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The Hing of Ranges—
“Buck's Happy Thought”’

Experlment

You don’t have to experi-
ment when you buy &

6

‘Happy |
Thought™"
Range.

The ‘“Happy Thought”
Ranges are past the experi-
mental stage. They are as
near perfection as the best
stove experts and stove
builders can make them.

Ask any one of the 150,000
Canadian Cooks who are
using them what they think
of them. They use less coal
and do better work than any
other Range ir the world.

Write the Manufacturess for an
Qlustrated Catalogue.

The WM. BUCK STOVE
CO., Limited, Brantford.

Sold by

John A. Morton
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PureGold !
Jellies

Ncthing can equal
a table
Jelly and so easily
made. We have
them in all flavors.

10c per Pkg.,
3 for 25c¢.

Upton's Jams, in jars 10c
each.

them for

~ Dried Apgles, 3 ibs.
or 26c.

«cots,' 15¢ per ib.

¢ Peaches, 2 Ibs. for
25@

range M.rmalado, 10¢c
per jar.

E Smlth

Grocer

xi Burt’s ODrug Store
King 8t. East.
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despair.
savage,” she said to Celia Jane.
turning to the small offender:
don’t you come here again, you bad kit-
tle thing!
that child what she deserves!
did yousay their name is, Celia Jane?™

and ber niece.
er's dead, and the father’s only beemn
here two weeks and is just up from a
spell of sickness.
lived here .years ago and bhas come
back to buy the Wigging place.”

got a bad young one, and 1'S ts 11 him
so when' I get the chance.

room,
reotypes to the cormer cupboard.
did not notice that the one
been looking at when interrupted still
lay on the table

<can’t think of anything but those roses.

M ' SS By Lmily S. §
MIRANDA'S "= ¢
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Miss Miranda's jacqueminot. the only
rose of that - s s in town, was a
mass of crit 1
above jis

.

miser and wislhed sh

Celin Janc they would begin house
eleaning  that 1 nicg. She'd
ratlic 3

Relucta ]
and atftacked the sitt
boird. For years Miss )
always started housecleani
general cateh all Far 1t
coiner she came across a
fashioned dag
gb2 turned over
ancestors in quaint, old
and coats. But suddenly she
little ery, and her band fastened tight
Iy over a deeply carved case.

“1 thonught I'd got rid of this years
ag0.,” she murmured.

But she seemed in no hurry to get
ris of it now. She gazed long and
earnestly at the face of the young man
with fearless brown eyes, red cheeks
and a very blue tie.

How far back that picture carried
her, to the day when he and she had
parted because of a political quarrel
between their parents—yes, to the day
when he had taken her in his
and she had promised to be his wife!
Unconsciously bher vhand touched the

= < %

with this |
i in the
box of old

Listlessly
sses of her
time gowns

uerreot ypes,

he likene

gave a

arms

MIRANDA CROSSED THE ROOM AND PULLED
UP THE BLINDS )

hair he had smoolted that day.

still wavy, with scarcely a trace of

gray. And yet she was an old maid,

and he—

*“Oh, Miss \luddv the youngster |

{
|
|
|
1
|
It was }
|
|
|

1s been
of your red

from the old W1
and picked off l\(l_\ one

ins place ht

I'oses .

Miss Miranda, followed by the ex- |
eited Celia Jane, rushed to her beloved |
rosebush, Not 2 bloorm remained. Miss
Miranda wids gpeechless with indigna-
tion.

“There said the little maid,
and Miss Miranda turned to see peep-
ing through thie pudings a small girl of
five-or 8ix years.

Did you pick my flowers?” she
sternly.

" The child raised a: pair of clear brown
eyes to Miss Miranda's severe gaze,

“Yes'm,” she answered siwply.

“Well, I never! What did you do it
for?”’

“'Cause 1 wanted them for father,
He's been sick.”

“But they were my flowers,” said
Miss Miranda sternly.

“Don’t care; I wanted them for fa-
He likes flowers.”

- Miss Miranda threw up her hands in
“Why, she’s a perfect little
Then,

“Well,

she 1s,”

asked

I'd like to give
What

Run home!

