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Do you try to buy high-
grade printed matter the
same as you would pig
iron and coal at so much
per, It can't be done.
Why? Because printed
matter to be RIGHT must
be sixty per cent. brains
mixed with forty per cent.
of material and mechani-
cal execution,

Printed matter turned
out of The Advocate Job
Dept. is RIGHT.

Synopsie of Canadlan Northwest

Land Regulations

Any person who is the sole head
of a family, or any male over 18 years
old, may homestead a quarter sectioz
of available Dominion land in Man-
itoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta.
The applicant must appear in person
at the Dominion Lands Agency or
Sub-agency for district. Entry by
proxy may be maae at any agency,
on certain conditions, by father
mother, son, daughter,
sister of intending homesteader.

Duties: Six months’ residence |
upon and cultivation of the land in
each of three years. A homesteader
may live within nine miles of his
homestead on a farm of at ieast 80
acres solely owned and ocupied by}
him or by his father, mother, son,
daughter, brother or sister. |

in good
quarter section alongside his home-
stead, Price $3 per acre i

Duties: Must 1eside upon |
homestead or pre-emption six months |
In each of six years from ate of |
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PRESS SIDES TO OPEN BOX

SELF OPENING
HINGED COVER TIN

No broken finger nalls.
No knife or lever needed
opening this box.

PINCH IT TO OPEN
PINCH IT TO CLOSE

THAT'S ALL

ONLY 10c EVERYWHERE

Everett Barron Co.
Ambherst, N. S.
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HOTEL MIRAMICHI

J. A. WHELAN, Manager.

Most Luxurious and Up-To-
Date Hotel in Northern

New Brunswick

NEWCASTLE, Miramichi, N.B.

FEATURES OF
HOTEL MIRAMICHI

Telephone Connection in every room.
Artistically Furnisbed Rooms with Private
Baths

Building is of Brick with Adequate Fire
Protection

Sirvation—The Heart of (he Sportsman's

lise;

Best Fishing Privileges on the North Shore
Provided.

Imported Chefs.

Fine Sample Rooms.

Livery Stable in Connection.

Rates $2.00 and $2.50 a Day

and cultivate fifty acres extra.

A homesteader who has exhausted
his homestead right and cannot
obtain a pre-emption may enter for a
purchased homestead in certain |
distiicts. Price $3 per acie. Duties: |
Must reside six months in each of !
three years,cultivate fifty acres and
erect a house worth $300.

W. W. CORY.
Deputy of the Minister of the In-|
terior,
N. . ~-TUnau‘horized publication of
this advertisment will not be paid

TAX NOTICES—roeor and County
Rates and Road Tax Notices can be
had at The Advocate Job Dept.
very latest styles at The Advocate
Job Dept.

’

EVERY WOMAN

is interested and should know
about the wonde:

rful
Marvel oo e
Dou
Ask your druggist for
it. If he cannot supply
the MARVEL, accept no .
other, but send stamp for Illus-
tral —sealed. Itgivesfull
particulars and directions invaluable
to ladies. WINDSORSUPPLY CO.,Windsor, Ont.
General Agents for Canada,

Eastern
Steamship_gnrporation

INTERNATIONAL LINE

Autumn Excursions

via the
INTERNATIONAI‘ LINE

Going: Sept. 19—Oct. 16, inclusive
8t John to Boston and Return $7.00
8t. John to Portland and Return 6.50

Through tickets at proportionately
low rates, on sale at all railway sta-
tions.

Leave St. John for Eastport, Lubte,
Portland and Boston, on Monday,
Wednesdays and Fridays at 9.00 a. m.
Direct service, St. John to Boston, in
effect until Sept. 26th; leaves St. John
Tuesdays and Saturdays at 7.00 p. m.

MAINE STEAMSHIP LINE

Direct service betwe n Portland
and New York. Leaves Franklin
Wharf, Portland, Tuesdays, Thurs-
days, and Saturdays at 630 p. m,
commencing Oect. 1.

Through tickets on sale at all rail-
way stations, and baggage checked
through to destination.

