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and has been made under his per-

“The Broken Seal,” “The Last Signal,” “Footprints

con. It was a cheerful window as
such things go in poor side streets, and
a4 sumptuous Santa Claus, all glitter-
ing in cotton snow and rainbow tinsel,
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Lady in atte

On and after Sunday, October 11th,
1908, trains will run daily (Sundays
gmeepted), as follows:

ERAINS WILL LEAVE FREDER-
: ICTON.

<. 803 Mixed for Campbelliton,
o Moncton, St. Jobn and Hali-

L o% it ot U SR R R 5.45
9, 317 Suburban for Marys-
“ville 6.15

fo. 821 Suburban for Marys- |
ville ...... iR S L

seeees sevwes sess

No 323 S;;i;;rban for, Marys-
willless i L0es tM ..... : r....i. 16.20
801 Express for Montreal,

".Chatham, Loggleville...... ..s18.30

@g. 327 Suburban for Marys-

SIS o el S0 O B L e A -y

i@, 829 Suburbaa for Marys-

il o LA g e 21.20
ARAINS WILL ARRIVE AT
FREDERTSTON,

&o. 818 Suburban from Marys-
ville ... .. oS e
do. 803 Express from Mont-
real, Quebec, Chatham and

Loggieville ... ... dag il 3n0h
®p. 322 Suburban from Marys-
ville ... ..~.13.45

€5, 326 Suburban from Marys-

18.20

tunction, Chatham and Log-

e ville B han B a5 18250
Nv. 328 Surburban from Marys-

S0 2 R I S e LR et {1 )
No. 330 Surburban from Marys-

AT e R L o 0 Ay S 21.55
All trains are run by Atlantic
#tendard time. Twenty-four hour
akation. 24.00 o’clock is midnighs.

Moncton, N. B., Oct. 7th, 1908.

Passenger Train service from Fred-

ericton, BEffective Ocu. 11, 1908
Atlantic Time—Daily eXcepu
Sunday.
DEPARTURES.
%23 a. m., for St. John, St. Step-
~ ken, St. Andrews, Houlton,

Woodstock,” and north to Presque
Isle and Edmundston; also for
Bangor, Portland and Boston.

A00 a. m., via Gibson Branch for
Woodstock and mnorth te Rresque
gsle and Edmunston. Leaves St.
Marys 8.30 a. m.

W59 a.m., for Fredericton Ject. can-
necting with Atlantic Express for
St. John and points

480 p. m., for Frederic
necting with Express PR
greal, Ottawa, Toronto, and with
Bmperial Limited and Pacific Ex-
*ress from Montreal for the West,

orthwest and Pacific Coast; also
eonnects for Vanreboro, Bangor,
Portland, Boston, etc., St. Step-
hen and Woodstock.

80 p. m., for St. John and points

o7 =

East.
ARRIVALS.
Jyv a. m., from St Jobhn and
Bast.
31,45 a. m., from Boston, Mkntreal,
St. Stephen, Woodstock, Houl-
ten.

170 p. m., from St. John and East.

820 p. m., from Woodstock and

~ points north, via Gibson branch.

Arrives St. Marys 8,38 p. m.

10.40 p. m., from Boston, Portland,
Bangor, St. Stephen, St. An-
drews, Woodstock and Houlton.
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W.J. IRVINE, D.D.S

Spocial Practioner’s Certificate
from Chicago Collegse of
Dental Surgery

Aertificial Teeth

Inserted in Gold, Aluminum and
ordinary Rubber Piares
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after latest and best methods
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minstered for Painless Dentistry

OFFICE:
HESTNOTS BUILD N&

1€ Compound,
{ae. Tonic, and
1l Monthly
ich woen ce n
thaco G

hl

amphl

BooK MzeioikE Ou., TOROWTO, Cn

T

sSubstance.

and Flatulency.

A;'

The Kind

sonal supervision since its infancy.

