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WAS IN BED FOR
THREE MONTHS.

PEOPLE SAID SHE HAD
CONSUMPTION.

|
§
|
|
|

E9-4 £ 0005 B350 33 S D DTS20

RIBBON SALE

Silk Ribbons and
- Satin and Silk Ribbons

Good values at 30¢c per yard. Our price
for a fow days

19¢ per Yard

.. Asd no ckarge for meking the bows when the ribbon is purchased from
us. Coloms, black, white, cream, leghorn, nevy, tabac, maroon, mexique,
reseda, Saxe or Alice blue, myrtie, lotus, moes, champagne, sky, rose, ont-
dinal, rosewood, turquoise, wine, pan, coral, gold, coquelicot, argent, lilac,
prue and castor,

THE BEST RIBBON VALUES EVER OKFTIRED.

‘Marr Millinery Co.

Al

Combination Suits

ladies delight in these perfect
fitting undergarments. They are
knitted all in one piece—not cut to
fit—and have no clumsy seams to
irritate the skin. ‘The special weave

at throat and around the waist (as illus-
trated) shows how the Knit-to-fit Suits
prevent that uncomfortable ‘bunching.”
Silk, hand crochet around neck and

down the front, cuffs and ankles.

Ail gizes—all weights—in all fabrics from silk to
cotton. Write for illistrated catalogue if your dealer
does not handle Enit-to-fit,

3
THE ENIT-TO-FIT MANUFACTURING CO.

| Read how Mrs. T. G. Buok, Bracebridge,
Ont., was cured (and also her little boy)fy
the use of Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup,
l She writes: “ I thought I would write
and let you know the benefit I have re.
oeived through the use of your-Dr. Wood's
Nm-wa{'glm Syrup. A few years ago I
was so badly troubled with my lungs poople
said T had Consumption and that I would
not live through the Fall. I had two doo-
tors attending me and they were m!
. | alarmaed about me. I was in threo
" months and when I got up I could not walk,
my hands and knees for

80 had to go on
seemed of no

three weeks, and my limbs
use to me. I gave "h:u hopen of ever
tting better when I to see in

322 Papineau Avenue, - = - uo-uo-}_ﬁ

THE WEAPONS OF MYSTERY

BY JOSEPH HOCKING.
Authet of “All Men are Liars,” “Fields of Fair Renown,” etc., etc.

(Continued.)

“May I claim‘your pardon, your for-
giveness?” he said. ‘‘Believe me, lady, it
was all because I loved you that 1 have
acted as:I have.: Say, then, now that all

is against'me, that you forgime me.”

She hesitated ‘a+minute before. replying;
then she said slowly, “It is difficult for
‘to you without shuddering.

me to speak
Never did I believe such villainy possible;

but—but I pray.that God may forgive

you, as I do.”
“Then I -will
8 terrible Jook at’ me.

“No,” I said; “you will not leave us
yo easily. Know, man, that you are pun-

ishable by the law of England.”
“How?”, 2N .
“You are®guilty, of many things that I

ced  not enumerate here; some Kaffar

Ea.s told ‘me about, some I knew before.
Fo, instead of my lying in a felon’s cell,
it will be you.”

Then we all received a great shock.
Miss Staggles arose from her chair and
rushed towards me.

“No, no, Mr, ‘Blake,” she cried; ‘‘mo,
not for my sake. *He’s my only =on. For
my sake, epare him.”

. “Your only son? Yours?” cried Miss
. Torrest’s aunt.

“. “Mine,” cried this gaunt old woman.
“@h, 1:was married on the Continent
whem quite. a girl,;and- I dared not tell
of it, Sor my husband was a gambler and
a villaing but he was handsome and fascin-
ating, and ‘so he' won me. Herod, this
son of mine, was born just the day be-
fore his father was killed in a duel. Oh,
spare him'for' my sake!”

I need not enter into the further ex-
planations she made, nor how she plead-
od for'mercy for him, for they were pam-

ful to all. And did:I spare him? Yes; |

on-condition thgt he left England, never.
fo return again, besides stipulating for
Kaffar's eafety.
_ He left the house, soon after, and we
all felt a senee of rélief when he had gome,
gave Miss Staggles, or rather Mrs. Vol-
taire, who went up to her room weeping
bitterly. . :
Need 1 relate what followed that night?
Need I tell how I.-had to recount my 40-
. ings and journeyings ‘over again and again,
while Simon. and Kaffar were asked to
give such information as 1 was unable to
give, and how ofne’ circumstance was ex-
plained by another until all was plain?
I will not tax my readers’ patience by so
doing; this must-be left to their own im-

agination. | L o itk

After this, ; Mrs, Walters’ insisted that

- must < have . refreshments, and ‘bustled

away to- order_it, while a servant -con-

ducted Simon and.Kaffar to a room where

food was to be obtdined; and so I was
Yeft alone with the woman 1 loved.