L. R, THOMPSON, T. F. & P. A,
A. B Flemmg, Agent,
St John, N. B.
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A CRUEL DECEPTION

OR WHY DID SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

(Continued)

It seemed to say that he would not
relinquish her without a great strug-
gle, and that though he bowel to
her dismissal this time, he would wai®
his oppoftunity, and then—

Alwynne covered her face with her
hands. She dared not let herself
think of the pain, the horrible pain,
that must come to her then. Now
more than ever was the question of a
union between Hugo, Earl of Taun-
ton and Torre, and herself, Alwy.ne
Brabante, an absolute impossibility.

She had sent him from her on :1e
ship as much from a feeling of pride
and maiden modesty and dignity as
for any gother reason. The social
differeffte between them had, of
course, a place in her thoughts, but
only in the last few hours had a horri-
blc and vague doubt been growing
into a more horrible conviction.

Somehow—how, she could sca.cely
have told—her mother's letter car-
ried weight 1o thi: conviction -to the
ccrviction that o ad | tc al' the rogt
o? her troub.ed reflections was ilie
big one that she and her mother
were sailing under false colors, living
all the time a great, great lie—seem-
ing to be what they had no right to
be.

Alwynne's heart began to beat
quickly as thought followed on
thought. Mixed with her growing
misery was a surprise that she should
have never questioned this matter
before. She was enough of the world
now, alas! to know, to see, how open
th: matter was to such questions. On
al. hands, on every side, the people
she met had family connection’s—
scme one, many. indeed, belonging to
them. She could not remember a sin
gle instance, from her happy, happy
school days-up to now, when she had
met a single individual who was as
destitute as she and her mother of
family relations.

At school every girl had seemed to
oe surrounded by such ties. Alwynne
had never missed. them there for,
arart from her comrades’ love, the ex-
planation of having lived always in
1+ foreign country had much to do |
[\nlh encouraging this feeling, but
now—now, looking back, Alwynne

the sometimes unpleasant familiarity
of manner adopted by men whom
they met traveling, the veiled amuse-
ment and surprise, that sometimes
r.'ngled in the admiration she excit-
ed by her fresh young loveliness—all
was explained to her agitated mind.
£le seemed_to know why she had al-
v.ays shrank from the thought

gling in any great social world. It
must have been the silent voice of
nature that spoke within her heart, to
warn her pure ,proud spirit against
tke trials, the horrors attendant omn
such a step.

The future her mother desired for
her in this great, cruel London sud-
denly grew black and awful to her.
If Honorine, her girl friend, her
bosom companion, if she had turned
away from her, neither seeing nor
knowing her, how could she expect
mercy or even kindness from a world
cf strangers?

She started and shivered as the
door opened, and Marie Freentered,
with the white gown lying lightly on
her arm.

The maid glanced at the silent fig-
ure just discernible in the dusk, anl
spoke as she put the gown carelully
on the bed:

“It grows late, mam'selle. Shall I
not light the gas? Madame :3 al-
ready returned.”

Alwynne made no reply.

Marie moved to and fro uncertain-
Iy for a moment and then struck a
match. Her questions died unu!tered
on her iips as she read the girl's face
clearly; the volubility that was so
much a part of her gave way to the
anxiety that was born of her tender
love for this girl. L

“It is something very bad this time
something greater than usual!” she
thought while she moved about the

weuld need for her evening toilet. “It
har seemed harder with her of late,
sirce he came!”

Marie had not been blind, ani Lord

room, preparing everything Alwynn'."'

You are acting today as thouga you
had some brain disorder! 1 do not
understand nor like it!”

Alwynne paused a moment. ©er
ceart was beating to suffocation in
her breast. It seemed {o rise in er
throat and choke down the words that
were hovering on her lips, the wo:ds
tLat were burning and searing her
very soul, as it were; the words taat
must be spoken before another hour,
arother moment, was gone; the xost
bitter words for any child to utter io
its mother.

CHAPTER VIII

Mrs. Brabante turned and faced Ler
deughter, magnificent in her matur~d
beauty—a queen with her regal lear-
ing and the imperious carriage of qer
well-poised head.

“Well, Alwynne, I am ready to hear
wkat you have to say; but please
make haste. Time flies, you know.
You have now only fifteen minutes
before Lady Marbury arrives. I don't
suppose Sir Henry will escort her, al-
, though, of course, he may do so. In
a1y case, you know he is never un-
punctual.”

