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«Midnight at Betljleljem

At are come, littlelast Thou 
Savior!

And Thine angels fill midnight 
with song;

Thou are come to us, gentle 
Creator!

Whom Thy creatures have sighed 
for so long.

Thou art come to Thy Beautiful 
Mother;

She has looked on Thy marvel­
ous face;

Thou art come to us, Maker of 
Mary;

And she was Thy channel of 
Grace.

Thou hast brought with Thee 
•plentiful pardon,

And our souls overflow with 
delight;

Our hearts are half-broken, dear 
Jesus'

With the joy of this wonderful 
night.

We have waited so long for Thee, 
Savior!

Art Thou come to us, dearest! 
at last?

Oh, bless Thee, dear Joy of Thy 
Mother!

This is worth all the wearisome 
past!

Thou art come, Thou art come, 
Child of Mary!

Yet we hardly believe Thou 
art come;

It seems such a wonder to have 
Thee,

New Brother! with us in our 
home.

Thou wilt stay with us, Master 
and Maker!

Thou wilt stay with us now
evermore;

We will play with Thee, beauti­
ful Brother!

On eternity’s jubilant shore.
—Father Faber.

Tfye FIj on tlje WljéeJ
By Mary Synon, 

in Extension Magazine

(Concluded)
“You don’t know me, do you?” 

something in McGrath’s tone caus­
ed Kenly to regard him with 
keener attention. “Can’t say I 
do,” he said. “I meêt so many of 
you newspaper men.” he explained 
“You’re here one day and gone 
the next. Can’t keep track of 
you all. Have a cigar?”

McGrath waved away the offer 
“I’m here to talk business,” he 
said.

“You all are,” said Kenly pleas­
antly. “What is it.”

“I wonder,” the reporter mused, 
“if you remember old Pat Mc­
Grath of the Tenth Ward?”

Over Kenly’s eyes came a film 
of distrust. "Sure,” he said, “any­
thing to you?”

“My father.”
“Oh!” Caution rounded the 

one word. Kenly seemed to be 
bracing himself for defense from 
attack. “Well?" he snarled. 
“Come to tell me that?”'

“For one thing. Remember 
what happened him?”

“He was killed, wasn’t he?”
“Yes, he was killed in a pri 

mary row that you framed. One 
of your men, working under your 
orders, killed him.”

I didn’t give any orders.” Kenly 
flung aside one cigar and lighted 
another. “There was a row, and 
the fight came, and Pat Me 
Grath got into it, but I wasn’t 
within five miles of the place.”

“No,” said McGrath. “You 
didn’t need to be. You’re a good 
long-distance worker."

“I can’t see," Kenly said steadily, 
"how your father’s death some 
dozen years ago has anything to 
do with our business together to­
day.”

No?" McGrath’s voice grew 
razor-edged. “Ever go to a Hal- 
steadstreet melodrama, Mr.Kenly? 
Ever see how a play always starts 
with a motive? Well, the play's 
going to begin in a minute, and 
the motive of it is just this: Old 
Pat McGrath’s son waits for 
twelve years to avenge the mur 
der of his father.”

“Rot,” Kenly’s voice flung forth 
contempt, but Kenly’s heavy 
hand reached toward the buzzer 
on the table. McGrath seeing 
the gesture, laughed. “Go ahead, 
he said. “Call in your men 
They’ll be good witnesses. Don 
be afraid that I’m going to do 
anything rash. Men only do 
that when they’re at the end 
their rope. I’m just at the beginn 
ing of mine. Now the curtain 
rises.” He watched Kenly’s hand 
draw back from the buzzer, then 
flung on the table the bundle of 
papers that the Bantam had sent 
to him, “Do ÿou know what
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Itching Skin
Distress by day and nigh*—
That's the complaint of those who 

ire so anfortnnete as to be afflicted 
vith Eciema or Salt Rheom—and out- 
vard applications do not cure. 
They can’t.

