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Allis had sought to be alone in this or that went up from every side. “Di-

short time of trial; she was hardly sure
of herself. If Lucretia failed she
might break down; for what would

become of her father should the mes-

sage home be one of disaster? Ewven
#f the little mare won her joy might
lead her to commit strange pranks; she
felt that her heart would burst out of
sheer joy, if she did not shout in ex-
uitation, or caper meadly, as. she had
geen others do in the hour of victory.
She was sorry that Crane had ceme.
«] was looking for yow,” he said; “I
; that is,
##—I mean, like every other man here,’
I have harked back to my natural in-
siinct af covetous: acquisition ‘and had
&/ bet . én.” i
“Not Lucretia?”
wxo—I've bet on Diablo. Langdon
thinks be'tl win. Do you remember the
ent about Nis purchage?”
«prhat wos that? ¥'ve hall forgotten
d

4gust a little ket en your account,
mey Eoow.”

“Ob, I remember; but that was only
fun, wasn't #?’ !
‘It wes part of the hgrgain, and It's

e f%, wof't you, if he

' béen
d the®starter lot them g0
was well out the lead; it
Diabiets fault, too, thit they had
to go back-dte was le#t stamding.”

Omane’s voite was fate's voice. Wawld
e aaything byl Luceetia
amd Diablo, sevel and thifveen, thir-
téom and seven?

“Piabie's & bad horse at the post,
sure,” eclaculated Crane, letting his

eld glass rest for an insiant on his
%mo; “he just backs up apd shakes
his viiously; evidently he doesn't
| 1dea of se muth company.”

is Lueretia aecting, Mr.
Orane?”’

“Perfeotlyy. You mpst have inatilled
gome of your own patience into her.”

The gi®l hardly heard the implied
eamplinient.

Wotld the patience he reparded? Oor
would thirteen, that was g¥liibelical of
evil, and #s bearer, Diabio, who was
an agent af evil, together snatch from
her thie pitze that meant so much? It
was strange tfat ehe should not think
of the other korses at all. It was a8
though there were hut twe in the race
—Luoretta and Disdo—and yet they
were both owssiders.

«phe storter is hawing a had time of
it; that mahes gix Sulse breaks,” said
Allig’s comganion; “It will end by his
losing patience with the boye, I fear,
and let them go with something off in
a long lead. But they say this Fitzpat-
rick is a cool hand, and gives no man
the best of it. He’ll probably fine Di-
ablo’s rider a hundred doilars; I be-
lieve it’s customary to do that wheh a’
jockey persistently refuses to come up
with his horses. Jugt look at that!—the
black fiend has lashed out and nearly
crippled something.”

“Not Lucretia, Mr. Crane!” g?sped
Allis.

“No, it's a chestput—there they go!
Good bdy, estley. I mean Diablo’s
jockey Has done a fiendish clever
thing. He came through his horses on
the jump, carried them off thelr feet,
they all broke—yes, the flag's down,
and he’s out with a clean lead.”

Down in fromnt a bell was clanging
viciously; people were rushing with
grenzied haste from the betting ring,
and clambering up the steps of the
stand; in the stand itself the whole
vast mob had risen lo its feet, and
even noWw the rolling beat of eager
hoofs was in the air, hushed of the
mob’s clamor.

Yes, Crane had spoken truly; a great
striding black, along whose neck hung
close a tiny figuré in yellow and red,
was leading the on-coming horses.
Allls strained her eyes trying to dis-
eover the little mrare, but she was
swallowed up in the struggling mob
that humg at Diablo’s heels. As they
opened a little, swinging around the
first twrn, Allis caught sight of the
white-gtarred blue jacket, Its wearer
was qguite fifth or sixth.

“Lueretia i» deing well,” said Crane;
“she’s holding her own; she’s lapped
on White Moth.”

It seemed strange to Allis that any
other thought should come
mind at that time other than just con-
cern for Lueretia, but she caught her-
self wondering at Crane's professional
words of description. For the time he
was changed; the quick brevity of his
utterance tokened an interested excite- |
ment. He was not at all like the Craane‘,
she knew, the cold, collected banker.

