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Bees Swarmed 5,000 Years Ago
OT only does the Bible mention bees and honey no less than 30 

times, but it also speaks of a "swarm of bees.” So bees 
evidently had the habit of swarming back there 5,000 years ago.

Squirrels Damaged Electric Wires
QUIRRELS frequently cause damage to high tension electrical 

lines by playing about the wires and causing a short circuit 
to the wires and also to their own little lives.
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Tedious Pastimes—Watching a Sleight-of-Hand Amateur.

THE DAILY SHORT STORYThe Million Dollar Doll
By C. N. AND A. M. WILLIAMSON.

Authors of "The Lightning Conductor.”
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UH HUH KATE BREAKS THE NEWS.
Kate was known to the residents 

of Mapleville as the city messenger.
Every morning she went to the big 

city thirty-three miles away, where 
she shopped on commission for the 
Maplevilleites. What made her dif­
ferent from an ordinary commission 
shopper was that she also performed 
errands —errands strange and rare, 
many of them. For doing these er­
rands she charged for the time ex­
pended at the rate of a dollar an 
hour. But what with always cheat­
ing herself a little in the figuring of 
the time and railroad and street car 
fare, Kate did not become rich. Of­
ten she came home from her rounds 
in the city very, very tired, but she 
could not rest until she had reported 
to her clients.

She was hurrying along to the sta­
tion one morning when Mrs. Granger 
hailed her from a second-story win­
dow. Mrs. Granger had a curling 
iron in the hand which she used to 
beckon Kate, and she wore a dress­
ing gown. She asked Kate to come 
upstairs and, as the Grangers were 
good customers. Kate decided to fake 
a later train, and did as she was 
told.

"I just phoned you. but they said 
you had gone. What a blessing I saw 
you!" began Mrs. Granger. "I've a 
queer sort of errand, but I’m sure 
you can do it. You see I’m starting 
this morning to the shore, motoring 
down with friends to be gone a week, 
and I've a thousand things to attend 
to.

"You know my nephew. Tom Ben­
ton? No? Well, it doesn’t matter. 
He hasn't been here long, but he's 
living here with us now—commutes 
to the city. Very nice young man— 
no trouble—hair not what you’d call 
real red but reddish, and such nice 
eyes—but that doesn't matter.

"As I was saying. I’m getting off 
and to add to the confusion I just got 
a letter from my sister. Tom's 
mother, out in Oregon, and she says 
that Tom's fiancee has just eloped. I 
didn't tell you that Tom's engaged, 
did I? Or that is he was until this 
happened. You see the difficulty. It 
puts him in a very trying position— 
and he'd given her such a nice ring, 
too.

“Well. my sister wrote to tell me of 
it and asked me to break the news 
to Tom. fearing that he'd take it hard 
and not liking to write telling him of 
it. You know she thought I'd let him 
down easy. And, of course, she does 
want him to know before he gets a 
letter from the girl. Of course, L. 
know the writing.

"The idea is that Tom must be told 
before he gets that letter. He might 
take it very hard; red-haired people 
are so impulsive, though, of course, 
his isn't a real red—just that nice 
shade like dried oak leaves. You get 
the situation, don't you? I'd telephone, 
only. of course. I couldn't break the 
news gently that way. Just drop in 
at Tom's office, ask to see him and— 
well, somehow let him know that that 
girl has gone and eloped without 
giving him a shock.

“I’m sure you can do it. You're so 
tactful. His office is—well, I can't 
remember now. but you'll find it in 
the telephone directory. He's an arch­
itect — Tom Benton. You'll find it."

Kate protested with what courage 
she could, but Mrs. Granger paid no 
attention.

"You’ll do it, I know," she insisted, 
“and, of course. I'll make it worth 
your while." She pressed a ten-dol­
lar bill into Kate's hand. "Take this 
to pay expense—taxi fares and 
everything, and I'll give you ten dol­
lars more when I get back to pay for 
the work. There's a dear—" And

scious of the stranger's glances' and 
she might have squelched him quite 
quickly by always going in the wait­
ing room instead of standing out 
there on the platform, but there was 
something about this young man that 
put ideas of squelching to rout. He 
had such nice eyes, Kate told herself, } 
and that seemed to make a difference. (

So when Kate went into the office 1 
of Mr. Tom Benton, and found that 
young man to be none other than the 
nice-eyed young man of her platform 1 
flirtation, she was immediately put at 
something of a disadvantage in the 
errand she had to perform. (

