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here, Connie. I can't go a step 
If you want to carry out the 

| of your programme for today, you 
1 have to do it by yourself. I am 

out. And here are these home 
ers I have been carrying around all 
aing without even a chance to 

ace In them."
1rs. Curwin emphasized her remarks 

! sinking down on one of the benches 
front of the Pavillon des Arts In- 

fcstrieux. Soon she was buried In her 
apers. quite forgetful of foreign sur- 
oundings.

’:One glance at the daughter showed 
hat she was the general of the little 
cploring party. Filled with a de
amination to see everything at the 

position, she had been “personally 
ducting" her meek minded mother 
1 a week. Mrs. Curwin was bauker- 

for the allurements of the French 
ops, but Connie had been resolute, 

he exposition first and Paris after
ward was her motto.
But today she was wise enough to 
rerlook this sudden insubordination.

sides, she was tired herself. So 
here she sat, Idly watching the stream 

passing people. What contrasts in 
are and costume met her eye—Eng- 

sh, Turks, Hindoos, Japanese and, 
ore numerous than all, Americans I 
onnle saw her compatriots with a 

of pride, the girls so much more 
autiful than iheir foreign sisters, the 

i so tall and broad shouldered. Oh, 
i American men! She would choose 

i every time. A tender smile part- 
1 lips. Her mother's voice broke 
rerie:

I can’t beliete my eyes! 
ill*’ And she paused as if

[leaned over and read the ex- 
aph: •
Mrs. Van Ingen announce 
nent of their daughter 

Wortman Pennington

in spite of herself, 
hid he never told me!"

what I’d like to know, 
i ever work it up in such a 

cwe have been gone only 
and before that he was 

dng round after you.” 
sputtered in her exclte- 
glance at her daughter's 
her. It wore the look of 

, by the shock of a sudden

V she went on more quiet- 
i have been going on for a 

and is not pretty,” with 
f gaze at her own daughter, 

kind and pleasant. He 
one worse."

! started to her feet 
light have done worse," 
“But I shall write him a 

l and scold him for not hav- 
! before—me, whom fie call- 

friend. Now, mother, if 
lined not to see anything 

you can easily find your 
I will follow out the pro

ne.” And, picking up her 
she hurried off.
1n gazed after her with a 

ety. Did Connie really

the trim little figure was 
own a long aisle. Her eyes 

kaleidoscopic succession 
that somehow failed to 

, impression on her brain, 
tion roared and flashed 

r, and in her mind one train 
kept repeating with a hor- 

tency.
^ed—her Jim! Yes, he had 

a. she said almost savage- 
1 her best friend for ever so 
bad been coquettish and 

ptb the other boys, but he had 
along, she felt sure. Had 

F been flirting with her? No, 
here he was, engaged to 

girl' And then the whole 
^circuit began once more, 
ae home to the pension so
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white and weary that her mother was 
alarmed, but she pleaded fatigue and 
went off to bed like a tired child.

Poor Mrs. Curwin was much per
plexed in the days that followed* Con
nie seemed the usual Connie, but what 
had Inspired the girl with this insane 
notion of staying in Paris to study art? 
She argued and scolded, but all in vain. 
Connie was a young person of a deter
mined mind, and on this subject she 
was more than usually determined. 
Her mother finally resigned herself to 
tlie prospect of being an exile from her 
beloved native land, for of course 
where Connie stayed she had to stay, 
too, until Connie wearied of this latest 
whim. Mrs. Curwin devoutly hoped 
that it would be soon.

However, there was one alleviation 
for her misery. Connie seemed to have 
lost her enthusiasm over doing the ex
position. She spent her time inves
tigating art schools and studios, leav
ing her mother to plunge into all the 
delights of shopping, of which the good 
woman did not soon tire. To be sure. 
Connie might have shown a little more 
interest in her purchases. It was all 
very well to say that as an art student 
she would need few clothes. Mrs. Cur
win knew better. Connie had always 
been fond of clothes, and some day she 
would wake up from her art dreams 
and find that her wardrobe was bare.

But her daughter’s indifference “to 
her real interests" did not prevent Mrs. 
Curwin from entering eagerly into all 
her plans for the studio. If only they 
had brought some of their home fur
niture with them! Connie tried to ex
plain patiently how out of place the 
heavy, elegantly upholstered pieces

v-ovdd be In a studio and how much 
more delightful it would be to pick up 
the necessary things one at a time in 
the various curio shops. This last idea 
was balm to her mother's ruffled feel
ings. It offered such infinite possibil
ities for shopping.

