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(Continued.)

‘“‘Liord, no!’’ cried her brother.

T'1l see her alone,—some other day.’

One morning, Molly received a vis-
1t frem her bachetor uncle, much to
her surprise. What little she knew
of her uncle rather attracted her.
More than once she had detected signs
of thought, even of intellect, in his
conversation. Also, she had heard
something of his early career and of
the articles. he had writtgn. She
greeted “him | brightly, & held ther
hand, and glanced around the! de-
pressing drawing-room. :

§ ¢
<My @bar; this is'Ho place to talk’’

i literagy man must be successful from | lin to the man, and, as soon as the!
to I'door clpsed, he turned to Molly
by |

he said: 3~ :

“No,. - ot tosreally -« talk,”” {shé.
acreed, ‘‘but it is not often used for
that.””’ Then slie looked -at him sus-

pi’c,o\:s.]}". “Are you going to scold
me about somethihg, uncle?’’ she dsk-
ed.
e laughed and shook his head.
““Oh, no.. 1 am not as courageous
as I look,”” he replied.
wondered if this round, trim;,
gentleman really imagined
he looked so.
don’t know where clse we can
shie said.  “'Mother is 'n  the
and the libevey 18 be-

She

that
]
o
maorginge 100m,
ned. !

u will

come for a walk,” he
winning hesitancy in

LKis marner.

smiled. " ‘T'Ir come,”’ she
“though 1 am quite ' sure
soimething very: disagreen-

other why all this

v Mr. Po)lin,
£ 1t yvour suspicion.
R s without grounds
I simply come better  ac-
g interesting and
chan m I have hitherto
s :

B tter of duty,”
langhee: Aally.
“On your _part, my dear,’’ replied
: with a nt bow.
on she said,

momen ned into twenty

n WS at ch time
Mise (Traycrs reappeared, gowned for
~¥‘;-5.<tr'wt,:

“Bv Gad, F-den’'t blame the foolsty
.muttered Mr. Pollin to himself, as he

owwed her down the s

| years,”’

the most worldly paint of view,
be considered with any leniency
his friends. So I keep dark, and en-

joy myself and the respect oi—of the |
When I was young- |

peopic we know.
er, T was not so wise.”’

BY

THEODORE
ROBERTS

The Adventurer

said:
an hour before
son, with his

and

that old bore David-
everlasting plans of

batties, gets here, so we had better

i make the most

“T have heard about it,”” returned

Molly, “and I always liked you ior
it.
to give up just as soon as you came
in for money.”’ \

Mr. Pollin smiled somewhat sadly.

i ‘I »was never anything more than a!
dabbler.

That jis my only excuse for

shunning the niuse in public,”” he re-

But I think you were a coward

plied.: «‘/Buti hear wezare at the door i

of ny humble habitation.”

T _have seen, the door before. = It

,Iojéli‘sr viery, nice,’’ remarked Molly.

“On the other side of that door”
safd / Mr. Pollin, Stahding still and
surveéying the oak, ““are two hundred
and odd rare volumes, and three
times as many more or less common
ones,—also some easy chairs, aad a
man-servant capable of producing a
modest luncheon.””

_ter your

““And cigarettes?’’ asked Miss Trav-|

ers.

The gentleman gave her a look of
pained inquiry.

“For you, my dear girl?”’ he quer-
ied. X

*T have not smoked a cigarette for
she replied, ‘“but I learned
how—oh, long ago.’’

““T have some excellent cigarettes,”’
rejoined Mr. Pollin, kindly, as he fit-
ted his latch-key in the door.

Molty found that, for a poor bache-
lor, her uncle lived very comforta-
hlv. She really did not see how one
man and his valét could use so many
roems. The library was a charming
place, walled with shelves of books,
and warmed and brightened by a
glewing fire.  The fléor had no car-
pet. but was thickly strewn with
rugs. The chairs were of
pattern and wicker ware, built
comfori rather than for looks.
big writing-table  had books,
manuscripts: scatterféd over it.’

for
The
and

modern:

red the fire, an
close to his nie
nervously, and
his

of our time.”” He stir-

d then secated himself |
He looked at her |

ce,
several times opencd

mouth as if to speak, but always

secmnd to think better of it before he
had made a sound.

‘‘Why, what
tars’
with wide eyes.
< Mr. Pollin
swallowed

cried Miss

hard.

on earth is the mat-
Travers, staring

and
he

braced himself,
“My dear,

said, ’T want to confess that I pro-

mised your

mother that

speas to you about—about—"’

‘“‘About what,

uncle?’’ She breath-

cd fast, and her face was anxious.

