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Itatic silhouette against the light Of 

the open door. “Oh, oil, oh!”
, "What’s matter?”

“She said I mustn’t, mustn’t tell thaï 
she told me to tell! My goodness! ) 
forgot that! Mamma took me 06 
alone right after dinner, an' she told 
me to tell you this joke on her a little 
after she an' pana had left the house 
but she said, ‘Above all things,’ she 
said, ‘don’t let Willie know I said tc

tea your grocer recommends is 
usually good tea

was Miss Pratt’s last night and that 
he intended to dance and dance with 
her, on and on?

Upon one of the posts of the gate­
way there rested the elbow of a con­
templative man, middle aged or a lit­
tle worse. Of all persons having pleas­
ure or business within the bright in- 
closure be was that evening the least 
important, being merely the back­
ground parent who paid the bills—Mr 
l’archer.

One subject was preoccupying both 
Mr. Parcher and William, their two 
views, though again founded upon one 
thought, bad no real congeniality. The 
preoccupying subject was the immi- 
neuce of l’iss Pratts departure. Nei­
ther Mr. Parcher nor William forgot it 
for an instant. No matter what else 
played upon the surface of their at­
tention. each kept saying to himself 
underneath: "This Is the last night- 
the lust night! Miss Pratt Is going 
away—going away tomorrow!"

The unuttered words advanced trag­
ically toward the gate In the bead of 
William at the same time that they

here tonight and ask him about some 
thing important before”-

“Ye gods! Can’t you wait a min 
ute?” William cried, keeping his gri 
upon Joe’s lapels. "You got to give 
me anyway two out of all your dances 
with her! You heard her tell me your 
self that she’d be willing if you 01 
Johnnie or"—

“Well, I only got five or six with bet 
and a couple extras. Johnnie's go- 
seven. Whyn’t you go after Johnnie 
I bet he’d help you out, all right, L 
you kept after him. What you wan. 
to pester me for, Bill?”

William swallowed, and, increasing
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a
1 I tell him.’ That's just what she said

as you can. They’ll have to be fumi-1 an’ here that's the very first thing J 
gated after being in that den." • had to go an’ do!”

1 “They’ve never been out of the bask- 
' ets," he protested hotly, “except Just

Genesis says, it’s because that suit is 
haunted.

"W hat!"
"Yes’m." said Jane solemnly; “Gene- 

•Is says it's haunted. Genesis says 
everybody over on the avynoo knows 
all about that suit, an’ he says that's 
why One Eye Beljus never could sell

"is good teaTEA“Well, what of it?"
Jane quieted down. “Did yon beat 

what a fuss papa was makin’ when he 
was dressin’ for the card party?”

“I don't care if"-
"He had to go tn his reg’lar clo’es,’ 

whispered Jane triumphantly. “An 
this is the Joke on mamma: You know 
that tailor that let papa’s dress suit 
‘way out? Well, mamma thinks thal 
tailor must think she's crazy or some- 
p’n, ‘cause she took papa s dress suit

to be looked at. They're my things, 
mother, and I had a right to do what 
I needed to with ’em, didn’t I?" His 
utterance became difficult. “You and 
father just can't understand, and you

And most grocers recommend itthe affectionate desperation of hb 
clutch upon Mr. Bullitt's lapels, "Joe. 
he began huskily—“Joe, if I’d got sis 
reg’lar and two extras with Miss Prat, 
her last night here, and you got ber< 
late, and it wasn't your fault—1 
couldn't help being late, could I? L 
wasn’t my fault I was late. I guess 
was it? Well, if I was in your place 
I wouldn’t act the way you and John 
nie do—not in a thousand years 1 
wouldn’t! I'd say: ‘You want a couple 
o’ my dances with Miss Pratt, ole man’ 
Why, certainly’ ”-

"Yes, you would!" was the cynical 
comment of Mr. Bullitt, whose averted 
face and reluctant shoulders indicated 
a strong desire to conclude the Inter 
view. "Tonight especially"’ be added

“Look here, Joe,” said William des­
perately, “don’t you realize that this 
Is the very last night Miss Pratt’s go 
ing to be in this town?"