With this laudable object in view 
she soon became a familiar figure to 
all the curio dealers. Connie was 
usually the inter; reter, but if, as often 
happened, she did not care to go Mrs. 
Curwin never lacked the courage to go 
alone. Each day she came home with 
some new treasure, and the girl had 
not the heart to spoil her delight by re
minding her that they already had 
enough traps to fill two ordinary 
studios.

These were weary days for Connie, 
and yet she was too proud to confide 
her sufferings to her mother. What 
good would It do anyway to disturb 
that serenity! And she had had no 
word from Jim in answer to her note. 
Small wonder, for what could he say? 
And yet—and yet—he might have—

She had been sitting on a bench in 
the Jardin des Tuileries, and now she 
rose with a start and tried to enjoy the, 
fountains splashing and glittering un
der the July sun aud the pretty French 
children with their bonnes In peasant 
caps.

As she glanced down the path she 
saw a "well dressed American looking 
from side to side as it in search of 
some one. Her heart gave a leap. He 
looked like— Nonsense! She was al
ways imagining that she saw him.

The gentleman came directly toward 
her. There was no mistaking him now. 
It was Jim.

She gazed at him. Then the glad 
light died from her face.

“You! Here!” she said slowly.
“Just got in from New York," was 

the cheerful reply. “Found your 
mother on the Rue de Rivoli, so here I 
am.” And he took her unresisting 
hand.

“You don’t say you’re glad to see me. 
That’s rough when a chap comes so 
many miles to see you, dear."

The “dear" acted like an electric 
shock. Wrenching free her band, she 
faced him with blazing eyes.

“You know you ought not to be here. 
You ought to be at Newport with 
Maud.”

Jim seized both hands now. He had 
forgotten the people, forgotten every
thing but the white, tense face of the 
little American girl.

“Connie, dear, it’s all a dreadful mis
take. and 1 came over just as soon as 
I oou'.d arrange it to tell you the truth. 
It’s Cousin James from Colorado who 
1$ engaged to Maud, and the stupid 
newspaper made the error. But I nev
er guessed you’d care so much, dear
est."
«•**•••
Mrs. Curwin found them at the pen

sion sitting in the dusk. As usual, her 
arms were filled with bundles.

“Connie," site cried triumphantly, “I 
have found the greatest bargains for 
your-studio—a pair of bellows and a 
leather cushion, and”—

“Studio!” Jim interrupted. Some
how Connie had forgotten to tell him 
about her winter plans.-

He listened to Mrs. Curwin’s explana
tions with a smile.

“I guess we’ll be making use of all 
these things in New York, won’t we, 
Connie?"

And Connie smiled back a “Yes."

Hie Lady-e Tresses.
Sarah, the first duchess of Marlbor

ough, whose tempestuous character 
lacked many of the ordinary graces of 
womanliness, was yet sincerely loved 
by the two persons who knew her 
best—her husband, the Duke of Marl
borough, and the “good" Queen Anne. 
Among the many pictures which Mr. 
Fitzgerald Molloy, the biographer of 
the duchess, Incorporated in his “Life" 
is one which Is not only lively, but 
charming:

On the death of the duke the duchess 
found. In a cabinet where he kept all 
that he most valued, a mass of her 
hair. Years before when he had 
thwarted her In something she resolv
ed to mortify him. and. knowing that 
her beautiftil and abundant hair was a 
source of pride and delight to him, she 
bad It cut off.

The shorn tresses were left In a room 
through which the duke must pass and

in a place where he must see them, for 
whatever Marlborough’s lady did she 
did thoroughly. But he came and went, 
saw and spoke to her and showed nei
ther anger, sorrow nor surprise.

When he next quitted the house, she 
ran to see her tresses, but they had 
disappeared, and on consulting lier 
looking glass she saw how foolish a 
thing she had done. But she said noth
ing about her shorn locks, nor did the 
duke. She never knew what had be
come of them until, after the death of 
the duke, she found them among those 
things which be had held most pre
cious.

