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Dyspepsia
Don’t think you can cure your dyspepsia 

In any other way than by strengthening 
and toning your stomach.

That is weak and Incapable of performing 
Its fonctions, probably because you have 
Imposed upon It in one way or another oyer 
and oyer again.

You should take

2

Daily Fashion Hint for Times Readers.responsible 
hair or

but nature have been 
for the glory of her 
the golden brown colouring of her eyes.
And Mrs. Bedsworth’s fretted nerves were 
irritated afresh every time she realized the 
difficulty, nay, the impossibility of pick
ing holes either in the girl’s clothing or 
her personality.

Her thin lips set themselves in a hard 
line, her eyes followed Molly as the girl 
moved across the hall to where Stella 
stood, and she smiled sarcastically when 
she saw Stella's eyes light up at her 
friend’s approach.

’’Who could suppose that Stella could 
go on being friendly with that girl?” her 
thoughts ran; “considering that Molly has 
ousted her from everything she ought to 
have had, and was mainly instrumental 
in breaking of her marriage 
she professed to care for.”

Such a train of thought was characteris
tic too of the marvellous lengths to 
which self-deception can be carried, but 
Mrs. Bedsworth was no longer able to see 
anything concerning Molly in just propor
tion; her whole attitude towards the girl 
was distorted and warped beyond the 
bounds of reason, beyond any justifica- 
tiiication by facts; and though she would 
shrink from owning it, even to herself, her 
feeling for Molly was now one pf pure 
unmitigated hatred.

As the party began to make a slow 
progress through the house, led by the 
Squire, she hung a little in the back
ground, affecting to wish to walk with 
Miss Stopher, in reality only desirous of 
remaining out of earshot of the clear young 
voice that was asking eager interested 
questions of Sir Ralph.

“We will begin by seeing some of the 
historical rooms in the west wing.” Sir 
Ralph called back to those in his wake;
“one of them has a secret chamber in 
which tradition says a monk was starved 
to death by a certain bigoted ancestor of 
ours. Another was the room in which 
Queen Elizabeth is supposed to have slept 
when she honored our house with a visit; 
and in yet another we have fairly reliable 
evidence to show that Charles II slept on 
a certain night during his flight after Wor
cester.”

The rooms in the west wing received 
their due meed of praise and interest, but 
the main curiosity of the exploring party 
had been aroused by the thought of the 
dungeons and other gruesome remnants of 
an age of barbarism, and as they left 
the historical chambers above mentioned, 
young Digby

“We are all pining to see your oubliette, 
and the rest of the horrors you have 
promised us, Sir Ralph. We like some
thing really dismal on this dreary day.
■Could any of us fall down the oubliette, 
or do anything equally exciting?”

“Heaven forbid,” exclaimed Sir Ralph, 
his ruddy face growing suddenly pale,
“why, my dear fellow, if you speak of 
such a thing, even in jest, I shall decline 
to take any of you a step farther.”

“You don’t mean to say anything dread
ful could really happen to us?” asked an 
elderly lady who overheard the remark;
“I thought the horrors of oubliettes were 
things of the past? Surely there are no 
knives at the bottom of yours to cut up 
your victims?”

“No—no—not quite that,” Sir Ralph 
answered, but his face was still grave,
"our obliette was not constructed on that 
plan, which, if I remember right, was thé I Chief Justice Tuck, Judges Landry and 
way they contrived' things in the Castle McLeod, Hon. H. A. McKeown and H. A. 
of Chilien. All the Same—" , Powell, IÏ. C., returned to the city Satur-

VA11 the same—what?” Miss Stopher day evening from Fredericton.

the newest literature 6f the moment, 
made it a most pleasant resort for guests 
of every taste and age. The oak panelled 
walls were hung with many trophies of 
the chase; some of them the result of Sir 
Ralph's youthful proclivities for big game 
hunting, others presented to the Squire 
of Maillard Hall by those of a younger 
generation, who, following the traditions 
of their family and race, were excellent 
shots and, keen sportsmen, 
heads of antlered deer, of bear and lynx, 
and even lion, there hung some of the 
suits of armour which Sir Ralph's ances
tors had worn in bygone days, and which 
being polished to a degree of shining 
brightness, glowed in the great fireplace 
and helped to mitigate the dreariness of 
the dismal day.