“Well?” 1 said, when they were gone.

“Well,” she replied, looking shyly into
my " face. . .

“I have done your bidding,” I said, af-
ter a minute’s silence. ‘I have freed you
{from that man.” f _

“Thank God, you have!’" she gaid, with
a ghudder. “Oh, if you only knew how I
have prayed -and hoped and thought!”

“And I had a promise, too,” I said;
«will it be painful-for you to keep it?”’

“Pajnful, Justin?’ she cried. " 1ou
kpow I will gladly be your wife.”

T will not write of what happened then.
1t is not for theveyes of the world to see.
Tears come into' my eyes now as I re
snember how her new-found happiness lit
up her eyes with joy, and how the color
came into her “beautiful cheeks. God
alone knows how  happy we were. We
had been:kept asunder by a cruel hand,
and had been brought together again by
Jong and bitter struggles, struggles which
would never have been but for the love
of God .and the love in our hearts. Then,
when our joy was fullest, a choir from a
neighboring church began to sing—
“Christians, awake, salute the happy

morn,
Whereupon the Saviour of mankind was
born.” }

It was, indeed; a happy Christmas morn
to ue. The darkness had rolled away, and
the light of heaven shone upon us.

When I left shortly after, I asked
whether T should come the next day, or
rather when daylight came, and epend
Christmas Day with her.

“You must not be later than nine
o'clock,” she said, with a glad laugh,
while my heart seemed ready to break for
joy.

T have nearly told my story now; the
loving work of months is almost at an
end, and eoon I must drop my pen. 1 am
very happy, happier than I ever hoped to
be. My new-found strength mnot only
brought me freedom from my enemy, not
only enabled me to accomplish my pur-
pose, but gave me fuller and richer life.

‘leave you,” he said, with

S

Gertrude and I live under brighter ekies
than we should do bad I not been led
through so terrible an experience. us
thgl Eternal Goodness brings good out of
evil.

Voltaire is on the Continent. I do not
think that he has ever returhed to Eng-
land; while his mother, who still lives the
same kind of life as of yore, supplies him
with money. It appears that she has
means which were unknown to her
friends, and thus she keeps him supplied.
Of course the relationship between them
explaine their being in' league in York-
shire. She was ever secking to serve him
then; she is still trying-to do the same.
She never speaks to me. But for me, she:
says, her son would have married Gert-
rude, and then she would have lived with
her Herod, who would have. been a . coun-
| try gentleman, not the poor outcast he is
now.

Kaffar has gone back to Egypt. . He
stayed in London a few daye after the
scene on Christmas Eve, and I gave him
house-room .in my old lodgings; but he
i tired of Kngland, so I sent him back to
ICaim. 1 think he is a far better man
than he was, but I am not at all sorry
that he dislikes England. He writes
sometimes, but I never receive his letters

the Yorkshire moors—of the dark waters,
the red hand, and the terrible struggle,
Although I am mow entirely free from
any such influences, I cannot help fear-
fully wondering at the awful power ome
being can exert over another. How an
evil man could almost deplete me of my
own self, and make me see according to
his will and act according to his desires,
is to me beyond explanation. Truly does
our greatest poet say—

“We are such stuff
As dreams.are made of, and our
: little life
Is rounded with a sleep.”

Tom Temple is married, and lives hap-
pily at Temple Hall. Tom attributes all
his happiness to the ghost. He should nev-
er have had the pluck to ask Edith Gray
to be his wife, he says, had not his lady-
love been so fearful.

“But you found no difficulty in getting
her consent, Tom?’ I said one day at
Temple Hall.

“Difficulty!” laughed Tom. “She said
‘Yes’ before I had stuttered out my little
speech.”

“I couldn’t bear to see you in such an
agony of pain,” Llushingly replied his hap-
py little wife.

Ah, well, Tom deserves his happiness,
because he makes those around him hap-

.

