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ad Other artiste Who oonCrlb- 
maklng of. the ultra 
In New York are w

.Г'"*?' Г*і і at Night. іI ate

EÜ-imfirürseB
•lowed up again, standing tor Ml In-

••Mitchell!” he exclaimed. The other 
man turned and saw who it was. 
Saunders came up to him.

"Well'll have It out right here," he
id, thrusting his face suddenly Into 

that of the other man. Mitchell sprang 
back, fumbling all the while • In his 
pocket. At length he drew eut a knjte. 
Saunders watched him and burst Into 
a laugh, for It was Just what he had 
wanted him to do. He drew out a 
knife of hie oWn. and the tight began.

It was a dark night. Saunters could 
not see very well. But In the dark he 
reached forth, felt for. and laughed at. 
something on the other man's fabe. It 
was the scar in which the selfsame 
knife had bit so deep so many years 
before.

The next morning Mitchell was found 
Just as he had been, fourteen years ago. 
unconscious and half dead, upon the 
country road.

Six months later, one of the two men 
In uniform who had taken leave of 
Saunders, opened the prison door. Two 
officers stepped In. 
tween them was the prisoner, 
took him into the little room, 
prison officers prepared a receipt, and 
.from Saunders’s previous record, en
tered his pedigree anew upon a fresh 
page. Then they removed the hand
cuffs. Saunders stretched his arms with 
relief. The otlier dper was opened. One 
of the men olpfx, Літ on the should
er and march.-ft Ш toward it.

"Sorry to sou ydb here again, Saun
ders," he remarked, with a note of re
gret In his voice.

Saunders stretched his arms once 
more and sighed*

"I'm glad to get back-home," he 
bald.
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If the dandy ef seventy-live years ago 
4s to return here the barm, as he Is
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the Cause,

Doan’s 
Kidney Pills

threatening to do in London. Cable 
and observing rinen bring 

from the British Isles reports to the 
effect that the epicures toi dress In Lon- 

have revived many of the extrava
gant features of attire which disting
uished the dandy of 1810.
... It is only within the last six months 
that these old Victorian fashions have 
been revived. At first a . few extreme 
dressera began wearing their hair long
er than the prevailing fashion, and this 
was soon folowed by the old style watch 
guard for evening dress, with the cor
set, the small waisted coat and danc
ing pumps in the place of conventional 
patent leather shoes.

London fashion writers predict that 
the next year will see many modish 
Englishmen garbed tn the picturesque 
fashion of the thirties. The bell skirt
ed coat, the bell crowned hat and the 
skin tight trousers are likely to appear 
again. When the dandy had his day 
In London and Parle fashionable soci
ety was not sufficiently developed In 
America to afford him much of a field, 
but fifty years later he appeared In the 
form of the dude and flourished amaa- 
lngly.

Now the male portion of New York 
society Is distressed to know how his 
second coming may affect us. Correct 
dressers In robust health Indignantly 
insist that the extreme fashions of the 
days of Count d'Orsny and Lord Dis
raeli will never go In New York. They 
laugh at the Idea of wearing their hair 
after the Byron 1c style and submitting 
to the discomfort of corsets. Embroid
ered silk stockings and dancing pumps 
are now a part of every well dressed 
man's wardrobe in American society, 
but long h&lr, corsets and oth*r re
vived charms of the a noient dandy will 
probably find few votaries in New York.

It Is possible that the women who 
like, to look charming In quaint round 
skirts and demure old bonnets may In
duce here and there an Impressionable 
man to accompany them In the revival 
of the ancient dress, but their number 
will probably be limited, 
old styles has become almost an epi
demic among certain London woman. 
They are even cultivating as far afl pos- 

bottle neck shoulder that was 
as the height of elegance

%
/Never could see why they called them.Arc- 

ties—they are so warm and comfortable. Why 
the man who wears 'our warm Winter Arctics 
will think.-he is standing right on the-equator.

We H; ve the Very Best Makes of Arc
tics, Storm Baiters and Alaska*

For Men, for Women and for Children. Nowhere 
on earth can yon find a more comfortable place 
for your feet during the cold, winter weather, 
than can be found inside our Arctic Footwear. 
Men’s and Women’s sizes, *1.75 to 83.00 ; Misses’ 
and Children’s sizes, 81.18 to 81.85.

A warm store full of warm Shoes.

The woman moved back » foot 
so from the door.

