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We like best to call
SCOTT'S EMULSION

a food because it stands so em-
phatically for perfect nutrition,
And yet in the matter of restor-
ing appetite, of giving new
strength to the tissues, especially
to the nerves, its action is that

of a medicine.

Send for free sample,
SCOTT & POWNE, Chemists,
Toronto, Ontario,

soc. and $1.00; all druggists.

* Smithers' Suit.

BY J. A. HAMMOND.

‘“‘Regret quite impossible to let yon have
suit f is evening.”’

For the fourth time Smithers read the tele
gram through. He felt that his position was
critical. It was already past five o’clock. At
seven he ought to be entering the dining-
room at Dulwich with—he hoped it would
not be Mrs. Rogers, though he regarded her
with the tender interest due to the mother
of Miss Emily. For the past week he had
dared to dream that perhaps Emily’s arm
might be allowed to rest within his own. He
had goge further. He had even hoped that
durin the evening he might feel emboldened
to ask for more than the lady’s arm—for
something far more intimate and tender—in
fact, for Emily’s heart. Now all these en-
trancing visions were ruthlessly dashed to
the ground. Why had he been such a credu-
lous fool as to believe in a tailor's promises?
How he cursed the day when he had been at.
tracted by the advertisement, *‘Why wear
old clothes when they can be made as good
as new by William the Conquering Tailor?’
True, the waistcoat had failed to keep pace
with his waist and the one-time silk-rolled
collar had begun to reveal secrets that even
the skillful application of ink could not hide.
Still, under the kindly gaslight it cight have
done duty once more. He had never been
famous for courage, moral or physical, and
he felt that to make his appearance in morn-
ing costume with an opology was impossible.
Besides, everything depended on his
making a good impression on the family,
Mrs. Rogers always prided herself on her
knowledge of the laws of social etiquette. As
she repeatedly told her husband, ‘‘Now we
no longer live over the shop, James, we must
remember we belong to the gentry,” and the
invitation card which stood in a prominent
place on his mantlepiece with the tragic
words, ‘“‘Evening dress,” in a neat, round
hand left him uo loop-hole of escape. The
idea of procuring a ready-made dress suit
crossed his mind only to be instantly dismiss-
ed. Ready-made clothes require ready money
he reflected, and it was a week before his
salary became due. He remembered having
heard of such a thing as hiring dress suits,
but though only a junior clerk he had a sen-
sitive nature, and the idea of stepping into
clothes possibly worn lasc by an Italian wait-
er made him shiver. No, there was nothing
for it but to send a wire pleading illness. In-
deed, he already felt ill as he realized how
his non-appearance would upset Mrs. Rogers’
arrangements. It was unbearable that he
should lose an evening in Emily’s society be-
cause of such a trifle as clothes,

Smithers stared gloomily out of the wiu-
dow. There was nothing to see but the
houss opposite, but suddenly from that op-
posite house came an idea. Johnson had
gone to Margate for a week’s holiday. He
was not likely to have taken his dress clothes
with him, and he and Johnson were more or
less of a size. It would not take long to run
across to Johnson’s rooms. He could essily
smuggle the clothes out without the land-
lady’s notice, and if he took them back early
the next morning who would be the wiser?

Ten minutes later Smithers, rather pale
and a little out of breath, was back in his
rooms disgorgicg the dress suit from under
his oveércoat. ‘*‘After all,” he reflected as he
shook the clothes caretully out, ‘“Fate has
not served me so badly. [ hardly dared hope
to get in and out unseen.”” He surveyed
himself in the glass anxiously. **They're a
bit large, but they might be worse,” he said
as he took a flower from off his sponge and
placed it in his buttonhole.

Su’was his anxiety not to be late that he
was at Rose Villa fully half-an-hour too soon.

‘‘Perhaps it would hardiy be good manners
to arrive quite so early,” he observed as he
lovked at his watch. “I'd better walk up
down a few times.”

Precisely at three-and-a-half minutes to
seven he unobtrusively pulled the bell. It
occurred to him after some few minutes of
patient waiting that perhaps after all he had
not made himself heard. This surmise was
probably correct, for the second time his
hand was still on the bell when the door
sprang open.