A cheerful clatter of voices and laughter 
ascended the stairs as Mrs. Grey and 
Molly came down to join their fellow- 
guests, and those who were standing or 
sitting about in the hall glanced up to 
call out a gay greeting to the latest ar
rivals.

“You are both late,” Jack Digby cried, 
going to the foot of the stairs to meet the 
pair; “I believe you have been enjoying 
a nap, and hurriedly woke just in time 
to realize that you were nearly too late. 
We were preparing to start on our expe
dition when some one caught sight of your 
dress, Miss Hume!”

Molly laughed.

Store closes evenings at 6 p. m. Saturdays 11 p. m.
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the swell young mean

JHe wants more coloring 
fashionable curves and kinks than the older and more conservative

wants LIFE, DASH and GINGER in his suit, 
more
dresser. We have ca'ught the spirit of the young man?s wants, and have suits 
as smart and swell as his heart can desire. See our New Spring Suits at

Below the

Hood’sSarsapariDa
It strengthens and tones the stomach, 

and permanently cures dyspepsia and all 
stomach troubles. Accept no substitute.$10.50, $11, $12, $13, or $14

We want every man in town to make it his business to see these swagger
with the man aexed, pursuing the point, and looking be

seechingly into Ahe Squire’s face with a 
little pout, which she considered very ef
fective; “do tell us what the dangers are 
which you are taking us to face? If we 
did fall down your awful oubliette, what 
would happen to us?" and she gave a lit
tle shudder which was really very con
vincing.

“Our oubliette is connected with a sub
terranean stream whose outlet is three 
miles away,” was Sir Ralph’s reply, “and 
if such a ghastly thing happened as that 
any one should fall down it, the chances 
of saving him are absolutely nil. 
methods of our ancestors were particular
ly diabolical. The walls of the oubliette 
are perfectly smooth and slippery, and 
descend sheer into the stream which can 
be distinctly heard below. It is not a 
pleasant place, and perhaps”—Sir Ralph 
looked round upon the absorbed, startled 
faces of his guests—“perhaps you would 
rather I did not show you the oubliette?”

“Oh! we must see it,” a dozen voices 
cried out; “we must certainly see it. Fan
cy having anything so gruesome in one’s 
house in these enlightened times. But as 
it is here we must certainly see it.”

Sir Ralph laughed, his hearty, good-na
tured laugh, and led tile way along the 
corridor, the troop of guests following and 
eagerly discussing the question of mediae
val dungeons and barbarities in general, 
and mediaevalisms of Maillard Hall in par
ticular. ' Iheir progress had taken them 
the length of a narrow passage which ran 
across the centre of the house between 
the west and east wings, and they now en
tered the latter portion of the building in 
which was situated the famous picture gal
lery of the Connell family. The gallery 
was already a familiar spot to the whole 
party, and their anxiety to see the under
ground horrors of the mansion made them 
indisposed to linger amongst Sir Ralph's 
ancestors and ancestresses who, dressed in 
every variety of costume, beamed or 
scowled upon them from the gallery walls. 
But as they were on the point of leaving 
the gallery, Miss Stopher, being one of 
those individuals who have a faculty for 
being interested in closed doors, hidden 
corners and even cupboarded skeletons, 
perceived a small and rather narrow door 
on their left which Sir Ralph was pro
ceeding to pass without comment.

“I do believe this is Bluebeard’s cham
ber,” she exclaimed shrilly, pausing before 
the door, and giggling faintly; “now Sir 
Ralph, confess you meant to hurry us past 
this interesting little door without letting 
us see inside it?”

