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spasms of wild mirth when I make a 
lapsus linguae like that, and simply 
shouts till he grows fairly purple In♦♦ LIBERAL ! 

Ward Meetings 
TUESDAY, SEPT. 8

f
the face.

The weather is simply divine, and I 
walk a great deal mornings.

From four to six we drive when it is 
not too warm, and dine at seven. In 
the evening I try to do my tittle best 
to lighten the family pall of gloom. 
Great-aunt Schonberg embroiders vio
lent magenta roses on a velvet chair 
cover—impossible roses—at sight of 
which Dame Nature would have 
shrieked and rent her hair!

The dear little baronin folds her 
small hands over her black taffeta 
apron (which it appears is the proper 
thing for a hausfrau to wear) and 
looks as solemn as the presiding-elder 
at a Methodist camp-meeting just be
fore the contribution-plate is passed.

Young Hammerstein 
covertly with that cat-that-ate-the- 

expression of his, and with a 
puzzling and provoking twinkle.

I have sent to Paris for three new 
hats, as I feel that my present collec
tion is not so much on the light-and- 
airy variety as I wish them to be. One 
of them is covered with black plumes 
which have a way of nodding in four 
different directions 
hearse. I feel that this will not do at 
all in my role of cheer-distributer.

I’ve given Madame d’Autremont 
carte blanche as to color and variety 
of decoration, only I've told her to give 
them a let-joy-be-unconflned look at 

cost. I feel almost as If I had been

The Joy-Promoterі і S**j s %
N : -Г--

By MRS. LUTHER HARRIS.

♦♦
wired that Ik Then the Vcr.Bol den's 

should come on, anyway, simply urged 
it, and remain with them during Aunt 
Ellen's absence.

A few days after reaching there the 
Baronin VonBchien decided to visit 
her sister at Schloss Applestein, the 
eldest son having recently died and the 
family being in conventional mourn
ing.

She seems to think I have rather a 
The baron

\ To Mr. James Vanfleet, 
Schloss Applestein—Near Homburg, 

* July 10ANTY >
drudge Dear Old Jim:

I simply must confess to some sym
pathetic soul or die of compressed ex
citement. So I'm forcing you to the 
role of Father Confessor and here goes 
my meaculpa.

After being shut up here in this ap
pallingly conservative and dry-as-dust 
old schloss for two months, my craving 
for amusement is like a hasheesh eat
er's abnormal thirst.

The whole domestic atmosphere is so 
frigidly correct that I'm beginning to 
feel my mouth screwed into shape to 
eternally enunciate "prunes and 
prisms." I shall go mad and tear out 
the few remaining hairs I have, if I 
sit many more evenings looking at 
Great-aunt Schonberg and the Frau 
Baronin sitting in solemn black with 
their hands folded, looking exactly like 
a bas-relief on a mausoleum.

My Idea of Valhalla, a real Para- - 
dise is a place where there Is never 
monotony. I am becoming a mere wir
ed automaton ; press a spaing just be
low my collar bone and I articulate 
"Hoch der Kaiser” in a perfectly na
tural tone and with almost human In
telligence.

But at last something has turned up 
which promises a bit of variety and a 
touch of caviare In the tasteless repest 
of Hfe In this dead-and-alive old fam-

Meetings of the Liberal Electors in the various 
City Wards will be held on Tuesday, September 8, 
at 8 p. m. to elect delegates ter a Conventiion to 
be held Thursday, September 10, in Berryman’s 
Hall at Bp. m., for the purpose of selecting; candi
dates for the représentation of the City and City 
and County of Saint John in the Federal Parli- 
naent.

—^

watches me

cream
corner on good spirits, 
says my cocn-songs alone \v ould cure 
the most hopeless case of melancholy 
known to medical science; 
cake-walk would have infused new life 
into Lazarus at the gate; ar.d that my 
cockney accent in imitation of a Lon
don cabby lends a new zest of life.

I am glad if I can, with my simple 
talents to add to the sunshine of other 

That sounds as if it came out

S$8$) Ik that my

The meeting places of .the various wards 
will be :—

Anty Drudge Joins the Union.
ftfiss Highbrow—(visiting the Teamsters’ Union)—"So 

you have made my friend, 'Anty Drudge, an Honor- 
ry Member. And why, may I ask?”

