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»to Catch Theh}

Northwest, Furnishes

" Thrilling Experience with a Tame Ending.

o -

AC.O. I. Graduate, Now Teaching School in the |

interesting Pointers—A

3 m’ : »
i >

A clever graduate of the C. O. L
‘is teaching school in the Northwest
.and writes an entertaining letter to
Planet readers. The letter includes
.chapter six of a -very interesting
wstory by the author of the jetter.
Time hangs heavy on the wostera
prairies, , even for school teachers,
and the story is a result, not a
cause. :
Rocanville, Assiniboia, August 22nd,

1903.
.Stacley Satellite,  Chatham, Ontario,
| .. Protector of the Poor:

1 should have answered your letter
long aso.vbut my time is so filled that
I neglect my correspondence. For
one thing, I'm compiling a text-book
soon to be: authorized by the Educa-
tion Depariment of th> Northwesl.
At will be published next year, and
familiarity with its contents will
thereafter be the bams of matricula-
tion into our universities. Tha mak-
ing of such a book is mo light task,
‘When done, it will. be entitled “An-
«cienl History for Tiny Tots,” and will
«<ontain chapters as follows:—

I.—Ninety Years with the Greek
Philosophers.

II.—Seven Political Rieasons .why
Cleopatra did not Marry Peter the
Hermit.

HI.—Forty Proofs that Humpty
Dumpty and William Shikespeare
were not the same man as John Bun-
yan.

IV.—Twilight Talks with Jupiter.

V.—Effects of the Benaissance up-
.on the Early Environment of Guy
Fawkes.

VI.—Good Morning! Have you used
Pears’ Soap?

Vil.—Aphorisms of the Triplets—a
synopsis of the after dinner spaeches

Robin and their
Riding. g

VIII.—Quo Dixit Saleratus? —
What’s the matter with the Colossus
of Rhodes? !

IX Ambit Hollyhock—He's all right,

X.—Words in Conclusion—Summary
and Epilogue — An account of why
I  write this book — Evsrybody's
guide—How to be your own iawyer-—
Landscape gardening and dJeep sea
fishing taught by mail—Reasons why
I wrote the foregoing account of why
¥ wrote this book—Advice to a young
son—Seventy cures for spavin — The
green man’s burden (complete letter
writer and. cempendium:of .cligueite,
all told in verse)—~What shall We
name the baby? (9,000 names alpha-
betically arranged, selected from
kings, bards, ‘martyrs, and our old
turf favorites)—Incidents leading up
to my previous explanation as to
why I gave an Barlier aceount of why
I wrote this book—How . to dye os-
trich feathers—Diagram of the in-
ternal structure of the walrus, and
how to treat all maladies peculiar to
him—Causes of Aurora Borealis —
How to galvaniZze wooden broom-han-
dles to prolong their durability —
Statistics on longeivty of 'hz brute
kicgdom—eéte., ete., ete. Also a for-
waloul varnish, and ‘twelve reasons
why we should not marry scions of
Europeat nobility.

XI.— Appendix—-Words in explana-
tion of why I vindicated myself for'
giving the account of why I explained
my motives for giving my reasons for
writing th’'s book—The End.

This makes” a neat volume of six
nd-pages, and every [ive-yéar-
ild in the N)rthwest will carry
his vest pocket to peruse con-
stantly, along with books alrvady
authorized for junior classes. I am
at present elaborating the .zeventh
chapter, so you have some idea of
the enormous amount of labor still
before me—hold on T believe I will
write-Few—-a——copy-—of Chapter VI,
which I finished an hour ago. It
won't take long take long to re-write
it., ' I have nothing else to do Lhis af-
ternocn, and he may not go off. for
tfiours yel. @l @i at school, and It Is
Saturday, % p. m. I have héen here
since quarter to nine yesterday morn-
ing. Schools in the N. W. T. dismiss
at 8.30, so yesterday at, gaarter to
.four ‘the children were gome, and I
was busy hiding awady the silverware
preparatory to going®home, when a
low, blood-curdling wail smote upon
my éars, and I realized that it was
time for a delicious looking fat per-
~son to nail up the windows and pre-
pare to sell her life as dearly as pos-
sible to that fell monster which so
infests our western prairies and holds
in check the onwa
zation~the _ wolf
‘were dexterously’

