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The Great Reduction Sale Daily Fashion Hint for Times Readers. 
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at the UNION CLOTHING COMPANY 
is without peer or precedent. This sale 
stands out as the greatest value-giving event 
ever presented to your attention. 

Men's All-Wool Scotch 
Tweed Suits 

Former Price $10.00 - - Now $6.43 

- Men’s Fancy Half-Hose 
regular 20c values, now 2 prs. for 25¢ 

UNION CLOTHING CO. 
26-28 Charlotte Street, St. John, N. B. 

Old Y. M. CG. A. Building. ALEX. CORBET, Manager 

Sin. 
jes,” “The New Mistress,” 

+ Drawn Swords,”’ Etc. . 

Sir Hilton's 
BY CGEQRGE MANVILLE FENN, 

Author of “Black Blood,” “A Woman 

Worth Winmng,”” Master of Ceremon- 

“The Meeting of Greeks,” 

. . . . . . . . . . 

— 
(Continued. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

How the Bees Swarmed. 

“Ah, Hilt, old chap, there you are! 

Lady T. says you must come at once, and 

~——Hang it man, don’t do that!” 

Sir Hilton turned on hearing the fam- 

iliar voice and stared at the speaker, who 

snatched the %ottle from his hand. 

“What are you doing?’ he said, sharp- 

ly, as the doctor held the bottle up to 

the light. 
“What am I doing?’ cried Granton, in 

aaage. “Hang it, man, you've never been 

such a fool as to drink all this?’ 

“Yes; bhorid stuff—dry—horrible dry.” 

He smacked his lips two or three times 

pver and shook his head, repeating the ac- 

tion, and then turned to walk right ac- 

yoss the hall towards the door. 

“(’rect card, gents; all the runners— 

on’y a shilling!” came from Dandy Din- 

ay; who appeared in the porch, staring 
in 

with curious eyes. 
: 

“Get out—curse you!” cried Sir Hilton, 

making a couple of sharp lashes with 
his 

whip in the man’s direction. “Take the 

miserable mongrel away. Dogs indeed! 

Dog! Man don’t want dogs who's going 

to ride a big race.” 
; 

“No, nor bad cham neither,” cried 

Granton, catching his old friend by the 

arm. “Why, Hilt, you must have been 

mad.” 
“Fh? Mad? Yes, she makes me very 

mad sometimes.” 
“Bah! Mad to go on the drink at a 

time like this. Here, pull yourself to- 

gether, man.” 
y 

“Drink?” said Sir Hilton, sharply, his 

voice perfectly clear and distinct. “Yes, 

cursed stuff! Gooseberry wine, 1 believe. 

Vintage of France? Pish! Pretty France! 

0ld gooseberry! Don’t order any more, 

Jack. Dry champagne; dry enough to 

mix with paint. Have 8. and B. 

“Here, I'm not going to bully you ,n
ow.| 

Shake yourself up. You must be coming 

on now,” : 

“Fh? What for? Coming on?’ ! 

“Yes!” cried Granton in a passion, 

“Hang it, man, you're regularly fuddled
!” 

or two. Look at me. Fuddled! You're 

a fool, Jack! Oh, yes, I remember—the 

“Then come om,” cried Granton. ‘You 

look all right.” 

“Oh, _ I’m all right. Did you think 

was tight?” 

4 Well. something of the kind. Come 

slong” 
8 » 

“Don’t hang on to a man like that, 

said Sir Hilton, shaking himself free w
ith 

an angry jerk. “Want to spoil my satin? 

Hi! Ha! Sh!” 

He made a rush, and two or three c
uts 

in the air with his whip, which the train-
 

er, who was standing back in the office 

watching, took to mean given at him, 
and 

slipped behind the door. 
: 

Granton did not see him, his attention 

being taken up with the insane act
ion of 

his friend, whom he once more caught 

by the arm. : ; 

“What’s the matter with you?’ he 

shouted. “Are you going daft?” 

gh? What?’ cried Sir Hilton, looking 

at him angrily. ‘Nonsense! Can’t you 

little beasts?” 

hc” om by jingo!”’ muttered the doctor. 

