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THE GRANIEE TOWN GREETEINGS
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Those who are engaged in digging Clams or
dragging Scallops, will find a
ready market at

The Beaver Harbour Trading Co

We have for sale Kippered Herring, Kipperines
Finnan Haddies, Sardines, Boneless Cod

All kinds Dried and Pickled Fish

Also Dry Goods, Groceries, Boots and Shoes, and
Fishermen’'s Outfits

Beaver Harbor Trading vCo.

-'f;ken By
Surprise

you 2 long time, but she doesn’t know
you have come.”

George wondered what the child
was trying to get at. Perhaps her
sister had a beau, and through some

| misunderstanding they had a falling

To Dixon’s expectant query weather out.

Miss Mayo was home he had been| But he liked chifdrenand he would

told by the maid who answered the|try to humor her a little.

bell that no one by that name lived|  «qyqqy you sit down ?” she asked,

there. } at the same time taking his hand and |
As he hesitated for 2 moment, she| leading him to a sofa. Dixon be-!

told him in a polite but decided|haved nicely as she climbed into his

manner that she was a stranger inlap and contented herself by playing |

the neighborhood and that she knew| with his watch fob.

nothing of the former tenants of the! ,q . o oh o oo vired of this and

buildingg. The family that now|, .4 uy jnto his face.

of the room _ensconed himself -behind
the curtain. A faint noise in the
outer room warned him of the arrival
of the Mite, and- he hugged closer the
wall.

A small hand brushed back the
curtains, and Dixon, ready for the
grand finale, burst from his hiding
place with outstretched arms.

“Annie,” he cried, wifh the fervor
“I love you ; will
you become my wife ?”

A low cry from a young woman
brought him to hissenses. His arms
were clasped tightly around her, but
he dropped them quickly and stepped
back.
lowered his head to hide his con-

of an ardent lover.

fusion.

“Mr. Dixon, may I be so bold as
to ask the meaning of your impolite
condnct ?”

That voice, George lifted his
head and looked at thespeaker. A
glad cry broke from his lips and he
stepped to her side.

“Annie,” he cried, “thank heaven I
have found you !*

The girl laid her head on the young
man’s shoulder. “I knew you would
come back, George,” she murmured.

His face was crimson, and he |

of stoned ‘raisins and sliced citron
and stir in lightly. Bake one hour
or more in slow oven. ' This cake is
better a day or two after baking, and
will keep quite a time if uncut.

Little Vegetarian—Papa, why do
you go away again? Why don’t you
stay home with mother and me?

Papa—But I must go, little daugh-
ter, to get bread and butter for you.
. Little Vegetarian—Oh, Papa! if
youll only stay home I'll eat meat!—
Brooklyn “Life.”
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| Presence of Mind---and Body
An Official who has been long in

the service of the
Washington tells a good story of the

Government at

time when Hamilton Fish was Secret-
ary of State.

Mr. and Mrs. Fish had, according
to this official, a grand air, an old-
fashioned courtesy that introduced a
new note into the Washington society
of that time. It had been said that
Mrs. Fish sometimes carried her high
idea of courtesy too far—that it was
Quixotic.

Sitting by her side he recounted
his experiences with the Mite.

“By the way,” he added. “I have
a message and a package to deliver

to the little girl to make her future
home with you, and me. The pack-
age must be for your father, although
I never expected to find my fiancee

occupied the house were on tl":elr: "Vou arc poling tn meithy iy sisker,
way to Europe ~for :f shc_m {vacanon. 't you ?” :
She could furnish him ~thh he .add’é Dixon gas Why, lifle g,
ress if he wanted to write to them. f

E whatever put such an idea into your|
But Dixon, with a smothered|head ?” he asked. I
“Thank you, turned —_ To| «“Now you are a Yankee,” she said, |
Europe. He bad just arrived from|playfully pinching his cheeks. ‘

by means of it.”

Outside the door a gladdened little
heart heard everything and she clasp-
ed her hands in joy.