Allow no one to deceive you in this. ]
All Counterfeits, Imitations and ¢ Just-as-good’’ are but
Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of
Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment.

~ What is CASTORIA

| @astoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pare-
i goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups.

contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic
Its age is its guarantee.
and zallays Feverishness. It cures Diarrhoea and Wind
Qolic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation
It assimilates the Food, regulates the
4 Stomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep.
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.

CeENUINE CASTORIA aALways

It is Pleasant. It

It destroys Worms

1t Have Always Bought
In Use For Over 830 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY. 77 MURRAY STREET, NEW YORK GITY.
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and the best Equipment.
Dowz Town.

Prompt and eareful attention tojall orders.
enly complete line of Funeral Furnishings in the City

Next above Qzeen Hotel,

ADAMS

THE LEADING UNDERTAKER.

The

’Pkone 26

Now in Stock a Large
Supply of Hard and S»
Coal, price reasonable.

P. FAPRHBLL

SANITOL
ANITOL

The greatest of all tooth
powders. If you want white
lustrous teeth use it

Sanitol keeps the eeth
white, sterlizes the mouth
and keeps the tissues healthy

It is made from the finest

ingredients and in the most
sanitary manner.

For Sale By

Aoy Seaples

YORL. STREET

BEire as Loty bt

By oYy D D
SURGEON DENTIST,

Presiient and Prizeman Bosde
Bontal College Class 1891. Regluter
ol by Mass. Siate Board of Legisla
tion, Tacllities and eazperiemce im al!
granches of Dentietry. Speelal ation
$tom glvem to saving acking ar ab

Young lady im aitendasia,

|SYNOPSIS OF GANADIAN NORTH.WEST

HOMEST ¢{AD REGULATIONS

Any even numbered section of Domi,
lands in Manitoba, Saskatchewan and
Alberta, excepting 8 and 26, not re-
served, may be homesteaded by any
person  who is the sole head of a
family, or any male over 18 years of
age, to the extent of one-quarter sec-
ot neres, more or less.

Application for entry must be
made in person by the
applicant at a Domirion

Lands Agency or Sub-agency for the
district in which the land is situate.
Entry by proxy may, however, be
made at an Agency on certain condi-
tions by the father, mother, so
daughter, brother or sister of an
tending homesteader.

The homesteader is required to pe
form the homestead duties under one
of the following plans:

(1) At least six mronths’ residence

upon and cultivation of the land in
each year for three years.
(2) A homesteader nray, if he

80
desires, perform the required resl-'
dence duties, by living on farming |
land owned solely by him, not less
than eighty (80) acres in extent, fn
the vicinity of his homestead. Joilnt
ownership in land will not meet this
requirement.

(3) Xf the father or mother, (if the
father is deceased,) of a homesteader |
has permanent residence on farming
land owned solely by him, not less
than eighty (80) acres in extent, {n
the vicinity of the homestead, or up-
on a homestead entered for by him
in the vicinity, such homesteader may
perform his own residence duties by
living with the father (or mother).
(4) The term ‘‘vicinity’’ in the
two preceeding paragraphs is defined
as meaning not more than nine miles
in a direct line, exclusive of the
width of road allowances crossed in
the measurement.

(53) A homesteader Intending to
perform his residence duties in sec-
cordance with the above while living
with parents or on farming land
owned by himself must notify the
Agent for the district of such inten-
tion.

Six months’ notice tn writing mus:
be given to the Commissicner of Do
minion Lands, at Ottawa, of inten
tion to apply for patent.

W. W. CORY,
Deputy of the Minister of
the Interior.

N.B.—Unauthorized publicatiom of
this advertisement will not be paid
fgr.
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(To bo contiuued.,
‘“Yes,”” half-whispered George. o

then the man led him away, ‘mil.'
George shuddered as he went.
* * i 7 * - - - - »

The next day they laid her in her
untimely grave and George followed
her to the quiet cemetery they had
chosen for her last resting-place. She
was buried there as the wife of
George Gifford of Suffold, but noth-
ing was told of her tragic ending or
her brief sad life. It was a case of
suicide, it was supposed, but there
was no fact absolutely to prove this.
It was a mystery, and in spite of all
investigations such it remained.