“I don’t know, ma’am,  It's a lady
The little girl’s moth-

Miss Butler says he

“Well, he may have money, but he's
”

When she went back to the sitting
ghe returned the box of daguer-
She
she had

“1 declare, Celia Jane, I'm so upset [

I'll not try to work any more today,
but after lanch- I'll run down to the
village to see about my new boanet.”

Why did she remember that he bhad
always liked roses In her hats? Un-
consciously ghe deeided that it would
be roses this year, pale pink ones, cov-
ered with black lace.

. 2 - K L » B

John Bland walked slowly up the
path leading to Miss Miranda’s front
porch. There seemed no change since
that day so long ago when ke had last
seen her standing by the climbing
white rose, with the tender green
sprays of boneysu(l\lu clinging to the
side of the poreh.

He wondered whether Miranda was
so little altered. Celia Jane opened the
door and told him that Miss Miranda
buad just stepped down street and would
be back in a few minutes. Would he
wait?

He would and did. Bhe ushered him
futo the sitting room, and before the
door closed on her back he had spied
the old daguerreotype lying face up-
ward on the table. He was so absorbed

{ roses this morning, and 1

| er on, o |

| mining roya

in looking at It and m the memories i1t

.called up that be did pot bear Miss

Miranda enter the side door. She had
looked at Celia Jane in wonder when
the little handmaid said
awaited her in the parior.

Who could it be? Instinetively she

a gentleman |

caught up a vagrant brown lock and
smoothed the bit of lace at her rounded |

throat. A pretty pink color mantléd her
cheek at the thoughwof facing a stran-
ger. She had led such a quiet life.
“No, not greatly changed,” thought
John Bland as she waiked into the sit-
ting room.

The light was dim. for Celia '

Jaue had lowered the venetian blinds

when Miss Miranda started for the vil-
lage,

“Good afternoon, sir,”
stood waiting.

Her visitor did not answer
ately, and when he spoke his voice was

she said and

immedi-

| low:

“1 have just heard that my little girl,
Lena May, played havoc with your

apologize and to make any amends in
my power. She has no mother to look
after her, and sometimes” —

Miss Miranda started®
she heard that voice?

Where had

1
came. to

“May I replace them with any flow- :

ers you may name?’

Miss Miranda, without
crossed the room and pulled up the
blinds. The man behind her mur-
mured, “So you don’t know me, Mi-
randa?’ Then he turned, and the l) ht
fell on his f.uo

“John—-you?”’

“Yes, Miranda, 1.7
hand. In it
“And yon kept this, Miranda!”

Miss Miranda gasped and put out her
hand to take the picture from him,
but he imprisoned ber fluttering fin-
gers {. his own.

“Why—why did you keep it, Miran-
da?’

There was a note of triamph in his
voice,

Miss Miran® made a gesture of pro-
test. *“I did not kuow that it was there
until”—

Her hands
randa, can't we go
days? It was not my

e

He held up his

were held closer. *“Mi-
back to the old
fault or yours,

and we've lost s0 much hlm iness, \uu'

and 1.”

Miss Miranda strove
bands

“If you can look me in the eyes and
tell me that you don’t care and never
did care and won't have me, I'll go

But Miss Miranda could not say that.
She did nst try to

“And anyway,” said John Bland lat
have to make amends for

Poor little Lena May! You
tust teach bier better.”

to withdraw her

those roses,

Sandy Got Through.
Old Sandy C., who used to collect the
Ities fur the Duke of Ilaw
ilton, was a bit of a wag. One day
Sandy was late for his train for Bo'-
ness, and the only way he could ecatch
Lis counection was by walking
1e line. A eertain gentleman informed
Sandy that it was useless for him to
attempt railway, as
there was a watchman stationed at the
who would allow no one

across

to cross by the

cCiap |Il'i-7',.t"
to.pass over it,

. What master i{s as exacting as a tight

“What sort o’ countryman is he?”’ in- |

quired Sandy.

“An lIrishman,
rejoinder.

“Well,”
Irishman I'll
away he went.

