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J. L. FLARITY

Garafraxa Street
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CLOTHING

FOR THE COLD WEATHER.
i

The cold weather is coming on and
we are prepa to sell the right
kind of elothing to meet the con-
ditions,. We have an extra line of
Heavy Tweeds for suitings, & full
line of Head y-made suits, a large as-
sortment of Heavy Woollen Socks
and Mitts, ete., ete. Just the things
you want outside in the cold.

e —

BLANKETS

Wea also earry the best Blankets
that money can buy, and Woollen
Yarn” in all grades and colors.

FOR GROCERIES

They're always fresh.
here. Try them,

TRY US
of all kinds.
Teas a specialty
Ccash or Produce taken in E;:hlnzu."_'t
e
S. SCOTT
- THE GROCER —

DURHAM, — ONTARIO.

Frost & Wood

AGENCY.

IMPLEMENTS

of all kinds for the
Farm, the Home and
the Dairy.

The Sherlock Organs.

wiwirre SeWing Machines.
Melotte Separators.

D. CAMPBELL,

DURHAM, ONT.

Agent,

H[FH CAN
WETCHCASES >

e T

Reliable
Watches
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| wager that I could wear a prison suit |
e l | and walk from Buffalo to Cleveland |

' without serious molestation. It took

CALDER BLOCK.

if 1 try again,” and he made Eve,

THE SAND WASP .

Ingenious Manner In Which This Ime
sect Uses a Hammer,

tle sand wasp might well be supposed

tnmtlrmnlngpnm.unm
exchange, A well known naturalist,

hul&lnth&mthanddﬂpnalt therein
an egg, together with a spider which

the grub which should be hatched in
due course. Then she filled up the hole
with sand or earth and jammed it
down with her head.

When at last the filling was level
with the ground she brought a quan-
tity of fine grains of dirt to the spot,
picked up a small pebble in her mandi-
'bles and used it as a hammer in pound-
| ing them down with rapid strokes, thus
rmuking this spot as hard and firm as
|the surrounding surface. Before we
' could recover from our astonishment
' at this performance she had dropped
her stone and was bringing more earth.
In a moment we saw her pick up the

| pebble and again ponnd the earth into
Ipim-t- with it. Onece more the whole
| process was repeated, and then the lit-

tle creatures flew away.

|  “The whole of this performance,”
writes Sir Herbert Maxwell in “Memo-
ries of the Months,” “is so unexpected
that even Dr. Peckham’s high reputa-

' tion as a scrupulous observer might

fail to convince skepties that he had
not been deceived, but similar behavior
on the part of a wasp of the same spe-
cies has been recorded independently
by Dr. Williston of Kansas univer-
sity.”

BARBAROUS ENGINES.

Man Traps and Spring Guns Once In
Use In England.

We were reminded the other day of
some of the incidents of country life
of former years by the offering for
sale at a London auction mart of a
couple of man traps. These engines
were once upon a time part of the
chattels of well nigh every considera-
ble landowner and every energetic
gamekeeper. Another impleinent was
the spring gun, which turned on a
swivel and discharged itself as soon as
one of the connecting wires was stum-

bled against, the muzzle of the gun
turning in the direction of the tres-

passer 28 indicated by the wire, the
guilty party generally receiving a coat-
ing of »niteh if of nothing worse, The
man traps sold the other day were
probably the first some of the attend-
ants at the sale ever saw and were of
the old formidable pattern—that is to

gay, they resembled a gloriiied gin.
They measured seventy-four inches

long and were just about three feet in
height, so that they would eateh a
poacher well above the knee, and once
nipped there he would remain till his
cries or the ordinary round of the
keepers led at once to his release and
capture. The spring gun gave Iits
alarm, and watchers were speedily in
attendance, There was something very
barbarous about the use of these en-
gines, which were not so very long ago
quite common., In fact, people need
not be very old to have seen boards
bearing the legend, “Beware of man
traps and spring guns.”"—London Field.

Her Opinion of Boys.

A little girl wrote the following essay
on boys: “Boys are men that have not
got as big as their papas, and girls are
women that will be ladies by and by.
When God looked at Adam he said to
himself, *“Well, I think I ean do better
Boys
are a trouble. They wear out every-
thing but seoap. If I had my way the
world would be girls and the rest dolls.
My papa is s0 nice that I think he
must have been a little girl when he
was a little boy. AMan was made, and
on the seventh day he rested. Wom-
an was then made, and he has never
rested since."