"You bet I do!" These words, though 
vehement, were inaudible, being form­
ed in the mind of Mr. Bullitt, but, fol 
diplomatic reasons, not projected upon 
the air by his vocal organs.

William continued. “Joe, you and 1 
have been friends ever since you and 
I were boys.” He spoke with emotion. : 
but Joe had no appearance of being 1 
favorably impressed. “And when J 
look back," said William, “I expect 
I’ve done more favors for you than J 
ever have for any oth"-

But Mr. Bullitt briskly interrupted| 
this appealing reminiscence. “Lister; 
here. Silly Bill,” he said, becoming all 
at once friendly and encouraging- 
“Bill, there’s other girls here you can 
get dances with. There’s one or two 
of ’em sittin’ around in the yard. You 
can have a bully time even if you did 
come late." And, with the air of dis 
charging happily all the obligations of 
which William had reminded him, be 
added. “I’ll tell you that much, Bill!"

“Joe, you got to give me anyway 
one da"-

“Look!" said Mr. Bullitt eagerly, 
“Look, sittin’ yonder, over under that 
tree all by herself! That’s a visiting 
girl named Miss Boke. She’s visiting 
some old uncle or something she's got 
living here, and ( bet you could"-

"Joe, you got to"-
"I bet that Miss Boke's a good danc 

er, Bill," Joe continued warmly. “Maj 
Parcher says so. She was trying to 
get me to dance with her myself, but 
I couldn't or I would of. Honest, Bill 
I would of! Bill, if I was you I’d saf 
right in there before anybody else go' 
a start, and I’d"-

“Ole man,” said William gently, 
“you remember the time Miss Pratt 
and I had an engagement to go walk­
in’, and you wouldn’t of seen ber for 
a week on account of your aunt dyin' 
in Kansas City if I hadn’t let you g 
along with us? Ole man, if you"-

But the music sounded for the nex/ 
dance, and Joe felt that it was indeed 
time to end this uncomfortable con 
versation. “I got to go, Bill," he said 
“I got to!”

“Wait just one minute,” William im­
plored. “I want to say just this: If"-

"Here!" exclaimed Mr. Bullitt.
got to go!"

“I know it. That’s why”-
Heedless of remonstrance. Joe 

wrenched himself free, for it would 
have taken a powerful and ruthless 
man to detain him longer. “What yoi 
take me for?" be demanded indignant­
ly. “I got thia with Miss Pratt!"

And, evading a hand which still 
sought to clutch him, he departed 
hotly.

Mr. Parcher’s voice expressed won 
der a little later as he recommended 
his wife to turn her gaze in the direc­
tion of "that Baxter boy" again. "Just 
look at him!” said Mr. Parcher. "His 
face has got more genuine idiocy In U 
than I've seen around here yet, and 
God knows I’ve been seeing some mir- 
acles in that line this summer!"

"He’s looking at Lola Pratt,” said 
Mrs. Parcher.

"Don’t you suppose I can see that?’ 
Mr. Parcher returned, with some irri­
tation. “That’s what’s the trouble 
with him. Why don't he quit looking 
at her?”

“I think probably be feels bed be­
cause she’s dancing with one of the 
other boys," said his wife mildly.

“Then why can’t he dance with some­
body else himself,” Mr. Parcher In­
quired testily, “instead of standlag 
around like a calf looking out of the 
butcher’s wagon? By George, he looks 
as if he was just going to moo!"

“Of course he ought to be dancing 
with somebody," Mrs. Parcher remark­
ed thoughtfully. “There are one or 
two more girls than boys here, and 
he’s the only boy not dancing. I be­
lieve I’ll"— And, not stopping to com­
plete the sentence, she rose and walk­
ed across the Interval of grass to Wil- 
liam. “Good evening, William,'’ she 
said pleasantly. “Don’t you want t 
dance?"

"Ma’am?" said William blankly, and 
the eyes he turned upon her were 
glassy with anxiety.

“Don't you want to dance?” Mrs. 
Parcher repeated. "Have you looked 
around for a girl without a partner?"

"Girl?" he echoed in a tone ef feeble 
inquiry.

