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lan went up 'to New York that
svening. Earlier in the day he some-
what hesitatingly confided to Morti-
meér that he had backed Lucretia when

- ghe was well and looked to have a good

chance to win her race; now she was
scratched, and his money was lost.
Bearing in mind what Crane had said
about the Dutchman’s chances of win-
ning, even with Lucretia in the race,
he felt now that it appeared almost
like a certainty for Crane's horse. If
fie could have a bet on the Dutchman
he would surely recoup his losses.
Aldn explained all these racing mat-
ters very minutely and with great
eprnestness to Mortimer, for the latter
wis quite unfamilar with the science of
race gambling. Having stated his pre-

" @ieament and hoped-for relief, as an

excuse for so doing, he wound up by
asking his companion for a loan of two
hundred dollars,

Mortimer had little-less horror of bet-
ting and its evil influence than Mrs.
Porter, but under the circumstances
be would perhaps have complied with
the boy's request had he been provided
with sufficient funds. As it was, he
saic: “I don’t like the idea of lending
you' money to bet with Alan; Yyour
mother ‘wouldn't thank me for : doing
‘#o0: besides, if you lost it you'd feel un-
gomfortable owing me the money. At
any rate, I haven't got it. I couldn’'t
jend you two hundred, or. half of it.
I suppose I haven't got a hundred to
my credit.”

“Oh, never mind than,” answered
Alan, angrily, stiffening up, because of
Mortimer's lecture.

#1711 lend you what I've got.”

“ don't want it. I can get it some
other place.”

' «“yowd better take—"

wake nothing—I don’t want it.”

“Very well, I'm sorry I can’t oblige
you. But take my advice and don’t bet
at all; it’ll only get you into trouble.”
_ «Thanks; I don't need your advice. I
was a fool to ask you for the money.”

“] say, Alan,” began Mortimer, in a
eoaxing tone.

«please don’t ‘Alan’ me any more. I
can get along without your money and
without your friendship; I don’t want
either.”

. . Mertimer remained silent. What was
the use of angering the boy further?
He would come to see that he had
meant it in good part, and would be all
right in a day or two.

W puring the rest of the day Alan pre-
served a surly distance oI manner,
speaking to Mortimer only once—a con-
strained request for a bunch of keys in
the latter's possession which unlocked
some private drawers in the vault.

/ The next morning it suddenly oc-
curred to Mortimer that Porter's note
fell due that day—either that day or
the next, he wasn’t sure. The easiest
way to settle the question was to look
at the date on the note.

He stepped into the vault, took out
the little cigar box, opened it, and as
he handled the crisp papers a sudden
‘shock of horror ran through his frame.
One of the bills was gone; there were
‘only two one-thousand-dollar notes left.

The discovery paralyzed him for an

He was responsible; the
rioney had been left in his charge.
Then he looked at the note; it matured
the nest day. All the money had been
# the box the morning before, for he
had looked at it. Only the cashier and
Alan Porter knew that it was in the
vauit.
_ The whole dreadful truth came clear-
iy to Mortimer’s mind with absolute
conviction. 'Alan, infatuated with the
prospect of winning a large sum over
The Dutchman, and failing to borrow
from him had taken the money.

The gravity of the situation calmed
Mortimer, and his mind worked with a
¢ool method that surprised him. Bit
by bit he pieced it out. The boy, in-
consistently enough, had reasoned that
the money was his father’s, and that
He was only borrowing family property.
No doubt he felt sure of win-
ning, and that he would be
Back in time to replace the thousand
before it was needed. This sophistical
reasoning had, without doubt, tempted
the lad to commit this—this—Mortimer
felt a reluctance to bestow the proper
name upon Alan’s act, but undoubtedly
it was stealing.

And if the boy lost the money, what
would }wppen? He couldn’t .repay it;
the shortage would be discovered and
Allis’s brother would be ruined, brand-
ed as a thief,

Mortimer would willingly put the
money back himself for Allis's sake;
but he hadn’t it, What was he to do?
if he could find Alan and force him to
give up the stolen money he could yet

gave the boy. But Alan had gone to :

Gravesend.

Like an inspiration the thought came \
must go after him

to Mortimer that he
and get the money pefore it was lost.
He shoved the box back in its place,
and came out into the office.

It was half past ten by the clock.
%uckily the cashier had not come yet.

