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 Copymigin-2008, by Benj. B.-Hampton

/.ovidently getting the adwamtage of it; it stoed

_forth clean, firm, and aggressive, while the

ismaller one leaned shiftieesly against the hillside,
‘apparently indifferent as to what K supported it, the
 flowers on the dilapidated sfll as impestinemt.as a
posy in the buttonhole of a beggar.
In these dwellings lived the. Skittleses, Mas. Skit-
.tles in the self-wespecting eabin, and Mr. Skittles in
‘the shiftless one, and between them lay fifty- feet

| ‘ef hiliside and ap eminous vow of silence.

"One blustery day Mrs. Skittles was carrying on
‘s vigorous cleaning campaign; she charged down
. the middle of the kitchen floor with her broom, then
' made a left obligue, and a right obligue, coming to
" &.position of rest at the eabin doer. She was lerge

. .and imposing, with a figure that had mede no con-
‘vessions to forty years of hard work. She was

& veteran in the army ef labor, but mot from the
“ranks; Mps. Skittles had ever been in command.
{Her commamications to the world were stfll issued
fn the form of orders, and she marched threugh
life on sehedule time, wanting-to court-martial all
who' failed to follow instructions.

i In her small encampruient upon the olearing, there
m but one deserter. Twe yesrs ago Mr. Skittles
found the mertial life teo strenuous, and, fail-
;tng, in his duties, had been condemned to solitary
‘confinement in the cabin 'adjoining that of his su-
‘perior officer. For a living he stripped tobacco,
‘for a dlvenlon he chewed it. He still accepted his
irations daily, in a tin bucket, which was carried to
‘him frem the mess-room by eme of the little Skit-
‘tles, tn return for which he was expeoted to render
‘obedience to Mrs. Skittles, who, though ne word
wu-poken,usedacodeddmaoncem
‘eive and haraseing. . :
: ulhostoodltthcdonrattheelﬂn she shaded
‘her eyes with her hand and looked up the river.
i "It must be gittin’ en to twelve o‘clock,” she said;
“I.heard the Little Sandy whistle four times since
‘breakfast. Rhoda Ray,” she called over her should-
cr."hnvonumthochmm Ilomofrou
ithe village?”
; Rboda Ray, longudl-*.mmcdtnmﬂn
‘bedroom. She had drab skin and weak little dradb
‘eyes that looked patiently eut from umder a mop
:of drab hair. Her calice dress was cut at the exact

mmmuywmwmnma«

hubodhou. Her mother's guestion seemed to
m.wmmmmmmmmcnum
«mm it was a marked chamacteristic of
ilhodllhathﬂtlhenevndoudhormm
;uvupoutblotokeopuqen. Mnunm-
mmpm

‘“I seen eneanﬂn‘uy‘hutalulp.
''Mrs. Skittles tossed her head amgrily. “No uwe
bmmmcn.mmdunu Ihwwwhoothq
‘sre at.”
;,nmm;-mﬂawumqmmm-
s across the strip of land that divided the two
eabins. Before she reached the door she heard
shrieks of merriment from within, which served as
‘fuel to the fire of her wrath. On the thresheld she
mnd.msnldnrddtvahntbwlnn
vtllonneonsdeunwhu

The interior of the reom presentsd an espeet of
startling contrests. In the commer was an unmade
‘eot, covered by an old plece of rag carpet, whtle
‘beside it stood an imposing self-rocker, upholstered
4a erimson plush. On the plain weoden walls hung
two multieolored chromos, resplendent in wide gold
frames, while beneath them steod a stowe decrepit
with age and general debility.
lln.autﬂuﬁcwuthoum'uhhorm
hgmtorl(r.smues.bouho'l.muehmuc
victim of the instalment plan, and kis utter tmabili-
ty to withstand the allurements of traveling agents

—

;:'t ‘bad been the rock upem which thdrcuuum fel-

“feity bad been wreecked.

As she stood there wrathfully recalling the past,
tvo oostatic shrieks recalled the present. On top’
dthodu.ltlbh in the centre of the reom, five
. ‘motsy lttle Bkitd! were olinging and laughing,
and crowding one another, while from under the
table, Mr. Skittles, with his-coat tied over his head,
made frantic grabs at stray Jegs and arms, emitting
dresdful growls and snarling wlth hmdoua inten-
aity. o

Suddenly tberemsmn. mbnrnbdded
_Bud Sinttles siid to the floor and slipped past his
mother, while Lottie, Susan and Hddie Jo helped

. ‘theeeyearold Ted down from the table. Omly Jin-
atle was left, sitting crosslegged in the®center of
the table, fascinated into immeowvability by her moth-
er's fixed glare. }

“Jinnie,” exclaimed Mrs. Skfttles:in swful tones,
‘mt.ellyerpwtomeﬂohtcutu:mnﬂer
‘that fool table.”

