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Mary’s vanity was delighted with her

elopement trousseau, for of course it
was of the finest. Not that the quality
was better than her usual wear, but
doublet and hose were so different on
cher. She paraded for an hour or so
before Jane, and as she became ac-
ecustomed to the new garb and as the
steel refliected a most beautiful image
ghe determined to show herself to
Brandon and me. She said she want-
ed to become accustomed to being seen
in her doublet and hose and would be-
gin with us. She thought if she could
not bear our gaze she would surely
make a dismal failure on shipboard
among so many strange men. There

' was some good reasoning in this, and

it, together with her vanity, overruled

her modesty and prompted her to come
to see us in her character of young
nobleman. Jane made one of her
mighty protests, so infinitely dispro-
portionate in size to her little ladyship,
but the self willed princess would not
listen to her and was for coming alone
if Jane would not come with her. Once
having determined, as usual with her,
she wasted 'no time about it, but,
throwing a long cloak over her shoul-
ders, started for our rooms, with angry,
weeping, protesting Jane at her heels.

When 1 heard the knock, I was sure
#t was the girls, for though Mary had
promised Brandon she would not un-
der any circumstances attempt another
visit I knew so well her utter inability

,to combat her desire and her reckless

disregard of danger where there was a
. motive sufficient to furnish the nerve

tension that I was sure she would come

or try to come again.

1 admifted the girls, and when the
door was shut Mary unclasped the
brooch at her throat, and the great
cloak fell to her heels. Out she step-
ped, with a little laugh of delight,
clothed in doublet, hose and confusion,
“he prettiest picture mortal eyes ever

¢+ 2 bsted on. Her hat, something on the

;*}road. flat style with a single white

/plume encircling the crown, was of

purple velvet trimmed in gold braid

and touched here and there with pre-
Her doublet was of the

same purple velvet as her hat, trimmed
m lace and gold braid. Her short
trunks were of heavy black silk slashed
by yellow satin, with hose of lavender
silk, and her little shoes were .of rus-
set French leather. Quite a rainbow,
you will say, but such a rainbow!

Brandon and I were struck dumb
with admiration and could not keep

_ from showing it. This disconcerted
the girl and increased her embarrass-
ment until we comld not tell which was
the prettiest, the garments, the girl or
the confusion, but this I know—the
whole picture ‘vas as sweet and beauti-
ful as the eyes of man could behold.

Fine. feathers will not make fine
birds, and Mary’s masculine attire
could no more make her look like a
man than harness can disguise the
graces of a gazelle. Nothing could
conceal her intense, exquisite woman-
bhood. With our looks of astonishment
and admiration Mary’s blushes deep-
ened.

“What is the matter? Is anything
wrong?”’ she asked.

“Nothing is wrong,” answered Bran-
don, smiling in spite of himself. “Noth-
ing on earth is wrong with you, you
may be sure. You are perfect—that is,
for a woman—and one who thinks there
is anything wrong about a perfect
woman is hard to please. But if you
flatter yourself that you in any way
resemble a man or that your dress in

‘% the faintest degree conceals your sex

 you are mistaken.’ It makes it only
more apparent.”

“How can that be?’ asked Mary in
comical tribulation. “Is not this a
man’s doublet and hose, and this hat—
is it not a man’s hat? They are all for
2 man. Then why do I not look like
one, I ask? Tell me what I8 wrong.
Oh, I thought I looked just like a man.
[ thought the disguise was perfect.”

“Well,” returned Brandol, “if you
will permit me to say so, you are en-
tirely too symmetrical and shapely
pver to pass for & man.”

The flaming color was in her cheeks
as Brandon went on: “Your feet are
too small, even for a boy's feet. I
fion’t think you could be made to look
lite 2 man if you worked from now
till doomsday.” -

Brando? spoke in a troubled tone,
for he was beginning to see in Mary’'s
perfect and irrepressible womanhood
an insurmountable difficulty right
across his path.

“Ag to your feet, you might find
larger shoes, or, better still, jack boots,
and, as to your hose, you might wear
Jonger trunks, but what to do about
the doublet I am sure I do not know.”

Mary looked up helpless and forlorn,
and the hot face went into her bended
elbow as a realization ef the situation
peemed to dawn upen her.

