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“I Want Your Dinner.” A .

¢ QHE butcher, ma’am.”
I l I ‘Mrs. Chauncey Callerder put
down her half-eaten muffin with

a gesture of ' despair, as she look-
::r at the tidy, white-capped maid before

“Why does he always come at breakfast
time? As if it is possible to know then
what one is going to want.for the day!
T'm sure I can’t think of a thing! Chaun-
cey, you might help me. 1 get so tired
planning the meals, and it’s very hard to
order for a small family. What would you
like for dinner tonight?”

“Roast peacock,” said Mr. Callender.

“Would you like a beefsteak?” His wife
patiently ignored the Jast remark, which
as a stock answer to a stock question pad
even ceased to irritate her.

“] ghouldn’t mind having it.”

« ‘Shouldn’t mind having it!” I'm asking
you if you want it.

“] want anything that you do.”

“Oh, Chauncey! You’ll drive me
crazy-mad some day. I wish you'd express
a preference; it would make it so much
easier for me. Would you like chickens?
1 know- that Cadmus had poultry on
Wednesday.”

Mr. Callender’s expression became sud-
denly tinged avith melancholy. Although
he was now metropolitan in appearance,
manner and habit, his early existence had
been spent upon a farm, where the killing
and eating up of chickens at certain per-
jods of the year was an economic process,
compulsgéy upon the household. A mo-
mentary .ickness’ and distaste of life seem-
ed evélved from the recolleetion as ke
ansysered:

“1 don’t seem to care much for chicken.”

“You never do, and I am so fond of it.
Well, chops then. Would you like bread-
ed chops?”’

“We have those almost every night,
don't we?” returned Mr. Callender brisk-
ly, under the impression that he was be-
ing agreeable. “When in doubt, have
chops. Oh, yes, I like them well enough,
when they’re not raw in the middle, like
the last. But get what you want your-
self, Cynthia, it really doesn’t make any
difference to me.”

“That’s so like you! Why don’t you tell
me at the time when things are wrong,
instead of coming out with it like this,
afterward? Why don’t you say the chops
were raw? Mine were all right.” She re-
garded him with affectionate exasperation,
her wrath tempered by a guilty conscious-
ness that there had been undue sameness
in the meals lately. “If I were like some
wives——""

“The butcher, ma'am—he’s waiting,” in-
terposed the maid, apologetically.

«Tell him 1)l come down to the village
myeelf and give the order,” said Mrs. Cal-
lender, with dignity. “I'll surprise you

with & r%]y good dinner tonight, som
thing out7of the ordinary. We'll have a

dinner party fof ourselves.”
“All right,” said Mr. Callender, with
aminable slacrity, feeling relieved of all

individual: responsibility. “Let's, as the
children my, I'll bring out a bottle of
wine and some flowers for you to aarry
out the ixa,"'he added, with a magnifi-
cent co-operation in her plans that would
have made dp for all his previous shrot-
comings, if he had not suddenly remarked
as he was going out of the door.

“By the way, We may have company
tonight, but I'm not sure. I nearly forgot
to mention it.”

“Chauncey!” :

“A couple of Englishmen over here to
interview the firm; nice fellows you'd like
‘ém. They may give us a big order if
things are satisfactory and we treat ’em
right.”

“Chauncey!” \

But he was gone for his train. Mrs.
Callender looked horrified,and then laugh-
ed. It wasa way he had. His unexpect-
edness was slway;‘ a secret delight to her,
although she ougwardly bemoaned it; it
gave her a gampler’s interest in existence,
and also a pleasing sense of masculine
masterfulness. She was wont to thank
heaven ‘that she was married to a man.

At no time would Mns. Callender have
been averse to the society of two nice
men for dinner. She decided at once to
expect them permanently, and, according-
ly, took her cookery books in for consul-
tation with the kitchen divinity, an elder-
ly, compelent woman, newly installed,
whose look of aggrieved patience bhad been
gained fram a peripatetic experience of
young and pic nousewives.

There wgs, however, an innate joyous-
ness about young Mrs. Callender, which
bubbled forth at all times and in all
places, carrying preconceived opinions with
it. The countenance of the cook insens-
ib_livl' relaxed as Mrs. Callender beamingly
said:

“I'm going to have a good dinner to-
mg]‘l,t, Catherine, and 1 want you to help
me.’

""Yeﬁ, ma‘am—foy how many?”

Only four. I've decided on some of
the things I want.- You know how to
make cream of celery soup?”’

“Yes, ma'am.”

