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March upstairs and dictate to an un-
n violinist what he should play?
"After all, this Mr. Thomas was
old man, and doubtless somewhat
1. He meant it for a compliment
thought of it at all, which last

It came to be a regular thing after
t for Miss Priscilla’s plano selec-
of the late afternoon to be re-
d on the violin in the early even-
‘At first it troubled the little lady

much, but gradually she dismiss-
it as an old man’'s whim—a way of
ig her that he had appreciated her
Before lonz she found herself us-
much care and discrimination in
gelections, and awaiting with some
tience the result. It was one day

she purposely selected a little-
n melody, and found herself glee-
wondering what he would do
thag she suddenly realized where

stood.
{ss Priscilla was inexpressibly
. She—a Hunter! Yet how eas-
s she had fallen into this thing! He
d see!—It would be some time be-
he heard that piano again.
ustairs a lonely man waited in vain
his “theme,” as he called the “Auld
Syne’s” that floated up to him
the floor below. He had come to
ch with delight for these themes.
gratified him to think that he was
£ g the old ears below with the
avorite melodies of a bygone youth.
the sixth silent twilight hour
pestirred himself.
“The poor old soul must be sick,” he
oquized; and forthwith went out
bought a basket of grapes and &
dogen red roses. ;
'o Betty he said:
“They're for the old lady, Betty, with
mpliments.”
e old lady?’ Betty’s forehead
oxe a puzzled frown.
“iTo pe sure! The one who so kind-
‘sent me my tea, you know. She's
' gick, I'm afraid. She hasn’t played a
note for a week. * * * Well?” This in
sonse to the look which had come
) y’s face.
‘Nothing, sir,” said Betty, as she
down. the stairs, the basket bump-
against the balusters, and the roses
‘modding over her shoulder to the puz-
gled man behind her. In the third-floor-
ront a minute later she faced dismay,
onsternation, and a pair of cheeks
that vied with the roses themselves.
“But, Betty, I can’t take—these!”
Miss Priscilla.
0, ma'am,” said Betty.
“You must carry them back.”
#“Yes, ma’am.” Betty did not stir.
" Phere was a long pause. Miss Pris-
ellla’s eyes were on the roses, She
‘touched the great velvety petals, first
with har fingers, then with her hot
‘cheeks. Twice she held them out—and

eniff of sweetness.
| Betty gave a gentle sniff.

‘“He'll feel bad, ma’am,” she began
tentatively. “He said as how you'd
made him tea when he was sick.”

. “But I'm not sick.”

\“He said as how he thought you was.
' You hadn’t played lately.”
'\ Miss Priscilla gasped and
She still held the roses.
Betty backed toward the door.

sat down.

*em,” she said warily. “You see there
3 was the tea.” .

. = “ know; but—well, of course, he's
old, and—" Miss Priscilla stopped and
buried her face in the roses.

Retty turned her back suddenly.
ke “] guess you better keep ‘em,” she
. adid in a cheery voice, as she passed
swiftly into the hall and closed the

T.

‘“Oh-h!" shivered Miss Priscilla,
: }i!alf fearfully, half delightedly. “I've
'got to—mow!” And she hugged the
yoses and took a furtive peep at the

i “ From the wall seven pairs of eyes
Jooked down reproachfully; Hunters
‘did not accept flowers and fruit from
unknown men.

‘I don’t care,’ said Miss Priscilla
awith sudden spirit. “I haven’t had
pes nor roses for—for years. AS

‘. §¢ it would hurt me to take them from
that poor old man in the attic!”