“Lucretia’s doing better,”” her com-|
panion added a few seconds later, “If
I were gtven to sentiment, I should
say her gallop was the postry of mo-|
tion. She deserves to win., But honest- |
ly, Miss Allis, I think she’ll never
catch the Black; he's running like a!
good horse.” i

Allis could not answer; the strain
was too great for words. It would be!
all over in a minute or so; then she!
would talk. |

‘“Your mare is.creeping up, Miss Al-
lis; “she’s second to the Bilack now,
and they’'ve still a good three furlongs
to go. You may win yet. It takes a
good horse to make all his own run-'
ning for.a mile and a quarter and then
win. His light welght. may land him
first past the post. There are erly four
in it now, the rest are beaten off, sure.
Diablo is still in the lead; White Moth
and Lucretia are a length bhack; and
the King is next, running strong. It's
the same into the etretch. -Now the
boys. are riding; Lucretia is drawing
away from White Moth—she’s pressing
Diable. You’'ll win yet!”

His voice wee &owned by the clam-

into her .

ablo! White Moth! Lucretia!” What a
babel of yells! “He’s beat! Come on!”
It was deafening. All the conjecture of
months, 21 the hopes and ‘fears of
thousands, compressed into a‘few brief
seconds of struggling endeavor,

Alls had sat down.'There was less
frenzied excitement thus. .

“God of Justice!” it was Crane’s
voice, close to her ear; his hot breath
was on her c¢heek; le had;leaned down,
so that she might hear him. “Your
jockey has sold you, or else Lucretia
quit. I thought I saw him pull her off.
I'm"  sorry,
am, though I've won—for Diablo is
winning . easily.” Then he straightened
up for an imstant,.only té6 bend down
again and say, “Yes,” Diablo has won,
and Lucretia is beaten off. Perhaps it
wasn’t the boy, after all, for it's a long
journey for a three-year-old mare. Can
I do—anything for you? Let me see
you dewn to the paddock.”

“Thank you,” the girl answered,

struggling with her voice. “Yes, 1 mustl

go, for Dixon will be terribly disap-
pointed.' I must go and put a brave
face on, I suppose. It’s all over, and it
can’t be helped. But you've won, and
I congratulate you.”

“Poor old dad!” she muttered to her-
self, “to have fairly given away Diab-
lo just when he was réady to win a
big race.” With a tinge of bitterness
the girl thought how much her moth-
et’s opposition was to blame for this
narrow missing of a great victory. She
was giad to get away from the cata-
ract of voices that smothered her like
great falling waters. There was little
exultation. If it had been any eolace
to her, she had much companionship
in her dashed hopes; for Diable, the
winner, had not been backed by the
gemeral public; the faverite, ‘White
Moth, had been beaten.

After the first outburst a sullen an-
ger took “possession of the race-goers.
They had been wronged, deceived; an-
other coup had been made by that
trick manipulator, ‘Langdon. How
carefully he had kept the good thing
hottled up. If the mob could have put
into execution - it8 half-muttered
thoughts, every post about the Grave-
send treack would have been decorated
with a fragment of Langdon's anat-
omy.

Even the bookmakers were less ju-
bilant than usual over this winning of
an outsider, for Crane, and Langdon,
and Faust, and two or three others
who had either received a hint or
stumbled upon ‘the geed thing, had
taken out of the ring a tidy amount
of lawful currenc}{.
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Crane accompanied Allis to the pad-
dock gate; and she continued on to the
fatal number seven stall. Lucretia had
just been brought in, looking very dis-
tressed after her hard race. For an in-
stant the girl forgot her own trouble
at sight of the gallant little mare’s
condition. Two boys were busy rubbing
the white-crusted perspiration and
dust from her sides; little dark rivu-
lets of wet trickled down the lean
head that hung wearily.

“Well, we lost!” It was Dixon’s voice
at Allis’s elbew. “That'll do,” to the
boys; “here, put this cooler on, and
walk her about.”