““‘Dash it all,

cried the old gentleman,
I don’t intend to

gad,

about somé silly rot!’
‘‘and, by
mention it.

You are quite old enough to look af-

own
ture,—and you
the people

“I know
slowly.

“Then
thought,”’ said

don't

affairs,—of that na-
are much wiser than

who wish to look after
them for you.”’
what it is,”” said Molly,

another
He pat-

give it
Mr. Pollin.

ted her hand gently, and sighed with

relief. ‘““Now
ctte,””
was yet to co
know. by her
still cared for

devil was it to be done, he wonder-
at the clock, and saw |

He looked

ed,

he said.

we can have a cigar- |

But his real task
He wanted tc
showing, if she
How the

me.
own
Hemming.

that the general was not dug, inside

another forty
at DMolly.
deepest . chair,

home. and uncommlinly pretty.
rounded

slight,
sidewise betwee

the chair, . whi
plored the
two fingers of

She

minutes. He looked
looking blissfully
Her
figure

her right hand she

Jheld a fat Tigarette, unlighted.

AMr. Pollin rang for his man, who !

appeared on.the instant.

““My -neice,
with me,”’ he said.

“Very cood, sir,”” repliéd the man,
and hesitated at the dgor.

“Well, Scanlan?’’ inquired his mas-
ter,

€

Miss ‘T'ravers, will. lxllxch1f

3

. ‘‘“That

oy
he murmured.
She wrinkled
moment, and
is very

Yhat a’ lucRy man an uncle is,

’y

her eyes at him for a !

then laughed softly.
prettily said; but I

| would much rather you read to me—

i I'11 see

something that
e g

vou are very fond of.
ke it. Perhups our

in the magazines,’”” she exclaimed.

In answer, he selected one from the
heap, and opened it at a marked
page.

“What is it,”” she asked.

‘““ ‘Pedro, the Fisherman,” is the
name of it,” he replied, and straight-
way began to read.

1t was a simple story of a small,
brown boy somewhere at the other
stde of the world, and yet the beau-
ty, the humble joy, and the humble
pathos, made of it a masterpiece,—
for the sceing ones. Pollin read it
well, with sympathy in his voice and
manner, but with no exXtravagance of
expressiop. When he came to the
end (it was a very short story), he

{ magazine in his niece’s lap.
T must see how Scanlan is getting
along,” he said, and left the room.

I would |

leaned back in his )
at |

was turned |
n the padded arms of |
le her grave gaze. ex- |

book-shelves. Between !

Molly sat very still, with the mag-
| azine face down upon her knee.
eyes, abrim with tears, saw nothing
of the glowing fire toward which they
were tarned.  There was no need for
har tosilook, to see by whom the
story was writtens Who but her old
ver;ieould touch her so with the si-
lent - magic of printed words? = She
| forgot, for awhile, the unanswered
{ letter, and the weary seasons
through: which she had vainly waited
for his forgiveness. . Now she Ssaw
onty the exile,—the wanderer,—and
her heart bled for him. He would be
wiser than of old, she thought, but
still gentle and still fearless. A
cynic?—no, he could never be that.
Such a heart, though embittered
agoinst one woman, would not turn
against the whole of God's world.
She had thrown astde the love that
now read and translated the suffer-
ings and joys of outland camps and
citias. The very tenderness that en-
abled him to understand the men and
women of which he wrote, had once
been all for her.

The magazine slid to the floor, and
a loos: page, evidently cut from some
| othor periodical fluttered to one side.

| Molly sat up and discovered it. List-
{ lessly she turned it over. Here were
verses by Hemming. Her tears blot-
ted the lines as she read:

“When the palms are black, and the

winds sleep,
i God, give my longing wings, to span
the valleys and hills of the deep!”’
And again,— !

[ “The sailor’'s voyage is a thousand
miles, ‘bout ship, and a thousand
more!

By

weed-hung
the cabin

landfall, pilot,” ‘and
whari:—to the Fags at
| door.
! ““Put mine!—fool heart, what a voy-
acre is this, storm-peaten on every

o

| ard a lamp on the 'sill for me?
| (To be continued.)
—_—————

Mechaics, Farmers, Sportsmen !

“Now, my dear, we have Just(g')t got, wp hurriedly and placed the.

