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Saved From Years

The wonders of the famous Fruit
Treatment are only revealed when
readaletterlike this, which comes
Madame Valiquette, 1188 Notre
Dame 8t. W., Montreal.
‘““For three years, I was troubled
with bad Headaches, Nervous Dys-
, and Liver Troubles. Then, I
taklng “‘Fruit-a-tives”. V

‘ ﬂn"‘.’; 'ﬂ sndechut trait tab-

lots I aim onee more entirely well,
"Il'rult-l-tltu" Is I-'hud]uiau of
es, oranges, AD runes,

in mll!dlnﬁ- ’;aﬂ with tonies
—and forms a complete fruit treat-
meént for Stomach, Liver, Kidpey

and Skin Troubles.
%¢. and 50c. a box—at dealers

or mtﬂl;yt. Fruit-a-tives Limited,

e
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Cut Flowers and
Potted Plants

We carry im storck all seasom-
able Cut Fleowera and Fotted

L™
Artistie Wedding and Funeral
Desligning & specialty.

The Emily Crawford
Flower Shop

" 171 WELLINGTON STREET
Phone IT44. House FPhone 1873m.
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Guard Against “Flu”

With Musterole

In Fublie Service Sines 1784
M. BOHAN, PROFRIETOR,

| chant. “You .stole my purse!

ECLECTRIC

“THE THIEF OF BAGDAD’|

Pantasy of the Arabisn Nights, by

Thomas

! =

He walked with a mincing step, his
wicked, shriveled old face topped ludi-
crously by a coquettish turban of pale
cerise. his scanty beard dyed blue with
indigo, his pointed finger nails gilt in
a foppish manner, his lean body clad in
green silk, and holding in his bony
right hand a large cluster of lilies at
which he smiffed.

Adl this Ahmed saw and disliked
Saw, furthermore, protruding a little
from Tagi Kahn's waist shawl, the

| sagging plumpness of an embroidered

purse. A fat purse] A rich, swollen,
bloated purse! A purse to stir the im-
agination of both the righteous and the
unrighteous!

thought Ahmed, as the other passed
the fountain. “Mine—or may I never
langh again'”

Already his right hand had descend.
ed. Already his agile fingers were curl-
ing like question marks. Already the
T(url: was sliding gently from Tagi

ahn’s waist shawl when—for let us
remember that Ahmed was stretched
flat on his stomach, his bare back
warmied by the sun—an inguisitive
maosquito lit on his shoulder and stung
him painfully. _

He wiggled; twisted.

His tapering fingers slipped and
jerked.

And Tagi Kahn, feeling the jerk,
looked up, and saw his purse in Ah-
med’s hand.

“Thief] Thiefl Thief]” he yelled,
reaching up, clutching at the purse,
grabbing its other end. “Give it back
to me 1"

“No! Nol” protested Ahmed, pulliflg
the purse away and transfering it
quickly to his left hand. “It is mine
own purse! I am not a thiefl 1 am an
honest man! It Is you, yourself, who
are the thief!™

And, appealing to the people who
¢ame crowding up on a run, he con-
tinued heatedly, with every expres-
sion of injured innocence:

“Behold me this Tagi Kahnl This
oppressor of widows and orphans |
This worshipper before the unclean
gods of compound interest! He aecuses
. md—me—of being a thiefl”

“You are a thief!” bellowed the mer-
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““The purse is mine!

“No—mine—0 Father
Smelll"”

“Goat]” ecame Ahmed's reply.
“(Goat of an odor most goatish! Abu-
ger of the Salt!”—and he jumped down
from the ledge and faced the other.

Standing there in the bright, yellow
sunlight, poised on the balls of his
bare feet, ready for either flight or
combat as the odds might advise, he
was a fine figure of a man; short rath-
et than tall, but perfectly proportion-
ed from narrow foot to curly head,
with a splendid breadth of chest and
shodlders, and long muscles that were
like running water, There was here
none of your clumsy, flabby, overfed
Nordic flesh, like a greasy, pink-and-
white suet pudding, but a smooth,
hairless torso, with the crunching
strength of & man and the grace of a
woman. The face was clean-shaven
except for an impudent little mustache
that quivered with well-simulated
wrath as he heaped insults upon the
stammering, raging Tagl Khan.

The crowd laughed and applauded—
for Tagi Khan had not many friends
in Bagdad—until finally a gigantic,

of a bad

shouldered his way through the

throng.

“Be quiet, both you fighting-cocks!™
he thundered threateningly. ““Thif is
Bagdad, the Caliph’s town, where they
hang mien in chains from the Gate of
Lions for shouting too loudly in the
marketplace. And now—softly, softly—
what is the trouble?™

“He took my purse, O Protector of

There’s Plenty of

black-bearded Captain of the Watch |

———

the Righteous!” wailed Tagi Khan.

L

dwell in Paradise:
“A lie!” exclaimed the other.
“The truth!” insisted Abmed.

voice rose a hectic oclave.

contents.”’

