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D8 THOMAS: ECLECTRIC GIL
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MAKE YOUR WORK
Have the Hotpoint Electric Goods in your

_' home. We have everything you may need te
bring comfort — Irons, Toasters, Heaters, etc.

Halliday Electric Co.

PHONE 94. CORNER KING AND PRINCESS 8T8,

B

—

“

:% to get vour Axes, Saws, etc., for winter
Pl work. We have a good stock of Axes,

i Helves, Croes Cut Saws, Hand Saws, etc.,
# and our prices are right. |

Lemmon & Sons
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[ NOW. IS THE TIHE

When Ed Got
a Jolt

|
I

ﬂ By OCORONA REMINGTON. .
1: T

| Bd Vance watched the girl as she
| sat on the rug at his feet holding a
slios of bread before the cheery fire,
As she drew |t back and turned it on
the fork the crispy brown odor came
up to him.

“You're a regular little home
maker,” he sald, admiringly, aa he
crunched into the buttered toast and
sipped the hot chocolate she had
placed at his side.

Sarah BScott fSushed with pleasure
and gratitude and passed him anoth-
| er plece. 3
' “But I think Mrs. Wade {3 the dear
| to let us do this in her parlor—not

many people would,”” she told her
. fance,
| “Bhe certainly is preity decent.,”
he admitted, “but then she looks on
| you as her own shild.”

““Yes, she's just about been a

mother to me since [ came to towa
 to work. This feals almoal as much
| lilke home to me ass my real, sure-
I enough one does now.” .
“Huh, It feels more lilke home to
me than anything I've had since I
was a little boy. When I'm here with
you, like this, why I don't want any-
| thing better—ever. It's perfect! All
| the bliss of a home of your own with-

out the responsibilities,’”” he said,
| laughing lghtly,

A tiny little frown appeared on
| Sarah’'s face. He was joking, of
| gourse, but somehow the words jar-

red. They sounded so shiftless, so

weak-backed.

-xne rest of the evening fell flat
| for wer-—sne sat beside him in.front
| of the fre, az was her custom—he
| in the big armchair, she on the rug
| at his feet. ©ccasionally he would

put out a hand and draw her head
| against his knee, usually blisstul mo-
. ments of happy silence while Lhe two
. stared into the fire and dreimeéd and
rested, rested from a hard day's
' work. But to-night!—she felt al-
most irritated by his touch; she want-
éd to Jerk her head away, to jump
' up snd rup Away upstairs and leave
him pussling over her sirange be-
barior.
| The evening wore away somehow,
and at last Kd took his departure,
perfectly happy and totally ignorant
of his Bance's disturbed condition—
. dense male that he was.

“Well, he's gone,” Sarah said a
second later, as she walked into the
little dining-room where Mrs. Wade

r—"—_-—a—— _|‘:

| get her.”

— —rr——

—— to do without her till you can go and 1

|  Feor & stcond E4d was speechless. |

He looked wistfully at the big leather

| chalr, now holding ils oOWDner so0 com- |
| fortably in its embrace-—at the va- |

cant spot on the rug where Barah

_had sat only the night before, and &

Teeling Of lonsiiness SWepl Over nim.

‘It was all so sudden, so brutally
| unexpecied.

“But—I muat have her,” he sald
at last.
Barah.”

Mrs. Wade lowered her eyes
hide the glint of trivmph in them.

“1 know, Ed."”
erly aympathy, “but we all Jave to
stand some things and | reckon you'll

“1 ean't do w!/'hout my little |
to

she sald, all moth-

have tuv wait until you can afford to |

start housekeeping.
all the more when it comes.
grand having a little houze all your
own with Sarah to greet you when
you come home from work and a
nice hot meal setting on the table.
My, my, I don't blame you for being
impatient the way you must a banged
from bad boardin® houses to worse."

“l can't wailt and, what's more, I

You'll enjoy it |
It'll be |

won't!"” The man spoke with mascu- |
line determination as h« started to- |

ward the doer.
Sarah right now. In the morning you
can 'phone my boss my mother's
sick, too,” he said, turning back.

Mra. Wade looked up, her mild
Eray éyes meéeting hls.

“I'm going to" get ,

“My my, you're such a hasty young

man!' she remarked Innocently.

PEOULIAR FLAVOR OF PEKOE.

Silvery HnJ.n on Leaves of This Tea

Give It Distinctive Taste.