“Oh, I wish I had not come! ButI
wanted to grow accustomed, so that I
could wear them before others. I be-
lieve I could bear it more easily with
any one else. I did not think of it in
that way.” And she snatched bher
cloak from where it had fallen on the
floor and threw it around her.

“What way, Mary?”’ asked Brandon
gently and receiving no answer. “But
you will have to bear my looking at
you all the time if you go with me.” -

“I don’t believe I can do it.”

“No, no,” answered he, bravely aot-
tempting cheerfulness; “we may as
well give it up. I have had no hope
from the first. I knew it could not be
done, and it should not. I was both
insane and criminal to think of per-
mitting you to try it.”

Braudon’s /forced cheerfulness died
out with his/words, and he sank into a
chair, with his elbows on his knees aml

His face in hjis hands. Mary ran to him
at once. There had been a little mo-
ment of fgltering, but there was no
real surrengier in her.

Dropping on her knee beside him, she

gaid coaxingly: “Don’t give up. You
are a man; you must not surrender

and let me, a girl, prove the stronger.
Shame upon you when I look up to

h and hel |
S R A Sxpect { 0‘:&:’ af'r?mlgz | should catch it? Master Charles would
| not take me.”

be brave! I will go.
myself in some way. Oh, why am I
not different? ‘I wish I were as straight
as the queen.” And for that first time
in her life she bewailed her beauty be-
cause it stood between her and Bran-
don.

She soon eoaxed him out of his de-
spondency, and we began again to plan
the matter in detail.

The girls sat on Brandon’s cloak and
he and I on the camp stool and a box.

Mary’s time was well occupied in
vain attempts to keep herself covered
with the cloak, which seemed to have
a right good will toward Brandon and
me, but she kept track of our plans,
which, in brief, were as follows: As
to her costume, we would substitute
long trunks and jack boots for shoes
and hose, and, as to doublet, Mary
laughed and blushingly said she had a
plan which she would secretly impart
to Jane, but would not tell us. She
whispered it to Jane, who, as serious
as the lord chancellor, gave judgment

Brandon and I were struck dumb with
admiration.

and “thought it would do.” We hoped
#o, but were full of doubts.

This is all tame enough to write and
read about, but I can tell you it was
gufficientgy exciting at the time. Three
of us at least were playing with that
comical fellow, Death, and he gave the
game interest and point to our hearts’
content.

As to the elopement, it was deter-
mined that Brandon should leave Lon-
don the following day for Bristol and
make all arrangements along the line.
He would carry with him two bundles,
his own and Mary’s clothing, and leave
them to be taken up ‘'when they should
gc a-shipboard. Eight horses would
be procured, four to be left as a relay
at an inn between Berkeley castle and
Bristol and four to be kept at the ren-
dezvous some two leagues the other
side of Berkeley for the use of Bran-
don, Mary and the two men from Bris-

tol who were to act as an escort on the |

eventful night. There was one dis-
agreeable little feature that we could
not provide against nor entirely elim-
fnate. It was the fact that Jane and
I should be suspected as accomplices
before the fact of Mary’s elopement,
and, as you know, to assist in the ab-
duction of a princess is treason., for
which there is but one remedy. I
thought I had a plan to keep ourselves
safe if I could only stifle for the once
Jane’s troublesome and vigorous tend-
ency to preach the truth to all people
upon all subjects and at all times and
places. She promised to tell the story
I should drill into her, but I knew the
truth would seep out in a thousand
ways. She could no more hold it than
a sieve can hold water. We were play-
ing for great stakes, which, if I do say
it, none but the bravest hearts, bold
and daring as the truest knights of
chivalry, would think of trying for—
nothing less than the running away
with the first princess of the first blood
royal of the world. Think of it! It
appalls me even now. Discovery meant
death to one of us surely, Brandon;
possibly to two others, Jane and me,
certainly if Jane's truthfulness should
become unmanageable, as it was apt
to do.

After we had settled everything we
could think of the girls took their leave,
Mary slyly kissing Brandon at the
door. I tried to induce Jane to follow
her lady’s example, but she was as
cool and distant as the new moon.

The next day Brandon paid his re-
spects to the king and queen, made his
adieus to his friends and rode off alone
to Bristol. You may be sure the king
showed no signs of undue grief at his
departure.

CHAPTER XYVI.
A HAWEKING PARTY.