Housshold Standbys

here. The message is an invitation |

Europe himself, and as soon as he
left the boat he had run out to Long-
hurst to see Annie. And now to
find out that she had moved away
and he had no way of telling whether
she had gone.

Six months before, when he andl
Anniebeumeengaged,?nebad boeni
sent to England on business. Since |
then he had received several letters|
from Annie, but had recently missed |
all his mail ‘

In his letters he had spoken ofj
his love and how happy he was as|

Contrary to his habit, he threst Kis|
hands into his pockets. The next|

“Yes,” he admitted, “I am a Yan-‘ Apple Sauce Cake—Beat to a
kee, and I am proud of it.” i cream one cupful of sugar with one-
“Soam I, and Sis, and Mamma, | half a cupful of butter. Add ‘one
and Papa.” cupful of apple sauce, which hasbeen
“Who is Sis ?” he asked. strained and had one teaspoonful of
what is her name ?” soda stirred in it
“Now you are trying to fool me. | of seeded raisins, one teaspoonful of
You know her name because you are | cinnamon, one-half teaspoonful each
going to marry her,” of cloves and nutmeg and one and
“Yes, I am going to marry her,” he | three-fourths cupfuls of flour, Bake
said, trying another tack. “If she|in moderate oven. :
wants me,” he’ added under his{ Hickory Nut Macaroons.—Beat
breath. the whites of two eggs to a froth and
“And you will let me come end]add slowly one cupful of puiverized
live with you when you marmy Sig?sugumdommpful of nuts chopped
won't you ?” 3 very fine; mix thoroughly and drop
405 buttczed tins. Bake slowly.

“] mean

He nodded his head, and then fell |

One of her rules, for instance, was
{to return every call she received.
| Her husband was continualiy holding

{

i
| courtesy, many women would come

who had no desire that Mrs. Fish
should call upon them—who were in

she did call

One such woman attended a Fish
reception, left her card, and a little
latter was duly honored by a call
from Mrs. Fish

It was a beautiful, mild afternoon.
The Fish equipage, all aglitter in the
wintry sunshine, dashed down the
narrow street and halted before the
woman’s shabby little house with a
musical jingle of silver chains.  The |

. public receptions, and to these out of

no position to receive her properly if |

for the home and family.

ANDREW McGEE

No matter where w

wherever you hear them talking the gist of conver-
sation is always the same.

They being a unit on this point at least, that the
ECONOMY STORE is the reliable store; everything

A valuable prize given free with every ten dollar purchase.

CALL AND BE CONVINCED

omen meet they
and

o

Back Bay

Modern Society

It is in the home that woman rises
to her truest heights and wields her
widest influence. Every home isa
miniature world, and the wife is a
crowned queen. The wife who makes
society the field of her accomplish-
ments soon finds her husband a de-
voted club man. The woman who
fills her head with many of the ideas
and pleasures of much that is called
society, soon wants to entertain her
husband, any evening she may not
have some other engagement with
cards. She plays just as she did to
win some prize at progressive euchre
or whist parties. She cheats a little,
and they have a great spat over it,
and then another and another, and
presently she fires something at his
hoad, but misses it and hits the
motto over the door, “God bless our
Home.” Their little boy says: -“Ma
|you missed pa’s head, but you gave
' the motto hail Columbia.” Often the
only question to be decided in that
home is, “who shall have the boy ?”
and the court is asked to decide it. |
God pity the woman who has set her

|

Add one cupful!

