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Do You Happen to Know 

Him ?

The Story of a Thonghtless Son, and How 
His Thoughtlessness Was Brought Home 
to Him in Time.

“You may have the making of a 
great man in you or not,” the young 
priest said, not at all disconcerted by 
the waving of fans to the sultry air 
of the ohaptl, “ but you cannot be 
sure of it until you master the details 
of the life aiound you. The man 
who loves his Utile land will fulfil 
his mission, and sometimes to stay 
at home is best.”

It was a short praotio 1 sermon on 
well-known scriptural texts, which 
Roderick Bell, just fresh from col 
lege, considered too obvious for close 
attentior. The old pastor was away 
on a visi", bis sermons had always 
been doctrinal. R iderick was dis
appointed ; he thought that the 
young priest might have “soared” 
a little, and since he had come dotvn 
to the application of religiop'Co life, 
suggested something “ aspiraiional.” 
After Mass Roderick followed big 
father and—mother down the aisle, 
feeling dissatisfied. He noticed that 
his mother’s soft silk dress was not 
new, and of rather an old-fashioned 
out, and that bis fathei’s black alpaca 
coat hung rather loosely on his bent 
shoulders. They were even more 
bent, Roderick thought, than when 
he had seen them last.

“Stupid hole of a place—Black- 
well,” he murmured, mechanically 
taking the holy water bis mother 
offered, with a smile, “ I mast get 
out of it—to develop myself I" 

General Walters and his wife 
wanted to greet the returned col
legian. The General had seen much 
service, and bad come home to hia 
native place, to a little house and a 
large garden, and the opportunity of 
saving something from bis pension 
for his youngest daughter, Glare, 
who bad just reached the age of 
twenty.

“ Ho, boy,” said the General, 
patting Roderick on the arm, “ back 
to the old sod t Well, yonr people 
have been lonely enough without 
you. I suppose you’re going in for 
law, like all the young sprigs about 
here who have got sheepskins.”

“ I don’t know, sir," said Roderick 
rather sulkily. " That depends on 
father.”

The General turned and smiled 
at father, who sighed. Mrs. Wal
ters came up and kissed Roderick in 
her motherly fashion. Roderick 
knew why she^ did it ; her own boy 
had been killed in the Philippines. 
His face brightened. And when 
Roderick's face brightened you saw 
that he had good, kind eyes, and a 
mouth that was both firm and gentle 
VBen'lTio ends of the lip 
wards. It darkened again. Mrs. 
Walters’ purple lawn, and fine lace 
contrasted with the genteel shabbi- 
nese of his mother.

“ Here’s Clara,” the General said, 
“you haven’t met for two years.”

Clara raised her parasol, and look 
ed frankly at Roderick from under 
its lace. HeZeyes were yiolet in 
color, and she laughed with them. 
She was nearly as tall as Roderick, 
and he, fresh from a larger world, 
decided that she was very well 
dressed.

“I’m glad to see yon Mr. Bell,” 
ahe said. “I hope that yon play 
tennis better than you did — but, 
after all, it doesn't matter, for we’re 
going off to the mountains next 
week. Too bad !”

“ Too bad !” said Roderick, and he 
really meant it. He had counted on 
a hearer for bis “ aspirations,” his 
interpretations of Browning, and hie 
thoughts on life. "How did yon 
like the sermon ?” Cl.ira asked after 
a short pause in which she saw with 
pleasure that her announcement bad 
Struck home.

11 Ob, I never contradict sermons 
—it’s bad form !” Roderick said. 
«" But it struck me as rather com. 
mon place"—a man today who has 
anything in him must not content 
himself with small things. He must 
be an aviator, not a thing crawling 
on the earth.”

“ But aviato-f get some hard 
knocks from the earth they despise. 
Good-by 1”

Clara kissed Mrs. Bell affection
ately, and the group separated,

wBills walked through the

Itching Skin
Distress by day and nlgha—
That’s the complaint of those who 

are so unfortunate as to be afflicted
with Eczema or Salt Rheum—and out
ward applications do not cure. 
They can’t.