Rowance of o Stmine,

The statue of Charles 1. which now
gtands in London was sold to a brazier
during the commonwealth with the un-
derstanding that it should be broken
up. The buver, however, saw a chance
1o make money and buried it instead.
o cover his action he made a large

number of bronze knives and forks,
which were eagerly bought by both

royalists and Puritans as souvenirs.
When the monarchy was restored to
power the statue was dug up again
g bonght by the government to be
places in its present position, where it
Las remmained since 1674,

Striped Sult; Lively Walk.
Onece in my callow days I accepted a

me over four days to get thirty miles,
I was arrested nine times, and at Dun-

' kirk I came near being mobbed by a

He Sells Cheap.

Pure wool blankets 64x84 ...... £3.50 a pair
oy e p 6o6x84........84.20 *“
s - " b8xsd . ....... &.95

White and grey flannelette blankets large
B BB, raunidranvaise wirsvvinssusiil g0

Bed comforters well filled with all pur |
white filling .
R BT, .....cciivcanvnsnnsnns £1.25 ane

Al R
A R ——— A X
" T2x72 extra heavy.......... =3 00 enc

Fur caperines, satin lined, high storm ro
T SO . .

B TOfIs IT0M . . oo -cvissssnnnnnns £1.:0 u,
Woman's dress skirts in black ouly at &5 30
and #4.50. A bargain.

gond line of men’s knit top =Lirts and un- |
derwear torm 30e. up.

This Season's Pure Honey. ‘_

. Call and see us. !

/. H. BEAN]

Sunday school picni¢c and was com-

- pelled to discard my uniform for citi-

zen's clothes, Yet | was a free man
and innocent of crime, and there was
no law defining what I should wear so
long as it was male attire. — Elbert
Hubbard in FPhilistine,

Rusty.

A little three-vear-old miss, while her
mother was trying to get her to sleep,
became interested in a peculiar noise
anid asked what it was.

“A cricket, dear,” replied the mother.

“Well," remarked the little lady, “he

- ought to get himseif oiled.”

Nothing to Show,

Young Kallow—You guararteed that
elixir you sold me to raise a beard and
mustache in six weeks' time. Drug-
gist—Yes? Young Kallow—Yes, and 1
want to say it's a barefaced lie.—Ex-
change. 4

l.et us believe we can and hope
for the rest,

Thadeuherntamnrntu-ulbrnut-.

she had stung into paralysis to feed

Dr.Ped:ham,ntched.nwl.lpdl:l'

THE POSSIBLE
MAN

By KEITH GORDON

—_—

Copyright, 1904, by Eeith Gordon

Miss Van Orden halted and regarded
the display in the windows of Berg &
Co. with kindling eyes. There really

. was no excuse for her to linger at that

particular window, for Berg & Co., as
everybody knows, are haberdashers,
and Miss Van Orden was fatherless,
brotherless and unmarried.

“Talk about women's clothes,” ran
her thoughts as she reluctantly pre-
pared to move onward. *“Why, there
isn't a window in town that compares
with this for charm. Dresses—ugh!
Ruffles, tucks, plaits, French knots and
fussiness! But this—it's a poem! Just
imagine some big creature in that pink
bathrobe or'—

With a silent laugh, she caught her
lip between her teeth and moved down
the street toward the dry goods shops,
But the windows appeared cheap, over-
loaded and tawdry. Berg's store, with
its display of masculine attire whose
severity sometimes verged just near
enough to softness and beauty to be
fascinating, kept rising before her eyes,
and almost automatically she retraced
her steps in that direction.

By the time she again reached Berg
& Co.'s she had an idea that made her
giggle, though her eyes were bright
and ber cheeks went pink. Some girls,
she reflected, hoarded china and silver,
others linen and still others old ma-
hogany against the day when *“time
and chance” should bring the man
whom they all confidently expected.
She would depart from such main
traveled ways and do something equal-
ly practical, though more unusual.

She entered the store rather timidly,
but the sight of a portly dowager at
one of the counters reassured her, and
she was soon examining bathrobes
with an ease and assurance that might
have been aequired by years of shop-
ping for masculine relatives,

“What size?”’ asked the clerk when,
after much hesitation between a pink

and a blue one, she had finally decided |

on the former,

At the guestion she stared at him in
blank amazement. *“That is, how tall
is he?' he went on, judging from her
look that she failed to
Then she recovered herself.