But®' on the day aiter the funeral
George wrote two letters, one ad-
dressed to his father and the other
to Sir Ralph Woodland at Hare-
wood. To his father he simply told
the sad news that poor Laura was
dead, that he had seen her after
death, and that she was buried. He
felt that it would do no good now to
fill the gosspis’ lips with any dreary
particulars. Only to Sir Ralph
Woodland he told the bitter truth.

““Sir,” he wrote, ‘‘Yesterday I fol-
lowed my poor wife to her grave.
Her body had been found in the river
two days previously, and I was call-
ed to London to identify her. There
was no doubt; and I think your own
conscience must now reproach you for
your unjustifiable conduct toward
her,

“GEORGE GIFFORD.”

This letter was forwarded to Sir
Ralph from Harewood to his club in
town, and absolutely overwhelmed
him with horror, and bitter unavail-
ing remorse. For days he was a
man distraught, and then he decided
to leave England, carrying away
with him the ever-present memory of
the woman he loved.

But before he went he paid a last
visit to Laura’s grave. He took
with him a cross of white flowers,
and laid it on the new-turned sod.
Long he stood there, a gloomy-faced
man, dressed in deep mourning, and
some passers-by locked at him with
pity, and whispered to each other
that his heart’s best hopes must be
buried there. Then, when he was
quite alone, when the last echo of
footsteps had died away, he knelt
down and kissed the turf above her
nead.

“Good-by, my darling,”” he whisp-
ered; ‘‘you would have been happier
with' me, ILaura; though I wrecked
your life you would have been happy

with me.’””

* * * * * * ®» * *

George Gifford went back to Suf-
fold, and his father and cousin re-
ceived him with silent sympathetic
handclasps; and by his wish all the
household at Red House were cloth-
ed in deép mourning. it was known
in the little town that Mrs. George
Gifford was dead, but the widower
gave no particulars.

“I saw her,”” he told Anna Lind-
say; but the subject was evidently so
painful to him that they forebore to
ask him any questions.

Then, little by little, new interests
arose; new anxieties. Old Mr. Gifford
took seriously ill in the winter-time,
and Anna Lindsay nursed him with
unceasing devotion. This threw her,
of course, constantly with George,
who naturally felt. grateful to her
for her kindness to his father. She
céid not,however, press her attentions
on George, but she studied him in
every way, and gradually he seemed
to recover his usual spirits.

But Mr. Gifiord did not recover his
health. He threw off the sharp at-
tack of illness, but it was plain to
all eyes, and to the old man him-
self, that he was fast going to his
long rest. e grew weak and list-
less; he sat dreaming vaguely of by-
gone times, and seemed to take lit-
tle interest in things around him.

Yet omne evening, when the days
were lengthening for the spring, he
spoke to George of Anna Lindsay.

“I have provided for her, George,’”’

he said, ‘“‘but after I am gone what
will you do?’’

‘“Please do not speak of such
things, father,”” answered George,

moving uneasily.
“My boy, my time for here is not

long,”” continued the old man, ‘‘and
I should be pleased to think that
Anna would remain with you. She

would make you a good wife, George,
and she loves you well, for the news

in the Snow,” “On Golden Hinges,” Etc.
++H+++H+HMHHHM+H#H#+M«HW~
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of your first marriage nearly killed
her

‘““What?’”’ said George, startled.

“Y never told you,”’  went-on Mr.
Gifford, ‘“for it could have done no
good; but when I read your letter in
which you told us I shall never for-
get Anna’s face; it ‘ifrightened me.’’