$Mortimer’s mind  worked rapidly. He |

must make some excuse and get away;
anything; he must even lie; if he
gaved the boy it would be justifiable.
Why did not the cashier come, Now
that he was ready for him? Each min-
ute seemed an age, with the honor of
WMlis’s brother hanging in the balance.
He would need money. He drew a
eheck for a hundred dollars. A hasty
inspection showed that he still had a
trifie more than this amount to his
credit, Why he took & hundred he
hardly knew; fate seemed writing the
check. He had barely finished when the
cashier appeared. At once Mortimer
spoke to him.

«1 want leave of absence to-day, sir,”
he said, speaking hurriedly.

The cashier frowned in astonish-
ment. “Impossible! We are short-
handed with young Porter away.”

“7’l1 be back in the morning,” plead-
ed Mortimer, “My mother is very ill
T've opened up, and Mr. Cass can man-
age, I'm sure, if yowll let me go. 1
wouldn't ask it, but it's a matter of

almost life and death.,” He had nearly
said of honor.

Unwillingly the cashier consented. It
probably meant extra work for him;
he would ceatainly have to take a hand
in the office routine, Theirs was not a
busy bank, and that day was not like-
ly to be a very pressing one, but still
he would have to shoulder some of the
labor. :

Full of the terrible situation, Mortimer
cared not who worked, so that he got
away in time to save Alis's brother
from himself. At last'he was free, He
almost ran to the station.

Looking from the window of the
bank, the cashier seeing Mortimer’s
rapid pace, muttered: I guess the poor
man’s mother is pretty bad; I'm glad
I let him go. He’'s a good son to that
mother of his.”

At eleven o'clock Mortimer got &
train for New York., During the wait
at the station he had paced up and
down the platform with nervous stride.
A dozen times he looked at his watch—
would he be too late? He had no idea
how long it would take to reach Grave-
send; he knew nothing of the race
track’s location, As the train whirled
him through Emerson, where his
mother lived, he could see the little
drab cottage, and wondered pathetical-
ly what the good woman would say if
she knew her son was going to a race
meeting. At twelve he was in New
York,
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Mortimer found that he could take
an “L’” train to the Bridge, and trans-
fer there to another taking him direct
to the course. At the Bridge he was
thrust into a motely crowd, eager, ex-
pectant, full of joyous anticipation of
assured good luck, He-was but a tiny
unit of this many-volced throng; he |
drifted a speck on the bosom of the|
flood that poured into the waiting race
train, He was tossed into a seat by the
swirling tide, and as the train moved
he looked at his felldow-passengers.
There was a pleasant air of opulence |
all about him. Gold chains of air prom-
inence, diamonds of lustrous hue, dec-
orated the always rotund figures, He
fell to wondering why the men were all
of a gross physique; why did the
ladies wear dresses of such intermin-
able variety of color; from whence
came the money for this plethora of
rich apparel?

The race literature that had come
Mortimer's way had generally dealt
with the unfortunate part of racing.
Somehow he had got the impression
that everybody lost money at it. He
was sure Alan Porter had, also the
father,

True, on the train were some bearing
undeniable evidences of poverty; but
not many. One man of this latter un-
fortunate -aspect sat next him, His
whole appearance was suggestive of
the shady side of life. With the indus-
try of a student he pored over a dis-
heveled sporting paper for half an
hour, then throwing it urider the seat
he cast a furtive look at his neighbor,
and presently said, *“Dere’ll be big
flelds to-day.”

“That's too bad,” Mortimer answer-
ed, through ignorance, thinking that

the other referred to perhaps a consid-

erable walk across country, to reach

the course. .

“I like it,” declared the man of sad
drapery; “it means long odds if you're
next somethin’ good.” |

Mortimer confined his remarks to a
brief “Oh!” for the other man might
as well have been speaking Choctaw. !

“Have you doped ’em out for de Der-
by?” asked the stranger,

Mortimer shook his head, Whatever
it was it was connected with horse
racing, and he felt sure that he hadn’t
done it.

“Well, 'll tell you somethin’—will
you put down a good bet if I steer you
straight?”

Mortimer was growing weary; his
mind, troubled by the frightful disas-
ter that threatened Allis's family,
wanted to draw within itself and pon-
der deeply over a proper course of ac-
tion; so he answered: “My dear sir,
I'm afraid you're mistaken, I never bet
on races. But I thank you for your
kind offer.”