“SIiX feet,” she answered, with a non-
chalant, you-should-have-taken-that-for-
granted air.
her preference in the matter, she add-
ed, “And broad—very broad shoul-
dered, you know,” in a manner so de-
liberate and composed that without

further question the clerk made out )

the check for “Mrs.” E. Van Orden
and solicitously begged her to look at
their spring shirtings and the newest
cravats,

“I don’t think he needs anything in
that line just now,” she remarked,
with well assumed doubtfulness, as
she languidly viewed the stock,

“Do they—would my husband have
to be measured for these shirts?' she
demanded. The clerk nodded.

“But we'll send a man up any time,”
he explained, with a polite desire to be
accommodating. The lady shook her
head,

“You see, that wouldn't do. He isn’t
here—yet! But couldn't I give you his
collar measure and couldn't you just
make them proportionately 7"

The clerk thought they might,
though they couldn’t guarantee the fit
under those circumstances, and when
his customer announced airily that that
woulidn’t make any difference he looked
a tritle mystified.

Eloise meanwhile emerged into the
street aglow with the eagerness of a
rather bored young woman who has

found a new and interesting occupa- |

tion. Her grandmother Castle’s carved
chest would be the very place to keep
the things, and fortunately it stood in
her room and had a good strong lock.
No one but the man, whoever and

about this escapade of hers. She won-
dered, after all, if men really wore
bathrobes like that—pink, all softest
wool, lined with thin silk and shock-
ingly expensive. Then she absolutely
chuckled aloud. What if the man
should happen to have red hair? In
this world you never know who carries
the key to your heart until he arrives

- on the scene some fine day and—

Her meditations were cut short by
the salutation of a man who was pass-
ing and whose glance carried some-
thing that arrested her attention. It
was something indescribable, elusive—
a quick, keen lighting up of his face
at the sight of her, as instantly vanish-
ing in the calm, passive glance of a
well bred acquaintance. But she had
seen it—that strange, telitale look—
and her heart beat more quickly be-
cause of it

She had met him but twice—once at
A dinner at Mrs. Lorimer's and after-
ward at the Bancver cotillon—but he
was the cousin of her dearest friend,
and she hal heard more or less about
“Philip” for years.

When at last the little lutter of the
meeting had subsided she remarked to
herself demurely a certain coincidence
—namely, that Philip Hamilton was
six feet tall, very broad shouldered,
and that black hair and gray eyves go
well with pale pink.

Before her departure from town for
the summer Eloise's carved chest con-
tained many treasures of masculine
wearing apparel. Among other things
gix shirts—it had taken her a forenoon
to select them, and it had almost been
her undoing—had joined the pink bath-
robe,

It was really the “swagger" mono-
gram on the sleeve that had convinced
ber that she could not be happy until
she added them to his trousseau, as

understand. |

And then, remembering |

monogram!"”

clouding of his faith he wore the gilk

attended upon one oceasion when a

blessing.

— —

she called It. She had 4 every
detail—that on the pale .one the
monsgram should be in dark red, on
the tan in dark brown, etc.—when the
clerk., who had learned to know lher
amd whom she guiltily permitted to
ncdress her as “Mrs. Van Orden,”
paused. pencil suspended above his or-
der book, as if waiting for some fur-
ther instroctions. She regarded Lim in
surprise.

“That's all,” she said at last.

“But Mr. Van Orden’s initials—for
the monogram, you know.” he prompt-
ed smilingly.

Eloise gasped. Never once had it
occurred to her that in order to have
that fascinating monogram on the left
sleeve some initials would be required.

The floor showed no disposition to
open and swallow her up, and the clerk

-

sat watching her as if he might tap
his forehead significantly to his fellow |
clerks once her back was turned and |
shake his head sadly, What should!
she say? The possible man— |

“Oh, T. P. M.,” she flung out with |
hysterical relef as a thought occurred |
to her,

“T. P. M.” the clerk repeated, ey-
ing her reproachfully,

“Right—er—they're not for Mr. Van
Orden,” she observed firmly, giving
him look for look.