She smiled and nodded, taking his 
arm. "Tou come with me,” she said.

€ before.

MORE EGGS from Each Hen
The use of hens is to lay eggs, and hens will positively lay more eggs— 
GUARANTEED—if you put a dose of Pratt’s Poultry Regulator in the feed 
every day. Your dealer is authorized to give back your money if it fails. 
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“Genesis says One Eye Beljus tried won't do anything to help me"- 
-- - - j “Willie, you can go to the party,"J

jo sell it to a colored man for $3, but .
the man said he wouldn’t put it on ' she said gently.

those frightful clothes at all."
"You didn't need

.or $300, an' Genesis says be wouldn't 
either, because it belonged to a dago "I do!" he cried. “I got to have 'em! 

I can’t go in my day elo'es! There’s a 
reason you wouldn’t understand why

. I can’t. I just can't!"
I “Yes," she said, “you can go to the 

party."
“I can’t either—not unless you give 

me $3.24 or unless I can get back to 
the lumber yard and earn the rest be­
fore"—

“No!" And the warm color that had 
rushed over Mrs. Baxter during Jane's 
sensational recital returned with a 
vengeance. Her eyes flashed. “If 
you'd rather I sent a policeman for 
those baskets I'll send one. I should 
prefer to do it—much—and to have that i 
rascal arrested. If you don’t want me 
to send a policeman you can go for 
them yourself, but you must start 
within ten minutes, because if you 
don’t I’ll telephone headquarters. Ten 
minutes, Willie, and I mean it!"

He cried out, protesting. She would 
make him a thing of scorn forever and 

; eoil his honor if she sent a policeman. 
Mr. Beljus was a fair and honest 
tradesman, he explained, passionately; 
also the garments in question, though 
not entirely new nor of the highest 
mode, were of good material and in 
splendid condition.

Unmistakably they were evening 
clothes and such a bargain at $14 that 
William would guarantee to sell them : 
for twenty after be had worn them 
this one evening. Mr. Beljus himself| 
bad said that be would not even think 
of letting them go at fourteen to any-

to him last Monday to get it pressed 
for this card party, an' she guesses he 
must of understood ber to tell him tc moved contentedly away in the head 
do lots besides just pressin’ it Any- | of Mr. Parcher, for Mr. Parcher caught 
way, be went an’ altered it, an’ he sight of bls wife just then and went

I
took it ’way, ’way in again. An' this 
afternoon when it came back it was

to join her as she sank wearily upon 
the front steps.

even tighter’n what it was In the first "Taking a rest for a minute?" he In- 
place, an' papa couldn't begin to get grired. "By George, we’re both en. 
into it! • I titled to a good, long rest after tonight!

Il we could afford It we'd go away to“Well, an’ ar It's all pressed an' 
ev’ything, an’ she stopped on the way 
out an’ whispered to me that she’d got

a ouiet little sanitarium in the hills 
somewhere, and"— His staring eyes 
followed the movements of a stately 
young form entering the gateway. 
"Look at it!” said Mr. Parcher in a 
whisper. "Just look at it!"

“Look at what?" asked his wife.

31rinting60 upset over the joke on ber that she

*TILL
“That Baxter boy!" said Mr. Parch­

er as William passed on toward the 
dancers. "What’s he think he's im- 
itating— Henry Irving? Look at his 
walk!'

"He walks that way a good deal 
lately, I've noticed," said Mrs. Parch­
er in a ilred voice "So do Joe Bullitt 
and"—

“He didn't even come to say good 
evening to you." Mr. Parcher inter­
rupted. “Talk about manners nowa­
days! These young"-

"He didn't see us."
“Well, we're used to that," said Mr 

Parcher. “None of 'em sees us. They’ve 
worn boles tn all the cane seated chairs, 
they've scuffed up the whole-house, 
and I haven't been able to sit down 
anywhere downstairs for three months 
without sitting on some dam boy. But 
they don't even know we’re alive! 
Well, thank the Lord, it's over—after 
tonight!" His voice became reflective 
"That Baxter boy was the worst until 
he took to coming in the daytime when 
I was downtown. I couldn't have 
stood it if he’d kept on coming in the 
evening. If I’d had to listen to any 
more of his talking or singing either 
the embalmer or the lunatic asylum 
would have had me, sure! I see he's 
got bold of his daddy's dress suit 
again for tonight.”