- New Suits. iNew Soft Bosom Shirts
We are showing fine of the very best and newest lines of Men’s Soft 

Bosom Shirts, well made, roomy and thoroughly up-to-date. Our prices are
50c, 75c, $1, $1.25 and $1.50

Men’s All Wool Cashmere Fancy Half-Hose, regular 40c. quality at 
25c. a pair.
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“No—we have not had the tiniest little 
nap, but I confess we have been talking. 
Mrs. Grey and I always have such quan
tities to say to each other. But we didnt 
mean to be late, and we are both longing 
to join the expedition and see this won
derful old house.”

Mrs. Bedsworth, standing a few paces 
away, frowned involuntarily. Molly’s clear 
voice, well modulated acents, and well 
pronounced words, grated upon her ears. 
She longed to laugh aloud, and say to all 
the assembled acompany—

“This girl whom you admire and think 
so charming was only a servant two years 

She did not
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/; • • ago, only a London slavey, 
know when to use her ‘Hs’ then, she 
talked cockney, she wore a dirty pink 
frock. AIT this new refinement is only 
an outside coat of veneer.”

I -
BY L G. MOBERLY.

Needless to say Mrs. Bedsworth sup
pressed her longings and her sharp speech
es for the private ear of Miss Stopher and 
other kindred spirits; but the venomous 
feelings which she allowed herself against 
Molly now and then looked Out of her 

and when she glanced now at the

I

dined to think that even an unhappy 
marriage is better for a Woman than an 
old maid’s existence!”

“You don’t know what a charming old 
maid I am going to be,” Molly answered, 
laughing; “I shall ^opset all your theories, 
and you will have to own yourself in the 
wrong. And now, mad re dear”—by this 
loving title Molly had elected to call Mrs.
Grey—“now, mad re dear, you and I must 
stop gossiping and go downstairs to ex
plore the house. Sir Ralph told us we 
were all to meet him at three o’clock in 
the hall, and your clock is going to strike 
three in another minute.”

The great hall in which, when they de
scended the stairs, Mrs. Grey and Molly 
found the larger number of their fellow- 
guests assembled, occupied the centre of 
the house, and opened out of the small 
trance hall which was immediately inside 
the front door. The Connells were accus
tomed to use this inner hall as a sitting- 
room, especially on an ocasion like the 
present one, when their house was full 
of people, aqd its big cosy armchairs and 
sofas, its tables piled with papers and 
magazines, and its bookcases containing all yid brow;

(Continued.)
Mrs. Grey smiled, and her hand fell 

igeotiy and caressingly on Molly’s ruddy 
locks, but there was a wistfulness in the 
motherly glance she cast at the girl’s still 
flashed face. This was not the first time 
she had observed that her charge evid- 
ienced some signs of restlessness, almost 

embarrassment, when Alan Dayrell’s 
mentioned, and although she

eyes,
girl’s happy face, her own grew dark. She 
could not, even to herself, deny the fact, 
which she would have liked to deny, that 
Molly was not only beautiful, but suit
ably and simply dressed. She could not, 
in view of plain facts, have made any one 
possessed of eyes believe that Molly was 
not developing into a rarely lovely wo
man; yet she would have given her soul to 
have been able to sneer at tile girl’s 
clothes, and hint that her beauty owed 

to art than to nature. Only, un

said to his host—
SHIRT WAIST OF PLAID BATISTE.

One of the most popular styles among batiste embroidery edged with plaited
The turn-back

(

the new blouses is shown in the accom- frills of Valenciennes, 
panying sketch. The model was made cuffs were also of the embroidery, fin- 
of white plaid batiste, the centre plait ished with frills of the lace. There was 
down the middle of the front being of a patch pocket at the side on the left.