Then he turned to Allis again. “She
was well up with the leaders half way
in the stretch; I tho’t she was goin’ to
win.”

“Wasas it too far for her, Dixon?”

The trainer did net answer at once;
with Bim at all times questions were
things to be pondered over. His Knit-
ted brows and air of hesitating ab-
straction showed plainly. that this
question of Allis’s was one he would
prefer to answer days later, if he an-
swered it at all.

“Didn’t - she stop suddenly?”
asked, again.

“I couldn’t just see from where I was
what happened,” he replied, evasively;
“and I haven't asked the bey yet. She
may have got shut in. Ah, here he
comes now,” as the jockey returned
from the weighing scales.

Redpath seemed to think that some
explanation was necessary, as he came
up to Allis and the trainer, so he said:
“The little mare seemed to have a
chance when I turned into the stretch,
an’ I thought once I was goin’ to win;
but that big Black just kept galloping,
galloping, an’ I never could get to his
head; I'd been in the money, theugh,
if somethin’ hadn’t bumped me; an’
then my mount just died away—she
just seemed to die away.” He repeated
this in a falling decadence, as though
it best expressed his reason for finish-
ing in the ruck. .

‘“Well, we're beat, an’ that’s all there
is to it,” declared Dixon, half savage-
ly; then he added, “an’ by a cast-off
out of your father’s stable, too, Miss
Allis, If there’s any more bad luck
owin’ John Porter, hanged if I weuld-
n't like o shoulder it myself, an’ give
him a breather.” Then, with ponderous

Allis

| gentleness for a big, rough-thrown-to-

gether man, he continued: “Don’t you
fret, Miss; the little mare’'s all right;
she’ll pull your father through all this;
you just cheer up. I've got to go now
an’ look after her.”

When the trainer had gone the jock-
ey turned to Allis, hesitatingly, and
said: “Dixon’s correct abeut the little
mare; she’s all right. I wouldn’t speak
even atere him, though he's all right
too, but—" and he loeked about care-
fully to see that nobody. was  within
ear-shot. Two men were talking a'littie
farther out in the paddock, and Red-
path, motioning to Allis, stepped close
to the stall that was next to the one

¢ Luoretia had occupied, “I could a-been

in the money.”

The girl started. Crane had-said that
the iockey had stopped riding.

““Yes, Miss; you mustn’t :blame-me,
for' I took chances of bein’ had up
afore the Stewards.”

“You did wrong if you didn’t try to
win,” exclaimed Allis, angrily.

“I did try to win, but I couldn’t, I
saw that I'd never catech that big
Black; he was going too streng; his
long siride was just brealing the istia

Miss Allis, God knows I}
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mare’s heart. She’s the gamest piece
of horseflesh—say, Miss Porter, believe
me, it just hurt me to take it out of
her, keeping. up with that long-legged
devil. If I could a‘headed him once,
just got to him’once—I tried it when
we turned into the straight—he’d have
quit. But it was no use—the mare
couldn’t do it. With him out of the
race I'd have won; I could a-been sec-
ond or third as it was, but it might
‘have dene the little mare up so she
{ woul@n’t be any good all season. I
; thought a bit over this when I was
 galloping. I knew she was in the
Brooklyn Derby, an’ when I had the
others beat at a mile, thinks I, if the
public don’t get ente-it, Mr. Porter can
get all his losses back in the Brooklyn
Dérby. That's why I eased up on the
little mare. You don’t think I could do
anything croeked against you, Miss?
! Give me the mount in the Derby, an’
your father can bet his last dollar that
Lucretia’ll win.”

As he finished speaking Mike Gaynor
shuffied meodily up to them.  Usually
| Mike's clothes euggested a general de-
‘spondency; his wiry body, deveid of
;reundness as a rat trap, seemed inad-
| equate to the proper expression of
| their original design. The hebitual air

of endeaverless deeay had been accen-
tuated by the faflure of Lucretia to
Wwin the Broeklyn. Mike had shrunken
ifito his all-enveloping coat with pa-
thetle moreseness. The look of pity in
his eye when it Hghted upen Allis gave
placé to one of rebellious accusation
as he turned his head slowly and glar-
ed at Redpath.