She felt indignant at first—indig -I 
nant to think he could be engaged at ( 
the same time that he was looking, 
admiringly at her. He had no right 
he engaged—yet. she reflected, h 
really wasn't engaged. That was a 
something of a satisfaction. Yet it 1 
was extremely difficult to proceed. He 1 
would, of course, be terribly dis­
turbed when she told him, and she 
would have to sit by and see him 
agitated because of another girl’s 
fickleness. •

He seemed very much pleased to 
see her. He was glad she had foundr 
his office, he said. He tried very hard. 
to find hers, but had been unsuccess- e 
ful. Apparently he imagined that s 
she was a girl who worked In the s 
city. He did not even know that shes 
was the "city messenger." ■

“I’ve been bold enough to follow • 
you," he told her. "But you always 1 
go in a different direction and you 
come in on my train only on Satur- a 
days. You were a good sport to look 1 
me up—" |

"I didn’t look you up,” said Kate, 1 
blushing and feeling very indignant I 
to think that he thought she had 1 
been so hold. "I was as surprised as 1 
you just now. "I had no idea that you ] 
were you—though your aunt did say 
that you had reddish hair and nice J 
eyes." 1

“Do you think 1 have nice eyes?" ■ 
he said with boyish eagerness. • 

“Did I say so?" ■
"You indicated that you thought 1 

so. said Mr. Benton. "Anyway, they 
look honest, don't they?" he asked 
and then. "Well, if you didn’t know 
I was myself, then why did you 
come to see me and how is it that • 
you know my aunt?" 1

“You see." began Kate. “I hap-1 
pened to stop there this morning, and 1 
she was talking about you and we 1 
were speaking of engaged people and I 
she said that since your engagement I

"Oh, hang it all." said Tom Benton. 1 
“You’re not going to let that engage-I 
ment stand in the way of our friend-I 
ship, are you?" He was very much a 
in earnest and seized one of her hands 1 
in two of his and looked entreatingly ■ 
into her eyes.•

“Please don’t." said Kate. "You J 
see she had a letter from your mother 1 
this morning and your mother said—1 
well, the truth of the matter is that | 
she—your aunt—didn’t want to tele-1 
phone to you about it—she wanted I 
to tell you, but she was just start- 1 
ing off for the shore—so she asked 1| 
me to tell you. I might as well tell (1 
you outright. The young lady you) 
were engaged to has eloped." ‘(

“So she eloped." said Benton. "Well, ) 
that's not surprising. You see. we’d1 
been engaged in a way for a year or 1 
so. but hadn't seen each other lately..1 
We became engaged on condition that 1. 
If either saw anyone we liked better i* 
we’d be frank and tell the other and X 
there’d be no hard feeling.V

"Well, I told her a month ago. and I 
she wrote back saying she was just • 
trying to get up courage to tell'me' 
that she had promised to marry Bill 
Pepper, an old flame of hers. I didn't 
say anything to my family and she 
didn't say anything to hers, because1 
they didn't like Bill. So she's eloped- 
well. I’m glad—" and Tom laughed 
heartily.

Kate felt indignant and looked it. 
This was a pretty way for a man to 
take the elopment of an ex-fiancee.

“Since you've met another girl you 
care for," said Kate very primly, "I: 
suppose that accounts for your indif­
ference. I fancy you'll be the next 
one to elope —"

"Bully idea." said Tom, suddenly 
putting two strong arms around the 
surprised Kate. "Suppose we do. I, 
always did dislike long engagements. 1 
Let’s do it before my aunt comes ( 
back and give her a surprise." 1

And they did.I
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Terry and Julia Have a Heart to Heart 
Talk in Which Julia Makes 

Some Confessions
WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY:

Teresa Desmond (Terry), exquisite 
and unbelievably innocent, has de­
termined to leave her father.

Terrence Desmond, the proprietor of 
a roadhouse, the Blue Moon. He 
is moody and selfish, bent on 
Terry's "bagging" a rich man. He 
introduces her to

Eustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek who 
falls in love with the girl, and on 
an auto ride makes unwelcome ad­
vances. She escapes from him and 
goes to •

uliet Divine—the stage name of her 
beautiful half sister, known as the 
Million Dollar Doll—whom she has 
not seen for years. "Juliet's" career 
has been somewhat sketchy, but 
she has a genuine affection for 
Terry, whom she greatly resembles. 

M" Sheridan, Terry's dream prince, 
furnished the money for Terry's 
education at a convent when she 
was a child, partly to atone for a 
past rudeness of his wife,

Betty Sheridan, who is now making 
him unhappy with her infidelity.

