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. know, mother,’” soothed the girl;

“] know just how you feel, but we
can’t desert father. He does not look
upon it as a sin, as carrying any dis-
honor; he may be cheated, but he
cheats no man. It can't be so sinful if
%there is no evil intent. And listen,

‘mbther; no matter what anybody may
say, even the minister, we must both |

stick to father if he chooses to race
horses all his life.”

“Ah, sweetheart!” John Porter cried '

out in a pleased voice, as he came out
to them, “looking after mother; that’s
right. Cyhthia has helped me fix up
Mortimer. He'll be all right as soon as
Mike gets back with Rathhone. I think
we’'d better nave a cup of tea; these
horses are trying on the nerves, aren’t
they little woman?”  and he nestled
his wir- s head ‘against his side. “How
did it happen, Allis? Did Mortimer slip
into Diablo’s box, or—" 5

“It was all over that rascally boy,
Shandy Diablo was just paying him
back for his ill treatmeni. and I went
in to rescue him, and Mortimer risked
hia life to save mine.”

«Po wae plucky; eh, girl?”

«He fought the Black like a hero,
father.» But, father, you must never

/ think bad of Lauzanne again; if he
hadn't come LiIr. Mortimer would bave
been too late.”

“rt's dreadful, dreadful,” moaned the
mother. ~

Allis.shot a quick look at her father.
He changed the subject, and com-
meénced talking about Alan—wondering
where he was, and other irrelevant
matters.

Then there was fresh divertisement
as Mike rattled up, and Doctor Rath-
bone, who was of great size, bustled

{in to where Mortimer lay.

Three smashed ribs and a, broken
‘arm was his inventory of the damage
inflicted by Diablo’'s Xick, when he
came out again with Porter, in an
hour.

“\ %pm afraid one of the splintered ribs
is tickling  his lung,” he added, “but
the fellow has got such a good nerve

\that I hardly discovered this unpleas-
ant fact. He'll be all right, however;
he’s young, and healthy as a peach.
Good nursing is the idea, and he’ll get
that here, of course. He doesn’t want
‘much medicine; that we keep for our
erlemies,—ha! ha!” and he laughed
cheerily, ‘as if it were all a joke on the
battered man.

“Thim docthors is cold-blooded div-
{l8,” was Mike’s comment. “Ye'd a
thought they’d been thfowin® dice, an’,
it' was a -horse on the other gintleman.
Bot’ t'umbs! it was, too. Still, if ould
Saw-bones had been in the box yonder
wit’ Diablo, he wouldn’t a-felt so
funny.”

“‘Mortimer behaved well;
Mike?’ asked Porter.

“Behaved well, is it? He was like &
live divil; punched thim two big stal-

- lions till they
out. My word! whin first I e him
come to the stable wit’  Miss Allis,
thinks I, heré’s wan av thim city
chumps; he made me tired, An’ whin
he talked abou: Lauzanne's Kknees,
m’aning his hocks, I had to hide me
head in a grain bag. But if ye’d seen
him handie that fork, bastin’ the
Black, ye’'d a thought it was single
sticke he was at, wit’ a thousand dol-
‘lars fer a knock-out.”

“i4One can’'t always tell how a colt
will shape, can they, Mike?” spoke

Porter, for Mike’s fanciful description
was almost bringing a smile to Mrs.
Porter’s troubled face.

. “Ye can’t sor, an’ yer next the trut’
there I've seen a herrin’-gutted weed
av a two-year-old—I remember wan
now he was a Lexington It was at
Saratoga, an’ bot’ t'umbs! he just

L mace hacks av iverythin’ in soight—
gpread-eagled his fleld. Ye wouldn’t
a-give two dollars fer him, an’ he
come out an’
‘8take, like the gréat horse he was.”

“And you think Mortimer has turned
out scriething like that; eh, Mike?”

“Well, fer a man that knows no more
av herses than I know av the strology
av sters, he’s a hot wan, an’ that's
the Cod’s trut’.”

Mortiner’s gallant act had roused
the Dirishman’s admiratien. He would
kave dsne as much himself, but that
would have beer expected of a horse-
man, constantly encountering danger;
that an office man, to be pitied in his
ignorance, should have fearlessly en-
tered the stall with the fighting stal-
lions was quite a different matter.

