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other birds are as tame as pet eanaries
with the exception of the curlews an
ducks—these alone cannot be ‘caught inj
a hand net.—Pearson’s Magazine.
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HEART RELIEF IN HALF AN HOUR.—
A lady in New York State, writing of he
by Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
says: *“I feel like one brought back fror
the dead, so great wis my suffering from
heart trouble-and so almost miraculous my
recovery through the agency of this power
ful treatment. I owe my life to it.” Sol
by Jackson & Co. and Hall & Co.—19.

cure

deserts of Arabia are specially re
e for their pillars of sand, whicl
»d by whirlwinds, and have a Ver}
resemblance in their appearance U

The

an artificial substance for van

\de from the sap of the Scotc
ine a kind of rubber hds been ot
tained from the common birch.

BIRTHS.

HALLETT—At Greenwood, on Nov. 17th
the wife of I. H. Hallett, of a son.
NEELANDS—At Nelson, on Nov. 22nd, thé
wife of Gegrge Neelands, of a son.
HARRIS—On the 23rd inst., at 151 Forg
street, the wife of W. M. Harris, of

son.
FORTIN—At Rossland. on Nov. 20th, th
wife of F. D. Fortin, of a son.
MOWATT—At Vancouver, on Nov. °
the wife of H. Mowatt. commander
1ian, of a daughter.
MARRIED.
.L-GUNTER—At Rossland, %
Rev. Dr. Robinsen, Rufu
ind Miss Rosa B. Gunter, b0
and.
COBURN-WALKER—At Kamloops. o1 -
“ by Rev. J. . Stewart, Ir
and Miss Florence W
DEAN—At Va
2 . by Rev. Mr. W
i s and Ada Woodean.
TCHIE-JUL SON—At _ Nelson. oo NOU
19th, by Rey

er.
n, Jame

J. H. White, Johu Ricehl
1lie Judson.
KENNEDY—At Verncn, o1
Rev. J. P. Westman, Anc
'«. Agnes Kenpedy.
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DIED. :
:ICK—At Kamloops, on Nov.
sroderick, of Noteh Hill,

on NO§

103 i Ls S,
RIGHT—At Kamloop Sged B

,  William Sievewright,
ears
TRCROMBIE—At Vancouver, on
23rd, the infant ehild of Mr. an
Abererombie.
KAINS—At the family resldenc?.}f{‘
road, on the 25th instant, Tom
« native of Grenville, Quebee,
rs and 11 months.
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NOTICE.

Public - notice is hereby given t
late 1 intend to apply

sioner of Lands an

ssion to purchase the

pat ¢

ibed tract of land for a mill site. Si

» on Goose Bay, Observatory In
ymencing at a post planted at thP'hi(,

r of E. Donohue’s lof, 5 el

is marked D. A, R.’s, *“N. E. corne

west 20 chains; t‘hm(‘e south

ins; thence east 20 chains
Goose Bay; thence following the mefv
of said shore line to place of
wcement, containing 40 acres more\,
" DONALD A, ROBERTBON.
Dated 27th Sept., 1901, .
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A THANKSGIVING

A SUBSTITUTE AT QUARTER.

FOOTBALL STORY.

BY RAYMOND FULLER AYRES.

t was Charlie Town’s first ygear : t

eV v “Prep” School, and he had | growled Barnes. “Here you are the only |

varsity! This is a most un-

{hing for a freshman to do, for |

them are away below the aver-
strength and weight necessary to

ne’’

ge two or three years older, and that

i a period of growth when two or three

pars Dermits a wonderful increase in

. sinew 2nd solid muscle.

of his catlike activity and phe-

| sprinting abilities, Charlie was

ture at the all important position

quarterback.

. less fortunate; his companion-

by the seniors, and—oh!

greme pinnacle of joy—he was praised
iy the coach! Still he was not happy.

and “backs” who, as a rule, |
and give signals without mixing them, ;

Still, by |

He was envied by his |

| “I tell you it is a perfect shame,”

{ freshman who has ever made quarter on
| our varsity, and now, just as we are
| to have the hardest game of the season
con our hands, and not another fellow
| who can pass the ball without fumbling

you want to go off home and eat turkey
! with your father! Where do you think
we come in, anyway?’

“Dad couldn’t eat a Thanksgiving
| dinner without me,” said Charlie.

“Then why don’t he come up here and |

cat it?” snarled the now angry Barnes.
| “I gness he can put up with the sort of
| fare that the rest of us will chew, can’t
ha?"