Honest Mike—“.Well, you see, it’s this way, mam : I drive 
a coal wagon, and .Gerry over there drives for a 
[wholesale butcher. We get terribly dirty—I all 
eooty and Gerry all grease and stains. It’s the 
with all the boys. Anty Drudge told us about 
Fels-Naptha—how it dissolves the grime and grease ; 
and you only use lukewarm or cool water. Saves 
money and makes our wives happy.”

I like those on a

Kings, Sydney & Bulferin - - Berryman's Hall 
Queens and Dukes - 85 Germain St. Climo's entrance

- lie. 8 Waterloo St. 
Lelecheur Hall, Brussels St.

I lives.
of my own head. And as nature ab
hors a vacuum, another brilliant and 
scintillating idea ri shed right in to 
take its place.

Secretly I was delighted at 
thought of going- It 
coveted opportunity to study the man

ant! customs of the most aristo-

a

Princeany
"jobbed out," as they say In commer
cial circles.

Do you happend to know of a “Handy 
Manual for Those Wishing to Cheer the 
Depressed?"

This schloss is a big, square, stone 
house, hoary with age, severe and mas
sive, and I might almost say monastic 
in style of architecture.

Most of its rooms are in sombre black 
wainscoting and it is the ready-made 
background of a mediaeval romance. 
One wing of the house has been left 
actly as it was 
tury ; the floors are of uneven stones, 
and, it is easy to people it, in fancy, 
with those old-time, swaggering, filibus 
taring, braggadocta gentry who were 
always cabin each other out and run
ning each other through—just as a lit- 

breakfast—and 
with all the spectacular genius for ef
fect which characterized the age.

closed and unused 
which smell of desolation and the 

There are illuminated inscrip-

the
gave me asame

Wellington
Victoria - - The Hannah Building, 257 City Road 
Lorne, Landed*, Stanley • Temple of Honor Hall

Oddfellows’ Hall 
18 SI. John St,

ners
cratic and exclusive class of Germans 
right from the vantage ground of their 

hearthstone. I an*, diligently and 
conscientiously sopping up local-color 
and storing it away in the granary of 
my brain—though I must admit rny 
metaphor ;s a little mixed, and like 
Bryon’s has “gene mad ”

Hy stronghold. As you already know, This schloss is the most entrnneing- 
the Frau Baronin's eldest son has re- ly delightful and interesting place, 
cently died in America after a meteoric and sets the wheel of fancy going at 
career. They are daily expecting a 
visit from his young widow, a person
age whose coming they are looking for
ward to with horror and dread. Never 
having seen her they are prepared for

f

own

JL

“Wear” is nothing but “rubbing.”
Every time you hard rub your clothes 

against anything, little particles are 
rubbed away.

Boiling softens the fibre of cotton, 
linen, silk and wool, and when rubbed 
hard on the washboard they wear away 
faster than at any other time.

Try to think how many days of wear 
are represented by one trip to the old- 
time washtub.

Fels-Naptha requires neither boiling
water nor hard rubbing.

And there is no washboard wear on 
the clothes washed the Fels-Naptha way.

Fels-Naptha is made to do away with 
boiling and hard rubbing; therefore if 
you use it as an ordinary soap, you cause 
yourself unnecessary work.

Use Fels-Naptha in cool or luke- 
and it will do all we claim.

Beysex- )

in the Sixteenth cen-, Brooks, ■a great rate.
The present family consists of the 

Frau Baronin, an extienieiy austere 
relative known as Great-aunt Schon
berg, and young Hammerstein, a nep
hew of the house.

The baronin is the typical German 
hausfrau, being (like Martha of Bibli
cal fame, “careful about many things. ' 
She wears her hair slicked back very 
tight and shiny from her forehead and 
braided in a multitude of little Uny 
braids and wound round and round her 
head for all the world like those 
braided dcor-irats the Sisters used to 
make at dear old St. Ursula's. But 
she is a perfect "dear" and I am al
ready tremendously fend of her. She 
reminds me of a sweet old-fashioned 
daguerreotype. If it were not for the 
grenadier—which is the sobriquet—the 
baronin would not be so like a plaster- 
cast of Melancholy, and with such a 
hark-from-the-tomb expression of 
tenance till the time. 1

the West seems to be 
ride bronchos and

County electors will meet in the various parishes 
as announced by posters.f

THOMAS McAVITY,the worst.
So, while dally expecting the West

ern Horror, there comes, simultaneous
ly, In the same mall-bag, two letters. 
One Is from the dreaded widow saying 
she will be detained in London several 
weeks. The other Is from dear old 
Aunt Betdhen In Berlin. She had plan
ned, It seems, to visit the Frau Bar
onin accompanied by a little American 
girl who is their guest, but has fallen 
a victim to bronchitis at the last mo
ment.