Odd Wedding Rings.
Speaking of wedding rings, we learn 

that these important symbols have not 
always been manufactured from the 
precious metal gold. We arc told that 
in lieu of a ring the church key has 
often been used, and Walpole tells of 
an instance where a curtain ring was 
employed. The Duke of Hamilton fell 
so violently In love with the younger of 
the celebrated Misses Gunning at a 
party in Lord Chesterfield's house that 
two days after he sent for a parson to 
perform the marriage ceremony, but as 
the duke had neither license nor ring 
the clergyman refused to act.

Nothing daunted, Hamilton declared 
he would send for the archbishop. At 
last they were married with a ring of 
the bed curtain at 12:30 at night at 
Mayfair chapel. Forgetful bridegrooms 
have been reduced to greater straits 
than this even. In one Instance a 
leather ring had on the spur of the 
moment to be cut out of a piece of kid 
from the bride’s glove.—“Finger Ring 
Lore.”

DAN CUPID, 
CHAUFFEUR

By Lilian C. Paschal 

Copyright, 1901, by Lilian C. Paschal
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“Society, frivolity, charity, and the 

greatest of these is charity."
Anlce covered a rosebud mouth, half 

blown Into a yawn, with a gloved hand 
as she stood in argumentative attitude 
before the flickering gas log.

“I'm sick of the first two, lady moth
er. Therefore will I practice charity.”

“Well," said her mother plaintively, 
taking up a novel, “do be careful with 
that automobile. Don’t let It run away 
with you. You’ll get smallpox or some
thing down in that awful ghetto, as 
you call It. And be sure to change 
your clothes before”—

But her tall, willful daughter was al
ready half way down stairs. Pausing 
In the hall and thrusting her hands in
to the sleeves of her long raglan, she 
said:

“Go back to my room, Celeste, and 
bring me the violets to wear.”

“Oui, mamselle, but ze violets have 
faded since yesterday. Ze pink roses 
go better wiz miladi’s gown.”

Miss Anice repeated her order more 
Imperatively. She would have told 
you that she detested dictation and 
pink teas.

Dr. Harvey had been guilty of the 
first In an eminent degree. In con
sequence he was carrying round a re
turned diamond ring In close proilmity 
to a very heavy heart, which had also 
been declined with thanks, as though 
It were an unavailable manuscript.

Charity covers a multitude of heart
aches. Therefore was Alias Anlce 
speeding on errands of mercy this clear 
December day.

And the fatefnl Juggernaut car 
which had ridden ruthlessly over two 
fond hearts and brought about this 
state of affairs was no other than the 
little white electric runabout which 
was now carrying her ghettoward.

“Harvey was always so superior!” 
she thought scornfully as she pressed 
down on the accelerator and shot 
around Deadman's curve, narrowly 
grazing a policeman and scattering his 
convoy of pedestrians, “I can run the 
White Arrow as well as he can." For 
their quarrel had been brought about 
by a difference of opinion as to her 
qualifications as chauffeur.

To be sure, the little Jewish newsboy 
to whom she was playing Lady Boun
tiful was laid up with a pair of smash
ed toes as a result of a contested right 
of way. In the encounter her auto
mobile had ccme out on top in every 
sense of the veord and had been since 
gallantly carrying supplies to a de
feated foe whose wounds the farsee- 
lng parents did not allow to heal too 
rapidly.

Yoxir Fa.ith
will be as strong as ours if you try

Shiloh’s
Consumption
Cure

and ours is so strong we guar
antee a cure or refund money, 
and we send you free trial bottle 
if you write for it. SHILOH’S 
costs 25 cents, and will cure Con
sumption, Pneumonia,Bronchitis 
and all Lung Troubles. Will 
cure a Cough or Cold in a day, 
and thus prevent serious results.
It has been doing these things 
for 50 years.

S. C. Wells Toronto, Can.
___________/- _____________
Karl’s Clover t yores Indigestion

“But of course everybody nàs vo 
learn to be anything,” she comforted 
herself, not choosing to remember that 
Harvey had counseled her to wait till 
she did learn before venturing out of 
the park, “aud papa gave me the 
White Arrow only In October. I think 
I’ve done pretty well in tljat time.”

She sighed when she thought how 
long it had been, because it was only 
the week after that Harvey— Oh, 
dear! And lie bad hinted about a 
pearl necklace for her birthday! Now, 
among her tiresome gifts, not one from 
him, not even a bunch of flowers— 
ho who bad sent her violets every clay! 
But she blushed as she glanced clowu at 
those tucked under her coat lapel.