■ A barred door on lbs left led Into в 
larger room; one oA the right led Into 
the corridor. William Bounders stood 
In the little Intermediate office

la uniform 
were Bitting at a desk, watching him 
settle himself Into the black suit, which

"Far the land s dsake." she exclaimed, "look ,1a — af
‘that's all you want"

stood at the door, etui hat 
in hand, and looked In. He noted the 
wall paper and the carpet and the hat- 
rack, and to the right over the wo
man’s shoulder, be could see part way 
up stairs. He stood there for » mo- 
meat and then turned.

"Thank you, kindly, 
said. "I knew the folks and I thought 
I'd Just turn In fr a minute 'r so," He 

і started down the slate walk to the gate 
and passed through It When he had

What 1U at ease. Two

Card After Otter Remedies
In spots was a bit too email for him. 
end tn other spots a bit too large*
Saunders, etlll fumbling with his sus
penders, turned toward the latter exit 
One of the men at the desk rose and 
pulled him back.

"Here," he said, thrusting a smaU 
roll of bills Into Saunders's hand,
"here's what you’ve earned and your man, and ones more took off his hat 
•ar fare. And you've got to sign this." "Thank you. kindly, ma'am." he 
he added, opening a book. said, and his voice quavered a bit

"By George, thirteen years la a long When he got back to the fork in the 
time, after all," exclaimed the other road, he turned, as with a sudden re- 

n in uniform. "Stilt" he continued, eolutlen, up the road that branched off 
•ft seems like yesterday when Saunders to the right. After half a dosen paces 
Пате in." he faltered and turned back.

"WeU now. Saunders," resumed the "Not today.” he thought to hlm- 
flrst man. “everything's all right and eelf. "I won't go there today." It 
you can go. Anybody to meet you?" WM not until late In the week that he 

Saunders shook his head. The man ventured up that right-hand road. He 
at the de* got up lastly and opened had plenty of time to think about It 
the right-hand door, leading Into the first—a whole week and thirteen years 
hall outside, through which Saunders an(j a half beelde. 
walked slowly. Good naturedly they He walked slowly along and finally 
stretched forth their arms artd shook turned In at & short lane up at a low 
him by the hand. stone house. A woman was out in the

"So long, Saunders," they said, "hope yar<j hanging up a sort of supplé
ée never see you here again. By the mentary week'e-end wash. She was 
**r." one of them continued, ля ne toll end epnre, with Bhnrp angles in 
ntepped forward and pulled back the h„ ,1Ce BB„
ontslde door, "where ere you bound tor H, stepped behind a tree and looked 

* .. , , „ _ at her. She had not seen him. It was
The tun came stmamlng In. and wae .„re of thnt-

Bnundere moved out ‘» meet It. For ai(t,„nt to wblt b,a expected, 
the first time In nearly fourteen yearn lomehow
{“l*1! ürni two men wnh H* *»mnto»d hidden for a while and

ni MalvlT ^ h thought It out. tie knew well enough
r..ld with a th*t *ь* had married the fellow that 

T* ???•_-■„ aal4, * he had et ruck down and nlmoet killed,
fourteen years hack. He had steeled

how It would be. Thirteen yearn had '“*> ЬД tu їм
made a change. He eras prepared for ”” 11 “‘Ж.. ".її
^'Гь.^.<ГвЛ d,eWW*’ “ h* -haould tohJ».d?o'w etwouM 

H. started lowly up the ru'd lead- **‘ *•
tag from the station, an unkniWn man "a**4 ”I*r.1tow*f4 the ”14.Th“ 
In what seemed to him to he an un- f” the 0r*‘ Um* "he eaw him. though 
known place. It wu a hot day and tte •un"“ ,riv ,h'r •» that she 
aa he went, he kept taking oft hi. hat ™uM n°‘ him out at llrat. How
to Wipe hie face and head and when- ?”r' "h« nodded to him, and it gave 
ever be did so he felt the sun burn hUn courage to move up closer All 
upon hie ekln. thle While ahe waa peering at him.