Even Allis, with her more highly de-
veloped sense of character analyza-
tion, felt something of this same influ-
ence. She had needed some such man-
ifestation of Mortimer’s integral force,
and this had come with romantic in-
tensity in the tragic box-stall scene.
This drama of the stable had arbused
no polished rhetoric; Mortimer’s de-
clamation had been unconventional in
the extreme. ‘“Back, you devils!” he
had rendered with explosive fierceness,
oblivious of
must save

didn’t he,

the girl. The words still

rang in the ears of Allis, and also the

echo of her own cry when in peril,
“Mortimer!’”” There must have been a
foreshadowing in her soul of the man’s
reliability®, though she knew it not.

Eveén without the doctor’s orders, it
was patent that Mortimer must re-
main at Ringwood for a few days.

It was as if Philip Crane, playing
with all his intense subtlety, had met
his master in Fate; the grim arbiter of
man’s ways had pushed forward a
chessman to occupy a certain square
on the board for a time.

Mortimer had been most decisively
smashed up, but his immense physique
had wonderful recuperative powers.
The bone-setting and the attendant
fever were discounted by his vitality,
and his progress toward recovery was
marvelous.

XI1

Crane heard of the accident on one
of his visits to Brookfield a couple of
days later, and of course must hurry
to Ringwood to see his employee. It
happened that the Reverend Mr. Dol-
man graced the Porter home with his
presence the same evening that Crane
was there,

took water an’ backed °

cleaned up the Troy!

everything but that he|

Naturally the paramount subject of
interest was the narrow escape of Miss
Allis; but the individuality of discus-
sion gradually merged into a crusade
against racing, led by the zealous
clergyman. John Porter viewed this
| trend with no little trepidation of feel-
ing.

It was Mrs. Porter whe precipitated
{ matters by piously attributing Allis's
escape to Providence.

“Undoubtedly, undoubtedly!” Mr.
| Dolman said, putting the points of his
fingers together in front of his lean
chest. He paused a moment, and Por-
ter groaned inwardly; he knew that
attitude. The fingers were rapiers,
stilettos; presently their owner would
thrust, with cutting phrase, proving
that they were all indeed a very bad
lot. Perhaps John Porter would have
resented, this angrily had he not felt
! that the Reverend Inquisitor was real-
ly honest in his beliefs, albeit intoler-
ably narrow in his conclusions,

Dolman broke the temporary silence.
, “But we shouldn’t tempt Providence
| by worshiping false images. Love of
animals is commendable—commend-
able”’— he emphasized this slight con-

cession—‘‘but race horses always ap-

peal to me as instruments of the Evil

One.”

‘It wasn’t the horse’s fault at all, Mr. |
Dolman,” Allis interposed, “but just a
depraved human’s. It was the boy"

Shandy’s fault.” @

“I wasp’t thinking of one horse,” con-
tinued the minister, rairily;  “I meant;
race horses in general.”

“I think Mr. Dolman is right,” ven-
tured Mrs. Porter, hesitatingly; “it's
flying in the face of Providence for a
girl to go amongst those race horses.”

#*Bad-tempered men make them vici-
ouds, mother,” Allis said; “and I believe
that Shandy’s punishment was the vis-
itation of Providence, if there was
any.”

The Reverend Dolman’s face took on
an austere look. It was an insult to
the divine powers to asSert that they
had taken the part of a rate horse, But
he turned the point to his own ends.
“It’s quite wrong to abuse the noble
animal; and that’s one reason why I
hold that racing is contrary to the Cre-
ator’s intentions, quite apart from the
evil effect it has on morals.”

“Are all men immoral who race, Mr.
Dolman?”’ John Porter asked.

His question forced Dolman to define
his position, Porter always liked things
simplified; racing was either wrong in
principle or right. Dolman found him
rather a difficult man to tackle. He
had this irritating way of brushing
aside generalization and forcing the
speaker to get back to first principles.

The reverend gentleman proceeded
- cautiously. “I should hardly care to g0
so far as that—to make the rule abso-
lute; a very strong man might escape
contamination, perhaps.”