The source of the trouble is In the 
lood—make that pure and this scal- 
,g, burning, itching skin disease will 
sappear.
■I was taken with an Itching on mi 

-ms which proved very disagreeable. 1 
-H’ludFd it was aalt rheum and bought a 
ttle ol Uood’s Saraapartlla. In two days 
er 1 began taking it I fell better and It 
,a not long belore I waa cured. Bars 
ver bad any akin disease since." Was. 

;da K. WiU, Cove Point, Md.

Hood's Sarsaparilla
rids the blood of all Impurities and 
cures all eruptions.

these are?” he asked.
Kenly shook his head. “Black­

mail, probably," he said succinct­
ly-

“They are,” McGrath told him, 
“the evidence of your connection 
with Hollinger.”

Over the big man’s face spread 
a queer, grayish pallor. Instinc­
tively his hand went toward the 
bundle, McGrath drew it hack 
from his reach. “Not so fast,” 
he said. “You’re going to learn 
a few things, Kenly, before you 
touch those papers; things you 
may have learned in your boyhood 
days, but that you’ve forgotten 
since.”

"You stole them.” Kenly’s 
eyes blazed with anger. “You 
stole them nearly a year ago. 
You’ll go down the road for this. 
The shoe’s on the other foot, isn’t 
it?

“I didn’t steal them. The man 
who took them has served his 
time for another crime. His sen­
tence is nearly up, I guess. A 
higher power than yours is stepp­
ing in on him, Kenly. I suppose 
you do admit there’s a higher 
power?” The sneering laughter 
of his voice enraged Kenly to a 
bellowing roar. “Give me those 
accounts,” he yelled, “or I’ll—’’ 

What’ll you do? Call the 
police? And have me flipg these 
down in the street while they’re 
coming? And take a chance that 
any one in the world may find 
them? You know what you’re 
dealing with while I have them. 
Why not talk this out calmly?"

“Go on.” Kenly settled down 
in his chair with a resignation 
that did not suggest any cessation 

his mental speed. “What’s 
your game?”

‘It’s a game you won't under­
stand, Kenly, and so I’ll have to 
set out the cards my own way.” 
He leaned over the table protect­
ing the Bantam's trust with his 
outstretched arms. “When Pat 
McGrath died twelve years ago,” 
he went on, “I swore that I’d be 
revenged on you. I was going 
to the Jesuit College then. I 
wanted to be a lawyer. My 
father wasgoing to put me through 
the course. Well, when he died, 
when you killed him, Kenly, I 
had to turn in and take care of 
the family. There was only one 
thing I could do. I could write 

little. I got a job on a news­
paper. I've stayed on the news­
paper ever since. I've seen the 
men who were at school with me 
go up beyond me in my profes­
sion, as well as in the one I want­
ed to have my own. I’ve passed 
up all kinds of chances because I 
had to stay here to look after my 
motherandtheyoungsters. Twelve 
years can be a long time when 
you’re dissatisfied with your life. 
I’ve registered every one of these 
years against you, Kenly?"

"What are you going to do 
with those?” Kenly’s arm swept 
away interest in McGrath’s story, 
while his eyes narrowed their 
gaze toward the envelope into' 
which the other man had put 
back the fruit of the Bantam's 
theft.

“Not so fast. We’re only com­
ing to the third act. We’ll set 
the stage. Today the Banner 
decided upon your retirement to 
very private life. Prawl offered 
me a reward of the city desk if I 
bring in the goods on you. Here’s 
the evidence he wants. What do 
you think I’ll do with it?"

“What does the city editorship 
pay?”

A hundred a week, and I’m 
getting forty.”

“Huh! Ever thought of trying 
for a special goverraent inspector-

Some of them pay a hund- 1 m
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ship?
red.” I

“And get under your thumb? 
No, thanks.”

“Ten thousand dollars might 
start a man in an independent 
business."