sister, Little Red

&

march of civili- |

nte, And so om,
deacribe to you
out will not, lest §

very lierce. I think he has come anly
through :a sense of duty. You know
I wis here such a long time bafore I-
could attract a wolf at all. There
was ‘a wolf in the Northwest some-
where, but not for me. I tried to
‘Hood-wink him by wearing a red
dress, but even that didn’t fool him.
Two months of vain wuiting on 'my
part, and then I complained to you
and the elergy. The latter were aym-
pathetic. The Presbyterian minister
offered to call for me the next Fri-
day to take me home with him to stay
till Sunday. He saidy he lived in a
deiise bluff where the wolves roamed
about in great mumbers—one time he
left . a ‘basket of salmon sandwiches
out on the woodpile, and in the night
a pack of wolves came, and, while
devouring . the sandwiches, began
fightiog most fiendishly, waking the
inmates of the house, who trembled
for their own safety. 3
When we reached the -minister's
house I found that he did indeed live
in the woods. His mother-in-law said
I'd surely see plenty of wolves 'there,
because, not long before, she iad pat
a basket of salmon sandwich:s on the
woodpile onpe evening and, in ihe
night, welves came and, while sating
the sandwiches, snaried and fought
tifl the family were aroused and felt
alarmed lest the wolves attack them
next. ”
When the minister's wife appeared
she told me a still more remarkable
story. From anybody else's lips I
should have doubted the narrative,
but last year she was teaching school
right here where my life hangs in the
balance to-day, so her varacity is be-
yond question. She said I could see
plenty of wolves at thzir place, be-

‘cause, a couple of weeks before, sh2

had left a basket of salmon sand-
wiches on the woodpile one cvening.
About midnight several wolves came.
They not onty ate the sandwiches but
tried to eat one anothar, howling and
snarling so that folks woke up in
great apxiety fearing that the wolves
would next attempt to break into the
house, All: these "wolf stories im-
pressecd  jme deeply, and I was put
upstairs to sleep alone. The folks
promised to ‘wake me, sure, if the
wolves came that night. I lay awake
a long time, but mothing happened.
Any common man jwould have gone
out doors himself and howled some
while his wife slipped upstairs to tell
me to hark to the wolves in deadly
combat without. But I suppose the
minister mever thought of such a
thing. Four years at Knox College
doesn’t always make a man as bright
and amusing as he ought to be. N:xt
day I wanted to take a few salmon
ssndwiches in my pocket and go wolf-
hunting, but the minister said he had
to wrile his sermon, and ihey would
not let me go alone, lest I be torn |
limb to Limbo.

Being bashful, I didn’t ask ques-
tions, so I can’t tell you why it should
be . necessary, or even desirable, to
keep a basket of salmon sandwiches

‘on.sne’'s woodpilé. If you set a great

store upon getting a good night's
rest, :I ‘wouldn't advise you to try it.
The wolves will come in the night and
kick up such a dust that you can't
sle@p. and you'll find yourself a suf-
fering . ,aggregalion of shattersd
nerves long before you reach the mer-
idian of your career. I trust, Charles,
that your last words may nover be
a reproach to me for not daring to
warn you in time. / As you roam
about in the gloaming with a
basket of salmon sandwiches on your
arm, shun the woodpile as you would
a pest of horrid vipers. I know your
namo is mot Charles, but .I had to
call you that for the sike of rhetori-
cal effect. When I was six years old
I read an excellent book of short
stories written by T. & Arihur, who
also wrote “Ten Knights in a Bar-
Room.” These stories were neatly
printed on good paper, and Ly ex-
emplified good morals, but there was
a sameness about th'm. The men,
and even the boys, were quite unwor-
thy of our imitation. They would
hang around town till nine o'clock at
night, often smoking tobsves und
talking : polities. They mot only
woulde't ask a blessing before thay
ale dipmer, but they wouldn't wipe
their feet on a door mat. They were
such a %all lot that Mr. Arthur
wouldn’t have their photo’s in his
book. The women, on the contrary,