Mrs. Porter sighed audibly. The min-
ister was weakening most lamentably,
giving her husband a loophole to es-
cape. .

“I hardly think racing quite so bad
as it is generally supposed to be,” iriter-
posed Crane, feeling that Porter was
being pilloried somewhat. He received
a reproachful look from Mrs. Porter
for his pains.

“I've never seen any good come of it,”
retorted Dolman. “A Christian man
must feel that he is encouraging gamb-
ling if he countenances racing, for they
contend that without betting racing is
impossible.”

“Everything in life is pretty much of
a gamble,”” Porter drawled, lazily;
“there aren’t any such things. The
ships that go to sea, the farmer’'s crop
—everything is more or less a matter
of chance. If a man goes straight he
has a fairly easy time with his consci-
ence, no matter what he’s at; but if he
doesn’t, well, he’d better go hungry.”

“A great many very honorable men
| are racing today,” added Crane; ‘“‘men
' who have built up large fortunes

through honest dealing; and wouldn’t

be racing if they felt that it was either
unchristian or dishonorable.”

“They can’t be Christians
countenance -gambling,” asserted
minister, doggedly.

It occurred to Mortimer that when-'
ever the discussion took broader lines,
Dolman drew it back into the narrow
cell of his own convictions.

Porter scratched his head perplexed-
ly. They had been discussing the mor-
al influence of racing; this seemed
more like theology.

“It is certainly unchristian,”
mented Mrs, Porter, severely.

“I haven’t seen much Christian splirit
in any business,” said Porter, quietly;
“they all seem more a matter of writ-

+ ten agreements. In fact there’'s more
done on honor in racing than in any of
the business gambles. A man that's
crooked in racing is sure to come to
grief in the long run.’

Crane shifted in his chair, and Dol-
man coughed deprecatingly.

[ “For my part,”” continued Porter,

“I've never found it necessary . to *do
anything I'm ashamed of in racing.”

His wife saw an opening. “'But,’
John dear, you were treated most
shamefully last year; a dishonest boy
. hauled your horse—"

“Pulled, mother,” interposed Allis;
“pulled father's horse, you mean.”

‘“Perhaps, though I fail to see where

' the difference can be, if the horse ran
the other way and your father lost.”

Porter smiled indulgently. ‘‘The boy
‘was punished, Helen,” he said. “Dis-
honesty is not tolerated on the race
course.”

“Yes, but something is always hap-
pening,” she continued in lament. “It's
contrary to the law of the church, John.
It seems just like a visitation of diviné
wrath the way things happen. And
you're so sanguine, John; last year you
were going to win a big race with Di-
ablo when he threw his leg—"

“Threw a splint, mother,” prompted
Allis.

“I thought your father said it was
his leg had something the matter with
it,” argued Mrs. Porter.

“The splint was on his leg,

if they
the

com-

mother

dear.”
“Well, I'm not familiar with racing
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phrases, I must say, though I should
be, goodness knows; I hear little else.
And talk of cruelty to animals!” she
turned to Mr. Dolman; “they burned
the poor beast’s leg with hot irons—"

The minister held up his hands in
horror.

“It didn’t give him as much pain as
the doctor gave Mr. Mortimer setting
his arm.” declared Allis.

“But it was racing injured the horse’s
leg,” interposed Dolman. -

“But your horse has got a ringbone,
Mr. Dolman,” said Allis, “and a spav-
in, too. I've been looking at him.
That's because you drive himn too fast
on hard roads. And his' feet are con-
tracted from neglect in shoeing. It's
just cruel the way that poor old hors_e
has been neglected. Race horses are
much better taken care of.”

Allis’s sudden onslaught switched Mr.
Dolman from the aggressive to the de-
fensive with great celerity.

“T confess I know very little about
horses,” he was forced to apglogize;
then, with something of asperity, *‘the
spiritual welfare of my congregation
takes up my entire time.”

This rebuke caused a momentary si-
lence, and Dolman, turning to Morti-
mer, said, “I hope you don’t approve of
racing, sir.”

Mortimer didn’t, but a look from Al-
lis's eyes inexplicably enough caused
him to hedge very considerably in his
reply.