Neckties and scarfpins were added |
to her collection without difficulty, but |
when it came to the purchase of a|
walistcoat that lured her with its dash |
and style the question of size again |
cropped up. By this time, however, |
the clerk had learned to think of her
as the “eccentric Mrs, Van Orden” unlll
was prepared for the vagueness of her |
orders. Not even when she dreamily |
selected a pair of gray socks with dark
red clocks, to match the gray shirt,
and demanded them of a size to mateh |
a No. 16 collar did he make any de-
mur.

The time for leaving town had ar- |
rived, and the contents of the carved |
chest were carefully arranged for the |

last time and then locked up with 1I|Ei

eweet scented bazs of lavender,

Eloise sighed at the thought of leav-
ing the things, for they had come to
have a sort of personality of their own,
They were beautiful in themselves, and,
besides, the one who was to wear them,
should they ever be worn, would be for
her the king of the world.

she sometimes tried to picture him,
but his face eluded her. Yet the face
of her dream often bore a
resemblance to Philip Hamilton, an
that gentleman himself was becoming
a more and more prominent fact in her
life,

AMore than once she

sgtartling

FT

had surprised a
strange, tense question in his eves—g
speculative look that made her happy,
yvet afraid. She half wished that he
was not going to his cousin's for the
summer, since that would place them
in the same little colony for the next
three months,

But in the weeks that followed, when
riding, golf and moonlit evenings on

the broad piazzas brought them con- |

stantly together, her feelings under-
went o change, and she was appalled
at the desolation she felt when he ran
up to town for a few days, as he did
now and then.

It was on one of these occasions that
she found herself alone on the porch
one evening, when a brisk step sounded

| on the gravel.

She rose as Philip Hamilton sprang
up the steps and came toward her in
the soft moonlight, the tumultuous joy
that she supposed hidden in her heart
shining in bher eyes and dancing on her
lips.

He looked down at her for one mo-
ment with eves before whose mastery
her own wavered and fell,. Then, with
a low, contented laugh, he drew her
to him, whispering, “There are some
things, my darling, that one does not
need to ask.”

. . » » . . .

It was one rainy evening soon after
the return from their wedding trip
that Eloise told her husband the story |
of the trousseau it had amused her to |
provide—a tale that he listened to with
a gust of laughter.

“Oh, my; oh, my!” he groaned as she

' held up the articles one after another. | 1 R
wherever he was, should ever kuow | . 100 Acres

“You certainly have good taste, though, |
little girl,” be added approvingly, “and |
I hope they'll fit!” I
Then his face sobered, and he stared
at the monogram on a shirt sleeve
fixedly for a second and then looked |
up at ber with puzzled eves, while she |
watched him furtively, wishing that |
she could get that ridiculous, effemi-
niate bathrobe out of sight without his
catching a glimpse of it. |
“T. P. M.,” he said slowly. The words |

sounded like water dropping on a lmti

stove and eyes took on a steely light. |

“l am waiting for you to explain,” he |
said coldly. |

Eloise made a little rush at him and
hid her face on his shoulder. “Don't
you see?’ she murmured. “Why, you
silly boy, *T. P. M. stands for ‘The
Possible Man,’ and so, you see, it's your

A great light broke over Philip's face,
and as a penalty for the momentary

lined bathrobe like a martyr,

A Timely Prompt.
A Baltimore man tells of a dinner he

clerical guest was requested to ask a

The reverend gentleman complied,
but once started on his flow of invoca-
tion there seemed no indication that he
ever intended to stop. On and on
swept the stream of eloquence while
the soup turned stone ecocld and the
hostess looked appealingly at her hus-
band.

Suddenly the host broke into the
blessing with a fervent and final
“Amen!"

The clergyman stopped and, with
beaming eyes, ejaculated: “Oh, thank
you, thank you. I could not think of
the word ‘amen’ to save my lifé»—RBal-
timore Sun.

1..

Machine
Repairing.

3

i I wish to intimate to the public
of Durbam and vicinity that I
&m prepared to repair all kinds
of Implements and Machinery.

ﬂ Farmers or others wishing Im.
plements or Machinery repaired
please notify me and I will be
pleased to call. Will be found

3 at Livingston's Show Rooms.

i Orders left in my absence will

ﬁ receive prompt attention.

gi
:
:

ME.

S TERMS: Strictly Cash.

