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HE SAW ONE.

“What is algebra, Johnny ?" 
ed the teacher of a small pupil, 

“It's a white mule covered 
black stripes/' answered the 1 
fellow. “I saw one at the circus 
summer."day seem lobe a dmgand a harden..
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"The beauty and grace of the blos- 

Shed gladness and joy through the 

And the rose looking in at the win- 

• Dispersed November’s gloom.”

We lake your word
for it and

BBC IKA IT N TS Y IF GIN

he heard some one moving 
the hedge. What if it shou: 
“Plying Tom!" Sood the 
Sisters" came in sight. He 
have given anything not to hi 
to pass them. It *had to be 
however. So, at a good, 
‘trot he dashed by. As he

Girls and Boys
if Easter had hadIt looks as

nieces andeffect on the
has writtenNot one
I expect that

Ittlïïïïî

week- uu, —
^11 receive accounts the coming 
,reek ol how you spent the beautiful 
(eut| and how pretty all your 
ciurches looked; because on Easter 
jay we all look for abundance of 
dowers on our alters. Now, do 
not disappoint ipe.

Your loving
AUNT BECKY.
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I’M NOT TOO YOUNG.

Ym not too young for God to see; 
He knows my name and nature, 

too;
And all day long He looks at me, 

And sees my actions through and 
through.

He listens to the words I say;
He knows the thoughts I have 

within;
And whether I'm at work or play. 

He's sure to see me if I sin.

If some one great and good is near. 
It makes us careful what we do;

And how much more ought we to 
fear

The Lord who sees us through and 
through !

Thus, when inclined to do amiss, 
However pleasant it may be.

I’ll always try to think of this:
I'm not too young for God to see. 

♦-Young Folks.
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JOHNNY'S DIME NOVELS.

“Johnny, I want you to go to the 
■tore for me, please."

No answer.
A wait of several minutes.
“Johnny, I want you to go to 

the store, please."
Still no reply and a further wait. 
“Johnny, will you please get up 

at once and go to the store for 
me ?"

At this appeal there was a move
ment from the boy, who lay stretch
ed out on the floor, and a lazy, "All 
right, mother, wait a minute."

"You get right up," said Johnny's 
father decidedly, “and do what your 
mother asks you to do at once." . 

Reluctantly the lad arose.
“I could have finished it in an

other five minutes," he remonstrat
ed. “It had just come to the best 
part. “Terrible Dick,' had almost 
caught ‘Flying Tom,' and had got 
his pistol out and—"

"You ought not to read such 
trash," said Johnny's father re
provingly. “I wouldn’t let hi™ if 
I were you, mother."

“He's always got one of those hor
rid books with him; I wish he would 
give up the habit," replied mother. 
■“Here, Johnny," she went on, "take 
this list and go to the store for 
me. Take the big basket and please 
hurry; it's getting late."

Johnny todk the piece of paper, 
put the basket on his arm, and sail
ed forth, buttoning up his coat as 
he went out.

It was some distance to Murry’s 
»tore; for Johnny Billings, with his 
father and mother, lived in the coun
try. Night was just falling, and he 
did not much relish the trip. How
ever, he set out at a good pace, and 
had soon covered half the distance.
Siste hG.,Came iQ Bight of the '"Hiree

The "Three Sisters" were nothing 
hut three bare, gaunt trees, but 
■omehow Johnny had always re- 
8Wded them with a sort of awe. 

®ey looked so cold and foreboding 
“ the? at°od there in the Waning 
hlTïï day- T*6 aillv stories he 

readinK would keep com- 
g back to his mind. What if “Ter- 
ble Dick" were lurking behind those Fear lent wi^ to.hiefe^ 

he fairly raced past the dretCd- 
roi spot.