“I know nothing about the race| ™
| eight; Trinity and New, seven; Brase-

course,” he said, “but from what I see

} of the thoroughbreds I believe a man
would have to be of very low order if

their noble natures did not appeal to

him. I think that courage, and hon-;

esty, and gentleness—they all seem %o
have it—must always have a good in-
fluence. Why, sir,” he continued, with
a touch of excitement, “I think a man
would be ashamed to feel that he was
making himself lower than the horses
he had to do with.”

Allis looked gratefal. Even Porter
turned half sbout in his chair, and
gazed with a teach of wonderment at
the battered young man who had sub-

i s istical |
stituted corymon sense for soph | been excused

reasoning-
The reverend gentleman frowned.

“yyr ”» said, | 0
It's zot, the horses at all," he sa , entirely its large quota of scholars. The

“it's the men who are disreputable.”
‘Mrs. Porter gave a little warning

RHODES’ MEN AT OXFORD.

United States Again Sends Largest Number
—Ghoice of the Difierent
Golleges.

(London “Telegram.’”)

LONDON, Oct, 18.—The beginning of
the acadewmic year at Oxtord is marked
by the arrival of another considerable
group of the students selected on the
scholarship toundation of Cecil Rhodes,
says the “*Standard” today.

The number of new scholars coming
into residence is sixty-seven, five of
whom are German; the remainder are
drawn from all the principal colonies
of the empire and .froln the United
Stetes. When the new arrivals are
added to those who remain over from
1903 and 1904 the whole list of men in
residence amounts to 147, sufficient of
themselves to form a considerable Ox-
ford college. The scholars are not,
however, congregated together, but are
scattered throughout the whole univer-
sity. Each scholar, on election, is ask-
ed to send a list of colleges which he
would like to enter, in order of his pre-
ference. The colleges select on the in-
formation thus furnished them. Thus,
while the college has an unlimited right
of choice, the scholar has, in part, the
same privilege.

Of the men entering this year thirty-
eight are from the United States, twen-
ty-four from the colonies, and tive from
Germany. As two scholarships are as-
signe\i to each state of the Union, and
as thy scholarships are tenable for
three yvars, there is an election of Am-
erican jtholar every third year. In all
the codlanies to which the sholarships
are assigned the elections are annual.
The wha'e number of American stu-
dents is for the present year greater
than thoy» from the colonies, but ' in
1906, whey scholars are appointed onl
from the colonies and Germany, the
number will be nearly equalized, an¢
will so rejiain thereafter.

As the result of the first two years
entries, (Jirist Church and Balliol have
each twe've Rhodes scholars; St. John’s
and Wercester, ten; Oriel and Queen’s,

nose, Magdaien, Hertford, Lincoln and
Wa.dham, six; and so on through the
o’her colleges, the distibution on the
whole working out very evenly. These
numbers will be somewhat increased
when the elections of next year take
place, and when all vacant scholarships
are filled up. Ten of the American
states and territories failed in 1905 to
qualify a scholar, and five in 1904. These
were chiefly in the west and south,

1

where education is least advanced.

The failure in most cases was due,
not to lack of candidates, but to in-
adequate preparation on Oxford lines.

South African scholars have hitherto
from the responsions
test, but it will be exacted hereafter.
Rhodesia has not been able to-fill up

! only other colonial scholarship unfilked

cough. In his zealousness Mr. Dolman |
might anger her husband, then his!

logic would avalil little.

“The men are like the horses,’”” com-
mented Porter, “some bad and some
good. They average about the same as
they do in anything else, mostly good,
I think. Of course, when you get a bad
one he stands out and everybody sees
him,”

too, I suppose—get a bad name when
they don’t deserve it,”” added Allis.
‘“Everybody says Lauzanne is bad, but
I know he’s not.” !

“That was a case of this dreadful
dishonesty,” said Mrs. Porter, speak-
ing hastily. She turned in an explana-
tory way to Crane. “You know, Mr.
Crane, last summer a rascally man
sold my husband a crooked horse.
Now, John, what are you laughing
at?”’ for her husband was shaking in
his chair.

“I was wondering what a crooked
horse would look like,” he answered,
and there were sobs in his voice.

“Why, John, when you brought him
home you said he was crooked.”

