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THE AMERICAN BISON ° The Unpardonable Meanness.
is fast becoming extinct, but this fact 
need not trouble the housewife. Her 
interest is centred on the fact that, 
thanks to Sunlight Soap, the terrors of 
wash-day have become quite extinct. With

Sunlight Soap
as a helper the wash is quickly over. Labour 
is reduced by its 
use—time is saved 
and the clothes 
are preserved.

Sunlight Soap I 
does the work. It ’ 
is made for that 
purpose. ^

Try it and save 
your time and 

O money.

Dîÿorced Life
^ fcj Hahn Haaoivt fbwrtt

Watching the Divorce Mill Grind
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By s.s. Florizel:
20 brls. New Potatoes 
10 brls. Cabbage.
10 brls. Apples.
10 bunches Bananas 
10 cases Cal. Oranges. 
California Pears 
California Grapes. 
Fresh Tomatoes.
Grape Fruit. 
Cucumbers.

The lean months which had followed 
on the heels of her divorce seemed like 
a nightmare as Marian looked back 
upon. them. To-day, with ample ready 
money still In her purse, in addition 
to the little nucleus of a bank account 
she had started in one of the up-town 
banks, she marveled at the curious 
prank of good fortune which had en
abled her to sell her story to the edi
tor of the Cliff Dweller. Had she 
suspected that it was through the 
machinations of Jack Meadows that 
this story had brought her the glori
ous sum of $100, she would have hated 
herself an an object of charity. Ignor
ance of the circumstances constituted 
her bliss. Thus does a simple thing 
like point of view make for either hap
piness or woe.

After Barker’s departure for home, 
Marian returned to her writing with 
renewed zeal. Her glimpses of new 
portions of the city spurred her fancy 
and quickened her pen. A promising 
plot had been buzzing through- her 
mind like a pin-wheel, and she found 
good fun in the. effort to. transmute 
it into a salable tale. She toiled hard 
at the task, then started with it for 
the office of Mr. Ransom, the editor. 
This time he bade her leave it with 
him for consideration. Ten days pass
ed before she received a reply. It 
contained various helpfully critical le- 
marks, and a second check fer $10!). 
It was sent exactly a month following 
Marian’s receipt of her first $100 from 
the magazine. Ransom was living up 
to the letter ot his arrangements with 
Meadows, the droll philanthropist. 
Marian overjoyed at her second stroke 
of good fortune, roamed the city for 
more material for fiction.

One day, obeying an impulse, she 
got off the subway at Brooklyn Bridge 
and crossed to a drab, frowning 
building, which she found was the 
court house. Impelled by a flood of 
curiosity, she entered. It was the 
first time she had been near a court
house since that dreary, late autumn
al day when she had obtained her 
own decree of divorce. She made her 
way into one of the benches. A

More Fires.
Pires provoke immediate sympathy 

for the sufferer and also thankfulness 
for personal escape. Another thought 
should be whether one is personally 
aud sufficiently protected? An insur- 

noliev with Poreie Johnson would 
provide for yon this desired security 
and at small expense. Have T“" 
enough insurance 7

clean-cut young lawyer was exam- 
ing a witness.

“Begin at the beginning, and tell 
the court in your own way the events 
which led to your decision to 'bring 
suit for divorce against your hus
band," he was saying.

Marian gazed with compassion at 
the wisp of a woman who sat under 
the battery of the court-room full of 
eyes, ar.d began her recital in low, 
trembling tones.

“You’ll have to speak louder,” said 
the judge, leaning forward, his hand 
raised trumpet-fashion to his ear.

Listening intently to the testimony, 
Marian felt the 'horror of the public 
proceeding. She had never realized 
from what a frightful ordeal she had 
been saved by her own private head
ing. Sentences, under .the deft ques
tioning of the attorney, drifted from 
the dull-eyed woman—sentences that 
made Marian's blood run cold.

“I object, your honour,” cried an
other lawyer, jumping up from his 
chair beside the husband. “The wit
ness’s harangue in this connection, 
is wholly immaterial and irrelevant. 
I ask that her last statement be 
stricken from the record."

“Objection sustained,” muttered 
the judge sleepily.

“I take exception to your honor’s 
ruling," retorted the woman's lawyer 
in matter-of-fact tones.

The cold-bloodedness of the whole 
proceeding rankled Marian. She 
cest her eyes with loathing at the 
husband, a bland, well-dresed, de
bonair young fellow, and with in- 
ct easing pity at "the girlish-looking, 
well-tailored young woman on the 
stand. That night she saw the wo
man’s picture spread across two col
umns of a newspaper, with two col
umns of her testimony flung into 
print for the public eye. For the 
first time in her life, she began to 
understand why there are wives who 
will endure anything rather than 
rush into the divorce court.

To-morrow — Another Lesson in 
Feminism.

When children's shoes are wet, 
dry them and apply a little glycerine 
with a bit of absorbent cotton. They 
will be quite soft In the morning.