“Ye put up a bad ride there, b'y,”
he commenced, speaking in a hard,
dry, deflant tone; ‘“a bad ride, an’ o
mistake. Mind I'm not sayin’ ye could
a-won, but ye might a-tried,” and he
walited for Redpath’'s defense,

‘“She was all out, Mike, beat; what
was the use of driving her to death

when she hadn’'t the ghost of a
chance?”

‘“You're a little toco hard on Red-
path,” remonstrated Allis; “he’s just
been telling me that he didn’'t wish to
punish the mare unnecessarily.”

“His business was to win if he could,
Migs,” answered Mike, not at all won
over. “It wae a big stake, an’ he ought
to've put up a big finish. The Rhck
would’'ve quit if ye’d ever got to his
throat-latch; he’s soft, that’s what he
is. An’ just where ye could have won
the race, p'r’aps, ye quit ridin’ an’ let
him come home alone. It’'s queer b’ys
that’s ridin’ mow, Miss,” Gaynor add-
ed, flercely, nodding his head in great
decision, and, turning away abruptly,
the petulant moroseness showing deep-
er than ever in his wrinkled face.

“You mustn’t mind Mike, Redpath,”
said Allis; “he’s a good friend of our

family, and is upsét over the race,
that’'s all.”

000001090

Jockey; “he would have rode it out
and epoiled your chance with the mare
—that would have been no good.”

“Still, I hardly like it,”” answered the
girl. “I know you did it for my sake,
but it doesn’t seem quite right. Den’t
do anything like this again. Of couree,
I don’t want Lucretia pushed beyond
her. strength, nor cut up with the
whip, but she ought to get the place if
the can. People might have backed her
for the place, and we’ve thrown away
their money.”

“The bettors will look after their
own interests, Miss Porter, and they
Wou}dn't help you a little bit if you
needed it; they’d be more like to do
you a bad turn. If I'd driven the mare
to death, an’ been beaten for the place,
as 1 might have, the papers would
hat_'e slated me for cruelty. You must
believe that I did it for the best, Miss.”

“I do, and I suppose I must thank
you, but don’t do it again. I'd rather
you didn’'t carry yeur whip at all on
Lucretia; she deesn’t need it; but don’t
ease her up if you've got a chance till
you pass the wimning post.”

As the two finished speaking, and
moved away, a thin, freckled facé peer-
ed furtively from the doer of stall num-.
bexj six. Just the ferret-like eyes and a
knife-thin nose showed past the wood-
work, but there could be no mistaking
the animal. It was Shandy. .

“I've got you again,” he mutt
;‘Blta.st1 the whole tribe of you! e‘l“i’(}i
ust pip you on that
eyt dirty work, blow-

XXVI.

The Brooklyn had been run and won:
won by Langdon’s stable, and lost b).,
John Porter's. That night Allis spent
hours trying to put into a letter to her
mother their defeat and their hopes in
such a way as to save distress to her
father. She wound up by simply ask-
ing her mother to get Dr. Rathbone to !
impart as much Information as he!
deemed advisable to his patient,

?hey were a very depressed lot at:
Dixon’s cottage that evening. Dixon |
was never anything else but taciturn,

|
{
|
|
{

“I don‘t blame him,” answered the B

and the disappointment of the day was
simply revolving in his mind with the
monotonous regularity of a grlndstone.j
They had lost, and-that’s all there was|
about it. Why talk it over? It could!
do no good. He would nurse up Lucre- !
tia and work back into her by mile
gallops a fitting strength for the
Brooklyn Derby. With incessant weari-
ness he rocked back and forth, back
and forth in the big Bosten rocker;
while Allis, at a little table in a corner
of the room, sought to compose the let-
ter she wished to.send home,

‘With apathetic indifference the girl
heard a oconstrained knock at the cot-
tage door; she barely leoked up as Dix-
on opened to a visitor., It was Crane
who entered.

