r o

L

aid Bank of Eﬂﬂﬂda:’g

B general Banking business trans-
seted.
made on all
gived and interest

Iateres: allow
F.i'tﬂ of 81 a:
etiantion ani
smatomers Living at a distance.

ﬂﬂﬂ—'

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.

P. REID, MANAGER

ital Authorized...$2,000,000
Paid Up...... 1.000,000

!!!!!!!

* Baserve Fund...... - 1.000,000
in bright, sharp tones.

—

xies in all principal points in On
tario, Quebec, Manitoba, United
States and England.

PURHAM AGENCY

Drafts issned and colleetions
points. Deposits re-
allowed at eur
rent rates.

TYE SAVINGS BANK.

ed on Savings Bank de-
\d upwards. Promnpt
svery facility afforded

J. HELLY, Agent.

serenely into the house

The Humbling
Of Jane

By ELLE MANIATES

Copyright, 1904, by Belle Maniates

«Come, pa!” commanded Jane Tivy

Titus Tivy, a 1 ek, undersized man, |

responded to the summons and stood |
unresistingly before his daughter while,

in accordance with her biweekly Cuﬂ-l
tom. she prepared him for his trip to |
town. '
about his
coat anugly over it and
cap,
next handed him the memorandum for |
groceries and
structions to cLrry
the way “lest he forget.”

First she deftly folded a muffler |
neck. buttoned his great |
then put on his |
tying the earlaps in place. She |
a Jetter to mail, with in- |
it in Lis hand all

When he hadMtaken his seat in the

wagon amid the molasses jug, kero-
sene can
soapstone at his feet and tucked about
him a beavy
a lap robe, albeit the day was bright
and sparkling.

and butter crocks, she put a

blanket shawl in lieu of

When he had driven away she went
to put the fin-

jshing touches to the toilet of her sis-

ter Rose,

a girl of fourteen years. Lose

did not submit to her costuming as

Machine Oil, Harness O1l
Axle Grease and H ooy
Ointment, go to

g, P. SAUNDERS

The Harnessroake:
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COPYRIGHT.
Yhe zood wile of the hounse alwa
likes to heve good Bread, and the
best Liread is to be had at Stinson’s
Th-.- v irast mwpeLest and masat |
hen.tul wle. No husband will
« Avar Lult with Stinson's Bread
&g tonT™n oOouli A firat class article |
whether it's Bread Pies or Cakes
and give special attention to our|
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FIRST-CLASS LINE of Bakery
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G. H. Stinson

WODEL BAKERY.
—————— S ——————

W. D GONNOR"W ||

|
A nd Doealer 1n I}
Pumus of all Kinds. |
Galvanized and Iron Pip- I.
ino ; Bross, Brass Lined
and [ron Cylinders. |

Manufacturer of

Pumps from $2 upward. |
m open every afternoon. |I

All REPAIRING promptly and prop-|
erly attended to. i

£ M. D. CONNO?

meekly as her father had done.
pouted at the hanging braids of halr,
bucked
begged for a dip to her blouse,
authoritatively silenced and overruled
these
lenly to school,

| for six years.

| laugh
| shoulders

| ing her arm, marched ber

DURILE FOUNDRY

She

white apron and
Jane

arainst the

objections, and Rose went sul-

For five years, since the death of her

mother, Jane had held a tight rein over
the household, and its members were
strietly under Jane rule.

She was a
woman of convictions. One of them
was that her duty clearly lay in man-{
aging the aflairs of others. People
were afraid of Jane. They submitted
to her domineering or avolded it
There lived a man on al adjoining
farm, however, who was not afraid of
jane. For some time he had resolved
to introduce her 1o her true self, and
he had chosen this morning to do it
He appeared amid the pols and kettles
and Jane,

“Drop work, and
down. I want to talk to you."”

“Well. Joel, 1 guess you'll have to

Jane, sit

your

~hoose some other tlne for visiting.
I'm no lady of leisure. This is my
time to work.”

v gaid Joel, with a new, quiet
“you are going to
I have waited your
am

sJjane,
ring In
listen to méeé now.
convenience just as long as 1
ing to."”

