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THE5E CHILDREN ALL 
HAVE 5PENT THEIR 

- MONEY. ON CAKd
k>OAND CANDY. 

PIC5.AND

9 Ft
ft

g) HONEY,
FOR THESE MI5- 

^ - DEEDS THE 5AINT5 
BE THANKED. THEY SOON 

WILL ALL BE SOUNDLY 
SPANKED!!!
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RUB TOUR HANDS OVT1S THlB GLASS.

- ! æ Dwu^sceaat^°9at&rhal ife .™l °gf-L°to ;r8t„fe»:ia vo^^sr^b^onr0^^ &«;;

by | „ n dahe w a sluat an re was get wet. Then go on with your story.) the glass and sprinkle the lycopodium on.I going' to lo^ finer than Syone elsTihere. Mr. Fox was almost over the fence, and the surface of the water. Of course yowr
• ■As she was strutting down the road, pick- Miss Duck did not know what to do when a audience will say that they do not believe 

ing out The best places to walk, Mr. Fox little, thin voice spoke right at her feet. It that your story is true, hut to prove that 
came along. As soon as he saw kiss Duck was Mr. Turtle, who had been lying so still it Is so you must. now„^>uX2 °nlnnv8Ùhi«lh 
Mr Fox made a great leap at her, intend- that Miss Duck had thought he was a stone, the wftter and bring up the penny which, 
ing to have heritor dinner, but she crawled “If you will promise not to eat any more lay at the bottom of the glass. The penny 
through the fence, and was Just about to turtles I will tell you how you can get in will be wet, but your fingers which were
jump into a little pond bv the roadside the water without getting wet,” he said, immersed in the water will be perfectly
when she remembered that she had her best “I promise,” cried Miss Duck. “Dfo, dry. , , ^ t _
di'hss on Then she did not know what to pi ease, hurry, Mr. Turtle. Y6u can conclude by saying that all duck*
do She’ knew that Mr. Fox would be over “Say ‘Quack, quack, quack,’ and rttb learned that trick, and they did it so much, 
that fence In a minute, and that if she did sour feet together three tljneé,” said Mft that at last the water got quite used t* 
not dive into that pond she would be caught Turtle. Miss Duck did sd and thèri jnmpea V hot wetting them, and alhough they do not. ^ 
and eaten, but then if she did jump in the into, the pond Just as* Mr. Fox was about bother to say, “Quack, quack, quack,”-amt 

i «stater she would rtiln her crushed straw- to grab her. She swam clear across with- i rub heir feet together now, still they nevee 
berry^ silk dress, for It would be soaking ' out getting wet a stogie bit, and then she ! get wet at all.

Here is one more trick which is just the they 
thing for amusing and entertaining a party i tben 
of young people. It Is very simple, indeed 
and still It can be made very effective 
giving a little speech of Introduction.

All that Is required for this trick 
large tumbler of clear water, a penny and 
a little lycopodium, which you can get at 
any drug store. Pla£e,the glass on a small 
table in full view of everyone, drop the 
penny in it, but hold the lycopodium in 
your hand, so that none of the rest can 
see it. . VpBj

Now is the time to arouse the interest of 
your audience. Ask them If they have ever 
beard how It happened that ducks could go 
in the water without getting wet. You 
know that water rùns off a duck’s back 
and feathers without even dampening them.
Your little friend» will, of course, say that

is a

In order to reduce the number of street 
pigeons which have become a public pest in 
Vienna, the municipal council has resolved 
that as many as possible shall be caught 
alive, killed, and given to poor parishes. As 
a further preventive eggs will be abstracted 
from the pigeons’ nests during the next few 
years.

HANDY BOY.

Mr. Nuritch—Yes, sir, that boy of raton 
is a regular mechanical genius.

Mr. Naylor—You don t say?
Mr. Nuritch—Yes, sir. The other tray h» 

took our silver punch bowl and, '• with an oM 
bucket handle, he turned it Into a very 
fair coal scuttle.

“Why will you not give your consent to 
iny marrying your daughter?”