At the top of the hill Involuntarily ”‘th h" above her eyee to sheds 
he stopped end turned in through the Suddenly he eaw that ahe knew
gates of the old cemetery, not knowing ‘,'m- . s*e "Prang back at first as 
whether he could find the place or DM. <h““*h *h* were .”r*'4L,th,.en,. ,teppe4 
for he hed been afraid to Inquire. ! P'oked “P » ‘hlck •«<* <”"> the 
However, he came upop It at length—, ground.
the old lot. It was the next one to | "R*® You, Bill Saunders, is It?" she
Perrlne's and he knew it when he saw, crted ln » "brill voice. "You dear out. 
it, though there was no monument; ^ou S°t no business here." He 
nothing but the lot overgrown with1 "topped and took stock still. She 
grass and weeds. Side by side were backing off all the time, and her
two Indistinct rain washed mounds, i vo*®® grew higher and shriller.
He stood there, looking down at them і “Tou C**T out. We don’t want 
with an idle curiosity. He remem- 1 You here. You, as half killed my hus- 
bered that, when hie mother died, he b*”6- What d'ye mean by cornin' 
had scratched the date with a nail on here? We don't want no jail birds, 
the door of his cell. He had done the , You clear out!" 
вате thin* for hie father. To hie 1 8he kept wildly waving the stick In 
mind the symmetrical position of the front ot her. Saunders stood looking 
two graves resembled those two ln- et her, stupidly, 
ecrlptions side by side, that he had '‘You cleer out," ahe repeated, 
left behind him. He had stooped down Saunders slowly turned back to the 
and began to pull a few weeds, but he had come. He cleared out. 
before he was through, he saw some to realise It all. All these
woman wending In his direction. So yeere urhat had sustained him was the 
leaving the place as It was, he aaun- conviction that' she would have some 
tered out I secret sympathy for him—that though

The hotel was kept by a new ***** j All the world should shun him, he 
It was a good thing, Saunders could в*Ш come back to her for a smile 
thought as he pulled out his roll of And a gentle word. He had thought

a thousand times of the way she 
would act—the things she would talk 
about.

Hess Wwderlil Kidney nils win tin 
tie Most ObstlMte tiies of Kidney 

TroaMe If Oely Given a Fair 
TitM and lined Aecerdlm 

te Directions.

•am." he

closed It be turned again to the wo-

Read what Mrs. Geo. H. Alward, 
Whites Point, N.ft, has to say about 
them: “This Is t<PTertify that 
used Doan's Kidney Pills for 
back and kidney trouble 
gratefully recommend them to any person 
suffering in this way. I wae to bad with 
kidney trouble that I could not get around 
the house. My feet and ankles were so 
swollen and painful that I could get no 
rest day or. night. I tried several remedies 
but could get no relief whatever until a 
friend advised me to try Doan’s Kidney 
Pills. I soon perceived • decided change 
for the better and had only taken two 
boxes when I was able to do my house
work again, and three boxes made 
plete cure."

Doan's Kidney Fills are 50 cts. per box, 
•r 3 for $1.25, all dealere or

pain in the 
and I do most

D. MONAHAN,
102 UNION 8T.
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"BEAUTY POSSIBLE
TO EVERY GIRL."

Christmas PresentOF* A THEATRICAL 
AGENT.

80 Declares Miss Lucille Hill, Physical 
Instructor at Wellesley College.CONFESSIONS Ol 

PRESS
BOSTON, Mass., Nov. SO.—That It Is 

possible for every girl, born without 
physical defect, to become beautiful. 
Is the doctrine of Miss Lucille Hill, di
rector of physical training at Welles
ley College, and she Is trying hard to 
demonstrate the correctn 
Ideas to the large number of girl stu
dents.

In her work at Wellesley, Miss Hill 
has everything fitted to the Individual 
need. Every girl Is examined and her 
athletic work is purely corrective at 
first.

In nine cases out of ten, however^ 
this corrective work has never been 
done before, Miss Hill says. To be 
most beneficial and easily accomplish
ed, It should have been begun ln her 
early school days.

Miss Hill says that jriie notices' that 
every year people object more and 
more to their daughters playing bas
ketball. This is due to the rough way 
the majority of the girls’ teams play, 
and because the girls play before mix
ed crowds ln athletic suits.

Miss Hill Is going before women’s 
clubs ln small cities and urging the 
mothers to insist on haying physical 
instructors in the high schools.

A woman Instructor could examine 
the girls, she says, and see that they 
are in a physically fit condition to 
play, and should supervise them while 
playing.

"Girls should not play under the 
same rules as men." said Miss Hill. 
"They should have lines on the floor 
and play only 15-mlnute halves. Un
der these conditions," Miss НШ says, 
"basketball Is not injurious."