At almost any other time his visit
w dd have been unpleasant. In his
presence even the mest trivial comver-
sation seemed shrouded in a Bback-
ground of interested intentions; but to-
night Dixon’s censtrained depression
weighed heavy on her spirits and irri-
tated her.

“Tuck was against you today, Dixon,”
exclaimed the visitor.

£To be sastherd)

QUEER REMEDIES FOR WHITE MAN'S PLAGUE.

s,

Professor Behring’s method of fight- -

ing phthisis, which, when announced
the other day at the tuberculosis con-
gress in Paris, aroused the greatest in-
terest in all parts of the world, is yet
another proposition added to innumer-
able others fgor the extermination of
consumption.

Professor Behring, to whom the
whole world is indebted for his inven-
tion of the anti-toxin which has robbed
diptheria of nearly all its terrors, is,
of course, entitled to most serious con-
sideration, for he has been experiment-
ing and searching for a consumption
curef or very many years. Some three
years ago the professor announced to
a congress of Vienna scientists that a
new serum he had invented was giving
highly satisfactory results. He
claimed then to have proved absolute-
ly that tuberculosis could be success-
fully cured, and prevented in people of
tender age, and that a child inoculated
with his serum would be rendered im-
mune for life.

Inoculation is apparently a favorite
methed of combating this terrible dis-
ease. A couple of years back, Dr. Mar-
moreh sent in his resignation as lead-
ing chemist to the Pasteur Institute,
Paris, in order to devote himself entire-
ly to the curing of consumptive
patients.

SERUM FROM HORSES.

The serum he obtained from horses.
This was injected into the patient at
certain intervals and with startling
success. Hundreds are said to have
been cured by the treatment. Certain-
ly Count Hockberg, brother of Prince
Henry of Pless, is a living witness to
its sterling value, for he was dying fast
in a hespital before Dr. Marmoch at-
tended him. After the tenth injection
Ceunt Hoehberg rese from his bed,
able to walk; after the thirteenth he
was cured. Numerous doubting  sur-
geons examined him but failed to find
any trace of phthisis.

A liquid preparation composed large- |
ly of active principles of a number of |
herbs well known to the Indiahs of |
Chili and Colombia, and called “bacil-
line,” wag the remedy put forward at
the Freneh Academy of Medicine some |
time age. Cures were claimed in the |
proportion of eighty-feur cases out ot;
a hundred by leading medical men in!
Germany, Belgium, and the United |
States.

Todine injections beneath the
was the remedy put forward
menths back by Professor Seir,
Milan. He, too, pointed to remarkable
results. A startling claim to cure con-
sumptien was likewise madé by Dr.
Searle, the mayor of Dartmeuth. His
fdea was to take bacellll infinitely |
more powerful than the consumptloni

skin |
a few |
of |

Bacilli, and to inoculate the patientl

with them, the result being that the

stronger would kill the weaker, and
themselves die in the process.

Two St. Louis physicians, Doctors
Higbee and Bowden, recently obtained
remarkable results by inoculating
their patients with a powerful proteid
found in human blood, The theory of
the discoverers is that the disease can
be thrown off by increasing the carry-
ing power of the blood. It is claim-
ed for the remedy that it can do this.
Only in extreme cases, however, is the
drug hypodermically injected, it usual-
ly being given internally, or inhaled in
a. spray.

A etranger cure, certainly is that
now being tried in the Arctic regions.
A large number of consumptive pati-
ents left Halifax, Nova Scotia, a few
months back for a cruise along the
central coast of Greenland. The pro-
moter of the scheme, Dr. Sohon, who
twice accompanied Commander Peary

.in his search for the North Pole, claims

to have cured himself of tuberculosis
by such a visit and sojourn in the icy
regions.

A Berlin physician of great reputa-
tion, Professor Sommerfeld, a year
back gave the results of remarkable
experiments made at several hospitals
with the use of eucalyptus vapours.
Sixty per cent, of the patients treated
were said to have been eured by the
process, which is ene of inhalation.
Qi1 of eucalyptus is mixed with salphur
and charcoal, and the whole exaporated
over specially constructed lamps. The
patient inhales the vapours, which kill
the tubercle bacilli, until he finds relief.