: | “A wise man!"™ commented the
“Mine—by the red pig's bristles!” |

crowd.

the Jews!"”

Unblushingly, the Captain of  the
Waitch accepted the flattery. He stuck
out his great beard like a battering-
ram; raised hairy, high-veined hands.

“Wise indeed am 1!" he admitted
calmly. “And now—my Tagi Khan—
| since you claim this purse, suppose
i you tell me what its contents are P

“(Gladlyl Readily! Edsily!” came the
merchant’s triumphant reply. “‘My
| purse holds three golden tomans from
| Persia, one chipped at the edge; a
| bright, carved silver medjidieh from
' Stambul: eighteen various gold pieces
| from Bokhara, Khiva, and Samarkand;
a shoe-shaped candareen from far Pe-
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efty service now, but
of & very im t event —

Following the , the spad

Reeve of the tha
of the road and

of relics connected with the
in Montreal. s

that had been » erected
had been provided for the

previously agreed upon, by
i dri

some popular airs "

Reason Why He W

“The purse was never his,” asserted
Ahmed, boldly displaying the disputed
article and holding it high. “It is a
most precious heirloom bequeathed to

me by my late father—may his soul | Riotous, exaggerated, falsetto Orien-

“A lie] A lie! A lie!” the merchant’s

]
kin; and a handful of small coins from
the lands of the Franks—cursed be all
| unbelievers| Give me the pursel It is
| mine:"
| “One moment,” said the Captain.
| He turned to Ahmed. “And what do
lynu claim the purse to contain?”
“Why—" laughed the Thief of Bag-
dad—“it econtains nothing at all, O|
| Great Lord! And—" opening the purse
| and turning it inside out—*""here is the
lfiroof!" But he kept his right leg very
quiet to keep the stolen money, which
he had plopped into his baggy breech-
es, from rattling against the rest of his
loot and thus giving him away,
Laughter, then, from the crowd.

tal laugher—presently topped by the
Captain's words:
“You spoke the truth, young manl™
He winked at Ahmed shamelessly

“Softly, softly!” came the Captain’s |
warning; and he weat on: “There is |
but one way to decide this matter. |
Whoever owns this purse knows its

“As wise as Solomon, the King of

and brazenly. For a year or two ear-
lier he had borrowed a sum of money

month, had paid high interest and
substantial instalments without, thanks
to the o*her’s miraculous calculations,
being ever able to diminish the princi-
pal.
He addressed the merchant with
crushing, chilly words:

“Consider, O Wart, that the Pro-
phet Mohammed—on Him the bless-
ings and the peace!—recommended
honesty as a charming and worth-
while virtuel No—no . . . ™ as Tagl
Khan was about to break into a flood
of bitter protestations—'‘consider, fur.
thermore, that the tongue is the enemy
of the neckl”

(To Be Continued.)

A would-be bridegroom {rom Cen-
tral Europe, applied to Magistrate
F. Ridhards in Winnipeg for a “bteam-
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Figured in Historic Sod Turning

'I'hu‘ antiquelooking wheelbarrow and spade do not appear eapable of very
h Mnuntmothrﬂrﬂdthrillht-

o mﬁ ng the
the construction of the Canada Central way through Pembroke, Ontario.
ceremony ¢ with which the first sod was turned and
the wheel-barrow into which it was shovelled in the presence of a very
enthusiastic crowd, were ﬂr-nhd' to Miss M. P. Moffat, &Iﬂhﬁ' of the
t:th&pufwmﬁtthn ceremony of the naming
a bottle :w.m They recently
passed into the hands of the Canadian Pacifie which

took over the Canada Central lines in 1881, lpdrmhdd-dtﬁlﬂ;mm
days of the railroad which is being formed

80 much for the actual ceremony. The Pembroke “Observer” {
September 9rd 1875 says: “Thlﬂlﬂrthﬂndjﬂﬂdtnllmm
or

toasts, took
hmhhlﬁm The Pembroké Brass Band was
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occasion, where e and beer
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from Tagi Khen: and, the first of every |
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EVERSHARP &

PERFECTED |
mmh&nﬁmw make a Merry Canadiaa Christmas

You owe him mow.than

Bread and Milk

for your boy.
Sign and Mail This Coupon Now

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO

CONFEDERATION LIFE ASSOCIATION

Flease send md, without obligatién on my

A. J. MEIKLEJOHN
Distriet Manager
16561 Wellington Street

Kingston

For Yule-tide

your Policy to provide an

Sducalion tor my children.
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Beauty in Writing Equipment

HEN fine appearance

accompanies utity and
long life, something worth
while has been accomplished.
And the new, perfected Ever-
lhn.rr is an outstanding ex-
ample of a further achieve-
ment in fine pencil making.

ne in ba
more ink. Strunﬁlr built, its
en, stream-like lines de-
t the aye.

Huhltrlcrthﬂu t for Christmas
could there be than Wahl writing

L PEN