Jane's nostrils dilated dangerously,
but her heart beat faster than it ever
had befora, although she had “kept
company” with Joel for six years.

“Joel Dixon,” she replied, spapping
off her words as if ghe were biting
thread, “that jsp't the tone to tuke
with me. It doesn't go! I have no
time to listen to you now."”

Joel's stock of patience had endured
It was now exhausted.
[Ie recalled the vision he had encoun- |
tered on his way hither of Titus Tivy
driving to towD. He gave a short
at the recollection, squared his
for action and crossed the

He took the disheloth |
it on the floor and, tak-
into the sit- |
ting room and seated her on the plush |
sofa.

“«Now we'll talk business,” he said
decisively.

Jane was silent from sheer surprise,
but into her being Wwere inoculated
the germs of fear, respect and liking
for Joel—tiny germs, it is true, but des- |

his volce,

2o

kitchen to Jane.
from ber, threw

tined to flourish. ,
for you to |

“] have waited six years
pname the day, Jane. If you don't do
it, 1 shall. After your mother's death

it was reasonable 10 expect to walt a |

year Or maybe 1WO, but 1'll wait no

| longer.” |

Jane was returning to her normal
condition.

“We must wait a year,” she decreed.
wThe mortgage will be paid then. ltose

| will be through school.”

day or not at all,” he said composedly.

Jane jumped to ber feet.

vIndeed! Well, I am not going to be
torced or threatened by you. Joel Dix-
on, I'll not marry you until 1 see fitl”
“Jane,” he replied coolly, “you are
acting under the
-ou are necessary to your father anud
They'd get along a great deal
you—or more to their

Rose.
better without
liking anyway.”

“What do you mean?”
surprise.

“What 1 say.
successful running things here as you
think, and there’s going to be no petti-
coat rule at my house. Today's Wed-
nesday.
have said, and Saturday about this
time 1'll come OVET again and prove up
what I said.”

Having thus spoken, Joel departed,
and Jane returned to the abstracted
washing of dished with new food for
thought.

When her father was unfolding the
Wingville Weekly that afterncon she
astonished him by sayving:

she cried In

“Pa, baven't 1 managed the house
well and kept up things since ma
died " f

Titus Tivy peered at Ler over his
gpectacles and paper. He did not an-

ed.
“Well, Jane,” he finally said, “I guess

you're the best cook and housekeeper
in these parts. There ain't a lazy bone
in your body.”

Jane was not satisfied.

“That is not what 1 mean. Haven't
things been as you liked? I've always
done what I thought was for the best.”

“Why, Jane"—he hesitated—"your

way may be the best, but folks don't
- -

__.'___.._.——l-———"—__

always want the best way. They want
their own way.”

Rose came in from school ghe said to
her:

of any girl in school?”
crossly.

good clothes if you can't wear them as
yon want to?”

“that Joel Dixon’'s sweet on the new
teacher.”
rallied. 1f Joel Dixon wanted

meek, clinging vine woman for a wife
he could take Lucy
come. But Rose's speech rankled and
lingered in her memory through the
week, and
Saturday might bring forth.

ing her father for town.

Joel. - |

by the arm and marching her out of the

did as he directed. She saw her father

 dum in his pocket, got back in the bug-

' encouraged.

| her face toward him, “I need you."

“You'll marry me a mouth from to- | house.

| new home the next April and was a

| family,
| ground, in company

mistake of thinking |
The house had

You haven't been S0 |

You just think over what 1 |

gwer with the alacrity she had expect- !

Jane sald no more then, but when

“Rose, don't you wear the best clothes
“Maybe 1 do,” replied Rose a little
«But what's the pleasure in

. :ain Jane was silenced.
“They say, continued Rose pertly,

A great fear smote Jane. Then she
a little,

Wicks and wel-

she anxiously awaited what

1t brought Joel just as she was start-
As Titus gath-

wCome with me,” he said, taking her

house. Surprised, she suffered herself |
to be led or rushed through the or-
chard, down the hill to where the road
wound its way.

wNow. stand behind this tree and |
wateh out,” he said,

Wondering if he had gone orazy, she

drive jogging Fleetwood up to a zigzag
corner of the rail fence, get out, take| g
the soapstone, wrap it In the shawl
and piteh it behind a stump. Then he
unbuttoned his coat, threw his muffler
under the cushion, took off his cap,
doubled back the earlaps inside the
crown, put the letter and memoran-

gy and drove away.
Jane looked at Joel, a light of newj o
intellicence creeping into her eyes. ¢
“Has he'"—
“ITe has. For five years.
what he wants and has had
way riglt along,

He knows |

having yours."”

ghe turned back toward the house, |
Toel accompanying her.

