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p sporting editor stood at the win-
and drummed on the sash with lis
pil. Three blocks away,
B of Newspaper row, a (
pe shot into the n 1
hurrying engines rose
clattering streets bel
‘‘reat Jehoshaphat!
fre, Chester; close too. WWho's
The city editor came to the wind
ppy in hand, and flattened his nose
ainst the pane.
“She is a roarer, isn’'t she? I sent
oung Stanley out on that. I didn't
mow it was going to be a big thing or
l'd sent some one else. Looks like
more than he can handle, I'm afraid.”
§ The sporting editor ceased his tap-
ping on the window and turned to the

peaker.
f “Say, Ches, what’s the matter with
j¢ yonngster anyway? Irom the way

/p at first I thought he was

ping to make a top notcher, but Eddy
e of The News and Tim Barnes of
the Reporter skin him alive whenever
hey’re out on the same assignments.
on’t understand it. And he was such
hie holn +9 me last winter with that
potball stuff too; knew all the team
ke a book; played on one of 'em year
pfore last, if you remember. He’s as
iteady as a clock and as willing as a
by can be, yet every time he gets a

thance to do something big he goes up

p the air.”

“l know that,” said the city editor.
*This is strictly on the q. t., but the
d man sent for me only last night to
lk to me about that very thing. He
s the boy hasn’t shown any natural
jnde for newspaper work, and un-
p makes good he’ll have to be
” . And the city editor went

blue pencil again.
pwn the smoky street came
roar of human voices. The
tor threw up the window

by George! Hear ’em,
must be something do-
e; fireman making a
y most likely. I can
head tomorrow, ‘Our
fidies” Hey?”
dater one of the office
fbreathless and excited.
, you otter been
There’s three women
floor of th’ building
an’ everybody thinks
’cause th’ streets is
ers, an’ th’ firemen
wit’ th’ towers. A
igh th’ ropes an’ runs
wit’ his coat over his
jhey could nab him in
ont door. Th' next we
was up on th' roof
Pplece of rope to tl’
th’ women was. TN’
ghort one, an’ so he
[’ roof where he is,
Wwhat he is goin’ to do.
p story brick what's
they’s a wire runs
big buildin’ down to
nt, about =0.” And
d an angle of about
thitches th’ littlest wo-
twire wit’ a piece of
ploose. 1 didn’t watch,

ed it wouldn’t hold |
p' she got down all

sends th’ next one

d a wordd We was |
path. While he was |

. | And Bobby paused for breath, much

S,‘

-

bet you could have heard ’em over n
Jersey. They swarms around th’ bricl
buildin’ to meet him when he comes
down, but somehow he makes a clean
getaway, an’ there don’t nobody know
who he is nor nothin’.”

hed to find that every one had

vn near to listen.
The city editor threw up his hands
1id groaned!
“Now, isn't it just my luck to send
| Stanley out on a story like that? Why,
Billy Kimhall would have got three
l columns out of that, besides a signed ‘
| interview with this unknown person
| and maybe a picture of him thrown in.
| Dexter, you go out and get what you
can of this, will you?”

An hour afterward a tall, broad
| shouldered young fellow came quietly
into the room and laid a bunch of copy |
| on the city editor's desk. ester look-

" | ed up and nodded a greeting, his prac-

[ ticed fingers already sorting the pencil-

| ed sheets.

|  “Looks a little sloppy, don’t it?” said |
l he. *What’s this—blood?”

The young man dived his hands into

his coat pockets and replied hurriedly,

s, I'm afraid it does look a little
that way, but I cut my hand down
there, and 1 haven’'t had time yet t)
have it fixed up.”

Chester had reacked the bottom
sheet, and when he spoke again his
voice came like the click of a stecl
trap.

“How does this happen, Stanley? |
Didn’t you sce this man get the womar
off the roof 7"

“Yes,” said the reporter. “I saw a3
much of that business as any one dia, |
I guess.”

“And do you mean to tell me that
such a thing as that is only worth
three or four lines of copy? Didn’t you |
make any attempt to find out who the |
man was or get any story out of him?”