“And boiled salmon with white sauce—
you made the last very nicely; and cucum-
beff’ ,drf"‘s* with oil and vinegar—"

,\Gq 11 have to order the oil, ma’am, as
weTe just out of iv.”

] “Yes, I will; of course, we’ll need it-for
the mayonmaise also. I')l have tomato
salad, .and ! wish you would make some
cheese waftes w go with it, Jike those we
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rhubarb tarts and a frozen chocolate pud-
ding for desert—here’s the recipe for that
—with whipped cream. And you might
make a small cake of any kind that’s easy,
Catherine.”

“What kind of meat is it to be, ma'am ”’

“Spring lamb,” said Mrs, Callender, with
all .the solemnity which such a resolution

Ademanded. To buy real spring lamb in

the suburbs in early April puts one on a
level with a moneyed aristocracy.

“Spring lamp, jwith mint sauce and
fresh peas and new potatoes, if I can get
them,” she added, reverently, as a saving
clause. She blessed her lucky stars that
it was ‘mot a Friday, when, as every
suburban dweller knows, there are only
a few wilted strands of green to be seen
in the vegetable bins, and nothing but cold
round potatoes and onions and turnips are
untemptingly offered ‘for sale.

“And oh, Catherine,” continued Mrs.
Callender, “we’ll hafe coffee, of course;
and I wish you’d make some of those
lovely little rolls of yours—that is, if.you
have time,” ehe generously conceded.

“I'll put the bit of ironing I have on
hand away until tomorrow,” said Cather-
ine, with the ,resignation of necessity.
“And youwll make out'a list, ma’am, if
youw'd please, of the things we do be need-
ing. I’d have to get at the cake and the
rolls this morning. There’s not a thing in
the house today to start on. We've no
eggs, nor cheese, nor cream, nor chocolate,
and not enough butter, and no rock ealt
for the freezing, and there's no fruit,
either, if you want that.”

“Qh, yes, certainly! It's well that you
reminded me.” Mrs. Callender beamed
anew upon her help. “I’m going out to-
day to luncheon, so you and Nelly will
have all the time there is. I'll go and see
about the ordering at once, as soon as I
have given her directions about the table.
1 wanit everything to look as pretty as pos-
gible. Mr. Callender is going to bring me
some lovely flowers for the centre of it,”
she concluded, with a little flourish.

In the little rounds of a suburban town

any incident is an event. Mrs. Callender
felt that tue day had become one of real
importance. She let her fancy play around
the two Englishmen and her good dinner
and her own toilet until she was in a very
pleasurable state of excitement. And to
be going out to luncheon besides! The
latter, however, was not a real function,
but only the usual commitant of a French
reading which she held .every week with
a friend—still, it was quite like having
two, invitations in one day.
: It happened that another friend stopped
in casually that morning to see Ms. Cal-
lender on her way home from marketing,
and from her she gained the pleasing
knowledge that all the viands on which
she had set her reckless fancy were really
to be had that day—even to the fresh
peas, whose pods might almost have con-
tained emall bags' of gold, so stupendous
was the price asked for them. But when
ghe finally went upstairs to dress she
found, to her consternationy that it was
already halfpast 11, and not a thing or-
dered yet!

Every moment now was precious, She
concentrated all her attention, and, sitting
down by her desk, took up a eheet of blue
paper and wrote down rapidly on it a list
of all her wants—one for the grocer and
one for the butcher. Then Fortune favor-
ing her with the sight of little Jack Rand
across the street, on his bicycle, she called
him over and confided the list to his care.

“And be sure that they both read the
order carefully,” she eaid. ‘“Take it on
to Cadmus when O'Reilly is through with
it. You will not need to tell them any-
thing, except that they are to send the
things at once.”

“Yes,” said Jacky, departing with swift-
revolving red legs. As she saw the blue
paper in his hands, a strange reluctance
seemed to hover over her, she couldn’t
tell why, as if it were something wrong
to write lists on blue paper. Perhaps it
was extravagant. There was a load off her
mind when Jack returned to affirm the
faithful performance of his errand, before
she started out for luncheon. “They had
all the things and they’]l send them right
up they promised.” She repeated his
words with a glow of satisfaction.

