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Harding, the hero, who has been impatiently
awaiting a telephone. from Louise Farnish
ove,

‘haste earns that
rish, sister of Louise, has just attempted to kil
hergelf. Gemeral Farish, ohthero&ha(irh,ls

similiar
Farrish’'s agitation, is
ht into the inspector’s office as having come

's Toum.

mﬂm thereupon issues an order to all raflwa
clerks on New York and New Jersey routes

rt from what office they have been receiv-

in yellow envelopes. The two visit

boarding house.
vis comes to the oonclusign that whotver
ngodm yellow letter was left-handed. Hedoes
n

th

however, take Hdrding into his confldence
erine Farrish recovers her uu:nu for a mo-

Crandall in
th;npmnuoimvh N
Crandall’s room a hypodermic
mnd‘.n mlmmnnd. an address and % .
oW iel nenmebunArdmy oW Jersey.
5 j‘oel\to'mww”‘nd nlﬁl the lo(t'zl
ce, which, strange finds em!|
% h_ox.no.n.domhmuﬁ'd . the );
Ethlrdnldd which to have some
with the m % piace in the
e Tt T Whosh
t is learned that the postmaster of Ardway ha:
1 g‘unﬂm Miss Cox, Jrlves
ye &dmwm“ﬂﬂ
e ve
'(
ty persou,
meaLs
hote.

her

in great 13

yellow letter which she had
stolen, that Katherine isbet-
Hugh Crandall was in the

. 'CHAPTER XII.—(Continued.)

Turn out,” whispered Davis to Dodds,
~ “gid stop until it has passed us.”

The constable drew in under the shade

- of pome trees. It was pitch dark, the on-

:ly light coming from ‘an ancient lantern
hung over the dashboard. As: the auto-
mobile ¢ame nearer Davis unhooked the

and holling it down between his
legs shiclded it-with the folds of & long

' raineoat he was wearing. ,The automobile

dashed by, us, apparently unaware of our

;” saidiDavigas soon gs it had
.the diftange, “go ‘on. :

BPodds. drove'-on”in gilence for ~perhaps
Awp miles farther. We passed a little stone

ggqe nestling in a clearing under the

“It’s just beyond here?” said Davis, &
note of inquiry in his voice.
“Yep,” said the conmstable, - “Miller’s
Lane, they call it.” =
Though to my city eyes there was no
sign of a road, Dodds, about three hun-
dred yards beyond the cottage, pulled the
horse sharply to the right and we began
ascending a rocky lane that led almost
ight up the hill. s

" “Wait a minute,” said Davis, and the
') comstable checked the horse.

Jumping out quickly the inspector seiz-
ed ‘the lantern and dropping back a few
paces began making what appeared to be
s minute examination of the road.

# "Tgin’t much of a road,” the constable

to me while we waited. ~“It’s
only used for logging, though when we
come up here this afternoonthere was
autémobile tracks beth going and coming.”

“Any idea who made them?’L asked.

“Nope, but I guess he knows,” with a
gesfure in the direction of the lantern

Jtstthmmviamjoinedus,hng:ginsthe

over the dashboard again. In-
‘of resuming his ‘seat, he knelt on the

N

Hoor of the buckboard, peering down at

the road as it was dimly revealed by the
iantern

“Go ahead slowly,” he ordered
i* As. Dodds clucked to the horse
idown beside Davis and asked:

" “What did you find?” T
sJust what I expected: The automobile
#fie somewhere ahead of us.” 3

“Whose is it?”

{ “I don’t know yet.” -

My curiosity would be denied no longer.
Hitherto I' had ‘kept silent, hoping that
Deavia would -confide in' me the object of
our #trange journey. .

“Whom are we coming out here after?
I asked. o :

“The postmaster and his accomplice, of
course.”

“Who - is his' accomplice?” -

““Pm afraid 1 misstated the case,” said
Davis with a grim chuckle. “The post-
master is the accomplice. The other is
the master criminal.”

“Who is the other?”
it Hugh Crandall?”