The (iny, silvery hairs In your
orange pekoe tea and the amall white
pleces which look like stems are not
something which should not be there,
but are really these things which give
orange pekoe its delicious flavor. The
tea plant constantly throws out new
shoots at the end of each twig and
the leafbud which Is just unfolding,
together with the small leaf next to
it produces the fineést guality of tea;
the leaf at the end of the small
branch being the best of all and qual-
ity of the leaves cf the lower twigs
of the branch becoming poorer in
proportion to their proximity to the
trunk, says Consul C. L. Hoover, Ba-

tavia, in a report to the Department

of Commerce,

These first two leaves are covered
with hairs, which, when the leaf is
dried, give a silvery appearance to
the tea and from this comes the trade
rame, “Pekoe,” the Chinese words
“pak ho" meaning °“white hairs."
This tea produces an orange-colored
beverage, hence the name ‘“‘orange
pekoe.” The small white plecea which
lopk like stems are not stems at all,
but the very at parf of the leaf,

sat rocking and plecing quilt scraps..4de tip, and tea made from them Is

The latter glanced up from her work
at the young girl standing there be-
fore her.
“Well, child, you sald it as If he
was a4 book agent or a collector or
| some other human vyarmint."
Barah tried to laugh, but it was

. rather a fallure.

' “Oh, no, he's lovely, but somehow
I feit all out of port to-night. I'm
blue and can't tell exactly why it is."

' *“Domn't tell me anything's gone

. wrong between you and Ed,"” said

' Mrs. Wade, taking off her spectacles

| and looking more cwsely at SBarah.

|  “No, nothing that I can put my g
g*r on.”

Safih was silent for a moment and

" Mrs. Wade, with sixty ysars':knowl-
edge of human nature, knew that
something was forthcoming, so wait-
&d patiently for the girl to speak.

\  “It's tunny, Mrs. Wade, but Ed
hasn’'t sald amything about getting
married for

. Dow,” Barali said after a while.

. “Been engaged nearly a year—
havea't youl”

The girl nodded silently.

“Toe long. Time you got married.
Trouble Is Ed's too comfortable sit-
ting in my parior chairs and warmlng
Rimaelf by my fre.~

With a start S8arah remembered
what Ed had sald that very evening,
and she flashed a glance of wonder at
motherly Mrs. Wade.

“I've been thinking about this
right along.” she said, almost as i
she had read the girl's thoughia,
“and I want to tell you something;

big hard one., Now I got &
from your mother this mern-
te tall you about it at
s didn't get time—and she
the rheymatism's settled in her
nees mighty bad and she has a hard
time dolng the work. She didu't want
me to tell yeu, because she thought
you wera happler dowa here than
you were In the country—more op-
portunity and such-—and she didn’t
want you to lose your job, but i
didp’t live near Myra Scott thirty
l..ﬂln for ll“lmh.lll and I know whaen
grumps, ‘s got something ta
about. Bo If I were you I'd
up that good-for-nothing job
home, and 1 woulda't be wril-
Ed every minute. peither."”

Wwother! I'd never
u if you hadn’t told
to-morrow.” Barah
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nearly three months-

Ed's a Bae boy, but he nesds a jolt—

very strong and has the most deli-

aroma. The dried tea leaves are
graded by women who screen the tea
by placing it In a flat tray made of
woven bamboo, and throwing it into

the air until all the lightest leaves |

are on the top. The lighter tea is

the last Lo come down and after care-

fully working the tray load to the
“point “where. all thé leaves of the
same qual are on top, the tray is
quickly withdrawn from beneath the
light leaves, which fall uto another
tray u&“ the woman who is
doing fann

is then tossed
next woman, who submits it to still
further manipulation—N. Y. Times.

Wasted Money.
- Some remarkable gratuities are
revealed in the first report of the
Committes of Publle Accounts in
England. A clerk at Trinity House
was - found " Fuilty  of- embeszling
lighthouse funds, dismissed, and sent
to prison. The Board -af Trade, gra-
clously awarded him a pension of
$1,3560 a year and a gratulty. Every
State Department has its little
‘money-wasting episode. The Office of
Works hired premises at Poatypridd
for $125 a year In 1888. The pre-
mises were not required after 1904,
but no one thought of terminating
the tenancy, and the remt was pald
regularly until Christmas 1915. A
tug was hired in Mesopotamia in
SBeptember, 1916, at $300 a week.
The owner offered to sell it for $45,-
000, but his offer was not accepled.

i

The §300 a week was paid until Aug- |

ust, 19831—a total payment of $75,-

900. The tug was thean bought for '
$20,000, and as it was no longer re- |

quired, it was put on the disposals
list for sale at anyp rice. The Air

Ministry finding it necessary to evict |

a farmer, promised to instal him in
a nelghboring farm at an estimated
cost of 35,000, The installation in-
volved rebuilding which in the ‘end
cost more than §46,000. These inci-
dents are only a few instancea of the
muddling of Government departments
that have been investigated.