There was no French after luncheon that
day. Her friend had tickets for the pri-
vate view ol some pictures in town, and

had when you came last week. They were
awfully goed. And I want just a few

TRURD HAD SEo00 FIRE

Gunn’s Big Building, Containing Many
Stores, Totally Destroyed

Fraser, 1 raser & Co. Among the
Losers--Had 815,000 Stock
and 88,000 Insurance -- Other
Ooncerns Lose Heavily, Being
Only Partially Insured.

against wiom complaint had been made
to the ln_nd]ord some time ago, with a
view to disorganizing the club. Their only
]os;}w-as f\;nlximre. i

The total los will be in the vicinity of
$50,000. Most of the etexes will get tem-
porary quartems at oncg Jd resume busi-
ness. /‘l

'Mr..G'unn vill not/ gebuild, unless he
finds it impossible to’ dspose of the prop-
erty \\fxth'm a reasonable time. The fire
was directly! opposite the Stanley hotel.
The loss, though heavy, is made easier for
the stores “heir stock has been made

much lighter(by the Jarge Christmas trade.

persuaded Mrs. Callender to accompany
her, under the pledge of taking an early
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Merchants Generally ~Well
Pleased With the Business

i
Truro, N. 8., Dec, 30—-(Spécidl)—'f‘he’

_largest fire Truro has had for more thard;

four years took place this morning at 8_;
o’clock, reducing to ashes Gunn’s businessf
block, a large wooden building on Inghs|
street, containing four stores, three oﬂiccc*,i
,two lodge rooms and two club rooms. |

The fire is supposed to have started in|
one of the rooms in the upper flat of the!
building, and the whole inside was aflame’
when discovered. The building is owned
by Daniel Gunn, and is the third destroy-|
ed by fire on the same spot within twelve |
years. It was worth $15,000, and insured !
for $6,000. The building was occupied as|
follows:—

Fraser, Fraser & Co., gents’ furnishings, |
carrying $15,000 stock; insurance, $8,000.
This firm was in the building when it was
burned four years ago in the same place.

George H. Johnston, jeweler, carrying
$10,000 stock, half covered by insurance.
About one-third of stock was saved in a
damaged condition.

A. B. Cox; tailor, $3,000 stock; $1,500 in-
surance.

D. R. Fraser, boois and shoes, $7,000 |
stock; fairly well insured, and part of
steck saved.

Dominion Atlantic Railway offices, loss
about $2,000 or $3,000.

Dr. C. S. MacArthur, dentist, loss $1,-
000; insurance, $200. There were twenty
government, rifles and 2,200 rounds of am-
munition in the doctor’s office. The am-
munition all exploded without damage,

Dr. L. Fulton, loss $500.

Oddfellows’ loss is $2,000, half insured.

Diamond Rebecca Lodge loss is $300.

The two clubs were composed of boys,
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Statemen

for New Brunswick!
& .

Nova Scotia. |

i {

Bradstreet’y issuas the following sum-|
mary of failirs in
inz 1805:

New Brunswick dur-

Month. : i ies |

Assets. Liablilities
Jﬂanuary S $ 4425 $ 9.677 i
February .. . 26,000 70,300
March .. .. 31,800 57,530
Kprt] oo vk 6,000
Ny oo 88

June S
JHY: o el

August . <. R

September ..

October .,

November ..

December .., 8 51,359

Total for 1905 |... 70  gioa10  $402.589

Total for 1904 ... 4) sﬁ;}%},n :;3:;%;

Total for 1903{. . 22 69,425 172,200

Nova ScotidF: ilures. ‘
Halifax, N] S, Dec. 31—(Special)—

There were |il failures in Nova Scotia

during 1905, § iluding Halifax with @

total liabilitie
assets of $492
with liabilitie
assets of $796
city the past
liabilities of §
of $123,550.

f $1,810,930, and nominal
3. In 1904 there were 133
f $1,627,428 and nominal
8. The failures in Halifax
ur numbered fifteen with
$),300 and nominal areets

]
p Manager Retires.
ial)—John Tor-
Capadian man-

rance has ret!

agership of t teamship Line

after a servi 55 yearWWith the com-

pany.

uccessor,

EEEg
Jamf’s‘ ym is hid

Done.

Saturday afternoon a reporter

interviewed a number of wholesale

’m(*rchnnts with regard to the business

done during the year 1903. These includ-
ed dry goods men, grocers, tea men, hard-
ware dealers, plumb.ng contractors, fruit
men and fish dealers. Mcst of them said
at least that the volume of business done
was quite up to the average.

The grocers said they handled more
goods than in 1904. Their profits, how-

ever, were less, owing, they claimed, to |

the shrinkage in the values of flour and
sugar,

Manufacturers of tinware were agreed
{hat the finst six months of 1805 were bad.
During the last half of the year, however,
demands in their line were brisk and
more than recouped their losses.