The girl threw out her hands with
.a sort of desperate agony. She forced
"her voice from her aching throat.
| ‘“Mother, mother!” she said an:l the
notes of her usual clear, sweet voice
were husky and strained. “Motkher,
| what are we? What right have we?
Who am I? Who—what was my
father I—I must know! I must
‘know!"

Mrs. Brabante had turned as
white as the marble of the toilet
tablet upon which one of her shapely
,hands was now leaning with .such
force that the veins rose large and
dark beneath the white skin. She
looked at the girl deliberately.

“You—are mad!” she said, speak-
ing as calmly as she could. “Mad or
ill! What is it? Have you a fever?
; You must be delirious. Go back to
your room. Go to bed. I will send

hurt you, mother, in one and the same
breath with the most horrible, most
insulting of questions.”

“Theré is no question of insult,
mother,” the girl said feebly, yet with
dignity. “You—will not see. You
will not understand me. It is alvays
the same.” - There were unshed tears
ia the beautiful eyes, a wan ageny on
the beautiful face.

“How pitiful is Ingratitude!” the
older woman said suddenly, bitterly.
“Oh, if I had only had your life when
I was a girl! You have never kiown

work and struggle, poverty—aye,
sometimes even starvation. You
have had no toil, no miserable drag-
ging on from dag to day. From vour
cradle you have had luxury Your path
in life has been strewn with roses—
while mine was—" The words ended
with a gesture. Then, after an in-
stant’s pause, the woman spoke again
—=s8poke with another bitter laagh.
“Well, there is an old adage that sin
will find one out, and so my punish-
ment was bound to come sooner or
later. It has come through you!"

Alwynne put out her little “11nd.
There was a sound in her moiher's
voice she had never heard before. It
touched her to the quick of her ten-
der young heart. .

“Mother—mother!”
enly, pleadingly.

But Mrs. Brabante turned away de-
liberately. She bent her stately head
over her jeweled watch.

“Five minutes to the half hour.”
She shrugged her shoulders. “Well,
my answer t o your request can be
conveyed in the space of two of tadse
minutes.” She raised herself with
her usual imperious bearing. * You
wish to know—what we are, what
position we hold—and what our pro-
per statue is? You shall know all
this. If the truth Le unpalatable you
must blame your own folly and cur-
fosity for prompting you to inquire
too deeply into that which was never
intended for your knowledge. You
seem to be under the impression l‘mtI
we are living a sham life—a life loi
which we have no definite claim. !
Pf-ncucnlly, I suppose you are ”gh"!leaﬂesa yet, but showing a ripening
We are shams—both of us.” | tendency to budding green, crept the

Alwynne shivered under the ccld, | yellow rose of the morning sun.
calm, merciless voice and manner. Alwynne, crouched up on her bed,

“In the world of fashion and rank | clothed in the dress she had worn
we have distinctly no place. M.\"yesterday, cald and stiff with her

WHOLE FANILY
USES THEM

“Fruit-a-tives™ Keeps Young And Old
In Splendid Hea'th

J. W. HAMMOND Esa.
SCOTLAND, ONT., Avg. 25th. 1013

‘‘Fruit-a-tives” are the only pill
manufactured, to my way of thinking.
They work completely, no iping
whatever, and one is slenty or an
ordinary person at a dose. My wife
wasa martyr to Constipation. Wetried
everything on the calendar without
satisfaction, and spent large sums of
money until we happened on *Fruit-
a-tives’’, I canmot say too much in
their favor.

We have used them in the family for
about two years and we would not use
nnpything else as long as we can get
“Fruit-a-tives’’,

Their action is mild, and no distress
atall. I have recommended them to
many other peo?’le. and our whole

family nses them
J. W. HAMMOND.
Those who have been cured by **Fruit-
a-tives’ are and happy to tella
sick orailing friend about these won-
derful tablets made from fruit juices.
50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25c.
Atall dealers or sent on receipt of price
by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

she said brok-

broke most beautiful. The dawn was
very still. Even here, in the ceanter
! the great town, its stillness was
albsolute.
From behind the trees in the park,

Tuunton's attentions had been a3 evi- f¢F—"

dent to her as to Mrs. Brabante She| Alwynne put out her cold hand.
ha¢ no real knowledge of what had' “I am neither mad nor ill,” she
happened, only she felt sure that said, and the 'strength of determina-
tbe present shadows on her dear one’s tion was in her voice now. “I am
f: ce were occasioned in some way by neither mad nor ill, mother, ani jou

wondered with a pang, how even then
she could have been so blind, how it |
was she could not have seen the dif-|
lruem‘e between tie other girs and‘
{ herself!