“There's an epide@ic;.‘? % éxplained
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HE RAN THIRTY YARDS TO A TOUCHDOWN. 2

| ¢
age it in our little town has the dipk-
theria or whooping cough or something,
and those that are not sick yet are try
| ing their best to catch it, and my father
is the only doctor in the place. It is out
of the question for him to leave, and
we have never yet failed to be together
on  Thanksgiving Day. You see, there
are only we two left.” The door open-
i ed, and a tall, sturdy fellow entered just
1in time to hear the last words. It was

the captain of the team. He took a
seat on the edge of the narrow bed and
| eyed Charlie sternly. “What's this I
i hear,” he said, “about your not playing
in the game with Millville on Thanks-
i giving Day?”’

“I have to go home to spend Thanks-
giving, that's all,” answered Charlie.

“Barnes has told me how you feel
{ about it,”’ continued the captain, “but
{ see here, Town, we have beaten Mellvilie
i four years straight, although always by
| the skin of our teeth. Now, we haven't
| a chance this year without you, and you
ki
Fhe cafi't be dependtd upof te’ handle-the
men in & big game like this. Andrews
to- sdves his lifesand wéu @are the owly
You won't desers us just now, whem we
have not been defeated this season, right
here in the face of the very hardest
game of all, will you?”

“I must go, Dick,” ecried Charlie in
despair. “Dad would never forgive me
if I did not.”

“But how about my sister, your
‘opp? She has ‘counted upon your tak-
ing her to the game and then seeing you
do all sorts of things to Millville, making
forty-yard runs around the end and
goals from the field, you know. Have
you thought about that?”

“I haven’t thought of anything else
| for a week,” groaned Charlie, “but I
-an’t help it. I shall have to tell her at
| supper to-night.”

“Well, in that case we can’t rank you
as one of the varsity,” said the captain,
rising. “You will have to go on the
playing lists as’' substitute, that’'s all,”
and he went out, closing the door not
too gently behind him.

The Valley Preparatory School was a
co-educational institute, and the scholars
of both sexes only met at classes and at
the long tables in the dining-room. The
boys and girls were seated on opposite
sides of these tables, and the owner of
that particular pair of bright eyes smil-
ing at one from across the table was
known as “mv opp.”’ a more or less
affectionate abbreviation for ‘“opposite.”
Charlie sat at the training table, where,
af course, no girls were allowed, but
before he had been elevated to this much

prettiest girl in the school. Charlie’s
place, obposite
and he slid into it at supper that night
and remafned there in conversation with
her until the meal was served, when he
went to his place at the training table
with the rest.
and scoffed at his resolution like his
chums, er tried to argue him out of his
intention, as did her brother, but quite

“harlie. “Every infant that could man-

it; Black is a good little sub, but®

quarter we can possibly play ahd ‘win:

coveted position he had for his “opp” |
Millie Barr, the captain’s sister, and the '

hers, was still vacant, |

She had not grown angry |

agreed that he must go to his father, |

although she let him see that she should
be greatly disappointed by his absence.

Charlie started upon : his homeward
| journey in a very unsettled state of
| mind. He felt that the entire school
considered him a deserter, and if they
|10sb—\\‘ell. he would be blamed for the
stigma of defeat. How hard he had
worked for his place on the varsity and
how proud he had been of it—the only

freshman cuarter that had ever played !

on Valley School! Then, how the team
had responded when he had given the
rignals, always like clockwork, with a
smoothness and precision that got the
ball in play so rapidly and behind such
perfect interference that the unbroken
list of victories was, after all, a result
to be expected. And now to have that
list marred by a defeat, and at the
hands of Millville, their keenest rival!
His muscles tightened at the thought
of the grim pleasure of the struggle.
No, Black could not handle the team.
He had never grasped the signals-as he
®hould, and he lacked confidenee, ' He
conld not pass the ball with the neces-
sary accuracy, either, although -in this

cal’t “pgsgs the” balls without, fimb¥RgAvespect he was much better than Ander-

son, the - other. “sub.,”? -~ Well,” Valley

School would be defeated at last, and
she might have guided the team to-vie-

tory. And what would Millie  Barw
think? She had heen very nice about
it, and quite agreed that he should ge
home at this time. But she must bhave
been fearfully disappointed. Well, per-
haps she did not mind so much, after
all. Some other fellow avould take her.
e gritted his teeth as he thought of
that. Then, perbaps, she would not
mind so much if the fellows of Valley
School were beaten. No, of course not;
girls did not have that school spirit that
made the coming game bound the whole
horizon for him. Girls could not make
such sacrifices as he would make, if he
only could, just to run
way he had before, to hammer at the
opposing line until a weak spot could be
found; to send thie-ends dewn the field
like lightning on the heels of a long, low
punt; to skirt the opposiag ends behind
perfect interference and #an 50 yards to
#a touch-down; perhaps—to—but what
was the use of thinking® about it? It
was all behind him now, and getting
further away with everyiminute’s flight
of the rushing train. He was glad he
had left it all. He would see Dad
soon! Old Dad! How hard he must be
working, with all those annoying, squal-
ling little wretches, sick, all over the
town. He
by himself.
! going to see Dad, and let the school
rage if it wanted to. What was school
compared to Dad, anyway?