9
;U. S. Drysdale. El

Pumps. ____

BEG LEAVE TO INFORM MY CUS.
I F'OMERS and the public in general that )
am prepared to furnish

T

EwW Pumprs aAxp Reramms. DriLL
Curs, Re-Curs, & PRESSCURB

wEL!‘flﬂ.{ All orders taken at the old stan.
near Molrowan's Mill wil
tended ta.l s Mill will be promptly at

ALL WoORE GUARANTEED &t “‘Live and
let live" PRricEs,

Ogilvie’s . .
Best Flour

A carload just received
and kept for sale at the

DURKAM BAKERY.

Choice Bread and Con.
fections constantly on
hand. and delivered to

all parts of town daily,

A. W. WATSON

PROPRIETOR.

_—

Sydenham Mutual
Fire Insurance Co.

Our Company pays market value

GEORGE WHITMORE. |for Grain, Hay and Live Stock.

[ — = =

A

Take Care of Your
Horses Feet. . . . .

NH MORE GUESS WORK.
in levelling and

ing your horse's [oot, I have
the Scientific Horse oot
Leveller which is the latest
and best contrivance for that
purpose and will guarantee
satisfaction.

balane-

W. GUTHRIE,

The Blacksmith.

for Bargaing Read This |

H. H. MILLER,

The Hanover Conveyancer,

Offers the Following:

ViLLAGE BracksmiTH Busisess—Nc
opposition—splendid trade done
—snap for good man.

—good timber—cheap.

200 Acres in a splendid settlement—
Normanby —owner sick—bargain
offered.

ACRES in Egremont—about 65
acres cleared, hardwood and
swamp timber, good buildings,
good soil. orchard, and well
located, price $3200 Will ae-
cept us low as 2500 down and
allow balavce to run at 47/,

in Bentinck—Craw/lord
P. 0.—good farm-—owner invalid
and eager to sell.

50 ACRES in Egremont—near Hol.
stein—fine 50 —gell
trade for larger faria.

100

1 ACRE—Durham—near the EFD‘!EﬂtI

Works,

BESIDES ABOVE 1 have other
lands in Ontario and North West for
sale, or exchange and cay sELL vougr
FARM il you want to sell—uo charge
il uo sale,

MONEY TO LOAN at low rates |

The Peaple’s Groeery

DeEBTS COLLECTED — WRITINGS DRAWN,
All kinds of ** Square Deals " negot-
iated; everyrhing confidential. Basi
ness established 1884,

H. H. MILLER,

The Hanover Conveyancer,
HANOVER. — — ONTARIO.

50 YEARS®
EXPERIENCE

| Bags,

| 100 Acres near Allan Park—Fair land |

Hay in stacks is covered by insur-
ance on cootents of barn, Farm
Implements used by hand. Carpen-
ters’ Tools, HKobes, Roots, Grain
Wool, Beel, Pork, Fruit and
Flour are payable in either dwellings
or outbuildings. No other company
has the the above in their coutract,
A Sydenham Policy is the best.

For further information address

J. H. McFayden

>ept, b.—GOme, DURHAM P.O

‘s
J

mplements . . .

of every kind

s )
e

We want you to call and

see 1f you do not believe
us when we say we have
the most complete line

of goods on the market.

*

BARCLAY & BELL

WAREROOMS :

Opp. Middaugh House Stables,

L —_——

cheap or |

Pumps! Pumps!
PUMPS THAT PUMP
If you want a pump that will give
good satisfaction without tinkering

at 1t everv day or iwa, try one of

OUR NEW SPECIAL I1RON
Double Action Lifters.

This _is unquestionably one of the
BEST PUMPS in the marker,
We supply all kinds and make a
SPECIALTY OF REPAIRING.

—I’rices right.—

E. H. KINNEE

Nov, 156th,—38m., DURHAM, OXNT,

- TRY ==

FOR ALL KIXDS oF

Groceries, Teas, Sugars,
Coffees, Spices, Tobaccos.
In FLOUR we handle the

Listowel, Hunt's Mani-
toba and McGowans',

We also handle all kinds of
Feed, Potatoes, Windsor Salt,
Oatmeal, Cornmeal, Field

and Garden Seeds,

The Highest Prices Paid for Farm
Produce including Butter and Eggs.

Goods delivered promptly

Mrs. Alex. Beggs
J. M. HUNTER BLOCK
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