| It was like recalling a burst of sun- |

shine, the remembrance of those |
days! How happy she had been, and
hcw much love and sympathy she had |
received! |
The sunshine vanished suddenly, a

|
chill gloom came in its stead. The!

be rolling away! Why was it that
everything that was painful came |
crowding into her mind? As she
sat there, conviction forcing its chill |

homestead entry (including the time | fingers on her heart, she seemed to"}”* She must have the voice of fact to riisery, I have never forgetten
| required to earn homestead patent) | k0w all at once why it was that her | finish the conviction. There was

lived her school days. Now, all seem-
ea to grow clear—that chance meet—l
ing with Honorine Delmonte in (‘nnri
aca, and the pain and mystiﬂca(lon}
t:at had followed on that meeting. |

Alwynne had never understood why |
Honorine never came to call at her |
hctel; why her mother paid no at-
tention to Mrs. Brabante; why, when |
they met in the street, Honorine
would bow hurriedly, and seem as
though she did not wish to see the
girl who had been her chosen com-
rade and confidante in the old pen-
sion home. She had been too prould
ty speak of this to her mother; in-
deed, by that time she had learned
the truth of her position with her |
n:other, and had already taught her-
self reticence and repression. She |
had been deeply hurt by Honorine's
coldness and forgetfulness, and if her
pride had not been so great she
might have gone to her old school'
friend, and asked simply and straight-
forward the reason for such a change

Fortunately, Alwynne's proud spirit
came to her rescue, and supported
her in thig, as in all other disappoiat-
ments. She tried to dismiss Honor-
ine from her memory, if this was her
idea of friendship. Then to ‘Alwynne
she existed no longer; but neverthe-
less, she had wearied herself with
conjecture as to the cause of this
strange behavior on the part of one
wlo she had imagined had loved her,
ard never until today had even a
shadow of the truth come into her
mind.

As she sat there, growing more pal-
i¢ each moment, the mystery faded
ir.to nothing—the truth was revealed.

“It was because of somethiing—
some disgrace—some awful stain up-
cc us! Honorine must have kaown.
They—they would not let her come
to me; that is why ehe atways turned
20 white when we met. I remember
one day there were tears in her eyes;
for she used to love me. Poor Hon-
crine, it must have hurt her to hurt
ne! She did not know that I would
rot understand.”

She passed one cold hand over her
eyes; her head and throat were burn-
fug as with fever. She suffered now as
she had never known it was possible
for a human creature to suffer.
Scenes and memories returned to her,
ell bearing some small trait to make
up the whole. The curiosity awaken-

ralgla.

tl.. Jdangerously interesting man krow it. If I have been mad at all it
“I gn to madame now—I return im- has been in the past—in these last
mediately,” she eaid softly, as she three miserable years that we have
passed out. And her big, brown spent together, you and I, alone!”
kand went tenderly toward he Mrs. Brabante's face changed sui-
siender figure as though it would dcnmly; a dull-red flush mounted ‘o her
have rested a moment on the beauti- brow, her cold, hard eyes grew bril-
fu! bowed head. liant. She looked at the girl as
She closed the door softly, and Al- though she could have struck her to
wynne gave a hurried sigh—a sigh thc¢ ground.
drawn from her very heart of hearts. “How dare you! How
“l must know the truth!” she said speak to me like this!

lare, you
Do you for-

In certain districts a_homesteader  Birl sat with clenched, cold hands, !? herself. “I must know the wisle, get I am vour motler?”
standing may pre-empt a|tl' nking—thinking! A veil seemed to | tR€ absolute truth!