o
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were fine, noble characters, usually
named Sarah or Abigail. Their pic-
tures appear in the book many times,
because they were worthy. In these
pictures, Sarah would sit up straight
on a horse-hair chair in her parlor,
with her hair slicked back so tight
she couvldn’t shut her eyes. She wore

shoulder seams extending half way to
the elbow, and the collar latched to-
gether by means of a cam2o brooc!
the size of a saucer. She had three
spools of thread on the table, and she
sewed something half as big as
handkerchief, using neither thimbl
nor  scissors—or rather,’ shoars, as
acissors were thén called. She kept |
her feet on an ottoman; and this is
all there was about her, but it hap-
pened all day every day of her’lifs,
and there were fifteen or more of her
in the book. In each of thess stories
she would .reason with the men and
the boys with the idea of relorming
them. Often her arguments only an-
noyed them and made them more de-
testable than ever. This was espe-
cially true if their name was not
Charles, If she would close her lec-
ture by saying, “I trust, Charies, that
you will not do so any more,” why
then it was all right, and he aever
did so any more. If his nam2 wasn’t
Charles he was always very bad. One
of the nineteen atories was like this:
Sarah was sitting in her parlor, ths
way I told you, when her grandson,
a fine, manly lad of twelve, entered
the roem. “Charles, how have you
employed your time since I gave you
permission to amuse yourself " in-
quired his grandmother.  Charles,
after a slight hesitation, replied that
he had been weeding the onions.
Sarah observed his hesitation, and,
knowing that he was attempting to
deceive. her, said that she konew he
had been swimming with Thomas and
GoéGfrey, who were bad boys, the
sons of Julia, who was a frivolous
young woman, really unfit to be a
parent. Charles admitted that he had
told a falschood, and Sarah said,
“You are getting to prevaricate like
sixty. I shall give you a good lick-
irg,” and she took her'feet off the ot-
tomar and did so. Then she put her
feet back on the ottomion and, before
resuming her mneedlework, she said,
“I trust, Charles, that you will nev-
er deceive me again.”  And he never
did. Bul when Thomas and Godfrey
got home they had ne such luck.
Julia was in the kitchen boiling some
currant jam. Said she, “My sons,
how have you employed .this after-
noon? I trust you have spant ihe
precious hours profitably as well as
pleasantly,” and they said yes, thay
had been hoeing the potatoes Lo please
mamma. Julia knew  they lied, but
she pretended to believe Lhem, be-
cause she was so busy with the cur-
rant jaum. However, she promised
herself to give them an oxtra good
licking some day when she had lots
of time, and wasn’t feeling vory well
herself. N:xt morning Thomas and
Godfrey surreptitiously went swm-
ming again. They called for Charles
to come, too, and whon he declined
they called him names, and went off
leaving him with a very sad heart.
Later on, however, he learned that
they were both drowned, and he was
more thankful than ever that Sarah
had eradicated from him the determ-

ination to accompany them. Julia,
however, was quite <annoyed. I've
forgoiter her exact words, bat their

substance was, “Goose that I was to
let my noble boys go to pol in order
that the currant jam might do so
first. Next summerI'll lick my oth:r
nine boys twice a day even if the cur-
rapts have to rot on the bushes.”
All through the book.the men or hoys
named Charles were amenable to rea-
son, and readily absorbed all {h: good
advice the women gave them. Of these

ninetegen stories you won't care to
hear more than one more to-day.
Each was wrilten wilh a distinct