BATWAS AT
WORLD'S FAIR.

HAfrican Pigmies from the
Congo::- WWhy One An-
thropological Exhibit is
Not What it Was Orig:-
inally Intended to be.

(By Emily Grant Hutchings.)
St. Louis, Oct. 25:—The usual
crowd had gathered around the en-

closure that contains the huts of the
central African natives. A stranger,

{ who had heard that there were abori-

Her |

| fence

Lwarnings

ginal pygmies in the live anthropology
exbkibit, elbowed his way up to the
and peered over. ‘‘Another
fake,” he muttered. ‘‘Common New
Orleans wharf niggers,”” and he was
about to turn away in disgust when
a man with a camera approached.In-
stant'y there arose a confused and
excitedL chattering like that of a tree-
full of angry monkeys.

The camera, that the unwary visi-
tor, in defiance of the numerous
posted all around the en-
closure, had placed on the top of the
fence, became the target for a whole
battery of missiles. The next mo-
ment the target was changed. This
time it was the man’'s face, and his
nose became the bull’ ecye for the un-
erriny aim of those skilled hunters.
As the foolhardy camera-fiend fled,
Lutano appeared on the scene, brand-
ishing a wooden hatchet.

“Taky photo, oo taky photo. Chop-
hy head off!’”’ he yelled. That was
the limit of his English for that par-

| ticular occasion, and he fell back on

stars, are low,” and even the trade- Masked a lady who looked as if

' them.”’

nover the.glow of an open door, |
{ Reverend Mr. Vernor, the only indus-

i

his native tongue for the remainder
of his diatribe. By this time the

| Ndombe, who is called king by

stranger had corrected his first opin-
ion. This was evidently ‘‘the real
thing.””
not provoke
negro to the desire for blood.

‘“Who are they and why do #hey ob-
ject so to being photographed?’”’ he
she
knew. %

“It’s a sample line of African na-
tives,”” 'she replied, ‘“‘and they.  are
as superstitious as most savages are.
They never pose for their pictures un-
less they are ordered to do so by the
Chiei of the Department or by Mr.
Vernor. Then they are given the as-
surance that no harm will come ' to

“These are not the Batwa pygmies,
are they?’’ the man asked.

“As I told you, it . is a sample
line,”” his companion laughed. ‘‘The

!
!
:
The sign of a camera does |
the ordinary Américan !

| good deal of English,

I ever heard of,
and he had a
but he didn’t
Be-

trial missionary
brovght them over,
complete collection,
succeed in landing all of them.

mies here?’”’” was the next question.

““No, thera should have been three,
but they are se closely related to the
monkeys that they took to the tall
trees and Mr. Vernor had no means of
compelling them to come down, so he
had to sail without them. Of those
that are here, only four are pygmtes
That one over there by the fence, who
looks like the, avera@y boy of seven
is almost thirty years old. He has
a wile and two children, in Africa.
The pygmies are the servant class in
the Congo, occupying somewhat the
same position that the ycomen occu-
pied under the feudal system. They
are the direct descendauts of the Af-
rican aborigines, the terrible little
men that the Egyptian soldiers drea-
ded so to meet. They are skilliul in
hunting elephants and as clever in the
use of poisoned arrows today as they
were at the time when Herodotus
wrosg about them.” [

“I read something about rad Af-|
rican negroes,”” the man said as he |
watched the antics of the half clad|
savages. ‘‘Are there any here?”’ ’

‘““Yes, but the best specimens were
among those that got away. If you
will look closely at that big fellow
who 18 stooping over, notice hig back
where the sun strikes it squarsly, you
will see that it is , red instead of
black as it looks in the shadow. Now
notice his hair where the sun shines
through it. You see that, it is de-|
cidedly red.”’ |

“That’s a fact!”’ the man exclaim-|
ed. ‘‘I should have said all those fel-
lows were coal black if you had not
called my attention to tha effect of
the light ,on their hides and hair.
Who is that one who seems to be
lording it over the others?”’

‘“Oh, that’s Lutano, the crown|
prince of the Congo, eldest son of!
the |
subjects of a territory half a< large
as the United States, and is recog-|
nized as Paramount Chieftain by the |
government of Belgium that demands |
and I believe coilects, tribute from a
large slice of central Africa. Lutano
is seventeen, and he will probably |
not -attain his full growth before he!
He is having the time of |

is twenty,

 his life here at the World’'s Fair, but  lets in the house.

he never forgets nor permits his at-

tendants to forget that he is a
King’s son.”” |
‘““He¢ seems to be picking up a!

i)

the man re-|
marked as Lutano shouted to one of
his subjects, ‘“Kondolo, come here.”’