Miss Hill proposes to give to the girl 
of each of her classes who walks best 
a bunch of violets.

"The poise of every girl,” she says, 
^should be a matter of careful training 
unless she naturally walks correctly. 
With proper ‘setting up’ movements 
for the trunk, ln connection with exer
cises for the poise, there is no 
son why any woman should be awk- 
WAj*d.

"This should be taught tn secondary 
schools, as the girls are ln a more Im
pressionable stage then.

"Dancing also should be scientifical
ly taught In all Schools. There is 
thing that brings Into play all the mus
cles more than the waits. In all 
mal children, the play and the dance 
Instnlbt and equally develop, and nei
ther should be frowned down.

"Both society dances and classic 
dances are taught at Wellesley. The 
latter Is taught In rather an original 
way. The girls sit together on the 
floor and the pianist plays perhaps 
some dreamy, rhythmic thing, full of 
the languor of the South.

"She plays It with all the passion of 
her musician's soul.

(William Irttua In The Reader.)
An agent, who waa In despair owing 

to his failure to tfet any advertising 
tfrat had nçt been paid for, found him
self In a big Western city with his at
traction playing to strong competition 
and something desperately neded to at
tract public attention to hie show. In 
one scene of the play a pair of hand
cuffs figured. The agent had an in
spiration. He had the star snap the 
handcuffs on her wrist, and then the 
agent concealed the key, saying It had 
been lost. The star was compelled to 
finish the act. wearing the handcuff 
dangling from ner wrist. The audience 
knew It should not be there, and com
ment was aroused. Between the next 
two acts the agent drove the actress 
swiftly to police headquarters, near *t 
hand. The police captain was mysteri
ously caHed out. He was informed that 
the actress must have the handcuff re
moved at once and secretly, as she did 
not wish news of her predicament to 
get out., The chief brought out a big 
bunch of keys and finally the handcuffs 
were removed, but not ufittl a dosen 
alert reporters had snuffed a "story," 
and were plying the reluctant press 
agent with questions, 
whole story was pumped out of the 
agent, the star having returned to fin
ish the play. Next morning the first 
page of every local newspaper had a 
fine story, descriptive of the plight of 
the actress who had accidentally fast
ened handcuffs to her wrist. The public 
was Interested and flocked to see the 
play, and the resourceful agent went on 
to the next town, wondering what new 
thing he could spring on the sensation- 
lovers there.

Any relative or friend living in the United 
States, or any distant point in Canada, will 
appreciate a Home Paper. Send them 
the Sbmi-Weekly SUN for a year. The cost
is only Seventy-five Cents, from now 
until 31st December, 1904, Send the money 
with the address to

Revival of

refrifeij^

seWnty years ago.

THE FELLOW WHO CAN WHISTLE
The fellow wjio can whistle when the 

world Is going wrong 
Is the fellow who will mak 

of life;
-No matter what may happen, you will 

find him brave and Strong—
He’s the fellow who will conquer In 

the strife.

e the most 41*
|A SUN PRINTING COMPANY, *
w ST. JOHN, N. B. to

I
The fellow who can whistle when the 

whole world віл** to frown 
Is the kind of man to stand the bat

tle’s brunt;
He's got the proper metal, and you can

not keep him down,
For he’s Jubt the sort that's needed 

at the front

POISONED BY. CHEAP - CANDY. ALMOST THE SAME.
-—-»

„ .The waking hours of G. Otto Krupfl 
were spent in thinking of scheme* 
whereby he might get rich quick. As 

BROOKLYN, N. Y.. Dro. 1,—The par- ‘he owner 01 “ ri*ht-mll« rallroafi, be 
, .... . ,, . . . was a person of considerable loca\ 1m-

.nt. ol chiWto" Wholly. In the neigh- port ogee in the Penneylyynla-ocrnmi, 
horhood ot No,trend and J^*lngton eettlement where he resided. 
avenue, are^ueb alarmed at the death One morning. When Mr. Krtipp'a
lirlo«onГтт'^ЇЇ^Гіп,°™іГ br*m wa“ Particularly activé It oc-urr- 

, 64 to hlm that by sending ріме, overoning. The physicians gay that the Ш- hi, road to the presidents of the big 
пене waa due to the eating of aome railroads of the country he might re- «Tatoï. î*..TSv PUrCh“" «We complimentary p"„e. In return.