When beating the whites of eggs 
with a rotary egg beater, try holding 
the heater at an angle instead of 
straight up and down in the bowl. 
This accomplishes the work much 
quicker.

Try DANNAWAUA TEA, 40c lb.
9 lbs. at 36 cts. lb.

100 bags Mixed Oats — 4 
. bushels.

200 bags Mixed Oats — 2Vfc 
bushels.

100 bags Whole Corn.
100 bags Com MeaL 
Fidelity Hams.
Fidelity Bacon.
Bologna Sausage.
Sinclair’s Spare Ribs.
N. Y. Corned Beef.
Purity Batter, 2 lb. prints.

To remind any 
one who is under 
obligation to you 
of that fact is a 
serious breach of 
true courtesy.
But to presume 

upon the fact that 
some one to whom 
you are under 
obligation is re
strained by that 
law of noblesse 
oblige from re
minding you of 

the obligation is ten times more
shameful.

And yet there are many people who 
do just this and who escape scot free 
because other people have so fine a 
sense of courtesy that the ethereal 
bends of noblesse oblige are to them 
as binding and unbreakable as
shackles of Iron.

For instance, a young girl whose 
father and mother are dead is living 
In her married sister’s home. The 
older sister and her husband are not 
well off and while they accepted the 
responsibility of the girl's upbringing 
without a thought that anything else 
was possible, it means constant self- 
sacrifice. One would think that the 
younger sister would feel under great 
obligation and be’ ready to do any
thing in her power to make it up to
her benefactors. On the contrary she
realizes that her sister and husband 
have too much delicacy of feeling to 
ever remind her that she is being 
supported by them, and she presumes 
upon this safety to be thoroughly sel
fish and ungrateful.

She bangs upon the piano in the 
evening when her sister is tired and 
wants to sleep; she is consistently 
late to meals; she is needlessly ex
travagant about such little things as 
electric lights, and calls her siater'o 
carefulness “mean.” Instead of be
ing eager to wait upon her sister or

How I Flew to Norway.
Lieut. Gran, the Norwegian explor

er-airman, flew from Scotland to Nor
way recently.

“He left Cruden Bay, Aberdeen- 
shirerat T.T i*».,*’ fftad" arrived at 
Klep, near Stavanger, four hours and 
ten minutes later, covering the dis
tance of 320 miles at an average 
speed of just over seventy-six miles 
an hour,” says the Dally Mail.

“His own description of his great 
flight,” published in the Mail, “shows 
that he had only a few moments of 
anxiety, practically at the end of his 
voyage, when his petrol was dimin
ishing and he became ‘seasick.’ His 
flight was the longest ever accom
plished out of sight of land.

“I can hardly believe it that I am 
in Norway now," he writes. “A few 
hours ago I was sitting at Cruden 
Bay Hotel in Scotland having lunch, 
and now I have tea in a lonely hut on 
the barren Norwegian coast, some 20 
miles south of Stavanger.

“Before I started out on this flight 
I made up my mind to write a diary 
under way, Well, the diary Is writ
ten; but I am afraid in too few 
words. I did not manage more.

“1.15 p.m.—Under way again. The 
Bullers of Buchan are under me some 
1,500 feet. I am following the coast, 
steering north by east. Ahead it looks 
very gloomy. I hope I shall not run 
into fog again as I did this moiling.

“1.30 p.m.—The coast of Scotland 
is no more. What a strange feeling 
to be so lonely. I have passed seme 
ships, but now there is nothing but 
sea beneath me and threatening 
clouds above me 1,500 feet up. I can 
judge by the ‘white horses’ that it is 
blowing fresh from the northwes;. I 
allow for drift and steer northeast.

“2.15 p.m.—One hour gone. I have 
made up my mind to carry on. It 
must be done now. Writing is dif
ficult. The machine is thrown a good 
deal about. The compass works splen
didly, thanks to my friend Pierce. 
(Mr. S. Pierce, of the Blériot Flying 
School, Lieutenant Gran’s technical 
adviser.) Some fog now and then, 
but I have seen the sun and checked 
my course.

“4.6 p.m.—I hardly know what to 
believe. Thick fog, and, as far as I 
am judge, a strong northwest wind. 
The motor works to perfection, but 
somehow my big petrol tank has run ’ 
empty. No vessels about, but I can 
not see many hundred yards ahead 
of me.

“This Is the last entry In my diary. 
From this moment, it cleared a little, 
and the wind became stronger, and as 
far as I could judge more westerly. 
The machine was thrown horribly 
about, and I had great'WfflcuUies In 
keeping my course.

“At 4.20 p.m. I got Into thick fog 
again. Up till this I had kept quite 
cheerful, but now I feared that my 
flight would finish up in the water. I 
felt sea-Sick. My petrol was' every 
moment decreasing, so It was not very

do any little thing for her that might 
show her gratitude she resents being 
asked for services of this nature, and 
If she doee them, manages to make 
her sister feel that she is demanding 
her pound of flesh la asking for them.