Jinnie obediently repeated the meessage, and Mr.
‘Birittles clambered forth with as much dignity as
his enveloped head and the obstructing table legs
‘would permit. He was a small, slight man, with
slanting shoulders, from which his arms dangled in
a perpetual state of relaxation. His straggling beavd
‘but hali concealed the weak mouth where a vacil-

through. But if his mouth smiled his eyes belied
it, fer a morel pathetic pair of appealing eyes were
never raised to an irate master. He stood now,
humbled and disheveled, as ‘guilty as the children
at being caught in mischief. .

“Pretty goin’s on,” sniffed Mrs. Skittles to the
ceiling. ‘“Here I'be, hustlin’ reund frem sun up
to the steamboat whistle, an’ you omery children,
‘stid of beln’ down yender strippin’ terbaccer, a
foolin’ round here. Clear out everyone of you ’cept
Jinnle; she ken stay and clean up this here pigsty.”
Whereupon, slowly directing her searchlight from- .
the oelling %o Mr. Skittles, she pointed with a long .
and rigid finger to the unmade bed, to the soiled
dishes in the cornmer, coming to an awful and ac-
cusing halt at Mr. Skitties’s stocking feet. 'rhen.‘
with a snort of lndicnation. she backed herself out
of the doorway, the children scattering before her
like leaves before a whirlwind.

Mr. Skittles, left alene with the plump Jinmnie,
cautiously closed the door, and sank dejectedly in-
to the plush rocker. Nach fresh reprimand from ’
Mrs. Skittles added to his burden of comtrition, for,
remiss as he had been im other. duties, he M»nev-,.’
ctmmhmdodmcetohhlem

Jinnie let herself down from the table and, going
to him, put her arms about his neck. “Den’t you
care,” she said recklessly; “I love you heap botter
than I do meaw.”

This biasphemy roused Mr. Skittles to protest:
“Oh, no you don't, Jinnie; yer maw’'s a wonderful
woman. I never was good enough fer her; her fam-
bly all said so when we was married. She deserv .
ed to git a first-class husband® ’stid of me.) :

“I love you best,” insisted Jinnie, hugging his
head te her breast. .

He patted her cheek tenderly and drew her down
in the chair beside him. She snuggled up close
and, holding tight to Mis hand, tried to direct his
thoughts to a more pleasant subject.

“Ain’t you got any uerau to tell me today?” she
asked slyly.

Mr. Skittles’s face underwent e transformation.
The look of dejection gave way to one of sudden

interest.

“Well, ef I ain’t clean tomt to tell you!” he
exclaimed.

Jinne clapped her Iunds in delight. ' “Cross my
heart and body, mﬂeablgﬂnxandslpotlntho
middle, I wen't tell!”

‘“Well,” said Mr. Skittles, peering anxigusly
around the side of the chair to see that the door
was secure, and sinking his voice to a whisper, “I'm
a making a new investment.”

“Is it a melojeon, Pa?” ;

“No,” said Mr. Skitties, puuingn)muum
some shew of importamce, “I can't say it's a melo-
jeon,\ Jinnte. I was: a-hanging between a melo-
jeon am’ a writin’ dext, as you know. But this here
is a new offer; it'’s & patent an’ s combination.”

“What is 1t?” demanded .Jinnie impatiently.

;"We&" m‘”ﬁ Mr.' Skittles, gaining time and

article th.l a melojeon;
Kin be used In the field and in the house, tofetch
and carry in the day time and to set on at night.”
Mr. Skittles counted -off these attractiens on Jin-
nie's fat fingers.

“A bucket?” asked Jinnie lncredulonlly

“Ne, madam!” pail Mr. Skittles; “it’s 'a guarantee
patent eaay-cheer an’ wheclburer

Jinnie’s face fell. “0O Pa, why didn’t you stick to
the melojeon? You den’t need mo wheelbarrow.”