The*roses lasted four days; and dur-
Ing those four days, and for many

. days afterwards Miss Priscilla. played
regularly every afternoon at twilight.
She dared not risk a second silence,
end a second bestowal of sympathy
§n the shape of grapes and roses,

. It was a week after the roses had
faded that Betty came with a message
and an oblong piece of pasteboard.
There was to be a concert. Mr.
Thomas ~ himself was to play in the
orchestra, and he had this ticket at

his disposal. Could she not use it?
B The concert was to be at a hall only
B2 & block away—easy walking distance.
B &t would be a pleasure to him to see

that no harm befell her either going
or coming from the concert, if she
would be so kind-as to grant him that
privilege. He was a stranger, he
knew, but Mrs. Saunders, the land-
Jady, would vouch for him. It was
to be a fine concert—such a pity if
ghe should lose it!

Miss Priscilla drew herself to her
full height and said ‘no” very decid-
edly as befitted a Hunter.

After Betty had left the room Miss
Priscilla cried a little. It was such a
fine concert—such a pity to lose it.
Even now she could see the lights
and the people, and hear the exhilar-
gting hum pf an assembling audience.
But as for accepting this ticket, and
going and coming with this strange
man—never!
Hunter young ladies had not been al-
lowed to appear in public unchaper-
oned.

To be sure she was forty (Miss
Priscilla shivered a little and picked
up a hand-glass to look for wrinkles)
and the man was doubtless old enough
to be her father. Now that she thought
of it, it was a little strange that she
had not seen him. Still, preparing
her own meals as she did, it was not
so remarkable for she had little op-
portunity of mingling with the other
lodgers.

Miss
when
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Priscilla’s eyes were still red
the landlady came up. Mrs.

Saunders, too, thought it was such a
fine concert—such a pity to lose it.
She knew Mr. Thomas well — such a
nice man! — some money, too, though
not rich—still, not poor, in spite of his
attic room.

bim, in fact.

NPT

She had always known
She would not hesitate
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“He'd be hurt, sure, if you TEEADOd | even though they could not all be Hun-

doubtful! Very siowly Miss Pris-
walked back to her chair and sat

' other such.

twice she drew them back for one more

.a good-by,

Even with friends the

THE FACE OF
'HER ANCESTORS.

By ELEANOR H. PORTER.

to trust her own daughter to his care.
She reiterated
ithere was no impropriety whatever in
Miss Priscilla accepting his protec-
tion to and from the hall. After all,
it was not as she if were invited by
him, and expecting to sit with him.
And it was such a fine concert—such
a pity to lose it! i

When Mrs. Saunders had gone Miss
Priscilla dared not raise her eyes once
to portraits. In Mr. Sauiders presence
to say—this “yes.” Out of her presence
it seemed a very simple, proper thing
it was a fearsome thing indeed. Yet
Miss Priscilla’s word was given, and
Hunters did not break their word.

Miss Priscilla was ready for the con-
cert - just sixty eight minutes before
the time, yet she spent all of those
sixty-elight minutes in undoing and
doing over what she had done by way
o* preparation. In the end her knees
shook so that she could scarcely make
her way down the two flights of stairs
to the parlor, the appointed place of
meeting. As she entered the room she
was conscious that Mrs. Saunders in-
distinctly murmured two names, and
then hurried away with a hasty word
about “bread to sponge.” It was then
that Miss Priscilla did a most un-
Hunetr-like thing — she stared, More
than that she did the very first thing
than that she said the very first thing
that came into her head.

“Why, you re—now—nd!” she grasp-
ed, her startled eyes on the beard and
hair which showed only occasional
threads of grey.

The man, too, was nonpulssed. The
greeting in itself was disconcerting
enough, to say nothing of his own
stupefaction. Where was his old lady.
The gray hair was there, to be sure,
but the winsome little face and figure
might almost be that of a woman of
twenty-five!

It was Miss Priscilla who first came
back to conventionalities.

I beg your pardon,” she said stiff-
1y; “but I was—surprised.” She hesi-
tated, then made a iclean breast of it.
“I had supposed that my escort was
to be an old gentleman.”

The man laughed softly. He bowed
very low; he wanted to hide his eyes
just then.