FEW days after Brandon's
departure, Mary, with the
¢ 4 king's consent, organized a
(E&L) small party to go over to
Windsor for a few weeus duriag the
warm weather.

There were ten or twelve of us, in-
cluding two chaperons, the old Earl of
Iiertford and the dowager Duchess of
Kent. Henry might as well have sent
along a pair of spaniels to act as chap-
erons—it would have taken an army
to guard Mary alone—and to tell you
the truth our old chaperons needed
watching more than any of us. It was
scandalous. Each of them had a touch
of gout, und when they made wry
faces it was a standing inquiry among
us whether they were leering at each
other or felt a twinge—whether it was
their feet or their hearta that trouhled

! them.

Mary led them a pretty life at all
times, even at home in the palace, and

i I know they would rather have gone

off with a pack of imps than with us.
The inducement was that it gave them
better opportunities to be together, an
arrangement connived at by the queen,
1 think, and they were satisfied. The
ear] had a wife, but he fancied the old
dowager and she fancied him, and
probably the wife fancied somebody
else, so they were all happy. It great-
ly amused the young people, you may
be sure, and Mary said, probably with-
out telling the exact truth, that every
night she prayed God to pity and for-
give their ugliness. One day the prin-
cess said she was becoming alarmed.
Their ugliness was so intense she fear-
ed it might be contagious and spread.
Then, with a most comical seriousness,
she added:

“Mon Dieu, Sir Edwin, what if I

“No danger of that, my lady. He is
too devoted to see anything but beauty
in you, no matter how much you might
change.”

“Do you really think so? He says
so little about it that sometimes I al-
most doubt.”

Therein she spoke the secret of Bran-
don’s success with her, at least in the
beginnlnﬁ, for there is wonderful po-
tency in the stimulus of a healthy lit-
tle doubt.

We had a delightful canter over to
Windsor, I riding with Mary most of
the way. I was not averse to this ar-
rangement, as I not only relished Ma-
ry’s mirth and joyousness, which were
at their height, but hoped I might give
my little Lady Jane a twinge or two
of jealousy, perchance to fertilize her
sentiments toward me.

Mary talked and laughed and sang,
for her soul was a fountain of glad-
ness that bubbled up the instant pres-
sure was removed. She spoke of little
but our last trip over this same road,

| and, as we passed objects on the way,

told me of what Brandon had said at
this place and that. She laughed and

| dimpled exquisitely in relating how
| she had deliberately made opportuni-
i ties for him to flatter her until at last
! he smiled in her face and told her she

was the most beautiful creature liv-
ing, but that, after all, “beauty was as
beauty did.”

“That made me angry,” said she. "“I
pouted for awhile and two or three
times was on the point of dismissing
him, but thought better of it and asked
bhim plainly wherein I did so much
amiss, Then what do you think the
impudent fellow said?”

“I cannot guess.”

“He said, ‘Oh, there is so much {it

. wwould take a lifetime to tell it.

“This made me furious, but I could

. not answer, and a moment later he

sald, ‘Nevertheléss I should be only
too glad to undertake the task.

“The thought never occurred to ei-
ther of us then that he would be taken
at his word. Bold? I should think he
was! I never saw anything like it! I
have not told you a tenth part of what
he said to me that day. He said any-
thing he wished, and it seemed that I
could neither stop him nor retaliate.
Half the time I was angry and half
the time amused, but by the time we
reached Windsor there never was a
girl more hopelessly and desperately in
love than Mary Tudor.” And she
laughed as if it were a huge joke on
Mary.

She continued: “That day settled
matters with me for all time. I don’t
know how he did it. Yes, I do.” And
she launched forth into an account of
Brandon’s perfections, which I found
somewhat dull, and so would you.

We remained a day or two at Wind-
sor and then, over the objections of our
chaperons, moved on to Berkeley cas-
tle, where Margaret of Scotland was
spending the summer.

We had another beautiful ride up
the dear old Thames to Berkeley, but

: Mary had grown serious and saw none

of it.

On the afternoon of the appointed
day the princess suggested a hawking
party, and we set out in the direction
of the rendezvous. Our party consist-
ed of myself, three other gentlemen
and three ladies besides Mary. Jane
did not go. I was afraid to trust her.
She wept and with dificulty forced
herself to say something about a head-
ache, but the rest of the inthates of
the castle of course had no thought
that possibly they were taking their
last look upon Mary Tudor.