' “But the easy-cheer, Jinnie! It sorter folds up
inside itsel an’ looh jes’ Hke a natural cheer, then
you turn a ’ the fus’ thing you know ther's
a pl.tent whee! , easy runnin’, ught as a feath-
er, an’ -f:u!zt w:u—ennyﬂﬁnz

“ »

Mr. es again surveyed the clesed door and
winked significantly at the woodshed.

Jinnte was silent a moment, wrestling with a new
thouglit. “Bay, Pa,” she asked, “have you got
&M ’ fer the cleck?’

face fell. “Well, no, I du't quite,”
ho o-nteuol, “but that’s with another company. 13
ain’t the sams thing at all; thluhereissnaweon-
cern, twemty oents a week till you pay up.

”wmthqtskoitwnomyou.nkothoyad
them pictéire-hooks?

“Oh, no. Tifls here is a good, homest, comcern.
The agent said s0.”

Mmmbelncmoved Jlnttoh.umm
a Hvely interest in the wheelbarrow, nnd Mr. Skit-
tles, encourgged by her sympathy, b! ly
upon his imagination in recoumting. ho
possibilities of his new investment. When the din-
ner bell sounded from the other cabin, Jinnle rode
reluctantly® “I ’spect you-better spread up yer bed,
an’ empty out yer wash pan,” she advised; “it’s
awful mussy in here.”

“Thet’s right,” said Mr. Skittles, approvingly; Tl
jes’ do that very thing. Jinnie!” he called, as she
started, “the fus’ time you and Bud git a chance
you slip around to the woodshed an’ take a peek
at it.”

Meanwhile, Mrs, Skittles, having with great dis-
patch cleaned and brushed and fed each little Skit-
tles, ordered them into the cormer of the kitchen
with positive instructioms that they were not to
come beyond a certain crack in the floor. There
was an gir of unusgal tmpertance about Mrs. Skit-
tles this afternoon. She marched back and forth
to the pantry, measuring flour and lard and ma¥ing
frequent references to a much-thumbed ceokbook.

Only omce did the group in the cormer venfure
an inquiry: “Is it going to be punkin er apple,
Maw?”

“I ain’t s-esyin’” satd Mrs, Skittles loftily; "it
never did bring a ple no luck to talk about it before-
hand.” She rolled the dough with a firm hand,
pinching it and spanking it with the skill of one
practiced in those arts.

“l knew,” whispered FEddie Jo; “it's sweet pertat-
a.”

Mrs. Skittles kmeaded and measured and stirred
in absorbed silence. “Rhoeda’ Ray,” she presently
demanded, “reach me that there alispice on the
corner of the shelf. The can this way.”

7 Rhods Ray, glad to be ordered on the scene of
action, looked on while her mother liberally sprin-
kled the contents through the mixture.

“Yours took the blue ribbon at the pie social
last year, didn’t it, Maw?” she asked in a concili-

“Four years,” sald Mrs. Skittles, “apple, lemon,

mince, an’ punkin.”

“Who’s - a-goin’ with you tenight?” Rboda Ray
was emboldened to inquire.

Mrs. Skittles held herself erect and spoke with

emphasgis:* “Every single one of you includin’ Ted-
dfe. 'Yer paw, Mr. Jenkins Skitties, ain’t a person
to be trusted with a blind kitten.”

This announcement, that the entire family was
to be allowed to engage in the festivities of the
pie social in a few hours, threw the light brigade
into riotous disorder. Sudden joy is as demorsal-

izing as sudden grief, but Mrs. Skittles did not be-.

lieve in anticipation.

That evening, about dusk, she charged down the -
hill with her little company. Carried before her,
carefully emnveloped in napkins, was the sweet-
potate ple, upon which rested the respensibility
of sustaining her reputation as the best cook in
the county. Behind her came the little Skittles,
rejoicing in the unusual combination of Sunday
clothes and week-day manners.

Mr. Skittles, sitting on the top rail of the fence,
with his feet hooked under the lower, surveyed the
procession with surprise. He waited until Mrs.

, Skittles was well in advance, then he plucked at

Rhoda Ray’s dress.
“Say,” he whispered with excited hterut, “where
are you all goin’ at?”

e
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%14 it going to be pumphin or apple, Maws”

Rhoda Ray,
tilted her drab head and stalked disdainfully on.
In vain did he seek information from each of the
children in turn; even Jinnie was too intent upon
her expedition to pause long enough to explain
its object.

