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MAGISTRATE' SPEAKS FOR ZAM-BUK DONT NEGLECT THAT SORE !
8

r
! A GENUINE OFFER.

no doubt, on the eteêpnees of- bille and 
the excellence of pastures.

Nearly an hour passed thus, in solemn 
quietude. Then a boy on a bicycle, red
faced with exertion, pedaled manful! 
the hill, and through the gate.

“1 hope he’s here,” thought hb. 
a long way to coom for nothin’.”

Around his waiet was a strap with a 
pouch bearing the king’s monogram. He 
ran up to the door and gave a couple 
of thunderous knocks, the privileged rat- 
tat of a telegraph messenger.

There was a long dhlay. The a heavy 
step approached, and a man opened the 
door, a big heavy-faced man, with eyes 
that stared dreadfully, and a noee damag
ed in life’s transit.

“Philip Anson, Esquire,” said the boy, 
briskly, producing a buff-colored envelope.

The man seemed to swallow something.
“Yes; he’s here. Is that for him?”
“Yes, sir. Any reply?”
The man took the telegram, closed the 

door, and the boy heard his retreating 
footsteps. After some minutes he re
turned.

“It’s too late to reply to-night, isn’t 
it?” he inquired.

‘Yes, sir. It coom’d after hours, but 
they’d paid t’ porterage i’ Lunnon, so V 
postmistress said ye’d mebbe like to hev 
it at yance. I’ve ridden all V way free 
Scarsdale.”

^Fashion Hint for Times Æeqçfersj TEST ZAM-BUK AT PUB EXPENSE I ^

We appreciate the position taken by the man or woman Who 
8aySIf your preparation is what you claim, you should 
have no objection te letting us try it before spending our money 
on it.” To every person taking this view we say, send one cent 
Stamp (to pay return postage) and name and date of this paper 
to Zam-Buk Co., Toronto, and we will mail you a free trial box 
of Zam-Buk. Zam-Buk is purely herbal, suitable for the delicate 
skin of little children, yet powerful enough to heal chrome sores 
of long years’ standing. All druggists and stores, 50c. per box, 
3 for $1.25.

‘ A Chicago man has just died from blood poison
ing arising from neglect of a small sore. Don’t 
neglect a cut, a patch of eczema, or an open sore 
of any kind. The air is full of poison germs, 
waiting to start up their evil results in neglected 
sores, wounds, etc. In Zam-Buk is safety. Zam- 
Buk is so highly antiseptic that applied to any 
skindiseasc or injury it makes blood poisoning im
possible. In using Zam-Buk you have three 
processes going on at once for Zam-Buk is healing 
soothing and antiseptic. Try it without delay.

Magistrate Perry, of Goldfields, B.C., believes in making a 
good thing known. Writing of Zam-Buk, the great household 
balm, he says :—“After a very foir trial I have proved Zam-Buk 
eminently satisfactory. In my case it cured a akin rash of five 
years’ standing which no doctor had been able to do any good 
for. I would certainly encourage any person to keep Zam-Buk 
in his home.” The magistrate is Quite right. Every b 
Zam-Buk! Uneoualled for cuts, burns, b

y up

"Its

Ü
Every home needs 

Zam-Buk! Unequalled for cuts, burns,bruises, eczema, blood 
poisoning and all skin diseases. All stores and druggists sell it at 
50 cents a box. Sure cure for piles. r
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dancing of the quadrille wm most amus
ing.

sisters, Mrs. John K. Gillespie, Calais; , 
Mm. Alice Hartford, Portland, Me.; Mrs. | 
Robert Kirkpatrick, Milltown, and Miss 
Nellie Webber, of this town, and two 
brothers, Fred Webber, Woodstock, and 
Harry M. Webber, of St. Croix Courier.