Mr*. Murry-, store. 
She tiled up hi, basket, but it was 
” big enough to take all the 
•Jff8, 80 he pu8hed some in the 

e pocket of hla overcoat. Then 
he started on the return trip. I 

R »aa quite dark now - 
!or the moon; but he 
**eP »P his courage, 
started a little 
“er had first 
have ueeu
thought. ™
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. behind 
should be 
the “Three 

He would 
to have had 

to be done, 
So, at a good, sharp 

he dashed by. As he went 
under their gaunt, bare branches he 
felt certain he saw someone on the 
other Bide. Poor Johnny was now 
thoroughly scared. His heart was 
beating so loud that he felt sure 
whoever it was on the other side 
of the trees must hear it. He start
ed to run as fast as he could. Then 
he distinctly saw something behind 
him, and heard it’s feet beat on the 
hard road as it started to run after 
him. There was a loud report^- 
"bang!” and Johnny felt a sting
ing sensation in his chest. He was 
shot, ho knew it; he could feel the 
blood trickling down inside.

He must reach his home before he 
dropped or that thing would get 
him. He ran like the wind. With 
the perspiration streaming down his 
face, he burst in through the door 
of his home.

"I'm shot!" he screamed, and fell 
almost fainting into a chair.

Both his parents rushed over to 
him. Hastily his father unbuttoned 
his coat. Then he took from it a 
broken bottle.

“Mother," he said, “the yeast 
bottle burst."

And “Dover," Mrs. Murry's shag
gy Newfoundland dog, came trotting 
quietly through the open door, with 
an inquiring look on his face which 
plainly said:

“Why didn’t you wait for me, 
Johnny ?"

Johnny doesn't read dime novels 
any more.
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THE DOIiL'S HOSPITAL.

A dolls hospital ! and why not? 
Doesn’t dolly often sustain both in
ternal and external injuries ? And 
when injured, doesn’t she need the 
assistance of the surgeon ? Of course 
she does. And so it has come to 
pass that kindly people have opened 
hospitals where dolly may be cured 
of her hurts—if the head has not 
been smashed.

The writer visited a doll’s hospital 
a few weeks ago and there saw a 
room full of the poor, maimed things 
Here in one corner lay a fine French 
dolly, with one eye gone, an un
sightly scar on her piquant nose, 
and a broken ankle. Near this lit
tle French lady was another dolly 
with hair gone, a maimed hand, and 
two legs missing. (These members, 
howeveT, were wrapped in a bit of 
paper, waiting the surgical opera
tion that would join them to their 
wonted places again.)

But the saddest plight was that of 
a dear baby doll who had lost its 
cry. When one pinched its stomach 
the springs would not speak; there
fore the little one had no way of 
expressing pain or apger, but must 
lie on a shelf and be still. And a 
serious operation would he performed 
on her soon, for the doll doctor 
would cut her open down the back 
and put^ in another crying spring or 
fix up the onq already in her body.

And that's the advantage of being 
a doll. Dolls undergo most terrible 
accidents—are pulled limb from limb, 
hair from head—to be put together 
again without much trouble and no 
fuss whatever.

As I looked about the hospital, I 
wondered how, the children who own
ed these maimed dollies could have 
been so careless, heartless—yes, cruel 
—in their treatment of the helpless 
things.
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THE ROSE AT THE WINDOW.

“A rose looked in at the window, 
One bleak NovenAer morn;

'Twos a lingering ray of summer.
Hie wreck of the year to adorn."

.Miss Rose Sylvester sang the 
words of her favorite song. Her 
white fingers touched the keys light
ly, and her young voice was fresh 

She was visiting her* 
gWHfturgaret Gordon, who was 

gat now with a dressmaker 
a city establishment, leaving 

to amuse herself at the

Miss Sylvester sang with great 
distinctness, and Martha Gregg heard 
every syllable. She drew a sigh of 
pleasure in the sweet music, to which 
she was keenly alive, and then heav
ed a deeper one as she said to her
self, half bitterly, “I wonder what it 
would be like to have nothing f0 
do but sit and sing like that." Poor 
Martha, hurried .from morning till 
night with the only work she was 
fitted for, owing to the hard condi
tions of her early girlhood that cut 
short educational advantages, had 
secret yearnings of which no one 
ever dreamed.

“There’s a rose looking in at the 
window,

And pleasant it is to see 
In the palace of pomp and splendor. 