Know it toright Alwynne shivéred. She had her
—-now, at once!"” two hands tightly clasped together.
The burden of silent endurance, of “Forget it? No, no, no!" she cried
struggling against this indefinite yot passionately. “Do 1 ever forget 1t?
invincible enemy, was too much for Tlhrough all my pain, through all iny
taia.
ant I would have loved you always, a6 1

| school friend's affection had not out |a grain of doubt that this fact wculd d'd three years ago but you would

be given her, not a glimmer of hope not have my love; you cast it fiom
that she might be mistaken. She you, you—"
knew she was not mistaken. She Mrs. Brabante repeated her words.
was prepared for the worst. She ouly | “Pain—misery! Pain—misery! An®
wondered how it was she had lived you stand there and dare to say ihese
s0 long without having arrived at this things—you, who have had so much!
state of mind before. i Think—think what your life is! Ccn-
She walked to one of the windows, trost it, if you can, with a thousand
pulled up the blind, and pushel UP other girls of your own age. ee
one of the panes. The damp, cold yat you have had more than these
air was refreshing; but the desolation otkers. There is nothing in the world
of the world outside struck on her you cannot have if you choose to ask
acew. She felt an awful weariress for it, you—"
anld hopelessness of life upon her in The girl broke
this moment, a sensation that i1 al- gjonately.
ter days she had never been able to “Then,x she said, with a sor: of
describe, even to herself, in remem- ficrce determination in  her roice,
brance. Turning suddenly she waik- “ghen 1 will ask now for what T have
ed from the room. longed for all these months past. It
Her mother was located & iew has never come to me definitely un-
doors away.\She kuocked, waited for til tonight, but it has been there all
the clear voice to give her admit. the time, gnawing my heart, as it
tance, and then turned the hanile. were freting my pride, sapping my
Mrs. Brabante was almost dressed enjoyment. Mother! mother! you can
for dinner. Her blue velvet gown was give me diamonds! There is nothing,
receiving a few finishing touches from as you say yourself, you cannot give
Marie’s deft fingers, and she herself me if I ask it! Give me, then, the
was putting one or two small yet ex- answer I ask for now. Tell me I am
quisite jewels amid the priceless lace mad if you will, only let me know the
that surrounded her handsome neck. truth. It is this shame that is Kkill-
She frowned as she caught sight of ing me, this false life, with a shadow
Alwynne's figure in the mirror., always in the background, which
“Not ready, Alwynne! You yjj] makes me what I am. I kulow,
be very late!” she said sharply. though I have so much more than
“Marie is just done with me, We Other girls, that I—I—lack somethiag.
have only eighteen minutes before These other girls have something 'l
Lady Marbury and Sir Henry arrive.” shall never have, perhaps; 1 dont
Alwynne came deliberately up: to WARL 95 SONE DA, ISEONAD, -9-o008
the table. She looked wan, almost old your pardon, your forgiveness for
in the brilliant light. Her hair was anything that may hurt you in my
pushed back from her P words. I doa’t want to look into the

She
had a strained expression in the eyes Aok T:only WaNt 00 AW the u;ulh,
and arqund the mouth that told of iy :’r mlhndratt res‘t‘.'to Be.5 pioni
Intense pain, either bodily or mental. Toid  onpihe b udre. X e
“Send Marie away. 1 The voice paused, broken wi e

wish to'
speak to you,” she said, © haustion, by emotion. Mrs. Brabante

In a low
y if-
voice, with a m ) A stood in the same pgse, her magn

anner that was as ce- cgut figure drawn its full height,

i
Hr;u!eBu her movergent had been. the diamonds and \ubies gleaming
T8. Brabante turned a trifie pale. o soft lace on her

wus
hard, grim, bit-
the almost per-
oval face. She
h magnificent sta-

in hurriedly, pas-

mo- fect beauty of he
ment. She dismissed the maid abrupt- had the air of so

ly, telling her to return-and get avery- tye. There was n§t a gleam of wo-

thing ready immediately for Alwynue manllﬁeu about hej figure or counten-

and then, as they were alone, she ance.

looked steadily into her dauglter's| She broke the silynce that followed

beautiful miserable eyes, ‘ou Alwynne's speeck by a short Jaugh
“Well?” she said coldly. “What 18'—curt, hard, cruel.

the meaning of this extraordinary, “You have strange ideas of things,

word, Alwynne, you almost alarm me! sneer in her voice “I do not wish to

ed always by her handsome mother,

this theatrical, behavior? Upon my 'certainly” she u]?; then, with a

[

name is not Brabante, neither is [n;iserable night’'s miserable vigil,
yours. The only name to which I|watched the sun’s rise with dull, dry,
fancy~you have any real or legal claim | aching eyves.

wculd be that which was mine b=fore | (To be continued)