Mr. Webber’s age was 53 years 
months, most of which he spent in the 
St. Croix Valley, where he was highly 
respected for his integrity and honesty. 
He was a staunch temperance worker 
and a member of old Howard Division 
S. of T. Mr/ Webber was for many years 
assistant superintendent of the Methodist 
Sunday school and was a valued member 
of the Methodist official board and of 
the trustee board of that church, 
conducted a drygoods business for several 
years with Duncan Stewart under the 
name of Stewart & Webber. The busi
ness passed into the hands of Manchester, 
Robertson A Allison, St. John, for whom 
Mr. Webber was agent.

m
| PLAYS AND PLAYERS

ip-
:■ The role of Teddy North fits Mr. Sel- 

man admirably. His scenes with M». 
Weston and Midge were fine bits of 
acting. Miss DuBois was very attrac
tive as the Lady. She did an intense bit 
of acting in the scene, whore ehe discover: 
ed the dead body of her hueband, a53 
again in the court room scene. Ethel 
Eastcourt as Molly Larkin, the keeper 
of the dance hall had only a bit but play, 
ed it for all it was worth. Wm. Town
send as the vengeful half-breed, Jim, 
gave a vivid and realistic study. Frank 
Smith as Big Joe was good natured and 
likeable. Midge was charmingly port
rayed by Dorothy Lee. Lulu Prisms, as 
played by Irene Gordon, was the comedy 
hit of the evening. Robert Robson was 
droll as Pete. John Bryce was a con
vincing attorney, Miss Herman was 
a dainty Miss Carton, Daly and Wilson 
were in' their' element in breezy roles.

In fact this story of western life was 
played with a vim and go that delight
ed the play-goers. This play will be re
peated again this evening and “Northern 
Lights” will be revived again Thursday 
evening. It will be remembered the 
company presented this story of the 
great Northwest some weeks ago and 
made an excellent impression.

!
- (To be continued.)
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Mrs. Miles McLean
The death of Mrs. Etta McLean, .wife 

of Miles McLean, took place in Wood- 
stock on Sunday. She was formerly con
nected with the Messenger and Visitor in 
this city and is pleasantly remembered 
by many friends. Mrs. McLean is sur
vived by her husband, two sons and one 
daughter, also by her mother, Mrs. Alice 
Irvine, of Portland street, two sisters, 
Mrs. John Dalzell, of Grand Manan, and 
Mrs. Alex. Willie, Jr., of Elm street, and 
one brother, A. A. Irvine, with Macaulay 
Bros. & Co.
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■ ■IN SMOKE GRAY AND SILVER.
gf The color scheme of this hat is not the least of its charms. The shape is a 
(jrraceful side roll, with large moderately high crown. Crown and brim are of 
Shirred maline, the latter satin bound. Encircling the crown is a band of silver 

and in front a huge rosette of soit loops of the same.

The Late Father Hazelton
The body of Rev. Father Hazelton, 

S. J., who succumbed to an attack of an
gina pectoris on Tuesday, was on Fri
day morning interred in the Jesuits’ pri
vate cemetery at Sault au Recollet.

Among the immediate relatives at the 
funeral were Dr. and Mrs. Fred Coghlan, 
of Guelph; Mrs. R. Kearin, Mark--Kear- 
in, James Kearin, and Mr. Hazelton, of 
Montreal. Besides the relatives of the 
deceased clergyman, many friends, to
gether with the members of the Jesuit 
Order, including Fathers Plante, Devine 
and Daignault, were present at the in
terment.—Montreal Gazette.
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-Mrs. Richard McLaughlin
Richibucto, Sept. 5.—Mrs. Richard Mc

Laughlin, wife of the late Capt. McLaugh
lin, died of consumption at an early hour 
on Tuesday, Sept. 1. Her husband died 
some years ago, and their only child, 
Frances, a bright and promising young 
girl, was taken by the same dread dis
ease to which her mother has now suc
cumbed.

Mrs. McLaughlin's maiden name was 
Elizabeth Connaughton. A brother, John 
Connaughton, and two sisters, Misses Mar
garet and Kate Connaughton, survive her.