•of
1U? (name was
had never given voice to her speculations, 
the little widow had often pondered over 
khis. problem, and wondered whether 
(Molly were really more interested in Alan 
than she chose to show, 

f "I should like yon to have the happiest 
•life possible for a woman to have,” Mrs. 
Grey said presently, “and no life is so 
truly happy and full for a woman as the 
life that marriage brings her. Do not let 

, any one ever tempt you to believe that 
independence, or that any of its advan- 
tages, can compensate a woman for the 

’loss of her natural crown and joy—the 
| love of husband and children. My own 

was such a happy one that I 
be too ready to measure everything

ALL TURN BELIEVERSYesterday afternoon in their rooms, 
Douglas avenue, the Y. M. A. of St. 
Peter’s church held their monthly debate. 
The subject was, Resolved that wealth 
causés more crime than poverty. F. J. 
Casey, V. Shea and Roy Hanson upheld 
the affirmative and Edward Black, Leo 
Durick and John Hurley spoke for the 
negative. Judgment was given in favor 
of the negative. Next Sunday afternoon 
James McHugh will 'lecture before the Y. 
M. A. on The Stage.

Many have aches and pains that for 
years have defied all treatment. But once 
“Nerviline” is used, doubt turns into be
lief that no aches, pains, or bruises exist 
that Nerviline won’t cure. Greasy lini
ments stay on the outside—they can’t pen
etrate—but Nerviline sinks right in, gets 
where the nerves and muscles are sore, ap
plies its healing, sqthing properties and 
away goes neuralgia, rheumatism, lumba
go—any ache or pain that needs 

Much sickness saved in the home by 
promptly applying 
ills and children’s-sick spells, Nerviline is 
as good as the doctor; try a 25c. bottle.

more
fortunately, such, sneers and hints would 
merely have been so many words wasted 

for the soft brightand thrown away; 
brown of Molly’s frock was in, perfect 
taste and eminently becoming to her eyes 
and hair, whilst the touch of orange col
our at her waist was exactly the right tint 
to harmonize with the clear whiteness of 
her skin, under which tiie color came and 
went faintly, showing 'no more than the 
delicate hues of a s?a shell. No art could 
have produced that faint soft ’ color, 

the clear whiteness of her neck 
neither could anything

en-

(To be continued.) curing.

"Nerviline.” For minorThere is some improvement in the con
dition of Francis L. Çarvill, who is ill 
with pneumonia in New York.

marriage 
may
by its standard, but sometimes I am in
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Not only was Abraham Lincoln the sihle, but he could fight upon provoca
tion. One one occasion during his boy
hood the town “bully” entered the store 
where he was employed as cl?rk and rais
ed a disturbance, ignoring the clerk’s re
quests that he behave himself. “Well,” 
said Abe, finally, “if you must be whip
ped, I suppose 1 may as well whip you as 
any other man,” and he not only proceed
ed to give the ill-behaved visitor a thor
ough thrashing, but rubbed “smart weed” 
into his eyes until the fellow bellowed 
with pain.

This recalls the fact that when, iu 
later years, after the memorable duel 
with General Shields, Lincoln was asked 
by a friend why he had chosen broad
swords as weapons instead of the custo
mary pistols, he remarked: “I did not 
want to kill Shields, ànd felt sure I 
could disarm him, having had about a 
month to learn broadsword exercise ; fur- 

I didn't want the darned fel-

■ greatest storyteller who ever lived, but 
he was the hero of more good stories than 

in America’s gallery of 
Admittedly, nothing so effectu-

JJ2APE PGQmAIT QT^ELAITEirJJJICOZJT,I
any other man 
heroes.
ally throws the limelight upon the private 
and public career of any celebrity as the 
little anecdotes and incidents which are 
seldom a mailer of official or historic re- 

Quitc naturally, therefore, the bio- 
man prominently in the

: I

sLi : XI incident, but when the movement of the 
long line of callers finally brought the 
youngsters before the president, Lincoln 
tossed his dimunitive guest toward the 
ceiling and shouted out “Hurrah for you.”