Contracting plumbers had a busy year
in the outlying points of the provinces, in-
stalling lighting and heating plants. They
say that the farmers are demanding up to
date sanitary arrangements in their
houses to a greater extent nmow than ever
‘before.

Fruit dealers were jubilant at the man-
ner in which they sold their stocks. The
whole season was good but the Christmas
week was e:pecially s0. As one of them
remarked, *‘the people seemed to have the
spending fever, and it did not seem. to
matter what the goods cost, they had to
have them.”

The fish dealers say that business has
been brisk during the past twelve months.
One of them said he never remembered
such gcod prices for stock. Taking the
cateh of fish all round they all said it was
most satisfactory. Some lines. such for
instance as codfish, were a litt.e scarce
but they ccntended this was more than
made up by the plentifulness pf some

-

train back. As a matter of fact, the 6
o’clock bells were ringing before Mrs. Cal-
lender had started to walk home from the
station, feeling thoroughly guilty as gne
thought of her long defection from the
affairs of the household on such a day,
though it was quite likely that Chauncey’s
friends would not come. The blue paper
returned to her mind, unpleasantly, mys-
‘teriously.

She hastened into the kitchen to be con-
fronted by a scene of spotless order, a
brilliant fire in the range shedding a red
glow over the heanth, and the white-
aproned cook sitting in the front of it with
her hands folded and a stony glare in her
eyes.

“How is the dinner gefting on?”’ asked
Mrs. Callender, nervously.

“There ain’t no dinner,” said the- cook.

“No dinner! What do you mean, Cath-
erine?”’

“Not the sign of a thihg has come this
whole blessed day, ma’am; and me a-
waitin’ here with my ironin’ half, done, in
the middle of the week. Not an egg nor
a potato is there in tHe house even.”

Mrs. Oallender stopped, confounded.
The shops were all closed at that hour.

“Why, I saw Jack Rand myseelf, after
he had given the order!” she exclaimed,
and then—she knew: like lightning her
association with the sheet of blue writing
paper was revealed to her; on the other
side of it was written the address of a
new-comer, who lived across the track at
the other end of the village. The market-
ing had gone there!

“Well, I never heard of such a thing,”
she commented blankly, and, as usual,
laughed.

It was but a brief ten minutes later that
her husband was presenting his guests to
her—they had come! She had been but
hoping against hope that they would pot.

“Cynthia, I want to introduce Mr, War-
burton and Mr. Kennard. I have persuad-
od them to dine with us tonight.”

«jt was awfully good of your husband
to invite us,” said Mr. Warburton, who
was the elder, pleasant-faced ‘and gray-
 haired, with the refined accent and ac-
customed  manner of a gentleman, “ I
hope we’ll not inconvenience you, Mrs.
Callender.”

“No, I hope we're not inconveniencing
you,” murmured the other, who lookeil
19 and was 29, who spoke from somewhere
down in his throat and blushed with
every word.

“Not in the least,” said Mrs. Callender,
immediately and intrepidly rising to the
occasion. She was a etanchly hospitable
little soul, and to have refused a welcome
to the guests foisted on her would have
been as impossible to her at any time as
to the proverbial Arab. There was an
inscrutable defiance in her'eyes, however,
when they met her husband’s, which puz-
zled him uncomfortably.

Mr. Nicholas wished us all to dine at
the Waldorf-Astoria,” he explained—Mr.
Nichols was the senior partmer of  the
firm. “But I found, accidently; that these
gentlemen were extremely tired of living
at hotels, and longed for a little homelike
dinner, by way of varity.”

“We have been so much in your big
hotels,” said Mr. Warburbon, apologetic-
ally. “It makes one sery " dull, after a
time, I think. You “ean’t imagine, Mus.
Callender, our joy when Mr. Callender so
kindly offered to take us in. It is uncom-
monly jolly of you both to treat us in
this way.”

“] pemembered that you said we were
to have a particularly good dinner to-
night, so I didn’t telegraph you when I
found that they could come,” said ' Mr.
Callender when the party had separated
to dress, and he and his wife were alone
in their own room. ‘‘Nichols is very anxi-
ous to have them pleased—I told you that
before, I think. They’re looking at ma-
chines, and if they take the London
agency for us it will make a big differ-
ence. Why on earth did you look at me
in that way down stairs? Is there any-
thing wrong?”’