“Because any man that would want to 
marry her must be crazy, and you can’t ex- 

i pect roe to take a lunatic into my family.”
PYNY-BALSAM cures a& coughs, 

soothes, It heals, it cures, quickly and cer
tainly. Pyny-Balsaaa. setis more widely 
every year. Manufactured by the proprie
tors of Perry Davis’ Pain-Killer.

n

“BOUGHT MY LIFE FOR 35 CENTS.”— 
This was one man’s way of 'puttink it when 
he had been pronounced Incurable from 
chronic dyspepsia. “It was a living death 
to me until I tried Dr. Von Stan’s Pine
apple Tablets. Thanks to them to-day I 
am well, and I tell my friends I bought my 
life for 35 cents.” «0 In a box. Sold by 
Jackson & Co. and Hall & Co.—80.

Among the great men of the world blue* 
eyes have always predominated. Socrates, 
Shakespeare, Locke, Bacon, Milton, Qoçthe» 
Franklin, Napoteo», and Renan, all had blues 
eyes. The eyes of Bismarck, Gladstone, 
Huxley, Virchow. and Buchner are also off 
this color.

DRY WATER > A PARTY TRICK.
k
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enjoyment of It all was diminished some- ; and crammed with sausage- ffrom the de- 
wliat by the thought that there was no one llcatessen store, was king of the carnival, 
of his acquaintances to see or hear him. Henceforth could' he stalk about unmolest- 
He bought the collar at a nearby store, and ed, with unbowed head and waving tail, 
trudged the long way home, whistling and But Gus Schwartz said agÿhla: 
eager, and rushed into the cellar calling, “If you hadn't been so sneakin’ about 
wildly to Dewey to see what he nad buntin’ fer him, us fellers would; knocked 
brought. dat Blank street kid in de middle o’ next

In a minute or two he was out, and in the week.” 
street again, wild eyed and incoherent, and 
had rushed to the conclave, who regarded, 
him with cold, but curious, Interest.

“Say, you fellers,” he began wildly,
“where’s Dewey?”

“Will you listen* to de kid?” said one Went to town the other- day, me and 
CaS y’ . ,, . , , brother Ted,

Aw, now, don t do a feller dat-a-way. Saved up all our pennies floe to. get a bran 
Where's my dawgV” new sled.

Garn, miffed Abe Powers. Bought the sled and took it home; left in
“Hones , fellers, ain’t you seen my dawg? the hall.

£,one’ he is. Dewey’s gone.” i Grandpa stumbled on it and he got an
Wot you givln.’ us?” demanded Dobson. ; awful fall.

Frank’s tears were falling now, and he Pell ker-slam-b’ang 
wiped his eyes swiftly on his sleeve. The to flinders,
boys were moved, but at the piteous shake 
of his back as he turned away Leslie Chai
ning stopped him and asked:

“Ain’t your dawg down cellar ?”
“No, no—he ain’t. His rope’s broken, an’

-an’—I got a license an’ a collar fer him, 
too.”
. *^ie of interest went at once from ebb Skatin’ pond down our way froze the other 
to flood, and “de gang” rose as one man and night;
went to the cellar of 340. There was no i Ice was bully, fine and smooth, bat wouldn’t 
Dewey; there was no rope collar;.the rope ; hold you, quite,
was broken. They stood and stared blankly ! Got my skates an’ shitoed ’em ub* sharpened 
at each other, and then bent their heads 1 ’em that night—

« eK U<:e?few,in‘ ?we* pespite Flank's j Knew that In the morning tfr* ice would 
sobs as he told his story, he was a heroic ■ hold all right.
figure to them. One who had been, in the Sister Sally used one skate to. hammer in a 
city hall and had actually bartered, with j nail—
îùe>JIightT the HISh seats, was not one Br.sted off the runner, that wa» mighty thin 
to be despised, even if he did. sob. when am- and frail;
other would have been stoical.. Then she said: “It serves you right. Hark
i ^kere was a search instituted* which. to my advices
lasted even for many days,, but Dewey was Never get y 
not to be found.. The unanimous opinion, I on the 
borne out by the chewed rope* was that >
Dewey had wearied of his ion

THE WAY THE FAMILY DOES.

on that sled, basted it

Then he sat and hollered in a voice that 
shook the winders—

“Keep your playthings put away;
leave ’em ’round!:

Never fetch your sled out till the snow is 
on the ground!”

skates out till1 there’s others
ice!

Went and cut a shinny stick, trimmed the 
knots all off,

Flxed^ it up as fancy as the ltind they use 
for golf.