The marvelous skill and versatility of 
Lincoln in story-telling was largely an ac
quired art. He, early in his public career, 
came to appreciate the value of à good 
story well told, and was wonderfully adept 
in summoning at a moment’s notice witty • 
incidents the recital of which clinched his 
statements more effectually than a world 
of argument. All his life he got rid of 
troublesome friends and troublesome en
emies by telling stories. One of Lincoln’s 
favorite stories concerned Daniel Webster. 
Webster, according to Lincoln’s version of" 
the incident, was, when a schoolboy, one 
day called before the teacher for some in
fraction of the rules. Told to hold out his 
hand for “feruling,” the lad reluctantly 
put forth a decidedly grimy paw. “Dan
iel/’ said the disgusted pedagogue, “if you 
will find in this schoolroom another hand 
as filthy as tliat I will let you off this 
time.” Instantly from behind the lad's 
back came his left hand, “itère it is, 
sir,” was the ready response of the fu
ture orator.

» In receiving the thousands of callers who 
visited the White House Lincoln evid
enced, a remarkable memory. Greeting at 
a public reception a man named Hood, 
whom he had met casually 12 years before, 
the president said: “I am glad to see that 
the Food flows on.” A visitor from/ Ne
braska referred to a place in his state 
which bore as its name the Indian equiv
alent of “weeping water,” but could not 
recall the name. “Well,” said Lincoln,
“according to Longfellow, laughing water 
is Minnehaha, so that I suppose this must 
be Minneboohoo.”

At another lime when a delegation of 
weak-kneed financiers had descended upon 
the White Housd with expressions of mis
givings as to the way the administration 
was conducting things Lincoln met their 
dire fotebodings with the statement:
“Now, gentlemen, suppose all the prop
erty you were worth was iu gold and you 
had put it in the hands of Blond in to 
carry across the Niagara River on a rope, 
would you continually shake the cable or 
would you hold your bivath ? The gov
ernment is carrying an immense weight.
Keep silence and we will get you sate 
across.”

Lincoln's fondness for children was re
peatedly illustrated, but in no manner 
more forcefully than by his love for his 
son Tad. Not even Tad’s prank of wav
ing a Confederate1 Hag from a second-story 
window of the White House while his fa
ther was making a speech to Union veter
ans directly below seriously ruffled the pa
tient president. At one of the White 
House receptions a little shaver as soon breaking, his leg. Lhe injured boy was 
as he entered the main door shouted placed on a sled and driven to his home, 
lustily “Hurrah for Lincoln.” The presid- where his injuries were attended to b>/* 
ent made no sign that lie had observed the Dr. L. M. Curren.
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Only too often the anecdotes that are 
unearthed regarding a popular idol are 
sadly disappointing. The points made are 
obscure or the humor is seemingly forced, 
and altogether the gossip is not very 
vincirg. Not so in the case of Lincoln,
however. On the one hand, Lincoln was therraore, .
famous for his pungent, pithy and prac- low to kill me, which 1 rather thmk he 
tical stories drawn from an apparently | would have done if we had selected pis- 
inexhaustihle source and always available lois.” . , , .

On the other hand, It was while Lincoln was clerk m the 
storo above mentioned that he received 
the nickname of “Honest Abe. On one 
occasion, after closing th • store at night, 
lie walked four miles to refund a few 
cents 1o a woman whom he had uninten
tionally overcharged for a purchase. His
tory has given great prominence to the 
fact that ast a young man Lincoln split 
rails for the necessities of life, but is 
silent as to the terms 
performed this arduous work, 
splitting was the means of securing not 
only bed and board, but also clothing. At 

time the hard working young man 
made a bargain with Mrs. Nancy Miller 
to split 400 rails for every yard of brown 
jeans, dyed with white walnut bark, re
quired to make a pair of trousers — no 
small contract since the rail splitter was 
tall and ungainly.