“No, nothing is wrong,” said his wife,
ironically, “‘except that we haven’t any
dinner—to speak of.-Oh, dear, if you make
me laugh. “I'll never be able to hook this
gown. No, it isn’t the least bit tight, it’s
almost too loose, in fact—but 1 can’t hook
it when I laugh. Chauncey, the order went
wrong in some way this morning, and the
marketing never came at all. Just stand

other lines and more than made “up in
prices= Taking it all round 1905 seems to
have been a good year for St. John mer-
chants. Travel by rail and road has been
heavy and money Was casier.

Masonic Officers.
Victoria Lodge,No. 26, F. & A. M., Mill-
i town, has installed: - Gustave Klein, W.
;M.; ¥. Sharpe, S. W.; A. B. McKenzie,
J. W.; A, Hiltz, P. M. Chap.; J. L. Ray,
P. M. Treas.; W. H. Laughlin, M. D., P.
M. Sec.; B. Haley, 8. D.; P. Campbell, J.
D.; A. McDonald, s S: W H Smith,
g8 A Mungall, P. M, D. of C; 0.
i_\lon%o‘n, P. M., I. G.; A. Linden, tyler.
Sussex Lodge: No. 7, F. & A. M, St.

[ Stephen, has nstalled: A. A. Laflin, W.
N

IM. € C. Whitlock, . W.; J. W. Rich-
lnrdson, 3 W PG McFarlane, chap-

! lain; F. M. Murchie, treasurer; J. Vroom,

lscc‘retury; A. C. Gregory, S. D

| Beek, J. D.; E. O. Thomae, 8. S.; L. B.
{ Mitchell, J. S.; F. H. Beek, D. of 'C.; R.
Whitlock, 1. G.; G. F. Cox, tyler.

| W.
| Lodge St.
| Richibucto, has installed: G
| W. My R A lrving I P M 4 €
{ Walker, 8. W.; J. F. McDougall; J. W.;
{H. M. Ferguson, chaplain; A. Hains,
| treasurer; W. H. McLeod, secretary; A.
| Pine, S, D A. McNairn, J. D.; G. W.
' Robertson,
| W. 8. Malley, 3. S
L John Robertson, tyler.
| Alley Lodge, No. 14, F. & A. M., Upper
..\liHﬂ_ has installed: C. W. Gray, w.
| M.; C. G. Chase, 8. W.; H. Hacker, J.
| W.; J. Phinney, chaplamn; E. W. Wood-
cock, treasurer; J. C. Davis, secretary; E.
| Chase, S. D.; W. D. Babeock, J. D.; E.
| ¥. Towers, D. of C.; E. Hall 8. 8.; J.
| Dresser, J. S.; T. W. Fairhead, I. G; D.
| 5. Simpson, tyler.

| EATH CLAIMED MOTHER
. SOON AFTER DAUGHTER

|
| Halifax, Dec. 31—(Special)—This morn-
| ing the death occurred at 255 Albermarle
! street of Maria Lloyd, aged 48 years, after
| a short illness. Two hours after she ex-
'pired her mother, Mrs. Mary Ann Bur-
‘ rows, aged 86; residing in the same house,
also died.
|  Word reached the city Saturday of toe
sudden death at St. Margaret’s Bay of
| Samuel Mascn, J. P. He was aged 55
| and leaves a »'dow and grown up family.

Andrews, No. 16, ¥. & A. M,

J. Murray, I. G;;

H. B

A. Atkinson, |

D. of C.; W. H. Irving, 8. 55!

and take thdt in. If you had only helped
me at breakfast whep I asked you to, it
wouldn’t have happened. I was away all
the afternoon, and, of gourse, Catherine
never sent for anything—just sat and
waited. There's nothing in the house but
some cans of mock-turtle soup and toma-
toes, and one can of corned beef, and a
small one of plum pudding. Catherine is
going to warm the beef in the tomatoes
and make a sauce for the pudding. I'd die
before I’d apologize beforehand to those
men; they’d never forgive themselves for
coming.” = :

Mr. Callender whistled. “Good gracious!
And to think we’ve come from the Wal-
! dori-Astoria for this! But I don't see yet
how it happened,” he incautiously objeot-
ed. “I should think you could have man-
aged better in some way, Cynth.”

“Oh! you do, do you?” said Mrs. Cal-
lender. “Well, I don’t. If you had tihe
housekeeping to look after in a place like

anything you want, and there’s not a shop
in the place open after half-past gix—"

“Yes, I know, I know,” interposed Mr.
Callender hastily, dodging the subject with
the ease of long practice. “But couldn’t
you knock up an omelet, or a Welsh rare-
bit, or some sort of a side dish? Coudn’t
you borrow something ?”’