However, she Is sending the said lit
tle American anyway, as a sort of fore
runner and harbinger of joy to cheer 
up t'he drooping spirits of the mourn
ing relatives here at the schloss.

She describes her as a delightful girl 
with literary tastes, and wild for "local 
oolor’’ and “atmosphere" and all that.

All at once, like an inspiration, a 
wild scheme for enlivening this weary 
existence pems into my fertile brain. It 
is a Heaven-sent thought! I have 
quietly suppressed the letter from the 
widow of the defunct Alexis, and as 
they know nothing of the little West-, 
enter's proposed Invasion, I will pass 
her off to Great-aunt Schonberg and 
the Frau Baronin as the dreaded 
daughter-in-law.

You have always said, my dear old 
Jimmy, that if a phrenologist tried to 
read my head by the bumips. the par
ticular welt which is supposed to indi
cate love of truth would be conspicu
ous by its absence.

Be that as It may, the Lord loveth a 
cheerful liar! And I shall die of posi
tive inanition If something isn't doing 
to infuse a little ginger into this banal, 
'and tasteless and utterly stupid round 
of stiff-as-buckram existence.

I judge from Aunt Betchen’s letter 
that the little American is a whirl
wind of gayety and originality and 
Western "go.”

Of cours î, as the widow of the late 
Alexis she would be expected to be 
fathoms deep in an abyss of gloom — 
and you know what extreme sticklers 
these conservative Teutons are, re
garding the outward panoply and pro
prieties and strict decorum of mourn
ing.

Therefore, I'm promising myself a 
most diverting lark, and the mlse-en- 
scene Is set for comedy of the richest 
and rarest variety and flavor. I will 
keep you posted as to Its progress.

Have no fear that concealment like 
a "worm 1' the bud," will gnaw a sin
gle gnaw upon my damask cheek. It 
won't.

tie appetizer before
Chairman Liberal Executive.

■

HEBER S, KEITH,
Secretary.

There are many
rooms
temb.
tions on many of the walls and any 
number of creepy and grewsome talas

as mostregarding the old portraits.But 
of these have been related to me by 

Hammerstein I am inclined toyoung
take most of them with a grain of salt 

sizeable grain.—a very
I am no reader of human nature if he 

has not under his polished exterior, the 
Old Harry in him "as big as a moose" 
as they say out west. His boyishness 
cropg out constantly under his mask of 
convention. It's just like the stiffness 
of a small boy at a party who is oblig
ed to sit up properly and give his at
tention tin "Authors" and "Naming the 
Presidents," when he is jU-4 dying to 
play kissing games and blind-man-buff.

It is really very beautiful and de
ferential to see him conduct the fra.u 
baronin to her chair with such an air 
of formal ceremony and makes me feel 
very “Western" and raw. 
feudal times and makes 
how easy it is to -come a cropper,' as 
our English cousins say, over some 
straight-railed fence of stupid con
vention at almost any timt.

It'ÿ funny how coming in contact 
with people wiho have no sense of hu
mor always seems to promote abnor
mal growth of it in one's self.

I am almost convulsed wfien Great- 
aunt Schonberg and the frau baronin 
play piquet. It is so monstrously sol
emn! Just as if they were leaving it to 
the fateful turn of the cards which 
should proceed first to the guillotine.

And when they take up their candles 
and go with such, ceremony of depart
ure to bed, their long black gowns 
ti ailing in ghostly whispers over the 
polished floors,. I can think of nothing 
else but Mary Queen of Scots, on her 
way to the scaffold.

They serve such extremely rich dishes 
all the time at table that my poor 
ailmentary canal cries out for some of 
those numerous dyspepsia tablets over 
which American newspapers have re
cently been having such hysterics.

There is a little English curate who 
is summering near here and who calls 
quite often. He impresses me as hav
ing been picked and put into Orders too 
early and of having drank too much 
Yoiing Hyson tea.