“Why, he must have been on the drink 

A WOMAN'S KIDNEYS 
What Doctors Notice and What They 

Don’t. 

Disease in the kidneys is one of the last 

ailments for which a doctor looks when 
treating women. This is a great mistake. 
Women are very prone to kidney trouble 

end in fact many physicians attribute a 

woman’s langour and ill health to a de- 

rangement of the genital organs when it’s 

simply plain kidney disease, and nothing 

else. 
Many so supposed female complaints are 

either kidney or bladder diseases. . 
Sick kidneys of course make associate 

organs sick also. 
The result is back pains, bearing down 

sensations, utter weariness and headache. 
But Dr. Hamilton's Pills go right to the 

spot. 
They put life into the kidneys that 

makes a worn out woman feel like new. 
Indirectly the blood and nervous centres 

are assisted by Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, and 

the result is-a proper performance of the 
function and a painless fulfilment of na- 
ture’s command. 
Thus it is that a woman can gain much 

happiness and abundant good health by 
the regular use of Dr. Hamilton’s Pills. 
From her home near Portland (Ont.), 

Mrs. A. B. Coburn writes: 

“For two years past I have been sickly 

and weak. My color was dull and sallow, 

and I felt exhausted and weary, as if all 

my strength were being eaten up with 

some hidden trouble. I heard of Dr. Ham- 

jlton’s Pills and decided to use them. The 

change in a few days was surprising. They 

regulated my kidneys and bowels and 

cured all my sufferings; today Iam per 

Sectly well.” : / 

You can rely on Dr. Hamilton’s Pills 
with implicit confidence; their effect is 
wonderful. Sold by all dealers. Price 25c. 
per box, five boxes for $1.00, or by mail 
a.m N. C. Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont., 
and Hartford, Conn., U. 8. Ax 

for a week! I must get him there some- | 
§ how. Here, Hilt, old man, it’s saddling up 
and weighing time. Come on. La Sylphide 

'| looks lovely, and Lady T. all anxiety about 

you. Rouse up, old chap.” | 

“All right. Wait till I've killed a few 
of these little beasts.” 
To the horror and astonishment of his 

friend, Sir Hilton made another dash and | 
rush, darting here and there all over the.| 
hall, cutting and swishing about with his 
heavy riding whip as if it were a sabre 
and he a mounted cavalry man, putting 
the well-learnt pursuing practice well into | 
effect upon the enemy he seemed to see. | 

“What the deuce shall I do?” muttered | 
the doctor, breathlessly, after playing the | 
enemy in his efforts to escape a slash. 
“That cham, Jack,” cried Sir Hilton, 

catching his friend by the arm. “Sham, 
and no mistake. Not fizz at all, but that 
old brewing of honey-mead-metheglin—old 

Saxon swizzle, There they go again—the 
bees—swarming—all round and round my 

head. Yah! Look out—you’ll be stung.” 
“Oh, I'm all right,” said Granton, hu- 

mouring him. “Be cool. Stand still a mo- 
‘ment, and let them go.” 

“Thousands upon thousands of them,” 
cried Sir Hilton. “Brrrrr! Look how they 
dart about in diamonds, zig-zags, rhom- 
boids—buzz-z!” 
~ “Yes, How queer!” said Granton, tak- 
ing the speaker’s arm again. “Let’s walk 
quietly out into the air. They won't fol- 
low us out.” 

“I don’t know,” cried the unfortunate 
man, shaking himself free and holding his 

hand and whip as if to guard his head. 
“Buzz! Brr! How they are going! it 
Jack, old man, some one ought to. get 2 
hive. Rub it with beer and sugar. Take 
the swarm, you ‘know. Swarm of bees, 
you know. Swarm of bees, you know.” 

‘Swarm of bees in May.” | 
“Is. worth a load of hay.” | 

“Yes, old man; but we haven't time | 
now, Come along. La Sylphide’s waiting. 
Oh, if I could only get him mounted! He'd 
ride like the very deuce, thinking that 
the bees were after him.” | 
“Let me be, you fool!” cried Sir Hil- | 

ton, angrily. “Take care of yourself, you | 
coward. You'll be getting us both stung. 