Chester was getting angry now. Stan- |
ley’s voice came clearly across thei
hush that lay on the room. {

“Well, you see, Mr. Chester, it didn‘ti
strike me that that business amounted I
to so very much. Any man would have l
done the same thing. Don’t you think |
s0?” [

The city editor was now fairly rous- |
ed, and his voice rang like a clarion.
“Why, good Lord, man, don’t you know ‘
that The News and The Reporter will |
everlastingly scoop us on this proposi- |
tion? Here's a man that takes his life !
into his bare hands to do a brave thing |
—to save three women from being'
burned alive—and because you fall|
down on the story you iry to belittle !
the whole thing! You ought to be
ashamed, sir! Why, tomorrow morn-
ing the whole city will be ringing with ‘
that man’s name, and here we are high |
and dry and scooped all because it
didn’t strike you as amounting toi
much.” |

The young man was pale, and he|
mopped at his forehead with his hand- |
kerchief, but when he spoke his voicei
was steady.

“I don’t think we'll be scooped thll1
time,” said he. “The man slipped away
from them all. They haven’t any more“
idea of where he is now than—you |
bave, Mr. Chester.”

“How do you know that?”’ rapped |
out the city editor. “I suppose you
know who he is and all about it, eh?”

‘Yes,” sald thc jcuzg man very
quietly; “I know who he is8.” |

The city editor leaned back in his
chair and stared, fairly gasping for
breath. !

“Well, I'm damnped!” sald bhe at
length. “And ‘you can stand there and |
tell me that you know who this man
was and yet you made no attempt)
whatever to get the story?” ‘

Stanley bowed his dead without &
word. |

“Then all I've got to say to you is
| that you've botched this business in a
way that ought to everlastingly dis-|

ce the youngest cub reporter on the |

oman th’ whole in- | gy

jlin’ caves in, an’ I

§ both gone for sure, |
p clears away there |

g of th’ wall, wi’

rand th’ last woman |
Th’ rest of th’ rope |

himself must have
i’ fire, for he looks

once an’ then swings |

pwn that wire hand
eircus actor. When
lbat he was a-goin’ to

they cut loose, an’ 1 |
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stood a moment, swaying
and then, putting out a hand |
dy bimself, be spoke:

“l guess you're right, Mr. Chester,”
said be. *I know as well as you can|
tell me that I haven’t shown any abil-
ity in this line of work. You've been
very patient with me, and I appreciate
it. 1 don’t suppose there will be any
necd for me to write out a resignation,
will 1here?’ And, turning, be walked
oGt of the room.

The sporting editor caught him at
he head of the stairs and laid a kindly

on the boy’s shoulder.

“Harry, old man, I'm awfully sorry—
{ Iam fora fact. Don’t take what Ches-

ter said too much to beart. He's away |

off tonight anyway. But why didn’t
| you tell bim who the man was, Har-
Le younger man put out his hand,

but winced at the grip that met it.

“Joe,” sald he, “I know I'm not cut
out for this business, and it's just as|
well 1 quit it now as later, only—only
I'm sorry 1 had to fall down so hard.
It wasn't because I didn’t know it
would have made a good story, but—I
can’t give the man’s name.”

The sporting editor spoke quickly:|
“Why, man, your hand fis bleeding!
| Let’s have a look at it.”

Across the palm and the joints of the
l fingers ran deep parallel cuts, and as|

the sporting editor bent over them a
great light came to him. Their eyes
met, and the older man’s were full of |
tears, ’

He strode back to the editorial rooms.

“Chester!” he called, and the eity edi-

!
i
!

tor looked up. “We've got tha man’s| |

name, and, by heavens, it's more the® |
a scoop for us!” '
)

Brahms, the Composer, ¢

For everything fresh, simple an#!
genuine Brahms had the heartiest |
love. He is said to have always car- |
ried candy in his pocket for the chil-
dren he knew, and a lady described in
2 letter how she had seen him on the |
botel piazza on all fours clambered |
over by his young playmates. He was
o cordial terms with waiters and |

50 o

servants and told Mr. Henschel with
emotion the story of a serving maid
who lost her position in order to shield
a careless postman, who, being mar-
ried, could not afford to lose his.
Another pretty story, showing at

| once his modesty and his catholicity

of taste, recounts how all the musical |

friends of the daughter of Johann ||
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“I don't care for dinner, Brown,
thank you.”

“'Thout so much as movin’,” Bfﬂv‘m
confe d to Cynthia as they prepared
to do justice to the dinner now almost
cold.