That last, to me, Is the meanest 
thing this clase of people do. If 
their benefactors, tried beyond en
durance, do forget noblesse oblige 
for a moment and ask for some recog
nition, or reproach them for their in
gratitude, these ingrates, instead of 
being shamed into better conduct 
seize the opportunity to act the part 
ot a martyr. “You aren’t willing to 
do this for me,” they say in effect 
“You give it grudgingly.1 Very well 
then, I shall receive no more. I will 
go out Into the cold, cold world, etc., 
or “I will make way with myself since 
nobody wants me.” (The latter was 
the threat of the young girl in ques
tion when her sister, tried beyond 
endurance by some piece of selfish
ness which particularly affected her 
husband, did dare to reproach her.)

Of course, the benefactor promptly 
becomes remorseful, begs the mar
tyred one to keep on receiving and 
promises never to do it again. And, 
of course, the beneficiary, having con
fidently expected this outcome, re
luctantly permits himself to be 
soothed, and finally condescends to let 
things be as they were, knowing that
he has forged new shackles with
which to keep his benefactor In sub
jection.

Yes, I realize that such an extreme 
type as I have presented is not com
mon. But I think a touch of this 
tendency to presume on the helpless 
position of a delicate minded bene
factor crops out In many of us. And 
I think it is one of the meanest, most 
contemptible things that any human 
being can be guilty of.

I could see the sun. I got above the 
clouds and into glorious sunshine. 
Under me was an ocean of white 
clouds ; ahead of me—I could hardly 
believe it—lay ÿ mountainous coast, 
with snowclad peaks. It was Nor
way.

"Whaf'i wonderful moment! I had 
done it after all. It was the Norweg
ian inland mountains I saw. The 
coastline could not be far off. I al
tered my course a little, cut off my 
petrol, and volplaned gently down 
through the clouds. Five minutes 
downwards and the blue sea appear
ed. I saw a little boat. I passed over 
a huge steamer and sailed In towards 
a white sandy beach.

“At 5.17 p.m. English time, I reach
ed land, and a minute afterwards I 
landed on the sands of an Inland lake, 
twenty miles south of Stavanger. The 
journey across had taken me four 
hours and ten minutes, and‘now I am 
home. The machine is ready for an
other flight.

“I am afraid I frightened the .people 
here in this lonely place a little, 
saw, when I sailed over the farm
houses here, women and children run 
for their lives. They thought It was 
'the coming of war.’ ”

St. John’s Gas Light Company.
Dear Sir,—I have analyzed a sam

ple of Sulphate of Ammonia made at 
your Works, and I found 20.6 per cent 
ot NITROGEN, Sulphates of Ammon
ia and Nitrate of Soda are the two 
principal Nitrogen manure.

Sulphate of Ammonia is less solu
ble than Nitrate of Soda, consequent
ly it is a safer manure to use during 
a wet season.

0W SPOT!
50 brls. New Potatoes.

15 brls. Green Cabbage.
10 cases Fresh Eggs.

10 cases Oranges.
20 cwt. Whole Rice.

To. arrive Thursday: 

Blue Plums.

Ripe Tomatoes. 

Potatoes.
Cabbage.

Bananas.
Oranges.

Duckworth Street

Berry Picking Parties!
When you go into the country you will need a Basket or some Picnic 

Supplies. Then you are sure to need a Skellet or Jam Pots.
We have the goods. Buy when you need them.

BASKETS 
All sizes & Prices.^ 
PICNIC PLATES. 

PAPER 
SERVIETTES. 
D’OYLEYS,

Etc.

JAM SPOONS. 
JAMPOTS.

JAM POT COVERS. 
GLASS FRUIT JARS. 
FRUIT JAR RINGS. 

FRUIT JAR WRENCHES 
SKELLETS,

Iron, Enamel & Aluminum

Visit our 
Grocery Depi 

for
PICNIC SUPPLIES 

SUGAR 
for Preserving, 

etc.

AYRE & SONS, LTD.

OPENING ANNOUNCEMENT!

WE desire to announce 
the arrival, and our 

opening display of Ladies’ 
Fall and Winter Coats and 
Wraps- These Coats are 
perfect reproductions of 
very becoming and ex
clusive French and Am
erican Models, in all the 
newest and most fashion
able shades and materials, 
handsomely trimmed and 
beautifully tailored 
throughout. In all sizes. 
We invite your inspection.

U. S. PICTURE & PORTRAIT COMPANY.

Ideal Knitted Wool Suits
For Boys from 2 to 8 years old.

COLORS :—Brown. Card. Green.

SIZE:-— 18 ins. 24

Price : $1.70, $2.00, $2.20, $2.30 and $2.50

A SUIT.

For Fall & Winter Wear ^ive ideal comfort.

A. & S. RODGER.