The funeral was held from her late resi
dence, at 8 o’clock, on Thursday morning. 
The body was taken to Rexton for inter
ment in the Roman Çatholic cemetery 
there. Rev. J. J. McLaughlin conducted 
the services.
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: X BIG NEW BILL AT NICKEL
til

;'

t : V Despite the great holiday crowds at 
the Nickel, more masses of people swarm
ed to the popular picture theatre yester
day afternoon and last evening to see the 
sensationally realistic picture, “A Racé 
For Millions,” by the talking picture 
people and to enjoy the rest of the ex
cellent bill of fare. It goes without say
ing the vast crowds were carried away 
with the contagious scene between train 
and auto, and there was much cheering.

Today the star picture beside this Hu- 
manovo film will he Pathe’s “A Trip 
Through Russia” and two comedies, as 
well as a pretty romance of the middle 
ages in England, “A Royal Jester” ; ^ss 
Felix, Mr. Weston and the orchestra.

:

By, LOU ISVTR5ACT
fAsthor.elwh j'

The -Wfoee-ekthe Morning ‘The’Piller of< light,’V Etc. “ 
Copyrighted" by McLeodÿeÿAikn, ^Toronto.
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-A Allen D. Howard

T The death took place today of Allen 
D. Howard at the age of 65 years from 
cancer of the stomach. He leaves a wife 
and two daughters, Mrs. Eddie Goodine 
of Boston and Mrs. George Goodine of 
this city. Five brothers survive, Frank 
of Washington, George G., of Tennesee, 
Joshua and Richard of Gibson, and Tur
ney, of St. John, also two sisters, Mrs. 
James Akerly, of Fairville, and Mrs. Mar; 
tin Wentworth, of New Hampshire. 
(Frederiçton Gleaner.)
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Digby, N. S., Sept. 8 (Special) .—Edwin 
Francis Lyndale Jenner, apothecary, died 
at his home, Queen street, this morning, 
after several months’ illness, caused by 
cancer.

The deceased was the eldest son of Rev. 
Edward Jenner, late rector of Catton, 
Yorkshire (Eng.), and grandson of Robert 
Francis Jenner, Esq., of Wenves Castle, 
Glamorganshire. He came to Nova Sco
tia in 1896.

He leaves a widow,daughter of the late 
George J. Thomson, of Wolfville, a moth
er and two brothers, Rev. Robt. Jenner, 
M.A., of Tidfield Rectory, Towcester 
(Eng.), and Gilbert Jenner, of Hazlewood, 
Kingsfield, Surrey. His mother was with 
him during the latter part of his illness 
coming from England in June.

The funeral takes place from his late 
residence, Thursday afternoon, with inter
ment in the Catholic cemetery, Digby.

saying: ‘Arrived. Sir Philip worse.’ That 
is all.”

Anson’s valet saluted and left them. Dr. 
Williams said cheerfully:

“That disposes of a difficulty. Are you 
ready, Mr. Anson?”

They entered a ramshackle dogcart, for 
which the doctor apologized.

“These hills knock one’s conveyances to 
pieces. I am having a new cart built, but 
it will be done for in a couple of years. 
Out in all weathers, you see. To carry 
you I had to leave my man at home.”

The doctor himself seemed to be young 
and smart-looking. Evidently Scarsdale 
agreed with him, if not with his vehicles. 
The horse, too, was a good one, and they 
moved through a scattered village at a 
quick trot.

They met a number of people, but Dr. 
Williams was talking so eagerly to his 
companion that he did not nod to any 
of them.

As the road began to climb toward a 
bleak moorland he became less voluble, 
more desirous to get Anson to speak. 
Philip thought that the doctor listened to 
him with a curious eagerness. Probably 
Sir Philip and Lady Morland impressed 
him as an odd couple ; he would be anx
ious to learn what sort of relative this 
was who had traveled from London to see 
them.