As usual, Allis straightened matters
out: “It was the man who was crook-
ed. Mother means Lauzanne,” she
continued.

‘“Yes,” proceeded the good woman,
“a Mr. Langdon, I remember now,
treated my husband most shamefully
over this horse.”

Crance winced. He would have pre-

' ferred thumb-screws just then.

“John is honest himeelf,” went on
Mrs. Porter, ‘“and he believes other
men, and this horse had some drug
given him to make him look nice, so
that my husband would buy him.”

‘““‘Shameful,” protested Dolman, ‘‘Are
men allowed to give horses drugs?’ he
appealed to Mr. Porter.

“No; the racing law is very strict on
that point.”

“But evidently it is done,” contended
Dolman. .

“I think there’s very little of it,” said
Porter.

This turn of the conversation made
Crane feel very uneasy. “Do you think,
Mr. Porter,” he asked, ‘“‘that there was
anything of that sort over Lauzanne?
Do 'you think Langtzon would—"" He
hesitated.

iz that for the Canadian Northwest for
the present year.

The work taken up by the men is
widely distributed over the various
schools, Of last year’'s scholars nine
are reading for a B. C. L. and eight for
the G. Litt. degree. Fifteen take mod-
etrn history, nine littezae humaniories,
theology, and mathematics. Many

| have utilized the long vacation in ac-

| quirt
“And eometimes horses—and men, | Gor i French and German on

the

Continent. The income of the scholar-

| ships—three hundred pounds a year—
i s sufficient to enable a man who ex-

ercises reasonable prudence at Oxford
to spend his vacation in this way. Tt
geems unlikely that many of the men
will return home at all during their
university course, except that a few
Canadians and Americans may take ad-
vantage of the short trip across the
Atlantic.

It is yet too soon to judge what the
scholars are likely to do in the schools.
They are generally credited with being
a serious minded set of men, but finish-
ed scholarship is a plant of slow
growth., ..11 agree that they have
adapted themsel!ves to the ways of col-
lege life with little difficulty, and the

vice-chancellor, in his inaugural address

| this year, took eccasion to congratulate

| the university on the success

“Mr. Langdon has a tolerable idea of |
what I think,” answered Porter. ‘I |

shouldn’t trust that man too much if
I were you. He's got cunning enough,
though, to run straight with a man
like yourself, who has a horse or two
in his stable, and doesn’'t go
betting very heavily.”

“I know very little’ 2about him,” pro-
tested Crane; ‘“‘and, as you say, he will
probably act quite straightforward

{ with me, at least.”

‘““Yes,” continued Porter, half wear-
ily, as though he wished to finish the
distasteful discussion; ‘‘there are black
sheep in racing as there are in every-
thing else. My own opinion is that the
most of the talk we hear about crook-
ed racing is simply talk. At least nine
olit of ten races are honestly run—the
best horse wins. I would rather cut off
my right hand than steal a race, and
Jyet last summer it was said that I had
pulled Lucretia.”

“I never heard of that, Jehn,” cried
Mrs. Porter, in astonishment.<

No, you didn’'t,’ dryly answered
her husband. b A

Allis smiled; she had settled that
part of it with her father at the timWy

“If you’li excuse me,” began Crane,
rising, “I think Mr. Mortimer is get-
ting tired. I believe I'll jog back to
BErockfield.”

(To be continued.)

—

Good advertising is a paying invest-
ment; poor advertising is an expense.
—Taylor Z. Richery, in Fame.

.

in for |

with
which the scheme has been put into
operation.

ANOTHER RAFFLES
IN THE TOILS.

ELIZABETH N. J.,, Nov. 21—An ex-
traordinary criminal case — another
“Raffles” romance — is stirring this
city and the near-by town of Clayton.

Alfred Porch Smalley, a prisoner in
the county jail, is the cause and the
centie of the sensation.. He is college
bred, and enjoyed an enviable reputa-
tion in business—his wife and children
living in Clayton and he being em-
ployed by Swift & Co. in Bergen Point,
and spending Saturday night and Sun-
day with his family.