Simon Slowden lives with Gertrude and
me. He declared that he couldn’t bear the
idea of leaving us, after he'd gone through
so much to bring ug together. We are not
sorry for this, for he has been an incalcul-
able help to me in many ways. But for
him, perhaps, I should never have  the
treasure I now possess, the truest and
noblest wife God ever gave to man; but
for him I might have dragged out my
weary life, disappointed and almost heart-
broken. Of course this might not: be so;
but I know that Simon was one of my
greatest helpers in making me the happi-
est man on earth.

I will close my story with a secret. Yea-
terday Simon' came to me, looking very
grave.

“If T remember aright, yer honor,” he
said. “I told you as ‘ow I'd completely
finished wi’ all belongin’ to the female per-
suasion.”’

“You did Simon.” :

“Well, I’ve changed my mind. I used to
think after that waccinatin’ business gived
me small pox, that I was done for; but
that ’ere Emily the 'ousemaid ’ev bin wac-
cinated, and she ’'ev had small-pox too.
Well, ’t seems to me as ‘ow it must hev
bin special Providence as hev brought us
together, as we read in the Book of Job;
and not likin’ to go ’gin Providence, I ax-
ed her to change her name to Slowden.”

“Well, Simon, what was her reply?”’

“She seed the force o’ my reasonin’s in
'a minute, and 80, as you may say, ‘there’l
be good brought out of evil,” even the evil
o’ waccinatin’; for it's give us both small-
pox, and we both live. Our faces be a bit
pitty, but kisses ain’t none the less sweet
for that.” -

“And when is it to come off, Simon?”’

“I’m goin’ to the registrar'’s now, yer
henor, so three weeks to-morrow I shall
be took in and dome for, and all threw
waccination.”

(The End)

FIRST CRIB FOR
'NEW WHARF SUNK

D. (. Clark, the contractor for the new
wharf in Carleton, successfully sank No. 1
erib yesterday afternoon. About 4 o’clock
the men began putting in the rock and
at 5.30 the crib was well in place.

without thinking of the terrible night on f

| —this fortune invested at

IMI

MINE TURBAN, WITH BOA TO MAT‘CH'.

The three-piece fur set, éumprising muff, neckpiece and hat to match, is now an
established vogue; and, beside the luxurions suggestion of the furry outfit, the
jaunty fur toque, crushed down over soft waves of hair, is moét becoming. Fur hats,
however, are scldom included in the ready-to-buy fur muff and neckpiece sets. The
headgear must be built by a milliner who maf{ches the pelt, or may be made.at
home, It should not be difficult to cover a buckram shape in the style pictured with
fur. The circular erown portion is first'sewad firmly to the conical crown, stretch-
ing the fur smoothly over the shape. A strip of the fur, wide enough to turn in
securely, is folded over the brim, and if ‘therc is not enough fur for the under side
of the brim a satin facing may be sewed on.
animal heads and two uncurled ostrich feathers.

‘

This turban is”trimmed with small

THE TRUE STORY OF A
$1,000 A CHIP POKER GAME

_Doliars.
i | IR
(New York World.)
How “would ‘You like té6 make '$74,000
without knowing it—all by a mistake?
And in just the brief space of two hours?
That's the luck of Herman Frash. But
there is rarely such Juck for a poor man.
This is- just one more case of “To him
that hath shall be given,” as Biblical ‘writ
has 1t. Mr. Frash didn't need the money
5 per cent,
which would yield an®annual income 'of
$3,700. e
One coneolation, however, the money
was wrung' fromi ‘oné Who' could well af-

person who had ‘to make good over this
famous game of poker, in which the man
who won it from him didn’t know what
he was winning. :
They tell the story in the Waldorf-As-
toria corridors now, and it runs thus:—
One evening shortly before “Bet-a-Mil-
lion” (iates left his quarters at the Wal-
dorf he met his old friend Ilerman Frash
in the lobby of the big New York hotel.
Mri. Gates is practically out of business—
that is, for him—and has time ~on his
hands. Mr. Frash, the sulphur king and
a modest millionaire, chanced to be there
with Mrs. Frash. He and Mr. Gates were
old friends and business associates, and
they got chummy.

“Have a drink?”’ asked Mr. Gates:
“Sure,” answered Mr. Frash.

They sat down at a little table in the
cafe and for an hour talked over old
times and other days.