Stood it in the kitchen for to 
get hard,

Then I went to do my chares and night 
work ’round the yardL 

Mother was a a-baking and she wanted 
wood, and, Jove!
busted up that* shinny stick and stuck 
It In the stove!

came

... ely. confine
ment and had essayed to follow hj^ master. 
Gus Schwartz, could not resist the tempta
tion to give a little jab. ,
. “If ypu hadn’t been so sneakin’ about it.” 
he sniffed, “us fellers could a’ watched over 
mm kinder, when you was at-workln.’

A week passed and there was no Dewey 
He was almost forgotten, by hto champions. 
But Frank, in his lonely grief, had taker! 
to long walks in various directions, with an 
eager, ever watchful lookout tor a yellow 
dog. He was growing more and more hope
less as he saw the frequency of the dog 
wagon visits. The license and collar were
™£ytheRene^Way th* t“8slble

season and

She

Then she saw me reelin’ hod when I 
in the door.

She said: “Here, John, ’a.
a new one at the store.

Most folks think to give you good advice Is 
mighty smart,

But only ones what takes a

quarter. Buy

Bl.K«t“T °nCe m”e UtXm *** th«
yerHd£wb?"ChUCkled thot worthy, “how's 

Frank 
glance, 
length.

Pete’s freckles deepened into a fiercer red, 
and be sputtered indignantly.

“•What I wants wid yer dawg? Don’t like 
ol’ yalier dawgs nohow T’

There was a guilty took on his face that 
caused Frank to come cheer with menacing 
Import. “You got my dawg!” he growled.

“I ain’t neither,” muttered Pete, back
ing away. “Anyhow, wot he come here fer? 
I didn’t go after him, he come here/* 

“Gimme my dawg!” Frank’s eyes blazed 
and his fists doubled and undoubled. Pete 
was backing away to his own house and his 
own gang, and Frank raised his voice in a 
shrill cry of rage. And Dewey heard the 
beloved voice and struggled out from the 
cover where he was hidden, and came leap
ing down the stairs, giving joyous tongue.

Pete was enraged, and he let fly a vicious 
kick at the dog’s lean sides^ Then Frank 
rose in his might and smote the Freckled 
One fiercely, and, fearing the Blank street 
gang, whom it does not do to meet single- 
handed, he picked up Dewey and fled. Fled 
back to the safe shelter of ’Steenth street— 
his heart light, his eyes dancing and his 
mouth uttering foolish endearment to a 
yellow face that lolled a red tongue over his 
cheeks and neck.

There was great rejoicing in the cellar 
Dewey, collared and licensed

TAKEN AT HER WORD.

Her Girl Friend (sweetly)—What did John 
get yon for a birthday present?

Mrs. Tfouugwlte (mournfully)—Not any
thing.

H. G. F. (emphatlcally>—Why, how did 
that happen?

Mrs. K. (weeping)—Well, you see, he ask
ed me—(sobs)—what he should get for me, 
and—I—(more sobs)—told him I’d Just love 
him as well—(sobs)—if he didn’t g—get me 
anything, and—be—he—didn't.

LOSS OF APPETITE AND GENERAL 
quickly overcoh«e by the use 

of a few bottles of “The D. jF^L!” Emul
sion of Cod Liver Oil. Manufactured by 
the Davis & Lawrence Co., Ltd.

DEBILITY are

A QUEER PROPOSAL.

“Are you superstitious?” he asked.
“I? Not a bit,” laughed the dear girl. 

“Why?”
“Because,” he stammered, “II have 

t-tbirteen brothers and sisters.”that day.

;

I

;
i

been told at some time 
Steenth street and their

some few bantering remarks, and when 
they parted again Pete’s hair was relieved 
by the red tie and Frank carried the yellow 
wriggly pup joyously home.

He was named Dewey at once. What de
cent, self-respecting pup at that time would 
have been called by any other name? But 
though his title was one of a conqueror, 
there was none of the conquering hero In 
Dewey’s homecoming. Instead, when Mrs. 
Smith saw Frank coming in with» his 
found friend, she waxed vigorously 
and drove them both out with a broom.