“and has every one abount
known it?' she asked faintly.

wYes: they have thought it a
joke on You,
ther too well to give him away.”

She looked so utterly miserable that
he almost but not quite relented. ]

“No. don't go in the house vet,” he
anid. ‘*“There goes Lose down the| t
road. When she's oul of sight I want
you to follow.”

“1 don't need to,” replied Jane quiet
ly. *1 suppose she stops and remakes | 1
Lher toilet too.”

“Yes, she hides her apron under
stone, perks up her front hair and jerks
up the braid to meet it and pulls down |
her shirt waist.” |

Qhe sat down on the steps.

“Then all these years,” she said bit-
terly, “I've been a failure and a joke.”

“No, Jane. You have simply made
the mistake a great many competent |
women make—of wanting to boss."”

She was silent. Joel thought he
gaw an effort to hide a tear and felt
He sat down beside her
and put his arm about her. |

here |

zood

H

One of Phil Armo
went into business on
on one occasion and built up a power
ful opposition house.
remarkable ability,
gshows that he had not Armour’'s con-
ception of things nor his lo
character. And it shows, too,
spite his long and intimate a
with his old emp
pnot thoroughly apprec

but before long T
working for me."”

the old man sque
goes, but Armour

With the news he
AMr. Armour the offer of an
and friendly loan of £500,000 in cash.

were incessantly occupied
deavors to transmute metals.
alloys were known 10
lost to us, and their
many useful hints worthy of
tention of modern gcientists.

tionale entitled
(“The Book of the Priests'). It is sup-
have been written by the Jew-
put probably dates from
Here is one of

posed to
ish priests,
the eighteenth century.
the curious recipes contained
book : of iron filings
with a quarter of its weight
Press the mixture in a linen
a smelting pot and
et in o heated
Next add some oil and na-
copper filings
Melt all together and
material for

leave it for a whole ni

: furnace.

his own| tron and just as much

only he thought it| g¢ there is irom.

was easier to let yon think you were| the resuit will be a fine
| hammers.

| irees are often sent 1o
death by poison, usually
and they liked your fa- | reason for
one hears the
pose a man has rente

| the owner.
| tenants
views

a | to administer
when a tree
have it removed. 1
arsenle i
A hole is made in the
dropped in, and n
It never fails.

gaunter.
ging one foot after
gome people call walking,
an athlete; it utterly exhausts a weak

Armour's Revenge.

but his

proceeded

ered up the reins Jane intercented the | g’clock one mornifg to convince the
I exchange of winks between father fﬂmp]ﬂﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂt E'E'l“li.“ﬂlﬂﬂ that he was gad- |
and her lover. This trouble.  or. and | ly mistaken. By noon there was a
ghe was in a puzzled rather than an | rushing fall in prices, and the once
antagonistic mood when left alone with | jubilant merchant Was a bankrupt.

Alchemint's Alloys.

ar's $25,000 men
his own accoun!

The man

ftiness of
that de-
ssoclation
loyer the seceder had
jated the qulet

hil Armour will be
He thought he had
ezed, as the word

also received from

career

power of the originator. X, for we

will call him so, rose to prosperous ata table partially obscured by & Pot
heights and then was seized with the of palms sat John Browning. He was
desire to be thought a greater man a man well past his first youth, of
than his old chief, against whom he form erect and face bronzed by the
began operations in the chosen Wa¥ gup that burned upon tropical battle-
of corners and similar financial exer- | gaids. From his rather remote C€Or-
cises known to the street. He sald one | .. e scanned with interest every one
day, “I used to work for Phil Armour,

who entered.