Philip was in small humor for conversa
tion. He looked forward to an exceeding
ly unpleasant interview, when hie lips 
would utter consoling words to which he 
must strive to impart a genuine and 
heartfelt ring; that would need an effort, 
to say the least.

(Continued.)
**Mr. Sharpe himself is puzzled about 
le matter, . sir. Lady Morland wrote 
om Y'orkehire, hut told him to proceed 
i Devonshire without delay.”

I “Has there been some unexpected de- 
Rrolopment affecting the estate?”

“I am sorry, sir, but you will see I 
Van hardly answer any further questions.” 
I Ol course the clerk was right. Philip 
mad hardly quitted the telephone when a 
(note reached him by hand from Evelyn:
I “Please come at once. Must see you.’ 

He was at Mount Street in three min-

FLORENCE GEAR COMING IN “MARRYING MARY”
AT HIE PRINCESSof the hotel, Monsieur Archambeau, as 

volatile and high tempered a gentleman as 
one often meets in the Paris boulevards. 
None but a master hand could weave these 
various strands of life into this fascinat
ing tale of a summer madness. Mr. Royle 
has succeeded, however, in giving to each 
his right color and atmosphere, and has 
joined the varying members of his com
pany of merrymakers together, fitting each 
in his appropriate niche and welding them 
together with absolute precision of touch 
and unity of effect.

The men in “Marrying Mary,” the Ed
win Milton Royle musical play that will 
be presented at the Opera House on week 
of September 14th by Florence Gear at 
the head of a large singing and acting 
company, are as interesting as they are 
dissimilar one from the others. First of 
all there are Mary’s three ex-husbands, 
for Marrying Mary, true to her name, has 
had three marriages and three divorces.
Husband No. 1 ^is Senator-elect Bunch- 
grass, the second is Bishop Brigham 
Smudge from Salt Lake Citÿ, and the
third is Willie Drinkwater, a nonentity MnilCP
and cousin to the bride, whom tehe map- GREAT PLAY AT OPERA liOUjE

The programme of moving pictures and 
songs at the Princess Theatre today, is 
new and selected. The quartette of pijj- 
tures are the best that have been secured 
by the management for some time, and 
show both dramatic and comedy features.

Harry Newcombe has a very pretty il
lustrated song, and Seky, the wonderful 
lady magician, is to be seen in a new 
speciality. The magic acts by this lady 
sleight of hand artist, are very entertain
ing.

A BIG CLOTHING SALE
TO START FRIDAY.

One of the biggest events of the season 
in Clothing and Furnishings will be the 
opening of New Fall and Winter Goods 
and an eight-day sale will start at J. N. 
Harvey’s stores in the Opera House 
block on Friday of this week. This sale 
will continue all next week, ending on 
Saturday, the 19th; at 11 p.m. Watch 
.tomorrow’s papers tor large advt. and 
price list.

Itites.
Evelyn looked serious and began by 

holding out a letter to him. He recogniz
ed Lady Morland’s writing.

“Philip—three people—who behaved so
tfcadly to your mother-----”

“Have they daped to trouble you.
! “Oh, it is so sad. Your uncle is dying.
“They are wretchedly poor; an unforseen 
Collapse. See.” And she read:

“Of your pity. Miss Atherley, ask your 
■ffianced husband to come to us, and to 
help us. I w-ant nothing for myself, but 
the mere sight of a few checks to pay 
tradespeople, doctor and the rest will 
boot he Sir Philip’s last hours. He is a 
■proud man, and I know he is heartbroken |
|to think he is dying a pauper among 
étrangers.”
| So it ended as might be expected. I hilip 
."wired to Grange House, Scarsdale, to an
nounce his coming. Accompanied by his 
Valet, he left King’s Cross at twelve 
jjn’clock, but his parting words to Evelyn