Oh, I see; on the look-out for a job. Cure | 

the patient’s stings. Ammonia, eh?’ 1 
know. Country gentleman picks up a bit. 
Here, horrible!” he cried, with a frantic 
leap aside. “They're settling on me. 

Swarms—millions—hanging in pockets like | 
they do outside a hive. Buzz-uzz-zz! Here, 
Jack, old man, I daren’t move. Come and | 
sweep ‘em off. Steady—softly. Quiet does | 
it. There she is—the queen. Take her gen- | 
tly. She won’t sting. That's good; now | 
pop her in the hive, and they'll all follow | 
her. Hah-h-h-h! That’s better. Awkward | 
position for a man to have the bees set- | 
tling upon him and getting into his hair.” | 
“Very, old chap; but theyre all gone | 

now.” | 
“Not quite, Jack. Don’t you hear the | 

mur-mur-mur-mur ?”’ 
“Oh, yes; quite plain.” 
“Pooh}” cried Sir Hilton, with a sud- 

den change coming over him. “What a 
fool I am! I thought it was the bees, and 
all the time it’s only the murmur of the | 
crowd on the racecourse.” ! 
“Why, so it is,” said the 

thought it was bees.” 
“No, the people; and I’ve got to ride 

in the big race.” 
“To be sure, so you have, old chap. Sup- | 

pose we go and look at the mare.” | 

Sir Hilton was quiet now, and looked | 

at him seriously. i 
“Oh, my poor darling!” groaned the 

doctor. “Whatever shall I do? If 1 got | 
him a dose he wouldn't be fit to ride. 
Coming, Hilt?” he said, calmly. 
“Yes, directly, Jack,$Let’s see. I must 

be quite cool and steady, and not fidget 
the mare. It’s a safe thing, and as soon 
as I've won this race, I'll be tempted no 
more, Jack, but settle down with the wife 
—bless her! She means well, Jack. This | 
coup will make me independent, and bal- | 

jance matters. I shall take my position. | 
then, you see, and not feel so poverty- | 
stricken—asking one’s wife for every gov.” 
“I see. Come along.” said the doctor. 

“If I could only get him out into the air. 
I daren’t give him a drink.” 
“Don’t hurry me,” said Sir Hilton, cool- 

ly rearranging his silk and pulling up his 
breeches. “I wan't you to understand, 

Jack. I'm doing this for independence, to 
save dear Lady T—bless her! A good wo- 
man. Always been like a sister to me. 
Jolly little widow! And to make a pile 
for you, old man, so that you can marry 
her, have two children, and live happy 
ever after like a good boy.” ; 
“Yes, that’s it, Hilt, old man,” cried 

the doctor, desperately, for the clanging 

of a bell on the racecourse came faintiy 
to his ear. “Come along then, and win. 
Quick!” 
He caught his old friend by the arm to 

get him out at all hazards; but it was like 
touching a spring which set free a lid .in 
the poor fellow’s brain. 
For with a. fierce cry—which brought 

the perspiration out in great drops over 
the trainer’s face where he listened and 
watched—Sir Hilton began rushing about 
the hall again, cutting and slashing furi- 
ously. 3 
“Here they are again,” he cried; “‘thous- 

ands—millions of * them. B-r-r-rir-r-! Sets 
my head on fire. Keep off, you little imps. 
There,’ there, and there! Hah!” he cried 
at-last, dropping breathlessly into a chair. 
“Br!.I.was. too much for them,” he said 
laughing” weakly. ‘“Rather- queer, though, 
or them to choose a race day: to swarm. 
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ON THE TENNIS COURT IN WHITE LINEN. 