T leaned

I persisted. “Is

S———————

IF YOU NEED A MEDIENE.
YO SHOULD HAVE THE BEST

‘Although there are hundreds of prepara-
tions advertised, there is only ome that
really stands out pre-eminent as a remedy
for diseases of the kidneys, liver and blad-
der.

Dr. Kilmer’s Swamp-Root stands the
highest, for the reason that it has proved
to be just the remedy needed in thoysands
upon thousands of even the most distress-
ing case. : .

Swamp:Root makes friends quickly be-
eause ite mild and immediate effect is soon
realized. It is a gentle, healing vegetable
compound. -

Dr. Kilmer’s Swamp-Root is a physician’s

. Prescription for speeial diseases, which is

not recommended for everything.
A Sworn Certificate of Purity is with
every bottle.

For sale at all drug stores in Canada in
bottles of two sizes—75 cents and $1.25.
SAMPLE BOTTLE FREE BY MAIL
Tn order to prove what Swamp-Root, the
great kidney, liver and bladder remedy
will do for-you, every reader of the St.
* Yohn Evening Times who has not already
wied it, may receive a sample bottle by
pail absolutely free. Address Dr. Kilmer
b Co., Binghamton, N. Y. Write today.
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44 had explored the post-office.
des that pwant it?”’

He was gilent for a moment before an-
swering. I attributed it to hesitation in/|
admitting that he had been wrong and I
right, and it was with considerable satis-
faction that I finally heard him answer: |
“l should not be surprised if we found
Crandall somewhere in the vicinity.”

He continued to peer down into the

° | road as the horse struggled up the hill till |
we came to a comparatively level plateau. |8
“Stop here,” he called out authoritative- | i§

y.
“The deserted cottage is at least a mile
farther on,” volunteered the constable. !
“We'll walk it,” said Davis.

heard.”

Dodds pulled off the road and fastened
the horse to a tree. Again taking the lan-
tern Davis made a search of the road,
finally returning the lantern to its place,
after carefully extinguishing it.

“Come on this way, as duietly as you
can,” he directed.

“I’ve got this,” I said, showing him the
little pocket eletric light with which I
“Do you

“Keep it in your pocket. We may need

we can avoid it.”

I put it back in my pocket and took the
precaution . of placing the revolver Davis
had given me in the side-pocket of ‘my
coat where it would be more easily avail-
able. Davis moved off soundlessly through
the clearing with the comstable. I close
at his heels. There was more light here
than there had been on the shaded road,
but even so we could see hardly twadty

‘| feet ahead of us.

“This ain’t the direction of the cot-
tage,” whispered Dodds.
“I know. I want to find something else

through the darkness, like a hound on a
fresh scent.

He moved ‘rapidly forward for a. hun-
dred and fifty yards and then brought
us up short with a sharp “Hist.” As
we strained our eyes into blackness we
made out the shape of an automobile just

and its engine was dead.
“Wait here,” Davis again commanded as
he crept silently toward it to make sure

back with us in a minute. .

“Let me have that lamp-of yours, Kent,”
he whispered, at the same time lighting a
cigarette.

“Is that safe?”’ I exclaimed in surprise;
amasged that he would dare to smoke when
he iad been taking such precautions
against our being discovered.

“Sure,” he. replied laconically.
‘ever ‘was in ‘that automobile is at least
half s mile away by now. The glass on-
the front lamps is nearly cold. 1. want
to see the number, though.. We may find
it useful.” ¢ ey b
i Takingy-little %egricv lamp he adwanc-
"ed toward the machine again, flashi
then peering by its light into the ton-
neau, exclaiming as he straightcned up:—
“I thought so.”

If it was safe for him to smoke, the
ccnstable and I felt that it was safe for us,
too, to relax our precautions, and together
we had advanced until we were
him,

“What did you find?” I asked, wonder-
ing at his exclamation.

ically.

The manner of’ his- answer provoked me
and I determined then and there to have
it out with him.