There was nothing more said. Mr.
Gifford was not a man of many
words, but George Lknew that his
father would not have spoken thus
without reason. It softecacd his feel- |
ings toward Anna. IHere was one
woman, at least, who had loved him
for himself; and then he sighed, and
thought of the woman who had
not lovedshim,: lying in her grave.
But he made no difierence in his man- |
ner to his cousin, and was not un-
til after Mr. Gifford’s death that any
change took place in the quiet house- | !
hold.
| But th spring advanced
| good o sl edcefully away,
dying C I'( and love of
all around him. h George and
Anna Lindsay were deeply affected by
their loss. Dut about a week
{ the funeral had word to say
{ to her cousi ich had ja great’in-
fluence on their lives.

‘““George.’”’ she said, one evenjng af-

@ Ten minutes later the doomed ship,
swaying, tumbling, helpless, drifted
with a grinding, crushing blow

D e S

ter Wiliaer, Wwoen tne TWIITEDT Was on
thering ‘around them, “I must b
thinking of leaving IRed House now.’

“I do not see any occasion fai
that, Anna,”’ said George, someswhat
nervously, for he remembered his fa-
ther’s words.

‘“Yes, George,”” said Anna, in an
agitated voice, S Smiisb oo i oR
people would talk about you and me
—unless—"’

‘“Unless we were married, I sup-
pose. Well, Anna, do you wish this?
If so, let it be as you will.””

CEIARIBIR XN,

Three years after old Mr. Gillord’s
death, three long years to the wearv
of the earth, and short to the happy
ones, a great storm broke over our
northern seaboard, carrying death
and destruction on its wild, tumul—’
tuous breath.

It swept with terrific force over a.
sea-girt village perched on a high
cliff, and inhabited chiefly by fisher-
people.  The village is named Red-
drift, and about midday, when the
sky was one dull, uniform gray, and

the wind blowing a hurricane,
the rain falling in great blinding, |
splashing drops, a cry arose from
the little group of fishermen and sea- '
men collected on the shore below the
cliff that a ship was to be seen
struggling amid the boiling mass of
waters out at sea.

‘“They’ve lost all power over her,”’
said an old weather-beaten pilot,
scanning her through his glass.

‘“‘She’s drifting fast on the rocks,”’
said a young fisherman. ‘“‘Let’s man
the life-boat; she may strike not far
from here.”’

This was quickly done; and every
eye was strained watching the strug-
gles of the vessel amid the moun-
tainous waves. Sometimes she seem-
ed to disappcar; then again she rose.
She seemed a trim little ship, and
the seamen present pronounced her to
be a yacht. Among those watching
her on the shorc was a tall, slender
woman dressed in blue serge ‘and
wearing a sailor-hat. By her side was

another woman, a girl, who appar-
ently was her servant.

‘““Go, Elizabeth,”” said the tall
lady to the girl, and producing a
bunch of keys as she spoke, ‘‘and
bring down the brandy out of the
cupboard ir the parlor and two

blankets. If the ship strikes we should

have something ready for the poor
men."’

“Yes, madame,’’ replied the girl;
and she turncd and ran with quick
licht steps up the steep path that

led from the shore to the village.

against one of the huge brown half-
submerged rocks that stand out into

the sea only a few yards distant
from -~ Reddrift. The life-boat was
ready; there was a momentary lull;

gallant hands pushed her off, and
six gallant young lishermen instantly
manned her.

They rowed slowly out. The foam
swept over them, the waves seemed
to engulf them, but still they went
on. They reached the ship; the by-
standers saw some of the sailors leap
from the ship into the boat. They
saw, too, one man lowered by a
rope by those on board, and received
in the arms of the men in the boat;
he was evidently injured. Then they
saw the life-boat push off again from

the sinking ship. There were still
some sailors on board of her, but

the life-hoat now quickly sped her
way to the shore, and men standing
there ran out into the surf and drew
her in.