“And, 1,” he confessed, ‘“was looking
for an old lady, a lady so old that I
had really hesitated to offer her the
ticket at all, a lady whom I expected
to have to lead tenderly and with great
care.”

Miss Priscilla laughed—the very best
thing that could have happened; for
when Miss Priscilla laughed the dim-
ples came, and dimples speedily put to
rout all the Hunter stiff precision.

That was a wonderful evening: In
all Miss Priscilla’s starved two-score
years of life there had never been an-
And the wonderful even-
ing was but the forerunner of yet
more wonderful days—an acquaintance
that begins with a laugh is of more
rapid growth than is the ordinary
kind.

The dead and gomne Hunters would
scarcely have known Miss Priscilla.
Indeed, Miss Priscilla scarcely knew
herself, so much did there seem to be
worth living for the blue of the sky,
the clearness of the air, the reds and
browns and yellows of the early fall
foliage. As for Mr. Thomas, the vio-
linist—he was nice and kind, and she
liked him. She was glad that she had
met him. After all, it was better to
be acquainted with one’'s neighbors,

ters! .

From the very first Miss Priscilla
had noticed something puzzling about
the violinist. It was an intangible
something upon which she could not
place her finger, but it was there,
none the less. Oned ay she asked him
about it.

«“Mr. Thomas,” she began hesitating-
ly, “there is something queer, something
almost—familiar about you. I can't
place it; it may the lift of an eye-
brown, or a turn of the head. It—
haunts me.”

For a moment the man did not speak,
then he began slowly:

«] am said to resemble my cousin,
Miss Hunter. There were two of us
the same age, and much alike. Per-
haps you have seen him at some time.
He was in Boston twenty years ago or
so. Did you ever know—Tom Henry?”

Miss Priscilla’s fingers contracted
spasmodically, then slowly relaxed. Her
chin lifted.

“Yes, I knew Tom Henry,” she said.
“That explains it. I think you do re-
semble him somewhat.” And the man
who heard knew that Miss Priscilla
was still a Hunter.

For a time there was some conl-
straint on the part of Miss Priscilla.
This ghost from the past was discon-
certing. But little by little this feeling
wore off, and the two were greater
friends than ever. Miss Priscilla told
herself that it was even better than
before. She knw now who this Mr.
Thomas was—he did not seem-so much
of a stranger. While, as for Tom
Henry—surely an old woman of forty
had done with romance!

Just four weeks later Miss Priscilla
knew that at least one woman of forty
had not done with romance, and the
knowledge bowed her low in the dust.
She, a Hunter, in love with a man
who apparently had not given her a
thought, had gone away with scarcely
and with no mention of a
return—a man, too, of unknown birth
and breeding! It seemed increditable.
Miss Priscilla could scarcely believe
it herself. And yet—

She knew now why the sky had been
blue, the air crisp, and the reds and
brown and yellows of the trees good
to look upon. The blue and the reds
and the yellows were still there, but
they were gray to her eyes; and the
air, though cold and clear, stifled her.
After all, there was =o little to live
for!

The Hunter codes, traditions, beliefs
—she summoned them all to her aid,
but they crumbled into ashes at her
touch, Nowhere could she find that
which would sustain her and give her
the victory over herself.

And then came the letter.

It was long and closely written., It
laid bare a loving heart, an honest
and all but despairing one, At the

i close there came these words:

“And I am Tom Henry. I dared not
tell you at first, though even then I

told you no untruth—there are two '

cousins of us, and we are much alike,
only I'm ‘Tom Henry.’ It was the hard-
er for you to guess it, perhaps, be-
eause at the boarding house I am near-
ly always called ‘Mr. Thomas,’ a name
which Mrs. Sanders’ little dauchter

it again and again—|
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Was Vice-President of Hall & Fair-
weather, Ltd—Had Been in Poor
Health for @ Long Time