There is a great, hedged-in flower 
garden at the back of the schloss, full 
of flowering perennials and dear old- 
fashioned things like phlox and china- 
asters. There are stone seats and ац 
iron gate-way, and—oh, my prophetic 
soul—a sun-dial! 
would be a sun-dial; it's a direct ans
wer to prayer.
' My sentimental soul capers all round 

. that sun-dial! By moonlight it is a 
thing to breed poetic visions.

There is an enormous park and rows 
and rows of ilex trees:

Beyond the black forest of pines there 
is an enormous old pile, a sort of cas
tle-looking place, which 1 am told be
longs to one Herr von Siebel Wilhelm 
Gffcnstein Sclirlner. Only think of one 
poor man—un-assist-d —having to drag 
round all that name!

OuNsC^XroHSALE
Ш:
h ' ; Rillesr coun-

Her Idea ofЦ;:
that all the men .
carry lariats and are always firing off 
six-shooters, and amusing themselves 
bv lynching unpopular public citizens.

would be

T 'i of different calibre,
i warm water .

It will cut the washday in half, sum
mer or winter, and do silently and effec
tively all the real hard work.

If you follow the simple directions 
on the red and green wrapper, you will 
never return to ordinary soaps and the 
old-fashioned way of washing.

Double and 
Single Barrel

zg,She says her eldest son
he "had never gone toalive now if 

Western America;" and she seems in 
to attribute his de-

g-
some vague way 
mise to the general wildness and wooll- 

of the inhabitants of "Western
It suggests 
one realize.if

ness 
America."w?

assured tier feelingly that al-I have
though I myself hie from the extreme 
uestern border, I have grown quite ac
customed to wearing shoes in place of

discarded
t"

moccasins, have entirely 
eagle-quills in my hair, seldom indulge 
in a war-whoop, rarely use the toma 
hawk, and have given over wearing 
scalps at my belt.

“I doubt that latter statement, grin
ned young Hammerstein.

He has recently returned from a year 
in Montana and is simply daffy over 

cowboy life and

and ever3> thing required 
for hunter's outfit.

PEKIN, China, Sept. 4.—In respon
sible official circles here absolute denial 
is made of the report that the recall of 
Minister Wu Ting-fang from Washing
ton is contemplated. The criticism of 
the alleged indiscreet utterances of Dr. 
Wu is confined to a small body of : pro- 
Japanese officials, acting apparently 
under Токіо dictation.

The Japanese government has not 
made any official representation, but 
the source Of the criticism reveals its 
inspiration. Mr. Wu has'sent a denial 
of his reported criticisms of the Jap
anese, and efforts to discredit him are 
evidently a fart of Japan's systematic 
campaign of intimidation to prevent 
Chinese officials voicing their open in
dorsement of the American alliance 
suggested.

Although Minister Wu has enemies 
the recall suggestion receives no seri
ous consideration.

thumping off vest-buttons. The little 
grip of her hand finished me offLOST.HER INGRATITUDE. warm 

entirely.
It was like an honest boy's. Did you 

notice how many people shake
fte sketched and painted up and down 

the river,
I rowed the boat 

willows dip aftd deepening 
shadows quiver.

And lilies float.
niff, cottage, sail, and bridge and sea 

stands yellow
Her studies were— 

led, oh, I thought myself a lucky fel
low,

From Paradise, one day, an angel
his taste of western 
what he calls “the untrammeled free
dom of God's great out-of-doors.”

back, and is only 
until the estate is set- 

good-

ever
hands like aenemic frogs?

I can't describe her, 
vocabulary isn't up to it.

•She has reddish hair shot through 
with metallic glints and a way of run
ning her fingers through it 
stands up in a silky aureole like a 
saint's halo.

I simply fall down when I try to des
cribe her eyes. I might as well try to 
paint the opalescent glints on the bay 
of Naples. They are chameleon eyes 
and take on the color of her thoughts. 
Usually they dance like nymphs in a 
pool. There is a certain quality in her 
distinctive sort of prettiness which 
holds a direct appeal to good taste. 
And her voice must be an inheritance 

generations of gentle-speaking

brought
A radipnt gem and placed It In the 

hand
Jimmy, my(There

He is wild to gowho waited. "Cherish It. Let 
naught

Its lustre mar; 
said.

Of one staying here
well-set-up.forget it not," he 

flashing, it will

He is atied up.
looking chap, rides magnificently, con- 

great many cigarettes per diem 
to eat big black

till it
sûmes a
and also appears 
cigars.