The source of the trouble is in the 
blood—make that pure and this scal
ing, burning, itching skin disease will 
disappear.

“ I was taken with an itching on my 
trms which proved very disagreeable. I 
concluded it was salt rheum and bought a 
bottle of Hood's Sarsaparilla. In two days 
after I began taking it I felt better and It 
was not long before I was cured. Have 
never had any skin disease since.” Mae. 
Ida E. Wabd, Cove Point, Md.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
rids the blood of all impurities end 
cures all eruptions.

fields on the way home silently. 
Mr? Ball hoped that Roderick would 
pick a bunch of cornflowers and 
dairies, a3 he need to do on summer 
Sundays when he was 1 a boy ; they 
bad always been put id the big blue 
vase on the dinner table; but Rod 
eriok had forgotten.

J&e path through the fields was 
narrow, and they went in Indian 
file. Suddenly a chill came over the 
mother. She felt very much alone, 
thongb her boy was physically near 
her He was *?ll, be b»d brought 
home the symbols of college honors, 
be was the finished product of years 
Of sacrifice — how nicely he bad 
bowed to Clara Walters, and with 
what a good accent be bad answered 
the General I The golden moment 
had come, yet there was a chill in 
the mother’s heart I

jbe father was more philos
ophical. He remembered his own 
youth, and he did not expect ao much 
of the boy. He was glad the last of 
the - aoiibces was ov»". His eldest 
BOr, B irrar-j, had divd jiat as be was 
ready for college. Alice had mar- 
ried *nd gone away. Then she bad 
iod. Her husband bad married

again. He was somewhere in Can
ada. Roderick was the only one 
left.

“ It seems to me, mother,” said 
Mr Bell, one day after a particu
larly hard morning on the farm, 
“that we’ve done nothing all onr 
lives but make sacrifices for our chil
dren. I hope Rod will pay ns 
back."

“ We’ve done it for love,” said the 
mother, " and for no other payment.”

The old man sighed. The farm 
would not stand another mortgage ; 
the interest seemed harder to pay 
every year, Roderick’s bills never 
grew less, but the old man’s deter
mination to make him “ as good as 
other folks’ boys” never faltered.

General Wallers and his wife, who 
were saving every cent possible for 
Clara’s future, deplored the blind
ness of the Bells—they were spoil
ing Roderick !

" You’re spoiling me !” said Clara, 
“Take yonr pleasure ; don’t save 
for me. When my chance comes 
I’ll work. I ought to be working 
now.”

But the General only smiled in
dulgently, and limited himself to one 
cigar a day.

“ There e a lot of good in Roderick 
Bell,” Clara said during the family 
discussions of the affairs of the small 
neighborhood ; “ bnt he’s like most 
people of today ; he’s too individual, 
be thinks—yet I like him all the 
Barre— he thinks—oh, I don’t know 
what be thinks I” And her mother 
laughed. Clara looked scornful.
” J despise the class of men brought 
up in some of these colleges. They 
learn to take everything for granted. 
Their character is not formed.” Mrs. 
Walter dropped her knitting, in 
order to laugh more freely. "I 
don’t care, mother, it you do laugh. 
They seem to think that they’re the 
pick of the race I—oh, T know— 
Roderick Bell bas good qualities, 
but he baa never learned to be grate
ful. Didn’t T' see him sulky at 
oburob this morning. I caught him 

JU -liis mother’s only silk 
dress, and, in bis heart,'blaming his 
father for not giving her a new one 1” 
Clara flashed with indignation. “ If 
she hadn’t bad a new frock or bon
net for years, he’s the cause. And 
his father’s rheumatism getting 
worse every year I I don’t say he 
didn’t nse to be a nice boy—but I 
almost hate him, ungrateful beast !"