Charliz was roused from his brown
study by-.the brakeman’s roar of “Bar-
bridge!” in his ear. He had to change
cars here. He descended to the station
platform and stood waiting for the other
train, when the telegraph operator tap-
ped him on the shoulder. *“Mr. Charles
Town?”’ he asked. Charlie nodded and
was handed a telegram. “Wait where
you are,” he read. “Will reach Bar-
bridge at eleven five.! His father’s
name was signed to the.message, and

that team the |

must be lonesome, there all |
Yes, he was glad he was !

A THANKSGIVING DAY GAME
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No doubt many of our little readers
will hardly ecare to indulge in violent
exercise after eating their fill of Thanks- :
giving eheer, and often, after the turkey '
has been utterly wrecked, the last of |
the, dessert. consumed, and every little |
jacket - bas grown uncomfortably tight, |
there comes a question of: *What shall |
we do to have:some fun?’ Here is a
way to have some ‘fun that 'does not
demand too much exertion, and still pro |
vides a form of amusement in keeping |
with the day.

Cut out the picture of the turkey’s
head, leaving about an inch of margin
on each side. Get two pieces of wood, |
or two boxes—cigar boxes will do—and

place them side by side, so they are just
about as far apart as the width of the
picture. Now, pin the picture to the
ends of the boxes, by the margin, placing
one pin in each’ corner, so that the pie-
ture is suspended between the boxes,
with ‘nothing behind it. Place this in
the centre of the table, and exactly be-
fore it on the edge of the table lay a
book just thick enough so that the upper

side is about level with the centre of the !

*picture. i

On the edge of the book lay a tooth-
pick and aim it at one of the turkey’s
heads. Take a pencil and, holding one
end in your left hand, draw the other
end so that vou ecan snap it forward and
strike . the end of the toothpick. This

A
.."

¥

will fly forward like a dart, and if it
hits ‘the picture it will stick in the paper
like an arrow in a target. You and
your little brothers and sisters must take
turns doing this, so ds to be perfectly
fair.. Of course, the one who hits the
turkey’s head wins, and if ng one is
lucky enough to do so well ‘as that, the
one who comes nearest to it is ahead of
1 the rest.

If you have more than two players,
jrou can count.the one who hits the tur-
key’s head three points, the next nearest
! {wo points, and the third one point. The
rest do not score at all then, but, of
course, vou all have points, and you can
keep this up until the paper is full of
holes from your toothpick arrows.

FRANMY
FERRITY

SNAP

THE TOOTHPICK AT THE PICTURE.

upon looking at his watch Charlie found
that he had but three minutes to wait.
He paced the platform impatiently, try
ing to guess the cause of this very un- !
usual recuest, until the train- came in.
His father sprang from the platform of
the smoker and came to meet him with
beaming face.

“I thought I would catch you, boy,”
he said. “I wired to four points on the !

A THANKSGIVING DINNER TRICK. -

As the Thanksgiving dinner is draw-
ing to a close and the dessert is being
eaten, very slowly, indeed, because of
all the good things that have gone be-
fore, the time is ripe for ome or two
clever tricks that can be played with or-
dinary table articles, and you may be
sure that every one at the table will en-
joy them immensely.

Here is a trick that is always; effec-
tive, and, while it is very simple, in-
deed, still it is bound to appear just a
wee bit mysterious, and many, gspecially
your Jittie brothers and sisters, will be
unable to explain it. . -
. Take two ordinary claret
one to the brim with claret and the other
equally full with clear water. Cover

glassec;. fill,

the top of the glass containing water
with an ordinary visiting eard, so that
there are no places around the edge
uncovered by the card. Turn the glass
vpside down and place it on the top ot
the glass containing the claret and ad-
just the glasses so that their edges meet.
exactly all the way around. Now move
the card slightly to one side, so that
there will be a little space at one side
of the glasses, inside, uncovered by the
card. At once a thin stream of claret
will begin to rise .through this space,
not mixing with the water at all, but
with its edges clear and sharply defined.
The water, too, will -begin. to  descend
into the glass containing eclaret, .a pure,
glistening white - stream against the
ruddy red. The stream of claret, too,

A STREAM OF CLARET WILL RISE INTO THE GLASS.

rising through the sparkling white of the
water, presents a beautiful effect, and
in a moment the claret will begin to
spread about the top of the upper glass
like the unfolding of a red rose and the
water will spread in the bottom of the
lower glass. The two fluids will not
mix, but will present a delightful con-
trast of red and white with sharply de-
fined edges.