He seems 
blins over with a 
ward mirth, like a little Vesuvius just

“Its light, now 
steadfast shed 

As you are loyal to your love and true. 
It Is the only one will shine for you." all the time sort of bub- 

kind of choked, in-
Adrift—with her!

Long hours, with oars at rest, I sat 
and waited,

She painted on,
With now and then a smile—absorbed, 

elated—
Till, daylight gone,

Ihe’d raise her eyes reluctantly and 
murmur.

" 'Tis time to go."
End I—I'd only plant my feet the firm-

mortal looked upon the glowing 
thing

„Bxulttng'.y. A great Joy filled his 
heart.

Like a bright dewdrop, where the sun
beams fling

Light shafts reflected, it lay glisten
ing there.

White In Its purity, surpassing fair 
kernel of all life, gll truth, 

heart of love—of

The
dying to erupt.

The frau baronin is, in truth, a close 
exponent of that Roman matron of 

carved in alabaster: “Shei.
whom it was 
staved at home and spun."

Schonberg is evidently 
behind the throne—the dea

Great-aunt from 
women.

Гт roped, and thrown, and branded, 
Jimmy, and that’s no josh!

she laughs—which is often— | 
her little teeth—but pshaw! What's the 
•use? I can't say anything about them > 
that wouldn't sound like an advertise- - 

kind of dentifrice; and . 
time-worn figure of speech about ‘

the power 
ex machinas. She Is the sort of woman 

demand to slide down hillThe very 
The centre of the 

youth.

Until further developments.
Yours sincerely,

Rudolph Hammerstein.

who would 
in summer.

When there is a question or any 
to what may happen 

to hope for the

er, WhenAnd start the row. I felt sure there I XУuncertainty as 
she always appears

As time went on the mortal's wonder

should be
last night we met. Of art she prattled 

sweetly,
Of what she's done 
of Summer work, accomplished

AFTER
MEALS

< II.died
That such a priceless gift

his own. . .
He tossed It high, in foolish boyish 

pride, . _ .
To watch Its splendid rays flame In

the sun; , . ___,
He felt himself of gods the favored

one,
Till once, In careless 

day—
He put it down; 

stay.

ment for some 
that
pearls has been so frayed at the seams 
owing to over-use by the poets.

worst.
She is as depressing as a long-meter 

reed organ.To Mtqs Tbere.se Lester 
Schloss Applestein—near Homburg, 

July 20.

) n way hymn played on a 
When I sang “There's a New Coon 

in Town.” the other evening with mv 
a praiseworthy endeavor 
the funeral weight of the

atmosphere—Gréant aunt
horrified that the tip

neatly.
Of praises won;

lut when I shyly dared my part to 
mention

As oarsman true
the vaguely smiled and said, with In

attention—
“Oh, was it you?"

Dearest Therese;
I know you will be overcome with 

astonishment to see my letter dated 
from a German schloss near Homburg. 

mood—a fatal when I last wrote you from Paris with 
no thought of such ч right-about-face 

forgetting, let it in my plans. To make a long story 
short, Aunt Ellen was called back to 
New York because of some stupid bus
iness. And tc tell the truth, I don’t 
think she felt at all bad about going 
back, for really, no matter how much 
she travels, she continues to feel that 

with love's sub- the world is bounded by the North 
Liver. Jersy City, New York Bay, and 

earth with heaven’s Brooklyn.
But I, being a little West errer, and 

the search. Swift this my very
wild to stay on

(To be continued.)banjo—In 
to lighten Л Have you a dull, heavy,

* oppressive feeling—a feeling ^ 
that you have eaten too 
much ? If so indigestion 
is at work. For comfort's 
sake you will probably eat 
more sparingly in future.
Then your strength will 
suffer, and your stomach, 
like every other organ of your 
body, be further weakened.
That method can only cud 
in ruined health. The real 
cure is to strengthen }rour 
stomach with Mother Seigel’s 
Syrup. Read this :—

“ For a year my wife suf
fered with indigestion, and 
her condition became so 
serious that she could hardly 
stand on her feet. But as 
soon as die began taking 
Mother Seigel’s Syrup she 
improved and now she is' 
quite well.” — From Mr.