“What d’ye mean, bringing in a yellow 
dawg to my house?” she demanded. “Ain’t 
I got enough mouths to feed, let alone you 
come bringing in a yalier dawg1 Git outer 
here, an’ I tells yer, you’d better git out

Dewey’s first months were rather unevent
ful ones in a doggy way. He had home
sickness and colic, and he yelped and longed 
for the maternal bosom. His diet was 
various, and his meal hours precarious. He 
was discovered by the janitor and narrow
ly escaped assassination. He was saved only 
by earnest pleadings and tears on Frankie’s 
part. Also, he came near being stolen by 
Joe Woodson when Frank had the temerity 
to insult that worthy and cause his soul to 

But Dewey 
and waxed

Now, you have 
about dogs in ’! 
ways and habits, and you think you know 
much about dogs in general. But you never 
knew of this dog or of his narrow escape 
from a dreadful fate. And you ought to 
know all about him, for he was a dog worth 
knowing.

He was just a plain dog, and there was 
not a suspicion of pedigree about him. You 
could not even pretend that he had any kind 
of blood in him save cur blood. He was 
not prettv, rather the reverse, and he had a 
disconcerting trick of snapping at Ms body 
and yelping piteously, which suggested

new
burn with a desire for revenge, 
survived all this and thrived 
long-legged and sleek, and even learned to 
do tricks, such as begging and jumping the 
stick and shaking hands.

So the days passed, and the hot weather 
was approacMng. Dewey had grown to the 
dignity of following his master about. There 

wrath in Mrs. Smith’s soul when she 
found out that “dat dawg” had not been 
drowned, but It was appeased when she saw* 
that he did not wish to share in the Smith 
lares and penates, but infinitely preferred 
his cellar and soap box.

One Sunday evening, however, It occurred 
to Frank that such intelligence as Dewey's 
ought not to be hidden under a bushel, so 
he took him to the Bible class at the Sun
day school.

His entrance was the signal for a sup
pressed cheer from “de gang,” and Dob
son eagerly made a place for him on the 
bench by his side. Some of the little girls 
shrieked and the older ones drew their 
skirts about them and looked supercilious. 
Mrs. Morton paused in her dissertation and 
gazed calmly at the cause°of the disturb- 1 
a nee.
r “I'm afraid, Frank,” she said, “that we 
can’t have dogs in the class.”

Frank stood by his seat, Dewey in his 
arms. Every eye was on him, and he felt 
something hot coming over Ms face. He 
even thought7 he heard Mary McMahon 
sniff.

angry

fleas. , . .It happened one day, some time before 
the beginning of this chronicle, that Frank 
Smith had come into possession of a red. 
silk tie. It behooves not to tell in what 
manner; suflBelent it is to say that he had it 

and that it was red, very red,»and silken 
and gorgeous.

Thereupon he met a boy from Blank 
street, who held something round and 
wriggly in Ms arms. Pete stopped and 
surveyed the tie which Frank wore, while 
Frank manifested a deep, though surrepti-

it kill

quick.”
Frank fled precipitately down stairs, and 

the last thing he heard was the violent, 
swish of the broom on the hall floor, and 
his mother’s parting admonition, “Drown 
dat dawg, an’ don’t you come back

on.
till yon

his face 
a joyous

When he came In to su 
beamed and he sat down 
light in his eyes and a dear doggy smell on 
bis hands.

“Where’s dat dawg?” demanded the ma
ternal voice.

“He’s gone,” said Frank, equivocally. He 
did not say where. Down in the cellar there 
was a soap box, with a bed of newspapers, 
and in it, whining at the rope collar which 
bound him to his unwelcome quarters, was 
Dewey. There had been a solemn conclave 
held after the refusal to allow His Yellow 
Highness admission to the Smith house
hold. Frank had tted, dog and all, to Dago 
Joe’s, and there a meeting was called, 
moves made and seconded and resolutions 
offered, until it was decided that Dewey 
should be kept in the cellar. Thereupon the 
grocery store on the corner was raided for 
a soap box, and Dewey’s home was fixed 
amid much whispering and talking and 
watching out for the janitor.

tious, interest in the yellow thing.
“Aw, now,” quoth Pete, “wouldn’t 

yer?”
“Aw, garn!” said Frank, shamefacedly.
“Where’d you make a raise?”
“What you got dere?”
Pete shifted the woolly yellowishness on 

one arm. “Dat’s my pup,” he explained. 
“Wanter trade?”

Frank’s eyes bulged at the prospect, while 
he fingered at the tie.

“He's a beaut!” he murmured.
“Say. dat tie ain’t becomin’ to your style 

of beauty,” continued Pete, persuasively. 
“You’d better have de dawg.”