* * . . *
came across the ocean to

full of life and vivacity,

Strauss, the great waltz composer, | now brimming over with the joy of

were writing their names, with phrases | so e

ut experience, now breathing

from their works, in her album. When | av. ¢ 1 wonder of the grandeur of

| it was his turn, the composer of the|s

German requiem wrote the opcning! ture, but never once did she say *“I

phrase of the “Blue Danube” waltz |

you, dear,” or “I' wiﬁ I were in buying them, they

and underneath it the words, “Not, I|D at home with you,” or

wonder

regret to say, by vour devoted friend, | wh vou are doing.” I'rank Ryals |

1d unaffected was the character of | some such expression, but it never

tnis great man.—Outlook.

|
]
|

A Queer Living.

“th:nmos Brahms.” So who]osome!s anr le her letters feverishly forica'n be procured at

caie.
Old friends welcomed him back to
the club, and occasionally Le went tu‘

“The man with the strangest occupa- | the opera. Dinners at home were

tion 1 ever met,” said a man who re-
cently returned from abroad, “was a

young fellow in Paris. He made his |

living by giving birthday parties. He |
did not make a good living, it is true, |
but he kept body and soul together.
“He would invite a number of friends
to come up to spend the evening with
him in honor of his birthday. He was
poor, but a good musician. They had
a pleasant time, and then some one
would suggest a drink. The host was
poor, he explained, but he would go

| for the drink. On each trip he made

he held out a small sum. This sup-
ported him for a day or two until he
could pick up more friends and havae
another party.” _ _ _ _
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. ONE TRIP AND—§
ANOTHER...

MARIE ALICE PHILLIPS

Copyright, 1901, by
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The importunate cabbies and bus-
tling porters failed to attract the at-
tention of Frank Ryals except so far
as a nervous person would notice mos-
quitoes or flies. He brushed them
away without so much as a look as he
passed down the long pier. With bent
head and quickening footsteps he walk-
ed, unheeding and unnoticed, through
the sweat and turmoil of the city to his
home, As he rang the bell his hand
shook and the muscles of his throat
tightened.

The faithful butler, who had been
valet to Frank Ryals before his mar-
riage, held the door open and inquired
solicitously if “Mis’ Ryals” got off
safe and sound.

The reply came after a pause, “Yes,
Brown, thank you,” but the white,
drawn look of his beloved master’'s
face repelled further inquiry, and the
butler retired to the kitchen, there to
unbosom himself to Cynthia.

“It's my opinion Marse Frank is
mighty cut up 'bout Mis’ Bess goin’ off
to Europe ’ithout no warnin’ hardly at
all,”

Cynthia sniffed.

“And her a bride of jes’ three
months,” continued the indignant

| Brown. “It's my opinion she don’t

care much about ’im, and ’im the best
and jolliest man that ever lived.”
Brown was growing more aggrieved
every minute.

“Gus Brown, would you have a
oman tied to a man’s coattails always
Jes® 'cause she happens to be married
to ’'im?’ And Cynthia set the pan
down sharply on the table,

“I don’t expect much of women folks
at no time,” replied Brown stoutly, in-
Jecting as much scorn into his tones as
be thought safe, “but I didn’t much ex-
pect a young bride to go off so cheer-
ful-like and leave her husband for six
months on a stretch.”

Cynthia turned sharply and looked

| iInto the face of the worthy butler.

“Did you say six months, Gus Brown—
six months?’

scarce and finally ceased altogether.
Six months had extended into eight be-
cause Mrs. Raine wanted to take her
party into Egypt, but now they were
coming home.

The man who stood on the pier wait-
ing for the North German Lloyd
steamer to cast anchor on a bright
April day looked very much like the
same Frank Ryals who had stood there
eight months before except for a cer-
tain air of composure and two little
patches of gray hair on his temples
that contrasted oddly with his fresh
face. He received Bess and her friends
cordially and told the latter he had
made all arrangements to have them at
his home during their short stay in
New York.

Everybody talked at once at dinner,
there was so much to say and the joy
of being once more on American soil
was 8o keen. The company rose, pro-
testing vigorously when their host
bade them good evening as he prepared
to leave the house.

“We refuse to stay and tura you out
of housc and home this way. It is
atrocious,” they said.

“It is my pleasure,” was the grave
answer, “and you must stay.”