Smalley was arrested in Milton, Pa.,
and extradited to this state on a
charge of having robbed the houses of
August Young and Edward Olmstead
in this city on Sept. 16 and 17. While
the police were probing these cases
they learned that the house of a Dr.
Moore at Clayton, which is near
Elizabeth, had been entered, and they
at once suspected Smalley of this job.
He is also suspected, it is sald, of hav-
ing been concerned in many burglaries
comumitted in Germantown, Pa., and it
is believed that he was assieted in his
depredations by a woeman who accom-
panied him disguised in men’s clothes.

Concerning this chief of police Ten-
ney said that he knows nothing, and
he also claims to be ignorant of a re-
port that in a trunk in the house of a
society woman here was found a
quantity of plunder stolen by Smalley,
and the further report that the hus-
band of the woman had found the
booty in the trunk and was to bring
a suit for divorce in consequence.

The police, however, assert the pos-
session of information going to show
that the prisoner, a respectable busin-
ess man by day, was'a professional
burglar at night. He is only twenty-
nine years of age.

\Jf advertising did not pay advertisers
wdyld not keep on expending thou-
sands, of dollars per year for it. All the
people eannot be

If advertising did

not pay,

tisers continue ite wea vaor after year.

—Advisor,

fooled all the time. |
its de- |
merits would_have been exposed long
before this. The best proof that adver- |
tising pays lies in the fact that adver- |

BEAVER'S PLUCKY WORK.

e

Heroic Endeavor to Save His Home in the
New York ‘Zoo’ at Flood
Time,

Recent heavy rains which did harm
to the dams erected by the beavers iu
the beaver valley of the Zoological Gar-
dens in Bronx Park causad the little
animals much work to save their
homes, says the New York Sun. At the
same time the beavers gave a lesson
that might be beneficial to the city
when another break occurs in any of
the water mains.

In the beaver valley in the park the
beavers have their exclusive home in
what is known as the beaver dam.
There their cunning in building is an
all the year round source of curiosity.
As a rule the ficods do not bother them,
for they guard carefully against that,
and protect their walls and homes as
surely as any big builder might.

The other day, while the rain was
coming down in torrents and it seem-
ed to the keepers that too much water
was being drained into the valley, one
of the keepers made an opening in the
breastwork of the little dam, which
holds the water of what is really a
small lake. It was the idea of the
keper that it would be better to let
some of the stagnant water off while
plenty of good fresh rain was coming
in.

The water had hardly started to
rush from the opening before the little
beaver, at the present time the only
occupant of the lake, came out from
his seclusion and -viewed with evident
alarm. the possibility of his losing his
happy home. He sat up in the water,
ponderifig his future action.

Then he went right to work and was
soon much busier than an emergency
crew called out for hurried . action.
First he swam to the upper end of the
lake and gathered in his grip a bundle
of straw and weeds almost as large as
himself, swimming back in an almost
upright position and holding his bur-
den clear of the water.

The bundle he hurled in to the break
and then sat up to watch the result.
That was not all that was desired, for
the swiftly-rushing water carried the
weeds right alonz with it.

Again the beaver want through the
same procedure, only this time coming
back with a bigger load of weeds.
These, too, went away quickly, like the
rest. Then the wise little animal sur-
veyed the hole and decided on another
plan of work.

Again he swam away, but soon re-
turned with two large branches of a
tree, which he had cut ‘off with his
sharp teeth. One of these he allowed
to float crosswise to the hole in the
dam, being certain that it was big
enough not to float through while in
that position.

The other he calmly took and pushed
deep into the mud at one side of the
wall. When that had been fsent to its
proper position he took the other from
the center of the break and did the
same thing at the other side, allowing
the ends to lap over, but being assured
that the end in the mud had been made
secure enough not to be Wwashed away
by the water.

Then another limb of a tree was
floated down by the wise little animal,
and this was stuck deeply into the bot-
tom of the lake so as to act as a brace
for the centre of the repair work. In
this way the beaver made a foundation
for further operation.

Never once did he tire of his work,
but occasionally would sit upright and
survey what he had done with evident
satisfactjon. When the crosswerk had
all been?formed with the pieces of
wood, the animal then began to carry
loads of mud and deposit it in front of
the new breastwork. At least a dozen
trips of this kind had to be made be-
fore the flow of water had been stop-
ped to any great extent. .