In the cottage of low degree."

So the song went on.
“Not in our flat," commented 

Martha, thinking grimly of the plain, 
bare rooms where Want and Care 
often looked through the windows, 
and little of beauty or pleasure. But 
the singer’s voice carried on the 
song:

'Where'er there's the smile of a wo
man.

As bright as the beam from Above, 
Is a rose looking in at the window 

And filling the dwelling with love."

Martha was naturally bright. She 
saw things quickly, and loved to 
think out suggestions while her 
fingers flew. There was a sudden 
stir of feeling in her heart. "I won
der," she thought as Rose played an 
interlude, "if maybe there's a rose 
at our window, only I don’t look 
sharp and see it ? And I wonder 
if I could be a rose at some window 
even if I can’t have one at my own 
when I like ? Anyhow, if I could 
keep smiling, and pleasant at home, 
it might make things happier."

'There's a rose looking in at the 
window

In every condition of life,
In times of content and enjoyment, 

In days with bitterness rife.
The voice of a friend in affliction, 

Her comfort in trouble’s dark day, 
Is a rose looking in at the window. 

And chasing the shadows away."

The sympathetic voice gave strange 
power to the words.

“There’s poor Maggie Dorn across 
the way, worse off than I am," 
thought Martha with a smiting con
science.‘“I'll go give her a kind 
word this night."

Later, Rose Sylvester, meeting the 
apprentice girl in the hall, noticed 
her earnest expression. With a sweet 
impulse, she smiled a bright “Good
morning," as she passed, never 
dreaming what a helpful message 
her song had carried to a tivnd

"A rose has looked in at my win
dow, true enough," thought Martha; 
and that night, Maggie Dorn heard 
“the voice of a friend in affliction."

Look for the rose at the window, 
girls; be or carry one to others; and 
oh, sing songs worth singing, that 
give wings to beautiful thoughts!

voice as he tried to explain, "I 
maybe, if I planted it, an-

________i money ozzer srandma wouw grow."

A DOG AND A PARROT.

That reminds me of a very clever 
compact which has been entered into 
betweeii a dog and a parrot out in 
my neighborhood," said a man who 
had listened to a story _ about a 
dog, "and I doubt if you could find 
a more forcible evidence of the dog’s 
and the parrot’s intelligence than in 
the compact I have in mind.

"They seem to have established a

PILLS FAIL TO CURE

Even after you buy GIN PILLS, you 
money is yours until you say that GIN 
PILLS have done you good. Every box 
of this famous Kidney Cure is sold 
with a positive guarantee that the pills 
will give welcome relief from Backache, 
Swollen Hands aud Feet, Burning Urine, 
constant desire to urinate, and all other 
kidney and bladder troubles. If you 
pay 60c for a box of GIN PILLS, and 
do not honestly believe that they have 
done you good, and are curing you of 
kidney or bladder trouble, return the 
empty box to your druggist and he will 
refund your money. And because we 
know that you want to be cured your 
simple word shall decide.

Walmbtoh, Ont., Feb. a8th, 1905. 
Adolph Mbch, one of my customers, says of 

Gin pills “ I have used all the different 
kinds of kidney pills and tried several doctors, 
but none of them did me any good. I got a 
•ample box of Gin Pills, and since havt 
two boxes and am completely cured.’*

Peter McGarriby says They are the best 
kidney pill I ever used, sad I would recom
mend anyone to buy them.”

C. W. CRYDERMAN, Druggist 

Buy GIN PILLS on our positive and 
unconditional guarantee of money back 
if they fail. Send us your name and 
address, mentioning in what paper you 
saw this offer, and we will sena you a 
free sample box of these famous pills 
that cure. Sold by all druggists at 
60c a box, dr 6 boxes for (2.50 
THE BOLE DRUG CO. - WINNIPEG. Man

perfect understanding of each other. 
How they went about the . matter I 
do not know. I only know that the 
results are achieved quite as satisfac
torily as if the dog and parrot ia 
question were human beings and ca
pable of all the processes of rea
soning.