Bess for the first time in her life was
thoughtful and said little. On the
fourth evening after her arrival, when
the guests had all departed and the
clock was on the stroke of 11, Frank
Ryals rose and, taking hat and cane,
said good night.

Bess rose also.

“Where are you going, Frank?”’

“To the club,” he calmly answered.

For a moment she gasped with as-
tonishwent. Then pain, anger and
memlA!g vanity chased in quick sue-
cession over her mobile face.

“Our first evening together,” she
managed to say, and, as he still held
his lhat aod looked steadily at her,
“IHas the club grown so dear to you—
that you can’'t give it up—one even-
ing?”

“One has time to become attached to

anything attractive in eight months,”
be said, “especially if it represents
cne’'s boyhood friends and companion-
¢#hip. The boys at the club have been
very good to me, and I have come to
cepend on them. I would choose them |
in preference to scenery any time, I
think,” he commented, with a strain-
ed smile,

All color and brightness had fled

| from her face. and ne she stood in the !

firelight, her white evening gown cling-
ing about her, she looked almost pa-
thetic.

“I—would like to know-—the worst,
Frank. Is it—any gther woman?”

“No,” he said; “I have never loved
but one woman, and when I found it
was all a mistake I suffered a great
deal, more than you will ever know.
But it is all over now. She didn’t love
me, and I have learned to do without

| her.”

The faithful Brown could only bow |
his bead in assent, and Cynthia, detect- |

ing traces of real grief in hLis usual
woodeny countenance, was too shock-
ed to take much account of the blister
made on ber hand by the overturned
gravy.

Presently Brown put his head in the

F

doorway of the drawing room to an- |

nounce dinner, but, seeing his master

with bowed head and bent shoulders, .
| retired quietly to the kitchen.

Cynthia called Brown “a white liver-

| ed coward” on his return, which om-

boldened that functionary to go back
and touch his master’s elbow,

{Shiloh’s

g Consumption

{Cure

|
l Cures Coughs and Colds
at once. It has been doing
this for half a century, It
has saved hundreds of
! thousands of lives, It will
i save yoursif you give it a
chance., 25 cents a bottle,
If after using it you are not
satisfied with results, go to
your druggist and get your
money back: o+ o o s

Write to S. C. WeLLs & Co., Toronto,
Can., for free trial bottle.

Karl's Clover Root Tea corrects the Stomach

A pause. “We are on an equal foot-
Ing now, Bess.” And he stroked the
gray bair on his temples without look-
ing at her. “It is not as much happi-
ness as—as the other way, but there
is not so much pain.”

Bess had lost all power of speech and
was staring at him with eyes almost |
set In their horror. But he mistook
the causé

“Don’t bother your head, Bess, about
what the world will say. It need
never know. You bear my name, you
are the mistress of my home, and you
will. be free to enjoy your pleasures
Just as you see fit. You are welcome
to all I have.”

“Except your love.”

“You had that, too, once. How long |
ago has it been, Bess? It seems years!

| Good night,”” he sald as she made

| no answer. “The old servants aio

Lere, and you will be perfectly 1fe.”
Still she sald nothing, and he went
out, closing the vestibule door quietly

| after him, Bess recovered sufficiently ‘

to reach the window In time to see
him move down the lighted street to-

| ward the club,

“Oh, my God!” she moaned, “What

| bave I done? Have 1 been dreaming
| all these months?”’

She was awake now, with ten thou- |

sand accusing demons contending for |

| the mastery of her soul.,

Two months later Mrs., Nalne was

| ushered unceremouniously Into Mrs,

| Ryals’ boudoir and found a grave fac-

ed young woman bending over the

‘
| smoldering fire,

“Oh, my dear, I am so fortunate to
find you at home!” was her cheery

{ sreeting. “I am In the greatest hur

2et I do so want you to join my p:n‘fy

| to the Yellowstone park toworrow.
[ IVl be such a glorious trip. I tele- |
| phoned Mr. Rtyals, and the dear, svreet |
| man said be left it entirely with you.

teally, my dear, you are to be con-

i gratulated— Why, Bess"’—

Her hostess had risen and now stood |

| facing her, a grayish pallor spreading
| over her face, ‘

“Don’t speak to me of traveling! 1|

| bate the word—the thought of boats |

and cars and hotels! I want to be left
alone—alone!”
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THE BEST BUSINESS PRACTICE
SYSTEM., for the use of which we hold
exclusive right.

