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Editorial Troubles.
The troubles of an editor in a small
town are many. Besldes the difficul-
“Mostly all fishermen.” ties inberent in making up his paper
“Fichermen?” she ejaculated. “Not satisfactorily, he often has to live up
the men who go to sea on the schoon-|to a reputation for limitless know-
ers?” | ledge. For many persons he is an
Frank laughed. “Sure they do!|oracle, and the column headed "Notes
Some fish off the shore here, but a|and Queries,” or something Similar, is
good many of them go away in th ’
vessels, Some sail in Anchorville
craft and others po to Gloucester.
'Some nice places, ¢h?”
'| “Why, they're simply ideal. I can't | lows:
| understand why they shoula want to! “Dear Editor: Will vou kindly in-
‘leave such nice homes for the rough, |form me by return mail what number
hard life at sea. What are those whi'l:::’ | 0f sceds are contained in a seventy-
things strung on fhe fences, Frank?" [ three to seventy-five-pound pumpkin,
Those are hake sounds hung out|__ ; cih ¢ softle an ar
to dry. They're used for makin® glue, i P tD SR B
relatine, and isinglass, an’ worth guite
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[this.":‘“ che exclaimed. “Look at thﬂSEY
orchards! Look at those pretty houses |
in among the trees! Who lives in
them, Frank?"”

Chew your food
well, them use
WRIGLEY’S o
ald digesiiomn.

It also keeps
the teeth clcam,
breath sweet,
appetite keem.

| his mouthpiece. A Western paper re- |
! |

' ceived a communication tearing ;n_-r-[
tinently on this matter. It ran as fol-|

gument.”
A parallel to this request lies in an

BLUE WATER

: ; e o : Sy axre) e SR nhappy experience of an editor who |
v 2 bit. Now, Lily, we're comin’ into | : - 10 | :
A TA[-E OF T}JE DEEP Lon Cﬂ'\"E.” one [||(jr11i|1g received two letters from ﬂn Grl'ﬂt Cannd':nn

“Why, look at the fish, papa!” eried | subseribers. The first, an anxious
Miss Denton as the flake-yards came | father, wrote to find out the best way
into view. “Good gracious! !lmre must | to bring up his twin babies in health
e H:'{“'Uﬁﬂml-s of them drying n th!}-: and happiness, while the other, a farm-
51]113‘1*3111{ pulled the horse up. “That's :i f:d “;,””“”1. to k}mw t.hr_*_: q_uifI:r.-ﬂL meth-
a1l ours. Lily. See, thar's our big fish od o getlrmg rid :nt‘ grasshoppers,

| The editor hesitated; then, out of

house near the wharf ” |
The old shipmaster in the rear seat | the fullness - of his knowledge, he
wrote two Ietters in reply. But in the

lwas becoming interested now.
i “Is that your plant?” he interrupt- | haste of business he put the letters in-
Two years yet for|ed, pointing co the big .1"3{1'1““"“@ to the wrong envelopes.

building standing in the midst of acres | The next morning the father of the
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN—Cont'd.) |to the Anchorville depot, and when
“Hey, you bounder!” conched Frank |they entrained for Boston, he .'-_-‘._Ig'hed;
gs he turned. “What d'ﬁ'} mean by |“Thar’s ol’ Sahot happy now with th

thumpin’ th’ life out o’ me like that 2"  girl of hii heart.

I| |

“What  you thinkin’ 'bout, [IC » e\ -
Frankee ?"

“Waal, ontil you come up with that
heavy fist o’ yours, I was thinkin’ of
a good many things.”

Jules nodded. “So am L”

“0Oh, an’ what’s botherin’ you, Cap-
tain Galarneau?”

The big Frenchman kicked &t a
splinter on the cap log. *I want to
know when I ecan get holiday,
Frankee?”
€A holiday ?” ejaculated Westhaver
in mock horror at the suggestion. “A
holiday did ye say? An’ what do you
want a holiday for, you big loafer?
"Ain’t it all holiday with you trawlers
aboard th' vessel? Lay-offs an’ mug-
ups?”