“ Clara 1”
The General smiled in his tarn.
11 You take a great interest in 

young Bell I”
“No, I don’t I” said Clara.
“ I’m glad we’re going off for a 

trip,” be said that evening to hie 
wife. " Clara would either quarrel 
with our neighbor’s son, or,” he ad
ded, “ would find out with Mrs. 
Mulaprop, that love begins with a 
little aversion,”

Roderick took no interest ip the 
affairs of the farm. He was polite 
to his parents, bnt not effusive. He 
had no companions. Most of the 
people about him were hard-work
ing Poles, who had their own inter
est", Nearly all the old neighbors 
bad gone into Canada, One day, 
alter dinner, when his father had 
tried to explain what this farm of 
five hundred acres needed. Rod
erick answered that he was going 
into the city to live.

Hia father was aghast.
“ I’ve the hand re 1 dollars I won 

for the ‘ Essay on Absolutism under 
Charles I. ,",80 I shall not want mnoh 
money at ones.”

There was silence. Mr. Bdl was 
dumb before his son. Bitter disap
pointment, butt pride, love twisted 
awry, filled the elder man’s heart.

“ Well, bis voice was singularly 
calm, " you can go, Roderick,’’

His mother said nothing. And 
be went.

" They don’t oare,” he said, “ they 
are in a rut. They don’t want me 
to go upward.” Fortunately, he 
did not say this aloud.

“Ob, father," his mother cried, eg 
her bo-band sat in the porch under 
the honeysuckle, “ why didn’t you 
•ell him T He is a good boy ; he 
has a kind heart !”

“ TelVbim ?” answered the father, 
'08 pumb, too broken even to smoke

his evening pipe. “ Tell him I The 
nr grateful young tool ought to 
know !”

“ Children never know.”
“ When I’m dead and you’re in 

the almshouse, mother, he’ll know 
I’m old ; I don’t get on to new ways; 
I’m sick half of the time. But I 
know that this farm could be made 
to psy if he had half the energy of 
one of these Polish peasants—or half 
the heart 1

The mother went over to him, and 
put her arm on hie shoulder.

“ The bitterest thing is to have a 
son who can’t understand.”

“ Bat be is oar sou sll the same,” 
said the mother. “ Poor Roderick 
I trust have set him wrong some
where.”

The father turned up the lamp.
“ Clara Walters doesn’t forget us. 

She has sent the new book on 1 In
tensive Cultivation,’ and written me 
a long letter about it. When I think 
of her and compare her with this 
heartless scoundrel of ours------”

“Don’t,” said his wife, “ob, 
don’t I”
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The time of the snow oame. Rod. 
eriok Bell had found work—work 
that enabled him to occupy a pleas 
ant room in a decent boarding-house 
and to wear good clothes. No 
more than that. The city bad not 
recognized his genius. There were 
thousands like him claiming every 
post. He bad hoped to become a 
secretary to some important man or 
corporation, but a smattering of 
Horace, the ability to read a German 
book, and a little political economy 
stood no chance as recommendations 
in comparison with an expert pro
ficiency in stenography and type
writing. But be was honest and 
some of his college friends knew 
this. He was quick, too, and he 
found himself glad to get the post 
of assistant in the box-office of a 
popular theatre ; and there be stuck. 
Where were now the budding gar
lands of fame?

He wrote home regularly, but some 
what perfunctorily. In the beginning 
of winter be began to think more 
frequently and sadly of the old folk. 
They had asked no favors. His mo
ther bad made only one request, in 
tbe slightly tremulous hand ; she 
once wrote, “Sometimes, dear boy, 
pray for us.”

Roderick began to realize that it 
was hard to get money. And it oc
curred to him once or twice that his 
father must have worked hard and 
thought hard to keep him so well sup 
plied with cash at college. Once he 
needed a new overcoat, and he wrote 
about it to bis father. His mother 
answered sending him half tbe price. 
He was disagreeably surprised at this.

In the early winter, late In the 
afternoon, he was walking home, after 
an ntflisualfÿ anWÿfhg aliercatibn 
with a difficult tiAet-buyer, when 
the thought suddenly came to him ; 
“Perhaps those three five dollar bills 
represented all his mother bad.” It 
was nonsense, of course. A flood of 
uneasiness suddenly filled his heart, 
as tbe tremulous lines of his mother’s 
writing swayed before his eyes : 
“Sometimes, dear boy, pray for us 1” 
He turned impulsively into a side 
street, and in a few moments be was 
kneeling under the red lamp that 
burnt before the Holy of holies in 
St. Ann’s.