I “See Mr. Abingdon after ’luncheon,
Hdear, and tell him what I am doing. I
[will return to-morrow; meanwhile, I will ; trees yielded to an unbroken range of 
ikeep you informed by telegraph of my i open mountain, and the farms that nest- 
knovements.” ! led in nooks -of the hillside disappeared
. After leaving the main line at York | wholly.
khere was a tiresome crawl to the coast, j Glimpses of the sea were caught where 
(broken by changes at junctions—wearying a precipitous valley tore a cleft in the 
(intervals spent in pacing monotonous plat- j jonj On a lofty brow in front Philip 
{forms. i saw a solitary and half-dismantled build-
■ At last the train reached Scarsdale at ■ ing
(twenty minutes to seven. A few pass- «jg that the Grange House?" he inquir- 
tengere alighted. The place was evident- ed 

a small village not given over to the 
incursions of summer visitors, 
i. A tall man, with “doctor ’ writ large 
tpn his silk, hat and frock coat, approach
ed Philip.
| “Mr. Anson?”
\ “Yes.” ' “I cannot say.
r “1 am Dr. Williams. I have brought f0lu. (Jays ago.”
Won a letter from Lady Morland. Perhaps They passed a policeman patrolling his 
you will read it now. I expect it explains country beat. The doctor gave him an 
iny errand. # affable smile. The Than saluted promptly,

K i “Sir Philip is still living?” but looked after them with a puzzled air.
■j “Yes, but sinking fast.” He continued to watch them at intervals
Î Anson tore ojkîii the note. It was brief., un^j] they reached the Grange House, 
f “Thank you for your prompt kindness. Anson noticed that the track,.it was 
ÿ)r. Williams will drive you to the house, j gate-guarded bridle path now, mounted 
Sf you have brought a servant he might btea(jiy to the very threshold.
•take your luggage to the Fox and Hounds 'p^e place stands on the edge of a cliff,” 
5nn, where Dr. Williams has secured] hc eai(1
fooms for you. I regret exceedingly we «Yes. jt wag built by some recluse, 
}iave no accommodation here, but, m any Tllc rock faHg sheer, indeed slopes in- 
ëvent, you will be more comfortable at to some extent, for thrqe hundred
1the inn.” feet.”
, He looked at the doctor. In a vague. ..gome (jay> j suppose, it will fall into 
Way, his voice recalled accents he seemed the 6ea?»
fco recognize. J “probably, but not in our time. Here
t “Is there a telegraph office here. j was are. just allow me to hitch the reins
5 “Yes. We pass it. It closes at eight. | to the gatepost.”
[ “I will not he back from the Grange He jumped lightly out of the dogcart, 
feouse before then?” , „ “Are there no servants?”
t “Hardly. It is a half-hour s drive. “Only an old woman and her daughter.
[ “Thank you. You will stop a moment Ybey are busy at this hour.” 
fct the telegraph office?” Philip understood that a meal might bo

The doctor hesitated. ' jn preparation. He hoped not; person-
, “There is so little time. ^ Is it of great apy be could not eat there.
Importance ? Of course j j)r. Williams pressed the latch of an

“Oh, I known what to do. Green—take ^.fashioned door. He whispered, 
tny traps to the Fox and Hounds Inn. ; <<ge a8 quiet as possible. He may be 
tThen go. to the telegraph office and ^nd : . if he is. it will not be for long,

in my name to Miss Atherley,

i

READY FOR OPERA SEASON
ried in order that her uncle’s money might 
be divided between them. Willie is one 
of those accommodating young men, ready 
to go away and drink himself to death 
with a small amount of capital. There are 
also the three lovers of Mary: Ormsby 
Kulpepper, Col. Henry Clay Kulpepper— 
his father—and the Rev. Thorley Throck
morton, the rector of the fashionables at 
Newport. To give still more variety, Mr. 
Royle has introduced h French landlord

"“The Cowboy and The Lady” was pre
sented in a delightfully breezy manner 
by the Joseph Selman company last 
evening. The audience was more than 
pleased and applauded the many dra
matic situations to the echo. The inter
est starts on the rising of the curtain 
and never lags. The dance hall scene 
was particularly attractive and event fol
lowed event in quick succession. The

Walter M. Magee, representing the 
Boston Opera company, which is to ajv 
pear in the Opera House in grand opera 
the week of Sept. 21st, arrived on tfe* 
steamer Calvin Austin yesterday from 
Boston. Arrangements are all perfected, 
and those who have signed the eubscirp- 
tion list can now secure their tickets one 
week in advance, namely, Monday, Sept. 
14th.