Mr. Skittles, left alone on the fence, followed
the little procession with wistful eyes unmtil the
twilight hid it from view. The stick he was
whittling dropped from his fingers, his head sank
upon his breast; now and then he drew his coat
sleeve across his eyes. Deeper and deeper grew
the dusk, in a nearby willow a whippoorwill told
its troubles to the coming night, still Mr. Skittles;
forlorn and deserted, kept silent watch in the
lonesome clearing.

Down in the village schoolhouse the merriment
ran high. Forty pies stood on a lomg table at the
head of which the Reverend Mr. Zim acted as auo-
tioneer. Around the table stood the bidders, young
men and old, the former arrayed for the most
part in negligee shirts, frock coats, and satin neck-
ties. The matrons and maids sat around the wall,
each one mext to a vacant chair, waiting to share
their respective pies with whoseever should buy
them.

“Here,” cried the Reverend Mr. Zim, balancing a
dome of cocoanut on hisg hand, and eloguently point-
ing out its merits, “here is a morsel fit for the gods.
Look at that filling, as pure and white as the fall-
en snow. It's emough to wet the mouth with appe-
tite of them as so much as looks upon ft! Who'll

- hurried glance had falled to rew:

following wne maternal example,

who baked it, but Sally Woodruff is a-blushing
mighty pink over there in the corner. What! Twen-
ty-five? Going, going, gone! at twenty-five cents
to Mr. Zack Wilson. Here's your number and you
can find your partner and eat your pie.”

Zack, with pleased embarrassment, turned con-
fidently. to Sally, only to find that old Mrs. Duffy
held his number. The company laughed upreari-
ously while. Zack shared his pie with his 'stout
compsanion, the cocoanut tnmlnx to sawdust under
Sally’s scoffing glances. -~

In the midst of the uproar a head was thmust In
at the door. It was a shaggy head, and the ragged
body that followed it was cut of keeping with the
gala attire. of the rest of the ‘company. But a
chorus of welcoming shouis arose nevertheless.

“Hello, Jenk Skittles! Where did you come
from !’

. "Did you blow down from your roost, Jenk?”

. “Come right along in and git in the game.”

Mr. Skittles,. smiling apologeticslly and trying
to smooth down hig fiying looks, d forward.’ A
Mre. Skitties,
sitting bolt -upright {n lclnm state at the far end
of the room..

“Bid one on a ple, Jenk!” cried some one in the
crowd. “Put up a good ome, Zim, and we'll make
Bim buv it

Wnn Skittles, 'laughing and weakly pmu.ﬂnx‘.

. help her.

*
t

wu pushed to the front.

“Started at ten,” called the Reverend Zim, “as
fine a pie as ever seen the oven. Ten! ten! Who
ever’ll make it fifteen? Why, I'm 'shamed to name
that sum in the hearing of that pie! Twenty-five?
Going at twenty-fivel Thirty? Good! Wholl bid
thirty-five?”

Mr. Skittles, urzed onward by the shoutlnc men,
continued to sraise it, oblivious of the fact that he
was bidding |against himself.

“Knocked down to Mr. Jenkins Skittles at forty-
five cents, the highest price of the evening,” said
the Reverend Zim, as he handed down the pie and
the number.

“Find yer girl, Jenk,” cried several from the
rear, fnd Mr. Skittles started on his romantic quest,
a flutter of ‘expectancy in his heart and the pie In
his hand. Down the line he passed, eagerly scan-
ning the numbers on the chairs. Suddenly bhe
paused. He had found his number. In the accom-
panyiu chair sat Mrs. Skittles, rigid and unwink-

'l‘he hilarity escaped from the company as
promptly as the gas from a pricked balloen. The
village respected, it it did not admire, Mrs. Skit-
tles, and it realized that the situation was serious.
So did Mr. Skittles. It was only the sudden weak-
ness of his knees that prevented him taking refuge
in ignominious flight. But the inchdent, tragic
though it was, was of too personal a nature to in-
terfere permanently with .the success of the even-
After a brief pause the bidding proceeded