moral purpose, and I'll tell you ome
that was calculated to abolish pro-
fapity from the speech of men. The
hero we start with was a man named
George, and his langu,a%g, 748, _any-
thing but good. If he idﬁ,"'ff admire
a thing he would say it wasn't worth
a darning-needle, And all such taik as
that. Sarah, his wife, didn't approve
of this, but she was a woman of tacl
who said little. One day, though, he
was hitling some nails, and his thumb
nail happened to be one of them. He
said it huri l'ke Helena! Then Sarah
12id down her sewing and took her
feet off the ottomon and said, *I
trust, George, that you will never re-
peat that remark.” Then he swore
somelhing awful and rushed down
town and drank a pint of cider.

Not being accustomed to alconolic
beverages, he b Al

the noon train came flying along, and
George sdized a pail and made a
dash at the locomotive, saying “Hur-
rah, now, boys, see me milk the cow-
catcher |” The ocrumbs were carried
home in an old hat, and S8arah wore
deep black for several months. Then
she married a retired sea-captain
who had been a private in the Malay

e

dark dresses, plainly made with thejemploy that idiom.”

ad thing to the comtrary.
o
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herself by conversing with him on
scientific subjects. One day she ask-
ed him how did the lightning get
down from the clouds to the earth,
and he said “It is jarred down, by
thunder.” Sarah took her' feet off
the ottomon and said “I trust,
Charles, that you may never again
And he" fever
did. He said he had no intention iof
being rude, so they kept on living
ﬁ_‘mbly in Geonge's old home
assachusetts. They probably live
there yet ; Mr. Arthur intimated no-

b If you doubt
any of this, go ask them. :

As I was about to say, I saw no
Wolves at all around the home of the
Presbyterian minister. Nor have I
ever yet seen or heard one till this
one come yesterday. Last Sunday
somebody told the Baptist minister
that I was disgusted with the North-
west on account of its wolflessness.
He was kind, too, and said he would
attend to that right away. He must
be a person 6f prompt habits, for
there, in less than a week, is the wolf
he sent, right at my door, and clam-
oring for my pound of flesh like any
Shylock. As I said before, I think
‘the woll come only through a sense
of duty, but the Tact that he has
come speaks well for the Baptist