“Look here, Davis,” I said; “I brought
you into this case and I do not like the
lway you have acted about it. I have
{freely told you everything I have discov-
ered and have aided you in every way I
can. Before I go a step farther on this
trip T want to know more about it.”

“What is it you wish to know?” he ask-
ed. The constable edged nearer for fear
he might miss something of our conversa-
tion.

“First, where are we going?”:

“To what is known as the deserted cot-
tage, about a half mile farther on, at the
edge of this -clearing, a shack that was
built for a shelter for luymbermen or quar-
rymen —which was it, Dodds?”

“Bulit for one and used by t’othar,”
the constable replied, “but ’tain’t been
used by either, so far as I know, for a
dozen years.” j

“How do you know the missing post-
master is there?”’

Traced him,”

“How‘?” v

chuckle.

went ‘'on a bicytle.

you had -ascertained that much, I ascer-
tained where the bicycle tracks let to and

warrants‘for Rouser and his accomplice.”
“I still do not see how you got evidence
enough te get-a warrant for Crandall. Did

postmaster?”’

“I'didn’t say I had a warrant for Cran-
dall,” replied the inspector sharply. “Did
you ever hear of a John Doe warrant?’5

“How do you knmow they are out here
now,” I asked.
¢ “We’ll goon find out. Come on,” he an-
swered, starting across the clearing almost
at a-dog-trot.

portunity, and, besides, I doubted much
if he would have answered them. At first
he made little effort to move quietly, but
after we had gone a quarter of a mile
or more he called back in a whisper,
“Quietly now.”

We had come to a path which led us

a trail we felt our way along, the silence
broken now and then by the sound of a
bough bent back, or a rustling leaf. Soon
the path brought us out on eome rising

peared the deserted cottage.

“That’s it,” whispered Dodds.

“Ssh!” answered Davis. “Wait here!”

We stopped there just at the edge of
the underbrush, peering into the darkness,
straining our eyes to see and our ears to
hear. From the one window in the side
of the one-story log hut a dim light shone,
proving that the place was either occupied
or had been very recently. As we became
more and more accustomed to the dark-
ness I could see that there were appar-
ently two paths, the one on which we
were standing and ‘another leading off at
almost a Tight angle.

(To be continued).

T s

\ “We can |
the | not take any chances of the wheels being [

it, but it is better not to show a light if [

first,” Davis explained, keeping straight on

ahead. Its lights had been extinguished |}

that the tonneau was unoccupied.” He'was| g

“Who~

beside

“What I expected,”, he replied enigmat-|

“Bicycle tracks,” he answered with a|f§

“You were not the only person who dis-
covered that Rouser, when he disappeared, | §
In fact, Kent, you are | §
a little slow as a detective. By the time |8

éven had gone so far as to have Dodds get | |8

you find him out here with the missing

through a ehort thick growth of under- |
brush. As noiselessly as Indians following | §

ground. - Not fifty yards ahead of us ap-

There were many more questions I want- | &
ed to put to him, but there was no op- | B

LEATHER
SCHOOL
BOOTS

WIEZEL'S fat ]
dependable school §
shoes for boys and §
girls who are really
hard on footwear---
these are the kind
you get at this store
---solid leather §
throughand through §
| .--shoes made to §
fit well, wear well
and look well,

Boys’ Boots
Sizes 1to 5
$1.15, 1.48, 1.6 5, 1.75 §
1.85, 1.98, 2.25,

Boys' Boots
Sizes 11 to 13 .
98c, $1.35, 1.48, 1.65 |

B

 Girls’ Boots

! . Sizes 11to 2

| $1.25, 1.35, 1.45, 1.65,
1 - 185

[

light fer a second on the number, and{§

{ and Girls’ Boots

Sizes 8 to 10 1-2

68¢c, $1.15, 1.25, 1.35:
1.45

WIEZEL'S
Cash Shoe Store
243 Union St.

“WHERE THE GOGD SHOES COME FROM”

Suits.

E in all the latest de-
| signs, both make
and .quality, are
arriving daily.
- We wish to say |
if you are thinking §
of buying
YOUR
'EASTER
SUIT
don’t fail to call
| on us. The finest
| goods at the low- §
est prices.