Cebu Founded In 1568.
The oldest European settiement in

the Orient is the city of Cebu, Cebu

provinee, Philippine lslands. It was

-

Doctor—8ay, #1917

_ll.'li accident sustained when he
feil from the top of a moving box

The heavy tea |
the tray of the |

| ber from here expect to attend the
| poultry fair at Lyndhurst. Mr. Walk-
er is making cheese yot, James Wil- |

'mmulhnlug:hm
stomach attended s rhed
.'mu-hgmm.ﬁ

| Btoskbroker—Worse. than hat— taken fnto the stomach it
: | to ferment and become

| saur, vomiting occurs,

[ Whitemar
@Orch estr(ilgﬁs

I

>
and

your Xmas

ecetasy of syncopation is at its height. Yoa can
fairly sensé the thrill of the players as the crashing

music pours forth— weaving a fantasy of rythm.

‘l't:' |

: echoes with happiness and joy. Andno :

L
. is playing for their dance

it is Paul Whiteman and his famous Orchestra_that

Yes! the living Paul Whiteman and his Orchestra —
for engraved on “His Master’s Voice™—Victor records is
their living genius— not merely a mechanical rendering.
The dance palaces of London and New York can bomst
of no greater living, thrilling reality.

Because of “His Master’s Voice” — Victor records you

can make your Christmas

gift —countless evenings of

such joy and pleasure — you can send into the homes of
your friends the genius of the world’= greatest artists —
just as if you were presenting them body and soul — for
their genius could not be more living even_though -they
were actually present to do your bidding.

Arranged in handsome,™ dignified "gift™ boxes,
“His Master's Voice” dealers have many record com-

binations for you to chqgee

froam.

HIS MASTER'S VOICE, LIMITED

“ His Master’s Voice™ dealer
mu of these, the world's lr;u:tm

Some Paul Whiteman Dance Hits

Last Night

Dearest—Fox Trot

Fate—Fox Trot _
Lady of the Evening—Fox Trot
the Mooo— Waily

i —

STILL MAKING CHEESE.

The Factory at Findley Station Still

Open,
Findley Station, Dec. 4.—A num-

on the Back Porch—Fox Trof
If I Can't Have the Sweetie 1 Want—Fos Trot

Way Down Yonder in New Orleans—Fox Trot
alls
s Maste;

_Victor

| No. 19139
| No. 1900
Ne. 19016
{ No. 19019

Doggett officiating. They will reside
in Bellevilie. Mr. dund Mrs. Fred
Thompson and Miss Maude, King-
ston, visited st Lorne Thompson's

recently. Miss Myrtle A. Sidley,|
Kingston, spent the week-end at her
uncie's, M. J. Muyllen's.

son visited his slster, Mrs. Bruce
David, Brighton, recently. Mrs. W,
Simpson and baby spent a few days
at Beeley's Bay. Francis and Elmer
Donaldson are attending the agri-
culture c¢ourse in Kipgston. Mrs.
Brennen who has been ill is improv.
ing. On Wednesday evening, Nov.
28¢th, the marriage of Miss Jewel
Keeler and Willlam Grice took place
at the family residence, Rev. Mr.

You Can Eat
Anything You Like'
and Not Have

. HEARTBURN

In all cases of heartburn there s a

extremely

thrown in -ﬂtrm'nldtl“iu-«
sour a

ter. 'ﬂ'hﬂn ru.IulHIl this condition

‘on -will find that Miiburn's

"‘Peler Barr and Misses Enid
'Muriel Paul, Poland,

A Nurse-in-Training Il
Lavant Station, Dec. 4.—The

many friend of Miss Myrtle Bing-

ley, S8mith's Falls, are sorry to hear
of her serious fillness with scarlet
fever and hope for a speedy recov-
ery. °“Mr. and Mrs. Willlam Me-
Kipnon, and family, Nemaks, Altas.,
are visiting the former's parents,
Mr. and Mm. J. McKinnon. Mias
Irenes Lashley, Watson'n Corners,
visited over the week-end with her
sister, Mrs, J. E, Lee. Mrs. Jobhn
Paul, Lavant, is spending some.
time with her daughter Mre, Wil-
liam Browning. Mr. and Mre.
and
spent the
week-end at the home or Mre,
Thomas Lee.

Mr. Little, Queen's University,

A tourist and his wife, atfer theip
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offer the hiving
dwm%rru

Voice>

mentioned with enthusiam a picture
which represented Adam and love
and the serpent in ghe Garden of
Eden, in connection with the eating
of the forbidden Ifruil. "The wile
also waxed enthusiastic snd interjec.
tedAhe remark: “Yes, we found the
picture most Interseting,

you see, we know ‘the o dF -

N 2
On a charge of Elﬂ.‘ll r in

an lllegal place, second -
Ralph Barker was sentenced to tweo
months in the counties Jall by Mag-
istrate Page, Brockville, and & fu
ther term of three months, in defauil
of a fine of $200 and costs, §3. =
We should gain more by letting
ourselves Be seem such as we are,
than by attempting to appear what
we are not. _ -
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