Nothing looks so pretty against the | 

green lawn and the.sandy background of 

all-white frock. 

| The nature of the sport requires that all 

tennis garments be made very simply and | 

amply large, insuring perfect freedom of 

The skirt should 

be short enough to run in without trip- 

There are a variety of ways In 
may be made. Usually | 

the sleeves are of elbow length sufficiently 

large at the cuff to slip up and down the 

| have pointed necks, but little dre 

| arrangement 

is cut comfortably. low. Tennis shirts 

ses like 

that of the illustration, a white linen with 

Walls of Troy braiding in Delft blue, are 

cut square or rounding, whichever is 

most becor .. The waist blouses, slight- 
ly in the back as well as the front, this 

perfeet freedom. 
White canvas tennis shoes with low, flat 
heels and rubber es are the accepted 

giving 

type of tennis footwear, although oxfords | 
with low heels and rather heavy flexible | 

soles are very often seen in the fashion- 

able golden brown glossee kid. 

Sr ——— oo eae 

But—I've got to win, and T mean to.” 
“Here, Hilt, chap,” said Granton, 

who as a last resort had determined to 
try a hair of the dog which had bitten 

his friend, and he drained three parts .of 

old 

a glass of the champagne into one of the 

gla , and was offering it to his friend 

—“tip this drop off and come on.” 
The words acted like magic. Sir Hil- 

ton started up and dashed the wine aside. 
“What!” he cried. “Do you think I'm 

mad? Drink at a time like this? No, 
sir!” 

“No, dear; wait here,” cried Syd out- 
side. “T’ll join you again directly I've 
found him,” and Syd rushed in breath- 
lessly. 

“Who's that?” cried Sir Hilton. 
“Oh, there you are, uncle! Hooray! | | 

You look splendid. The winning colors. 
Hooray! I've got on that tenner.” 

“Here, Syd,” cried Sir Hilton, catching | 

the ‘boy by ‘the arm and whispering mys- | 
teriously, “can you hear the hees?” | 

“Hear the what?” ‘criefl. the boy, star-| 

ing. | 

“The bees; they're coming back—swarm- | 
ing. Buzz—buzz—buzz! Listen! There | 
they go!” 
“Gammon, 

course—swarming in thousands.” | 

“Yes, that's it, Syd. Take care. you'll | 

get stung, my boy! Ugh! You beast! | 

Would you!” and whish, whish, whish | 

went the whip, as an imaginary insect | 

was beaten down to the floor and follow- | 

ed and stamped on by its slayer. “That | 

has settled you.” 
“Why, doctor,” 

| 
uncle. It’s the crowd on the] 

cried Syd, who had | 

been staring at his uncle open-mouthed, | 

“don’t say he’s coxybobus!” I 

“I wasn’t going to, my 
horribly screwed.” 
fA“Screwed? He can’t ride. 

boy, but he’s | 

It must be 

D.T.%s. Here uncle,” cried the boy 9 

ing him and shaking him violently, “pull | 
yourself together. You've got to ride. 

‘Yes, all right, my boy: and your aunt] 

must never know. There, don’t tear my | 

shirt. Hear them—the bees again? Do | 

you ‘ recollect, my little man, ‘How doth | 

the little busy bee,’ eh?” | 

At that moment Molly wandering at | 

the buzz of conversation within, forgot 

her young husband’s orders to wait, and 
: | 

{ came into the hall, to stare wonderingly. | 
{ 
{ “Oh, Syd, what is the matter with your 

uncle ?” s ; | 
“Don’t bother. Got ’em. What's to be 

done. doctor? Here, I know.” he said. 

| staring the while at Sir Hilton, who had! 

seized a chair, turned it, and sat down 

to keep on lashing at imagin-| 

“Soda oy 
“Water,” cried the doctor. 

“711 fetch a bottle,” cried Syd. 

“Cold, ‘to the head,” cried the doctor 

“Pump. No; Tl fatch a pail. No; I 

| know, and I'll risk it, for it’s our only 

chance.” y 
As the pair rushed off, the one into the 

the maids appeared as audience in the gal- | 
lery, two more in the bar entrance, and | 
the trainer, perspiring profusely, remain-! 
ed in his ‘private box—to wit, the office, 

watching for the outcome of Trimmer’s 
plan, while his. gaily-dressed child ap-; 
proached the stricken man  sympathetic- 
ally. 