“I have no taste for business.” 
“Ever thought of running for 

Congress? You know that I can 
deliver my own district to any 
man I choose.”

“Yes I know it. But I’m not 
going to be a candidate.,’

“What do you want, McGrath?" 
“A large satisfaction, Kenly.”
“I see. You want to hold those 

accounts over me.”
“In a way, yes.”
“What’s your price?”
“A higher one than you’ll pay, 

Keuly."
"High?"
“And you’re going to pay it to 

some one you’ve never before 
met.”

"Well?”
“A lady they call Nemesis. 

She’s been on your trail ever since 
you started this game you've 
seemed to win.. She’s slowfooted 
but very sure. She’s just over­
taking you."

“Quit the preaching, McGrath. 
What do I pay for those papers?” 

“That’s up to her.”
“What are you going to do?” 
McGrath smiled at Cornelius 

Kenly. The smile—slow, satiric 
—aggravated the other man to 
rage. He reached over the table 
striving to grasp the bulky en­
velope. McGrath drew it toward 
him with tantalizing slowness 
Then he suddenly changed atti­
tude.

“Kenly,” he said, every word 
dropping austerely, “you wouldn’t 
listen to my story. Well, you’ll 
have to listen to this much of it 
I went on the newspapers with 
one idea, the idea of breaking you 
some day. For years and years I 
worked with that always in the 
back of "toy mind. While I slav­
ed for the City Press, going night 
after night to police stations, 1 
was thinking that some day I’d 
find something like this. I work­
ed on the City Hall run for five 
years in the hope of getting this 
sometime. I built up my lines ir. 
this town. I made friends with 
the big men and with thie 
Through it all in those times 
had the idea that some day 
through some one of them, I’d 
get you."

He stared at KeTtly consider 
ingly. There was no venom it. 
the glance he leveled at the bif. 
man, but Kenly stirred restless!) 
beneath its scrutiny.

“Well, I came to know this big 
town, and I came to know life, 
came to know it so well that I 
began to get a view of myself as 
well as of you, and I saw myseli 
a worse man than you are. Foi 
I’d been taught better things, and 
I wasn’t living up to my teaching 
I suppose I’d an idea in the time 
I was just starting in the game 
that I’d outgrow all the lessons 
I’d learned from my mother, and 
father, and the Sisters, and the 
college, and church, and God. 
Well, I found out that I was just 
beginning to grow up to those 
lessons. And I’m playing my 
game that way now. I’ve seen 
the big and the little, the mighty 
and the humble, all thrown to 
gether in the machinery, and ! 
know how tiny any one of them 
is in the big scheme of things. 
I’ve seen the wheel go around 
and around, the wheel that you 
think you’re engineering. Well, 
you’re only the fly on the wheel’ 
and the wheel's going to crush 
you some day, unless you And 
out how little you are. That’s 
what I came to tell you, Kenly, 
Do you suppose I'd keep your 
rotten records? Do you suppose 
I’d use them for my game? Do 
you think I’d go back on a dying 
man’s trust in me? Oh, yes, I 
wanted to get you, back in the 
days when I was as petty and 
mean and cocksure of life as you 
are. But I’ve seen too much 
since then. I worked and slaved 
to find something I could beat 
you with. I've found it; and 
what I went through to find it 
has made me too big to use it. 
Do you know what day this is? 
The Twenty-fourth of December 
—and Christmas Eve! Doesn’t 
mean much to you, does it? Well, 
it doesn’t usually mean much to 
me, but I’m going to make it* 
red-letter day this time. I’m 
going to give myself the gift of 
giving you something. You see, 
I’ve found out that the only 
thing you keep in this world is

HOIESTLY BELIEVED
IE WAS 601*6 WTO

CONSUMPTION.

DR. WOOD'S 
Norway Fine Syrup 

CURED HIM.