Although Smithers was a frequent visitor
abt Rose Villa the importance of the occasion
demanded that the maid should request his
name. He looked at her in mild astonish-
ment.

“Why, Ann, don’t you recognize me? I'm
Mr. Smithers.”

“*‘Mr. Smithers, mum.” The drawing-room
door was flung so widely open that it came
into violent contact with the piano.

Mrs. Rogers was delighted that Mr.
Smithers had been able to come. The Misses
Rogers were equally delighted. And Smith-
er's catching sight of his clothes in a mirror,
felt that he, too, had every reacon to be g¢lad
that he was there.

“Not quite the last—in fact the first,
Smithers,” remarked Mr. Rogers from his
vantage point of the hearthrug.

“*‘Someone must be first,” conceded Miss
Emily graciously as Smithers sank blushing
into a chair by her side.

The arrival of an uncle and aunt created a
diversion, during which he replaced his shirt
front that, unrestrained by a somewhat
roomy waistcoat, persisted in bulging.

The clock had already struck the quarter
and a general air of expectancy pervaded the
room. Mrs. Rogers, evidently ygetting
iidgety, rose and held a whispered consulta-
tion with her daughters. Conversation which
had been jerky, lagged, and finally stopped
altogether when Mr. Roger’s appetite, getting
the upper hand of etiquette, exclaimed:

“My dear, I don’t thiok it’s any good
walting any longer for Johnson,

“Johnson! But surely he's at Margate?”
stammered Smithers, thinking he could not
possibly have heard aright.

““So he was, but he’s due back this after-
noon, and he promised he wouldu'c fail to
turn up to dinuer, eh, Ethel?”

The younger Miss Rogers blushed and
looked coy.

As they went in to dinner Smithers’s dream
was realized and Miss Emily fell to his lot,
but the haunting thought that perhaps at
this very moment Johnson might be search-
for his clothes completely robbed him of his
anticipated pleasure. He answered Miss
Emily’s remarks at random and soon became
acutely conscicus that at every answer her
manner grew more and more chilly. Yet do
what he would his thoughts reverted to
Johnson. In desperation he helped himself
liberally to whisky. He was raising his
fourth glass to his lips when a loud peal at
the bell called him to replace it suddenly on
top of a wine-glass. So great was his relief
at discovering it was only the postman that
he found himself half smiling at Mrs. Rogers’s
shocked expression as the claret-glass flew
into piéces. Indeed, if Emily had not be-
come so frigid he felt that he could have
been almost jovial.

Under the genial iufluence of
“froity” port he was making gallant efforts
to reinstate himself in the lady’s favor
when in answer to an impatient only half-
aisgusted signal from her husband Mrs.
Rogers rose and the ladies retired.

On  re-entering the drawing-room the
geutlemen found Miss Emily engaged in
singing a *“‘Song of Spring.” Smithers
hastened forward to assist in turning over
the music, and as he gazed down into
her eyes he was beginning to hope that
he had been forgiven when the door opened
and Johneoa appeared. Emily stopped in
the middle of a trill and every eye was turn_
ed on the latecomer. Smithers, fearful lest
Johuson should recogmize his clothes and
expose him on the spot to all the company,
edged unnoticed into a cosy corner half
hidden by the piano.

Johnson was full of apologies for coming at
such an *‘outrageous kour,” just as he was,
*‘in his traveling things.”

““Ah, I thought you must have missed
your train,” observed Mrs. Rogers a trifle
coldly.

**Not at all. It was my evening clothes I
missed,” veplied Johnson, seating himself
next to the trembling Smithers, who looked
round the room in vain for a vacant chair
further away trom his victim.

This startling announcement was greeted
with an interested chorus.

*‘Missed your clothes? Why, what do you
meap?”’

**Well, my train just gave me time to
change and come on here, but as soon as I
went to my rooms I saw someoune had been
there before me. A drawer was wide open;
one or two of my things were on the floor,
and on closer examination I found that my
dress suit had been taken.”