Sedgefield Webber W. I. Gear, of the Robert Reford 
Company, Montreal, and president of the 
shipping Federation and Captain J. 
Walsh, superintendent of the C. P. R. 
Atlantic steamship service, arrived in the 
city yesterday. During the afternoon they 
visited the west side and viewed the ship
ping facilities there, but when asked as 
to their object in visiting St. John at 
this time they had information to give.

6t. Stephen, N. B., Sept. 8.—(Special.)— 
The death of Sedgefield Webber occurred 
this morning from inflammation of the 
bowels. Mr. Webber had been a very sick 
man for some weeks but hopes of his re
covery were still held by hie friends until 
his death was announced tonight.

Mr. Webber leaves a widow and four

BY MAUD WALKERAGGIE AND THE TREE FAIRY
Oh, 1 know, she’s just removed from my 
eyes the fairy vision. I am just like any 
other human being again. But, mamma, 
if you’ll step round out of sight maybe 
she’ll allow me to have one more glimpse 
of her before she flies away.”

“Oh, my little girl’s dream has made a 
deep impression,” laughed Aggie’s mother. 
“■There are no fairies, save in story books, 
dear. Come, the carriage is waiting at 
the gate. And we must be off for our af
ternoon ride along the lake front. Come, 
dearie, rub the dreams from 
lashes. You’re half asleep yet.

But as Aggie went to the house with ' 
her mother she kept saying to herself: 
“It was too real to be a dream. And 
right over that tree hangs the airship, 
waiting for me. And the dear little fairy 
will never come to me again if I fail her 
this time. Oh, she was such a dear. But 
—I guess I’d better go riding with mam
ma, for I might get very tired being with 
fairies in the clouds. And I might step 
on a very thin cloud and fall throifeh. 
too. Ugh! That would be dreadful. Any
way, I’m half sure that I was not dream
ing, as mamma says I was. It was all so 
lovely, and I want to believe in fairies 
so I do.”

“Ah, there’s Tom and Katie coming to 
drive with us,” said Aggie’s mother, . 
pointing down the road that ran in front 
of their house.

“And I’ve got something to tell them 
that will make them wonder,” cried Ag
gie, running out through the gate and 
down the road to meet her chums, Tom 
and Katie.

“But I’m sure mÿ mamma will believe 
when I tell her,” sai™ Aggie. “My, 

mamma is a very smsS't woman, and so 
good—oh, so good. I think I’ll ask you to 
let me go down to earth this minute so 
I can tell her about it, and explain that 
I am going to the clouds with you for a 
visit.”

“Certainly, my little girl,” agreed the 
fairy. “We’ll drop to the tree at once, 
and you can run tell your mamma. And 
when you’ve got her consent to _go with 
me you’ll find me in the tree limb just 
where you first caught a glimpse of' me.”
, Almost instantly the airship dropped to 
within a few feet of the big tree and 
Aggie alighted and climbed down to earth 
while the fairy perched herself on the 
green-leafed bought. I’ll not go to the 
house for mamma ; I’ll just call her to 

here,” said Aggie. Then she called 
very loudly : “Mamma, please come to 

little daughter. She has a wonder
ful surprise for you.”

“Yes, dearie, wake up. 
talking in your sleep, and I’ve been keep
ing very quiet so as not to disturb your

Aggie’s face. “You see, I’m what is called 
a ’tree fairy,’ and I dare not touch feet 
on earth. I may come from the clouds to 
the trees, but must never step upon the 
ground, or I should perish. But if you 
wish to have a seat beside me on this limb 
I shall be delighted to make room for 
you.”