Mr. Frank E Anthony, 69 Ellen 
Street, Winnipeg, Man., writes: “Having 
taken several bottles of Dr. Wood's 
Norway Pine Syrup, during the past few 
weeks, to relieve a chronic cough and 
general throat trouble, allow me to ex­
press my unbounded satisfaction and 
thank, as to its sterling qualities A 
short time ago I became suddenly subject 
to violent coughing fits at night, and 
directly after rising in the morning, for 
about an hour, and found I was gradually 
losing weight. All my friends cheerfully 
informed me that I looked as though 
I were going in consumption, and I 
honestly believed such was the case. 
However, after having taken several 
bottles df 'Dr. Wood’s’ I am pleased to 
relate that the cough has entirely dis­
appeared, along with all the nasty 
symptoms, and I have since regained the 
lost weight. I have no hesitation in 
recommending Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine 
Syrup as a sure cure for all those troubled 
in a like’ manner.*’

When you ask for "Dr. Wood's" see 
that you get what you ask for. It is 
put up in a yellow wrapper; three pine 
trees the trade mark; the price, 25c and 
50c.

Manufactured only by The T. Milbum 
Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

Only remember that you’re just 
the fly on the wheel, and the 
wheel’s going to grind you to 
dust some day.”

He flung-the bundle across the 
table when he had stripped from 
it the envelope and the Bantam's 
letter. He picked up his shabby 
overcoat, “Just to make the re­
cord complete," he said, “that 
bundle holds my city editorship. 
Now what do you think?"

“You’re a fool," said Kenly. 
He grabbed the paper avidly. 
“A fool,” he repeated with an 
oath.

“Yes,” said McGrath, “but some­
times it’s only the fools who see 
truth.” He jammed his old hat 
down on his head, and went from 
the room, leaving Kenly to tear 
the Hollinger records into shreds 
is he began to hear the noise of 
he city below rising like the 
grinding of a gigantic wheel. 

(Concluded.)

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES 
GOLDS, ETC.

Monsieur:
For 15 days in the month of 

January I was suffering with pain 
of rheumatism in the foot. I 
tried all kinds of remedies but 
nothing did me any good. One 
person told me about MINARD’S 
LINIMENT; as soon as I tried it 
the Saturday night, the next 
morning I was feeling very good; 
I tell you this remedy is very 
good; I could give you a good 
certificate any time that you 
would like to have one. If any 
time I come to hear about any 
person sick of rheumatism. I 
could tell them about this remedy.

Yours truly,
ERNEST LEVEILLE,

216 Rue Ontario East, Montreal 
Feb. 14, 1908.

“Did you see the Carpathians 
while you were abroad?”

“No; we called, but they had 
measles in the family and weren’t 
able to see any one."

W, H, 0, Wilkinson, Strat 
ford says:—“It affords me much 
pleasure to say that I experienced 
great relief from Muscular Rheu­
matism by using two boxes of 
Milbum’s Rheumatic Pills. Price 
50c a box.

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES
DIPTHERIA.

Mary Ovington, Jasper Ont 
writes:—"My mother had a badly 
sprained arm. Nothing we used 
did her any good. Then father got 
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil and it cured 
mother's arm in a few days Price 
26 cents.”

Was lot Much of s Believer 
in Patent Meiieines

But Milbum’» Heart and Nerve 
FIHe Are All Right.

Mrs. Wm. McElwain, Temperance 
Vale, N.B., writes. “I am not much of a 
believer in medicines, but I must say 
Milbum’s Heart and Nerve Pills are aU 
right. _ Some years ago I was troubled 
with smothering .spells. In the night I 
would waken up with my breath all gone 
and think I never would get it back, 
was telling a friend of my trouble, and he 
advised me to try Milbum’s Heart and 
Nerve Pills. He gave me a boxv and I 
had only taken a few of them When I couM 
sleep all night without any trouble. I 
did not finish the box until some year* 
after when I felt my trouble coming 
back, so I took the rest of them and- they 
cured me."