minister. I shall recant, and attend
Baptist church exclusively ' after
this. -

Sunday morning, ten o'clock.—I'll
finish from ‘the point where I fleft
off last night to copy Chapter VL
Well, I have recanted-again and fn
future shall attend Presbyterian
church as formerly. This is Sunday,
and I have been missed, as I should
have known I would be: Yesterday
was Baturday, and I'm no special tuse
to anybody that day, so nobody miss-
ed me them, all being busy with their
own affairs. This morning, however,
I could see In the far distance a
number of horsemen coming this
way. I at gnce knew that they must
be a light detachment of Strathcona
Horse coming ito rescue .me: from tthe
jaws of death. There are a dozen
or more Strathcona veterans around
here, and, aided by a spy-glass, {
could recognize most of them two
miles away. Having looked at them,
I ‘then looked at myself. I didn’t
look fit to be rescued, far less to be
eaten, so decided to dash out past
the wolf and run home and put on a
clean dress and get back within my
palisades before ‘the relief party ar-
rived. And I did try to. I tossed
some sea-biscuit out of the back win-
dow to engage his attenti and then
I flew for home. The wolf was fin
hot pursuit and after awhile I turn-
ed to have a look at him. He wasn’t
a wolf at all. He was just a plain
hound named Buckeye, an old friend
of mine. He sometimes comes half
way to school to mect me, but last
Friday he came all the way, and how
faithful he was to stay after T slam-
med the door in his face and nailed
up the windows. Kvery night during
the siege he would crouch at ithe
door and groan and howl a- long
time and then stop for a nap. Every
time he stopped I would thump on
the wall to remind him, and ‘then he
would start up raving 4and barking
again as if he would tear the house
down. I acted that way because I
thought he was a wolf, and he acted
that way because he thought I was
pounding the wall to let him know I
was being slaughtered by brigands.
The poor brute was so glad to see
me again alive that I hadto forgive
him for not being a wolf. (I re-
membered the sad fate of Domi<Nero,
| s0 didn't attempt to kick him). He
'was pitifully- thirsty, tdo, so I
drew him a pail of water. While
he was drinking it I tacked a card
‘on the door telling the Strathcona
Horse that we were quite well, thank
them, and would be back Monday,
9 a. m. - Then we went off for a
walk in the woods, bringing our cor-
respondence along with us.  We
won’t bother about going 'toichurch
to-day. In fact, it's the Baptist
minister’s turn to preach. He and
the Presbyterian minister hold ser-
vices on alternate Sundays. The
town is growing fast, but we have.no
church yet. The congregation grew,
too large for the school house, so,:
since May, we have had church, Sun-
day school and Endeavor in one of
the Rocanville stores. -But last Sun-
day our usual store was filled with a
load of freight that came in Saturday
night, so church was held in the Mas-
sey-Harris implement warehouse. I
remember the text, and the sermon
may have been excellent, but I
couldn’t give it my undivided atten-
tion, because we were having a heavy
thunderstorm and I couldn’'t help
wafching the lightning playing
around the cogs and chains of a
Massey-Harris binder near me when
T should fiave been listening to the
sermon. There was a heavy hail~
storm west of here that day, and
crops in many Places were . totally
ruined. When the passenger train
came in to Moosomin from Moose
Jaw on Sunday evening all the win-
dows. were smashed by the hail they
passed through. Dogs on the streets
of Moose Jaw were killed by being

Peninsula. He could swear jin eleven
languages, and e usually did, though
knew this until she had

him home

residence.

because

pelted with hail-sfones the size of u
cup, I'm told. The North Star Ele-
vator at Rocanville was struck by
lightning, but we had no hail. West-
ern crops are often destroyed by hail,
but it is possible to insure against
it as you would against fire. Most
of the farmers around here are in-
sured bt, the Gvuvum?.m‘ wln::
charges them fifteen cents an ae

xd.':o_ ‘that loss by hail, refunds

couple
|

of the chair is gone, but the good
woman rests her feet u a cozy
footstool, an old milk-pail also cover-
ed with rosy cretonne. By her sjde
stands Chanticleer, the great ruddy
fellow, with his head shielded under
his auburn wing. And ‘nt their
little home is quite bare and plain—
almost meagre, the world might say.

How the wind moans! Anon the
old man takes the pipe from his
mouth, and a tear steals down his
amber beard ~ It had do such
things before and hadn't been con-
victed of larceny. ¢

The good wife pauses in her Wetf,
silent work—for she had laid aside
her knitting at sundown and is mow
feverishly chopping cabbages—and
she glances furtively at her hasband.
He saw’ her, and pushed the cat
wearily off his knee, She saw him
see her, and the clock struck mine.

Alone - Yes, all alome, for their
son, bright wayward lad, had left
their hearth-stone sixty-eight years
before. It was in the gilded autumn,
when the atately ships sail away be-
yond the world’s cool watery rind
to bask away t‘l& wintry hours in
balmy antipodal Waters; it was then
that the merry son of the old snail-
catcher lit out one dark, drearful
Thanksgiving night on a traction-
engine. Sixty-eight, years. Good
heavens. .

‘Sixty-eight years to-night. And
the good woman deftly shells another
cabbage and, snatching the corpulent
worm from the heart of it, she tosses
it to Chanticleer, who gurgles for
joy. For this is Thanksgiving night,
and on that night the mother always
shells a few of the cabbages lthat
her sturdy son raised in his little
garden-plot the summer before he
went away. The pussy-cat and the
woozy old snail-catcher doze off to-
gether with their heads against a
brick of the chimney ; the fire burns
low, and the shadow-ghosts of it—
great, fantastic black goblins !—gaper
grotesquely thither and fro, arow
the cabin. The old wife sighs. You
can hear a mouse scratching its toe-
nails-against the tin lid of the bread-
can under the bed. The clock ticks.
What a wild night.