at 9

instant

The alchemists of the middle ages

with the en-

Many

them which are
recipes contain

the at-

There i3

curious book in the Bibliotheque Na-

“Liber

Mix a quantity

rpiment.
loth, inclose in

Poisoning Trees,

Sacerdotum”

in this

of red

A gardener discovered the fact that

thig does not

ms too much shade,

| allow him to have one or mor

reecs cut down without the

rees remain as i

trunk,

How ito Walk,

arsenic.
nppe
man's explanalion.
1 a house which
the law will not
¢ of the
consent of
As it often hapnens that

and landlords hoid different
on the subject of ghade, the
hone of contention.
| 1t js then that the cardener is called
a dose of poison, for
is dead the tenant may
*ive cents’ worth of
¢ suflicient to kill a large iree,

an untimely

The
it until
Sup-

arsenie

ature does the rest.

There is mno virtue in & dawdling

The slow and languid drag-
the other,
wonld tire

which

why

«y month from last Wednesday,| person, and that is the reason
Jane.” many delicate persons think they can-
She turned her head away. not walk. To derive any benefit from

“0Oh, you'd better take Lucy Wicks.
She'd never try to boss youl. You need
a woman with no will of her own."

“No, Jane,” he said gently, turning

A Fatal Oversight.

An American was showing an Eng-
lish friend about the capital.

“Qur government is very economic-
al,” said the American. “When we've
an extra thick fog, they suck it imto
a biz cistern and convert it into paint
for the warships and buildings.”

“Really!” said the Britisher, “Talk-
ing about fogs reminds me that my
brother invented a machine for com-
pressing London fog into bricks, and
one thick November day he turned out
enough material to build a country

“yes, he did. He moved into this
happy man for two weeks, until one
morning he found himself, also his
lying out on the cold, damp |
with some bits of
miscellaneous joinery.
gone, but it was the
| thickest morning ever Seen in those
parts, Of course you can guess what
had happened. In the night those fog |
bricks had somehow gone back into
their original element.”

wwell” drawled the Yankee, *I
reckon yer rel'tive ought to have glazed
them bricks.”—Tit-Bits.

' furniture and

Sharp Point of Letters.

“If people must gtick pins in their
letters 1 wish they would cover up the
points so they wouldn't push through,”
gaid a mail clerk whose hands were
disfigured by tiny scratches. “I'll bet
I get a hundred digs a day from pins
that systematic folks use to hold their
correspondence together. 1 never could
make out anyway why so many letters
need to be finished off with a pin.

“(Of course I understand that about
half of those written by women have
a postseript in the shape of samples of
dress goods or mnewspaper clippings,
which perhaps require a pin or two to
hold them in place, but even that habit
cannot account for the large number of
letters that come through the postoffice
with a pin sticking out of one corner.

“] have come to the conclusion that
many writers so mail their manuscript
with malicious intent. It may not be
fellows in the postal service
whom they hold a grudge, but

glow,

thaunuthttmn]lrletthn
of those pins.”"—New York

the exercise it is necessary
with a light, elastic step, which swings
the weight of the body 80 easily from
one leg to the other th
not felt and which produt
showing that the sluggish
most remote

is stirred to action in the
veins.

Lamar's Scheme,
The late Senator

to walk

at its weight is
w3 n healthy

blood

Lamar of Alissis-

gippi was habitually forgetful of every-
thing and everybody except his friends.
For vears he su rered untold afllictions

constantly
suspenders,

because of
eyeglasses and

mislaying
wWhile an

his

associate justice of the supreme court

he one day beamingly
friend that
over and that his
penders never more
him.
quired his friend.
eyeglasses
vests and
pair of trousers.”’

eveglnsses

wonld

“Oh, I had

e Was Willing.

“How did you manige it?

geweld to every one
a pair of suspenders to every

confidedd to a
all of those iroubles were

and sus-
trouble
" in-
a pair of
of my

“] don't want to gpeak to you again

about your
money,” said the stern parent.

reckless expenditure of

wAll right, dad,” replied the incor-

rigible youth.
to you to hand out the coin

nothing.”