“Is It Mr. Baxter's dress suit?" Mrs 
Parcher inquired. "How do you know?

Mr. Parcher smiled. "How I happen 
to know is a secret," be said. "I for­
got about that. His little sister, Jane, 
told me that Mrs. Baxter bad hidden 
It. or something, so that Willie couldn't 
wear it, but I guess Jane wouldn’t 
mind my telling you that she told me. 
especially as they’re letting him use 
it again tonight. I suppose he feels 
grander’n the king o' Siam!"

“No,” Mrs. Parcher returned thought 
fully. “I don't think he does just 
now." Her gaze was fixed upon the 
dancing platform, which most of the 
dancers were abandoning as the music 
fell away to an interval of silence. In 
the center of the platform there re­
mained one group, consisting of Miss 
Pratt and five orators, and of the or 
ators the most impassioned and gestic 
ulative was William.

"They all seem to want to dance 
with her all the time," said Mrs 
Parcher. "1 heard ber telling one of 
the boys half an hour ago that all she 
could give him was either the twenty- 
eighth regular dance or the sixteenth 
'extra."’

Nothing could hare been more evi­
dent than William's difficulties. They 
continued to exist with equal obvious­
ness when the group broke up in some 
confusion after a few minutes of ani­
mated discussion, Mr. Wallace Banks 
that busy and executive youth, bear 
ing Miss Pratt triumphantly off to the 
lemonade punch bowl, while William 
pursued Johnnie Watson and Joe Bul­
litt

“Now you look here, Johnnie," Wil­
liam said vehemently, "and you listen 
too, Joe! You both got seven dances 
apiece with her, anyway, all on ac­
count of my not getting here early 
enough, and you got to"-

"It wasn't because of any such rea­
son," young Mr. Watson protested. “I 
asked ber for mine two days ago."

“Well, that wasn't fair, was it?" 
William cried. "Just because I never 
thought of sneaking in ahead like that 
you go and"—

“Well, you ought to thought of it," 
Johnnie retorted, jerking his arm free 
of William’s grasp. “I can't stand 
here gabbin’ all night!” And he hur­
ried away.
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"An’ he cut a lady’s head off with it!"

waiter that—that"- Jane’s voice sank 
to a whisper of unctuous horror. She 
was having a wonderful time. “Mam­
ma, this dago waiter, he lived over on 
the avynoo, an’ be took a case knife 
he’d sharpened —a»' he cut a lady’s 
head off with it!"

Mrs. Baxter screamed faintly.
“An’ he got bung, mamma! If you 

don’t believe it you can ask One Eye 
Beljus. I guess he knows! An’ he
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body else, and as for the two poor - • e
baskets of worn and useless articles "Why. it’s layin’ right on her 

very minute!”
this

offered to exchange, and a bent scarf- 
pin, and a wornout old silver watch 
that had belonged to Great Uncle Ben 
—why, the $10.40 allowed upon them 
was beyond all ordinary liberality. It 
was almost charity.

There waa only one place in town 
where evening clothes were rented, 
and the suspicious persons in charge 
bad insisted that William obtain from 
his father a guarantee to insure the 
return of the garments to perfect con­
dition. So that waa hopeless. And

sold this suit to One Eye Beljus when 
be was in jail, mamma. He sold it to 
him before he got hung, mamma.”

"Hush, Jane!"
But Jane couldn't hush now. “An’ 

be had that suit on when he cut the 
lady’s head off, mamma, an’ that’s why 
it’s haunted. They cleaned it all up 
excep’ a few little spots of bl"-

“Jane!" shouted her mother, "you 
must not talk about such things, and 
Genesis mustn’t tell you stories of that 
sort!”

“Well, how could be help It If be 
told me about Willie?” Jane urged rea- 
sonably.

“Never mind! Did that crazy ch-

couldn't remember where she put It 
when she took It out o’ papa's room 
after be gave up tryin' to get inside 
of it An' that," cried Jane—“that's 
the funniest thing of all! Why, it's 
la yin’ right on her bed this very min­
ute!"