Coming up to the bridge,
pied the Irishman coming out to stop
Lim, but before Puat had got time to
breathe Sandy gasped out: “I heg your
parden, sir. 1 see you're a man of au-
thority, and 1 have just to throw my-
sclf on your tender mercies.”

“Jabers, gc on!” returned Pat without
a moment’s hesitation,

Had the watchman, Sandy used to
say, been a Scotchman he would have
had to fight him, and had he been an
Englishman he would have had to de-
bate the question.—Pearson’s.

”

responded Sandy, “if he is an
get over.” And straight

Sandy es-

Appropriate Substitute,

The son of a wealthy distiller in the
north of Ireland was upon his mar-
riage promoted by his father to the po-
sition of managing director and was
handed over one of his father's resi-
dences, known as Distillery House, a
handsome mansion standing in beauti-
ful grounds, situated about half a mile
from the firm's extensive works.

Some months afterward the son, be-
ing in the peighboring town, stepped
into the club for lunch, and, meeting a
friend there, invited him to join in the
repast. During the progress of the
meal the young director remarked to
his guest:

“We have been thinl\lng of changing
the name of our residence. It scarcely
sounds well for my wife's letters to be
addressed from Distillery House,
Could you suggest a suitable name?”

The friend laid down his knife and
fork, thofight for a moment and then
said:

“] think I bhave hit upon it. What do
you say to calling it Alco Hall?”

The Blaejay. 5

One may pet or patronize, according
to one's npature, a chipping sparrow,
bluebird or phebe, but he is indeed
well coated with self esteem who does
not feel a sense of inferiority in the
presence of a jay. He is sucha shrewd,
independent and aggressive creature
that one is inevitably led to the bellef
that he is more of a success as a bird
than most men are as men. Conspicu-
ous by voice and action during the av-
tumn and winter, when other birds are
quietest, he becomes silent when other
birds are most vocal, 1f he has a love
song, it is reserved for the ear of his
mate. At this season he even controls
his fondness for owl baiting and with
it bis vituperative gifis. The robin, the
catbird and the thrusher secin eager to
betray the location of tioir nests to
every passerby, but the bluejay gives
no evidence of the site of his habitatica
by belng seen In its vicipity,

was the immediate |

H
answering.

was the daguerreotype. !
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“each so closely.

SECURITY,
Cenuine -
Carter’s

Little Liver Pills.

Mugt Bear Signature of

Sce Fac-Simile Wrapper Below.

Very small and as easy
1o take as sugar.
FOR HEADACHE.
FOR DIZZINESS.
FOR BILIOUSNESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIK.
FOR THE COMPLEXION

[ P, ety vepsmeitic=e)

CURE SICK HEAOACHL

e

TRIV!AL YET POTENT

The Tyranny of lhe Small and the
Helplessness of Mankind.

The “tyranny of littleness” is the
cruel despotism not of one master, but
of a multitude of small ones. Witness
the ironclad sway which any sovereign
ruler of the kitchen may wield over a
helpless household. What happiness or

%

. tem.

misery is bestowed lightly by one who
turns a toaster or brews a pot of cof- |
fee! |

We are all slaves to milliners and
tailors. The milkman holds us helpless '
in his clutches. The chore man orders \
us about. The maid of all work beck- ’
onsg, and we follow. We bow and
scrape before the haughty plumber. !

We who would strike down mon-
archs and measure swords with min-
isters of finance, what sorry figures
we cut in the community if slighted by
the laundrymen! We scarce can hold
our own against a surly railway por-
ter, and it is but by the courtesy of
Master Boots that we emerge from
our hotel apartment, And who shall
stand before the overwhelming power
vested in an offended waiter? We
cannot even mount a trolley car if the
conductor and motorman choose to ig-
nore us.

The man who rules the Stock Ex-
change cannot rest at night because an i
infant’s voice banishes dreams. He is
a vietim to the insect world. Who '
will abolish the tyranny of flies and of
mosquitoes?

Behold the tyranny of horses, dogs
and cats, to which the great majority
of mortals submit without a murmaur,

shoe or a torturing collar? A parrot
or a pet canary can sadly try men’'s
souls! Yes, “things are in the saddle
and ride mankind.”