The unwashed face looked at him in
blank amazement, then it wrinkled in
a mirthful laugh of derision, “What
@’ ’ell you goin’ to Gravesend for, den?
Blamed if I don’'t believe you dough—
you look it, Say, is dat straight goods
—did you never have a bet in your

| life?”

‘“Never did.”

“Well, I'm_damned! Say, I belleve
you've got de best of it, dough. Wish
I'd never bucked ag'in’ de bookies,”

“Why don’t you stop it now, then?"”
‘“Say, pard, do you smoke?" -
“Say, pard, do you drink?”

“No.”

“Smoke?”*

#No."”

A hopeless alr of utter defeat came
into thet hin sharp face. Its owner
had been searching for a simile.. He
wanted to point a moral and he
couldn’t find it. The young man at his
elbow was too emaculate. He tried to
| explain: “Racin’s like any other locoed
t’ing—it’s like tobacco, or drink, or
stealin’ money out of a bank—"

Mcrtimer shivered. He had felt &
moral superiority in denying the im-
plied bad habits.

“It’s like any of 'em,” continued the
ragged philosopher; “a guy starts sim-
ply as a kid, an’ he gets de t'row-down.
He takes a bracer at himself, and
swears he’l give it de go-by, but he
can’t—not on your life.”

Mortimer had read much about con-
fidence men, and half expected that his
self-imposed acquaintance would try to
borrow money, but hew as disillusioniz-
ed presently.

“RBut de ring ain't broke Ole Bill yet.
T'll clean up a t'ousand today—s=ay, I
like your mug; you ain’'t no stiff, or I
miss my guess, an’ I'll put you next a
good t'ing, damme if I don’t, an’ you
don’t need to divvy up, neither. Dere’s
a chestnut runnin’ in de Derby what
de call Larcen, an’ I'm goin’ to plank

down a hun’red chicks on him.”

ki

1
i
i

i
|

He detected a look of incredulous un- 1
belief in Mortimer’s face, evidently, for
he aded, “You t'ink I ain't got no |
dough, eh?' He dug down into the |
folds of his somewhat yoluminous
“pants” and drew forth a fair-sized
roli. “‘See? That wad goes to Larcen |
straight. I se him do a gollop good |
enough for my stuff; but dey got a
stable-boy on him, an’ dat’s why he’ll
be ten to”one. But dat don’t cut noice|
wit' me. He'll be out for de goods; it's |
a gal owns him, an’ dere’ll be nut’in’
doin’. Gal's name’s Porter.”

Again Mortimer started. What a lit- ‘
tle word it was, to be sure! Even here
on the ferry boat, crowded with men |
of unchristian aspect, he heard the
name of the woman he loved, and
standing symbolical of honesty. E

‘“What’s the name of this—this |
horse?” he asked.

“Larcen.”

“Do you mean Lauzanne?”

“Yes, dat’s it. I jes’ heered it, an’ I
t'ought it was Larcen. You've got it
stiaight, stranger. Say, are you wise |
to anyt'in'?”

“Not about the horse; but I know‘l
t_he people—the young lady; and they'll
win if they can—that’s sure.”

“Dere won’t be many dead ’'uns in de |
Derby. First money’'s good enough fer |
most of de owners. First horse, I see!
him gallop like o good 'un. An’ I'm a
piker; I like a bit of edds fer my stuff.”

Mortimer saw the other occupants of
the train moving toward the front end.

“I guess we're dere,” said his com-
panion; “perhaps I'll see you on de
course. Say, I didn’t catch your
name."” !

‘“Mortimer.” . i

“Well, take care of yourself, Mr. .
Morton. See you later.” i

* ] - * L L L ] .

In his ignorance of a race meet Mor- !
timer had felt sbre he would be able to
find Alan Porter without trouble. The
true diMculty of his quest soon dawned
upon him. Wedged into the pushing,
shoving hurrying crowd, in three min-
utes he had coempletely lost himself. A
dozen times he rearranged his bearings,
taking a certain fiight of steps leading
yp to the grand stand as the base of
his peregrinations; a dozen times he
returned to this point, having accom-
plished nothing but complete bewilder-

} ment,

He asked questions, but the men he
addressed were too busy to bother with
him; some did not hear, others stared
at him in distrust, and many tendered '
flippant remarks, such as “Ask a po-!
liceman;” “You'll find him in the bar;” ‘
‘“He’s gone to Burope.”