In one bound William leaped through 
the open door. Two seconds sufficed 
for bis passage through the ball to his 
mother’s bedroom, and there, neatly 
spread upon the lace coverlet and 
brighter than coronation robes, fairer 
than Joseph’s holy coat. It lay!

As a hurried worldling in almost 
perfectly fitting evening clothes passed 
out of his father's gateway and hur­
ried toward the place whence faintly 
came the sound of dance music a 
child’s voice called sweetly from an 
unidentified window of the darkened 
house behind him:

“Well, anyway, you try an’ have a 
good time, Willie!"

Jane’s friendly but 111 chosen “any­
way” bad touched doubts already an­
noying him. He was certain to be late 
to the party—so late, indeed, that It 
might prove difficult to obtain a proper 
number of dances with the sacred girl 
to whose honor the celebration was 
being held.

But as he hastened onward his spir­
its rose, and he did reply to Jane, after 
all. though he had placed a hundred 
yards between them.

“Yes, and you can bet your bottom 
dollar I will too!” be muttered between 
his determined teeth.

Spellbound groups of uninvited per­
sons, most of them colored, rested their 
forearms upon the rail of the Parch- 
ers’ picket fence, offering to William's 
view a silhouette like that of a crowd

HIGHWAY NOTICE

? losin of RoadsQ’ 2
The attention of the public is respectfully called to an Act to 

amend Chapter 77 of the Revised Statutes of 1923 of "The Load of 
Vehicles Act," passed the 9th day of April, 192 A O.

Be it enocted by the Governor, Council and Assembly as fol­
lows: —

1. Section 7 of Chapter 77, of the Revised Statutes, 1923, the 
"Load of Vehicles Act“; is repealed and the following substituted 
therefor:

7. (1) No person shall operate a motor vehicle that is subject 
to the provisions of the Motor Vehicle Act on any highway in any 

• municipality after the first day of March and before the first day of 
June following without the permission of the Superintendent of 
Highways or of such other officer as may be appointed by the Pro­
vincial Highways Board for that purpose first had and obtained.

(2) The Provincial Highways Board from time to time in 
each year may, and is hereby authorized and empowered with the 
approval of the Ministers of Highways, to exempt from the provi­
sions of Sub-section 1 of this section, for the whole or any part of 
the period between the first day of March and the first day of June 
following in the year and tor which the exemption is granted, every 
person operating any motor vehicle or a motor vehicle of any par­
ticular class that is subject to the provisions of the Motor Vehicle 
Act, on all highways within any municipality or municipalities which 
highways In the opinion of the Provincial Highways Board will not 
be unreasonably damaged by reason of the granting of such ex­
emption.

wasn’t it better also to wear clothes 
which had known only one previous 
occupant, as was the case with Mr. 
Beljus’ offering, than to hire what

Did Willie leave the baskets in that i chance hundreds had hired? Finally, 
dreadful place?" ' there was only one thing to be con-

“Yes’m, an’ his watch an’ pin," Jane sidered, and this was the fact that 
informed her impressively. “An’ One : William had to have those clothes.

"Six minutes,” said Mrs. Baxter, 
glancing implacably at her watch. 
"When it’s ten I’ll telephone.”

Bye Beljus wanted to know if Genesis 
knew Willie, because One Eye Beljus 
wanted to know if Genesis thought 
Willie could get the $3.60, an’ One Eye 
Beljus wanted to know if Genesis 
thought he could get anything more 
out of him besides that.

“Be told Genesis he hadn’t told Wil­
lie he could have the suit, after all. 
He just told him he thought be could, 
but he wouldn’t say for certain till he 
brought him the $3.60. So Willie left 
all his things there, an’ his watch 

an’ "—
“That will do!" Mrs. Baxter's voice 

was grave. “I don’t want to bear any 
more!”

Mrs. Baxter went hurriedly Into Wil- 
Ham’s room and made a brief inspec­
tion of his clothes closet and dressing 
table; then she strode to the window 
end celled loudly:

"Genesis!"
"Yes’m!" ceme the voice from below.
“Go to that lumber yard where Mr. 