She was winking so fast to keep the 
tears back that she did not see the nu
merous warning symptoms of the great 
lower east side, the hundreds of chih 
dren, abundant riches of the poor. Be
coming mistily conscious of a gurgling 
squall stopped half way down a baby 
throat, she looked back and saw a 
sprawling infant in her wake.

The White Arrow had gone complete
ly over the child, “straddling" it neat
ly, so she picked him up more frighten
ed than hurt. After comforting him 
with some of Ikey’s confectionery sup
plies she rode on, leaving him with 
round eyes still staring tearfully and 
rounder mouth peacefully stuffed with 
raisins.

Arrived at last In Hester street, she 
checked brake and lever in front of the 
tenement where Ikey abode. She was 
at once swarmed upon like a queen bee 
by hordes of children to whom the dai
ly visit of the white, horseless buggy 
was a great event.

It is sad to relate that with all her 
vaunted capability as an autorist Mis
tress Anice forgot a small but very Im
portant matter. She went up stairs 
loaded with good things to gladden the 
heart of Ikey and bis numerous rel
atives and forgot to take from Its 
socket the little running plug of the 
White Arrow. With that tiny key safe 
in her chatelaine bag the capacity for 
mischief In the combination of small 
boy and automobile was reduced to a 
minimum. Her electric horse would 
be bitched fast. But with that brass 
plug lurking impishly in its hiding 
place behind the leather apron .of the 
seat and with little Mose Rudlnsky’s 
hump of curiosity much Inflated the 
Inevitable occurred.

“Ye’re afraid!"
What Juvenile bosom ever failed to 

respond to that battlecry?
Mose scrambled up the big, fat cush

ioned wheel. *
“Der loidy zed fer ns not ter tech 

ut!" warned another stolidly, while a 
third cautiously fingered the shining, 
unlit eye of the fore light.

Mose stood up and grasped the 
bright steering lever. It moved and 
the front wheels with It, bumping vi
ciously into the shins of the boy who 
had questioned the courage of Mose, 
whereupon that young gentleman

laughed triumphantly and sat down 
comfortably on the soft leather seat, 
his grimy face, tousled black hair and 
greasy garments ludicrously out of 
place among the luxurious cushions. 
His elbow struck the controller han
dle. There was new food for investiga
tions. Mose Investigated. The White 
Arrow started obediently down the 
street.

Miss Anlce was descending the rick
ety stairs amid a shower of blessings 
when she heard a shout below.

“What’s wrong?" she demanded of a 
panting child.

“Yer nottymoble!" he gasfred. “It’s 
run—off—wld Mose!"

When Anice reached the pavement, 
breathless and pale, she could see 
down the narrow street a runaway au
tomobile, with a frightened barehead
ed boy clinging to the seat and scream
ing frantically.

She ran blindly after him, dizzy 
with visions of a sickening collision on 
the street car line a few blocks away. 
A burly policeman joined in the chase, 
and recruits swarmed up, seemingly 
from the ground.

Suddenly a tall young man In a long 
ulster appeared around the corner 
ahead of the flying White Arrow.

“Jam your lever back!" be shouted. 
But poor Mose was too frightened to 
obey. He only clung tighter to the 
controller, pushing it to the third 
notch. The carriage shot forward. As 
It bowled toward the tall young man 
be sprang out almost directly In Its 
path.

He waited till It sped alongside, then 
quick as a flash flung himself on the 
rear of the auto. Grasping the pro
jecting axle, he swung himself up, 
then reached over the back of the seat 
and seized the controller.

“Lift your foot,” be commanded. 
Mose, with face very white under its 

dirt, obeyed meekly,
“Now, youngster, where did you get 

this machine?"
The tall young man seated himself 

calmly, backed the runabout slowly 
and turned it around, following the 
direction of Mose’s trembling finger.

Miss Anice was waiting to receive 
them at the crossing.

* Oh, Harvey—you,” she said, then 
very dignlfiedly: “Thank you very 
much, Dr. Givins. I had uo idea”—

“I was down below here to see a pa
tient.” He bowed gravely as be de
scended from the carriage.

“In Hester street?" slie queried. 
“Yes,” be said, meeting her glance 

unflinchingly. “I have several in this 
region, Ikey Mecmstein among them.’’

He did not deem it necessary to add 
that he also had practiced charity only 
since October.

“Shall I assist you up, Miss—Anice?" 
the last as he caught sight of the 
faded violets.