In a very short time the claret and
water will have ‘changed places, the
claret being in the upper glass and the
water imn the lJower. This is due to the
difference .in, weight. of the liquids; the
water, being. the heavier, forces itself
into the lower glass and a portion of ‘the
claret is moved up to take the place of
the descending water.

line to be sure of you. 1 want to see

{ You win that game for Valley School.”

(.Jh:u‘lie's heart swelled with a sudden
joy, so keen that he could not speak;
then sank again. “I don’t believe I can
get back in time,” he faltered. “It takes

, four hours from here, you know, and
i there’s no train for an hour, and the
: game begins at 3.”

“Nonsense!” said his father. “I’ll
wire them to delay matters, and you
know no contest ever comes off on time,
anyhow.” When thes reached the
academy town they found the streets
deserted. “Everyone is at the field,”
said Charlie. “Hear that?’ A . faint
gust of cheering came from thé grounds,
half a mile away.

Valley School had grim visions of de-
feat. The first half had closed with a
score of 6 to O in Millville’s favor. The
enemy had slowly, stubbornly advanced
the ball the length of the field for a
touch-down, after smashing the choicest
trick plays of Valley School’s eleven.
A goal had followed. The home team
was not pulling together. The players did
not get off well at the signals. The ball
was not put in play properly. Fumbles
were frequent. 'T'heir pet play, a bluff
right-end run, a delayed pass, and then
a mass on left tackle, had resulted in
a loss every time it had been tried
Their contidence was gone. Still their
defensive game was excellent. Time
after time there had been individual
plays of the most sensational order, yet
they cou'd not advance the ball.

Now, the second half had begun. The
ball had been in play scarcely five min-
utes, and Millville, by steady hammering
of the line, had forced the ball to Valley
School’s 10-yard line. A small con-
tingent from Millville shouted madly.
The crowded grand-stand was silent
The coach pranced np and down the side
lines and implored a brace. It came.
Thrae times the Millville warriors butted
their heads into a defence that would
not yield. They had not tried a trick
play once. On the next signal the full-
back, bahind three players, licked around
left end. Half the Millville team were
hefore them in an instant, but Millville’s
Justy right guard had the ball, -and he
plunged through the weakened centre.
He collided with a stocky little figure
and fell back a yard. The. substitute
quarter (Black) had by a magnificent
tackle saved Valley School from an-
other touch-down. The Millville man
argse, but Black lay still. He was
raised and supported off the field. Then
from the grand-stand came a' chorus of
feminine cheers. A little figure had shot
out of the gymnasium and onto the
field. “Charlie! Charlie Town!” ghriek-

ed the girls in the grand-stand. Valley
School had the ball.

Charlie punted out of danger. The
ball was Millville’s at the centre of the
field. They started to push their way
down the field again, but the Valley
School eleven had decided that they did
not want to be. pushed. Millville tried
again and again, .but made no gain.
Their captain signalled for a kick, buc
some ruflian from Valley School broke
the line, blocked’ the kick, got the ball,
1an -off with it and would not stop until
he had gone 30 yards. This was awful!
Millville could not understand it. Why
couldn’t this team stay beaten? From
the undergraduates on the side lines
came a roar of “Charlie Town! Charlie
Town! First down! First down!”

Then Millville’s captain called for a
brace. His team were perfectly willing
to brace, and they braced so hard and
played so low that Charlie had no diffi-
culty in hurdling the line. He leaped
over the back of the little tackle, dodged
the backs and, running three feet to his
pursuers’ two, made a beautiful touch-
down directly between the goal posts.
Of course, he kicked the goal.

The score was tied but the Millville
blood was up. Try as they would, the
Valley School team could not get beyond
the Millville’s 20-yard line, and there
the ball was, with only one minute to
play. Millville knew that Charlie would
try a goal from the field, and they pre-
pared to break through and block it.
They did break through, and two sec
onds after the ball had left Charlie’s
toe he was immediately buried under~
several hundred pounds of bone and
sinew from Millville. But the ball had
gone over the crosshar hetween the goal
posts, just where it was needed most.,
The game was over.

Charlie had to be carried to the gym-
nasium. When he onened his eyes his
father was hurting him fearfully about
the neck. He protested. ‘Lie still and
let me set your collarbone,” said his
father; “if you don’t, you will be lop-
sided, and then Miss Millie won't take
any more interest in you.”  Charlie
bPlushed. “What do you know about
it?” he asked.

“Well,” was the reply, “she raised a
fund among the girls here, with which
she paid a prominent Boston physician
to look after all those poor little ‘sick
patients of mine for one day, so I conld
come up here and set collarbones fo,
van.” ’

“0Oh,” 'said Charlie, wickedly, “I
thonght perhaps yon had got them all
dead by this time, Dad.” And then hs
added, “No, I don’t want to be lop-
sided.”