What came upon him, he could 
not tell, It was like a panic ; it was 
as if a great fear had made him see 
only one thing—the object of bis fear. 
What this was he died not know. 
He simply felt. In fifteen minutes 
he had found a telephone. He an
nounced that immediate business 
called him away. He did not think 
of possible consequences, be thought 
of nothing but this strange fear. At 
seven o’clock be entered tbe express 
for Woodston, which stopped at mid
night at Blackwell, to meet the River- 
view Special. It was nearly three 
o’clock in the morning when the ex
press reached Blackwell. It bad 
been due two hours before, hut tbe 
snow came down so heavily, that 
even tbe new plows bad proved in
effective in preventing this celebrated 
train from losing time outrageously.

There was no vehicle at the station. 
Tbe special had gone, and the four 
passengers thus delayed were piloted 
through tbe deep drifts to tbe little 
hotel near tbe aideway, Roderick 
followed them, with the Intention of 
telephoning.

“Rather late, ain’t it ?” asked the 
proprietor of tbe hotel, who bad 
known Roderick for yean. “Besides 
all the wires are down 
reach them tonight I"

He raised the shade that shielded 
the window of the office, and pointed 
fo tbe swiftly falling snow, which the 
big electric lights in front of the door 
Illuminated and made transparent 
The landlord drew nearer tbe red-lit 
stove, and said :

“You’d better go to bed, Mr. Bell,”
“When did you see my father ?”
“Not for * goon’s age,” answered 

the landlord, yawning. “Let me 
see 1 Oh, yes,—one day, be end 
your mother came down to the depot, 
fo say good bye to tbe General’s 
daughter ,—she was going somewhc 
Nice girl I It’s a caution to see I; 
she takes care of them old folk, -t 
hers. They don’t seem to be out of 
her mind for a minute.”

Roderick’s face flushed.
“Your father looked about as usual 

but eld people can’t expect to be as 
■pry as il they were young, like you 
Have a cup of coffee ? It’s ready, 
All tight 1 You need it 1”

•’ ' V

"I shall need it,” Roderick an
swered. “I shall want the cutter at 
once.”

The landlord did not bear—a wild 
blast crashed hail and snow against 
the window.

"Jimioy I” he exclaimed. “I re
member the General’s daughter 
kissed your father and mother, and 
said , Yon just wait. He was lone 
ly here, but he’ll come back, for there’s 
no place lonelier than a big town.”

“She’s right 1” said Roderick. “I 
must have tbe cutter at once I"

“ To-night I” exclaimed tbe land
lord, shocked. “To-night ?”

"Yes.” Roderick put on bis over
coat. "If it kills your horse I’ll pay 
I must see my people. ”

Argument was vain. Tbe landlord 
reluctantly gave way, and finally 
Roderick went out and harnessed the 
horse himself.

The landlord murmured discontent
edly as the young man drove off, 
“Bnt I wouldn't have let him have 
tbe horse if I wasn't anxious about the 
old folks myself. They haven’t been 
about here for weeks, not even to the 
groefery store.”

Roderick clenched his teeth against 
tbe minfled snow and biting hail
stones. A fire seemed to burn in 
bis veins, Vague tears filled him. 
Wby ? He asked himself. And he 
could not answer. The old horse 
knew tbe road, there were no lighti 
anywhere, every marked place was 
now unmarked ; the snow leveled all 
it could remorselessly. Where the 
crossing of the trollery road had been, 
there was now soft drifts, through 
which the horse waded deep.