Even Mortimer’s unpracticed mind
realized speedily that it would be no- !
thing short of a miracle if he were to
find anyone in all those impatient
thousands who even knew the person
he was seking. One young man he
spoke to declared that he knew Alan
Porter quite well; he was a great f*iend
of his; he’d find him in a minute. This
obliging stranger’s quest led them inte
the long race track bar room, which
somehow or other sugested to Mortimer
a cattle shambles. !

Behind the bar young men in vvhiteI
coats, even some in their shirt sleeves,
were setting forth on its top, with fev-
erish haste, clinking glasses that foam-
ed and fretted much like the thirsty
souls who called vociferously for liquid |
refreshment. Everybody seemed on |
fire—burnt up by the thirst ef a con-
suming fever, the fever of speculation.

Mortimer’s new friend suggested that

! they indulge in beer while waiting for

the sought one’s appearance, and wax-
ing confidential he assured his quarry
that he had a lead-pipe cinch for the
next race—it couldn’t lose. The train-
er was a bosom friend of his; a sort ot

hybrid brother in friendship. He him-|

self was no tipster, he was an owner;
he even went the length of flashing a
bright yellow badge, as occult evidence
of his standing. |

These matters did not interest the |
searcher in the slightest; they only |
wasted his precious time. If he did not |
find Alan Porter soon the stolen money |
would be lost, he felt sure.

“T must find my friend,” he said, cut- |
ting the garrulous man short. “Excuse |
me, I'll go and look for him.” !

But the other was insistent; ferret-l
like, he had unearthed good meat—a |
rare green one—and he felt indiaposed‘
to let his prey escape. His insistence'
matured into insolence as Martimer |
spoke somewhat sharply to him. Ig~|
norant of racing as the latter was, he|
was hardly & man to take liberties with |
once he recognized the infringement. '
The enormity of his mission and the
possibility that it might be frustrated
by his undesirable tormentor, made him |
savage. Raised to quick fury by a vl-l
cious remark of the tout who held him !
in leash, he sudenly stretched out a
strong hand, and, seizing his insulter
by the collar, gave him a quick twist
that laid him on his back. Mortimer
held him there, squirming for a full
minute, while men gathered so close!
that the air became stifling.

Presently a heavy hand was laid onl
Mortimer's shoulder and a gruff police«
man’s voice asked, ‘“What’s the matter
here?” |

“Nothing much,” Mortimer replied,
releasing his held and straightening up;
“this blackguard wanted me to bet on
some horse, and when I refused, insult-
ed me; that's all.”

The other man had risen, his face
purple from the twist at his throat.
The officer looked at him.

“At it again, Mr. Bunco. I'll take
eare of him,” he continued, turning to
Mortimer. ‘He's a tout. Oue you go,”
this to the other man. Then, tickled
in the ribs by the end of the policeman’s
baton, the tout was driven from the
enclosure; the spectators merged into a
larger crowd, and Mortimer was left
once more to pursue his fruitless
search.

As he merged into the open of the
lawn he saw a gentleman standing
somewhat listlessly, self-absorbed, as
though he were not a party to the in-
cessant turmoil of the others, who were
os men mad.

(To be centinued.)

ST. JOHN RIVER IN HISTORY,

e r———

I.bresting and Valuable Historical Work
Has Just Been Published by
Rev. W. 0. Raymond.

Those who have followed with pleas-
ure Rev. Dr. Raymond’s interesting
serial history of the St John River
as published in the Telegraph will be
glad to learn of its issue in book form.
The new volume which contains 370
pages and numerous {llustrations is a
valuable contribution to the historical

| literature of the province and demands

a place on the bookshelves of every
New Brunswicker, Its great mass of
information and the interesting hand-
ling of it combine to claim for the book
a permanent place in the esteem of all
to whom the lives and work of the
men who made this province what it
is, seem worthy of remembrance.