Hartley Phillips, a member of the 
Four Hundred, calls on Julia to tell 
her that Sheridan, in order to facil­
itate his wife’s obtaining a divorce, 
will pay the Million Dollar Doll 
twenty thousand dollars to take a 
yacht trip with him. Except for 
appearing with her in order to 
cause talk, he wants to have noth­
ing to do with her.

Terry confesses to Julia that 
Sheridan has always been her ideal.

CHAPTER XIX.
The First Blow Falls.

"You’ve never seen him since that 
time when he was at the Blue

Moon?" Julia broke in. oddly in­
trigued by the small sister's story. 
“He never w rote or turned up at the 
convent to call?"

"No, never." answered Terry.
"I bet he would, if he'd had an idea 

how his little protegee was growing 
up. Let me tell you. my child, you're 
what that Nazlo man of yours would 
call some chicken —some peacherino.

"I believe you're better looking 
than me—if you had the clothes."

“Oh. no!" the girl protested, as if 
she had heard sacrilege. "Why. Jule, 
you're the most beautiful thing I ever 
saw. and I—"

"You were always like me. and now 
we might be two dolls made from the 
same model,” said Julia. "Only this 
doll is just a wee bit battered. I 
wouldn’t say that to anyone else. And 
I don't believe anyone’s noticed It 
yet. except myself. Still, there it is, 

“This doll's been in the shop win­
dow a long time. And that doll— 
you—is just out of the box, fresh as a 
new pin. I'm afraid, much as I love 
you. my kid. I wouldn’t want you to 
go around with me much. I couldn’t 
afford it for my own sake, to say 
nothing of yours.,

"You—you're modeled on more del­
icate lines—or I’ve coarsened a bit. 
You’re made of a grade finer porce­
lain. Your hair curls naturally — 
sort of marcels itself. Mine always 
had to be done, and coloring’s dried 
it. so it wouldn't have the sheen if I 
didn't brilliantine it well. Oh. it's 
nearly as good as yours to look at. 
But I know the difference.

“Your mouth and chin are about 
the sweetest things they’re making in 
that line. The blueness of your eyes 
—or the green or the gray, whichever 
it is—gives them that soft look that 
gets men. Beside you. my dear, your 
Jule feels as hard as nails and—and 
as old as sin. It don’t like it!”

“And I don't like to hear you say 
it! Please don't." Terry begged.

"I never will again." Julia prom­
ised. "But I'm leading up to some­
thing. Now I've begun and I’d better 
go on. I suppose you came to ask 
me to let you stay here?”

"I hardly know. I didn’t stop to 
think. I had to get away from Mr. 
Nazlo, and I thought if I could find 
you. you’d help me."

"So I will—if I can. But it’s up to 
you. kid. You don't want to go back 
to father?"

"I’m afraid!"
"What are you afraid of. exactly?" 
"Why—Mr. Nazlo. Father seems to 

like him. I don't think he’d mind 
much what Mr. Nazlo did. And then 
there are crowds of other men who 
come. I thought Mr. Nazlo was the 
best of them.

"But if he is—the others—” Terry 
shivered a little. "They look at me- 
with looks I don’t like. They make 
me feel somehow sick."

“You don’t need to describe to me 
the way they look." Julia laughed a 
hard laugh. "I suppose you didn’t 
learn much—about men at the con­
vent?"

"Nothing at all," Terry sald, with 
wide eyes.

"Not even from the girls?"
"Oh, they talked when they had a 

chance—about mashes and crushes, 
and words like that. But I didn’t 
learn anything. Father’s the only 
man I know, except—Mr. Sheridan. I 
won't count Mr. Nazlo!"

"And a fat lot you know about 
Sheridan. But wait. We’re coming 
back to him by and by. The question 
is now. what's to become of you if I 
can’t keep you with me?"

Terry's pride rose, and mingling 
with the pain of rejection, choked her. 
"I won’t go back to father," she 
beard herself decide, and was faintly 
surprised at the firm decision.

"I'd—be a servant at the convent if 
they’d have me, but I'm afraid they 
won't. Maybe there are things I 
could do to earn my living in New 
York. I know French. I can do 
typing and take dictation, and—"

"Nonsense! At seventeen — with

}
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Mothers and 
Their Children

Hambone’s 
Meditations

By J. P. Alley.