“Just like a lot of monkeys, can
imitate anthing they  hear or see,”’|

!his companion returned. ‘“They had|Y
fnot:been in St. Louis a wotk before mighty talkin’ about your house, indeed.

they began  a trick that they had

learned on.ship board. They all knew

how to say, ‘Gimmo nick,” and they
wonldn't take pennies either,  but
they soon learned that dimes were
all right. . They “hadn’t been here

long until they sent a protest against
the food that was being served to
them. They wanted elephants flesh
and they wanted it properly prepar-
ed. They finally compromised on
beef, but only on condition that they
might roast it themselves.’

“They have the solution of the ser-
vant-girl problem. I like their inde-
pendence,’”’ the man interposed.

““Yes, and you would probably like
their music,”” the lady laughed.
‘““They have a full orchestra and Lut-
ano is the leader. He uses an old
broomstick for a baton ana the or-
chestration consists of two cracker
boxes, two tin lard cans, four beer
bottles and a section of stove pipe. I
can assure you ,the music is glor«
ious.”?

e

Don’ts for Yovilng Mothers.

Don’t give baby a sleeping draught.
soothing mixture or opiate of any
kind exgept by the order of a com-
petent doctor who has seen the child.
Remember that all so-called soothing
mixtures contain dangerous opiates
I your child is restless give it Ba-
by’s Own Tablets, as they are ab-
solutely harmless and in a natural
way promote health-giving sleep

Don’t give medicine to cheek the
movement of baby’s bowels in diar=
rhoeca except on the advice of a doc-
tor. Feed the child sparingly and
give Baby's Own Tablets to cleanse
the bowels of irritating secretionms.
Keep the abdomen warm. Thig treat-
ment will cure diarrhoea.

Don't give a young child harsh ca~
thartics, such as castor oil, which
gripe and torture. Baby’'s Own Tab-
lets have a gentle laxative action and
never fail to cure constipation.

Mrs. J. D. Cilly, Heatherton, Que.,
says: ‘I have wused Baby’'s Own
Tablets for stomach and bowels
troubles, and have always found
them a most satisfactory medicine.’?

Don’t fail to keep Baby’s Own Tab-
Sold by medicine
dealers, or by mail at 25 cents a box
by writing the Dr. William’s Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

$i¢

Gentleman (to burglar), ‘I say, what
are you doing in my house?”

Burglar (coolly)=—‘“Your house. Is it
your house? 1 thought you only rented
s
Gentleman (quite taken aback). *Why,
es, but ’pon my word, of all—""
Burglar. ‘‘Well, don’t be so ‘igh and

Good night.”” Labor Tribune,

Millinery.

Millinery.

Millinery..

We are now showing one of the Choicest and Finest selections in Fall

and Winter styles of trimmed ready to wear Hats in
prices we are second to none. Orders for H