S. JACOBSON
32 Mill Street.
fe o0 X - s
Daughter, singing to her own accompani-
ments—“I’m afloat! I'm afloat!”

Father—‘You’ll jolly soon be capsized
by such a squall as thatl”
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The Bvening Chit-Chat

§| (Copyright, 1912,' by the Brentwood Com-

¥ | tic wife of Grandduke Michael Michaelaio-

§| ters. I can quite, understand the curios-

B | figures of the Frenc

3 of the Russian En}pire, as the greatest
poet of the nation, yet at the time of Lis
® | tragic deéath, in 1837, pretty nearly no cne

Bl | consort (sistet of gld Emperor William
¥ | of Germany) were elever enough to ap-
B | preciate his genius, and the loss which
Bi| Russia had sustained through  his death.
& | While the imperial couple. pledged the
| dying man that’they’ would eare’ for his

g1 | they fulfilled in the most generous fash-
¥i | ion, and covered his body with flowers,

| there, and to inquire after his slayer, who
i | was but slightly wounded.

B | fellow who originally bore the name of

¥ | Gardes de VImperatrice.

§i | a real son of the envoy and of Queen
& | Hortense Bonaparte to whose household

POOR DOCUMENT

By- RUTH

what he or she has to say and then stop.
of the opposite offense!

_ whatr to leave out;

. speaker who missed
neglected.”

to be accomplished,

occasions when we do
has so much reserve that we wish to hear

Although most of us are in a hurry

and sharp as a well trained orchestra-stops

saying everything you ikrow.
ors feel they have heard too little rather
guests- leave their banquet hungry rather

—the more they are condensed the deeper they burn.”

How few people we know who talk too little!
A great writer has said that the smallest part of his art-
is in knowing what to write, the larger part in knowing

. in 8o many business offices
voluble- visitor. “We have our living to earn and it takes
most of our time to do it.”

It is 8aid that one’s digestion and general health are best
served when he riSes from a meal not feeling sated, but as if
he could eat more. We seldom get ‘a chance to leave a con-

: versationalimeal with this feeling, but I think on the rare
meet with. a companion who really talks so sparingly and

E——
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CAMERON

“Southey.

“IF you would be pungent, be brief; for it is with words as with sunbeams

There is & certain type of person who is appreciated in every walk
of life, the' home, the office, the pulpit, the social function, the school-
room; in short everywhere—and that is the man or woman who knows how to say

And how many who are guilty

and when to stop. Apparently most of

" us find the same difficulty in conversation—we have no trouble
in finding enough to talk about, but we do have difficulty in
knowing When to stop. . As the wearied listener said of the

many excellent opportunities to bring his

speech to a close: “Our terminal facilities seem to have been

A recognition of the need of greater conciseness, if much is

is expressed in the litle sign which hangs
“Be Brief.” It warns the over-

more from him, instead of less, the result

is that his words are much more carefully heeded and better digested.

these days,’ we do not seem to havé ac-

quired the fine art of conciseness. And that dods not mean omitting half what one
really has to say ‘or cutting it short to save time.
makes waste. It means the fine-art of having something worth saying, saying it
simgply, clearly, without repetition or irrelevant dilution, and then stopping short

That’s the kind of haste that

befoer a rest.

The French have a proverb which runs “Le secret d’ennuyer est de tout dire.”
—“The way to bore yourself and everybody else is to say everything you know.”
If you want to bé‘a benefactor ta yourself and the human race, practise not
Learn to keep 4 few things back; make your listen-

than too much: let your conversational
than surfeited.

la MARUUISE ‘
de FONTENOY

A Negro Who Became a
Noble in His Own Right
—An Absotbing Russian
.

pany). *
How does Countess Torby, the morgana-

vitch, come to have a strain of Negro dlood
in ‘her veins? That“is*a question ~zhich
has, on‘ several .occasions, recently been
addressed to me by réaders of these let-

ity, since tlie grandduke and his wife, par
la main gauche, are among the best xnown

‘?}{iviem. Indeed,
the grandduke is  the:.president of the
principal golf club ‘ofég¢hat part of the]
world.