“You Said It, Marceline!"
How To SLEEP 
ON A BARE 
FLOOR

=By MARCELINE d’ALROY; 

On Being a ManWarsis
Once she has seen his 
UNDER wear.
Not a tuck or a frill, *, 
Not a bow or a butterfly 
To be seen;
It is NO WONDER
The poor things 
Get married.
And there’s ANOTHER thing
I cannot understand.
Why is it that a man 
NEVER wants to be a woman?
Is it because he thinks
So little of us—
Or so MUCH®

I can NEVER understandEF PAT AR RADIO EVUH 
KETCH UP EN SEN’ OUT 
DE ENTAINMENT DE OLE 
‘OMAN GIVE ME,EVY-BODY 
SHO GWINE THINK MATED 
LIFE IS A FAILURE !î /

How a womanY
Can want to be a man—•

That is. PERMANENTLY.

I have sometimes thought

It would be very interesting

To be a man

For a WEEK-END, 
But when I have said it 
People have seemed SHOCKED. 
So now I say 
That I cannot understand
How ANY woman
Can ever want to be a man

I
Nature Play,

One Mother Says:
On a warm afternoon I keep my 

children on the porch and interest 
and instruct them with a nature 
play. They cut out pictures of 
birds, or copy some on plain paper 
and color them. They cut out wings 
and tail separate from the body and 
fasten them to it with strings. Then 
they put a cord or elastic through 
the middle of the body and tie it 
with a knot on the under side. The 
birds appear to fly when the children 
run with them. While they are 
making the flocks I tell them about 
the habits of the different birds they 
cut out.
(Copyright. 1923, Associated Editors.)

TT to more a matter of SLEEP, 
1than of bed or board.
stSomertosie can Winesuingup

Many people can’t sleep in the 
softest of downy beds; and all of 
us suffer occasionally from nerve- 
racking, wearing, tiring wakeful- 
ness at night.

There is always a reason for 
sleeplessness. Usually, it is a “sour” 
stomach, a liver that has “lain 
down” on the job, congested 
bowels, or biliousness.

Then, just before retiring, take 
Beecham’s Pills. They soothe an 
uneasy stomach, encourage the or- 
gans of digestion and elimination 
to natural activity, and assure 
restful sleep no matter what!

At AU Druggists-

Copyright, 1928, Premier Syndicate, Ino.

with that Mrs. Granger disappeared 
into her dressing-room to continue 
her preparation for her trip and Kate 
was left to make her way to the front 
door of the Granger house and then 
on down to the railroad station.

Kate was anything but a flirt- 
still she had flirted, if casting a bit 
of a smile at a strange young man 
at a railroad station might be called 
flirting. He went in on the 8:30—the 
train that Kate tried to catch on Sat­
urdays. He was always on the plat­
form when Kate rushed in at the last 
minute, and he had not been very 
skillful in hiding from her the fact 
that he found her charming.

Kate had, of course, become con-

Farmer Brown‘s Boy Kicks the Old Tin 
Can and Danny and Nanny Think 

It‘s An Earthquake

1-3

byths se.

fallen. She couldn’t live with Jule. 
Jule didn’t want her.

As for this news, it wasn’t strange 
that Julia should get married. With 
all the men who must have admired 
her. it was rather strange that she 
hadn't married one of them long ago.

"He's a South American." Jule went 
on. “awfully rich and awfully hand- 
some. He's wild about me. The one 
trouble is, I have to go and live, with 
him in Buenos Aires."

"Oh!" Terry said. "It’s like the 
other end of the world! I don't sup­
pose—" she choked again—“I shall 
see you any more—until I'm old.”

"I don't know about that. Mànuel 
says I can come back for a visit of­
ten if I like. But I'm not sure I shall 
like. I expect to be a swell down 
there. Manoel’s in politics.

“I can’t take you, because men 
think two’s company and three's a 
crowd. Besides, he might notice that 
you're prettier than I am. If I don’t 
look out for myself nobody else 
would. So that’s that!"

"That’s that," echoed Terry, drear- 
ily.
(Copyright, 1923, by the Bell Syndicate.)

Tomorrow’s installment explains 
Julia’s inspiration.

Dictation Dave
By C. L. Funnell.

to their feet, and out of that little 
opening as fast as their legs could 
take them. They had forgotten all 
about Black Pussy.

“Well. well, well!" exclaimed a 
voice, as the two gray little forms 
disappeared in the cornfield. "If I 
had known you were in there. 1 
wouldn’t have kicked that old can. 
No. sir, I wouldn’t have kicked that 
old can. I am afraid I frightened you 
almost to death. It is too bad."