“Aw, garn,” said Frank again. He was 
not offended by the reference to the tie’s
unbecomlngness. Pete, who yearned to put 
it about Ms own neck, had carroty hair and 
freckles. There was a moment’s pause, No’m,” he replied tentatively. He was 

sure Mrs. Morton was only joking. What 
possible objection could there be to Dewey?

“I think you had best go home, le 
dog there and then come back,”
Mrs. Morton.

A hot rage possessed Frank. If the place 
was too good for Dewey it was too 
him. He went out, stumbling over 
girls’ feet, because his eyes were dim and 
misty. He heard a snicker from the boys’ 
.bench and a giggle from the girls, and he- 
felt strong within him a desire to meet 
them all, singly and in a body, and vanquish 
them. Chiefly did he wish to slay Mrs. 
Morton and all the teachers of the Sunday 
school. When he reached the street he 
walked aimlessly away from the house. He 
had no objective point in his wanderings, 
save that he wanted to get away from the 
scene of Ms humiliation. He tramped 
along with blazing eyes, and Dewey follow
ed at his heels, head down and abject meek
ness In every line of his body. In some sub
tle way there was imparted to Mm all his 
master’s humiliation and sorrow, and now 
and again, he tucked his tail between his 
legs and whined. Other dogs who came up 
to him with overtures were met with a 
colnd scorn, and he did not even have heart 
to bark at a cat who sat In a doorway and 
arched her back at him with a challenging

Suddenly Frank turned on his heels and 
started back for ’Steenth street at a swing
ing trot. He had solved the problem. The 
question had been large In his mind what 
could have influenced Mrs. Morton to deny 
Dewey admission to the Bible class. He had 
it now. Dewey was an unlicensed dog. He 
had successfully eluded the vigilance of the 
policeman and had laid him low in the cel
lar, trembling and breathless, when the dog 
wagon went clanging noisily through the 
streets. It had been a trial to Frank’s soul 
ana to Dewey’s also, this surreptitious, pre
carious existence, and they both longed for 

privilege of stalking abroad at all times 
and all hours with the certainty of legal 
protection. But dog licenses cost money. 
irJ "ML ^al .of Plans and schemes as 
he. stalked back home. Dewey’s tail was 

he chased several larger dogs and 
£ at challenging cat when 

they passed her again. Frank’s mind went 
over a hundred schemes how to get the 
ff?5i8ite but none seemed in the
least feasible. He might have gone to Gus 
or to Abe Powers for help or advice ; they 
2iS-y8 but he had heard a

ben<* and he had ™Jtb?h}}y decided that never more would 
?“y«of th»e™ share with him in the glad pos
session of Dewey. Then followed some long, 
hard days, when Frank was to be seen run- 
nlng to and fro very much, and so import- 
ant was he and so busy that It was a diffi
cult matter to elicit any courteous reply 
from him on the matter. The conclave at 
Dago Joe’s was first indifferent to his evl- 
dent avoidance of them; then interested, 
cu£?u.?’ audx finally determined to find out!

Fellers, dere’s somep’n’ up,” said Dob
son one day.

“Huh, he ain’t so warm*” growled an
other.

“Say, where’s Dewey?”
Chaunlng, suddenly.

They stared at each other vaguely. Where 
was Dewey? He had not been seen since 
that hapless Sunday when he had tried to 
join the Bible class.

“Dere’s somep’n’ up,” reiterated Dobson. 
Ihe delicatessen woman was in the secret 

find it was her pennies and dimes that were 
going to fill Frank’s baking powder can, hid 

his mother’s cupboard, while he ran 
errands and did chores. Dewey spent his 
time in the cellar, because it was not pos
sible for him to be running about so much. 
Those were dreary, lonely days fpr him, and 
he whined and curled himself up in his box 
and slept much. He knew that brighter 
days were coming, and that was all that 
rendered his solitude bearable. Also, the 
sausages from the delicatessen store were 
pretty good.

One day the baking powder can was full, 
and Frank went joyously forth to buy the 
license and the collar. It was a sore tempta
tion to take Dewey with him, but the walk 
to the city hall was long and the day hot, 
and Frank knew that if he spent ten cents 
for car fare there would not be money 
enough. As he trudged down the avenue 
he chuckled to himself to think how out
done the other fellows would be when they 
heard of his going on that errand by him
self. He pictured Dobson’s disappointment 
at not being allowed to go in that place 
where policemen are .as nothing before.the 
higher officials. But finally, when he stood 
tremblingly before the 

' add whispered harried 
: .particulars of Dewey, and . received, the 

glorious privilege of keeping him, Frank's

ave your 
pursued

good for 
the tittle
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Wire Fence
’ the Canadian climate, 
it be made in all fences 
[on, which makes an or- 
ible, as when it expands 

|ve of little value. Note 
-regulating. The Page 
Linarv wire. Prices are 
. We also make Gates, 
slttd. Walkerville. Ont. 2

and Vancouver.