Old-Time Crellers—Mix two cup-|
fuls of sugar, four eggsand one cup-|
ful of sweet milk together. Use two,
scant teaspoonfuls of baking powder |
sifted through enough flour to make

morning he gave a start and drew a| to wondering if she was speaking of|
bulky package from his coat. 'a floured board and knead thorough-|
«By jove™he exclaimed aloud, “I|ly, mixing in two tablespoonfuls of|
came near forgetting this package” | chopped and seeded raisins, three
He tumed it over im his hand | tablespoonfuls of currants and onelj
“Two sixty-mine,” he mused as be‘iubﬂespomfulachof minced citron!a smooth paste. Roll hard and sﬁ!xu'uzyQ
read the number. “That must be!Anmnie. But no, Annie had no sisters, | and cut into piecesabout three inches |
around here someplace.” { and this child spoke of her sister.  |square. In each piece make four
Before leaving England a friend, “Look bere, little girl, he said, en-|incisions. Twist these into fancy|
had placed the package in his hands| tering heartily into the spirit of the| shapes. Fry in bot lard |
and asked him to deliver it to the ad-| fun, I domt know amything about|{ Spice Fingers—Beat to a2 cream |
_ diress on the outside. marriage, and I don’t want to do amy-| one heaping tablespoonfal of butter, |
«Jt is very important,” he told him ﬂmirgzthisg@imgmmkemhd,;mtcmmfuldwmndamn
“and I dare mot trost it to the mail| well foolish.™

iompn'ﬂmﬂof brown sogar, adding one
service. It is of a special mature, | “Oh, I know what you mean, she|teaspoonful of powdered cimmamom,
George, or 1 would make you wf;mmmmmmmmmémnwmmwwm_
quainted with its contents. However dm’kemﬁthmmeem:megngmndﬂhpﬁmasﬂnw
1 cam trast you to deliver it mnight side ‘Enmy.’mmm@l&mggmﬁgﬁgﬂ,mmmmﬁmﬂdm
up with care.” | kmow.” | dissolved in 2 cupful of sour milk (or
He glanced at the mumbers on the | «] believe you are 2 mamghty mam,” | sour cream if you cam get i) :amﬂ
Here was the very place. Swyhe"uhwymas&td Mmmnxymmﬁmrmasﬂxkdmgh Tum out om
Dison drew im a deep breath as he| George thought ﬁhmsmgmmxgxum@asm&&mmmgmw_
pullied she doorbell and waitizd. | little too fax. He did mot wamt mtﬂnmemdms&mgmmd one  finger Im
A W&Mmm@i‘mmmmm Mmi‘w@h Bake m a moderate owen
Sk of e QME;&M& but to his| Defore be could stop her, the dnﬂd‘ ‘ ko&f&?mt(mkg~)&m ane cup-
e the door did not open. | was outt of the room. * But she re- ﬂmL@f-&mDumsugmmﬁmegg, beat
e o Bdes -,_tmm:mwim¢mammmm&mm.m¢mmsmmom«cmp»
. e o ﬁv i&»mb and | eammme. { finl of molasses and 2 tablespoomfinl
-, = e « Now,” she said, 1 am going m;em:h of cimmamon amd grated mutmmegp.

footman leaped from the box and |
opened the carriage door and Mrs.
Fish descended. '

The poor woman of the house was | Minister to the Sisk
inadradﬁxlpxedicam_alt_ She “51 Itis agrand, good and beautiful
 alas, knecling on the sidewalk beside| i ¢, minister 1o the sick—to the

|abucket of bot water. Her sleeves| .. ry lid low by sfiicridn ]
{ were rolled back. Shehadascmbb—gmdd btl thercsis Bot 2 B
| ing brush in one hand and a cake °ﬂbeingbutwi113cl ledge this fact,
| soap in the other. She was scrubb-|, . 5 - £ 'llystrikesnsasi
mgﬂ;e-ﬁont °F -iwhen'e,omselvm,mlyingprmte‘
<Bendmggmz‘:lonslyowerher, Mﬂ:bydisease. How many times have|
Phli gl ' we when suffering almost unbearable
xqsnrsﬂenrykoblmonnhom?imo‘ eow with & bernd fevcr,éf
| And Mrs. Henry Robinson replied: | ; i
No mum, she zint"and went on

heart on much tnat is in modem
society.

| resolved that if ever we do get well
| again, we would do all we could for
the sick It is a sad pity ahat with