Hark, what is that¢ A knock at
the deor. Good heavens. She shakes
the old man eagerly, almost roughly.
“Rouse up, Mister Jones,” she says,
“there’s a knock at the door.” But,
the old snail-catcher rudely repels
her; he grumbles into his whiskers
and says oh no, 'tis only the spotted
dog nibbling a bone in the attic. He
says the old lady is batty, and she,
meekly rebuked, settles down to
work once more, apparently soothed
and pacified, but—

Thunder and Mars, there it is
again. The wold snail-catcher now

rises and, pinning a towel across his”

clay-stained kimono, ihobbles to the
lobby. He flings open the door.
There, on the bleak threshold, stands
a tall, richly dressed stranger, bear-
ed and bronzed, with blue phoenix
birds tattooed across either swarthy
cheek. The old snail-catcher passes
the time o' day and says there are
tricks in all trades except mine. The
stranger laughs at this sally, and, in
a rich, clear, mellow, resonant voice,
inquires if it is convenient that he
may cnjoy a night’s repose in their
bhumble domicile., The simple old peo-
ple say why certainly, nothing could
tickle them more. the stranger
says that is all hunkey-dorey, and e
will be back anon. He gropes his w
through the darkness tohis auto-
mobile tied to the massive iron gate
whhich he carries along on purpose.
Soon he returns to the cottage, his
arms laden with heavy, expensive-
looking parcels. Most of these par-
cels are elegantly concealed by gilt
paper, but the old people’s unpamper-
ed mouths water as' they observe
that he has some hot-house cucumb-
ers and molasses candy carried loose-
ly in @ shawl-strap which is meatly
folded and interwoven ‘to simulate a
five-horse-power camera. They feed
the stranger with sausages and
smoked herring, all that their larder
affords, and he draws his chair fup
to the table which is really an old
barrel. He also draws his dagger to
whittle the cucumbers and, with
tears in his eyes, begs the old couple
to step up and fall to. They do so.
‘Phey eat everything in - sight,
cucumbers, red-herring,  sausages,
everything, but the strgnger does not
care. It does his heart and soul good
just to see the old folks carry on so.
They eat till everything is gone, and
then they say to the stranger that
perhaps he would like to play ping-
pong. He says no. Well, erockinole,
then ¢ Or how about golf? But he
says no, he is exhausted ; and he rubs
some automobile oil on his frozen
heels and goes to bed. Soon every
rafter in that old home-nest resounds
to the rhythmic snore of the opulent
pilgrim, wihilst the old residenters
cuddle closer to the ingle-nook all
night. Oh, how the wind howls. It
is a wild night.

At daybreak they breakfast light-
ly on a d-e-je-u-n-e-r molasses
candy and cabbage salad, garnished
with the naw frozem wattles of
Chanticleer. After breakfast the
stranger says, well, he guesses he’ll
be like the r, eat ‘and run. The
old folks lau and laugh at ithis
funny new joke, and then the strang-
er says “Is‘it possible that you do
not recognize me ?” and the old snail-
catcher says “ean it be hat you are
my late son Derwemtwaterg” And
‘the stranger s oh no, not at ‘all.
lhs:ﬁ&m-d 's
‘conduots a livery sta

nephew who
over beyond

%  the marsh. He then bargained with

old snail-catcher for two loads
hay. He also gave the worthy old
A a bottle of vanilla and four
shoe-strings besides several

payable in Bt. Peters-
obile, ¢ , toot.