Th. ьГ„г . .„-h, Hto.ee Thl* would enable hlm to see eomelhing 
Th. boy complained of a .tight Шпем of the world at comparatively small 

on Saturday aftomoon and when urn..- Mpen,e- ,uch J couia
ual symptoms were displayed Dr. Louis t .
Turton waa called In. The physician îï* P
soon diagnosed the case as ptomaine
poisoning. The little fellow grew worse ... . , p g .
by Sunday and died early thle morning. nJ'Z ‘ , "ГД 'type
Just what kind of candy the hoy had c -Â -tV'" л.і
been eating I. not known, as the par- ,a”*’ ,*?а4Уа.*..аа4

4h_a a,„ One hot afternoon, a flushed repre-ents were not aware that he naa any, . ,, ... -,
and the etorekeeper doe, not remember .“‘^ирр^оГе'Йі^ ?e“ h.1

avrou0eCw^TvloSïy‘m”‘.^t,nC S- Z
avenue were violently 111 about two .. c .. ?? ... , .week, «о from ptomaine poisoning and ‘4 »» aal4 he ?!n‘ Гг67ї ph"“- 
they narrowly escaped with their livre. 4a,phla <o Invetrtlgate before the cent- 
The same aymptom. which developed »»ue4 a pas. over Its entire line,
in the саго of Louie Stutaman were chu",„00,al4a town-live
shown In the Illness of the other two mlnutM va,k' explained Mr. Krnpp, 
children. They, however, recovered af- в1^Хв,у*, . .vr .... ^
ter an lllnee, of two wroka. "How long I, your гояіІГ' atoed Ih#

. - railroad’s representative.
A POSTSCRIPT. ' "About eight miles, I t*fnk.ft

A little St. Paul girl had a very ' "Thunder! You don't expect pe„id
ler ge family connection to pray for, and exchange pa raps with a road like that, 
one night when she rose from her . do you?" the reproeentattve demanded 
knees her mother said,— angrily. ‘'Why, we have eight thou'

"Why, Edith, you forgot grandma!" sand miles of road."
6he got right down on herVneee again "Veil,” answered Mr. Krupp. draw

ing himself up with an air ot offe» de«1 
dignity, "maybe my road ain't so Ion? 
as yours, but Дв ebust pa vide*" ..

Four Year Old Boy Killed and ,Two 
Children ln the Same Neighborhood 
Made III. ;

Г
(’ The fellow who cap 

low who can work.
With a note of cheer to vanquish 

plodding care;
His soul is filled with music, and no 

evil shadows lurk 
In his active brain to foster grim de

spair.

whistle le the i!Finally the

The felolw who can whletle Is the 
"trump" card of the deck,

Or tpe "whip-hand," in the parlance 
of the street;

cares nor trifles can his buoy- 
spirit check,

For a sunny heart can never know de
feat.

Mr. Krupp 
letter-heads

lost no 
pHntel

No petty 
ant

DEFENCE OF AN OFFERING.bills—he had concluded that It was 
wise, perhaps, to do this. The land
lord was a bit Impressed and gave him

He paid for a couple "Whiskey!" he exclaimed, and. 
Of days ln advance, and, when that pouring out a large glass, drank it 
'time was up. for a couple more, telling do#n. It waa the first that he had had 
the bartender be wae waiting " tor » to drink ln fourteen years. Ha had 
PArty." almost forgotten how. It nearly

On the third day he went out, and choked him. 
strode boldly peat the poet office, over That wae on Saturday afternoon, 
the stone bridge, and down the hill. On that evening Saunders sat in a 
At the bottom, two roads forked; he corner of the bar, behind a small round 
toek the left-hand one. Half a mile | table. In front of him there stood a 
further on he came to an old house, a j bottle. Leaning against the bar were 
picket fence ln front of it, partly fallen half a dosen men, talking., '7 ' 
down. His grandfather had built that tender came opt from behind, 
fence years ago — the first they had the lamps—It had Just turned dark, so 
had In that part of the country. that hitherto Saunders had remained

A dog coming routtd from the back unseen. When the lights were lit, the
at the bar turned and looked at 

him. One of them, a clumsy fellow, 
gaalng latently In his direction, at last 
stepped over ln front of Saunderis table. 
Saunders knew him. It was her hus
band. Saunders looked with satisfac
tion at a deep scar that extended 
across the man's cheek and partly down 
hie neck. He had wondered many 
times what this scar had looked like, 
<md how long It took to heal.