•REDGE.

Being Sufficiently Ad- 
i Use It Goes to 
r Island. •

<cw Westminster ap- 
Colonist stating 

j been ordered to Vic- 
ch the great efforts of 
r had been frustrated 
red to remain In New

;’s

titer are that a day or 
leer Topp received a 
ament engineer, G. A. 
lie dredge was now at 
Victoria, ns promised 
lie minister of public 
Ifter consultation with 
Irk that the city was 
lige, as the wall of the 
pnpleted.
Ire leaves New West- 
ran a channel near 
I which she wi!l„likely 
liluster. and will come 
liny or as soon as the 
m that he is ready

IT THE KIND YOU 
►.—Owing to the great 
& L.” Menthol Plas- 

»rs are putting up one 
Tsm, neuralgia, etc., 
ide only by Davis &

'HI.
1 Inst., at 34 Niagara 
I A. R. Dancey, of a

[Ison, on Jan. 18th, 
lacdonald, of a daugh-

Inst., at 166 Pandora 
H. A. White, of a

1. the wife of F. C. 
liter. -
Fhind. on Jan. 15th* 
lockenzie, of a son. 
k Jan. 17th, the wife- 
a son.

p Jan. 17th, the wife 
lighter.

LXt East Langley, on 
I A. Dunn, Hugh G. 
rr. A. Wilson.
It Vancouver, on 
lev. J. H. Underhill, 
[of the late Rev. D. 
Ilsinnny, Ireland, to 
1st daughter of the 
lens, of Blackheath,

I New Westminster,
I Rev. J. P. Bowel 1*.. 
I Miss Sarah Jane-

ew Westminster, on 
J. P. Bowell, John 
e Mercer.
-At ■ Nanaimo, r. B. Camming, Wm. 
Isabel Bennie.

on

i city, on the 21st 
of the late Edward: 
of Ireland, aged 67

aver, on Jan. 21st, 
1er of Joseph Rey-

■er, on Jan. 21st,.

retmlnster, on Jan» 
aged 55 years.

>n Jan. ltith, J. H.

on Jan. 19th, Mrs.

i that the Canadian 
[pany will apply to 
Ida at its next ses- 
[ering the Company 
pg lines of railway,
I Company’s line be
laud Fort Frances; 
fcd southeasterly to 
Id from points from 
I Ottawa and Mont-
h Company’s line at 
In, Manitoba, to the 
Manitoba.
the Company’s line 
lake Manitoba to a 
bn and the .Yellow

Ihe Company’s line 
(e Pacific Coast at 

>y way of the Pine

tie line east of Ed- 
iskatchewan, to the

he Company’s line 
krer (Saskatchewan 
rrot River near Pas
apltal of the Con> 

1 to Issue stock, dé
lit les in connection 
■vessels, hotels, ter- 
lies; and to acquire 
I for the generation 
ever, and to dispose 
|o acquire or estab- 
Ind to aid settlers 
■he Company’s rall- 
Impany’s lands, and 
Ids outside of Cnn- 
| amalgamation be- 
fcd the Edmonton, 
w Company.
I 3901.
I. M. SMITH,
I Secretary.

iRY ACT.

en:
plication has been 
fck B. Pemberton 
iple, under a. Tax 
>r and Corporation 
Co him dated 
;erly % of Lot 287, 

You are required 
the tax purchaser 
late of this notice, 
fit or certificate of 
Tthin such period 
pped and debarred1 
h to or in respect 
shall register the 

[erton as owner
L this 14th day off
FQOTTON.
leglstrar-General.

25th

LB .
[IFRS. HUNTERS 
PERS.
p, breech loaders? 
Iz., or $2.50 each. 
I game every shot. 
I Territory right» 
■everywhere.
|R. BOOTH, ,
ISte. Marie, Ont. i

SALE—The Cot- 
Daily Times was 

irs. The bed 1» 
rvery respect the 
condition. Very 
or weekly offices, 

nld for fgeo cash, 
k Office.
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