In the earlier days Mr. Frash had bz2en
chief chemist for the Standard Oil Com-
pany. " His own inventions had not only
made him several times a millionaire but
added some more millions to Mr. Gates’s
rapidly growing pile. So Mr. Gates, who
hadn’t seen Mr. Frash for several years,
was exceedingly desirous of showing his
gratitude, which is a thing that some mil-
lionaires occasionally forget. Nothing was
too good for his old friend. :

But as the minute hand of the clock
went ‘round Mr. Frash grew umcasy and
began looking at his watch. 1t was plain
that he was getting nervous over the late-
ness of the hour.

“Oh, stop your fussing,” laughed Mu.
Gates. *“You've got to spend the évening
with me. I'll give you a good time.”

“l just can’t do it,” rejoined .ar.
Frash. My wife’s here with me at the
hotel and 1 can’t leave her alone. She'd
never forgive me. LU'm just back irom
Louisiana, you know, and I’ve got to keep
an acquaintance with the family.”

“Fiddlesticks,” retorted Mr. Gates.
“Some of your old friends are up in my
rooms and they’ll be might glad to see
you. Come along!”

“]°d like to,” protested Mr. Frash, “but
I'm afraid I can't see them tonight.”

“Going back on your old {friends, eh?”
insinuated: Mr. Gates. ‘‘Anyway, just
come up and say ‘Hello!’ to them.”

There wasn’t any way out of it, and
Mr. Frash went upstairs with Me. Gates
—of course ‘“‘just tor a moment.”

friends in the Standard Oil.
nervously fingering a pile of chips and
several packs of cards, wailing for .wmr.
(Gates.

“This is fine!” spoke up one of them.
“We're shy one man. IKrash can sit in
now and take a hand.” Mr. Frash pro-
tested. Mr. Gates insisted.

“Why,” said he, *if you don't sit in we
can’t have our little game 1'd promised
the boys for this cveming.

And Mr. Frash sat down, all protest.

“I'll be the bank this evening,” an-
nounced Mr. Gates cheerily.

All hands laughed, for they knew Mr.
(Gates's hobby. He must always handle

Mr. Clark said last night that it is in
a good position and resting on a level
bottom. Work will now be pushed onj|
No. 2 crib. The Old Fort is the scene |
of operations. 1t is expected that the crib
will be in readiness to_gink in about three
weels. .

There was a®large attendance at the lec-
ture in the ladies’ course in the Natural
History Society rooms yesterday afternoon, |
The lecturer was Mrs. Arthur Kirkpat-'
rick and her subject Renewed Impressions
of Rural Life in England. The speaker
recounted some very interesting remin-
iscences of her visit to England last year.,
The lecture was well illustrated by lantern|
slides.

the money and the chips when he plays
in a game of poker. It's a tradition of
the game as it is played in his rooms at
the Waldorf-Astoria. . ;

“Here's a hundred, Herman,” said Mr.
Gates, to Mr. Frash, paesing over four
stacks of twenty-five chips each.

“How much?’ asked Mr. Frash, taking
out his check book. ’

“Oh, you and I will settle it later,”
laughed Mr. Gates. “Put up your check
book. Just get busy with the cards!”’

“All right,” retorted Mr. Frash, “but
remember, I'm only going to play a little
while.” /

“Surest thing, you know,
crowd.

”* Jaughed the

There were two more of them, both old |
They were !

Herman Frash, Standard Oil Man, Didr’t Want to Play, and
Didn’t Know the Figure Was So Highi-Until John W.
Gates Handed Him a Check for Seventy=four Thousand

ford to loee it; Johm W. Gabes, was the}" )

|

» merry fight across the, table, each one

4 ’
“I'll_get stung, I syppose,”’ rejoined Mr.
Frash, picking up the first hand dealt to
him. “Anyway, it’§ nrorth .the while to
see you boys fgain. “Since 1’ve been down
in Louisiana 1've lost track of almost all
my old friends, and when I get a chance
to come to Néw York 1 don’t have time
to see anybo‘dy, estept on - business.”
“Cut itsout, Hemman,” laughed Mr.
Gates, skinning ovep. his cards! “Your
credit is good at, this bank for any
amount, and yqu wop't have to let go 3ny
of your money unyil fhe game’s . over.
Play the game!”" "~
t. ¥raeh suitéd” the' action to ihe
word. For two hotirs the game went on,
all the players getting more and more ab-
sorbed as the luck passed from one side
of the table to the other. They smoked
incegsantly, but only took an occasional
sip of the champagne which Mr. Gates
had ever handy—they wanted to keep
their wits about them. The pile of chips
in front of Mr. Fraéh dropped a bit, and
then began to grow. :
Mr. Gates opened a jack pot, with kings
on treys and all “stayed.”” Mr. Gates
toog one card, Mr. Frash drew three. The
others dropped out,  and, then there was

“‘raising.”