The fact of the ter is that the
‘Countess ‘Torby’s iﬁ&{;’fﬂm‘mms— Na-
talic Merenbeig, morganatic widow of the
late Prince Nicholas of Nassau and of
Luxemburg, . was - th gbst - daughter
of Russia’s famous’ # Alexander Puch-
kine; and the latter was a great-grandson,
oizlie ti(:}eridis‘t‘nﬁ‘ii&’é»ogﬂe oila,  of Poter
t eat’s, coal-b o' bodyservant
and body-gim!d,‘?&ﬁ%f Hannibal, &
perfect giant in stature, and a magnificent
specimen of the Negro race; captured by
slave raiders in the Soudan as a boy,
brought * to.Constantineple ¢ &nd". reared
there, was:présented by the Padishah as
a gift to Peter the Great. e became
deeply attached to his imperial master,
watiched ‘over him by day end by night,
and slept stretched before the ‘door of the
emperor’s bed-room. He was a very in-
telligent man, and in! course of time -be-
came a convert to Christianity, and was
christened at Wilna with Peter the Great
as his godfather,. and Queen Marie of
Saxony ‘and of Poland, the consort of
King August the Strong, as his Godwmoth-
er, receiving the names of Abrabham Pe-
trovitch, ;

In course of time the emperor began to
employ him for all sorts of confidential
miesions, and he did so well that the
Czar gave him 8 commission in the army,
with thé rank of captain, from which he
rose to that of general, being éventuaily
invested by his imperial master with here-
ditary nobility, on the .proposal of Field
Marshal Count Munniech. He married a
Russian woman and his daughter and the
heiress of his great svealth, a full-fladzed
mulatto, married into the house of Push-
kine, one of the oldest Boyard families
of the Muscovite arigtocracy.

Through this marriage she became the
grandmother of the poet, Alexander Puch-
kine, whose excedingly dark skin, his
kinky black hair, and his thick lips, clear-
ly betrayed his Negro ancestry. Counvess
Torby’s mother was his yoyngest daugh-
ter.

Although Puchkine is now venerated and
hailed throughout the length and breaith

but Emperor Nicholas.I. and his Prussian

widow and four children—a promise whieh

profoundly mourning his fate, the St. Pet-]
ersburg great world, and Russian uociety
in general took little or no notice of the
fact that he had been fatally wounded, or
even of his death, but flocked to the
Dutch legation, in order to leave cards

This adversary of Puchkine was a young

d’Anthes, who had accompanied the Dutch
minister, Baron Heekeren to Bt. Peters-
burg as a relative and had been adopted
there by him as his son, with the grant of
the emvoy’s name and nobiliary title, on
receiving a commission in the Chevalier

it subsequently developed that he was

HEH R R A -!7'.»-
d StovesLined fire Clay

plied For Ail Stoves

“Don’t let the fire burn thru
to the oven”

Make appolntment by mall or
4 telephone Main 1835=21.

Fenwick D. Foley

the diplomat had been attached as cham-
berlain when she was Queen of Holland.
The slayer of Puchkine was therefore a
natural brother of Napoleon III.

All' the sympathy of Russian society was

/|with young Baron Heeckeren and with

hig father, the envoy, and no onme took
any notice of poor Puchkine, except the
émperor dnd empress. Today no patriotic
R\'msmn, be he high 6r low, rich or poor,
fails to epit in token of execration, when
any mention is made of the name of

.| Heeckeren, denouncing him as the murder-

er of Puchkine.