. Firmin. Cyr, Siegas, Vic- ^ 
toria Co.,N.B., Jan. 22,1908. q

^ A -

I oppressive 
Schonberg was so TWO ARE KILLEDturned quite white!

thé veranda in the
of her nose

It was out on 
evening. And her look of frozen horror 

Hammerstein IN TRAIN CRASH—Argonaut. It must exhaust the flow*of ink in 
his fountain-pen every time lie signs a 
check. It’s just like reading through 
the telephone-’boo-k.

Everything • is so unique and pic
turesque and Old-Worldy that I am at 
the bubbling point of enthusiasm all 
the time. Not for a moment have I for
gotten my mission. But I must say I 
see no reason why Great-aunt Schon
berg and the Ьагрдіп should appear in 
such a chronic state of astonishment 
and dismay—as if they were continual- 

off into ly throwing up their hands!
I will write you very soon again, 

dearest Therese, and keep you posted 
regarding my progress and success as 
Gloom-eliminator.

With oceans of love, I am 
Your devoted

seemed to amuse young
1 extent that he went off the 

backward with a wild cackle
Then did he miss the light In two gray 

eyes, .
That he was used to see, complac

ently.
The light that beams 

lime surprise.
That touches

divinity,
The jewel! Vain 

penalty:
The angel's 

bered,
Told him the gem 

was dead.

to such an 
veranda
of demoniacal laughter into the petun-

ST PETERSBURG, Aug 3—Ard, str 
(Jorfarer. from Montreal via Long-

Two Freights Come Together 

in Yard at South 

Lawrence

ia-bed.
I have great trouble with the lun- 

guage constantly using the familiar 
form "thee" and "thou" when I don't 
in the least mean to.

For instance, addressing the stable- 
boy as “thou" “When I gave him some 
instructions about tightening my sad- j 
die girth.

Young Hammerstein goes

lope.
BOSTON, Sept 4—Ard, strs Harold 

(Nor), from Louisburg, C B; Prince 
Arthur (Br), from Yarmouth, N S; 
ich Bobs (Br), from Parra boro, N S.

Sid, str Prince Arthur (Br), for 
farmouth, N S.

Cld, schs Havana (Br), for St Pierre,
Eva

!first trip abroad, was 
this side the Big

warning words, remem- Water.
But here I was, left unchaperoned, 

was gone, that love j„st as we wore about starting on our 
visit to the VonBohlen’s in Berlin.

' Sept. 4,—TwoI .Alt nEXkiUed" ami one slightly in

crash of freight trains in
men were 
jured in a 
South Lawrence tonight.

The dead: Fred Duprey, engineer, of 
S4 Market street, Lawrence; Frank Mc- 

Berkely street, electrical en
gineer and M. 1. T. graduate.

injured: James Fletcher, not seri-

lliq, and Grand Banks, Nfld; 
fctewart (Br), for Parrsboro, N S-

—Lite.

TICKLE YOUR PALATE WITH Gowan, 14
take MOTHERPegfey.

K, RN-KINKS 5<t
The new malted com food. Made from the choicest selected white 

cooked, malted, flaked and-toasted. All the meat of the com
barley, і 

cold.

• TheIII

SEIGEL’Sous.
Both trains were 

yards and were running parallel to each 
other when one started over a switch. 
The other train could not he stopped in 
time to prevent a collision.

A Haverhill passenger t ra і і І passing 
by was stopped and a doctor volun
teered his services. Duprey was still 
alive, and the physician with his pocket • 

the mangled portions of \

To Mr. James Vanfleet
•Schloss Applestein 

July 24

switching in the

Dear Old Jim:
I want to tell you right now, to be

gin with, that I can fully appreciate 
the sensations of a nervous playwright 
at a first night. The present situation 
bears a striking family resemblance 
to mclo-drama, and I'd give my weight 
in radium if you were here, old boy, 
to enjoy it along with me.

I may as well admit that I was "all 
in” the minute I set eyes on her, and 

went right straight to

SYRUP.
INDIGESTION.

IT
:l'res
ALL ■

knife cut off 
his leg, but he died - soon after. ,

A wrecking train from Boston cleared | 
of the wreckage after a

bottle.
Sold everywhere.

A. J. Wraтс & Co., Ltd., Montreal ^
Price бо ct*.

com,
blended with the life of t 
Ready - to - serve hot

The ouly Malted Corn Flakes the tracks 
slight delay.my heart <
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