Think who,this girl was we were
running away with! What reckless
fools we were not to have seen the ut-
ter hopelessness, certain failure and
deadly peril of our act; treason black
as Plutonian midnight. But Providence
seems to have an especial care for fools,
while wise men are left to care for
themselves, and it does look as if safe-
ty lies in folly.

We rode on and on, and although I
took two occasions in the presence of
others to urge Mary to return, owing
to the approach of night and threat-
ened rain, she took her own head, as
everybody knew she always would,
and continued the hunt.

Just before dark, as we neared the
rendezvous, Mary and I managed to
ride ahead of the party quite a dis-
tance. At last we saw a heron rise,
and the princess uncapped her hawk.

“This is my chance,” she said. “I
will run away from you now and lose
myself. Keep them off my track for five
minutes, and I shall be safe. Goodby,
Edwin. You and Jane are the only
persons I regret to leave. I love you
as my brother and sister. When we
are settled in New Spain, we will have
you both come to us. Now, Edwin, I
shall tell vou something: Don't let Jane
put you off any longer. She loves you.
She told me so. There! Goodby, my
friend. ° Kiss her a thousand times for
me.” And she flew her bird and gal-
lopbed after it at headlong speed.

[To BE CONTINUES.}

HIS QUICK DEFENSE.

————

“What are you doing under this sofa,
Tommy?' demanded his big sister, as
she hauled him out by his heels in the
presence of her best young man.

“I—I'm going to be a burglar when
I ‘get big,” stammered Tommy, “and I
was just practicing so I could see how
long I could hide under a bed without

e fnnntine
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KNG EDWARD
AND HIS POWER.

He Is Far More Than @
Figurehead,

o

Constitutionally He Has Authority To Do
What He Wills, Regardless of the
Will of Parliament.

A momentous thing is happening be-
fore our eyes. Parliament is withdraw-
ing more and more into the'shadow of
outward usages; the king’'s majesty is
more and more advancing into the light
or rising suns. We are beholding a
revolution.

You cannot now commonly talk with
men about the times and not hear con-
tempt expressed for parliament. It ig
not contempt for Mr, Balfour’s minis-
try, or contempt for Sir Henry Camp-
bell-Bannerman’s dovecote; it is con-
tempt for the whole system of parlia-
mentary government. Men are sick of
parliament. The house of commons is
out of fashion. We have grown away
from it, Session after session passes,
and the great problems remain unsolv-

ed. The reason is plain, Efficlent men
have neither the time nor the inclina-
tion to cultivate platform oratory—the
only test of statesmanship. Efficient
men are seldom talkers. The average
member of parliament is as ignorant of
modern scientific thought as he is un-

| proved in the difficult field of organ-

ization. For the most part he is a
well-informed professional man, or a
picturesque lounger in high places,
amusing himself, and the caricaturists,
by playing at politics. The biggest
men in the nation are not to be found

| in parliament. Parliament is too small

for them.
A ROYAL FOREIGN MINISTER.

But this general contempt for parlia-
ment would hardiy deserve a commen-
tary did it not synchronise so eloquent-
ly with a new and an altogether vigor-
ous faith in the wisdom of the British
crown. An expression of impatience
regarding party politics is now almost

| invarjably followed by.a protestation

or admiration for the king. ‘“Where

! should we be now if the king had not

turned foreign minister?” is a question
asked at many tables. The king today

.18 recognized by his people as some-

thing more than a glorious decoration
of the state; he/is openly acclaimed a
strong, a tactful, a sapient, and a far-
seeing ruler.

The power of the king is now enor-
mous. Nobody can doubt that, if the

| will of parliament clashed with the will
| of the king, the entire sympathy and
i aproval of the nation would be upon
i the side of the sovereign. Rightfully,
r and within the bounds of our constitu-

tion, the king exercises such power as
is undreamed of by foreign critics of
our system.

ILLIMITABLE POWER.