The Trial Heat.

“Hereafter it will be up

and say

Ethel (engaged a week)—George and

[ have never had a quarrel,

Maund—

Oh, I think you ought to have one be-
fore you are married. Otherwise you

can't be quite sure whether

you are

going to have your own Wiy or not!

Be Your Own Architeect.
Do not govern your life, which Is
entirely individual to yourself, by an-

other's outlook.
accomplish what you have

Perhaps he could not

in mind.

Neither could you accomplish the task

he sets for himself.

The Struggle Ended.
“Poor old Versely died last night.”

“Indeed '

“Yes: he turned over and died with-

out a struggle.”
“Well, he died easier than
then.” :

Turned Down.

he lived,

“Pardon me,” said the magher, “but

you look like a young
“Pardon me,”

Bright, “but you look like

don’t know."—Exchange.

lady I know.”
interrupted Miss

shouldn't expect to meet any acquaint-
ances, but—ah, what luck!™

selves at a table near—a man and woui-
an of middle age,
woman with eyes .
violets she carried and a lemon faced |
youth, receding of chin and gwinish of |

eye,

ment
nounced."”

paper clipping which
or with instructions

around.
ried to her with outstreteched hand.

in
mand would have failed to recognize.

in the palm room of the waldorf

«After seven yeurs,” he thought, “1

A party of four were geating them-

a beautiful young
that matched the |

Browning was about to start for-|

ward when a voice at the nearest table |
spoke in subdued,

but carrying tones: |
“Lyle Vaughn's fance! The engage-
is conceded, though mnot an- |

resumed his seat.

John Browning
far better,” he |

“It would have been

thought, “if 1 had not called a halt |
on her affection for
thing but this gspecimen !
below the missing one!"” |

the trapper. Any- |
He is a link |

One of the voices at the pnext table |

again had a hearing: l

“1 admit he is not a howling BUCCess

as to looks, but he has millions and |
antecedents.”

John DBrowning gcowled and con- |

tinued his cogitations.

“@ayen years since Lyle had her first |

little ripple of romance which 1 ended. |
I'll again be a disturber
or nightmares.

memory in my
should have reached me today.”

of dreams—
to her |
Oda it

I have a spur
pocket Now.

He drew from his pocket a Dnews
he gave to a wait-
as to delivery.

The violet eyed woman looked up in

amazement at the waliter and then her
eaze again fell on the
a four line local giving the number
of licenses jesued to date
ers in northern Alichigan.

paper. 1t was
to deer hunt-

she had read it ahe ldoked
Then she rose, and he hur-

When

Little Lyle vaughn!" he said
caressing voice that his com-

“Lyle!

a soft,

“John Browning! NoOowW do 1 believe

in the resurrection!”

Her father and mother claimed his

attention, and after his presentation 10
Herbert Stuyvesant he
beside Lyle.

geated himself

The walter

“My mother has another of her at-

tacks,” explained Stuyvesant to Mrs.
Vaughn,
at Lyle's impassive features, he toolk a
reluctant departure.

and, with a lingering glance

Mrs. Vaughn at once gave Browning
an elaborate and profuse description of

Stuyvesant's fortune and prospects.

wrhe lady doth protest 100 much,”

thought John Browning, noting with

amusement and gatisfaction the infi-
nite boredom in
pression dimly reflected in her father's
quiet, even features.

“You must go home with us, John,"
insisted Mr. Vaughn as they were
Jeaving. “1 dom’t care how late it is.
[ want to hear about those seven years
and the wars."”

w20 do 1, chimed in Lyle.

When they reached the house Mrs.
vVaughn pleaded a headache. The oth-
ers sat by the open fire in the library.
Soon the soft, blue veil of good cigars
invoked a wondrous tale of adventure

from Jolhn Lrowning. Back in the
shadows Lyle listened and followed

over battlefields and African farms.
#] feel like Desdemenn tonight,”

laughed Lyle, following him into the

hall. “You've been very good to papa

tonight, but 1 want a visit with you. |

(Come down tOmMorrow morning at 11,
Mamma will be gshopping then.”

«“and Mr. Herbert Stuyvesant won't

be here?’ he asked.