Appre iated Only After Death
In fact, Russia only learned to know

‘land appreciate the masterpieces of Puch-

kine years after his death; all except Nich-
olas I. and his consort, who were consid-
ered tyrannical and ctiticized as’ much as
society dared for having, immediately af-
ter the poet’s death, handed the Dutch
envoy his passports, as pereona mon grata,
and for having deprived his son of his
commission in the Russian army, of his
Russian citizenship, and for having expel-
led him from the country, forbidding him
ever to return. .
Young Baron Heeckeren sought refuge
in Paris and in Rome. He occasionally
vigited his mother, Queen Hortense, and
her two eons, Prince Napoleon and Prince
Louis Bonaparte, at Arenenberg, her place
in' Switzerland, and after the coup d’etat
in Paris and the restoration of the empire,
was provided by his half-brother, Napo-
leon II1., with a seat.in the senate, carry-
ing with it salary and perquisites to the

extent of about $10,000 @ year, and .also| ;

with other lucrative offices. :
Puchkine’s youngest daughter, the 1.0-
ther.of Countess Torby, is still living, as

Countess Natalie Merenberg,, at, the  age}

of seventy-six. She was brought up en-
tirely~at the expense and under the im-
mediate care of the imperial. family of
Russia, and that was why they were so
embittered against her when she eloped
with. the late Prince Nicholas of Nassau,
from her husband, General Doubelt, ¥ rust-
ed and 'beloved by. all the members of the
reigning house of Russia, as their most
devoted and loyal guardian.

Alexander II. absolutely refused to grant
her any divorce, he alone having power

to do so, since both General Doubelt ard

herself were Russian subjects, and the
divorce which she obtained from one of
the Petty German states was declared of
questionable legality. Nor was it until
General Doubelt’s death; long after the
birth of her daughter Countess Torby, exd
of her son Count Merenberg, that she
really became free to wed the late Prince
Nicholas of Nassau, morganatically.

On the occasion of the last visit of the
present Czar to Wiesbaden, some years
ago, he encountered Prince Nicholas and
Countess Natalic Merenberg, when he was
driving through the streets, and while ske
curtsied, end the prince bowed low, the
emperor, after staring at them for a mo-
ment, turned his back on them, he, Lke
his brothers and sisters and other mem-
bers of the house of Romanoff, having
been taught to hate the ex-Madame Dou-
belt. That, too, is why the left-handed
marriage of her daughter, Countess Tor-
by to Grandduke Michael Michaelaioviten.
excited such bitterness on the part of the
late Czar and Czarina, and of the pressnt
emperor. 7

As regards Peter the Great's Heyduk
Hannibal, his case furnishes the only in-
stance in European history of hereditary
nobility, being conferred upon a full-blood-
ed Negro. ,Parsee philanthropists in India
have: received baronetcies from the Eng-
lich erown, and there are even cases of
Negroes receiving non-hereditary knight-
hood—the:e was Sir Samuel Lewijs, a coal
black negro, knighted for his services as
judge on the Gold coast. His wife, Lady
Lewis, was as black as himself. The last
Earl Stamford furnished a coal-black coun-
tess to the British aristocracy, by :marry-
ing his Hottentot cook in South Africa,
thus converting her into a peeress of the
realm. But Hannibal remains on record
as the only Negro who received a patent
of heriditary nobility.

MARQUISE DE FONTENOY.

ILL-HEALTH AND
SUCCESS

Is ill-health in the way of yeur success?
Do you lack the emergy and vitality, the
red. blood which is necessary to good
health and success in-life? What have
you done to overcome this condition? For
it can be overcome by a little patient
treatment.

There are combined in Dr. Chase's
Nerve Food the elements which go to form
new, rich blood. By using this food cure
regularly you increase the quality and
quantity of blood in the body. The wast-
ed nerves feed on this rich blood and be-
come revitalized. Mind and body regain
snap, vim, ‘energy and all that accom-
panies health and strength.

Nervous -headache and indigestion, nerv-
ous prostration ‘and - exhaustion’\give way
when this great restorative treatment is
used to put new health and vigor into the
blood. i

AT SIXTEEN.

“You must not tall all the time, Ethel”
s(riid the mother who had been interrupt-
ed.

‘“When will I be old enough to, Mam-
ma?’ asked the little girl.—Yonkers’

_ | Statesman

YOU CANNOT FIND

Anywhere any better combi-
nation than High Quality and
Low Prices. ‘

Your money will buy better
satisfaction here because we
make that combination in every
Try us out on these
offerings.

sale.