The other laughed sheepishly. “I—
I want to get married.”

“Married!” shouted Frank. _‘“So
that's th’ lay, is it? Waal, I cal'late
we kin let ye take a day off U git
married H

“But T want two week for honey-
moon,” pleaded Jules. “One day no
E‘ﬂﬂﬂ.“

'Westhaver slapped his old dory-
mate on the back. “Surely ye kin hev
yer holiday, ol' trawler! When d'ye
plan on goin'?"

“Now. Dis week.”

“This week? You ain't in no hurr
t' git ver head in a noose, are ye
Will th’ gang take a lay-off for that
length o' time?”

“Yes,” replied Jules. “Two of dem
want for get married as well.”

The other laughed. “Kind o' catchin
this marryin' business, it seems.
ahead, o’ man, take yer two weeks,
T'd like t’ give ve more, but we've got
an awful busy summer ahead of us
an’ we need all hands. We'll give th’
Lillian her overhaul while you're
away."”

Bo Jules Galarneau—the runaway
Breton fisher-boy, and now master of
a Canpadian fishing schooner, a Can-
adian citizen, and more Canadian than
French—got married. It was in pro-
per fisherman fashion, with everybody
for miles around invited, and with a
big spread in the big barn; much fir-
ing of guns and ringing of cow bells,
and a dance which lasted until the
early morning hours, Jules took the
blushing French Canadian lassie for
better or worse.

Frank drove the happy couple over

MOTHER! MOVE
CHILD'S BOWELS

“California Fig Syrup” is
Child’'s Best Laxative
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Even if cross, [everish, bilione, coh- |

gtipated or full of cold, children lova
the “fruity” taste of ‘Califoruia Fig
Syrup.” A teaspoounful neyver fails to
clean the diver and bowels. In & lew
hours vou ocau see for yourself how
thoroughly It works the socuring
food and nesty bile ont of the stomach
&nd bowels. and ¥you have a well, play-
ful child again.

all

Mikions of mothers keep “California
Kpow R e

Fig Syrup’” handy. They
spoonful to-day saves a sick ¢hild
OTrrow

all ages printed on boitie

-
AsK vour druggist for geun-
ine “Californla Fig Syrup” which haa

rrectiona for babies and children of
Mother!

CHAPTER NINETEEN. |

On a beautiful August morning,
Frank, rigged out in coller and tie
and a neat blue suit, was driving|
along the hill road to Anchorville. The |
buggy, the best double-seated team in
'Long Cove, was polished and washed
until it shone again, while the horse
| did credit to Frank's pre-breakfast
|grooming and curry-combing. Before
he swung around the Anchorville road,

'which led up over the mountain, he | Gapany’s store an’ my office—but |

‘pulled up the horse and gazed over
the vista of village and Bay,

. “Waal,” he murmured with satis-|
faction, “I calllate Lily an’ the ol
Cap'en will like th’ place. It's lookin'
pretty nice now. Giddap, Jess! Twelve
‘miles t' go an’ little time t' do it in.”

He trotted into Anchorville depot a |
few minutes before the Yarmouth
‘train pulled in, and his eager scrutiny
was rewarded by the sight of the per-
sons whom he sought. The old skip-
per was the first to hail him.

“Hullo, thar, Westhaver! Lay
‘alongside with that four-wheeled craft
'of yours 'til I get some of this dun-
Inage stowed!”

And Frank swung the team to the
latform and greeted his guests,
“Howdy, Cap’en! Hullo, Lily! -Let
me see a-hold o' your grips. Cap’en,
you won't mind sittin’ in th’ back|
ceat? L4l and I will 'drive in front. |
rAH aboard! Giddap, Jess!” And with |
| as much skill in driving a horse as he |
\had in driving a schooner, Frank|
'swept down the station road with the |
}dust flying in their wake.

“Oh. Frank, but isn’t it just a glor-
ljous day?” exclaimed Miss Denton—
her sun-browned cheeks glowing with
excitement and pleasure. “And what
a fine horce you have—"

«Take th' reins an’ drive, Lil,” sug-
gested Frank, handing them over.