%oﬁmﬁmcsﬁcea'ay_
o . . | Nightingales, to go out and nurse
We estimate 2 mother’s importance | 3 il Sl B
in her family as high as any one can;, s : i
and yet we do not believe she nm-“_”“““ % e -
Spalinis 5. Biilbihes macded fa]TCc W mester. - Au skt eety
the great work of training up human | € =
Mo T iy Gy x| e el dus 2 o
dniﬂ«dnmphushuinsomml
at a disadvantage for the esercise of
w&n;wmy.mmm;w;m P mck Pk e Sy iR
will mot indeed take the reims of the | - I
family govermment ﬁmhﬁwﬁf«e*‘mm - .
mmﬂhnmwﬂnmhﬂguﬂemyissms—fg ’ 5
toimed By o Boun sl diendy Koug ;] M= S vaxicd sue the mays S con
that behind their mother's
beart stamds 2 cool judgment, and 2
will stromger even than their own, zmnd |
that they canmot impose upon one or |
resist the other.  But if he would be | 5°0¢ Srommd.

e A e o th h‘mémwﬁmwmﬂxﬁgaﬂdcﬁmm

answer mo purpose for him to come| i
Em«}MMakammwmmgmmﬁhmﬁ;mm“M‘mm
by hard amthority. -He st be the| "0 them 2 temder, sympathetac,

compamion, the friemd of his chil | though cheerfiul letter.

f%metmningha!thomgoodmsolmtiom‘
It is not ex|™®

They are usuzlly spoken of as mwval|
lids, and s0 2ccustomed are we tof

*| it mever grows old, and much is the|

| fact, amything which we may do for|
{them im love will be sure to be ap-|
preciated and will be foed sown i

Abmdxdﬂ@mzi .
traly the Eather of his Gmily, be must| ™ BOSE wr wapazier, & m

orif they five at 2 distance we should |
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His Life Work

A Foreign tourist who had received
permission to visit one of the large
asylums for the insane in this country
was surprised at the neatness, quietude
and good order that prevailed within
the walls of the institution. He ask-
ed if it was always like that, and the
polite attendant’ who was showing
him through the buildings said it was.

“We have what we call our violent
wards, of course, but I presume you
would not care to see those?”

“I think not.”

“It is just as,well, perhaps. Tney-
are rather noisy, although, of course,
we exercise the same care in provid-
ing for the welfare! of the inmates
that you see in this part of the
institution. We also have a section
where we keep the incurables.”

“These inmates, then, are consider-
ed curable?”

“Their cases are at least hopéful.”

“I am greatly interested, said the
visitor, “but I will not take up any
more of your time. Yo6u have other
duties to attend to, have you not?”

“Yes, sir,”this is merely one of my
recreations. In one of the rooms of
the maine building T am engaged
during most of the tfme in pursving
what may be called my life work.”

“Your life work? May I ask what
that is?”

“Hadnt you heard?’said the
attendant, in 2 tone of astonishment.
“l am compiling an index to
“Webster’s Dictionary.”

—*“Youth’s Companion.”

Going Into Consumption 2

Whez your throat rattles, your
and chest are sore, your throat is
itk »

by many specialists ‘
ands every day. 25c. and $1.00 at all
dealers.

Cleared the Place of Rats

The ingenmity of 2 South Norfolk,
Conn., workman is trying 2  small
bell around the meck of 2 rat and
then iberating it bas completely freed
the company’s factory of an army of
these pests.

The nowse of the tinkling bell

“] hope things are more peaceful
m the chomr tham formerly, szid the

“Yes, sir,"replied the orgamist; “it
is perfectly calm mow.”