GRAPES AND LEMON JUICE.

The “grape cure” has a large number
at Montreux, Meran, and other places,
of cousumptive followers. The me-
thod of treatment is very simple. As
soon as the patient awakes in the
morning he is given grapes to eat; at
nine o'clock there is another meal of
grapes, at noon the repast consists of

{ bread and water. Grapes are the diet

in the evening, and again on retiring.
The patient starts with a pound of
grapes a day, and gradually is allowed
more, till eight pounds are consumed.

In lemon juice, however, a New York
physician, Dr. Clark, believes he has
found the remedy to cure consumption,
pneumeonia, and influenza while a
French physieian claims te have cured
twelve cases of consumption recently

| by placing the patients for about three

hours every day in a compartment fill-
ed with compressed air containing the
vagours of creosote, mixed with
eacalyptus.

Even riding in a motor-car s sald
to be a sure eure for phthisis. Its
advocate is Dr. Blanchet of Lyons, who
declares that he was himself a suf-
fercd from consumption which he eur-
ed by riding on an average, a hundred
miles a day in an open motor-car.

——————)
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FIGHTING ON A
CARLETON STREET

s

Three Men Before the Pelice Magis-
trate Yesterday.

Matthew Anderson, R. Bryson and
Avard Clark were tried yesterday af-
ternoen before Magistrate Ritchie for
fighting on Union street, Carleton, last
Saturday night. The three men plead-
ed not guilty. =

Anderson and Bryson belong to the
crew of the Bengore Head and Clark
lives in Carleton.

It was alleged by Bryson and Ander-
son that Clark struck Anderson first,
and both stated neither one of them
struck Olark. They stated further that
Clark trted to put Anderson over the
fleats. Clark in his testimony admit-
ted that he had four beers and also
that he struck Anderson twice. He
said, however, that Anderson bumped
into him. He alleged that after they

crossed over to Carleton, Bryson and;
Anderson kept following him up. He:
| premptly divested himself of his coat: ,
In a short while sbout a dezen people !
had congregated and he left the crowd .
‘and went away, leaving his coat be-

Mad R wna premplly traaaferyed to
!

the steamer.

Twoe of Clark’s friends upheld his
testimony.

Captain Camphbell, master of the ship,
was present and gave Anderson a good
name.

The magistrate told the men that he
could fine them each $20 for fighting,
but that he would only fine them for
being drunk. Anderson and Clark were
both fined $56 and the fine allowed to
stand against them. Bryson was not
fined. Clark is to regain possession of
his coat.

HIS SEVENTIETH BIRTHDAY

OTTAWA, Dec. 4—Sir Richard Cart-
wright celebrated his seventieth birth-
day today.

It is reported that two or three of-
ficlals of the public works department
are under a cloud in connection with
the disappearance of a quantity of
lumber from the Ottawa post office.

ENGAGEMENT ANNOUNCED

MONCTON, N. B.,, Dec. 4—It is re-
ported that Henry Ffmmerson, jr., son
of the minister of rallways, is te be
married this menth te Miss M. Paul-
ine Price of Parrsboro.

Senater Poirier will probably rebuild
next spring his flour mill at Shediac,
bucned a shert $ime ago.

HEAT YOUR HOME

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

RELSEY
WARM AIR GENERATOR.

Let us call and give you estimates

KEENAN & RATCHFOKD,

*Phone 784 21 WATERLOO ST

R P.& W. E Starr, Ltd.

CHEAP FUEL FOR RANGES AND SMALL STOVES.
PEA HARD COAL *‘seuivered™

49 Smythe and 14 Charlotte St8
Telephones 9—115.

damaged by water,

Creat Fire Sale Now Going On |

Bargains in $6000 worth of Coods slightly
Must be sold.-

OVERCOATS FROM $2.00 UP.
Depot Clothing Store,as mill street

COAL.