: =git h\

-unconscious child in . the

2

briskly, and soon the fun was;once more-at highk
tide. o - o

But the light had failed for Mr. . Skittles. He -
twisted his legs nervously about the legs of the
chair, apparently seeking' to gain strémgth thn-
from, as he cast panicstricken glanees.in every
Tection. Pre:enﬁyhheyecrenonthomiml
clasped in his hands.’. A new queéstion nted it
self, a question of such overwhelming) significance
that it caused him to groan in spirit. Shouid he
eat the pie? Years of experience had taught him
that no greater insult could be offered his worthien
half than to fail to appreciate her cookery. With.
this past knowledge he feit it incnmsbent upon Rimy
to eat the pie, thouxhs:h ll!ﬂt was crushed l.nq

evening's pleasure, that he ate slice after slice wltu
heroic fortitnde. Fortunately Eddie Jo and Jmnie
came to his assistance, and bytboondottho—ovexh
ing the truth of the maxim that'“the proof-ef & pud«
ding is In the esting,” had been.amply verified, and
Mrs. Skittles couid find no greund for complaint.
Bnt.thenrltmmtbochdnoﬂmmmnq
been forged, others followed swiftly. On the -haih
MmmauJowummm llr.
Skittles carried him nearly to the clearing, -when
he was seimed with an fudisposition kimself, ;Mrs.
Skittles, overtaking them, ordered a halt Shq
\glanced at the other children shrewdly.

“Well,” she said, shortly, “Rhoda. Ray, 1 s'pose
you've got the backache, and Bud ‘the headache,

“Git the mustard, qulokr" called ' hrer m tol
Rhoda Ray, wholudjultmmthomv
trate forms in -the doorway.

Rhoda Ray, with an unsuccessful effort to ulhu
her chronically scattered wits, took a tin cam from/
the end of the shelf, ;

munouum-mmwmmmsm
dles; “ain’t you got more sense—"

,” urged Rhoda lhy feebly.
“It ain’t!” cried Mrs. Skittles in piercing tones
“it's insect powder, and I put it'in' the pie!” .
A sceme of utter confusion followed, with Eddie
Jo voleing his anguish im plercing screams, and'

/ poor Jinnie lying imp and uncomnscious on the ded.

“She’s gittin’ worser all the time!™ ‘cried “Mrs. -
Skittles, rubbing the childs hands and arms and’
trying in vain to reuse her. “Somebody go fer thie
doetor, quick! But = he get
It’s a half hour to git there and a our baek.'
Lord help me! Lerd help me, what m do?™

Ag if in answer to her prayer an apperition ap-
in the doorway.

Mr. Skittles, white Ol.
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cheek and wild of eye, holding feebly to the euo- S

ment, addressed the company:

“I'll_<it her to the doctor." he said, mtb.l
wrapped up, an’ I'll take her”™

He vanished from the doorway only te appear: .
moment later with the guarantee pateat cozabina-
tion easy chair and wheelbarrow. Mrs. - Skittles
stopped not to question; she knew too weil the im-
mediate need for a doctor.
wheelbarrow,

She laid' the heavy,

pushing aside the unsteady hands that trled to -

poute.shehutmdhektomtommm
perate case

Mr. Skittles, gathering up his load, started hnvo-

ly forth into the night. The deathly nausea thas
had overcome him gave place to excruciating pain,
but he pushed forward with straining muscles and
anxfous eyes. The narrow path down the moun-
tain side ascended abruptly at times; the thick
trees overhead shut out the starlight, and uader
foot a tangle of g‘nuu and vines caught his feet
as he hurried alen Beads of perspiration stood
out on his fordho“ and his hands and feet grew

Then, with an anxious shake et the *
head, and mever a glance at the blanched face ope

numb. Presently he sank to his knees, then to the . <

ground,

“Jignie!” he called, pitecusly; “Jinniet yer ..um

dead yit, air ye? Yer pa's tryin’ to git you there.
Jinnie! Don’t you hear me?”
hands fumbled about until they found hers, then
he staggered to his feet. “My God, she’s a-gitting
cold!” he cried, as he stumbled forward again.

The trees seemed to be dancing around him ix
a great circle that would not let him through, the
lights in the village moved farther and farther
away as he approached. When he reached the turp-
pike he fell again, his face in the dust amnd hie
hands clutching at the rocks. For a while he 1a7
s0, then the pain made Him remember.

“O God!"” he prayed, “don’t pay me no mind, bm
jest help me git Jinnie to the doctor’s.” He, stun- -
bled to his feet, but he could not move his burden. :
In despair he sank upon his knees and burst iate =
violent weeping.

“Poor little gaM” he cried, his mmbl!ng arma_
across the child; pa's tryin’ to help yow, but he’
never could halp nobody. He never was no good,
but he’ll try ag’in—he’ll * Pitching and lurch- -
ing he staggered forw sight and hearisg left
him; one thought only remn.lned.

