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Manne Hardware.

Caulking Irons.

Ex
Dory Anchors 
Turnbuckles 

Luff Hooks 
Sail Thimbles 

Wire Rope Thimbles 

Sticking Tommies 
Grommets

The Direct Agencies, Ltd
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Stock:
Wire Rope Clips 

Connecting Links 

Barrel Slings 1 
Mast Hoops 
Dory Oars 
Rowlock:

Trawl Swivels

The Lady Who Waited.
BY MAX PEMBERTON.
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The policeman at the corner ad
mitted that “the old cove had a coup
le”: and this was the very worst that 
could have been said of Nathaniel 
Coldspike, M. D. and M. S.

We admit it without scruple.
The kindly bachelor of mature mid

dle age and sober habit, had—as the 
observing policeman remarked—par
taken of light refreshment to the ex
tent of an encore, and his ruicund 
jowl and lightsome step did not con
ceal the fact.

Why should they have done so?
Was there anything to he ashamed 

of; anything to excuse in the conduct 
of an old Merchant Gilder who had 
attended the banquet of his Company 
upon the eve of Christmas, and there 
partaken of punch, hock, burgundy, 
champagne, claret, and pplrt, to say 
nothing of brandy-and*-sodas and three 
?orona cigars? Had not a Lord Mayor 
>.d a Chaplain been his neighbours 
at the
fble,” the doctor would have told you; 
although, to be sure, that phrase was 
a little difficult at midnight

He did not atempt it Rather he re
peated the chorus of a blithe song 
which declared that he might have 
been the only girl in the world—a 
possibility which did not alarm him. j 
A friendly little conversation with a 
pillar-box lacked that discussion which 
Dr. Johnson has told us Is necessary 
to good talk. He passed on with 
some contempt for his adversary's 
silence, and, pulling himself together, 
he prepared to face his own doorstep. 
Here was his Styx, beyond which lay 
the shades and sleep. The doctor sat 
for quite a long time on the pedestal 
by the area gate, and it really was 
wonderful how the night air sobered 
him. He found that he could repeat 
“The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck” 
without anw trace of accent.

The stairs were another matter.
The whole reputation of the College 

ef Surgeons was at stake here, and 
the goose-step did not serve it over 
well. Genrally spaklng, the Doctor’s 
finger-tips helped him, and a crouch
ing attitude as if one about to spring 
was safer under the circumstances. 
He was a little surprised to see a 
light in the drawing-room on the first 
floor, and he said with some severity 
that his servants must have been keep
ing Christmas prematurely. "Alcohol 
is the curse of the country,” he re
flected, “to say nothing of its effect 
upon the hearteries"—a joke he ought 
to have made at the dinner. He de
termined to exert his patronal author
ity and to try the thing upon Mary 
the housemaid.

There was no trouble whatever 
about opening the door. He had 
merely to find the handle, which, ab
surdly enough, persisted In being on 
the side where he did not seek it. 
When, at last, he succeeded, it was 
easy enough to enter the room majest
ically and to ask, "What are you wom
en doing here?” He did-so with a gait 
worthy of Martin Harvey. The fact 
that there was but one woman there 
did not immediately diecdncert him. 
He was about to call her Mary when 
something In her flashing eyes arrest
ed the very word upon his lips.

“I beg your pardon," ha. said.
She seemed to think that he had 

reason to do so.
“Such men as you,” she cried, "are 

lower than the beetles we crush be
neath our feet—though, God knows, I 
have never had the courage to crush
one,"

“You are quite right, madam,” he 
said; “it anybody is to be crushed, 
crush me!” and he sat heavily in a 
gilt-backed chair and stared wildly 
about him. The' beautiful lady con
tinued to regard him with something 
that the earth should be ashamed to 
cover.

"When my husband stooped to em
ploy you,” she remarked, "I knew at 
once that he was in the hands of a 
blackmailer and a thief!—mild terms, 
hut unfortunately I know no others.
All your past should have warned him.
The woman you basely deserted at 
'Clapton; the money you got out of 
young Lord Dester—that horrible case , 
of Margaret Anderson—do you think 
London knows so little that you can 
hide your crimes through all eternity? .Christmas bells, 
Detective indeed! Say rather villian, 
adventurer, and assassin!”

