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feature of the Porar
white coat, which is

R,

o THE MOST STRIKING

whitenessof its surroundings in the Arctic
regions. ‘he snow in those regions, how-
ever, 1s not whiter than clothes washed with

SUNLIGHT SOAP.

The beauty of SunticuT Soap is in its purity,
-and the casy way in which it releases dirt(

BEAR is its beautiful
in keeping with the

from clothes,
without injury to
“the fabric no
§ matter how fine
it may be. It is
manufactured
with the purest
materialsandthere
is £1,000 Guar-
antee of Purity

on every bar,

TRY IT ON YOUR

NEXT WASH.DAY.

/ A Dinner and a Dream

The rhythmic swing of Challoner’s
paddle was sending the cano2 prowl-
ing steadily up stream. Marian,
seated in the bow amid soothing cush-
icns watched her companion’s ¢fficient
strokes. Beyond both banks of the
river, tall trees loomed like lances.
Here and there friendly branches of
trees on opposite sides made wonder-
ful canopies of leaves across the
stream. The afternoon sun, glinting
through the thick fret-work of the
lcaves, shone like a brilliant disc of
burnished platinum.

“Tired?” inquired Marian. “You've
been paddling pretty steadily for near-
ly three hours—and against the cur-
rent, too.”

“It’s the bulliest kind of fun,” he re-
turned, “Phe current, like your com-
panienship, adds zest to it., Are.you
getting hungry? After we've made
this bend right ahead, you’l be able
ty see the rustic little hotel-I've been
telling you about, where we're to
dine.”

“I'm as anxious to see this placa
that you've discovered as I am to en-
joy its fare.”

“You’ll not be disappointed as *o
either particular,” Challoner ascured
her. “And the return trip to-night to
Placid Inn will have its eharm. The
moon ought to be in evidence soon
after eight o’clock.”

“The moon! Delightful!” - said
Marian enthusiastically. “And will
you recite those verses of Bliss Car-
man’s you were speaking of ?”’

“Yes, what I can remeraber. oi
them,” he agreed.

Close to the river bank; nestling
against the shoulder of an ancient
rock, - they found the cool, . white,
green-shuttered lit'le hotel, whaere
motorists loved to pause for meals,
and whither an occasicnal hardy can-
ocist from Flacid Inn would make his
way up-stream, to drift back with the
current after a good dinner and a
rest. 4 i

The two found the dinner irre-
proachable, including the best fried
chicken, country-style, that Marian
had ever eaten. It was served in a
quaint dining room as fresh and
clean. as 'any in New England. On
one side of the room was a huge
brick fireplace, its ponderous andirons
stolidly guarding the little ash-hea)
beyond, which was a remindcr of the
cool nights which the previous week
had brought.

“Can you imagine a finer evening
than one spent before a hearth like
that, with a glowing, booming back-
log sending its sparxs dancing up the
flue?” observed Challoner.

“With a snowy landscape outside, a
frozen river, and sleighbells making
music in the distance,” added Marian.
“I've read about evenings like that in
books. It would be fascinating. Why
is it that the simplest, yet coziest
things in life that we learn for so
intensely at times seem the most re-
mote and impossible?”

‘“Because we allow ourselves to be
claimed and worn out by the artificial
pursuits of life,” said Challoner im-
pulsively. “We chase the hardest and
fastest for the things we need ‘and
want the least.”

They repaired to the vine-hvng ver-
andah of the little place. The man’s
cigar glowed and faded as he talked.
The sun went down, splashing the
heavens with sweeping lines of bril-
liant pinks, provoking - regponsive
celorings in the silent river before
them. The moon came up, in a differ-
€1t quarter of the heavens, the goldeor.
half-moon that was to watch their re-
turn to Placid Inn. :

“Hadn’t we better = start?’ asked
Mearian, conscious that the hcur was
growing late. “You think we’ll have
no trouble in 'making the return trin
by canoe?”

“Not a bit,” he answered.
tke channel like a book.”

To-morrow -— Verses and Adversi-
ties.

“I know

IN TIMES OF WAR you}

cannot do without clothes any more
than you can in times of peace; but
at such a time it is necessary that you
economize as much as possible; and
in order to keep all our help at work

we intend to maké up Suits and Over-
coats, until’ further notice, at the
smallest possible margin of profit, but
must be strictly cash orders. Invess
tigate and get our prices; quality of
our work aeeds no advertising.

Marine Notes.

X

The barqt. Gaspe sailed last even-
ing for Pernambuco.