"The parrot’s cage is in the bark 
yard. It is close to the ground 
where the dog can reach the sliding 
door by rearing up on its hind legs. 
Between the back yard and front 
yard there is a gate with a ’ateh 
on one side toward the front part 
of the house,. As a rule the dog 
and parrot are kept in the back 
yard, and the little gate which 
crossefe the alley way and opens into 
the front yard is generally kept 
latched. A little while ago the dog 
and the parrot were found out in 
the front yard together.

'tThe-man of the house was not 
a little perplexed to know how they 
had managed to get out into the 
front yard. He made up his mind 
to watch them for the purpose of 
seeing how they overcame the diffi
culty. The first thing that attract
ed his attention was the call of the

'Promptly the dog, who under
stood the language, responded. He 
walked over to the parrot's cage, 
used his nose to root the slide door 
up, and let the bird out. The dog 
then let the door fall back in its 
place. The parrot flew over the 
side gate, and the dog trotted across 
the yard in the same direction.

“In a few seconds the parrot was 
busy with the latch. Using his 
beak, he raised the latch, and the 
dog pushed the side gate open with 
his nose. Shortly they were both 
out in the front yard.

“Now, what do you think of that? 
If that isn’t intelligence, what is it? 
It seems to me to be intelligence of 
a very high order, and I am willing 
to put this dog and this parrot bird 
against anything you can scrape up 
for anything less complex than a 
combination lock of the most im
proved kind wouldn’t count with 
them.—Selected.
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GROWING A GRANDMOTHER.

He was a wee little man, only 
three years old, but brave, cour
ageous, and uncomplaining?—more so 
than any one knew, for, though only 
a baby, he had his trials, says the 
New York Times. The family had 
gone to a new country in the far 
west. It was a very new country, 
very Afferent from the city in the 
East, where they had left many 
friends, relatives, and, nearest of 
all, a dear old grandmother. The 
mamma was so busy in her new 
home that she had little time to 
dévote to. the babies, except to see 
that they were kept clean and well 
fed. So the little ones were lone
some sometimes, as mamma found 
out one day in a way that brought 
the tears to her eyes.

The little three-year-old had been 
very busy and quiet, making a big 
hole in the ground with such ear
nestness that, fearing the little fel
low was planning mischidf, she went 
to see. The hole was completed 
when she reached the spot, and in 
it had been placed something that 
she took out and examined with 
wondering' curiosity. It was the 
strangest thing to go into a hole 
in the ground—an old daguerreotype, 
a picture of the dear grandmother at
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WHY THE OCEAN DOESN’T 
FREEZE.

If the ocean did not have salt it 
would freeze somewhat more readily 
than it does now, but there would 
be no very marked difference. The 
ocean is prevented from freezing not 
so much by its salt as by its size 
and by its commotion. On account 
of its size, large portions of it ex
tend into warm climates at all sea
sons, and by reason of its great 
depth it is a vast storehouse of 
heat. Its currents distribute much 
warm water among the cold.
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A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY.

My doll, my doll, my Annabel !'
She’s really feeling far from well— 

Her wig is gone, her eyes are out, 
Her legd were left somewhere 

about,,
Her arms were stolen by the pup, 

The hens ate all her sawdust up; 
So all that’s really left of her 

Is just her clothes and character!
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the wrong one.

A young man had been calling now 
and then on a young lady, when one 
night, as he sat in the parlor wait
ing for her to come down, her mo
ther entered the room instead, and 
asked him, in a very grave and 
stern way, what his intentions were.

He turned very red, and was about 
to stammer some incoherent reply, 
when suddenly the young lady called 
down from the head of the stairs: 

“Mamnaa, mamma, that is not the
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M. J. MOI
Advocate,

ROOM 587 . . TEMPLE BUILDING

T. J. O’NEILL,
REAL ESTATE AGENT,

180 ST.JAIflES STREET.

Loons, Insurance, Renting and Col* 
looting of Rents. Moderate charges, 
and prompt returns.

BellTel.Main 3602 Night day A service

CONROY BROS.,
228 Centre Street. 