It was Farmer Brown's Boy. He 
had come along on the edge of the 
cornfield and had seen that old can 
lying at the foot of one of the 
fence posts. Boy-fashioned, he had 
kicked it and sent it flying. It was 
that kick which had made the terri­
ble noise. for you see that can was 
made of tin and was hollow. Of 
course, to Danny and Nanny Inside 
the noise had been terrible.

It was jbst after he had kicked that 
can that Farmer Brown's Boy had 
noticed Black Pussy. "So you knew 
those Mice were in there," said he. 
"That's why we haven’t seen any­
thing of you up at the house all day. 
Weil, I guess you won't get those 
Mice this time."

His guess was quite right. Danny 
and Nanny were already safely back 
in their home in the middle of the 
old scarecrow. And to this day they 
haven't the least idea what hap­
pened when they thought the world 
had come to an end.
(Copyright, 1923, by T. W- Burgess.)

The next story. "Blacky the Crow 
Respects the Scarecrow."

Danny and Nanny Meadow Mouse 
were prisoners in an old tin can at 
the foot of a fence post on the edge 
of Farmer Brown's cornfield. They 
knew that just outside Black Pussy 
the Cat. was watching and waiting 
for one of them to come out. They 
knew that Black Pussy knew that 
there were two of them in there, and 
that, knowing this, she would have 
just double the patience. It meant 
that she was likely to remain there 
most of the day.

"Never mind," said Danny. "There 
is a comfortable bed in here, and we

One more letter Miss Hopper before 
you put another coat on your cherry 
cheek to Missus Gussie Grouser, 
Grumble Grove. Kentucky. Dear 
Missus Grouser colon paragraph. 
Your letter stating that the pump 
can of liquid to kill insects which you 
ordered from us must have been put 
up by a Dumb Donald because when 
your husband who dash say whom 
there Miss Hopper it sounds more 
refined dash when your husband 
whom is seldom induced to do a 
stroke of work started to spray it on 
the shrubs it not only extinguished 
his pipe, but nearly asphyxiated him 
on account of the gas it made and 
ruined his best briar pipe with the 
.smell has been received period para- 
graph.
Every complaint we receive comma 
Missus Grouser comma is handled 
with care based on our long experi­
ence and as you ought to know be­
cause you have helped to give it to 
us we have had lots of it and your 
order stated you wanted some liquid 
to kill the insects most prevalent 
at this season and the reason that 
we sent you put your husband apos­
trophe s pipe out and smelled it up 
was that our expert order clerk Mis­
ter Cogslipper looked up in a book 
to see what insects were most prev­
alent now and he sent you our flame 
Hopper fire extinguishing liquid be­
cause the book said fire flies.

Yours for asbestos shrubbery 
THE SUPREMACY EMPORIUM

Per ...........DD

your looks, 
you before 
around. I

The wolves would getR you had time to turn
knew how to manage

them. You don't. You’re a very dif­
ferent proposition from me.

“I wouldn't have minded Nazlo. I'd 
have snapped at him—as a stepping- 
stone. He's worth more than Tom 
Perrin was.

"But now listen, kid. I couldn’t 
have kept you. anyhow, even if I’d 
been staying in New York. It just 
wouldn’t have done—for you or for 
me. As it is, I'm going away. I’m 
chucking my—career—to get mar- 
ried."

Julia paused for some sign of sur­
prise from Terry. But it did not 
come. The first blow had already

EXTRACT OF CODLIVER.

2. GET RID OP THAT COLD BEFORE
IT BECOMES SOMETHING WORSE.
IT IS A SYRUP THAT HAS GAINED AN 
ENVIABLE REPUTATION THROUGH ITS 
SUCCESS IN TREATING COUGHS, COLDS, 

OR BRONCHITIS.

BREAKS UP COUGHS O 
O/

«ff. el

Deliciously 
1 Fragrant " Requires Luggage!

Wherever you go, no matter how long you' stay, you will need a 
suitcase or a trunk or perhaps several. Our stocks are now complete 
in their selection of high grade dependable luggage.
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“So you knew those mice were in 

there!"
can stay here all day just as well as 
not. Black Pussy's patience will give 
out some time.”

“The trouble is." said Nanny, "we 
won't know when it does give out. 
Now you see, Danny, how much bet­
ter that place where we have our 
home is than this thing would have 
been-”

Danny thought of how disappointed 
he had been because Nanny had 
chosen to make their new home in 
the old scarecrow instead of in that 
old can. "You were right as usual. 