Inqulr- The man leaned over the table and 
"1 was ehook hie finger In a threatening man

ner. He spoke in a loud voice.
“Bill Saunders," he exclaimed, "I 

heard tell that you were out. You were 
down to my place today. I heard tell 
o’ that, too." He assumed a still more 
threatening attitude. "By God!" he 
said, with a sudden fury, "you keep 
clear o' my place. And keep away 
from my wife. D'ye hear? If you 
don't I’ll put you back where you came 
from, by God! I will!"

Saunders, for the first time that he 
had been out. experienced a pleasurable 
motion. He felt the muscles In his arms 
-and shoulders swell and tighten against 
the email sleeves of his Ill-fitting 
clothes. He looked hitman squarely ln

IN
(Sewell Ford, in The Reader.)

A slave to tobacco! -Not. I. Singu
lar, the way you women misuse nouns. 
I am, rather, a chosen acoylte In the 

' temple of Nicotine. Dally, aye, thrice 
dally—well, call it six, then—do I make 
hurt offering. Now some use censers 
of clay, others employ censers of rare 
white earth finely carved and decked 
with silver and gold. My particular 
censer, as you see, Is a plain honest 
briar, a root dug from the banks of the 
blue Garronne, whose only glory le Its 
grain and color. The original tint. If 
you remember, was like that of new- 
cut cedar, but use—I’ve been smoking 
this one only two years now—has given 
it gloss and depth of tone which puts 
the finest mahogany to shame. Let 
me rub It on my sleeve. Now look!

The first wiff Is the Invocation, the 
last the benediction. When you knock 
out the ashes you should feel conscious 
that you have done a good deed, that 
the offering has not been made ln vain.

Slave! Still that odious word? Well, 
have it your own way. Worshippers at 
every shrine have been thus persecuted.

The fellow who can whistle—he is built 
on Nature’s plan,

And he cheers his tolling fellow-men

There Is no room for pessimists, but 
give to us the man 

Who can whistle when the world Is 
going wrong.

—Sidney Warren Mase, ln December 
Llppincott's.

a decent room.

LEGAL LORE.The bar- 
and lit Just after the war, an old darky 

came up to the governor and said:
"Maroter, kin you make me Jeettce 

of de peace?"
"Well, Uncle Ned, in a case of suicide 

what would you do?”
Uncle Ned thought deeply, 

ter, I’d make him pay de costs of de 
court and support de child." Decem
ber Llppincott's.

barked at him. A chubby little girl 
ln home-made overalls, with her hair 
"up," followed. He pushed open the 
gate and went up to the front porch. 
A womanfs step grew distinct Inside. 
As she opened the door he was think
ing to himself that he oould almost 
count the times his mother ever came 
to the front door or walked over the 
front hall carpet. The back way had 
always been her entrance and her exit

The woman looked!; at him 
Ingly. He took off hie hat. 
just walkin' along." he eeplalned. "I 
thought I'd ask for a drink of water."

She looked at hlm sùsplèTously — 
strangers are always regarded with 
•uspldon—but, nevertheless, she mo
tioned to the well. He drew up a buc
ket and drank out of It as he used to 
do. It was good water. It bad the same 
old taste.

He stepped up on the plassa. 
bleed to know these folk*" he said, 
with an awkward sweep of the arm. 
•'How long have you Uved hero?"

The woman replied to hie question 
*Y asking one herself. "Did you come 
from here?" He shook his head.

"From East Donaldson," 
turned, pointing with his finger toward 
the east, and turning his head In ord- 
Sr to avoid her glance.

“We bought the place," resumed the 
Woman finally, "goto’ on ten years ago. 
It was just after old Mis’ Saunders 
died. The old man didn’t last much 
longer. The place was all run down. 
Still they say they got discouraged 
like." She lowered her voice. "They 
Aad trouble with their only sob—he 
went bad, they say. 
him?” she asked.

"No, ma'am," he returned,
What uncertainly.

"It's turtle, I think — a thing like 
•bet," she continued. In a commiserat
ing tone.

"Mara-
and said,—

"Oh God. wouldn’t that give you cold 
feet! I forgot firandma!"