Let us begin by looking at the power
of the king as it appears to the most
rigid of constitutionalists, According
to the late Mr. Gladstone: “The sov-
ereign in England is the symbel of the
nation’s unity, and the apex of the so-
cial structure; the maker (with ad-
vice) of the laws; the supreme gov-
ernor of the church; the fountain of
Justice; the sole source if honor; the
person to whom all military, all naval,
all civil service is rendered. The sov-
ereign owns very large properties, re-
ceives and holds, in law, the entire
revenue of the state; appoints and dfs-
misses ministers; makes treaties; par-
dons crime or abates its punishment;
wages war or concludes peace; sum-
mons and dissolves parliament; exer-
cises these vast powers for the most
part without and specified restraint of
law; and yet enjoys in regard to these
and ever yother function an absolute
immunity from consequences.”

The king, if he so willed it, could dis-
band the army and send the entire
British navy to the scrap-heap, with-
out asking permission of parliament. He
could give the Isle of Wight to Ger-
many, and invite the Czar of Russia
to take possession of Cornwall. He
could pistol an inefficient minister and
not be brought to the assize. The pre-
rogative of the. crown in England is
only limited by human boundaries.

CROWN TO THE RESCUE.

Now if such is the power of the king,
and if constitutionally he can disband
the army, surely he can constitutional-
1y deliver the army from its present
dangerous condition of chaos. ‘Who
would say the king nay if he should
tell Mr, Arnold-Forster one morning
that his services would be no longer
required, and at the same time intro-
duced, let us say, Lord Kitchener, as
autocrat of the war office? The whole
country would approve of such exercise
of the royal prerogative, and the pur-
suits in parliament would find it dif-
ficult to procure enough red tape from
constitutional pigeonholes for the ty-
ing of the king’s hands.

In “The Governance of England,” a
book which has attracted consiredable
notice, Sidney Low remarks significant-
ly: “Foreign affairs are likely to be-
come more, rather than less, important
in the future, and the change will not
diminish the influence of the crown.”
Nobody desires an unconstitutional use
of power on the part of the sovereign
of these realms, and no body seeks to
exchange the benevolent guidance of
the British throne for the-arbitrary ex-
ercise of a czar of Russia’s will. But
almost everyone would welcome an ex-
tension of the use of the influence of
the crown. That is the point. The in-
fluence of the crown. We desire most
earnestly that the king should make
an ever-increasing use of his influence
for the safety, honor and welfare of
the British empire.

MINISTERIAL PUPPETS.

We are beginning to comprehend the
wisdom of Peel’s remark that “A king
after a reign of ten years ought to
know much more of the working of
the machine of government than any
other man in the country.” There is
not a cabinet minister who knows the
movements of foreign nations half so
intimately as Edward VII. There is
not a cabinet minister who knows the
desires of the British peeple half 8o in-

telligently as the King of England.
Bound to the wheel of party govern-
ment, the puppet of the rules of the
house of commons, the obedient ser-
vant of the vested interests which sup-
port his party’s funds, the average
minister is powerless to detach him-
self sufficiently to realize as human
facts the greater aspects of national
and international politics.

But free from all this, mingling with
monarchs and diplomatists, acquainted
with his chief bankers and merchants,
the frend of his pro-consuls, the na-
tural guardian of his workihg classes,
the King of England enjoys a clear
and lucid view of the world's affairs,
and knows, surely, when and how to
take occasion by the hand and make
the bounds of freedom wider yet. He
is beyond all question the wisest for-
elgn minister and the most intelligent
home secretary in the empire. The
working classes trust him, the foreign
statesmen respect hith, and the people
of Great Britain, wearied unto death
by parliamentary incapacity, look to
him as the captain of their destiny.—
By Diplomat, in the Daily Mail

‘LOOK HIGHER’, SAYS
MR.- ROCKEFELLLER,

P

The Great Financier Receives
Greetings of Neighbors.

e

Says Money Making is Not Al There
Is in Life—Men’s Work Should
Bear Frult,
CLEVELAND, Ohio, Sept. 27—Four

hundred representative business men,
manufacturers and bankers stormed

the heights of Forest Hill yesterday |

afternoon to pay homage to John D.
Rockefeller. They swept down the bar-
gier which wealth and position have
built around the wealthiest man in the
world and joined with him in the cel-
ebration of the fifty-second anniver-
sary of his arrival in Cleveland—of his
start in life.

The affair was informal, and yet the
message of good will, of respect and
best wishes for the future was con-
veyed to htm with such a gincerity as
to move him to tears.