It was slow work. Every minute 
of delay seemed an hour. The fore 
feet of the horse went down into tbe 
ditch. Roderick, beside himself with 
feverish impatience, forced him upon 
the road again ; but the poor beast 
was bewildered, and for a moment 
his driver fancied tbit it was a matter 
of a broken leg. Just then the tinkle 
of bells sounded behind, and, crash
ing through tbe snow, came a big 
automobile. The horse, half erased, 
dashed back again into the ditch, and 
dragged tbe sleigh Into tbe yielding 
white mass.

The automobile Hopped. Rode
rick saw that his horse was prone be
side the road, half bidden in tbe snow. 
Tbe horse would right himself no 
donbt, but he must not lose time ! 
the voice of his father seemed to call 
him 1 The horse dragged himself 
up, and Roderick pulled the sleigh, 
filled with snow, back upon tbe road.

“Where are you going ? asked a 
voice from the interior of the automo- 
m obi le. It was a crisp, clear voice ; 
Roderick recognized it.

“To Mr. Bell’s.”
“Jump in, then. I hope that we 

shall find him living. Miss Wafers 
telephoned me that she bade’ atd 
from the Bells for a week , ,’ve 
been snowed up. The old man’s 
ailing for some time 

“Is it so bad as that, Dr. Jerdien ?” 
“What, Roderick Bell 1” cried the 

doctor. I'm glad you’ve come, I 
was thinking of you ; and wondering 
bos you’d feel—John,” to the chau
ffeur, “get out, and take the sleigh up 
to Bell’s farm. I’ll run this car.”

The doctor evidently thought that 
tbe most merciful thing was silence, 
and Roderick did not care to speak.

There was only one light in the 
farmhouse—a feeble one in an up
stairs room. A ring at the bell 
brought nobody ; Roderick, wild 

jfb Impatience, put bis shoulder 
against the door, and the lock gave 
way. It was cold and dark down 
stairs.

Upstairs, the father lay pallid on 
the bed, with the crucifix clasped in 

-fail hands. Near him, wrapped in a 
shawl, knelt the mother. A candle 
near the window cast a dim light.

Roderick looked into his mother’s 
pale, eager, shrunken face, and his 
heart teemed to stop 

“I kept the light always there. I 
knew you would come,” she said 

“I popldo't send for you. We’ve 
been atone here, snowed up for 
week—but I prayed.”

Mr, Bell opened his eyes. “He 
hasn’t come, mother, I knew he’d 
forget us.

“He has I” exclaimed his mother 
triumphantly.

“In time, I hope ?” asked Rode 
rick, beseeching the doctor with bis 
eyes.

',Yes," said the doctor, with his 
eyes on tbe sick man, “he’ll live,

The next day, Miss Walters came 
out.

“You’ll be lonely here,” she said 
to Roderick.

“No—my place is wjtb them.
“But some day-»
“Some day,” he said, emboldened 

by the light in her eyes, "you'll keep 
me company, When I am worthy.”

She smiled ; and Roderick Bell felt 
that in this little place in the world 
where Providence had placed him he 
would never be lonely.—Maurice 
Francis Egan in Benziger’s Magazine.

New
Store

MacLellan Bros., Bank of 
Commerce

Tailors and Gents’ Furnishers. Building
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To Be Well Dressed at a 
Reasonable Cost

Let Us Make Your Suit!
Have you been giving your money away to a poor tailor for clothes that did not 

satisfy you ? or worse still have you, thinking you were saving two or three dollars 
on your suit, paid your good money for a “Ready-Made”—a suit that stays good 
only until you wear it, and instead of adding to your appearance, will by its bad 
fitting qualities make you appear poorly dressed. Have you ever thought that a 
“ Ready-Made” was the most expensive Suit you could buy. Do you know that one 
good Tailor-Made Suit at $20.00 to 825.00 will outwear any two Ready-Made at 
815.00, and that the made-to-order suit will hold its shape and its good looks until 
the cloth is worn out^while a Ready Made will only look good for a short time. Isn’t 
it cheaper for you to invest 825.00 for a good suit once a year, than to invest $15.00 
for a poor one, twice in that period ? You will agree with us in that, wont you ?
Then our proposition is this : We keep a stock of all the best cloths made—we have 
Worsteds, we have Tweeds, in all the leading shades ; we have Serges and Vecunias 
in blue and black—in fact we have everything that’s made for men’s clothes. We 
have expert cutters, men who have spent years in studying the art of designing men’s 
clothes, and we have a staff of workmen trained in every branch of the trade, men 
who put into a job work of the highest order.