F1VE ROSES.
JERSEY LILY.

AI‘e the best on thel These are some of our features. Our

| Catalogue gives full information. Send

|
. |
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o old cathedral or mystery of na- iynarket. No mistakei tor oue.
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a S Kerr& Son,
HENNESSY’S. | ODDFELLOW

INCHESTER

REPEATING SHOT GUNS

are cheap in price, but in price only. “Take Down”
guns list at $27.00 and Solid Frame guns at $25.00, but
they will outshoot and outlast the highest priced
double barreled guns, and they are as safe, reliable
and handy besides. Winchester Shot Guns are made
of the very best materials that can be procured, a
thoroughly modern system of manufacture permitting
them to be sold at buyable prices. )& & B #&
FREE—Send name and address on a postal card for 164 page illustrated cltllome;
WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., NEwW HAVEN, CT

R

ESTABLISHED IN 1887.
Send your orders for House Finishing to;

J. E.DOAK,

MANUFACTURER, OF

Saspes. Doors, Windaow and Door Frames, Casings, Wainscoating,.
Stair Finishing complete, Jatest designs in Square Cut Balusters andl
Newel Posts, Verandah Finishing complete, Brackets and Seroll sawed
Balusters, Mouldings of all kinds, Matched Flooring and Sheathing,
Everything required to finish a dwelling house or public building.
Also School Desks and Church Pews.  Our tactory is well equipped
with the best modern machinery for the manufacture of house finishing:
of; every description and can compete with any sash and door factory

in the province. " All orders filled promptly and carefully. Address.
all orders to

iJ. EEDOAK, Do;y;roww, N. B,
OLD PEOPLES TRIEND

|
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i MESSRS. C. GATES, SON & CO.:

l Gentlemen,—Iwrite to ssy that I find
your

Invigorating Syrup
IS THE BEST PHYSICI can get. ’

‘ am 84 years of age and have used your
SYRUY a8 a PHISIO for the last ten years and’
bave never been able to obtain anything L
that acts so well. My business that of &
shoemaker, inclines me to costiveness and L.
have to use your sYRUP constantly as a Pry.
sic taking just alittle every night and morn-
ing, .

1 consider it the BESI becauss its gentle

Don’t risk imitstions on Bsby's delloste skin. ’m JAsewion, coming o HpENE ov paih

| and may be taken constantly without pro-
ALBERT ‘rou‘.‘!c"l”‘T 3'3:: co., Mnu...’ ducing any evil effects, such as piles, irregu-
larities of the bowels, ete,

[ have great pleasure 1n recommending, it
to_ull as 1 believe it has had & part in pro~
onging my life,

l Yours sincerely,

Mr. J. R. McDonald has moved to the | MOSES YOUNGy

rooms cver J. Demers’ grocery store| ———e—m e

where he will be pleased to sce his old

customers and friends, Tinware,
PRESSING, CLEANING, REPAIRING
executed with nestness and despatch, l Enamelware’

Pure, Fragrant and Cleansing,
BABY’S OWN SOAP.

IS UNRIVALLED FOR NURSERY
AND TOILET USE.

J. B. McDONALD.

Ironware,

I bave just received a large stock of the
above goods and am prepared to sell at
prices to suit cash purchasers,

" All kinds of tinware made up at short
netice,

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY.
FRANK MASSON.

. e e s— s see—

Detachable e E?&Ynﬁézg;!

Foremost ever since.

Traoz MARKS

To have been “‘first” Desions
e CoryriaoHTs &C.
mcrcly proves antxqu:ty. Anyone sending a sketch and deseri may
quickly Anmrullv.; ‘ﬁ" uwnu&nb{em(w wther‘nn
s RIS - invention is probal . Communica-
To have remained first Lions strictly conddential. Tandbook on Patents
. sent free. Oldest agency for pecuring patents.,
proves merit, Patents taken through Munn ga(,u. recelve
special notice, without charge, in t

Scientific American,

DUNLOP TIRE CO,,
LIMITED A handsomely fllustrated weekly. Jargest cir-
- v culation of any scientific journal, Terms,$3 .
TORONTO. yenr ; four months, §L. Bold by all newsdeslers,

MONN £ Co,s1somier New Yok

Offico, 625 ¥ $t.. Washinzion, D, C.
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