William is at work and bring him here 
to me at once. If be declines to come 
tell him”— Her voice broke oddly. 
She choked, but Jane could not decide 
with what emotion. “Tell him—tell 
him I ordered you to use force if nec- 
essary! Hurry!”

"Yes’m!"
Jane ran to the window to time 

to see Genesis departing seriously 
through the back gate.

“Mamma”—
“Don't talk to me now, Jane," Mrs. 

Baxter said crisply. “I want you to 
go down to the yard, and when Willie 
comes tell him I’m waiting for him 
here to his own room. And don’t come 
with him, Jane. Run!"

"Yes, mamma." Jane was pleased 
with this appointment. She anxiously 
desired to be the first to see bow Willie 
"looked.”

He looked flurried and flustered and 
breathless, and there were blisters 
upon the reddened palms of his hands. 
“What on earth's the matter, mother?" 
be asked as he stood panting before 
her. “Genesis said something was 
wrong, and he said you told him to 
hit me if I wouldn't come."

“Oh, no!" she cried. “I only meant 
I thought perhaps you wouldn’t obey 

■any ordinary message"-
“Well, well, it doesn't matter, but 

please hurry and say what you want 
to, because I got to get back and”-

“No," Mrs. Baxter said quietly, 
“you're not going back to count any 
more shingles, Willie. How much have 
you earned?"

He swallowed, but spoke bravely.

CHAPTER XVII.
Youth and Mr. Parcher.

A ND the end of it was, of course, 
victory for the woman—vic- 

L tory both moral and physical.
Three-quarters of an bour lat­

er she was unburdening the contents 
of the two baskets and putting the 
things back to place, illuminating these 
actions with an expression of strong 
distaste in spite of broken assurances 
that Mr. Beljus had not more than 
touched any of the articles offered to 
him for valuation.

At dinner, which was unusually ear­
ly that evening, Mrs. Baxter did not 
often glance toward ber son. She kept 
her eyes from that white face and 
spent most of her time to urging upon 
Mr. Baxter that he should be prompt 
to dressing for a card club meeting 
which he and she were to attend that 
evening.

William retired to his own room, 
where he lay upon his bed to the dark- 
ness. He heard the evening noises of 
the house faintly through the closed 
door—voices and the clatter of metal 
and china from the faraway kitchen, 
Jane’s laugh to the hall, the opening 
and closing of the doors. Then his 
father seemed to be to distress about 
something. William heard him com­
plaining to Mrs. Baxter, and, though 
the words were indistinct, the tone 
was vigorously plaintive.

Everything was quiet now. The 
open window showed as a greenish 
oblong set in black, and William knew 
that to a little while there would come 
through the stillness of that window 
the distant sound of violins. And as 
be lay on his dreary bed he thought 
of brightly lighted rooms where other 
boys were dressing eagerly, faces and 
hair shining, hearts beating high—boys 
who would possess this last evening 
and the "last waltz together,” the last 
smile and the last sigh. -

Now arrived that moment be had 
most painfully anticipated, and dance 
music drifted on the night. but there 
came a tapping upon his door, and a 
soft voice spoke.

"Will-ee?"
With a sharp exclamation William 

swung his legs over the edge of the 
bed and sat up. Of all things he de-

at a fire. Beyond the fence bright 
forms went skimming, shimmering, 
wavering over a white platform, while 
high overhead the young moon sprayed 
a thinner light down through the ma­
ple leaves to where processions of rosy 
globes hung floating to the blue night.

Yonder—somewhere to the breath 
taking radiance—danced his queen with 
all ber court about ber. Queen and 
court, thought William, and nothing 
less exorbitant could have expressed 
his feeling.