T\ere will be general regret felt at
the death of Harry H. Fairweather of
Hall & Fairweather, Ltd.,, which oc-
curred last evening at 10 o'clock at his
residence, 248 King street east. Mr.
Fairweather was the eldest son of the
late. C. H. Fairweather, one of the
founders of the well known firm of
Hall & Fairweather, and was thirty-
eight years of age. He had been con-
nected with the firm of Hall & Fair-
weather for twenty-one years. For
over ten years he represented the firm
on the road, travelling in both Nova
Scotia and ‘New Brunswick. Since the
organization of the firm into a joint
stock company the deceased had held |
the position of vice-president. ’

A few years ago he contracted tuber-
culosis, and has been in failing health
since that time. For the past year and
a half he has visited various health
resorts, but the benefit received was
not permanent. Last winter he spent
in the West Indies, and during the past

gave me long ago, and which has clung
to me ever since.

“And now could you—would you
write to me? And remember, there is
not one moment’s rest for me until
your answer comes.”

Could she—would she write?

Miss Priscilla raised luminous eyes
and encountered ‘the direct gaze of
Miss Prudence Hunter, the aunt who,
in the long ago, had been the most
strongly opposed to Tom Henry.

Miss Priscilla shivered and put the
letter down., She turned her back on
Miss Prudence—which brought her
face to face with Colonel George.

With a second shiver Miss Priscilla
caught up her hat and coat and went
out into the free, open air. 5

Could she—would she write? And if
she did—

The letter went that night, though
before writing it Miss Priscilla turned
seven Hunter portraits face to the wall.

“I couldn’t write—that way when
they were looking,” she had said.

&

PILES CURED IN 6 TO 14 DAYS

! holding friends, and his
| cause personal sorrow to a very large

PAZO OINTMENT is guaranteed to
cure any case of Itching, Blind, Bleed-
in or Protruding Piles in 6 to 14 days
or money refunded. 60c.

’ quited love.

summer he lived at Rothesay, but the
progress of the dread disease could not
be stayed. Mr, Fairweather’s natural
disposition was genial and sunny, and
he did not change, even when he real-
ized that a recovery could not be hoped
for. He made a plucky fight, and did
not complain when the battle went
against him.

“Harry,” as he was familiarly known
by hundreds of travelers and custom-
ers throughout the Maritime Pro-
vinces, was one of the most popular
men on the road during his career as
a knight of the grip. He had a re-
markable capacity for making and
death will

circle, many of whom outside St. John
were unaware -that his illness had
reached such an acute stage. He is
survived by his mother, two sisters,
Mrs. Alfred Morrisey and Miss Fair-
weather, and one brother, Frank R.
Fairweather, all of St. John. Two
brothers, Bertram R. and Reginald R.,
predeceased him.

His funeral will be held on Saturday
afternoon at 3 o'clock from the Stone
church.
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CONMITS SUICIDE

Places Its Neck Upon Rall Before Moving
Train, and Head is Severed.

LONDON, Jan. 24.—A story of the
sulcide of a dog at Crofton Park
Station on Thursday afternoon
vouched for by an eyewitness, H. H.
Howe, of 17 Dalrymple Road, Crofton
Park.

At Crofton Park Station there is &
slope which leads down to the side of
the railway line, and Mr. Howe, who
was waiting to catch the 158 p, m,
train to Victoria, noticed the dog
walking about this slope in a lost
kind of way, and apparently having
no owner near at hand. Several times
it started to go on to the line, but
each time seemed tochangs its mind,
and ran back up the slope. The train,
which leaves St. Paul's Station at1.22
p. m. and arrives at Crofton Park at
1.27, then ran into the station, while
the dog stood quietly looking at the
engine, which was a yard or two from
the bottem of the slope.

As soon as the train had reached’
the slope the dog, with almost human |

instinct, ran forward and placed its
head on the line, apparently with the
jdea of courting death, and in a few
minutes its wish was gratified, as the
train passed over it, severing the head
completely from the body.