The book begins with a comprehen=-
sive sketch of the early history of the
province preceding and subsequent to
its first exploration. The struggles be-
tween the early settlers and the Abor-
ignes and the Anglo-French wars form
the subject of interesting following
chapters. Dr. Raymond deals quite
fully with the condition of affairs on
the river during the period extending
from the treaty of Utrecht in 1713 to
the conquest of Canada in 1769, All
this time the St. John river was in dis-
pute between England and France. The
French strove to retain possession and
built forts at Menagoueche (the name
they applied to St. John), and at
Woodman’s Point at theé mouth of the
Nerepis. The Abbe le Loutre and Com-~
mander Boishebert strove to maintain
the French ascendency against Gov-
ernors Shirley of Massachusetts, and
Lawrence of Nova Scotia, but in vain.
The French were expelled from Acadia
soon after the fall of Louisbourg, and
became for a time the foot ball of for-
tune. On the 20th of September, 1759,
Colonel Robert Monckton landed at St.
John and took formal possession of
Fort Menagoueche, which he rebuilt
and renamed Fort Frederick. With
this event begins the period of English
occupation,

Governor Lawrence’s proclamation
and its results in attracting settlers
from New England next take up the

| historian’s attention together with the

experiences of those who took advan-
tage of the offer and founded in New

| Brunswick what are its leading fam-

{lies today. As the record approaches
modern times the  interest increases,
the business and governmental trou-
bles of the people being fully describ-
ed, Brief sketches are given of the
founders of the families, Beckwith,
Quinton, Jones, Burpee, Palmer, Nev=-
ers, Perley, Peabody, Barker, Ather-
ton, Garrison, Coy, Estey, Estabrooks,
Darling, Kemble, Sterling, Glasier and
others,

Dr. Raymond gives a chapter on the |
early religious teachers who labored on |
the St. John, commencing with the !
French missionaries, treating also of
those in connection with the Church of
England, Congregational, Methodist, |
Baptist and Presbyterian bodies. '

The closing chapter on the coming of |
the Loyalists fills nearly thirty pages
and gives with more fullness of detail |
and accuracy, than has yet been at-i
tempted, the story of the Loyalist em-
igration. The voyages of the spring !
fleet, the June fleet and the autumn
fleet are described in detail, and the!
hardships endured by the founders of |
St. John and Fredericton told in a!
realistic way.

The book may be obtained at a very
moderate price of Barnes & Co., and
is also on sale at the principal book-
stores, Special arrangements will be
made with teachers and those engaged
in educational work.

o~

TRAPPED.
(Louisville Courier-Journal.)

“Yes,” boasted the stranger, I'm &
New Yorker.”

“How is the political situation over
there?” inquired Herlock Sholmes,

“Quite mixed.”

“Mixed! My dear sir, do you not
know that the genuine New Yorker
uses no adjective other than ‘flerce? »

The fellow then sheepishly admitted
that he was from Kankakee,

GRUESOME STORY OF CHINESE
REVENGE,

————

Steward Burles His Mistress Alive—
He is Tortured to Death.

E—

SAN FRANCISCO, Cal.,, Dec. 9—The
latest issues received here of the North
China Daily News tell a gruesome
story of Chinese barbarity as having
occurred recently at Pekin. A certain
Mandarin’s wife had incurred the hat-
red of her husband’s head steward be-
cause she had refused to procure for
the latter’s son a coveted government
appointment. The opportunity to Tre-
venge himself, for which the aggrieved
steward had long waited, at last pre-
sented itself. The Mandarin was leav-
ing on a short journmey, and was over-
heard to say jestingly to his wife that
he had fully made up his mind to have
her buried alive,

After his master's departure, the
chief of the household solicited an in-
terview with the wife, and making the
customary low obeisance, told her that
he had come to carry out his master’s
orders. The terrified lady protested
that it had been a joke, but the stew-
ard, aided by some menials, seized and
gagged her and buried her alive in her
own garden,

The fury of the prince when he re-
turned -knew no bounds. The culprit
was arrested and subjected to terrible
torments before he was finally behead-
ed, As many of his abettors as could
be found were put to death by strang-
ling.

EVERYBODY GLAD.
s P . e

Now that the opening of Victoria
Rink is but a short distance in the
future the children—and many grown-
ups Loo—are clamoring for Santa Claus
to bring them a season ticket. Hun-
éreds will be disposed of this way, for
no better gift could be conceived than
a three month's continuous round of
exhilarating merriment under the
vaulty dome of that grand old building
on City Road. The Vic's Own Band is
rehearsing a choice programme of new
and catchy music, and the modern
sounding board that is being installed
will make the sweet strains all the
louder. There is a new promenade, &
new heating plant, and a general re-
novating of the whole rink. ‘Watch
the papers for the opening date.