Lincoln was appointed a postmaster by

mwzrr
manded the removal of General Grant be
cause, as the spokesman put it, 
drinks too much whiskey.” “By the way, 
gentlemen,” dryly remarked Lincoln, “can 
any of you tell me where General Grant 
procuras his whiskey, because if I can find 
out I will send a barrel of it to every 
general in the field.” For âll that Lincoln 
was broad-minded, he was personally most 
temperate. On one occasion when he en
tertained a party of politicians who plain
ly expected some liquid refreshment he 
had a huge old china pitcher brought in 
and announced: “Gentlemen, we must 
pledge our mutual healths in the most 
healthy beverage which God has given to 
man. It is the only beverage I have ever 
used, arid I cannot conscientiously, depart 
from it on the present occasion—it is pure 
AdanVs ale from the spring.”

When Lord Lyons, who was during the 
Lincoln administration British envoy at 
Washington, called at the White House 
to anourice the betrothal of the present 
King arid Queen of England, the president 
listened attentively, and then remarked in 
all seriousness to the bachelor diplomat : 
“Lord Lyons, do thou go and do likewise.”

fun with him. They teased him unmerci
fully about his large feet and once when 
he complained of cold a quick-witted con
frere remarked that it was no wonder he 
was cold “there was so much of him on 
the ground.” However, Lincoln had a way 
of turning the joke on the other fellow in 
the most unexpected manner. Once when 
he had agreed to trade horses “sight un
seen” with a brother lawyer he showed up 
at the appointed hour with a saw horse 
on his shoulders.

The witty statesman was always ready 
to . join in a laugh at his own expense. 
He never tired of gleefully recounting an 
experience when travelling when a fellow 
passenger on the train gravely informed 
Lincoln that he had something that be
longed to him. When the future president 
inquired what it was his new acquaintance 
produced a pocket knife and said: “This 
knife was given to me some years ago 
with the injunction that 1 keep it until 
I found a man more homely than myself. 
Now I think 
property.”

During the civil war a committee ap
peared before President Lincoln and de-

President Jackson, and inasmuch as he 
did not want to be tied down by th3 du
ties of the office, he hit upon the novel 
expedient of converting himself into a por
table postoffice. Whenever he had occa
sion to go about lu carried all undelivered 
letters iu his hat, and any patrons of the 
office who wanted his mail had only to lo
cate the post master in order to secure it 
Immediately.

The first political speech made by Lm 
coin was delivered in 1832, when he was 
23 years of age. 
of a debate, and his opponent, the riva 
candidate, had wearied the audience, so 
Lincoln contented himself with the fol
lowing: “Gentlemen, Fellow-citizens: I
presume you know who I am. I am hum 
ble Abe Lincoln. I have been solicited by 

friends to become a candidate for

“HeCOIl-

on every occasion, 
the Civil War President was himself the 
central figure in hundreds of good stories 
that are illuminating in their disclosures 
of his dry humor, kindly sympathy and 
keen insight into human nature.

Lincoln delighted to tell of the high 
price which he as a small boy paid for 

of Weem’e “Life of Washington.”

It was on the occasion

a copy .
He had borrowed the book from a neigh
boring farmer, and was so unfortunate as 
to leave it near an opei> window, where a 
drenching min seriously damaged it. He 
went over to the owner and made a clean 
breast of the jnatter, whereupon the mag
nanimous farmer said: “Well, Abe, so 
ping as it is you, I won’t be hard on you. 
Just come over and pull fodder for me 
for a couple of days and 1 will call it 
square.”

The martyr president

---------r "

upon which he 
The rail While playing in the barn of his uncle, 

Thomas Raynes, 134 Church avenue, Fair- 
vilk. yesterday afternoon about 2 o’clock, 
Stanley, the ten-year-old son of David 
Raynes, of Raynes avenue, Fairvillc, fell,

i
many
the legislature. My politics can be briefly 
stated. I am in favor of the internal im
provement system and a high protective 
tariff. These are my sentiments and pol
itical principles. If elected I shall be 
thankful. If not, it will be all the same.”

After Lincoln entered the state legisla
ture his fellow-members had no end of
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