Who will do justice to the tyranny
of the depraved inanimate taskmasters?
A diamond necklace changes the his-
tory of empires. A courtier's cloak
may pave the “way to royal favor. A
a handkerchief, a glass slipper,
what things to conjure with! Slaves
of the lamp! Slaves of the ring!

Al, the supremacy of trivial things,
that one real tyranny to which we all
bow down! Is there no hope that we
may some day throw off the heavy
yoke? Well is it for us to meditate
upon this vital problem which touches
And as we meditate
we may grow wise enough to break
some of the multitudinous shackels
that hold us spiritless and helpless In
the power of the arcn tyrang ‘LIttieé
Things.”—Caroline Tickuor i Brandur
Magazine
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SENSATION
IN QUEBEC.

Wonderful Cures by Dodd's Kid-
ney Pi'ls Causing Much
Talk.

Dame Joseph Millette, of St. Rosaire,
Tells of Hor Pains and How Easily

She Got Rid of Tlem,

St. Rosaire, D'Arthabasca, Que.,
Nav. 17.—(Spocial).—Among the peo- |
ple of this neighborhood there has |

been much talk of late of the nmnm-!
ou¢ cures resulting from the use of
Dodd’'s Kidney Pills, Sush discases as
Rheumatism, Backache, Heart Dis-
ease and even Catarrh bave yielded
readily to this wonderful remedy, and
people are fast learning how im-
portant it is that the Kidneys shuull
be kept im shape to perferm thei
duty of removing impurities {rom (LL
blood,

One of those who speank out often
and earnestly of the good Dodd's Kid<
ney Pills have dons is the good Dame
Joseph Millette, She suffered from
Kidney Complaint and Catarrh and
is now completely cured. [t is not
to be wondered at that she speaks
as follows :

“l suffered much from malady of
the Kidneys. It settled in the loins
and gave me great pain and discom-
fort, 1 took two boxes of Dodd’s
Kidney Pills and am perfectly well,

“Dodd's Kidney Pills are a great
remedy for me. I give Dodd's Kidney

Pills my certificate from a big
heart.”
Many others, cnce suffering but

newin good health, unite with Da:nm
Joseph Millette in singing the pmlsu
of Dodd’s Kidney Pills. They have '
proved conclusively that no disease '

)} arising from diseased Kidneys can

stand before tlueqn
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A CONTRAST IN BOYS

TOMWN AND COUNTRY LADS IN THE
STRUGGLE OF LIFE

©f the Men Whke Have Achieved
Great Prominence In Pablie ARalrs
the Rural Boys Are at Least Twen-
ty to Ouve Over the City Lads.

A country boy’s lack of opportunity
Is his best equipment for the serious
struggle of life. This sounds paradox-
ical, but it is true. It is just as true
as the opposite proposition, that the
greatest hindrances a city boy has to
contend with are the opportunities
which beset him when yeung
sue him till he begins the real business
of life, a business which each individo-
al must carry on for bimself. For the
city boy everything is made as easy as
possible. Even pleasure becomes to
him an old story before he is out of his
teens. Brought up in the feverish rush
of a place where great things are bap-
pening day by day, he sees the world
with a cynic's eyes and despises the
small things which, like the bricks in
a2 bouse, go to the upbuilding of char-
acters and careers. He believes in us-
ing large markers in the game of life;
for pennies and small units of value be
has little taste and scant regard.

I'he conditions s::: rounding the coun-
try boy are as «:lerent as possible.
T'here is a deal ¢! regular work that
every country boy .nust do, and this
regularity of emploinent, mostly out
of doors, inculecates industrious babits,
while it contributes to a physical de
velopment which in after years is just
as valuable as any athletic training
that can be had. He cannot run as
fast perhaps as those trained by a sys-
He may not be able to jump so
high or so far or excel in any of the
sports upon which we bestow so much
time and from which we get so much
of pleasure, but his development en-
ables him to buckle down to the hard
in which hours are consumed
and from which very little or no im-
is extracted. His

strepgth may be something like that

| of the cart horse, but the cart horse

is to be preferred where a long and
steady pull is required. The thorough-
bred race horse has a fine flight of
speed and cantéers with delightful
lightness and grace along the park
bridle paths, but the heavy work is the
work most in demand, and for that we
want the draft animals every time,