Don’t Neglect
a CoughorCold

IT CAN HAVE BUT ONE
RESULT. IT LEAVES
THE THROAT or LUNGS,
OR BOTH, AFFECTED.

DR. WO0D’S NORWAY PINE
SYRUP IS THE MEDICINE
YOU NEED. . . v e e e e e

It is without an equal as & remedy for
Coughs, Colds, Bronohitis, Sore Throat,
Pain in the Chest, Asthms, ‘Whooping
Cough, Quinsy and all affections of the
Throat and Lungs.

A single dose of Dr. Wood's Norway
Pine Syrup will stop the cough, soothe the
throat, and if the cough or cold has be-
come settled on the lungs, the hesling
properties of the Norway Pine Tree will
proclaim ity great virtue by promptly
eradicating the bad effects, and a persist-
ent use of the remedy cannot fail to bring
about a complete cure.

Do not be humbugged into buying so-
called Norway Pine Syrups, but be sure
and insist on having Dr. Wood's. It is
put up in & yellow wrapper, three pine
trees the trade mark, and price 25 cts.

Mrs. Henry Seabrook, Hepworth, Ont.,

! writes: I haveused Dr. Wood's Norway

Pine Syrup in our family for the past three
years and I eonsider it the best remedy
known for the cure of colds. It has cured
all my children and myself,”

“"HEAT YOUR HOME

Your home will never be
really comfortable during the
winter months untilit is heat-
ed with a

KELSEY
WARM AIR GENERATOR.
Let us call and give you estimates

KEENAN & RATCHFORD.,

'‘Phone 784 21 WATERLOO ST

CHEAP FUEL FOR RANGES AND SWALL STOVES.
PEA HARD COAL ‘SeiiVeren.”

R P.& W. F Starr, Ltd.

49 Smythe and 14 OCharlotte St
Telephones 8—116.

Creat Fire Sale Now Going On !
Bargains in $6000 worth of Coods slightly

damaged by water.

Must be sold.

OVERCOATS FROM $2.00 UP.
Depot Clothing Store,as Mill Street

The Scenic Route.

Stmr. Maggie Miller leaves Millidge-
Fille for Summerville, Kennebeccasis
Island and Bayswater daily (except
Saturday and Sunday) at 9,00 a. m. and
$.80 and 5.00 p. m. :

Returning from Bayswater at 7.00 and |
10.00 &. m. and 4.15 p. m. i

SATURDAY.

Leaves Millidgeville at 7.15 and 9.00
a. m. and 3.30 and 5.00 p. m.

Returning at 6.30, 8.00 and 10.00 a. m.
and 4.16 and 5.45 p. m.

SUNDAY i

Leaves Millidgeville at 9.00 and 10.30
a. m. and 6.00 p. M.

Returning at 9.45 a. m. and 5 p. m.

JOHN McGOLDRICK.

WE ARE NOW SAWING
Pine and Hemlock Boards,

good Refnse in plenty, also Refuse

Spruce Deal and Scantling, i
The quality and manufacture of our
KILN=-DRIED FLOORING AND SHEATHING

cannot be beaten, and money and time

can be saved by buying from us. {
Our brand of Shingles and Clap-

boards are now favorites, and it taxes

us to meet the dsmand. -‘

For this season we shall have no !}
more spruce Slab Wood, cut to stove '
lengths.

Murray & Gregory

'(limlted.) i
ST. JOHN, N. B.
Telephone 26Al.

Do Not, Pay $5.00

FOR A

Tubular
Skate,

when you can get $ 3.50

the best for

—AT— :

G. HEVENOR'S, |

CORNER SMYTHE AND NELSON STS.
"Phone, 972.

o

R TR S R
St. John, N. B,, Dec. 11, 1905.

¥ Swell Xmas Gifts &#
For Men and Boys.

We have been planning for the last six months to
help you get suitable gifts for your men folk, and we
have been successful in getting together seme very at-
tractive lines, a few of which we mention here.

A Free Box With Each Gift Purchase.

