at our expense. 

Patents taken out through us receive special notice, without charge, in 
Tre Patent RECORD, an illustrated and widely circulated journal, consulted 

Our fee returned if we fail. Any one sending sketch and description of 
any invention will promptly receive our opinion free concerning the patent- 

Patents 

Address, 

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO. 
(Patent Attorneys,) 

WASHINGTON, D. C. 

[8 BEES WHEE EC EE ON 

McMURRAY & (0. 
UEC NEEE SEE ERE REE BREE 

WISH UYou ALL A 

Happy New Year. 
= 
= 

And also to return thanks to their many 

friends who have so liberally patronized them year 

by vear for the past twenty years they have been 

in business and especially the oue about closing, 

which excels all former ones. 

strict attention to business in the future, as in the 

past, to receive the same generous patrcnage. 

With kind regards, we remain, as ever, yours. 

McMurray & Co. 

And they hope by 

CANADIAN A 
PACIFIC: RKY: 

Montreal to Pacific Coast 

EVERY THURSDAY 

For full particulars as to pas- 
sage 1ates and train service to 
Canadian Northwest, British Col- 
umbia, Washington, Oregon and 
California. Also for maps and 
pamphlets descriptive of journey, 
ete write. to. PP A, GP R, St, 
John, 

Pree Farms fo the Jznadian Northwest 

for each adult over 18 years of age. 
Send for pamphlets. 

. A. J. HEATH, 
B_PA,CPR,St Joby, NB 

Gio NEL RAW Y 

On and after Monday, November 26, 1900, 
pe will run daily (Sundays excepted) as 
ollows : 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 

Express for Halifax and Campbellton. 20 
“xpress for Point du Chene. Halifax, 

and Picton CAR Aa ov TINUE TS! 
Express for Sussex.:. . ....° 4. ... T6.4¢ 
Express for Quebec, and Montreal... 
Accommodation for Halifax and Syd- 

ney SR tosses sevens. 22,10 wanes eu 

HRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN 

. Express from Sussex.... ada: ie pwd £30 
Express from Montreal and Quebec... 14.40 
Express from Halifax, Pictou and Point 

du Chene oi meee avin SIE. 
Express from Halifax and Campbellton 19.15 
*Accommodation from Halifax and 

BYQNoY-i.. hn Thi 2445 
*Daily, except Monday 

All trains are run by Eastern 
Time. Twenty-four hour notation. 

Standard 