the City, and for

ats promptly executed, and

worked arcund to books,a “General ‘Davidson, sir.—*and = 'the tastes are a good deal the same,and, | To heal and soften the skin and | fore the steamer arrived, he was ta-| the knowledge of experienced hands ig at the disposal of our Customers
1d, to her delight and sur- lady, sir,—will that be hall?”’ if so. you will be able to save, n)(\'u{‘l'(‘l?‘lo\'(' grease, oil and :'l'l.?t stains,  ken ill with malaria. The savages if desired gratis.
1t her uncle had not alto- “Good Lord!” exclaimed Mr. Tol- lot of time and temper .by telling me paint and (?m«['l,l,r(ztc. H‘Su The ‘“Mas- thought he was under the spell of an Our All Wool Frieze Coats for Ladies at $3.95 are still selling for
r forsaken his first love, to wit, lin, “I'd forgotten the general, You what to read.”’ ‘t‘orﬁMec'ham('.f I‘m" Soap. Albert | evil spirit. Then, when they saw the| this week only.
—literature. don’t mind, old Davidson, do you, ‘“A literary adviser,”’ suggested Mr. { Toilet Soap Co., Mirs. | strange ship,-and realized that they |
“T have cloaked mysell with the re- Molly?"” Poilin, as he fumbled through a | tigi |were going away across ~ the ocean, B MY ERS
putoticn of a gossip,”” he told her, “I'm sure I doynot know. I have ‘stack of magazines and papers be-!  Subscribe at once for the Iivening |more than half of the party ran away } . o ®
“to hide, my gredter sins of "scrious never met him,’ - repliecd Molly, side his chair. | Times, so that it will come to' you !and hid in the woods.” -
* reading and ‘amateur scribbling. AL That will ‘be all,”’ said Mr. Pol—i “Surely you will not find anything regularly, in all weather. ' ‘“Are there any of the hairy pyg- 696 Maln Street’
ren R T T R A OO 54 VRN AU LY. R A B = g
y. ),
S ; L Failori
Underclothes. ustom lailoring.
Wy W
2 b‘; W
3 e All wool the kind that 's warm and wears. At these prices : 3 H
R } G £ Y ’ 53 >
168 b W  38c, 48c, 58¢, 7S¢, 83c, 95¢, $1.00, $1.10, $1.15 and $1.20, W Possibly we are slightly prejudiced, but our made~
AR 1 gl p il - the good wearing. sort cheaper than ;any- 3” Qualities 75¢, to $1.20 Guaranteed7Unshrinkable, :‘: to-order Clothes, we think, are pretty good, Any way we
body” wé know of. Y ; ;
;- i <
‘v Jush a few-ef our money saving Prices. il Y Fleece-Lined, all sizes, 48c. W put a lot of honest care into their making.

Strong wearing Bocts for men,

<
<

.88 "and .§1.98.

Fine. Goodyear Welt Boots, $2.38,

Bovs' Boots that stand the hard knocks, 78¢, 88c, 98c, 5_1.18, S L28,

$1.38 and $1.48.

Women's. A great varioty of Oxford Shoes, Slippers, Laced and But«

$2.48, $2.88:and $3.38.

ton Boots, 88¢c, 98¢, $1.18, $1.28, $1.38. $1.48 and $1.88.

Girl’s Strong Wearing Boots, 88¢c, 98¢, $1.18 and $1.38.

Children’s, 60c¢, 75¢c; 78c, 88¢c, 98c, and $1.08.

Infants’, 28¢, 48¢, 68c, and 75c¢.

est Priges.
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. PIDGEON,

88c, 98¢, $1.18, $1.28, $1:38, $1.48,

; ~
In Rubbers and Overshoes. we have all styles in Best Quality at Low-

All Wool Top Shirts, 38¢, 48¢c, 68c¢,788c, 98¢, and $1.18.

Sweaters, extra heavy, all wool,

98¢, and $1.25.

Warm Cardigans, 98¢, $1.18 and $1.38.

Lumbernian’s Jumpers, $1.75, $2.20, $2.50 and $3.00,

Reversible Jumpers, $3.40, $4.00 a nd $4.50.

Leather Jumpers, heavy wool lin
Working Pants, 98c, $1.25, $1.35
38c, 48¢, 68c, 75c,

Winter Caps,
Winter Gloves,

Winter Gloves,

ings, $5.75.

and 98c.
25c, 88¢, 48c, 58¢c , 08¢, 7

fur lined, $1.50 a nd $2.25.

, $1.50, $1.65 and $2.50.

8¢, 88c, 98c.

If vou have the spirit which is able to appreciate

Compensation, $15.00, 16.
22.00, 24.00, 25.00,

EEEEEEECETECTECREECLL S

choice things we know you will he glad to inspect our Fall
and Winter Suitings, Trouserings and Overcoatings.

Suits or Overcoats to ORDER and to FIT,

£0, 17.50, 18.50, 20.00,

PAINTS AND OILS Delaware, Snowflakc,’Early Ohio, Rose, Red and Blacks,

.House Parnts in tins, hall pints to one gal-
lon, Stains; Varnishes, Japan, Colors and
Tur pentine,

GROCERIES
Country Produce of -all kinds, including
Buckwheat Meal and Yellow Eyed Beans.

We have the Stock that we can recommend. They cost § Ha
more than some, but they are good to eat or keep. -

POTATOES.

INASE & DOIN, e

HARDWARE

Galvanized Coal Hods, Stove Pipes, etc.
Lime, Brick, Plaster,

1) A

Cement. Shingles,

D.

Retail Stores, 10-14 Main St,, cor, Bridge,
Flour, Feed, Oats Warchouse, 6g-73 Bridge,

y, Straw and Lumber Wharf, 2-4 Main,

Telephone No* 75.