Andrew Squire, an attorney, spoke
the hope that Mr. Rockefeller would
live long in Cleveland and the world,
that the people might profit by his
magnanimity and generosity toward
educational and Christian institutions,
and that Cleveland might continue to
rejoice in the possession of a citizen,
the foremost financier in the world.

To these words Mr. Rockefeller re-
plied in a voice broken by his emo-
tions. His eyes slowly filled with tears,
and he walked uneasily forward and
backward before the crowd. His voice
came at last, but it was strained and
forced. He told an incident of one of
the first friends he made when he
came to Cleveland, Stillman Witt, and
how that man had offered all his per-
sonal moneys and properties to eup-
port the young man then embarking
in the oil business, while other men of
finance refused to assist him,

MR. ROCKEFELLER'S ADDRESS.

In replying to the addresses of Mr.
Squire, an attorney, and Liberty E.
Holden, an editor, on behalf of the vis-
itors, Mr. Rockefeller said:—

“I appreciate this vieit as a very
great honor. I shall always think of
this afternoon as a great day in my
experience; days linked with that
other day, that day when I succeeded
in getting a chance to work in Cleve-
land. (Laughter and applause.) Just
fifty-two years ago to-day, I am happy
to say, I obtained employment in Clev-
eland. I would hardly attempt now td
make answer to the greetings, which
were given me to-day. I am grateful
to you, my friends, whom I have
known these many years. I wish my
children were here to look into your
faces and see what a lot of good fel-
lows you are. (Laughter). Indeed, you
are.

“I cherish with gratitude the honor
you have conferred upon me to-day in
coming to our home. I see among the
number bright, active young men who
are making their way on their own
footing. I hear great things about
them. I hope they will succeed as the
older men have succeeded.

“Don’t think that mere money get-
ting is all that there is in this world.
Turn your thoughts to hlg!’(er things;
turn them to channels of usefulness;
keep your minds looking forward to a
determination of what shall come out
of your business careers. What shall
the fruitage of your work be? Hos-
pitals, churches, schools, asylums?
Anything and everything for the bet-
terment of your fellows. In. doing this
you will enjoy your business life. Then
you will go into it with vigor, and at
the end, when .you spend the quiet
days, as I am now doing under these
oaks, you will have great joy.

“Don’t think that money is all there
is in this world, for it is not,” he said,
slowly and clearly enunciating his
words. ‘“Have other things to which
you may devote your mind and some
of your attentions—things that will
make your last days enjoyable to you,
days such as I am enjoying now here
in Cleveland among you, my friends.
For your coming to me this day I
thank—I thank you—I thank you all—
I thank you.”

He looked earnestly and somewhat
wistfully into the eyes of the men
about him. From this mournful train
of thought there was a quick reaction
to the humorous, and the oil king be-
came witty as he faced a half dozen
photographers who had lined the crowd
up on the side of the hill.

Mr. Rockefeller also called out threats
of dire vengeance if the visitors did
not stay for lunch in the house. Be-
fore he could get inside to be with the
most of his guests he found himself in
a group of the city’s early business
men and promptly joined them in re-
counting reminiscences of the early
days, of how hard it was to get money
and of how the embryonic oil king was
always trying to borrow more money
from the banks and of some of these
men.

RECALLS THE GOOD OLD TIMES.

] sce among the faees beforse me

’ directors and said:

Grand Furniture Sale
= AT =

Bustin & Withers, New Store,

99 GERMAIN ST.

Open Evenings.

In Time of Peace

Prepare to fight the bitter cold of winter. In order to do this, ycur furnace
must be in good condition. It is not, then the fault is yours, you should

have had it looked over by

Keenan &

Ratchford,

WATERLOO STREET.

cam.

those that I first saw when I came to
Cleveland. I think I saw the face of
‘Joe’ Colwell as this crowd passed be-
fore me a few moments ago. Yes, there
he is. Now, ‘Joe’ I am going to tell a
story, and even though it may not be
true, please don’t say anything.

«Jt was shortly after I came here. I
knew several bankers and they knew
me, for I was always borrowing from
them. At the time of which I speak
there had been a big fire in the ware-
house district and more than a hundred
thousand dollars’ worth of property
had been destroyed. The bulk of this
loss fell upon those young men, of
which I was one. We were the con-
stant borrowers in those days.