The rescued sailors sprang out of

the boat, but still they carried the
injured man in their arms, and he
was quickly laid on the shore. Then

whom they called
lift him on, the

tall woman,
madame, bade them
blankets she had sent for; she knelt |
down beside him and moistened his
lips with the brandy her servant had

the

prought her. His face was haggard ‘
and marked, his hair gray at the
temples, but as madame bent over

him a little cry escaped her lips.
wrecked

One of the sailors of the L
shin. who wag also bending over him,
now looked up.

was he hurt?’”’ asked ma-

T
dame, quickly.

LOAE - struck him, my lady,” an-
swered the man, ‘‘about an hour
aco, and he’s never spoken since.
i{e’s the @wner of the yacht, Sir
Ralph Woodland.”

“T know,’”’ answered madame, with
hor dark eyes fixed on the haggard

lying before her. “He’s an old
iriend of mine. IHe must be carried at
to my house in the villa

once

his was quickly donec. A mattress

and |

was procured, and on this Sir
Woodland was carried to md S
old-fashioned hous 1r
I't tood back in a gar- |
owed all the ns of care i
ttention in its surroundings and 1
|
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“AND, OH, SANTY, I DO WANT A DOLLY!”

pretty things that please children al-
ways and especially so at Christmas.

Presently ,from a darker, poorer
street a tiny slip of a girl came timid-
ly around the corner, and, glancing
about anxiously to see that no one
was in sight, she stole up to the win-
dow of the little shop and began
feasting her hungry eyes upon its
beautiful treasures. She was very,
very thin and pale, and her clothes
were but shreds and patches, yet her
eyes sparkled, and there was the joy
of Christmas in her heart just to look

at the good things.

For a minute or more she stood with
her wan little face pressed close
against the glass, and then she drop-
ped to her knees before this shrine of
Santa Claus and clasped her hands to-
gether as we see pictures of children
at prayer. Her upturned eyes were
closed, and the light fell upon her
face very softly. *

In the shadow of the houses across
the street a biz policeman stood wateh-
ing. Now he came stealthily over to-
ward the shrire, with the child on
her knees before it. As he reached
the curb he heard her voice, trem-
bling and uncertain:

“Now 1 lay me down to sleep 1
pray the Lord my soul to keep. If I
should die before I wake, I pray the
Lord my soul to take. And, oh, Santy
Claus, I do want a dolly and some
candy for Christmas! Amen!”:

She had said the only prayer she
knew, and as she rose to her feet
again the policeman touched her on
the shoulder. She started suddenly
and would have run away, for these
street waifs fear the big policemen,
but he held her.

“Come with me,” he said, and she
began to cry.

He took her into the little shop, and
when she came out again she held a
yellow haired doll fiercely to her thin
little breast with one hand and in the
other she carried two bags of candy.

As she looked -up to the big police-
man he saw in her face what he had
seen as she knelt before the shrine of
Santa Claus, and he bent down and
kissed her good night. — William J.
Lampton in New York Herald.

Christmas Pies.

In England, Yorkshire still the

is

{ stronghold of vast Christmas pies that

trace their lineage far beyond the INor-
man conquest into the dim feasts of
Saxon kings and Danish freebooters.
A rather quaint note, written in 1833,
malkes mention of the “wains” (or wag-

ons) groaning about Christinas time
under a load of these [ nd adds,
“At such {imes the hostess of a well

frequented inn of the old school will
construct a pie of the circumference:
rivaling her own, and the county news-
paper will record its dimensions.”

One such “hostess of the old school”
is immortalized by a famous though
slightly profane epitaph in a Yorkshire
churchyard running as follows:

Here lies the body of Mary Ann Shoven,

She was vers arts

(,l‘ ca I~

And ti

‘When

i1in the

s
a tes of the oven.
»d long enough

st puff—

yand much fpraised.

In the hope that her crust may be
raised.
—New York Evening Post.
Ireland.

The inhabitants of Ireland were call-
ed “Scots” long before Scotland a
quired ber present name, The fi
name under wkhkich Ircland wag known