When the water had been partiall
shut off he again started to bring
straw and weeds, which were carefully
stuck into small openings and cracks.
‘When they had been all plugged up. |
ancther supply of mud was carried |
down and plastered all over the newly |
made wall, and thus, after about two
hours of the hardest kind of work, the
dam had been once more made safe,
and the home of the beaver was no
more in danger.

The clever work of this little animal
was watched with more than ordinary
interest by a crowd of spectators. As
a rule, the beavers in the park will not
d> any building, when any spectators
are about, but this seemed clearly to
be a hurry up job, and the littlg
worker never ence paid any attention
to the rubbernecks.

‘When the worx had been finally
corrpleted to the satisfaction of the
builder he disappeared from view.

WORTH $20,000,000 ;
SOULONT MARRY

WORCESTER, Mass, Nov. 21—
Twenty times a millionaire was Ste-
phen Salisbury, the aged philanthro-
pist and man of affairs who died in
this city. As a power in the world of
finance he was envied by the rich. As
an ever ready

factions were as wise as they were
many. His business successes were as
honorable as they were great. He was
what is called by the world a lucky
man.

But had it been possible for the
world to read the heart of the silent,
grave financier who gave so liberally
of his wealth to Worcester's charita-
ble institutions and brought so much
happiness into the haunts of poverty,
it would have been found that the aged
millionaire was in reality one of the
most unhappy of men.

When Stephen Salisbury died few of
those who knew of his great wealth
and influence knew that death had
ended a life of sadness. It did not oc-
cur to them that the man who could
think in millions had been denied dur-
ing his whole life the one thing that
lies within the reach of the poorest of
men—marriage.

.

HEAT YOUR HOME

Your home will never be
really comfortable during the
winter months untilit is heat-
ed with a

KELSEY
WARKM AIR GENERATOR.

Let us call and give you estimates

KEENAN & RATCHFOR®,

- sphone 784. 21 WATERLOO ST

GHEAP FUEL FOR RANGES AND SHALL STOVES
PEA HARD COAL ®*oeuivered.”

R P. & W. E Starr, Ltd.

49 Smythe and 14 Charlotte Sts
Telephones 9—1156.

damaged by water.

Great Fire Sale Now Going On !

Bargains in $6000 werth of Coods slightly
Must be sold.

OVERCOATS FROM $2.00 UP.
Depot Clothing Store,s Wil street

COAL. -

—best quality.
ney Soft Coal.
T. M. WISTED & CO,

32! Brussels St,
"Phone 1597.

Scotch and American Hard Coal
Broad Cove and Reserve Syd-

142 St. Patrick 8t

Ask Your Grocer

t

f L aee

1St John Creamery Butter
| and Cream.

If he does not handle our
goods call on us direct.

- BUCKWHEAT.

New Yellow Buckwheat,
Self-Rising Buckwheat.

Hay Market Squaro.
Telephone 820.

New WesternGrey Buckwheat.

MEGARITY & KELLEY

Creamery open for . inspec-
tion every day, 92 King St.

Tel. 1432.
W. H. BELL, Manager,

CHRYSANTHEMUMS,
ROSES, CARNATIONS,

The Scenic Route.

ille for Summerville, !
Island and Bayswater daily
3.30 and 5.00 p. m.

10.00 2. m. and 4.15 p. m.
SATURDAY.

a. m. and 3.30 and 5.00 p. m.

and 4.156 and 5.45 p. m.
SUNDAY

a. m, and 6.00 p. m.’
Returning at 9.45 a. m. and 5. p. m.
JOHN McGOLDRICK.

Stmr. Maggie Miller leaves Millidge-
Kennebeccasis
(except
Saturday and Sunday) at/9.00'a. maand

Returning from Bayswater at 7.00 and

Leaves Millidgeville at 7.15 and 9.00

Returning at 6.30, 8.00 and 10.00 a. m.

Leaves Millidgeville at 9.00 and 10.30

SMILAX, HANDSOME FERNS
for dishes."

ooy

W. & K. PEDERSEN,

Florists, City Marke
Greeenhouse Sandy Point Road.
Phon. 2194.--

YOU RUN NO CHANCES

of getting anything but the best gual-
ity of coal when you give us your
. order.