Scotch and American Hard Coal
—best quality.
Broad Ceve and Reserve Syd-
ney Soft Coal.
T. M. WISTED & CO,

321 Brussels St, 142 St Patrick 8t
"Phone 1597.

The Scenic Route.

Stmr. Maggie Miller leaves Millidge-
wille for Summerville, Kennebeccasis
Island and Bayswater daily (except
Saturday and Sunday) at 9.00 a. m. and
8.30 and 5.00 p. m.

Returning from Bayswater at 7.00 and
10.00 a. m. and 4.15 p. m.

SATURDAY.

Leaves Millidgeville at 7.15 and 9.00
a. m. and 3.30 and 5.00 p. m.

Returning at 6.30, 8.00 and 10.00 a. m.
and 4.156 and 5.46 p. m.

SUNDAY

Leaves Millidgeville at 8.00 and 10.30
a. m, and 6.0 p. m.

Returning at 9.45 a. m. and 6 p. m.

JOHN McGOLDRICK.

WE ARE NQW SAWING
Pine and Hemlock Boards,

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

cannot be beaten, 'and money and time
can be saved by buying from us.

Our brand of 8hingles and Clap=
boards are now favorites, and it taxes

us to meet the demand.

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

Murray & Gregory

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

Do Not. Pay $5.00

FOR A

Tubular
Skate,

when you can get
the best for

G. HEVENOR'S,

CORMER SMYTHE AND NELSON STS.
’Phone, 972.

$3.50

good Refnse in plenty, also Refuse |

1 Fox

Ask Your Grocer

i secBOR. ...

'St John Creamery Butter
and Cream.

If he does not handle our
' goods call on us direct.
| Creamery open for inspec-
' tion every day, 92 King St.

I Tel 1432
W. H. BELL, Manager,

CHRYSANTHEMUMS,
ROSES, CARNATIONS,

SMILAX, HANDSOME FERNS
| for dishes.

e

W. & K. PEDERSEN,

i Florists, City Marke
Greeenhouse Sandy Point Road.
Phon. 2194.—

YOU RUN NO CHANCES

of geiting anything but the best guale
ity of coal when you give us your
order, :
SUN C'OAL & WOOD CO.,

Cor. Clarence and St. David Sta.
"Phone 1346.

Coals of All Kinds
LOWEST CASH PRICES.

Call and get prices. Prompt
delivery.
H. G. CURREY,
53 Symth Street (J. F. Frost's Office).
' Phone 250,

| North End Harness Shop.

Are You Safe Driving Your 0!d Harness?
Better look up the matter and avoid
any possible accident because of worne
out siraps or buciies. A stitch in time
{ may save a life—your horse and buggy,
too.

NYE & WHELPLEY,

608 MAIN ST. N. B.

75 cents, cash in advanoe, the
Weekly Sun will be sent to your ad-
ldress for one year.

'LoOK ouT
FOR YOUR SCALP.

i 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

The West St. John
Office of
St. John STAR

]l ALmon

E. R W. INGRAHAM,

DRUGGIST,
127 UNION STREET,

Advertisem;nts and Sub-

scriptions left there will
receive careful attention.

The North End
Office of
St.JohnSTAR

]S AT—

GEORGE W, HOBEN,

DRUGGIST,
367 MAIN STREET.

Advertisem;nts and Sub-
soriptions _left there will
receive careful attention.

Biscuits
We are now manufacturing.

Try them.

Assorted Sandwich Jam Jams,
Rich Mixed, Fancy Mixed, Gra-
ham Wafers, Cocoanut and Italian
Macaroons.

Ask your grocer for them.

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

STORM SASHES
Phone 1628.
YWhen You Want Them On.

A. E HAMILTON,

Coniractor and Builder,

Shop, 209 Brussels St.
Residence 88 Exmouth St.

LOOK!

1 1b. Best 40c Tea for 30¢.
2 Pack. Chinese Starch 1'7¢
Cash only.

T. W. MORRISON, 33 Simonds St.

Qur Overcoats
Are Qoing Fast

CODNER BROTHERS
l 10 Paradise Row.