“After the fire, and mind you I had
not yet made application for a loan,
these bankers met to talk it over, to
deceide upon an answer to give us when
we should appear to ask for the usual
loan. After much thought they at last
decided that they could give us no more
money, but there was one man who
was not of that opinion. It was Still-
man Witt, one of the finest ond one of
the best men it has ever been my plea-
sure to know. I did not learn of this
incident until several years later, when
my brother, William, told me about it
in New York.

“«Witt drew himself up before those
‘Bring out my box,
bring out all my funds and agsets.” The
box was brought before him, and wav-
ing his hand toward it, he turned to
the other directors and said:—*“There,
gentlemen, those young men can have
all of that: all that I have in this
world. -T have faith in them.’

Mr. Rockefeller was greatly moved
while recounting this story. Tears
streamed from his eyes, and it was a
minute before he resumed his remarks.

«T have loved Stillman Witt for that
God bless him, and God bless you, gen-
tlemen, 'and be with you always; I
thank you, I thank you so much for
coming; yes, I thank all, I thank you.”

‘A SUMMER IDYLL.

—m—

(From Address by Dr. Wiley to U S
Pharmacists’ Association.)
Full many a man, both young and old,
Has gone to his sarcophagus
By pouring water icy cold
Adown his hot aesophagus.

GIBBON & Co.

have on ohe of their wharves a big
pile of best quality

Hardwood,

which must be moved quickly and
which is being sold sawed up and
delivered at only $1.90 per load.

On the other wharf at the foot
of Union St. we have a pile of kiln-
dried pine kindling, the edgings from
box-wood

This kindling is worth - about
$2,00 a load, but will be sold at
$1.50 to get it out of the way.

Smythe 8t. and 6} Charlotte 8t.
and Market St.
Telephone 676.

OPERA HOUSE.

ONE WEEK, COMMENCING
MONDAY, OCTOBER 2nd.

The first appearance here of the

WILBUR STOCK CO’Y

IN DRAMATIC REPERTOIRE.

Monday and Tuesday evenings,

Langdon McCormick’s Comedy Drama,
OoUT OF THE FOLD,

Wednesday and Thursday evenings,

The Great Labor Play,
A SON OF TOIL,
Friday evening, Dumas’ Masterpiece,
CAMILLE.
MISS ISABEL PITT LEWIS IN THHE
TITLE ROLE.

Matinees and Saturday evening bills
to be announced later.

FEach play properly presented.

Refined Vaudeville features and lat-
est Moving Pictures.

Prices:—15, 25, 35 and 650 cents., Mat-
inee, 15 and 25 cents.

LOTS OF NOVELTIES

Show - Cascs.

That are now taking up good shelf
room could be sold quickly if shown
in onc of our SILENT SALESMEN
z L2 2

The Christic Wood Working Co., Ltd.

PHONE, 155.

CITY ROAD.

TONIGHT!

30 Minute Sale,
8 o’clock to 8.30,

Ladies’ - Lace - Collars

worth 2Octs., for Gcts each.

PEOPLE'S DEPARTMENT STORE, 142 Ml 3t

St. John, N. B.

PURE MILK.

Our ca.tt—l-; have all been
tested and found free from
any disease. There is also a

test taken daily of all milk!

and cream received at our
dairy.

Special prices given to
hotels, restaurants and re-
tailers.

Sussex Milk & Cream Oo.,
Phone 822. 158 Pond St.

;Ask Your Grocer

| . FTOR.
i8St John CGreamery Butter

and Cream.

If he does not handle our

' goods call on us direct.

l Creamery open for inspec-
tion every day, 92 King St.

Tel. 1432.

W. H. BELL, Manager,

e |

DON

et SUA_as
Slipp & Flewelling’s

Unless wrapped in parchment paper with our name in red ink.

Slipp &

Flewelling, 240 Main St

FRESH CUT

FLOWERS

Special and prompt attention given
to funeral, wedding and party decora-
tions.

W. & K. PEDERSEN,

Florists, City Marke

GreeenhouseSandy Point Road .
Phon. 2194.—

Mr. William C. Bowden,

Soloist and Teacher,
VIOLIN,
MANPDOLIN, VIOLONCELLO,ETO.

———
Violin instructor of the “ Netberwood *
School Rothesay:;

Instructor of the St. John High School
Orchestra.

Instructor of the St. Vincent's Higlb
School Orchestra.

Stridio, 74 Sydney 8t,
Phone, 8.7,