At the doctor’s door the strange egulpage halt:
;!3 dur. Skittles began his story, but he never fins

e ;

At gt. when Mrg. Skittles burried to e
village, she found Jinnie out of danger, but lyfg
in the darkemed office was the silent form of Mr.
Skittles. For hours she bent over him, desperatel¥
striving with the doctor ‘o bring consclous”
ness. Her husband, hovoring on the borderland o
Eternlty assumed a strange dignity and Impert
ance.

At noon he stirred. ".Tuk" she said t» her mpsd
commanding tone, “speak te me this mécute!"

And Jenk spoke.

His weak, ineficient .

lating smile was ever on the point

of breaking atory tone.

bid ten cemts?

Fifteen? Fiftsar.! I aln't lruvinl

ing.

SOME Y. M. C. A PLANS

-Older Boys' Conference is to Be
Begun Tomorrow

The older boys of the Y. M. C. A. will
“ hold their annual conference beginning to-
morrow evening in the association rooms.
“he conference will continue until Sunday
#. The general theme of the confer-
ce will be “A bigger and better boys’
Vision.” Beside the local boys there will
speakers from outslde points and some
the local ministers will take part in the
roceedings. The first meeting will take
lace tomorrow bemnmng at 7.30 o'clock.
8. programme-wil]. i

A. W. Robb, Arthar M. Gregg and H. J.
Bmith, besides reports from the various
branches of the work. The remainder of
the programme for the week follows:

Thursday, 7.90 p. m.—Addresses: The
Group Bystem and Its Relation to Bible
Study, D. D. Mflligan, gecretary for boys;
The Street Boy and How the Association
Can Help Him, G. Eldon Merritt; Scout-
ing, John G. MaKinnon. J

Fridey, 7.30 p. m—.Banquet, H. H. Pick-
ett presiding; talk on Modern Camp Meth-
ods and a Policy for St. John, by H. A.
Lordly, Montreal; address, Perwml Work
With Boys, D. D Milligan.

Baturday afternoon will be taken up
with an outing to Renforth, leaving the
city at 1.15 and returning at 5.20.

Two addresses, one Spectal Work for
Our Boys’ Division, by H. A. Lordly, and
another, Power of Leadership in Older

Bogp- by, Johp: 3, Bradboed,,

Bradiazd,, Asoharwt, will ! S

be the chief part of the evening pro-
gramme.

On Sunday morning there will be a spec-

Because they act so gently (no
purging or griping) yet so
thuough]y

NA-DRU-CO
LAXATIVES

are best for the children as well as

the grown-wups, 25¢c. a box at

your druggist's.

Nations! Drug ead Chomical Co. of Canads, Limited
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ial mervice at 9.45 addressed by Rev. J. A.
MacKeigan, pastor of St. David’s church,
on the subject of Christian Athletics.

At 11 o’clock there will be a comference
service in Germain street Baptist church,
when Rev. F. 8. Porter will preach on
Jesus the Complement of Hugan Lite.

There will be a mass meeting for men

'|and women in the Congregational church

at 4 o'clock Bunday afternoon. John J.
Bradford will speak on The Responsibility
of the Community Towards 1ts Coming
Citigens, " '

AFTER BIXTY YEARS.

There will be another restival at Christ
church Cathedral, Fredericton, next sum-
mer. It will be to commemorate the six-
tieth annivereary of the consecration of
the (ntludml wl\,\ch wcuq‘ed on Augujt,
3;' m TR R PP D TR 8 ETTS G, MR S

WREEK OF BOROEN SHP ON
. TRADE, AND NAY ROCKS

Winnipeg, Sept. 8—Senator Lavergde,
who reached here today on his return east
from the forestry convention at Victoria
(B. C), eaid that he and his companions
would support a Canadian navy built in

I ILES?&?“‘:
. No
surgioal om

Dr. Chase's Ointment will x-ellevo you at onoe
and as oertainly all

Canada, but at the disposal of the empire
when needed for imperial defence. He
prophesied that the Borden ship would be
wrecked on the trade and naval iesues, and
said ‘that within a -few years the three
prairie provinces would be lined up for
reciprocity. Accompanying the senator
were Hon. Jules Allard and Gustave Picha,
chief of the forestry service.

THE REASON
Two young employes of a florist, who are
supposed to be working in the rear of the
establishment while the proprietor of the
business looks after things in the front,

were recently startled by the appearance
of the “old man” while they were engros-
sed in a game of pitch-and-toss. The pro-
puetor was justly indignant. “How ie

here?”
youths.
heels you wear.”

“I know,”
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