PAGE FIFTEEN. i

ipnincls. mw&er—ﬁh thlutomﬁhe room.
agerly seizes e old people's
shoulders and strains them to his
herculean bosom. “Parents, I have
come back, having exhausted my
meagre patrimony ; regardless of con-
sequences, I have returned to glad-
den the eveninnot my life by watch-
ing you pratt about my knées.
y I linger{” They said yes, he

t stay forever, and he immedi-
y did so. .

Ma,
b,
ate el

Yes, 'twas Derwentwater. He was

not richs He had merely borrowed

‘the automobile upon which he came
home the night before, when he Wdid
not reveal his idemtity in full, for,
observing the infirmity of his par-
ents, he feared to prostrate them by
the too great suddenness. So, day by
day, he slid into their recognmition
piecemeal, as it were. But he got
there.

Poor as he was, his poverty had
chastened him. He patiently set to
work to learn his father’s trade, and,
as the years rolled by, this fiery, im-
petuous youth grew %to be a tall,
strong, noble man. He hated like
everything to see his parents work
themselves to attenuation, and he
exerted himself strenuously to main-
tain them in comfort. After toiling
hard all day in the lumber-woods, he
used to earn quite a little bit of
extra momey by taking in washing
and plain sewing at nights. He also
garned considerable money by doctor-
ing sick horses, and on public holi-
days, when other boys were enjoying
themseclves in luxurious idleness, Der-
wentwater ‘would riss an hour earlier
than usual and spend the whole day
pounding sand for his wealthy neigh-
bors who paid him well. At last,
after nine years of rigid economy, he
placed a cheque - for nearly fifty-
three dollars in the hands of his
parents and told them to pitch fin
and do what they liked with it. The
parents, over-joyed, bought a lot of
railroad tickets and sent for their
own old parents to comie and {live
with them. They all came, and one
poor old fellow who was blind;
brought a tame badger along for a
pet. This intelligent animal soon be-
came quite a favorite in the family
circle.

In conclusion, Derwentwater never
married, but always stayed home
with his progenitors most faithfully.
He had a singularly sweet and pa-
tient temper although afflicted with
tooth-ache and chilblains both sum-
mer and winter. But now the gilded
autumn has rolled around once more,
and to-night, by the ingle-nook, you
can see Derwenmtwater sitting by the
cherry fire of fagots. Notice, his
glossy black hair is now lightly
threaded with silver. You can see a
good-sized herd of ancestors cluster-
ed confidingly about his knees, and
they are laughing at his witty fjest
and brilliant repartee. Says he, “to-
night is Thanksgiving night, and
Thanksgiving is good enough for any-
body, but I say hurrah for April
Fool's Day, and First of August, too”
A cricket chirps under the door-mat.
The clock 'ticks; ticks, ticks. It isa
wild night. Oh, how the wind blows.

DID HIN 600D
AND N0 MISTARE

What Simop V. Landry has to
say of Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

He Was Weak, Run Down And a

Total = Wreck—Three Boxes of
Dodd’s Kidney Pills Put Him to
Work Again.

River Bourgeeis, Richmond Co.,
Que., Sept. 28.—(Special).—Simon V.
Landry, well kmown here, adds his
testimony to the thousands of others
all over Canada who owe their health
and even life itself, to Dodd’s Kidney
Pills.

“I was bothered for over a year
with Lame Back, Weak Back, Palpi-
tation of the Heart and General
Weakness,” says Mr. Landry. “In
fact I was a total wreck. I could
ngt work as I got tired and 'weak
33 easily and I had a weakness fin
my stomach so that I could not bend
down to do anything.

“I had tried different kinds of
‘medicine without benefit till I gave
Dodd’s Kidney Pills a trial. From
the first they did me ,good and (I
had‘only taken three boxes .when I
was able to start work again. They
did me good and no mistake,”

Dodd's Kidney Pills are known by
their cures in every corner of Can-
ada. They cure the Kidneys. Sound
Kidneys ensure pure blood. . Paure
blood means good health, cheerful-
ness and abundant energy. That's
how Dodd’s Kidney Pills make new
men and women out of run down,
worn-out people. .
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