“Bwerybody excepting myself re-
comed”

apened the door. ‘

The nest moment am ejacularon|
hmrst from his lips. He found hins-|
seif lookimg at the smalllest mite of
humanity he had ever seem. f

«Qly, beg your paxdom,” he stzm-|

be your girl  You sit here amd when | Take the seeds from ome pound of

I come back you surprise me.” 'mﬂmamimtﬁmmmtﬁ:eempﬁﬂnv
“Yes,” George said, “‘Eund«:zmmhé“f’f sifted flour, addmg also ome-half
but hew am I going to surprise you?” | 2 pound of cumamts, ome-quarter
“Too those curtams,” she sand | poumi of shreddied atrom. Add the

rem.  Stromg, nzturzl love must be

I

i

Expiained

Andrew Camegie tells of am old Scotef.

the basis of 2l bemeficizl dnscxp[fne. Pilles are easily and quickly d:nedmiwmk ady who had no grest liking for moders

But this is alko, we had almost szid,

| Drr. Shoop’s Magic Ointment. To prowe|
itt T willl nradll 2 soalll trial box as 2 con-|

clmrely music.  Ome day sie was express-

equally mecessary for the fther him-| vincing test. Simply address Dr. Shoop| ing her dislike of the singing of am

selff. ~Nothimmg keeps the heart so

Racime, Wis. 1 surely would mot send it |
free unless I was certaim that Dr. Shoop's |

meved, grabbing bis bat off and mak-| pointing to a pair that separated the four and frait to Wi ot Smguedee

He smilled as be be-| room, “you must hide behind them, | altemately thth one capfal of strong |
refiused to| and when I enter the room youw just| coffe in which one-half 2 teaspoomfil |
and exclaim, | of soda bas been dissolved.

Raised Dough Cake —Cream to-
gether one large cupful of sugar and
one-half 2 cupful of butter.  Add ome
beaten egg and mix well. Them take
one full pint of light bread dough and
one level teaspoonful of baking-

powder and beat hard with the hand
until soft and white: Sprmkle m &
little grated nutmeg and half 2 wine-
glassful of wine. Flour one cupfull

ing & low bow.
held the resson the door .
open. She was just  tall enoughm‘czktchmetnyour arms,
turm the knob [ <1 lowe yow! Will you mamy me®” |
«Ql, tha's all nght,” exclaimed George lmghed at the hndicrous-|
the mite. “T've beem expecting you.”| Dess of the simatiom. And 2 percep-
“ = o me? I was not aware tible boghtness of the comer of his|
thar 1 Bad notified anyome of my eyes told that he was ready to enter
into the spirit of the novelty present-
she said, looking| ed by the Mite He would, he vowed
] read your to himself, give her the greatesi sur-
| prise of her Iife.
He arose and walking to the end

coming.”

“Yes, you did,”
into his strong face.
letter 2 long, long time 3go.”

«Sis and I have been watching for

antheny @ her own charch, wihenm z

fresh amd youmg, sawes it from bitter- | Magic Ointment would stand the test. | friend said:

‘R.ememherii:fs.mmieexpradyam{almnx‘

mess and corrosion through the eares | o~ = o Meoding or iching

|

“Why, that anthem is 2 very amcient

and confficts amd disappointments of | piles, eitfer external or internal. Large| one. Devid sang it to Send.”

jar Slc. Seld by All Dealers.

hife, as the daly emjoyment, of 2|
bappy home. A mam of business, or
a schowr, wno thuos allows himself| Duke 01 Devenshirs

time for relaxatiom, and for the play| Disd ts lll’
of the domestic affections, will m the | ¥ i

course of years have a.ccomplisheci‘I Canmes, March 24.—Spencer Compton
more, with less wear of mind .md‘ Cavendish, eighth Duke of Devonshire,
body, than one who has been all the | died here this morning of heart failure.
time: _om the stretch, seeking to catch | He was Born July 23, 1833, and was a
the nearest way to wezlth or any othetf son of the seventh Duke, and Blanche,
object of personal or public good. ’ a daughter of the Earl of Carlisle.

1
|
|
i

i

v Weel, weell” sgid the old womam.
“I moo for the first tinve uwnderstznd’
wiy Seul threw his javelin at Dawvid
when the lad sang for him."”"—*“ Lippin-
cott’s.””

De Yeour Beoots Pineh

If so, loekout for a tiny corn. Careit
before it grows big. Putnam’s Painles
Corn Extractor is the Best. Try
“Putnam’s.”




