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" o EPen iﬁ"?‘*@ “Ladies, here’s my recipe
Thw E‘uc‘iﬁ“b for Apple Custard Pie:-

‘Two eggs, four or five apples, grated, a little
nutmeg; sweetened to taste; one-half pint of new
milk or cream; pour into pastry’—then

The Oven

“‘PANDORA’ OF
COURSE.”

€

“Four— pies— that—don’t—last—long.”
Four pies and pans of bread can be
baked ina “Pandora” oven at one time.

[“Clarys .

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B., Hamilton, Calgary,

GRANT @ MORIN Local Agents

Barker Pays the Penalty

It was a foul plot, but the con- of the road brought them in sight of|
spirators recked not of the anguish a long stretch of mud, with w ater |
when they were plotting to inflict. ~ upon which a sail or two was visible, |

He had many redeeming qualities, glistening in the sun several hundred |
said he of the straw hat and waist- yards beyond. A little house, with .1‘
coat, butLhe nevefi)'et redeemed any- patch of grass in front, stood on the:'
thing he left' withime, and so 1 vote edge of the mud, and on this patch
for the extreme penalty. Barker with a groan, subsided the

Meanwhile, the victim, all un- perspiration running down his facc.in
conscious of his fate, with all the streams.
earnestness and seriousness of which

“Wtere's the hotel ?” he gasped.
“Where should it be but staring
small amount, he coming, fra you in the face. What would you
Aberdeen, upon the importance of like?” said Gilbert. :
adding the ingredients of a salad  «Iced claret cup, and plenty of it,”
dressing in their ‘proper order of was the reply.

merit.

he was capable, and that was no

|
|

Gilbert sauntered to the door and
A portly frame, surmounted by a (rieq it It was fastened; and his!

rubicund countenance, testified that kicks and shouts met with no respond.

he was not one who held the good Afer a time a man was descried

THE GRANITE TOWN GREETINGS

losing time. When you have dump-
ed that box on board come back for
something else.”

Seeing that there was no help for
it, Barker did as he was tgld, sinking
deeply into the mud, at everv painful
step.  Reaching the “Iverna,” a small
sairing boat, he put the box into it, a
roll of the boat causing him to bark
his shins very badly in the process.
The sun was still fierce, and Barker
laboriously retracted his steps, reach-
ing the edge of the land in a most
distressful condition, perspiration
again pouring down his face in streams
his bare legs (for he had rolled his
trousers up) covered with slimy mud,
save where the blood from bis grazed
shin had oozed through and his feet
lacerated by treading on an occasion-
al stone.

As he sat down Lupton called out
to him, “Here’s a lady to see you.”
Barker, rising painfully and wiping
away the sweat which had trickled
into his eyes, saw before him an at-
tractive, hearty girl, who had a few
minutes before " driven up in a small
pony cart.

“This is Mr. Barker, our City Ad-
onis,” said Lupton, “and this is Miss
Norton, the proprietor’s daughter.”

Barker groaned almost audibly,
while Miss Norton, or Milly, as she
was universally called, smiled broadly
at the figure before her.

“So you have come down to rough
it for a week-end with Mr. Lupton ?”
said Milly.

“Well, hardly that,” murmured
Barker. “At least, I suppose it will
be roughing it—that is—1I thought we
were going yachting; but of course,
it will be very nice, won't it ?”

“It may be if you are a good sailor
said Mllly.”

“I musn’t leave Mr. Barker talking
to you,” chimed in Lnpton. “He is
no end of a lady’s man, and yoa will
be numbered among his other numer-
ous conquests.”

Mully took one look at the pitiable
figure before her, burst into a hearty
fit of laugh.er, and ren into the house
much to the chagrin of poor Barker,

| who was, however, too far gone to in-| °0 the shore was the louder; but there

\

in the sea water, sleeping on she hard
ground, with only a waterproof sheet
intervening, and eating sitting on
mother earth, with his plate between
his legs, he moved about at last like
one in a hideous dream, praying that
his awakening might soon come. His
cuffs soon wilted up, and his collar
had two or three reefs in it.

How he got through Sunday he
never quite tealized. After a disturb-
¢d slumber that night he was aroused
early on’ the Monday morning, and
notwithstanding that breakfast was
even more rough and ready than the
previous meals, Barker began to feel
quite cheerful at the prospects of
being once more in London with his
legs beneath a well-spread table at
his favorite restaurant.

The sail back to the place of dis-
embarkation was soon accomplished,
bnt again the tide was unkind, and
Barker had, perforce,. once more to
tuck up his tropsers and wade through
the mud with sundry packages, this
time under the eyes of Milly, who was
standing on the shore. Although
conscious of the fact that he present-
ed anything but a dashing appearance
Barker, emboldened at being again
within measurable distance of civiliz-
ation, resolved to rehabilitate his
reputation as a charmer of the fair.
He was carrying a somewhat heavy
load, and approached Milly, who
looked quite charming, her plump
but little figure well set off by a simple
cotton frock, and her healthy looking
face, with its bright -eyes, ruby lips
and roguish smile, surmounted by a
coronet of fair hair.

Barker, having shouted “Good
Morning !” from the distance, was
thinking of something smart  to say.
His attention was thus distracted
from his footsteps, and he trod un-
warily upon a stretch of slimy, green
mud.  His feet shot from under Him,
his load went flying, and we weut
dopn on his broad back with a re-
sounding smack, in a mixture of oozed-
mud and sea water.