A sense of picturesqueness—his own 
picturesqueness—made him walk rath- 
er theatrically as be passed through 
the groups of humble onlookers outside 
the picket fence. Many of these turn­
ed to stare at the belated guest, and 
William was unconscious of neither 
their low estate nor his own quality as 
a patrician man about town to almost 
perfectly fitting evening dress. A faint, 
cold smile was allowed to appear upon 
his lips, and a fragment from a story 
be bad reed came momentarily to his 
mind—“Through the gaping crowds the 
young Augustan noble was borne down 
from the Palatine, scornful to his jew­
eled litter." * * •

An admiring murmur reached Wil­
liam’s ear. “Oh, oh, honey, look at- 
tem long tall suit! ‘At’s a rich boy, 
honey I"

“Yessum, so! Bet he got his pockets 
pack’ full o’ twenty dolluh gol’ pieces 
rigut iss minute!”

“You right, honey!"
William allowed the coldness of his 

faint smile to increase—to become 
scornful. These poor sidewalk crea­
tures little knew what seethed inside 
the alabaster of the young Augustan 
noble! What was it to them that this

An Offer By Telephone 
Need Not Give An Option

On the Goods, An Offer 
By Letter Does

The other week Jones of Halifax wrote Brown of New Glasgow, 
offering to sell certain goods on certain conditions.

While he was awaiting Brown’s reply, Jones met Smith of Truro, 
and incidently mentioned the offer he had made to Brown. :

“Why," said Smith, “I'll buy on these terms.” 5.

But Jones couldn’t sell to Smith because of his offer to Brown.

The offer in his letter tied Jones’ hands until Brown should 
have reasonable time in which to reply. 0

It he had made his offer to Brown over the Long Distance Tele­
phone, the matter would have been settled right away. 729,

Jones’ letter gave Brown a gratuitous option on the goods for 
several days.

Not very good business, was it ?

CHAPTER XVIII.
Miss Boke.

OE," William began, fastening 
more securely upon Mr. Bullitt 
—"Joe, I've done a good many 
favors for you, and”-

06

“I’ve got to see a man," Mr. Bullitt 
interrupted. "Lemme go, Billy Bill. 
There's somebody 1 got to see. right 
away, before the next dance begins. 
I got to! Houest 1 have!"

William seized him passionately by 
t’se- lapels of his coat. “Listen, Joe. 
f or goodness’ sake can't you listen a 
minute? You got to give me"-

sired not he desired no conversation 
with or on the part of Jane. But he 
bad forgotten to lock his door. The 
handle turned, and a dim little figure 
marched to.

“Willie, Adelia’s goin’ to put me to 
bed.”

“You g'way from here," he said

Maritime Telelegraph and Tele­
phone Company Limited

Honest. Bill." his friend expostu- “I’ll fix you up." 
sted. backing away as forcefully as William suffered her to conduct him 
ossible, I got to find a fellow that’s across the yard. Intensely preoccupied

"Thirty-six cents. But I've been get­
ting lots faster the last two hours, and 
there's a good deal of time before 6 ! 
o’clock. Mother”—

“No," she said. “You’re going over 1
(Continued Next Week)

to that horrible place where you’ve left huskily. “I haven’t got time to talk 
your clothes and your watch and all to you. I'm busy.”
those other things to the two baskets, I “Well, you can wait a minute, can't 
and you’re going to bring them home you?" she asked reasonably. “I hat

HEMORRHOIDS 
■ ■ Itching, Bleeding, or Protruding 

Piles or Hemorrhoids. No 
surgical operation required. Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment will relieve you at once and 
afford lasting benefit. 60c a box; all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., 
Limited, Toronto. Sample box free.

Send “The Outlook” to a friend.

Lives of poor men oft remind no because subscribers linger and don’t 
pay v.a what is due. Then let us uphonest men won’t stand a chance.
and be doing and in your mite how­
ever small; or when the sonwof win-it with an

Outlook’ ad.
The more we work there grows be­
hind us larger patches on our pants.a to tell you a joke on mamma." 

“I don't want to hear any jokes.” 
“Well, I haf to tell you this one

at once.”
“Mother!” he cried, aghast "Who 

told you?” On our pants once new and glossy, ter is spent we will have no pants 
now are stripes of different hue. All at altl.

“It doesn’t matter. You don't want ‘cause she told me to. Oh!” Jane 
your father to find out, do you? Then clapped her hand over her month and 
got those things back here as quickly jumped up and down, offering • fan- SHOP WITH “THE OUTLQOK" ADVERTISERS

*2. «