Aggie rose to her feet to comply, but 
saw that the limb was too far frqm the 
ground for her to attempt to climb to it, 
for she was not an expert tree-climber, 
never having had much practice in that 
line. -

“Oh, I never in the-world can climb to 
that place,” she sighed, her face full of 
disappointment. “And you see, I have 
no wings like you have.”

“Oh, we’ll fix that all right,” declared 
the fairy. And she took from the gauzy 
folde of her garment a little wand and 
waved it over Aggie’s head. Immediately, 
Aggie rose as though on wings, and in 
sit beside me on the grass and tell me of 
yourself.”

“Oh, that I cannot do,” explained the 
fairy, bending over and smiling down into

the little fairy.
“Yes, and make you the same, said 

the fairy. “Shall we start to the clouds 
now?”

“Oh, yes, let’s go,” agreed Aggie eag
erly. “I think it will be lovely.”

“Well, loosen your hands from the 
bough and we’ll be off.” So saying the 
fairy waved her wand and together Aggie 
and she sailed through the air toward a 
beautiful airship about 200 feet above the 
ground.

“Why, I see the airship perfectly plain 
now,” cried Aggie, pointing to it.

“That’s because you are endowed with 
the fairy’s vision just now,” explained 
the fairy. “But no one on earth can 

you, me, or the airship. And look 
yonder!” As she said this the fairy 
pointed toward the sky, and Aggie looked 
in the direction designated. And she saw 
.the very air filled with fairies, flitting 
hither and thither like so many white 
birds, some resting occasionally on the 
edges of clouds.

“Oh, and is the air always so full of 
fairies?” asked Aggie, taking her seat be-

Aggie had been sitting beneath a big 
oak tree reading from a book of fairy 
tales. And Aggie had wished in her 
heart that she might see a real, live, 
sure-enough fairy. Of course, mamma and 
papa had said to her when speaking on 
the subject of fairies that there were no 
such things in existence, and that the 
only place Where one might find a fairy 
was in the story book.

But somehow Aggie had faith that there 
were real, live, sure-enough fairies 
where in the world—or in-the clouda. 
Sometimes she decided on the latter place, 
for this is the way she would argue the 
matter to herself “If fairies were any
where on the earth some of us children 
that love them so would surely see them 
flitting about in the flower garden, in 
the edge of the forest and at the borders 
of the lake. So, I’m inclined to think 
that the fairies—for surely there are fair- 
jea!—dwell in the clouds. And.the clouds 
being so high up, and the fairies so thin 
and white themselves, one cannot see 
them with the ordinary eye. But if one 
had a balloon, or an airship, one might 
go to the realm of fairies. Oh, wouldn't 
that be just splendid, though?”

“Well, my little friend, if you’d enjoy 
a trip to the clouds where we fairies live, 
come, hop into my airship and make a 
pleasant journey with me. I’m sure I’ll 
enjoy your companionship ; and I trust 
you'll find me an entertaining hostess.”

Aggie had looked up at the very first 
sound of a gentle and musical voice, and 
saw sitting on the limb of the tree that 
shaded her a dear little filmy white ob
ject, which upon closer scrutiny proved 
to be a fairy. Aggie’s heart bounded 
with pleasure. Ah, she was right, then! 
Fairiee really and truly did exist.

Then, in pure happiness, Aggie cried 
out: “Oh, you dear, dear little fairy! 
Where did you come from?—the clouds? 
Oh, I’m so glad to see "you, I am. Come,

The road wound its way through pines 
and heather, but ever upward, until the me

some- your eye-

A“Yes.”
“Why on earth did two old people, one 

of them an invalid, select such ■ a lonely 
residence?”

“That has been puzzling me for days!” 
“How long have they been here?”