The Doctor bowed his thanks.
“Madam,” he said, suavely, “I per

ceive that you mistake me for another.
I wish that I had suqh a reputation as 
you are good enough to indicate. Un
fortunately, . I am merely a nerve 
specialist—and this, madam, is my 
poor house—very much at your ser
vice. Should you be suffering from

you—here and now, madam, if it is 
convenient to you."

The lady rose and looked closely 
Into the stranger’s face.

“Good God,” she exclaimed, and the 
words 'came prettily from her lips, 
"It Is another man!"

“Too true," said the Doctor, "an
other man,” and he shook hie head 
sadly. "A man, madam, who this very 
night has for the good of his fellow- 
men partaken of punch, sherry, port, 
champagne, and burgundy. God help 
such a man, madam! Who knows 
whether he begins or ends—even, it 
may be, at Bow Street, in the cruel 
hands of the inexorable Law!”

He shed a few tears and wiped 
them- away upon a hankerchtef which 
smelt strongly of tobacco. The beauti
ful lady regarded him with a new1 In
terest. A smile gave luster to her 
wonderful face and she rang the bell 
for soda-water.

"How did you get Into this house, 
man?” she asked.

He worked out the answer to that 
sum upon his fingers.

"In darkest London,” he said, “One 
house Is no better than another house. 
'We are all brothers, madam. Your 
house or mine, what does it matter? 
Nevertheless, there are peculiarities. 
You, tor instance, own an establish
ment which has no door. Upon that 
point my mind is irrevocably made 
up. You have no door and it was 
open. I perceived the fact and I en
tered. ‘What is the Reason,’ I asked 
myself, ‘for the absence of that com
mon ornament—a door?” My profes
sional curiosity wan aroused. I as
cended your stairs—not without diffi
culty. I entered, and was in the pres
ence of angels----- ”

"No,” she said, slowly, "there is

only one of ns. And Reggie, it ap
pears, was stupid enough not to close 
the door after him. Well, here is my 

at last Thank heaven, he 
protect me!"

“A tall and objeotnonahly-strong 
man entered the room at these words, 

took a good look at the doctor
"Mildred,” he asked, mildly, "who

Is this 4----- d scroundrel?"
put her arms about his neck 

him.
Alfred,” she said, "this Is the man 

who has been following me for a 
whole month past. You suspected me, 
darling, oh! so unjustly—you set that 
horrid detective to watch me. You 
might have spared yourself the trou
ble. I determined from the first to 
expose the rlllian—and there he Is. 
Alfred, will you not punish him?"

The big man turned up tie sleeves 
and looked at his hoots.

"Joseph," he sàld, “you are about 
leave us forever.”
The doctor'sat upon the kerbstone 

for quite a long time,wondering where 
the fellow bought those hoots. A 
young man named Reggie, who ap
peared from nowhere, was quite sym
pathetic and offered to get him a cab.

“You shouldn’t -have turned your 
back to him," he said; always keep 
a straight left—he’s a mass of flesh 
really, afid if you had got one In on 
the plexus you would have gassed 
him Immediately. But really, you 
know, you shouldn't be running after 
the girls at your time of life."

The Doctor agreed.
"It is not usually necessary to run 

in these days, ” he said. “I should 
not think of doing so at this time of 
night. Please get me a cab. I have 
forgotten the namq of the street in 
which I reside, but no doubt the driver 
will remember it."

The driver, however, did nothing of 
the sort. He was eighty*-two and the 
age of his horse about the same. The 
Doctor swore he would never leave 
him “till death do us part." It was a 
resolution that gave him no Joy.

“Drunk?” he asked Reggie.
"No," said the bad boy, "happily 

married—that’s all!”
And so the cab drove off to nowhere 

and London slept to the music of the

Stirring Her Up.