Men’s Hard Hats Latest Style’ From $2.00 to $3.00

Men’s Soft Felt Hats From

Men’s Pants From

Men’s Negligee Shirts From

Men’s Suits From

Men’s Suits (Made to Order)

75¢. to $2.75
$1.25 to $5.00
75¢c. up

$5.00 up
$15.50

Ties, Gloves, Braces and Half Hosé.

- CORBET'S

196UNION STREET

Linoleums and Oilcloths
 ENGLISH IMPORTED .
- Beautiul Designs In Both: Flower and Block
ST e
These Linoleums and Oilcloths are great. They are made of

material that will outwear any other Oilcloth on the
marKet. For price and quality they cgn"t he beat-

- |_one stoRe oNLY

[No_BRANCHES

J. MARCUS

4 ®.
\ ou cant

own hunt

Neliker con you Saild .

alcoholic remedies.

To be Self-Reliant,

nerves must have a
food-tonic that nour-
ishes and builds up
the entire system.

- Scotf’s
Emulsion

is the World’s Standard

ALMANAC FOR ST. JOHN, MARCH 15.
AM.
High Tide 9.31 Low Tide

Sun Rises......: 6.41 Sun Sets ...... 6.25
The time used is Atlantic standard. °

CANADIAN PORTS.

Sable Island, March 14—8tr Lusitapia,
Liverpool for New York, in wireless com-
munication with the Marconi station when
725 miles east of Sandy Hook at 6.30 a m.
Dock about 11 a m Friday.

BRITISH PORTS.

Avonmouth, March 14—Ard,”str Royal
George, Halifax. :

Liverpool, March 14—8ld, str Lake Mani-
toba, St John.

FOREIGN PORTS.

Boston, March 14—Ard, etr Megantic,
Liverpool.

Delaware Breakwater, March 14—Sld,
sch Buccess, Halifax.

New York, March 14—Sld, sch Ann
Louisa Lockwood, St John.

Vineyard Haven, March 14—8ld, sch St
Bernard, St John.

Salem, Mass, March 14—8ld, schs Gene-
vieve, 8t John; William B Herrick, Cal-
ais; Maggie Todd, do; Rebecca M Walls,
do; Seth W Smith, do; Ernest T Lee,
Eastport; Normandy, Bucksport.

Portland, March 14—SId, sch Laura C
Hall, St John.

Sch Trma Bentiey has been fixed to load
at Gulfport for Kingston, Jamaica, at $7
per thousand.

Ottawa, March 14—The Duke of Con-

Nerve-Food- Tonic.
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naught has consented to become patron
of the “Canadian' Brahch of the British
and Foreign Sailors Society. At noon to-
day he reccived a deputation composed
of Col. H. H. McLean, M. P,
Brunswick, and Rev. Alfred Hall, ths*
genior chaplain of the society for Can-

.| ada.

Only One “BROMO QUININE”®

That is LAXATIVE BROMO QUININE.
Look for the signature of E.. W. GROVE,’
Used the world over to Cure a Cold in
One Day. 25c, ¥

Daily Hints
For the Cook

MAPLE EGGS (FRENCH STYLE)

Pour some maple syrup into a fryin,
pan and heat it, then break the eggs .an
drop them into the boiling syrup just as:
if for poaching them in water.

SPONGE PUDDING

Two cupfuls of milk, one third cupful
of flour, stirred smoothly into the milk.
Set in boiling water, and stir steadily .
until the flour is cooked. When well
cooled add one half teaspoon/vl of melted
butter, one quarter teacupfil of stgar,
and yolks of three eggs beaten o a froth.
Before baking fold in the whites of eges,
algo well beaten. Turn the pudding into
a buttered dish, and put in oven in a
dripping pan balf mll of boiling water.
Cook for about 20 minutes. Serve at once
with whipped cream.

Even the office towel is not as black as
it is colored.

New ™
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