Mns. Callnder shook her head tragically.

“Nelly went to the Applebons and the
Warings to see if she couldn’t get some
eggs, but they had only one left at each
place. It's no use, Chauncey, we've got to
do the best we can. I’ve put on my pretti-
est gown, and—did you bring the wine?”

“Yes, and it's good,” said Mr. Callen-
der, with returning®cheerfulness. He was
glad now that he had paid a price for it
that was too large ever bo be divulged to
his wife.

“And the flowers?”

“What flowers?”’

“The flowers you said you were going
to bring me.” - .

“My dear girl, I never thought of them
from that moment to this.”

“Then we have nothing for the centre
of the table but that old crumpled-up
fernery,” she paused tragically. “Not even
fruit! There’s another plank gone.”

“Never mind, you're the whole plat-
‘form,” said her husband, with jollity.
“You always manage some way.”

«[ have to,” she pleaded, looking at
herself approvingly in the glass. The jet-
ted black dress set off her white neck
and arms very well. She never considered
herself pretty, but she had an infectious,
smile, brilliant teeth, and those very light
gray eyes that look black under excite-
ment. She cast a provocative glance at her
husband, with mock coquetry, and then
deftly avoided his outstretched arm.

“T've not time for you,” she said sancily,
“But for goodmess sake, Chauncey, Tise
to the occasion all you can.”

The two irveprochably attired men who
made their entrance into the drawing
room looked at her in a manner which she
certainly found encouraging. She conclud-
od that the chances were good for making
them enjoy the dinner, irrespective of its
quality. She was enjoying their unspoken
admiration, and the conversation also,
when Mr. Warburton returned to the sub-
ject of their invitation.

“It’s so good of you to have us without
any notice—so uncommonly jolly for wus.
We've been so tired of hotel cooking, af-
ter the steamer.”

“Yeg,” chimed in the other, “It grew
to be almost as tiresome to us as the
beastly tinned food we lived on when we
were in Africa.”.

“Oh, have you been in Africa lately?”
asked Mrs. Callender with composure, al-
though she and her husband felt the pierc-
ing of a mortal dart, and did not dare to
Jook at each other.

“Yes, Kennard and I were on an ex-
ploring expedition last year, accidentally;
it’s quite a long tale—but we lived on
tinned soups and meats, and even plum
pudding—fancy it in the hot climate!—
until even the smell of them eickened us.
We've not been abe to touch a bit of
tinned food since.” ’

“(Canned things—or tinned, as you call
them—are very useful in emergencies,”
said Mrs. Callender with idiotic solemnity.
“You know you have to eat them some-
times—when you can’t help yourself, you
know, Oh, yes, in emefgencies tinned

OME OF THE N
MOUNTED POLICE

Man Who Has Seen Eight Years Ser-
vice Was in the City Saturday.

A man who has eight years’ service in the
Canadian Northwest Mounted Police to his
[uredit was at the Grand Union on Friday,
| and sailed Saturday on the steamer Paris+
{ian for England, his native country. He
| registered as H. Butcher, and physically

{
|

he was a joy forever.
i He was for four years doing police duty
in the Northwest Territories, and during
the remainder of his service was stationed
in the Yukon region. He expressed his
admiration for the West and, made the
usual predictions. A member of the police
force, however, he remarked, could not be
always assured of ‘‘wearing fine Jinen and
fareing sumptuously every day,” for while
on duty in remote districts there were
frequent times when it was 3 problem to
procure food.

“But a man's all right in the West,” he
said, “if he has plenty of ‘punk’ (food),
dry socks and a Jean-to.”

Seamen’s Institute Big Week.

In the Seamen's Institute the last week
of 1905 proved a record breaker as regards
attendance of men from ehips in the har-
bor. During six days the institution was
visited by 720 seamen, making an average
of 120 a day, and including 350 who were
present at the distribution of comfort bags
on Thunsday, a grand total of 1,070 visitors
was recorded. I

The temperance gathering on Saturday
was held under the auspices of the W. C.
T. U. Mms. C. H. Dearborn presided, and
Rev. Thomas Marshall delivered a stir-
ring temperance address. The speaker
directed his remarks more towanrds show-
ing the beauty of temperance than the
evils of excess. At the ciose twenty-four
seamen signed the pledge. Hot coffee and
calin were served by the ladies, and a
pleasant and profitable evening was con-
cluded by singing Kternal Father, Strong
to Save.