She followed the direction of his 
glance and blushed furiously.

“There was no card with them”— 
she excused weakly.

“But you knew they were mine,

ttinued on page seven.)

AT McLEOD’S
Fa hionableTailoring E tablihment

Ts where you will find all the best lines of Black and Blue 
Beavers, fancy suitings in all shades. Tyke and Clay 
Serges anti fancy Trouserings. All of which we make in 
up-to-date styles and at as low a figure as consistant with 
first class work, good fits, always guaranteed. Parties 
purchasing Cloth from us we do the cutting free.

All kinds of Ladies Tailoring and dress making carried on in teh 
establishment. Call and see for yourself

Nov. 13th 1 ! ( s. McLeod.
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INCHESTER
REPEATING SHOT GUNS

are cheap in price, but in price only. Take Down ” 
guns list at $27.00 and Solid Frame guns at $25.00, but 
they will outshoot and outlast*the highest priced 
double barreled guns, and they are as safe, reliable 
and handy besides. Winchester Shot Guns are made 
of the very best materials that can be procured, a 
thoroughly modern system of manufacture permitting 
them M be sold at buyable prices/ jt**
FREE—Send name and address on a postal card for 164 pate illustrated catalogue.

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., NEW HAVEN, CT
£ it ' ^

ESTABLISHED IN 1887.

Send your orders for House Finishing to

J. E. DOAK,
MANUFACTURER OF

Sashes, Doors, Winnow and Door Frames, Casings, [ Wainécoating, 
Stair Finishing complete, latest designs in Square Cut! Balusters and 
Newel Posts, Verandah Finishing complete, Brackets and Scroll sawed 
Balusters, Mouldings of all kinds, Matched Flooring and Sheathing. 
Everything required to finish a dwelling house or public building. 
Also School Desks and Church Pews. Our factory is well equipped 
with the best modern machinery for the manufacture of house finishing 
of every description and can compete with any sash and door factory 
in the province. All orders filled promptly and carefully. Address 
all orders to

J, E DOAK, DOAKTOWN, N. B.

Specially adapted for children, on 
account of its absolute purity. J

Baby’s Own Soap
is used by young and old alike and 
commands an immense sale.

Dont trifle witH imitations^
ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., Mr*s.

MONTREAL* 6-2

CUSTOM
TAILORING

Mr. J. R. McDonald has moved to the 
rooms ever J. Demers’ grocery store 
where he will be pleased to see his old 
customets and friends.
PRESSING, CLEANING, REPAIRING

« executed with neat news and despatch.
J. I McEOSAlD

OLD PEOPLES FRIEND
Middleton, N. S., Jan., 1801.

| MESSRS. C. GATES, SON i CO.:
| Gentlemen,—Iwrite to say that I find 
'your ;

Invigorating Syrup
IS THE BEST PHYSIC I can get.

am 84 yearh of age and have used y*ur 
syrup as a phisic for the last ten year» and 
have never been able to obtain anything I 
that acts so well. My business that of a 
shoemaker, inclines me to costivene* and I 
have to use your syrup constantly as a phy
sic taking just alittle every night and mom- 
ing.

1 consider it the BEST because its gentle 
in its action, causing no gripping or pain 
and may be taken constantly without pro
ducing My evil effects, such as piles, irrega- 
laritiea of the bowels, etc.

[ have great pleasure in recommending it 
to all as I believe it has had a part in pro- 
onging my life.

Yours sincerely,
MOSES YOUNG.

Dunlop
Detachable

Tires
First in 1888— 
Foremost ever since.
To have been “first’' 
merely proves antiquity. 
To have remained first 
proves merit.

DUNLOP TIRE CO.,
LIMITED,

TORONTO.

Tinware,
Enamelware,

Ironware,
I have just received a large stock of the 

above goods and am prepared to sell at 
prices to suit cash purchasers.

All kinds of tinware made up at short 
nctice.

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY.
FRANK MASSON.

30 YEARS’ 
EXPERIENCE

Trade Marks 
Designs 

Copyrights &c.
Anyone sending » sketch end description may quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an 

Invention Is probably patentable. Communica
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patents sent free. Oldest agency for securlngpatents.

Patenta taken through Munn A Co. receive 
spedal notice, without charge, in theScientific American.
A handsomely Illustrated weekly. Largest circulation ot any scientific tournai. Terms, 13 » 

iths.IL Bold by all newsdealers.
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