! SUN COAL & WOOD CO.,

! Cor. Clarence and St, David Sts.
*Phone 1846.

When’s Your Birthday ?
NOVEMBER.

Who first comes to this warlu below
With dull Noveniber’s fog and snow,
Should prize the Topaz' amber hue;
Emblem of friends and lovers true.

at various prices.

e g

A. & J. HAY,

Topaz,
Stones, 74 King St.

Topaz Safety Pins and Topaz Rings

Diamonds and other Precious

To People Moving!

People Moving will do well to calf
up E RILEY for barrels or hal

with dispatch.
Tel. 1623.  Office 254 City Road.

Coals of All Kinds
LOWEST CASH PRICES.

Call and get prices. Prompt
delivery.
H. G. CURREY,
53 Symth Street (J. F. Frost's Ofiice).
‘Phone 260.

Don't Bake Tomorrow !

home—the finest creamery butter, etc.

on a trial order.

—have us do that for you. We use the
same high-class materials you use at

Have ue bake a Pie or Cake for you

THE ROYAL BAKERY,
Cor Charlotte and St. James Sts.

Creamery
Butter

'received fresh every day
'from Sussex and Petitcodiac
factories.

LOOK!!

1 1b. Best 40¢ Tea for 30c.

-

Cash only.

2 Pack. Chinese Starch 17¢!

T. W. MORRISON, 33 Simonds St.'

Sussex Milﬁ_[}ream Co.,

Phone 622 158 Pond St.

North End Harness Shop.

" Are You Safe Driving Your Old Harness®

Better look up the matter and avoid
any possible accident because of worn-
| out straps or buckies. A stitch in time

Fresh Fish

Delivered.

JAS. P. QUINN,
Phone 626. 517 [

Cleaned &

Oysters, clams and all kinds of fish,
the freshest to be obtained—The very
best sea-food of every kind in season.

ain$

may save a life—your horse and buggy,
too.

NYE & WHELPLEY,
608 MAIN ST. N, B.
For 75 cents, cash in advanoe, the
Weekly Sun will be sent to your ad-
dress for one year.

WHE ARE NOW SAWING

Spruce Deal and Scantling.
The quality and manufacture of our
KILN=-DRIED FLOORING AND SHEATHING

can be saved by buying from us.

us to meet the dsmand.

lengths.

(Limited.)
ST. JOHN, N. B.
| Telephone 25Al.

'Pine and Hemlicck Boards,

instrument of charity |

he was beloved by the poor. His bene- | good Refnse in plenty, also Refuse

cannot be beaten, and money and time

Our brand of Shingles and Clap-
boards are now favorites, and it taxes

For this season we shall have no
more spruce Slab Wood, cut to stove

Murray & Gregory

LOOK OUT
FOR YOUR SCALP.

Wash iv every week and make use
of Dr. Jack’s Hair Restorer. It will
work wonders, Promotes growth to
the hair and.puts a stop to falling out
ard baldness. Sold by all druggists
and barbers % ;

b

Biscuits

We are now manufacturiu.
Try them.

Assorted Sandwich Jam Jams,
Rich Mixed, Fancy Mixed, Gra-
ham Waters, Cocoanut and Italian

Macaroons.
Ask your grocer for them.

YORK BAKERY,

2 Stores,
290 Brussels Street.
565 Main St, N. E.

When still a young man the founda- |

tion of his great fogtune had been
made by a rich bequest in his father’s
will. The older Salisbury heaped money
and estates upon his
stipulated that Stephen Salisbury
should never marry, and that, should
he violate the agreement, he should
forfeit his great estate even to the
last penny.

son, but it was |

1 FOR SALE

|
iat greatly
| ry, Spectacles and Eye Glasse
| cal Instruments, Fire Awrms,
| ters’ Tools.
Remember the address.
H. GILBERT, 24 Mill St,

reduced prices, new and
second hand Clothing, Watches, Jewel-

Musi-
Carpen-

STORM SASHES
Phone 1628.
When You Want Them On.

A. E. HAMILTON,

Contractor and Builder,

Shop, 209 Brussels St.
Residence 88 Exmouth S%

barrels of Coul, which are delivered .

’
<

i