The salesmen are the men who keep 
the world from falling fast asleep. 
The good old world would love to 
quit, and shut its eyes and snore a 
bit, and let the spiders please them
selves by weaving cobwebs o’er the 
shelves. The world would like it

that’s new until Its shelves were 
bare to view. No doubt If It could 
have Its way, the *orld would drone 
the live-long day, and leave its busi
ness to chance, and gather mildew on 
its pants. But, ah! The salesman, 
keen and fit, he prods the world and 
chivvies It, and gladly squanders 
railroad fare to keep the moths out of 
Its hair.

FOR THE

HOLIDAY
TAKE A KODAK WITH YOU. 

Our stock of

KODAKS. 

BROWNIE and 

PREMO CAMERAS
is complete.

Also a full stock of Eastman 
T'-” mim, and Film Pack to fit 
every size camera at ’

TOOTON’S,
The Kodak Store,

$80 WATER STREET.

At this time of the season, for some years past, we have been featuring a one price sale. This time 
it is 25 cents, and the first comers get the best bargains. , x

Perhaps you will see what you want among these items, if not we have many more things. Come and 
see them all ■ , ' - ,

A Tin Pin Hardwood Extension Clothes Rack. 

A Handsome Nickel Plated Dinner Bells 
A Fine Woven Wire Dish Cover.
A Galvanized Iron Coal Shovel.
A Boss Barber Razor Hone, made to sell at $1. 
Ladies’ Fine White Muslin Collars.

Ladies’ Sport Hats.
Men’s Coloured Socks.
Cleveland Paper Cleaner.
Cut Glass 10” Vase.
Glass Covered Butters.
8 oz. Bottles Peroxide.
Steel Frying Pans.
Improved Flour Sifters,
Vanishing Cream, j 
Whitewash Brush& *

Children’s Toy Set*.

Ladies’ Muslin Tea Aprons. v f

Ladies’ Cotton Hose in White and Black. , 
Men’s Leather Belts.
Men’s Wash Ties.
A Large Tin of Talcum.
A box of Stationery.
A 6 Yard Card of Lace Edging.
Hats, Mounts and Ornaments.
Infants’ Muslin Bonnets.
Ladies’Dust Caps.
Fibre Lunch Boxes.
Improved Skirt and Coat Hangers.
Hair Brushes.
Plain and Fancy Hair Ribbons.
Children’s Jersey Ribbed Pants.

Paper Borderings in great variety. Worth 
$1.20, now 25c.

Pussyfoot, Prohibitionist

HAS ALL ENGLAND GUESSING AS 
• HE SILENTLY “SAWS WOOD.”

London.—If It, le a distinction for 
one more American to have thrown a 
scare Into all of Great Britain, then 
surely some one Is due to advance to 
the front and center and pin a fflédal 
on the expansive chest of one William 
E.—So-called Pussyfoot — Johnson, 
temperance worker and representative 
In Britain of the Anti-Saloon league 
hack home. For Pussyfoot Johnson 
has done that little thing; he has the 
back hair of every honest drinker In 
these Isles rearing up on end through 
fear that by some magic he alone and 
unaided Is going to snatch the chéer- 
ing cup from British lips. And , do 
that iniquitous thing right speedily, 
too!

The -amusing feature of this little 
tale, lads, Is that Fffend Pussyfoot 
Hasn’t done a thing to merit all this 
bogey-man stuff except to saw wood 
and say nothing. Only he had the 
misfortune to be discovered—to be 
discovered sawing wood and saying 
nothing.

Muckraker Starts Wheeze.
This week the Daily Mail sent out 

an enterprising survival of the muck
raking age of fifteen years ago to 
write a series of scarey stories about 
how American prohibition spellbind
ers already were secretly at work to 
convert the British Isles to the pre
sent parched condition that Inhabit
ants of the U.S.A. are enjoying. This 
belated muckraker was an Industri

ous soul; he went at his Job hard, and 
the very second person he picked on 
was Pussyfoot Johnson.