“No. Why should he?”

She was a little discomfited by his
steady gaze.

] overheard some people in the palm
room say he was your fiance."”

“He isn't,” she denied; “not—yet! 1
believe he'd like to be, and mamma lies
awake nights fearing he wun't be.
Papa is trying to be reconciled.”

“Aand you?

wapnd I was fast falling in papa's
Emte—-untll—-tﬂnlght when"—

“When"—

«] read that clipping.”

ghe was not looking at him as she
spoke and so did not see the dark flush
that came to his bronzed face.

wTomorrow at 11, he said tersely.

“Who sent you the clipping?®”

“Plympton. He still hunts in Mich-
igan every November."”

«How it carried me back!"” she sigh-
ed. *“Those lovely days in the open!”

It was very late when John Brown-
ing reached his
go to bed until
and lived over again the deer bhunting
geason of seven Yyears ago which a
party of eastern people, including

Vaughn, Lyle and himself, had spent

in northern Michigan.
Those were halcyon

. west on
| until April

| friend of the long ago who had grown i}
| into a charming womal.

again approached and |
handed Stuyvesant i telegram.

Lyle's face, an €X- |

hotel, but he did not
he had lighted a cigar

days when he

conceivab
his services on all occasions and cbat-
ted with him in Fﬂﬂfh*lw
pot understood DY John B“mmﬂ:‘:
who was deeply con at
1's fancy.
u;: tﬂnmned i her father oneé 600 per ao
tons will be ju

ﬁ." Ilh'l'r'llhtu.r

and it would be prudent for her to Té
for in advance

the Crosbys the next day.

turn with z .
Vaughn aequiesced. e usually m.ﬁli?ﬁ"; rates |
acquiesce in any guggestion from 28 All adverti=
Browning. :.TI:J hould be
When her father announced th!:; & u--,___.
pext morning that she was 10 _
- rise, * THE JOB :

home that day, to Browning's surp
ghe did not raise any objections. He ‘
thought, though, that ghe seemed very :
serious when he bade her adieu. -
The life and light went out of the _:.
him after her depgrture, and » -
when the seasoll ended. y
En route for lower Michigan, he Te-
ceived a dispatch calling him farther |
business, which detained him b .
He arrived in New York

to learn that Lyle was in college. In :
the latter part of the month war with '
Spain was declared, and as an officer

jn the national guard he was mustered

into the United States gervice and went

DEPARTTIENT

ff"ll'ﬂ'll'lf !H il e
work

party for
he was glad

Drs. Jamieso

FFICE AND

to Cuba, Yeace declared, he again reé
turned to New vork. This time Lyle | Lan:l.:.r.'.'-'”f.'." nee
and her parents were abroad. He fol- R e o 4

lowed, just missing them at every

place in their erratic tour.
Then had come the war in Africa,

). G. Hutton

and the “siren 8sODE of the bullet” =

lured him to the cause of the Boers, (" FFICE AND
Now he was again in New York and - :1'-“-:“.'."""”'
was to see in the morning his little p m._l :'-_.I", m"-'i :-|:

Arthur G

JHYSICIAN AN
fice 1n the hew
|:1|_;H]1‘r-I Bl U a m
p. . Spacial atten
of women and child
posite Presbyvierian

She teased him when he came into
the library the mnext morning: “Still .
jealous of Plympton, John? You were
auch a stupld! Those cabin partitions
were regular sounding boards. I heard
your counsel to papa about my return.
Of the ‘severe weather WAas
‘removal

colr=e

not the reason You ordered

from station.’ von really thought I '

was in love with thal handsome half Denial
breed!™

“And weren't you?”
“Tohn!"
“But you talked of him, to him and

Dr. T. G.

wiih him incessantly. You musi have ( FFICE—FIRS
had 127 photographs of him.” the Durhan
vThat was partly because it plagued Block. Residence i

thﬂ' HTH.T.IJ’a
1

:|,'f:||:."

“Partly! What was the other reas -— ;
gon’y " :
| “yMavbe I'l1 tell you some time.” w c* Piﬂkﬂl"in‘

| “When?"
| “After another lapse of seven years,"
| #g&till,”" he persisted, “you looked sad
| when vou left for home.”