Many expressions of gratitude towards
the citizend of 3. John were heard among

this, Chauncey, where you mever can get |
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“There Ain’'t No Dinner,” Said the Cook.

things are very useful—if you like ’em.”
Mr, Kennard laughed heartily, as if at
some delicate joke. “Ah, yes, yes, if you
like them—if you like them, Warburton,
yes—mind that, yes!” "
 “Excuse me for a moment,” said Mrs.
Callender, with graceful deliberation,
sweeping slowly out of the room, and, as
soon as the door had closed behind her,
rushing into the kitchen wildly. The for-
tunes of war were against her, but win the
victory ehe would. There had to be'some
way out of this!
“Don’t dish up a thing, Catherine,” she
ordered, breathlessly. “It is mo 'uee, the
gentlemen never eat anything canned. I've
got to think of something else.”” Daunted
by the grim face of the insulted cook, she
turned appealingly to the waitress, a young
and venturesome person, as woman to
woman. “You must know of something
1 could do, Nelly!”
“The Warings, ma’am—" .
«You told me you'd been there, and
that everything they had was cooked for
their own dinner.”
The eyes of Irish Nellie sparkled. “That’s
just it, ma’am. Mr. Waring's home late
tonight, and they’re only just now sitting
down to the soup. I seen it going in
through the window. If you—" she stop-
ped, tentatively.
“Well, well—say it!”
“Sure they’d loan you the whole dinner,
ma’am, if you asked it.”
The light of kindred inspiration kindled
in Mrs. Callender. The neighborhood was
practically a jointstock food co: Y,
where maids might be seen flitting through
the back yard at any hour of the day or
evening with the spoils of the borrower.
But an entire dinner! The magnificence
of the scheme took Mrs. Callender’s
bredath away.
“«Yowd give the lend of it yourself,
ma’am,” said Nelly, impartially.
Mrs, Callender gasped—and assented.
“Come!” ghe said, and followed by the
maid dashed out of the kitchen door, down
the back piazza steps, and then up again
on the piazza of the adjoining house.
The people seated at the table in the
dining room looked up at the long window,
amazed to see Mrs. Callender gesticulating
insanely af them from without.
“Don’t help any more of that soup,”
che “called insistently. “Don’t help any
more of it—wait till I get in.” The win-
dow opened from the inside, and she hwy-
ed herself into the room. “No, no!” she
answered the look on their horror-struck
faces, “it’s not poiconed. I don’t mean
that—it’s all right; but I want it myself.
I want your dinner. Oh, will you let me
take it home with me?”
“My dear Mrs. (Callender,” expostulated
Mr. Waring in a quieting voice, rising cau-
tiously. .

“No, I'm not crazy I mean just what I
say. My husband has brought home com-
pany, and we had only a canned dinmer,
and they cant’ eat it because they’ve been
in Africa—and, oh, I can’t explain. And
it’s o important, to treat them well, and
—oh, you dear thing!”

For Mrs, Waring had handed the soup
to Nelly and was already giving orders to
her own maid.

“Don’t say another word,” ehe com-
manded rapidly, with a woman’s percep-
tion grapping the situation. “Send us
over just what you have in exchange. We
have only a plain home dinnér—roast
beef, vegetables, macaroni, cottage pud-
ding—you can put the things in your oven
again, Henry, carry over this roast, will
you? Don’t make any noise, any of you.”

“I'Il take the potatoes,” eaid Mre. Cal-
lender fervently, but as she climbed her
own piazza steps olce more and esaw the
ghostly procession that came and went
stealthily bearing dishes, her knees sud-
denly bent under her, and she leaned
against one of the piazza posts, too weak
from laughter to move.

“Take care, yow'll drop that dish,” eaid
Mr. Waring, interposing a dexterous arm,
while he endéavored to balance the roast
on the railing. “Mre. Callender, don’t sit
down on the piazza; get up. You’ll have
me laughing, too, if you don’t stop, and
I’ve got to take this in and go back for
plates.” -

“We have plates,” said Mns, Callender,
strangling. “Oh, Mr. Waring, we have
plates—ve, have something. - Oh, Mr. War-
ing, go and leave me! “Tll never be able
to stand up.” i,

“Hello, what’s the matter?”’ Mr. Calle
der, with an excited whisper, came peer-
ing out into the semi-darkness, ‘“That
back door keeps letting in an infernal
draught. What on earth are you and
Waring - doing out here, Cynthia? And
you without a thing over your shouldens!
I call that mean, having a good time out
here by yourself, and leaving me inside to
do all the entertaining. Don’t you know
that we're waiting for dinner, and it's
after half-past 7 o’clock?”