“Naow you jest be careful with that
there animal,” cautioned the old skip-
'per, “an’ see'n don't capsize us into a
‘ditch. She’s pluggin’ along at quite
la clip an’ th’ least sheer to port or
| starb'd might have us turnin’ turtle—"

“Try one o' my cigars, Cap’en,” in-
terrupted Frank, opening his case; and
having diplomatically given the father
something to occupy his attention, he
jpl‘ﬂ{'l‘:‘ﬁﬂed to give his fiancee a lesson
|in driving. The lesson seemed to be
greatly enjoyed by both, and consid-
erine that it necessitated two pairs of
| hands on the reins, the horse must

]have been an unusually frisky quad-
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The drive over the mountam
through the pass opened up.  some

rags and whis-
and Miss Den-
beauties of the
“And just look |
'at that Miemae wigwam in the clear- |
ing over there! Look at that old
Indian, and the squaws and the little
papoose!”

“That's old John the Rain Maker.
Him an’ his family are makin’ baskets
an’ sweet grass souvenirs t' sell the|
JAHI’."hﬂ]"L"ﬂlE‘ tourists. He's very old—'
{‘most ninety, I cal'late. Wait, an’ I‘]!il
|hail him. Hey, John!” _ o]

The old Indian came smiling to the
|h-1ﬂte~d team. Westhaver pulled out|
a cigar. “Say, John, show th' lady|
th’ medals th’ Kinz an’ Queen gave|
you:
| The Micm
from cut hi
‘huge medallions over.
from King William to my grand-
' father. The others are from Queen |
| Vietoria an’ King Edward.to me.”

i
‘with qelight.” Here was romance.
! Annd while her practical parent gave
|the silver plagues but & cursory
| #lance, she examined them with the
reverence of a lover of unusual things,

John was very willing to talk, and
after he had crompled the cigar up
land put some of it into his pipe, he
told her many things.

magnificent views of ¢
pering spruce forests,
ton appreciated the
scenery to the full

-
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ac pulled a deerskin ]'Iﬂli-:h‘
s pocket and handed the|
“Dat . one 1s

Yes, he was
the last chief ot his tl"ihE'; he had bheen
'across the Biz Water to the White
Queen’s tepee in London, and she had
speken him: he was ninety-three
«nd still able to carry a guide's pack
antl paddle a canoe, and he expected
to be able to do =so for many more
vears. It was with regret that she
Eu’;;:'l." he !'I‘-j.':tl old Indian ;'!Ufhz-i}_'u‘é,

As they turned into the Bay Shore
road vista of mountain and sea
ed her ey e, and Westhaver felt
happy in her delighted remarks, “Weli]
soon be at th® Cove,”
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he =axd: “an’ [
think vou’ll find it even prettier than

Miss Denton looked the relics over|

of drving fish.

“Yes,! replied F'rank; “an’ we own
that building an’ flake-yard to the
other side of the road as well. Thar's
that barquentine you chartered for us,
Caplen. We're loadin’' her now, an’
yve kin see th' topm’sts o' th’ new
Lillian—th’ gasolene auxiliary knock-
ahout we bought after we sold the old

A man's age commands veneration;

twins received this a woman's calls for tact.
wer:

“Cover them carefully with straw
and set fire to it. After jumping in
the flames a few moments the little
pests will be speedily done for.”

And the man who was trouhled with

grasshoppers was bidden to *'Give cas-

interesting ans-

:qﬁsfﬁi it:]uq:-]-]}?l-:‘?ilt:ieﬂi?ﬁt':;:.ﬂ:t;l};;h?éf tor-oil regularly in moderate doses and

th’ boats an’ vessels. rIEI‘]'*N low *hil_ihlin' | FADI LRI EULS “.h:r.l_ R B .-r-

at th' head of th' wharf road is th’| M narda LAl mant for il & Gl V *‘-:5,;:

we'll git home an' have dinner first,| . s > s =T

then T’ll show you ’round.” | What stars are made of, how fast) Preveunts chapped hands, cracked
Miss Denton looked forward to|they are moving, and how far away| pue chilblains, Makes your skin

meeting “Frank’s folks” with some lit-
tle trepidation, but her nervousness
was speedily dispelled with Mrs.

| Westhaver's cordial hug and kiss and

Captain Jerry's hearty welcome.
Within an hour, the young lady’s win-
ning ways and sunny smile had so
captivated the widow’s heart that she
could hardly contain her pleasure at
her son’'s good judgment, and the
mother felt that she had found a

daughter whom she could love.
(To be continued.)