The schr. Ida M. Zinck, 3 days
from Sydney, reached port yesterday
afternoon, coal laden to A. Good-
ridge and Sons.

to-morrow toz"here._
The S. S. Beatrice is now due from

SPURRELL BROS., 366 Water Street,
next door to Parker & Monroe’s.

Northl Sydney with a cargo of coal,
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The S. S. Tobasco leaves Liverpool
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| Farewell! Farewell! My gallant lads,

‘Who sail ac - the sea . :
To battle in a righteous cause
the ememy,

Those whom you love, those who love

you,
Will think of you alway;
They, while asleep, will dream of you,
And on awakening, pray.

Go where you will, do what you may,
Their thoughts will be on you;
Great is their faith; belie it not;
Be gtrong, courageous, true.

The honour of your country now,
You hold within your hand;
Protect it well! Shed lustre on
The name of Newfoundland!

'Tis’ true you are a mere handful;
But quality ’s the test; g

Go forth and win a place beside
Earth’s bravest, and earth’s best!

It may be some of you will lie
Beneath a foreign sod;

Heroic souls through death receive
The stamp and seal of God!

And all souls are heroic who
In times of peace; or strife,
On: Duty’s sacred alter lay

The offering of their life.

Farewell my lads! A safe roturn!

And when the victory ’s won,
May Good King George exclaim to
you,
Bravo, my lads! Well done!
FRED B. WOOD.
St. John’s, Newfoundland.

Pride.
By GEORGE FITCH,

Author of “At Good Old Siwash,”

Pride is a genteel péralysi‘s of the
brain, accompanied by a marked stif-
fening of the backbone, to say noth-
ing of the neck. ?
When a man has pride he has to
reason around it. This lands him in
a great many peculiar places. Many
a man is borrowing money from
friends who can’t afford to lend it be-
cause he is too proud to beg. It is
much easier for a proud man to die
owing money profusely than to staia
his record by asking the country to
slip him a load of coal.

Pride also compels many people to
give up comfortable old friends who
have failed. to make the Income Tax
Club and to devote their attention ex-
clusively to acquaintances in the set
alead. There is nothing more pathe-

laboriously enjoying the friendship of
a circle of people who would say “In-
deed” ' if his death were to be an-
notneed 'and ‘who would -inquire : his
initials when sending flowers to the
funeral.

Pride keeps a vast number of Eng-
lishmen idle all of their lives and ren-
ders them slightly less useful than
chinch bugs, because an Englishman
who is suffering from pride in its last
stages would rather die than ‘work
himself.. When we consider that this
sort of pride enables a man to spend
twenty years ‘waiting impatiently for
some member of the family to die and
pass on the estate, and that this ama-
teur undertaking and embalming pro-
fession is considered to be above that
of supplying the prosperity of a na-
tion,-we feel justified in believing that
pride is used in many cases as a sub-
stitute for brains.

Pride causcs statesmen to take or-
ders from bosses in order to hang on-
to the honors of office, and it makes
families owe the butcher and baker
with great skill and tenacity in order
to support an automobile and honk
down upon piking pedestrians° who
pay their bills. If it were possible to
operate for pride the world would be
better and happier—but not half as
entertaining*to those on the sidelines.

The Carver.

i We used to call

it gripes, when we

 had stomach trou-

“ble, and all our in-

ward pipes would

ache and bend us

double. - It was a

common ill that

caused no awe or

| wonder, and gran-

ny’s simple skill

“full soon would

N knock it under.
The poor men-in their cots, the rich
man in his castle, were often tied in
knots, and with the gripes would
wrastle. A dose of home-made dope
would quell the dire upheaval, restor-
ing faith and hope, displacing pain
and evil. Byt now the doctor comes—
his science sure a blight is!—he looks
land haws and hums, and-cries, “Ap-

H pendicitis!” He promptly spbils your

peace, and makes your courage ‘miz-
le, a9 o hin o1&

Joate and >

tic than the sight of a proud person |

‘Iother Is Child’s
Stomach Sour, Sick ?
If tongue is coated or if cross, fever.

ish, constipated give “California
Syrup of Figs.”

Don’t scold your fretful, peevish
child. -“See if tongue is coated; this is
a sure sign its little stomach, ' liver
and bowels are clogged with sour
wasté.

When listless, pale, faverish, full of
cold, -breath bad, throat sore, doesn’t
€at, sleep or act naturally, has stom-
ach-ache, indigestion, diarrhoea, give
a teaspoonful of “California Syrup of

foul wagte, the sour bile and ferment-
ing food passes out of the bowels ani
you have a well and playful child
again.. Children love this harmless
“fruit laxative,” and mothers can rest
easy after giving it, because it néver
fails to make their little “insides™
clean and sweet.’