(To be ccatinued.) 

Do Your Ears Ache ? | 
Why not use Polson’s Nerviline? This 

trusty liniment cures earache and tooth- 

ache almost instantly. Results guaranteed. | 
25c. per bottle, everywhere. 

OBITUARY 
Miss M. V. Snodgrass, of Young's Cove, 

died on the 20th inst. at Summer Hill. | 
The body will be taken to Youngs Cove 
for burial. { 

The death of Mrs. 
stewardess, well known to travelers by the 
International and Eastern steamship lines| 
between St. John and Boston, occurred 
last Monday at the residence of her 
daughter, Mrs. Thomas Downey, 211 Har- 
vard street, Cambridge (Mass.) 

twenty-seven years Mrs. O’Brien was a 
constant visitor to this port as a steward- 
ess, being first employed by the Interna- 
tional company. She was regarded as a 
most capable official and numbered many 
friends among women passengers, who 

were always pleased to renew their ac- 
quaintance. with her. 
Mrs. .O’'Brien, besides her daughter, 

saves one son, John Wilson, who is pur- 
ser on. the steamer Calvin Austin. She 
was twice married. The funeral took place 
on’ Wednesday last at Cambridge. Rev. 
Mr. Blair, pastor of the Bowden sauaza 

Baptist church, officiated. : 

For | 

ISON SENT HIM 
FINE NUGGET 

Robert Elliott Gets a Beauty 

From His Son’s Gold Mine. 

Taken from the gold mine owned by his 
son and named after his dead wife, a nug- | 

get weighing sevaral ‘ounces was received 

by Rupert Elliott, of 37 High street, last 
week, and the old gentleman has had it 
mounted on his watch chain and displays | 
it very proudly. 
Mr. Elliott is seventy-eight. years of age 

and was born in Scotland. He 

building on the site of the present North 
End branch of the Bank of New Brunsé 
wick. Fifteen years ago last March,” Wil 

liam J., one of the sons, 

When the Klondyké boom began he was 

among the ‘first to. go and was: successful 
enough to secure’ the controlling interest 

| in. a valuable gold ‘mine. 
He named it the: Scottish Jessie, after 

his mother, and :has spent much "in, de- 

veloping it.. He always manifested a 

filial: interest in his far-away 
and at different times has stated his. in- 
tention of coming on. Each time some- 

thing “intervened, and the father at last | 
gave ‘up Hope of seeing-him alive. 
In May. Mr.' Elliott, sr., wrote to his 

gon to sand him ‘seme remembrance, ‘as 

there seemed to be'little hope of re-union. 
In seven weeks time fame a heavy. par: 
cel, which when" opened by Mr. Elliott | 
was found to contain a nuggat, about the 
size of a walnut, chiefly composed of gold 
inlaid with quartz.’ Mr. Elliott's first 
action on receiving the nugget was to have 

it mounted. . He will ‘leave for Glassville, | 
Carleton county, where two of his sons, 

Fred. and Robert:J., live. George, 110 
Harrison street; John, 37 High street; 
Mrs. P. Chisholm and” Miss Margaret El- 
liott, of Rothesay; are the other brothers 

and sisters of the wealthy mine-owner. 

came to | 

this country when a young man and his 

family grew up while he was living in' 4 | 

kinsman | 

o Diarrhoea, Breit: 
Colle, Summer 

Come iaket and sil Fluxes 
of the Bowels are recog: 
nized bo 4 everyone as ex- 
oeedingly dangerous, 
These Qiseases are too § 

serious, too rapidly fatal, 
for you to experiment with 
cheap and dangerous imita- 
tions of the genuine Dr. 
Fowler's Extract of Wild 
Strawberry, a remedy that 
bo won wood in Shamus 

sixty-two years. - 
When you ask for Dr. 

Fowler’ s be sure you get it. 
: t_let some unscrupul- 
g ous dr ist palm off a | 
cheap imitation on you. 