MUST HAVE BEEN ABSENT

1st High-School Girl: | don't
suppose any school was ever so di-
verted as by Mary’s little lamb.

9nd Ditto: You must have been
absent when Gladys entered class
the other day In knickerbockers.
%4

After the Oid Man.

“iWhat's vour little girl's name”?”
asked the colored parson of the lady
who was enrolling her daughter in his
Sunday school.

dHer name am Opinm Bryant,” was

.

| the reply.

“Opium? That's rather an o
name for a girl,” ventured the parson,
“How did vou ever come to pick thust
name?"’

“y' gae, pahson, ’‘twas digsaway.
Dey say opium comes from wild poppy,
an’ so when dis chile was bohn, Ah
decides to name her Opium ‘cause her
poppy suah am wild.”

&
Dye Dress, Skirt
or Faded Curtains
in Diamond Dyes

Each package of “Diamond Dyes’
ne directions S0 simple any wo-
int her worn, shabby
coats, stock-
caverings, draperies,
if she has

contal
man can dyve or t
dresses, skirts,
INESs, aweaters,
hangings, everythilg, even

walsts,

never dyved before. Buyv - “Diamond
Dves''—no other kind—then perfect |
name (yeing is sure becanse Diamond |
Dves are gua sanieed not to spot, fade,
streak, Or rulk Tell yvour dmggist

1

whether the material you wisin (o aye

1
ailk. or whether it is

. . SR
is wool ¢ liner

~otton or mixed goods.
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they really are, can be told by means
of a spectroscope.

INVENTIONS

.Seml for llat of inventions wanted by Manufac-
furers. Fortunes have been made from slmgple
{deas, '‘Patent Protection’’ bookleton requesi.

HAROLD C. GHIPMAN & €o.
PATEN] A‘[’[RHS 231 BANK STREET

soft, whita, clear and smooth,
All druggists sell is

OTTAWA. CANADA

il M

that bring the largest. return are
those properly protected. You ean
write with confldence to our firm for
free report as to patentabllity. Sahd
for List of Ideas and Literature
Correspondence Invited.

THE RAMSAY 00,

Patent Attorneys
B73 Baunk ft. Ottawa, Ont.

Bakers Bake It For You

—no heed to bake at home
ERE'S your old-time fa-

vorite~—full-fruited rai-
sin bread with at least eight
tempting raisins to the slice
—already baked for you by
master bakers in your city.

bread. You've never tasted
finer food. Order a loaf now
and count the raisins.

Raisin bread is a rare com-
bination of nutritious cereal and
fruit—both good and good for
you. Serve at least twice weekly

Simply 'phone vour procer 2
DY 3 B to get the benefits.

or a neighborhood bake shop
and have a fresh loaf for
lunch or dinner to delight
vour folks.

We've arranged with bak-
ers in almost every town and
city to bake this full-fruited
raisin bread.

Made with big, plump,
tender seeded raisins. The
raicin flavor permeates the

Use Sun-Maid for home cook-
ing of puddings, cakes, cookies,
elc,

You may be offered other
brands that vou know less well
than Sun-Maids, but the kind
vou want is the kind you know
is good. Insist, therefore, an
Sun-Maid brand. They cost no
more than ordinary raisins.

Mail coupon for free book of
tested “Sun-Maid Recipes.”

SUN-MAID RAISINS

The Supreme Bread Raisin

1

Sun-Maid Raisin Growers

D 14,000

FRESNO, CALIFORNIA

AMembersiil
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niinard's Liniment for Corns snd Warts

any of these places.”
“But what cculd be lovelier thanj

vou must say “Callfornia” or you may
get an imitstion fig avrun

l