Black Made-up Mufflers at
Earl Grey Mufflers, in many
Handkerchiefs galore, from

Initialed Handkerchiefs from

25¢, 50¢c, 75¢, and $1.5C
shades, up to $1.50
5c to $1.00 each

I15¢ to 73c¢

Ties of all descriptions, all new and up-to-date

Umbrellas at 50c,
Gloves, from =

I5c to 75 each

75¢, $1.00, $1.50, $2.00 to $5 each

50c to $2.50 a pair

In fact nearly everything in the dress line that ap-

peals to Men and

Boys will be found here in abundance

at very low prices in our nmew Gent’s Furnishing De-

partment.

J. N. HARVLY,

190 and 201 Union Street.

M

KAISER'S RULES OF HEALTH.
—_—

(Detroit News.)

follow the ‘“rules of life” laid down by
his favorite physician, as follows:

Avoid pastry and hot cakes. Only take
potatoes once a day, Don’t drink tea or
coffee, Walk four miles every day, wet
or fine. Take a bath every day. Wash
The German emperor endeavors to| the face every night in warm water.
every night. The
“Eat | Kaiser ascribes his excellent health to

Sleep eight hours

fruit for breakfast, Eat fruit for lunch. | this advice,
%

The West St. John
Office of
St. John STAR

—18 AT-—

E B W. INGRAHAM,

DRUGGIST,
127 UNION STREET,

Advertisem;nts and Sub-

scriptions left there will
receive careful attention.

The North End
Office of
St. John STAR

—I18 AT—

GEORGE W, HOBEN,

DRUGGIST,
357 MAIN STREET.

Advert.isem;nts and Sub-
soriptions left there will
receive careful attention.

——————

Dolly—Why did Molly accept that
funny little Jingleby fellow?

Polly—Well, you know she never
could resist a bargain. And she says
he looked so cheap when he proposed

" and baldness.

Ask Your Grocer

..s.JOR....

St John Creamery Butter
and Cream.

If he does not handle our
goods call on us direct.

Creamery open for inspec-
tion every day, 92 King St.

Tel. 1432.

W. H. BELL, Manager,

'CHRYSANTHEMUMS,

ROSES, CARNATIONS,

SMILAX, HANDSOME FERNS
for dishes. 5

W. & K. PEDERSEN,
Florists, City Marke

Greeenhouse Sandy Point Road.
Phon. 2194.—

YOU RUN NO' CHANCES

of getting anything but the best qual
ity of coal when you give us youl
order.

SUN C'OAL & WOOD CO.,
Cor. Clarence and St. David 8ts.
*Phone 1346.

Coals of All Kinds
LOWEST CASH PRICES.

Call and get Dprices. Prompt

delivery.
* H. G. CURREY,
53 Symth Street (J. F. Frost’s Ofice)
'Phone 250.

North End Harness Shop.

Are You Safe Driving Your Oid Harness?

Better look up the matter and avoid
any possible accident because of worne
out straps or buckies. A stitoh in time
may save a life—your horse and buggy,
too.

NYE & WHELPLEY,

608 MAIN ST. N. B.

For 75 cents, cash in advanoe, the
Weekly Sun will be sent to your ade
dress for one year.

LOOK OUT
FOR YOUR SCALP.

Wash iv every week and make use
of Dr. Jack’s Hair Restorer. It will
work wonders, Promotes growth to
the hair and puts a stop to falling out
Sold by all druggiats
and barbers

Biscuits

We are now manufacturing.
Try them.

Assorted Sandwich Jam Jams,
Rich Mixed, Fancy Mixed, Gras
ham Wafers, Cocoanut and Italian
Macaroons.

Ask your grocer for them.

YORK BAKERY,
2 Stores,
290 Brusselis Street.
565 Main St, N E.

STORM SASHES
Phone 1628.
When You Want Them On.

. E. HAMILTON,

Gnnt?actur and Builder

Shop, 209 Brussels St.
Residence 88 Exmouth St

LOOK!

1 1b. Best 40c Tea for 80c¢.

Mt

Cash only.
T. W. MORRISON, 33 Simonds St.

We Are Giving Special
Attention to : : ¢ ¢

Winter Overcoats
CODNER BROTHERS

that she just had to take him.—Cleve-
land Leader,

10 Paradise® Row.

2 Pack. Chinese Starch 170 _
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