П' Z. I then ask the
girls if any of them feel like moving. 
Perhaps one girl simply taps her foot 
in time to the music. Another rises 
and glides away.

"I then Interpret the music as I feel 
It, while the girls watch me. In this 
way they are taught to dance the clas
sic dances of the ancient times. They 
can Interpret for themselves Strauss, 
Offenbach, Victor Herbert and De Ko- 
ven."

%

MIA KD—A case of Headache that 
T Powders will not cure In 
to twenty mtoutesk

[ANTE 
HmFOR- 
from tehl

W
KU

AN EXCEPTION.

(Princeton Tiger).
Sunday School Teacher—We should 

never do ln private what we would not 
do ln public.

L’Enfant Terrible—How 'bout taking 
a bath?

Cel yeur bowels Into proper working condition. 
end you will probably find yourself a well roan Ж.
or woman.

Per peckaf* at drugslsle' IS cents, ar by 
postpaid en receipt el price.

ie at beet a delicate machine. It te fitted to take ears of the feed and drink

GOING TO HEAVEN NOW. 
Remarkable Fortltuda of a Dying 

Child Evokes Admiration of 
Hospital Attendants.

The Best Flour "Goodby, doctor and nurse, Katy Is 
going to heavy now. Tell mudder to 
brace up, and tell 'Bob’ and 'Joe' they 
must take good care of her now that 
Ka(y is going away."

With a smile on her lips, though her 
suffering had been excruciating, little 
Katy Judge passed away in the New 
York Hospital yesterday. She had 
been left alone the night before In a 
rom of the tenement at No. 419 West 
Sixteenth street, where her mother had 
been doing her best to make a home 
for her and her two little brothers. As 
■he was passing the stove her little 
frock caught fire.

At the hospital her mother sat with 
her through the night, but with the 
morning and the certainty that her 
child could not live Mre. Judge's 
courage gave out.
Katy never 
from first to 
of complaint, and ln the wisdom of her 
five years her only thought was for her 
mother and little brothers. It was a 
death which those who cared tor her 
will not soon forget.

THE PUNISHMENT.
(Town Topics).

"In your bachelor*' club, what Is the 
penalty, for marrying?"

"Marriage."

mull

he ra
il none too geod for home 
baking.

FRANK WHEATON
FOLLY VILLAGE. N. S. 
• OLE.-AGENT FOR CANADA

"You to hell!" he cheerfully re- 
other man leaped for him.piled. ТЬл

Saunders rote and faced him. 
other man put up his arms, and then he 
stopped. There was something In Bill 
Saunders’s face that made him pause. 
He had seen it once before. He mut
tered an oath,-and, flinging out an In
sult, turned on hie heel, and passed out

The

Beaver
Flourof the room.

Saunders sat down, 
head upon hie hand. The men at the 
bar, and the bartender, stood in a little 
knot, discussing him. Saunders never 
knew It—he had forgotten them.

He wae thinking. Thinking of what 
might have been all these years if only 
this fellow hadn’t come over from 
Donaldson just 4t the time he did. He 
was thinking how different he would 
have beeen, and how different she 
would have been. As It was, she wag 
unhappy—he could4tell that. The 
was a ruffian and she Uved a hard life; 
■he qhowed It He didn’t blame her. Id 
all hU 
done

*e rooted hieDid you know is as near perfection as flour 
ever gets. It contains ail 
that is best In the1 wheat. 
Np matter how capable the 
cook, the best bread or 
pastry cannot be made with
out Beaver Floor. It is 
for sale at 
year §ro> 
car’s. ArV 
him for it.

ІіаеямМ 
tor moM

I
Throughout It all 

her brave heart, and 
t never uttered a word

"Tee. ma’am," repttad Saunders,
meekly. He had been sitting, holding 
hla hat between hie knees. He now 
rose and stood there, .hitting hla 
weight from oe. foot to the other.

The woman looked at him again, a 
.trifle mere auaplctouety than before. 
”»t there anything you waubl" aha 
Inquired, sharply. Saunders fumbled 
with hla hat

"Ne’m, • h. replied. "I thought rd 
just like to look ln—that's all. I knew 
4he folks, you know," he explained.

fbVERrEATING ’ 

OVER-DRINKINGі thoughts about her he had never 
sA—but for the man—і "Damn him!” muttered Saunders to 

himself. He rose quietly and waftfte^ 
across the room, passed out the other 
door. The
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