Keep it handy, Mother! A little
given to-day saves a sick child to-
morrow, but get the  genuine. Ask

your druggist for a b0-cent bottle of
“California Syrup of Figs,” which has
directions for babies, children of all

ages and for grown-ups plainly on
the bottle. Remember there are
counterfeits sold here, so surely look
and sce that yours is made by the
“California Fig Syrup Company.”
Hand back with contempt any other
fig syrup.

The Blind Man’s
Sacrifice.

THe Crescent Picture Palace pre-
sents to-day ‘“The Blind Man’s Sacri-
fice,” a great emotional society drama
in 2 reels produced by the Milano Pic-
ture play company, all the big stars
headed by G. Valignora and Ada Sorek
are represented in this great feature,
which is sure to please the patrons
of the popular Crescent.

One of the best western stories we
have seén is told in the “Ranch Girl
and the Sky Pilot”; the girl who runs
the ranch at the muzzle of a gun per-
svades: the cow boys that church ig
a better place than the public house
after the minister arrives.

“Toodleums” is a clever Crystal
comedy with our old friends Pearl
White and Chester Barrett, the fun
makers.  Some beautiful and instruc-
tive scenes are shown in the travel-
ogue: ‘“Cradle of Buddhism. Mr. F.
Knights sings the Scotch war song:
“Angus McDonald” and sings it well.

Mongclian 0ff.

The Allan Liner Mongolian sailed
to-day for Halifax and Philadelphis
taking as passengers:—

A. D. Weswell, E. F. Leonard and
wife, B. Jorgenson, Miss Hunt, Miss
Buckley, B. Harvey, (. and Mrs.
Ivany and infant, Miss Kendall, Miss
Power, B. Bingleson, W. Elliott, Mrs.
B." Grace, .two children and infant,
Miss O’Brien, Misses Whelan (2), W.
Downer, wife and 2 children, Miss
M. Curran and two in gleerage.

Wounded on Birthday.

Rev. Mr. Cracknell, of St. Thom-
as’s Parish, is in receipt- of a letter
froqm his brothler, who is at the front,
but who is now in hospital at Liver-
pool, suffering from a bad wound in
the left arm which he received on the
day of his twentieth birthday. It is
gratifying news, howeéver, to learn
that “the young soldier is convales-
cent. Mr. Cracknell’ is a ‘native of
Birmingham, England, ' from @ which
place thirty-five thousand mcn vol-
unteered for the front.

Thick, Glossy Hair,
Free From Dandruff.

Girls! Try it! Hair gets soft, flufiy
and luxuriant at oncc—No mors
falling: hair. oy

If you care for heavy hair, that
glistens with ‘beduty and is: rediani
with life; has an incomparable ‘soft-
ness and is fluffy and  lustrous, try
Danderine. '

Just one application doubles the

diately dissolves every ‘particle of
dandruff; you cannot have nico, heavy;
healthy hair if you = have dandruff.
This destructive scurf rpbs the hair
of ite lustre, its strength and'its very.
life, and if not-overcome it produces
a feverishness and itching - of  the
‘scalp; the hair roots famish, loosen
and die; then the hair falls outi fast.

Figs,” and in a few hours all dhe|.

IAPPED!

- Trappers and Ranchers,

We carry the a
most completem
Netting, Traps, Wire, Fenc-
ing Tools, ete.

PAGE AUTOMATIC WIRE STRAINER.

Th% best tool made for erecting and repairing wire fences of
- all kinds.

~ FOX TRAPS.
Genuine Blakey & Lamb, with Chain.
No. 2, $3.95 per doz.; No. 3, $5.20 per doz.; No. 4, $6.10 per doz.
FOX NETTING.

16 Gauge, 2” mesh. 24”, $4.50 per roll. All sizes up to 727,
$11.75 per roll. Also 14 Gauge.

COMBINATION FENCING TOOL—Wire Cutter, Wire Twist-
er, Knotter, Staple Drawer and: Pliers.

STAPLES, NETTING FASTENERS, TYING WIRE, ETC,

AYRE & SONS, LTD.

Bargains ! Bargaing !

“Wool Rinkers & Tams

For GIRLS,
To Go at One Price:

296. each.

These are worth Double their Values.

NOTE-We give a Tam Free with every Girls Coat purchased.

Don’t Fail to See Our West Window.

. MILLEY.

beauty of your hair, besides it imme- |

Specially and charmingly designed.
Neatily and Nattily Trimmed.
Ees extromely Low.