Cases of suicide in the canine world
are not unknown, as there is a record-
ed instance of such a thing a few years
ago in the Regent’s Canal, and an-
other in the White Stone Point, at
Hampstead. It is not known if the
present case is the outcome of unre-

STAR FASHIONS.

mm— i, o=

How to Obtain Patterns.

To obtain Star patterns of accome

panying design, flll out the following
coupon and send it to

PATTERN DEPARTMENT, THE
BTAR,

{nclosing 10 cents for each pattern de«
gsired. Orders filled by mail. Several
days usually required. When ordering
patterns, write name and address, size

and number of pattern carefully,

A NEW GARMENT FOR THE STOUT WOMAN.

2237.—The present fashion for slender lines demands an absence of all

superfluous clothing especially with the

chemise is a great favorite with those of slender proportions,
stout woman it is too much around the waist.
| signed which fits perfectly about the waist and hips and has extra fullness
let into the back by means of a back gore.
oat in one and is finding great favoramong those who seek for well fitting
The pattern provides for sleeve caps which so many dainty wo-
3 yards of 36-inch material are needed to develop the pattern in

garments.
men like.
the medium size.

Star Patterns,
(10 Cents Each.)

B1Z€...c00c sosece coce sees
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Amount inclosed ...... scsces sseee

Name ......

scssse secess Sesssses Ry

Street and NO....o ssscscece

State.. City
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woman of well rounded figure. The
but for the
Hence a new garment is de-

It is a corset cover and pettic

o027 _Qizes, 36 to 48 inches bust measure

is |

NERGHANT SHOT
JEAD I LONDON

Unknown Assassin Claimed to Be His
Son—His Story Is Not Believed
However.

\

LONDON, Jan, 24.—A dramatic tra-|
gedy startled London today when Wil-
liam Whiteley, one of the most unique
and at the same time one of the most
prominent figures in the business
world, was shot dead in his store by 2
youth claiming to be his son. The
agsassin then attempted to blow out
his own brains. The name of White-
ley has become a household word in
England owing to the enormous de-;
partment store in London run by a’
company of which Mr. Whiteley was
president, and was the pioneer in such
enterprises.

The crime occurred shortly after mid-
day. An unknowa young man was ac-
corded an interview with Mr. White-
ley in the latter’s private office, where
the two men remained closeted for a
few minutes. As Mr. Whiteley emerg-

ed from his office it was observed that
the young man was following and im-
portuning him, while Mr. Whiteley
was waving his visitor qﬁ and threat-
ening to call the police./ Suddenly the |
young man whipped out a revolver and |
fired two shots point blank at White-'
ley. The bullets lodged in Mr. White-
ley’s head and he fell dead. - Before
the assassin could be secured he turn-
ed his weapon upon himself and in-
flicted what is believed to be a mortal
wound. ’ ¢

The personality of the assassin and !
the motive for his crime are envel-
oped in much mystery. He gave the
name of Cecil Whiteley, but relatives
of Wm. Whiteley disclaim all know-
ledge of him. The police found no |
written matter on his person to lead to !
the establishment of his identity, but
they discovered his place of residence
and learned that he never was called
Whiteley there. The clothing of this |
young man bore the initials “H, P
The police are of the opinion that the !
motive for this crime, when discovered
will show that there were present none
of the elements of revenge for person-
ly injury, but rather that the attack
upon Mr. Whiteley was the result of |
a fancied grievance.

The following pencilled statement |
was found on Mr. Whiteley's assail- |
ant.