“Three deuces,” said Mr. Frash, calling
Mr. Gate’s last raise.

“That's good,” lapghed Mr. Gates, “l
opened on kings up and didn’t improve.”

So the game went on. . Another big
pot. Again Mr. (Gates, opened, thie iime
with three necat little aces. Again there
was a fight across the table. With his
cights and fours, Mr,:Frash wasn't to be
“bluffed out,” and he stood every raise,
until Mr. Gates was. content and the
others had thrown down their hands.
“One card,” said Mr. Gates, with just
a note of confidence in his voice.

“One card,” said Mr. Frash, and both
drew. '

‘Thcu the betting began, and again Mr.
Fiash called. He had caught another four
and had a full house--Mr. Gates’s three
aces weren’t worth ‘anything, ~and, Mr.
Frash scooped in the chips.
Br-r-r-r-bzt! went the telephone.
gervant answered.
_"Mr. Frash is wanted on the telephone,
sir,” he said to Mr. Gates.

“He's very. busy,” laughed Mr. Gates,
“Who wants him?”’

“It's ‘Mrs. Frash, dir. She says the head
clerk told her Mr. Frash was up here. She
wamts._huu to come to her rooms. right
away.

“That’ll be about all for me,” announc-
ed Mr. Frash, pushing back his chair. I've
promised to take my wife out to supper
tonight, and I couldn’t get out of it if 1
avould. I’'m sorry I've got to break up this
pleasant little party, but when I sat in I
told you I'd have to go in a little while.”

“That's all right, Herman,” said Mr.
Gates. “We wouldn’t hurt Mrs. Frash's
feelings for all the world. We didn’t thinit
you'd stay the whole evening—you’re not
a good sport, anyway. Pass over your chips
and cash in!”

Mr. Frash counted over his chips and
shoved them in neat little piles toward
Mr. Gates, the banker. |

“I make it 174,” said Mr. Frash.

“Right!” answered Mr. Gates, after his
count, taking out his check book. He wrote
out a check and handed it over to Mr.
Frash, who glanced at it, and then jump-
ed to his feet as if he had been shocked
by electricity.

. “You're wrong, John,” he said. “This is
for $74,000!"

“That’s right,” retorted Mr. Gates, “‘un-
less we made the count wrong. You gave
me 174 chips, and you started with 100.
That's only 74 chips to the good—§74,000.
Do you think you are entitled to any
more?”’

“It's a hundred times too -much!”
~“Oh, no,” eaid Mr. Gates, with ‘a smile,
“we always play for a $1,000 a chip up
here, you know.

“A thousand a chip?” gasped Mr. Frash.
“Have I been playing for $1,000 a chip all
the cvening? Good Lord! Why, I thought
it was $5 or $10.” .

“You sgure have,” laughed Mr. Gates.

Perspiration was running down Mr.
Frash’s face by this time. He was just
beginning to realize that every time he
had thrown in a chip to the pot he was

A

putting up $1,000—more than the annual

B.B. Almanac that Dr. Wood's Norm,{
yrup weak lungs.

thought 1 would try a bottle and by the
time I had used it I was e lot better, so got
more and it made a complete cure. i
little m was also troubled with wea
lun; i$ cured him, I keepit in the
house all the time and would not be with.
out it for anything.” : i

Price 25 cents at all dealers, Beware of
imitations of Dr. Wood's Norway Pine
Syrap. Ask for it and insist on getting
the original. Put upina yellow wrapper
and three pine trees the trade mark

for a year. He hadn’t been used to playing
poker that way.

“3 thousand a chip!” he stammered. *“If
I had known that you'd never have got
me into this game!”

“We don’t play a piker's game up here,”
replied Mr. Gates, with the ntmost good
nature. “I thought you knew. But what's
the difference? You're 874,000 to the
good!” i

“Why, you're regular gamblers,” gasped
Mr. Frash. “Let me out of here—l’ve got
to get back to my wife!”

“Good night!” chorused the crowd.