—before 1 met your father. I don't |
suppose you will care to assume it,l

so there will be n» necessity to tell
i new title “William the eatest,” -
You of it now, or of the earlier events | STRNn.,. s

ot my life. Time is short, so [ will ' d¢d We were allowed to finish the
SOUREnAS Ak ttapat ﬁen:enu. -Manitoba Free Press,
She was speaking in her old cold, |
calm way. | Germany has circulated a pamphiet
“The money which is a cause Or‘throughout Italy entitled “The Tr.th
such distress to you is the outcome of  atout the War."”
my professioinal career as anp actrass, | =
and my success in that career. Twen-| Rome—The Italian authorities 1ave
tv years ago, Alwyune, the name of |issued a decree prohibiting all aerial
Louise Lale was as well knowa 3sfna\'igaléon over” Italian territory.
the dome of St. Paul's My artistié |
path was not a high one.” The wo- |
man was gazing into the mirror,

We do not object to the:Kaiser's

The bombardment of a defenseless
and | public by British war poets is a plain
put some touches to her hair, as she | violation of the laws of humanity.—
spoke calmly, collectively, coldly. "IIWashington Post.

was jn fact, what is known .as a|

music hall singer, a variety artiste!” | Among the points still to be settled
She laughed. “My voice was nm'(-rf‘i, whether an abundant supply of
brilliant, my personal attractions | princes is an asset or a liability.—
were. | was a success. It is not nec- Springfield Republican.
essary for me to insist exactly in | —_———
what way. You are sufficiently s wo- |
man of the world to understand now
that the fortune I inherit and lLoid
was not all the product of my profes-
sion. The man whom you treat 5"!Journal4
badly is one of the old friends re-|
maining from those old days. Sir
\Henry had always worshipped me.
Tomorrow he would make me his
wife but for the existence of a Lady
Graham already, When she dies,
which she may any day, I shall, of
course occupy her place. Are rou
satisfied? Is there more you waat to |
know? Kith and kin you have n«t— | Bucharest, Sept. 24
at least not to my knowledge. I cut | High official circles teday declared
myself adrift from any own p;”pl”!‘zal Roumania -has now finally Jueid-
years and years ago. While for vour }ei to parlicipate in the war ¢n the
father's family—" | side of the Allies. It is stated that the

There was a curious look in the |new cabinet has at last succeeded in
women’s hard, beautiful face, and a |overcoming the opposition of King
ring of something that touched Al-;('urh at least to the extent of agree-
wynne's already overburdened heart ilr,," to tle of the Rcu-
with a fresh pain in the laugh that ! p.unia arm. this effect
followed on this pause. | have been issued, and the mobiliza-

“Well, your fathek’s people will !t%.v.l will take place within a week
never seek you, Alwynne, and I would | The military council believes that
advise you never to attempt to seek ‘R( umania will declare war and will
them. They are too proud to forsive | a¢ once proceed to the occupation of
a disgrace, even though it be twenty | T: -sylvania.
years old, and bears a face like
ycurs.” Mrs. Brabante turnei and "
looked at her daughter. “I must go |
down to meet my guests, but T can
g!ve you one more minute. Is there
acything more you desire to know ?"

She took up her jeweled fan and
stood there—imperious, magnificent,
callous—waiting for another word
from the wan, ashep lips.

Then, as Alwynne threw out her
hands, with a choking sob of agony in
her throat, and turned slowly, blinlly
to find the door, the woman revolved
ard looked once again at her reflec-
ticn.

“I will come to your room tomorrow
morning, Alwynne,” she said, calling
after the girl in a clear, cold voice.
“You will be bétter in bed. 1T will
make your excuse to Lady Marbary.
Now you know the real value of your
beauty you will be more careful of it,
perhaps!”

She stood a moment looking after
the gidl, frowneq figreely, as she
heard Alwynne's door close, then
sl-rugged her shoulders and smiled, as
Marie came forward with her wrap
and prepared her to go downstairs.

CHAPTER IX
After rain, sunshine. The morning

Kaiger's .order forbidding prayers
|ur British success in English chur-
|ebes in Germany, indicates distrust
|0t his Junior Partner.—Wall Street

fhe Kaiser seems to have gone to
a retreat. But judging from the way
thc British bulldog is hanging to his
flank, he doesn’t seem to be getting
much of the rest cure.—St. Thomas
Jcurnal.

Roumania,

mobilization
Orders to