Mrs. G. Helmer, Newing- 
ton, Ont., writes: “I have 
used Dr, Fowler's Extract 
of Wild Strawberry for 
diarrhoea-and never found 
any other to-equal it. 

J gg oe many pe 
sions, none so as 

A Dr, Fowler's.’ - ; 
# _ Manufactured by The T. 
Milburn Co., Limited, T 
ronto, Ont. 

Behead it and you have in No. 2 wh taking. 
Behead it again and you have in No.ere he is going. 
Picture No. 1 shows what the boy is 3 what he spilled” 

| “I was traveling in the West last win- 

| ter,” said the lecturer, “and on arriving 

lat the capital of a certain state one after- 
| noon found that, owing to the legislature 
| being in session and a big lobby on hand, 
all the hotels were full-up. The clerk at 
‘one of thém finally said he guessed he 
could make room for me if I wasn’t too 

| particular. 1 was given Room 14. It had 
a poor bed and no lock on the door, but 

after my lecture that evening, I tumbled 
linto bed dog tired and without fear of 
robbers. I did, however, slip my revolver 
under my pillow. 

{ “I was sleeping away at midnight when 
| some sound woke me up, and I sat up in 
| bed .to hear someone ask. 
i “Is there anyone sleeping here?” 
|  ‘““I'nere’s someone - here very wide 
| awake,” I replied, ‘and that someone 

| wants to know what you are doing here. 
| Speak right up before I shoot!” ” 
|“ ‘Hold on to the gun!’ he commanded. 
{I can explain in a minute.” ” 
{ “He lighted the gas and then came over 
I to the bed and asked if I had found a roll 
[ of money on the old bureau. I replied in 
| the negative, and he explained that when 
| a member of the legislature sold his ‘vote 
{ the ‘money was left on the bureau in 
{ Room 14 for him. He had sold his that 
{ afternoon, and the buyer had agreed to 

| deposit, but hadn’t done so. There was a 
| hitch somewhere and he was sorry to have , 

Fully Explained 
; disturbed me, and so forth. He went out, 
but half an hour later came back to knock 
me by the grateful citizens of a town in 

“It’s all right. He had left my cash 
with the clerk down stairs. Sorry—very 
sorry—but business is business, you 
know. Lots of bills up, but a member 

can’t get $600 for his vote every day in 
the week.” JOE KERR. 

NEWS FROM 
FREDERICTON 

High Class Four Per Cent 

Bonds go Begging for Pur- 

chasers. 

went west and | 
engaged in mining in. British Columbia. | 

Fredericton, N. B., July 21.—The fun- 
eral of the late Chas. A. Tupper took 

i place this afternoon and had a very large 

attendance. Service was conducted at 
| his* late home by Rev. J. H. MacDonald 

assisted. by Rev. Willard MacDonald and 
interment was made at Forest Hill ceme- 

[ try. 
| "Horsemen are looking forward with 
great interest to the race meeting to be 

held here on Wednesday and Thursday, 
"Thirty of the horses to compete have al- 
ready arrived and are quartered at the 

park ‘stables. 
The Fredericton cricketers are getting 

in some good work at practice for: their 
{ match: with Thorpe’s Boston team here 
on . August 1. There are some strong 
players on the team and they will un- 
doubtedly make a good showing against 

i the Boston visitors. 
J. Royden and Percy Thomson and a 

party of friends arrived here last night 
in their autos. 

Seventy thousand dollare worth of city 
debentifrés beating interest at rate of five 
per cent fell due yesterday. Authority 
was obtained at the last session of the 
legislature to redeem them with four per 

cent debentures. but a sale has not yet 
been effected. Several offers have been 
received but they are not quite as liberal 
as the civic authorities would like and 
are not likely to be accepted. 

Warts Disfigure the Hands 
but can be painlessly removed in twenty- 
four hours by the use of Putnam’s Wart 
and Corn Extractor. Fifty years in use 
and still the best. Insist on getting Put- 
nam’s only. 

Taft to Look Over the St. 

Lawrence. 