What he said—to the extent of a 
close-packed column in the Dally Mall 
—about the Insidious methods of this 
same Mr. Johnson, how he moved into 
an area of wetness, pussy-footed 
around for a spell and suddenly made 
that area dry as a Hog biscuit, was in
deed a crime. The late lamented Guy

Playing a Deep Game.
But perhaps—Just perhaps, dear 

reader—Mr. Johnson, of Kansas, or 
wherever he hails from originally, was 
playing a deeper game than the Daily 
Mail wotted When he ducked lor Fin
land after the "exposure.” It Is bare
ly possible he believed that by playing 
up to the part attributed to him, by 
sustaining his reputation as a "pus
syfoot,” he could the better uphold

Fawkes, who once, many years ago, i that very reputation as a worker In 
plotted to blow up the house of parlla- ! the dark which the London paper had 
ment and all who happened to be fixed upon him.
therein at the time, was a babe in 
arms in comparison with the picture 
this Daily Mail man drew of Mr. Pus-

However, the scare was abroad In 
London.

Other papers began to enquire Into

Joke Is on the correspondent of Uni
versal. Service, whose office is one 
floor above that of Pussyfoot Johnson. 
The correspondent had ridden in the 
so-called ’life’ of Mr. Johnson, had 
talked with Mr. Johnson, knew he was 
some sort of a prohibitionist person— 
and let It go at that. So the cur. 
respondent had a “beat” pulled off un- 
der his very nose.

syfoot Johnson. He was a raving the mysterious menace exercised by 
fanatic with the astuteness of a Mach- this mild-mannered gentleman with 
iavelli, was this American propa- glasses and an embonpoint. The Eve- 
gandist; he worked in the dark; he ning News took up the cry and sent 
snatched honest liquor from honest out a young man to interview “a pro- 
men’s lips without their seeing the minent American engineer “at pre
hand that did the trick. I sent in London.” The news represen-

The day after the Daily Mail’s Native must have found this “promin- 
broadside appeared Mr. Johnson had eut American engineer” in the Savoy 
the bad judgment to go to Finland, baft for his gloomy predictions as to 
Why Finland, no body knows. He [ what Pussyfoot Johnson would do to 
might have chosen Kansas City or, the well known demon over here had 
Timbuctoo. The smooth tongued aides the prophesies of Jeremiah, of Holy

1 Writ, looking like a real estater’she left behind him said he’d gone to 
Finland In answer to an urgent call 
from “Influential people” In that dis
tant land; they did not know just 
when he’d return.

This was a tactical blunder on the 
part of Mr. Johnson—perhaps/ The 
Dally Mall exulted that It had “smok
ed him out.” Publicity, it declared, was

prospectus.
Pussy Overturns Tipple.

The Evening News followed up 
with a cartoon by Poy—the kingpin of 
the pencil boys over here—on the 
front page. It represented a kitten 
wearing a Methodistical tie and silk 
hat tipping over the “mug of bitter”

bad for Mr. Johnson’s business. ! of the honest British worker while^ie 
Therefore, having received thie big was engrossed in his newspaper, and 
bawl-out Pussyfoot had been forced j it was entitled “Pussyfoot.” 
to flee. Perhaps, in tyie first analysis, the

True Domestic Economy.
Do YOU take a pride in your kitch

en equipment? or are you still satis
fied in grub along with your old coal 
range, with it’s attendant smoke, ash
es, and dirt and inefficiency?

Do ydu realise the saving In time 
and consequent leisure to be secured 
by an "ALL-GAS-KITCHEN Don’t be 
behind the lime,” equip vour kitchen 
with modern Gas appliances, and thus 
eliminate all the drudgery and dirt of 
old-time methods. Phone 87, or call 
at our Showroom for full particulars.

ST. JOHN’S GAS LIGHT CO. 
june27,eod,tf

Fads and Fashions.
Suit coats are long.
Bracelets are still in favor.
The dress-coat will be popular.
The waistline is slightly raised. ‘ 
There is a new circular fullness. 
Squirrel gray is a fovorite hue. 
Cape collars are very fashionable. 
The kimono sleeve is here to stay. 
Evening wraps are of a dull hue. 
Evening dresses are in pannier 

styles.

Mbs Information HE’S A GREAT LITTLE “MIXER”— By Wood Cowan
Protected by George Matthew Adams