You can select a suit at any price from $18.00 to $30.00. We will make it to 
your individual measure, we will put the best of trimmings into it, and we give you 
good style and the best of workmanship. In short, your money is not ours until you 
are satisfied with the suit in every particular.

Don’t you think it will pay you to leave your
order with us?

The Swellest Line of Men’s Furnishings
In the City is Here—Moderately Priced.

In our new store, we have’opened up a first class Gent’s Furnishings Department, where you wili find the 
newest ideas in up-to-date goods for men. This department being a side line with us we can afford to handle the 
finest lines at a moderate profit. You can save money by buying your toggery from us, and we guarantee to show 
you the very latest things in men's .Stylish Furnishings. We will be pleased to ha\e you come in and see the 
best selected stock of men’s goods in the city.

MEW SWELL SHIRTS
A big stock including the 

lines of the two best Canadian 
makers. All the swell pat 
terns and colors. Pretty shirts 
at 75c., $1.15, $1.23, $135.
$1.50 up. See them.

COLLARS.
We carry the W. G. & R. 

Cc liar, the best collar made in 
Canada. We can give all the 
latest shapes», These collar:, 
combine style and quality 
Price 15c each or 2 for 25c. 
20c. each, 3 for 50c.

PRETTY NECKWEAR
We have the newest and best selected stock of Ties 

in the city. All styles, 25c. to 75c. each.

W,e also show a nice line of
1STEW tTlSriDBEUWEA.IR. 
JSTE’W STT SPENDERS 
NEW HOSIERY

MACLELLAN BROS.
A BIG TEN DAYS’

SHOE SALE!
-:o:-

1 whs cured of Rheumatic Qout 
by MINARD’S LINIMENT.

ANDREW KING,
Halifax. !

I was cured of Acute Bronchitis 
by MINARD’S LINIMENT, 

LT..COL. C. CREWE READ. 
Sussex.

I was cured of Acute Rheumatism 
by WIZARD'S LINIMENT. 
Markham, Onfi (3. S. BILLING. 

Lakefleld, Que,, Oo\ 0, 190f,

Here is a chance you will never get again.

, 150 Pairs of Men’s

American Lace Boots
Goodyear Welted, Velvour Calf, made on two different 
lasts, medium heavy oak sole — “a beauty" comfort. 
Compare them with any Five Dollar Boot in the city.

Ten Days Only—$3.50 a Pair.
We have also RUSSIAN CALF and PATENT at the same 
price, AH new stock,

They've got the lead, they’ve got the style,
They’ve got all others beat a mile.

Hockey Boots ! Hockey Boots !
We lead for Low Prices on Hockey Boots, A good Boy’s 
Hockey Boot at $1.65. Men’s $3.00 a pair. Others at 
$1.75, $1.85 and $2.25 a pair,

A. EMcEACHEN
THE SHOEZMZ-A^TST,

83 Queen Street, - ? - Charlottetown, P. E. It
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We Pity You
Mr. Smoker!

If you never tried

OUR TOBACCO.
Thousands are smoking it 
today and want no other. 

Are you one of them?
Try it. You’ll be pleased.

HICKEY k NICHOLSON ToMcco Co., Ltd.
Ch town, Phone 346. Manufacturers.
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Morson & Duffy
Barristers & Attorneys

Brown’s Block,Charlottetown, P.E.1

MONEY TO LOAN.
Solioitorpor RoyaljBenZof C -nada

m MHes in 89 days.

À

J A. Mathiesen, ft, Æ. A. laclmld 

Ja*. II. Stewart

Mathieson, MacBonald 
& Stewart,

Newson’s Block, Charlottetown

Barristers, Solicitors, etc.
P. 0 Building. Georgetown