A’ moment later an excited man was up
in the .suite five stovies further upstairs,
explaining to his wife that the reason he
was late was because he had made $74,000
in a business deal. Clutched in his hand
was a check for the amount—good as gold
—but it was slightly dampened from the
perspiration that still ocozed from the
holder’s fingers. :

Herman Frash, millionaire, will- never
sit in a poker game again until he knows
the limit and the value of each chip.

P

C. P. R. EXPRESS
TRAIN WRECKED
NEAR ANDOVER
The Baggage Master Was
Seriously Injured and Baggage

and Postal Car Burned —
Broke_n Rail Caused It.

Andover, Jan. 21—The north bound éx-

press was partly derailed about a mile be-}.

yond Andover Station' this afternoon. The
baggage and mail cars were burned and

' Baggage Master Cummings, . who, had. to,

be! cut out of his. car, was seriously . in-
jured. The mails were saved and were
sent on with the passengers in a special
dispatched from Aroostook Junction.

The accigent which is supposed to have
been due to a broken or spread rail hap-
pened opposite Indian  Point. The bag
gage car, which was next the engine, was
the first to leave the rails and went over
a low bank in the direction of the river,
which runs close to ‘the track at this
point, dragging the postal and express car
after it. "

Fire broke out almost immediately in
the baggage car and Baggage Master
Cummings, who wae jammed in the wreck,
was rescued with difficulty. It was found
that he was seriously injured and after
being exathined by. Dr. Peake he was
placed on the engine and sent on to
Aroostook Junction.

The second and first class cars also left
the rails and slid along the frozen track
for some distance. None of the passengers
were injured.

The train for Presque Isle which was
waiting at Aroostook Junction, was sent
down to the scene of the wreck, and took
the mails and passengers on board.

Wrecking trains are on the way here
from McAdam and Woodstock, and it is
probable that the track will eoon be
cleared. .

The first news of the wreck reached
here in a telephone message from Father
Ryan at Indian Point, who saw .the ac-|
cident and the cars catch fire and burn’
after they left the track.

SOME OF THE
HEAVY ONES

List of the. Largest Share-
holders in the Bank of New
Brunswick.

The Bank of New Brunswick, which
pays the highest dividend—13 per cent—
of any bank in Canada, bas the following

large shareholders:
E. Edith Alward, St. John
Dartmouth Mfg. Co.,, Ltd,
mouth (N, B ccsd jaaes ool e
Estate A. Eaton, St. John.. ... .. ....
J. F. Gregory (in trust), St. John,..
Estate F. B. Hazen, St. John.. .. ...
J. Manchester, St. John.. .. .. .. ..
W. M. McKay, St. John.. ..
Trustees Elizabeth Norman, St.

“John.
Margaret 1.-Starr, St. John .. .. ...
Trustees S. R. Thomson, St. John...
E. H. Turnbull, Montreal.. .. .. ;
W. R. Turnbull, Rothesay.. .

Estate J. Vassie, St. John.. .. .. ..
Grace F. Willcox, Buffalo (N. ¥

cures coughs and colds,
sore, tight chests, not by
“dope,” but by increas-
ing the strength and en-
riching the blood.

" All Druggists.

income of the average American' family
;

i
:

Corner Union and Coburg streets, and 687 Main street, North End.
SAME VALUES ALSC AT MONCTON, N. B.

0600940400

DOMINION FIRE INSURANGE

o

C0. TAKES OVER THE TRADERS

Co. Was Decided on.

Proposition te Put the Company in Liquidation Was Rejected
by the Shareholders and Absorption by the Dominioq

Toronto, Jan. 21—The offices

crowded with sharcholders at a special

| general meeting this afternoon, called to

decide the fate of the concern.

The subseribed capital stock of the
company is about $337,000, held chiefly in
Ontario and the maritime provinces, on
which .calls have been made up to 60 per
cent of the muibscribed amount. Only those
shareholders having paid full calls were
entitled to vote. ~ Of these about -800
shares were represented by some 75 share-
holders in person and by. special proxies.

It is understood that MecLean Stinson,
of the Rimouski Fire Insurance Company,
made an offer on a basis of reinsurance
agd management. No vote was taken on
this.

Joseph Tait, of Toronto, after hearing
the Dominion Fire Insurance Company’s
offer, moved in amendment that the
Traders’ Insurance Company - should go

of the,

Traders’ Fire Insurance Company were by 685 to 85.

into liquidation. This motion was defeated

Massey’s proposition was’ then carried -
by practically the same vote reversed.
The gist of his offer, as accepted, was
that the sharcholders who paid up to 60
per cent on their stock might either re-
tein it under the new management or be
relieved of any -further liability by trans-
ferring it to Massey or his nominees; that
the present directors should resign at
once; and that the nianagement be placed
in the hands of the Dominion Fire Insur
ance Company. This was all agreed to.