Ottawa, July 21—(Special)—Secretary of 
War Taft, of the United States, is expect- 
ed to pay a visit to the St. Lawrence 
river and gulf shortly. The Canadian sec- 
retary of state, Hon. R. W. Scott, is in 
communication with him, and it is under- 
stood that the government will place one 

of the dominion cruisers at his disposal. 

Steamer Calvin Austin, Captain Pike, ar- 
rived Saturday evening with a large passen- 
ger list. 

The hull of the wrecked steamer Carta- 
gena at Half Moons was purchased at auc- 
tion by Mr. Lantalum, of St. John, for $420, 
and the cargo of Huron coal for $70. 

KNEW THE GAME 

Jim—Yes, while summer boarding, 1 
fell in love with the farmer's daughter. 
Jack—s simple child of nature, eh? 
Jim—Not exactly. She gave me to un- 

derstand that her father did not allow 
any rebate on the board bills of her 
beaux. 

SHE CHARGES MURDER 

Mrs. Peter Fontaine Charges 

Officer Seely and Gallop With 

Killing Her Husband. 

Dalhousie, N. B., July 21.—Policeman 

George Seeley and Constable William 

Gallop, having been arrested - recently ab 

the instance of Mrs. Peter Fontaine, 
charging them with the murder of her 
husband, the preliminary examination be- 
gan on Saturday morning before Police 
Magistrate Windsor. W. A. Mott is act: 
ing for the defence and R. A. Lawlor, K. 
C., on behalf of Mrs. Fontaine. 

The witnesses heard, so far, are Andrew 
Fontaine, Geo. Jalbert, Mrs. Andrew Fon- 
taine, Mrs.Geo.Jalbert and Mrs. Peter Fon- 
taine. The evidence given by the first 
four witnesses is practically the same as 
that given at the coroner’s inquest. 
The widow Fontaine was the only new 

witness heard. She testified that she was 
the wife of the late Peter Fontaine. She 
married him five years ago and had known 
him one year previous to their marriage. 
Her only child was dead. Their married: 
life had been happy. : 
The court adjourned on Saturday after- 

noon till Wednesday, 3lst inst., when the 
evidence of Dr. Disbrow, who performed 
the post mortem, will be heard and Savoy, 
who drove Seeley and Gallop to Balmoral 
the morning of Fontaine's death." 

At a special examination before Captain 
Murphy on July 16 and 17, Harry Wallis, 
of this port, passed a successful examina- 
tion as first mate of sea going ships.—Yar- 
mouth Telegram, July 20. 

Dr. Ward Appointed. 

Ottawa, July 2i—(Special)—Dr. Ward, 

of St. Paul (Minn.), a Canadian by birth, 
has been appointed chief inspector under 
the meats’ inspection act. The new Cana- 

dian regulations have been drafted bs 

him, but the operation of the act has been 

furthe >d until Sept. 3, owing to 
Mr. Fisher's absence from Canada. 

The body of W. Stackhouse 

was taken to Lomond Saturday 

morning for bt J. W . Kierstead 
Stackhouse’s late resi 

Richmond street, at 10 o’clock 
< Ellen O'Leary took 

: on at 2.30 o’clock 
from the residence of P. Killorn, 44 North 
street, to the cathedral. Rev. A. W. Mea- 
han read the service, and interment was 

held service in 
dence, 

4
 

| in the old Catholic’ cemetery. 

M. G. Murphy, chief clerk in the C. P. 
R. district passenger agent's office, left 
Saturday for Winnipeg, to take up the 
osition of general traveling agent. His 

associates in office here 
him a handsome traveling bag, bearing 

s initials and fitted with every requisite. 

the 

Mr. Murphy left with the best wishes of 
many friends. 

Leonard Brown, George Crosby, Ed- 
ward Cochrane and Joseph Patchell com- 
pleted their river cruise on the yacht 

Bonnie Jean Saturday and tied up at 

Marble Cove. The boys are tanned and 
healthy and report a pleasant trip. They 
spent two days in Fredericton, where they 

1 say it was almost too hot to live. 

Sarah O’Brien, | > 

A 

prezented to | 
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in Canada. 
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