I was only called in

see

come

your
You’ve been

!

f

fs

S, NEEDED ANOTHER.
Waiter—Yres, sir, we’re very hup to 

date ’ere. We cook heverythink by hel- 
ectricity.

Customer—Oh, do you? Then just give 
this steak another shock.

=3^56 ii(

I ft*ll■ The Fairy waved her wand and together 
Aggie and ehe sailed through the air tow
ard a beautiful airship.
another moment was sitting beside the 
dear little fairy on the tree limb. “Oh, 
isn’t this delightful?” She cried, “to be 
able to just lift yourself through space 
like a bird—and without wings too? Oh,
I wish I were a fairy, I do. I’d fly to 
every land on earth, and to the moon, the 
stars, and to—to—oh, to everywhere.

“Well, since you like being up in the the answer,
tree top, suppose you try it a bit higher of the earth can see them.
Shall we ascend to the clouds ?” man eye we are invisible.

“But where is the airship you spoke “Oh, how can I thank you lor your
about?” asked Aggie, looking about her, kindness in giving me the power to see
and seeing nothing but the green-leaved you and your friends,’ exclaimed Aggie
branches. " gratefully. “I shall never, never forget

“Oh, it’s right overheard—swinging in this experience, and when people declare 
the air,” explained the fairy. “But of there are no fairies 1 shall correct them, 
course, it's invisible to the human eye. and tell them I know there are fairies. 
Were it not so the people of earth would And I shall tell them of this ride—and 
not only observe it floating about, but of you if you will permit me to do so.
might try to capture it and me.” “Yes, you may tell it to boys and

“Oh-h-!” And Aggie’s eyes became girls, for they will understand ; it would 
round with wonder. An invisible air- be wasting words to tell it to grown-ups, 
ship! How remarkable! “And can you for they have grown out of the fairy age, 
become invisible, too?” Aggie asked of more ie the pity.”
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poor fellow.”
Indeed the doctor himself betrayed some 

Blight agitation now. Hc perspired some
what, and his hand shook.

Anson followed him into a somber- 
apartment, crudely furnished, half dining 

half kitchen. Though the light of

a message c Otoer
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Never Falls to 
RESTORE GRAY or FADED 
HAIR to Its NATURAL 
COLOR and BEAUTY

No matter how long it has been gray 
or faded. Promotes a luxuriant growth 
of healthy hair. Stops its falling out, / 
and positively removes Dan
druff. Keeps hair soft and glossy. Re- ‘ 
fuie all substitutes. 2>j times as much 
in $1.00 as 50c size.

ns NOT A DYE.
Philo Hay Spec. Co.. Newark, N. J.

SI and 50c bottles, at druggists*- 
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side the fairy in the airetiip. >(
“Always just as you see it now, 

“But, of course
was 

no one 
To the liu-

ÏT8TPT room,
a June evening was clear ènoug outside, 
the interior of the house was gloomy in 
the extreme. There were some dark cur
tains shrouding a doorway.
• “Ladv Morland is in there, 
ed the doctor, brokenly. “Will you go to 
her?"

Philip obeyed in silence. He passed 
through the curtains. It was fo dark that 
he imagined lie must be in a passage with 
a door at the other end.

“Can't I have a light?” hc asked, part
ly turning toward the room he had just 
quitted.

In the neglected garden at the land
ward front of the Orange House the horse 
stood patiently on three legs, ruminating,

ri pretty dream—wnatever it was, for you 
were smiling and looking so happy.”

It wae Aggie’s mammas voice, and 
Aggie’s mamma’fi hand stroked her hair 
and Aggie opened her eyee to find herse.1 f 
lying on the soft grass under the tree 
with the book of fairy tales open beside 
her. She sat up, rubbed her eyes open, 
looked about her as if dazed. Then, a 
sudden thought cotniftg, she quickly looked 
up into the green boughs overhead. As 
she did so a look of disappointment came 
over herv face. “Why, where’s she gone j 
to—my fairy ? And where is the airship? 1
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