“To all whom it may concern: Wil-,
liam Whiteley is my father. This two-
fold tragedy is due to his refusal of a
request which is perfectly reasonable.
R, I P0 i

There was only a small sum of money
in the man’s pockets and other indi-

EASTERN STEAMSNIP COMPANYe
NTERNATION AL DIVISION
WINTER REDUCED RATES
R : Effective to May 1,

1907.
R St. John to Porte
B land $3.00.
St. John to Boston
$3.50.

Commencing Tuesday, Nov. 13, steam=
ers leave St. John Tuesdays and Fri-
days at 6.30 p. m. for Lubec. Eastport,
Portland and Boston.

RETURNING

From Boston at 9 a. m., Mondays and
Thursdays, via Portland, Eastport and
Lubec.

All czrgo, except lve stock, via the
steamers of this company, is .
against fire and marine risk.

W. G. LEE. Agent, St John, N. B

cations that He had come to the end
of his resources. This suggests that
the crime may have been the outcome

of the man’s poverty.
et

DIGBY lIBERALS__S_E_L’EGT CANDIDATES

DIGBY, Jan! 24.—Digby county Lib-

erals in convention at Wey=
mouth today, nominated J. Wm.
Comeau, as candidate for the

jocal legislature, to fill the vacancy
caused by the calling of Hon. A. H,
Comeau to the Senate.
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TOMORROW OUR LAST

STOCK-TAKING SALE. |

30
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28

Berry Bowls,

useful articles

tion of all our

66
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Brealkfast Plates, 4 cents.
Dinner
Soup

[

6 for 25

Take Advantage of this:

25 Soup Toureens, $1.40 regular price.
23 Covered Vegetable Dishes, worth 80c.

While they last, 49¢

A Window Full of 7 inch Large Blue Plates.

Sell for 10c each in‘every store«in the city,

For the last three weeks we have been offering goods
we wanted to dispose of after stock-taking, Many hundred
bargains have left our store during these sales—Ilast Satur-
day being a tremendous busy day—store crowded all day.

TOMORROW being the last Saturday in the month
we want to make it a memorial one.

Here is the unexampled bargain bulletin :

900 Odd Saucers un sale, 6 for 5 cents.
400 China Saucers, 3 for 5 cents.

250 Odd Cups on sale, 2 for 5 cents.
11 dozen Decorated Tea Plates at 3 cents.

66

- 5 cents each.

cents.

Saturday, 5c¢

one Hour Sale, 930 to 10.30.

Clarke’s Thread, 300 yards spool, 4c. None sold after 10.30
at this price.

All Day Saturday and Until Entire Lot is Sold.

Very Best Stone Cups and Saucers, worth 90c dozen,

Saturday, 6 for 25¢c

Another Sale of Fine Glassware,

This Glassware is not the cheap, shoddy, ordinary kind.
All heavy, deeply engraved. A

es s e s 8 eee s s 0o

See our Glassware Counter.

A Sale of 0dd Lamps.

odd lines.

All One Price, 49¢c

75¢ to $1.60.

Your choice for 45c

24c
(1)

90c

43

(Cashmere, 24c

Special Offer to Girls and Boys.

One Hour Sale from 2 o’clock until 3 o’clock
Satyrday Afternoon.
A good School Handkerchief for 1 cent,

One hour

o

iR

e

good imitation of cut glass. |
y Glass Pitchers, Cake Plates, Vases, and all
Special 15¢ ,
Fancy Lamps that retail from 80c to $1.50, a collec-
X .

Sale of Travellers’ Samples.
Children’s and Infants Hoods, all Wool and Bearskin®
. Regular price,
Ladies’ Undervests, good quality,
Hosiery, All Wool, 23c, all sizes
!

i Satuyrday, 35c

This is like finding money to buy these gocds at such prices.

only.

Exercise Book for 1 cent.
Sale starts at 2 and ends at 3 o’clock.

None sold after 3 at this price.
Children please have the right change.

Remember Tomorrow will be the Last Day of Our
January Stock-Taking Sale. These Bargains will
not happen again for another year, as we
only Take Stock every 12 months.

PEOPLE'S DEPARTMENT STORE,

142 Mill Street.