Milbum’s Heart and Nerve* Pills 
have been on the market for the past 

i twenty-five years. The... .. , i i.cuij.u)c .....,. ,uc testimony of
the things you give away. Here s the [users should be enough to con-

nhri at mas crift to von He Co rince you that what we claim for themmy unnstmas gilt to ) ou. Here h tnlc_ H. and N. pais am 50eper box, 3
are the records, Kenly. Takethem. boxes for 11.25; at all druggists or 
~ n t- dealers, mailed direct on receipt of
Keep them. Destroy them. Do t,y The T. Milbum Co„ Limited,
what ever you please with them Toronto, Ont.

FOOT WEAR 
FOR WINTER I

Our Stock of Winter Fool Wear 
is complete. We have everything 
you require to keep you city and 
comforta tr.

AGENTS FOR
Amherst Shoe 
Znvicttts Shoes 
Queen Quality Shoes

ALLEY & CO.
The Fsmily Shoe Store,

LET US MAKE

Your New
—o-

Experiences of Mr. and Mrs.

BUY ANY RIND!
:o:-

Missed our train ;
Had to stay over night ; 
Watch was blow.

Get a Regina Watch
You can defend on it for timekeeping,

Out late lust night ; 
Overs’ept this mornirg; 
Didn’t hear the alarm.

Get one of our Alarm 
Clocks

They are reliable.

Suit ruined, leaky fountain pen ;
Never was any g iod ;
Scratched and did not feed.

Get an Imperial Self­
filling Pen.

Ashamed of our table tools 
When particular company comes

Get Our Standard makes 
of Silverware.

Could not read the news last night,
These cheap glasses hurt my eyes.

Get your eyes tested by us
And have a pair pf our fine eyeglasses fitted,

Watch nearly always
Slow, fast or stopping,

Get it Repaired and timed 
by ns.

Wish I’d known it was going to be. wet,
Might have saved a soaking, and also the hay,

Get one of our Reliable 
Barometers.

E.W. TAYLOR
Waiohmaker • * Optician

The Old Stand, 142 Richmond St 
Charlottetown.

. c. McLeod ibimey

McLEOD & BENTLEY
Barristers, Attorneys and 

Solicitors.

gar MONEY TO LOAN ^3 

Offices—Bank of Nova 
Scotia Chambers.

W. J. P. MeMlLLÂSi. M D.
PHYSICIAN & SURGEON.

OFFICE AND RESIDENCE

148 PRINCE STREET

CHARLOTTETOWN.

When it comesjto the question oi buying 

clothe?, there ^.re several things to be con 

sidered.

You want good material, you want perfect 

fitting qualities, and you want your clothes to 

be made fashionable and sty lis!,, au t ihen you 

want to get them at a îeasvuable pi xe.

This store is noted for the excellent qua! 

i” of the goods carried in stock, and nothing 

but the very best in trimn ings of every kind 

allowed to go into a suit.

We guarantee to fit you perfectly, and all 

our clothes have that smoothe, stylish, well- 

tailored appearance, which is approved by all 

good dressers.^

If you have had trouble getting clothes 

to suit you, give us a trial. We will please

you.

MacLellan Bros.
TAILORS AND FURNISHERS

158 Queen Street.

-AT-
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Ladies’ Cloth Coats
About 40 in all to be cleared at 
26 to 331-3 per cent, discount.

Furs
A lot of sample Neck-Furs, 

half price. 1 only Rat Coat, 666 
for $44. Fur Sets in Fox, Wolf, 
Sable, Coon, Persian Lamb, Op- 
posum, etc.

Also
Separate Muffs in above Furs. 
Men's Coon Coate, $60 for $50.

“ “ 41 $86 11 $70*

Overalls,
A special line of Overalls at

90c. and $100.
#.

Dress Goods.
All lines of Dress Goods sell­

ing at cut rates.

ILe Je

117 QueenBtreet.
The Store that always has Snaps to offer.