As Johnson gazed round the room watch-
ing the dramatic effect of his story his eyes
rested for a moment on the shrinking form
by his side. 1o the conscience stricken
Smithers it seemed sn age before Johnson
looked away.

*““How exciting! What did you do then?’
asked his hostess, forgetting her grievance in
interest.
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If yon, your friends or relatives suffer with
Fits, Epilepsy, St. Vitus’ Dance, or Falling
Sickness, write for a trial bottle and valuable
treatise on such diseases to Tug Lersic Co.,
179 King Street, W,, Toronto, Canada. All
druggists sell or can obtain for you

LEIBIGSFITCURE

You Have a Gold
Mine in Your
Farm if You Will
Use a

SPRAMOTOR.

What is the Spramotor? It is a machine that has demon-
strated to the satisfaction of the Department of Agriculture that
over 80,/ of the possible fruit crop of the Dominion of Canada is
going to waste and all through a lack of appreciation of proper
means of saving it.

The Spramotor is a practical machine for practical purposes.
It can be put to a number of uses, saving its cost a dozen times
over 1n the course of a season.

Used for spraying fruit trees, shrubs and vines it increases
the yield over 807/.

Under its influence, raw crops are rid of grubs, worms, bugs
and other pests.

For killing wild mustard in the growing grain its value is be-
yond computation.

From relieving live stock from the annoyance of the horn fly
it demonstrate its nsefulness many times over and assures a greater
yield of milk and butter,

For disenfecting its effectiveness is unquestioned.

For painting and white washing out houses, barns, fences, etc.,
it is a money maker, because it is a money saver. It covers a
given area in 1.5 the time required by hand labor. Used with
Spramotor Cold Water Paint it reduces the expense of painting
fully 607/, ,

We are sole agents for the Spramotor. Call at our store or
write us for prices.

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON,

Woodstock. Hartland, Centreville,

IMPROVED GANG EDGER.

This machine has been designed to meet the requirements of
all saw mills, whether for use in portable or stationery mills.

The machine will take saws up to 20 inch diameter.
Weight when ready for shipment, 3,000 pounds.
For further particulars apply to

Small & Fisher Company, Limited,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

GASOLINE ENGINES.

Stationery, Portable and Marine.

In every size required for ordinary work. Your thresher, hay press, grain crusher,
wood sawing machines, etc., can be operated with our gasoline engine at about one half the
cost for fuel of any other power. Our stationary engines are suitable for machine shop _or
factory of any/kind, where a reliabie, safe and economical power is wanted. Just the thing
a8 an auxilary power for water mill, when water 1s low at mid winter or summer. Occupies
little space—requires no attention afrer starting—positively no danger of tire—can be start-
ed almost instantly. 3 -

Our marine engines easily installed in aoy style of fishing or pleasure boat in sizes from
two to forty H. P. We iastall all our »ngines and guarantee to start same in good running
order without extra expense to purchaser. : i

We give larger power for the money than any other Gasoline Company doing business
in Canada. :
follower dropper, capacity of 40 tons per day when driven by our 8 horse power engine.
Second hand steam engines and horse powers always on hand. Sold at about one half value.

Power guaranteed. Prices moderate. !

AMHERST MOTOR CO., Amherst, N. S.,

8. M. CARLE. Agent,
East Florenceville,

N. B. agents for the celebrated Columbia Hay Press, fitted with automatic

**What anyone else would do. I put the
matter in the hand of the police at once.”

At the word “*police” Smithers felt a cold
sweat break cut on his forehead. He already
pictured himself in the dock.

*‘It seems that this is only one of a series
of similar robberies. I can te!l you, Smithers,
you are luck not to have had yours taken,”
continued Johnson, placing his haod lightly-
on his neighbor’s knee.

“Why, I declare Smithers is pale at ther
very idea,” broke in Mr. Rogers with a laugh.

he 1O the wretched
man. “‘I mean, I am lucky.”

*‘Oh, then it’s the work of a regular rascal.”

“No doubt about it. When he's caught,
the inspector tells me, he'll get it very hot.”

Smithers felt hot already.

“I’'m sure he deserves it,” said Ethel sym-—
pathetically. ‘‘But did no one see the man?