The head office here will be closed to-
morrow; the directors will resign at .
oncé; the management and control here-
after will remain with the Dominion Fire
Insurance Company, and the head offices
of the two will be at the latter company's
present office, Victoria street.

The meeting was held in the offices of
the Traders’ company, President Joseph
Woodworth was in the chair, with Gen-
eral Manager C. E. Corbold, secretary.

BIG DRY GOODS
FIRM ASSIGNS

Burton Spence & Co., of To-
ronto, Wholesale Dry Goods
; Dealush Went to the Wall
'Yesterday.”

Toronto, Jan. 21.—The wholesale dry
goods fifm of Burton, Spence & Co., York
street, asdigned today to E. R. O. Clark-
son for the benefit of their creditors. The
liabilities ‘are approximately $320,000, to
which must be added the loss of $150,000
capital, making the amount involved about
$470,000.  The awsets are about $325,000.
For some time past the firm, which has
carried on business in Toronto for the past
thirty years, has been more or less embar-
rassed, and sympathy has been expressed
throughout the trade for P. H. Burton
and F. Spence, who will be the chief losers
in the crash. Mr. Burton saye the trouble
is' partly due to misrepresentations of a
trusted emiploye.

THE *PRENTICE BOYS FAIR

The wintiers at the 'Prentice Boys’ fair
in Carleton last .night were: First door
prize, Mrs. J. Mundee, flour; 2nd, Murray
Brown, tea; 3rd, G. Belyea, corn meal;
bagatelle, Mrs. J. S. MecCormick, silver
fruit knife; 2nd, John Snider, pictures; ex-
celsior, Wm. Duke, razor; air gun, Mrs.
J. 8. McCormick, two pictures; babied on
block, M. Brown, toilet set; bean toss,
Wm. Davis, case canned clams. Ald. Scul-
ly still leads in the aldermanic contest.

Pearl—‘Her father heard she was going
to elope in an automobile and he was fu-
rious.”
Ruby—*‘Indeed!” :
Pearl—“Yes; he said automobiles could

pot be trusted, Advised her to elope in a
cab."

Only One * BROMO QUININE ”

at s LAXATIVE BROMO QUININE. Look
3;2 the signature of E. W. Grove. Used the
World over ¢ Cure a Cold in One Day. 25c.

PERISHED IN A
BURNING HOUSE

Mother and Four Children
Burned to Death in Saskat-
chewan Farm House Early
Wednesday Morning. "~

Kornau, Saék., Jan. 21—The house - ol
Frank Engle, 'a well ‘to 'do" farmer;/"was '’
burned, his wife and four children, the
eldest ten years of age, perishing in the
flames. One boy, sixteen years old, wha
slept down stairs, escaped.

The mother, who also slept down stairs,
attempted to rescue the children that
were asleep up stairs, but was suffocated
before she could reach them. The boy,
who escaped, made three attempts to
reseue the family, but was driven back
each time, the stairs giving way in the
last attempt. ;

The fire started about 1 o’clock Wed-
nesday morning froman overheated stove
vipe.

Engle was on a business trip to Mile-
stone when the calamity occurred.

The service in the Murray street Mis-
sion last night was attended by many.
Rev. D. Hutchinson, pastor of the Main
street Baptist church, preachedean able
sermon, ‘taking as his text I er 3:18.
The Mission of Mr. Williams has been at-
tended by much success, many having ex-
pressed conversion. Mr. Williams’ subject
tonight will be the Valley of Decision.

The High School Alumnae met last '
evening at the home of Mrs. J. V. Ellis,
Princess street. A paper was read on the
biography of George Elliot and a synopsis
of her- book, The Mill on the Floss, was
read. Last evening's gathering was the
first of a sevies of monthly meetings tak-
ing up studies of different authors, their
books and the country in which they
wrote.

The Times Daily Puzzle Picture

Find the coal man.

DOESEN'T CARE.
The creak of wheels is dear to me,
1 dote on windows white with frost,
I'm living in a flat, you see, °
Where heat is furnished tree of cost.

ANSWER TO YESTERDAY'S PUZZLE.
Right side down, head against sign board.