! my dear," said he. "That Cat will 
: probably come down here every day 
! after this."

There being nothing else to do, 
|Danny and Nanny each curled up for 
a nap. How long they had been 

I asleep they had no idea, when they 
iwere awakened by the sound of 
heavy footsteps. They didn't know 
at first what the sound was. and be­
fore they were awake enough to 
fully understand there came a tre­
mendous noise, and the old tin can 
olled over and over. Danny and 
Nanny thought the end of the world 
had come. Yes. sir. they thought the 
end of the world had come. All the 
frights they ever had experienced 
put together couldn't have been 
worse than their fright now. They 
were thrown over and over, and 
from one end of that old can to the 
other and back again. Then the old 

•can stopped moving. They scrambled

ALFONSO’S WEAKNESS FOR 
PORTRAITS.

The King of Spain is not reluctant 
to have his features portrayed on 
the stamps that his subjects use. 
The portrait of him as a baby ap­
peared on the issue of 1889. In 1900 
he was shown in the uniform of a 
cadet. On the stamps of 1900 his 
smooth-shaven countenance appears 
again, and the commemorative stamps 
of the Universal Postal Union of 1921 
show him adorned with a moustache. 
Now, early in 1923. another new series 
is appearing in Spain for which Al­
fonso has had a special photograph 
taken. This time he is portrayed 
full face in the uniforms of the Royal 
Escort on the 1, 2. 5. 10. 15, 20, 25, 
30, 40 and 50 centimo values. On the 
1, 4 and 10 peseta denominations he 
appears in profile as a captain-gen­
eral.

Come in now so that you will be prepared when 
leave for a stay at some restful place.ENATOR you get ready to

CLUB BAGS
Fabrakoid $2.75 to $4.50 
Real Leather $5.00 to $12.50 
Solid Cowhide.....................  
.....................$13.00 to $40.00

SUIT CASES

HARVESTERS’ EXCURSION 
CANADIAN PACIFIC RY.

More harvesters tnan ever will be 
needed this year in Western Canada 
on account of the bumper crop. Special 
trains will be run by the Canadian 
Pacific Railway, which is advertising 
the usual low rate of $15 to Winnipeg, 
plus, a half cent per mile beyond to 
destination in Manitoba, Saskatchewan 
and Alberta. Returning the fare will 
be $20 from Winnipeg, plus a half cent 
per mile from starting point. Going 
dates are August 13, 15, 22 and 24, ac­
cording to the territory in Ontario. On 
the lunch cars food and refreshments 
may be obtained at reasonable prices. 
Special cars will be provided for ladies, 
children (full fare) and their escorts. 
First special train will leave Toronto 
on each date at 10 a.m. and last spe­
cial at 10:30 p.m. on each date.

Full information may be secured from 
any Canadian Pacific ticket office.

July 27.28,30, Aug. 1,3,6,8,10,13,14

Wardrobe 
TRUNKS

We handle 
the Lang- 
muir - Hart­
mann Ward- 
robe. A good 
selection of 
all sizes in 
stock.
$24.00 

TO 
$96.00

LADIES’ 
PURSES

All the new­
est shapes of 
Pouch Bags, 
Swaggers 
and Beauty 
Boxes. Our 
Purses are all 
real leather.
Prices to suit 

Everyone.

Fibre $1.25 to $7.50
Matting .... $2.50 to $9.00 
Real Leather $9.50 to $30.00

TRUNKS
Box Shape . $5.50 to $32.00 
Steamers.. $7.00 to $26.00

Pullman Cases, Boston 
Bags, Hat Cases, Music 
Cases. Everything in the 
line of leather.

2 Oho 
time0 TOBACCO A ■ You are DON CHA experiment.

JIVA ing when - UALIVIA you use Dr. • 2 898. Chase's Oint- JAMES McCORMICK
London’s Leading Leather Goods Store. 

395 TALBOT STREET.

Glamorgan County Education Com­
mittee of Wales proposes to ban all 
English teachers unless they learn 
Welsh.

It is estimated that more than halt

■ ment for Eczema and Skin Irrita- 
tions. It relieves at onee and gradu- 

sally heals the skin. Sample box Dr. 
Chase's Ointment free it you mention this 
paper and send 2c. stamp for postage. 60c. a 
box: all dealers or Edmanson, Bates * Co, 
Limited, Toronto. ., ..........Hill......... «w the people in the world dwell in Asia.,

a
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