Enthusiasm is the spur to endeavor,
and at the spme time it Is the savor-of
life. The country boy whose ambi-
tion has taken him to town comes
filled with enthusiasms. Even the lit-
tle things are novelties to him, and as
be accomplishes this and that he feels
that he is doing something not only
interesting, but valuable. IHis simple
tastes have not been spoiled by a mul-
tiplicity of gratitications, and so he is
glad of everything good that comes
his way. At thirty, if he !leads a clean
life, he has more of the boy in him
than his city cousin has left at fifteen
He does what is before him because it
is bis duty, while the other is apt
cynically to question the value of do
ing anything aund ask, “What is the
use?”’

Of the men who have achieved great
prominence and high Influence in our
affairs of state the country boys are at
least twenty to one over the city lads.
Nowadays indeed our cynical city lads
look upon men who take an active in-
terest in public affairs as rather low
fellows and quite beneath their associ-
ation and notice. But the country boys
are at the top in other lines of endeav-
or. In finance they are pre-eminent,
and the great bank presidents today In
the great cities nearly all learned to
read and to cipher in country schools
where birch and ferule had wot suc-
cumbed to the civilizing Influences of
scientific pedagogy: Our great rail-
ways were in the main built by them,
and today the administrators of these
great companles are in great measure
from farms and country villages, from
places where work began in early In-
fancy and a sense of duty developed
while still the lisp of childhood lin-
gered.

Some c¢ity boys, however, are of such
sturdy stuff and endowed with such
natural gifts that they succeed by rea-
son of their inherent superlority. Oth-
ers succeed abundantly because they
have used their opportunities wisely
and In real life have pursued the same
course which enables so many country
boys to win fame and fortune, The
more honor to them for having sur-
vived their too great opportunities.
But the country boy when he comes to
town reaches out-for the high places.
Though wot all And seats of the
mighty, nearly all of the exalted sta-
tions are filled in the end by men of
country birth and country rearing, for
they usually start out with the sound
theory that. what Is worth having is
worth striving for.—-John Gilmer Speed
in Brandur Magnzioe.

o Secoteh Clvility.

A lady went out in search of tweo
others who had gone out for a walk
some time before. She met an old man
and asked him If he saw two ladies
pass this way. “Na, nor I wisna look-
fn’ for them.”

She met another and asked the same
guestion. *“Na, bot there micht 'a’ been
ten pau't for onything 'at 1 ken or
care.”

At last she met a boy ‘and asked the
same question. He replied, “Na, 1|
didna see ony Indies vut | saw twa

His Bojs's Fulare,

“Are you eduwiiing you son for any
particular cuining?

u“e..”

“What?

“Well, he made his own selection,
and as pear as | can find out be is edu-
ecating himself to be the busband of an
bairess.” ;

and pur- |

|
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§Sty1ishCarriages
For Stylish People

HAT'S THE KIND WE MAKE

—Don’t know how to make any
other. We're experts you know--
It’s our business. We guarantee to
please you. Don’t want your money
if you're not thoroughly satisfied.

Wm. Gray & Sons Co’y., Limited
Chatham, Ont.
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§ OADING

Shooting Coats and Vests

ers, loaded and empty Shells, Ely, Trap and otkers, black

or smokeless. Fishing tackle in great variety.

Hardware °

Cartridge Belts, Bags and Pouches, Gun Cases and Cov- i
Merchant §

John A. Morton
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mmmum llvunln Delroil. Bank References.”
89"No Names ritten Consent.
VARICOCELE R

If you have tram ainst the laws of
NERYOUS DEBILITY

ln-n.l
says: “At the age of M4, I lea
babit and at 19 contracted surlon disease. [ trea ith doc
promised te cure me, ’I‘?‘y ot ny

E?%%‘;P‘y'" cm-mtnwm (

DRS. KENNEDY & KERGAN.
_ Cor. Michigan Ave. @sd Shelby Siresk __Delrl, Mish.
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