“Well, Mrs. Odgers, my landlady, just
saw a figure sneaking out of the gate.”

*Then wouldn’t she recognize him again?”

“I don’t know about that. You see, sher
only saw his back; but she said he was about
as tall as—er—Smithers.’

“Ah, Smithers,” said his joviallyg
you'd better be careful or we shall be having"
Fancy thes

stammered

host

you arrested for these robberies.
excitement that would cause.”

“Yes, just fancy,” said Smithers with s
sickiy smile.

“‘But haven’t the police any other clue?”
demanded Miss Emily.

“Well, of course, they haven't had mucke
time yet. But before I left they had search-
ed my room and—er—but I'm forgetting. E
interrupted your song when I came in, Miss
Rogers.” Johnson paused. Smithers was omw
the rack of expectancy. Could he possibly
have left any trace behind him?

““Not at all,” returned Miss Emily oraer=

ously. *‘Besides, your story is ever so mucie
more exciting than my song. Isn'tit. Mr.
Smithers?”

The latter murmured something inandible.

“Well, if you're quite sure—I may say
that they discovered on the bedroom fluor=
what they consider %o be definite proof.”

“What was that?”’ The question came ior
chorus.

“The police are very reticent in theses
matters. But 1'm sure you'll all regard thisr
as confidential?”

Of course everyone would.

““And you, Smithers?”

“T won’t breathe a word,” Smithers assur<
ed him with desperate earnestness.

“Then it was a letter dropped
villain with his name and address
Couldn’t want more complete evidence,
could they, Smithers?”

Smithers’ tongue refused to answer. *‘And.
Excitement ran high.

by the

on it.

what was his name?”

“George Albert Smithers. ’

The words came as a thunderbolt. Johnsem
paused for a moment to enjoy the effect.
*“‘You didn’t know you were entertaining @
burglar unawares, did you?!"’

Miss Rogers crossed the room hastily. ‘Ol
George! I can’t believe it. There must be
some mistake.”

“Impossible. He
got them on now.”
hearty laugh.

“Is this really true, George?”’

sits convicted. He s
Johnson broke into &

“It is.” He tried to stand, but his legs
failed him.
“‘But why?”

*“Yes, thats what I want to know,” said
Johnson chuckling.

*‘My taiior failed me. I knew you were
at Margate, and I thought you woulda'®
want your suit, so I ventured to borrow it.

I'm awfully sorry.”

. He looked ready to weep.

**Cheer up, old chap,” said Johnson kindlg
patting him on the back. *‘Let bygones hes
bygones. You've had my clothes and I'ver
had my revenge. ’

“But what about the police?”

**Yes, and the other robberies!” chimed im
Mrs. Rogers.

“I'm afrald I borrowed them from my owmng
imagination. ’

Smithers grew almost hysterical with resw
lief.

““Nothing else you'd like to steal, Smithers:
my boy?’ asked his host genially.

With all the sudden daring of a shy mam
Smitheas rose to the occasion. He drew:
Miss Emily’s arm within his own.

““Yes, sir. Your daughter.”

Miss Emily olushed.—The Tatler.

“A’ Story.

Adolph, an Austrian artisan, adored Anns
an aristocrat. And Anna adored Adolph
Another aristocrat, Alfred, an ambassadors,
adored Anna. Anna abhorred Alfred. Al=
fred addressed Anna, admitting admiratiom.
Anna assumed amazement. Alfred abjured
Anna. Anna admonished Alfred. Alfred
adopted aggressiveness. Alfred’s audiacity
alarmed Anna. Alfred attempted abductingr
Anna. Anna, afraid and agitated, acquaint
ed Adolf. Adolf accused Alired. Alfred,,
angered, abused Adolf awfully. Adolf anme
swered Alfred. Alfred attacked Adolf. Ame

na, aghast, aided Adolf. Anra almost anui
hilated Alfred. Alfred abdicated absolutelys.
Anna accepted Adolf. Adolf and Aonwe
abruptly absconded and abandoned Austris
altogether, arriving at'Antwerp, and alwiym
abiding abroad afterward.—Town Topies.