His illused expression was the last
etraw. Mr. Waring rocked and reeled
with his platter, while the roast perform-
ed an obligato movement.

«“Oh!” moaned Mns. Callender, as her
husband finally assisted her to an erech
position, and offendedly took up the dish
of potatoes. “Don’t say a word, don’t ask
me a thing; yowll never in this world
know all I've gone through in the last
hour—you couldn’t take it in. But I've
got the dimner—your Englishmen are pro-
vided for—your future is assured, and all
that we have to do mow is to go in and
eat—and eat—and eab.”

THE EXND.

returned

the men of the sea before they
to their ships.

At the Sunday service, which was in
dharge of R. M. Smith, four seamen ap-
plied for Bibles and requested that their
pames be written in them.

WOODSTOCK TOWN
ELECTIONS JAN. 13

Woodstock, Dec. 29—Probably the last
meeting of the present board of coun-
cillors was held this evening. Mayor
Jones and a full board present. The fol-
lowing returning officers and subs’ utes
were appointed: South eide of creek, Ww.
H. Everett for No. 1 poll, Fred Davidson
substitute; John Donnelly for No. 2 poll,
John P. McCarron substitute; north side
of creek, J. C. Hartley for No. 1 poll,
Frank Foster substitute; J. Rankin
Brown for No. 2 poll, Mered Brewer sub-
stitute.

On motion the annual town meeting
will be held in the council chamber Mon-
day, Jan. 8, at 8 o'clock.

The council board secured buckboards
and the members all drove to the new
dam some mi'es up the Meduxnakik,where
a night crew is at work intending to com-
plete the dam toright. It has been an
immense undertaking, and the citizens
are pleased at its successful completion.

At present writing the candidates in
the field for clection on Jan: 15 are:
Mayor—Dcnald  Munro, Ooun. 1. D.
Stevens; for councillors, six.to be elected
—Couns. J. S. McManus, I. Fisher, John |

S, Leighton and A. G. Fields, Alex. Dun-|
bar, sr.; names under consideration, J. |
W. Astle, Coun. A. Henderson, B. Harry |
Smith, 1. E. Sheasgreen.

To Reform St. Lawrence Pilotage

Ottawa, Dec. 20—The control of the St
Lawrence Gulf pilots will on the first of the
year pass from the Quebec pilotage board to
the Department of Marine and Fisheries. It
|is understood that changes will at once be
| made in the system for the purpose of im-
| proving the service and preventing the re-
| currence of the chapter of accidents which
{has given the St. Lawrence route a bad |
name among shippers and insurance men of |
Great Britain. |

the C. P B. Buer Montseul il aait o |
|gorrow for London. She will take 650 cat-
| e.
| " The Donaldson liney Indrani is expected to.z
day with general cargo from G{asgow.

SEVEN SUICIDES IN
ST JOHN LIST YEAR

Deaths from General Causes Larger
in Number Than in 1904,

e

About January 3 the secretary of the
board of health will commence to prepare
the yearly statements of the board of
health and as far as the number of deaths
is concerned there is not great differerice
between the present and previous years.
Last year there were 739 death re-
corded, and ‘to date this  year,
the number is 749. The number of in-
fectious disease’cases will this year be in
excess of the foregoing year and one of
the reasons attributed is that the physi-
cians now promptly report to the board
whatever infectious cases they happen to
be treating.

Unhappily the year has been a record
one for suicides. Five were reported to
the board—two in July, one in September
and two in November. There were

sy SR

also ‘two other cases of self-destruction, ;

onc in the alms house and one in the
provincial hospital for the treatment of
nervous diseases.

Nova Scotia Schooner Ashore.
Vineyard Haven, Mass., Dec. 30—The

little British barquentine John S. Ben-

nett, from New Jersey for H,aﬁfax (N. 8)

| soon after passing this port today was

driven onto Hedge Fence Shoal and, al-
though the tug Mams went to her aseist-
ance she was unable to get a line aboard
and the vessel was still on the ehoal at
dark tonight. Owing to the offshort wind
the vessel did not pound today and it is
helieved that she will be released tomor-
row. :

The Bennett is commanded by Captain
Tirth, is owned in Liverpool (N. 8.), re-
gistens 290 tons and carries a cargo of
fertilizer.

British Alien Act Into Effect

London, Jan. 1—The, alién act, passed at
the last session of parllament, came into
effect tcday. The first effect of the new law
was that the immigration officers refused to
permit the laading of twenty-four of forty-
iwo idmigrants from Germany.
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