“That was for the same reason.”

Coll
L L
AL AT

Rooris—Cu

]1“3[![{ GRADI
ta University :
if | bt

- - — q
“arq what? |
| “Ag the one 1 am to give you seven . [ ;1

| years hence,”

«] am not going to wait seven years
| to tell you what 1 have known since
| you were a little schoolgirl, and you,
with your powers of divining, Lyle,
you surely must know that too!”

l ARRISTI J

“¥a." she half whispered, “1 don't Blore, L.ow | 1]
know."” Il;tr“T.-._.:I*. :

| “You don't know, Lyle, that 1 have
| always loved you! I should never have
| had the hope and courage to tell you,”

b. L:.f."ﬂ'}’

he said presently, “if 1 had nol seen
" you with the inane Herbert last l{'li: 9
night.” . |
|  &he laughed a soft, happy little E::-{'rul-ll *I |
langh. tr Of
“1 belleve 1 won't wait seven years
| to tell you."”
“No: tell me now."” rﬁé" n
“] have loved vou ever since you -
cgave me my first doll.” ]'{1 i |
! "Where They Misned It. :_'1'-_-1 .
. It was their first baby.
|  The mother was in a perfect rapture. a
1 It wils an ugly baby, but she did not
| Enow It.
| Happy young mother! A Ill “
|  All of them are like her. T
i Eut the father had dark misgivings. N er. |
His salary was only $12.50 a week ;:' ""I 1
| and balbies are expensive Juxuries, : kind: |
| Her father wus rich, but he had F :
frowned upon their union and had het- ‘FIi'mH.I '
vrnu‘._ux and Lberetical notions as to luﬁ' g
porting a son-in-law besides, I
Cruel old man! \1{ |
| 14

One day when the baby was about a
:mmtl:: old the father came home from
1is office in the city and fou

n -
radiant. .

She was not happ
y when the
was out of her sight. ey

“What is it, Jennie?" asked her hus-
bard, for he was yvet uncertain as to
the blessings conferred by the bab

He was al=o sleepy, i v L

“Oh, Charlie,” gshe chirruped, *“I bheard

. H"i:f? v

aer for the
attended

OHN CLARK.

ﬁ"t}?lﬁ'ﬂr fﬂrdlilr (
pmptiy atten 1
pt_his Implement W
stand, or at the §

Noy, 9, 03,
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l.-\. I l
OBERT ERIG
Auctioneser 10T
HIJFH o L Rila
residence or write
from papa tmﬂ}.:ﬂ Orders INE Y b lefL 3
'r:lll{;’-::": looked lﬂm‘lmier than ever E
say anything, dear,” she plead- AMES C -Ui*-éﬂ:i
f:t-] f'}" Ilhe knew her husband's opin- h ensad .-\-:L-n-.l..
of her father. “He has beard of gzg}-t l.a'l:uj Valuat
our baby, and, though he has not R atnd ’“““q
determined to f “. 'ptl:: attended
orgive us, he has sent nished if lired,
us a check for §250 for dear I : m“'lmj]
“k’E.H m ;
At first the young hushand'
nd i
up with pleasure, then it S e
azain.
“Are you glad, Charlie?”
with a quivering lip, she
Eh“‘ he smiled joyfully,
Yes, darling,” he whispered,

and Lyle had tramped over fields light- s

ly brushed with snow, through thick- ;::d';!l‘::"? it wasn't twins!” TO CONS!
ets and in the brown forest in pursuit . The undersigned hav
of deer. At night they would return 1t PP " 5 snma, .1.[1.¢1-1
O et ony and bungry to the big | “How's the earth divided i pdhen Consumption,
cabin, ready to start out again in the | pompous exa vided? asked bl follow sufferers
morning, Lyle had ever been & gay | worn out m:.m who had alre B = cory of thi
little comrade with him, but up there | “By mﬂ“_ of the class, fll find a sure
in the great of ice and suow | After which the ¢ ne b Mktadies. 1o b
ummmmth-mwmu ) , &n it is iny
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