PrictlMl Plunbtri, Git lid Sleaeltteri
ESTIMATES tilWEN.

Jabbing Promptly Attended To.

Established 1864,

C. O’BRIEN,
House,Sign ana DecorativePainlet

PLAIN AND DBOORATIV»
RAFER-HARBER

Whitewashing and Tinting Order* promptly 
attended to. Terme moderate.

Residence, 75 Atlmkr Strrrt. Office,647 Dor
chester rtreet, east of Bleury street, Montreal.

Bell Telephone, IJp 205.

LAWRENCE RILEY.

Successor to John Riley. Established tn I860. 
Plain and Ornamental Plastering. Repairs of 
aM kinds promptly attended to- R'timatoa fur
nished. Postal orders attended to.

15 PARIS STREET, Pols! St. Clurte».

HOOFERS, Etc.

A CAMPBELLTOWN 
BUILDER SPEAKS

He Found Nothing to Equal Dodd's 
Kidney Pill» for They Cured Him 

of His Trouble.

*r‘ •• Wallace la a Well Man To
ney, Blit he wan Pretty Bad before 

. he gutt nred by Dodd’a Kidney Pilla

Campbell town, N.B., April 16.-
(Spccial)—“It was a cold started 
my trouble," says Mr. Wallace, of 
this place, "I am a contractor and 
builder, and mv work causes me to 
be out and exposed to all weathers, 
so I suppose it was in that way I 
got cold. Any way it settled in my 
kidneys and made me pretty sick. I 
got lumbago in the back, cramp in 
the muscles, pains in the loins, 
shortness of breath, a dragging pain 
at the loins and my urine was thick 
with a dark sediment. Then I knew 
the kidneys were to blame, so I took 
Dodd’s Kidney Pills and they soon 
put me in shape and cured me so 
that I have had no trouble with 
my kidneys since."

FOR A

TIGHT ROOF,
Op

DRY BASEMENT ;
FOB

METAL SKYLIGHTS
Or Any

SHEET METAL WORK
CALL ON

CEO. W. REED & CO.,
337 Craig 8t. W.

SYNOPSIS OF NORTH-WEST
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BOTH WERE KNIGHTS.

He was a very decided English 
type, and as he stopped an Irishman 
and asked for a light he volunteered

“Excuse me, my man, fi r plop
ping you as an entile stranger. But 
at home I'm a person of some im
portance. I’m Sir James B----- ,
Knight of the Garter, Knight of the 
Double Eagle, Knight of the Golden 
Fleece, Knight of the Iron Cross. 
And your name is—what, my man?"

“ft»e name," was the ready reply, 
“is Michael Murphy. Night before 
last, last night, to-night and every 
night, Michael Murphy."

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS.

NY even numbered section of Do
minion Lands in Manitoba am 

the Northwest Province», excepting 
8 and 26, not reserved, may be 
homeeteaded by any person who Is 
the sole head of a family, or any 
male over 18 years of age, to the 
extent ot one-quarter section of 160 
acres, more or les».

Entry may be made personally at 
the local land office for the district 
in which , the land is eltunte, or if the 
homesteader desires, he may, on ex
plication to the Minister of the In
terior, Ottawa, the Commissi oner of 
Immigration, Winnipeg, or the local 
agent receive authority for some one 
to make entry for him.

The homesteader is required to per
form the conditions connected there
with under one of the following plan*

(1) At least six months’ residence 
upon and cultivation of the land m 
each year for three years.

(2) If thq father (or mother, if the 
father ie deceased) of the homestead
er resides upon a farm In the vicinity 
of the land entered for the require
ment» as to residence may be satis
fied by such person residing with the 
father or mother.

(8) If the settler has his permanent 
residence upon farming land owned 
by him In the vicinity of his 
stead, the requirements as to rési
dence may be satisfied by residence 
upon the said land.

Six months’ notice In writing 
should be given to the* Commissioner 
of Dominion Lands at Ottawa of in
tention to apply for patent.

N B.—Unauthorized publication of 
this advertisement will not be paid 
tor.

w. W. CORY
Deputy Minister of the Interim. "
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