It would be difficult to say whether
the laughter of the trio who were
unloading the boat, or that of Milly

‘of the:party, who had also been busy, |

dulge iri ¢ither explanation or repartee, | "¢¢d be no hesitation in saying that
Another bundle was thrust into his{ the curses of Barker were the deepest
arms and again he waded through| although the vicinity of the lady pre-
the mud to the boat, this time being

hauled into it by the other members|audible. Unable to rise, owing to

the slimness of the particular mud-
leaving sundry bit of his skin on|Patch he had struck, he had to lie
various projecting portions of thej‘ther" until L}’P“’“ and Gilbert, ap-
craft | proaching warily, were able to . hoist

The boat was soon slipped from its | him onto h"s fee.t. Meanwhile Milly’s
moorings, and, with sail set, was run-| Mirth was inextinguishable, and the

ECONOMY STORE &

BRAINS MAKE BUSINESS; FISH MAKE BRAINS

We have on hand a choice lot of this brain mak-
ing commodity, just what every farmer wants in haying
time.

ALSO : A complete stock of Summer dry goods
and groceries. Everything to make the home happy:

Mail or TelepLune your orders. Everything delivered free.

ANDREW McGEE Back Bay

COME ALONG

now to the new store in the Irish Block

FRUIT, CANNED GOODS, CONFECTION=-
ERY and SOFT DRINKS always on hand

ALL POPULAR BRANDS CIGARS AND TOBACCO

GIVE US A CALL

GLENWOOD
RANGES
Malkie Cooking Easy

When in Eastport

Visit Martin’s Store

(vented him from making them togy a8 they keep a full line of Groceries that

they are closing out regardless of cost

MARTIN SELLS EVERYTHING

E. S. MARTIN & SON

ning merrily along the coast before a | Sight of Barker being led ashore cov-

things of this world in- light esteem.
The smile of contentment which
iaradiatedizhis features was evident
that he was unaware that the sword
of Damocles was¥suspended over his
head, and that its¥golden thread was
soon to break.

Salad dressing discourses  ended,
to him entered the conspirators. We
shall. see you tomorrow, then, at
Liverpool street at 12,30 said the
sardonic individual, and Barker, the
victim, assented. At 12.30 then on
the day which was
Saturday, the conspirators and the
unsuspectingg Barker met at Liverpool
street.

following

Travellingidown to an East Coast everybody, and let us get aboard with | Barker was given some tea in a tin,

station in such luxury as a first-class
carriage affords, the latter regaled his
companions with accounts of the
luxurious banquetsj of bygone days
at which he had assisted,
which jellied roseleaves and
gales tongues had been the
dishes among 18 courses.

By the way, what sort of a menu
have we got for this evening on the
yacht? he inquired.

Oh! we always leave that to the
stewart, said Lupton of the sardonic
chuckle. * He’s a good sort of chap,
. and rarely forgets anything.

The shadow of a smile flickered
for a moment over his face, and also
over rhe faces of Richardson and
Gilbert, his co-conspirators, but
Barker wasgunobservant. Two hours
later saw thefparty at the little rail-
way station, and, with the remark,

“It’s just,down the road,” the party, Thére is the “Iverna” out there plain 1 k;:r did hfislshare L '

g : i e v . e { share—of the work which always has
proceeded to tramp steadily down enough, and you have got to paddle | 66 BEIdate Bater 8 oh circumitnces
{and who managed that he should

the bumpygwhite track, beneath the
glare of an August sun,
A quarter of an hour lates a bend

working in an adjoining field, and in
to the gesticulations and
shouts of the party he ambled in their
direction, When he arrived he prov-
ed to be the proprietor of the “hotel,”
and, unlocking the door, after search-
ing the interior, he emerged with the
whole of his stock-in-trade—a jar of
thin beer, somewhat sour.
served

answer

This was
and
deeply, squirming

in earthenware
Barker drank fairly
afterwards.

mugs,

“I thought you said there was a
dashing barmaid here ?” he said.

“So there is, but I presume it’s her
day out,” replied Lupton, adding,
“Now, then, off boots and socks

our impedimenta.”

The landlord having served out the
beer, went and unlocked a shed ad-|
joining the house.  Lupton led the|

and at way thither, and commenced to drag! from London he had visions of step-
mghtin= out sundry boxes. and  canvas bags. | ping into a smart boat furnished with
meanest Barker, evincing no disposition m;\'clvet cushions, with a couple of

move, was playfully disburdened of|
his boots and socks by Richardson
and Gilbert, who then thrust a sugar
box loaded with a stove, a kettle, a
frying-pan and other articles, into his
arms, and bade him wade with it to
the boat, which could be seen bobbing
merrily up and down. He had to
grasp the box, but he could not yet
grasp the situation.

“What’s it all about ?” he inquired
looking about him with a vacant stare.
“Where are we? Where'’s the yacht
and the boat to take us off ?”

“Don’t call it a yacht, man aljve. |

We can’t row a boat across{
Do, for good-

out to it.

this stretchfof mud.

ness sake, get a move on.. We are|term. “Washing up,” with his feet

nicg little breeze which had sprung| ¢Ted With mud sent her into fresh

up. Baiker had sunk exhausted in
the stern, but the bobbing of the boat
soon rousep him from his lethargy,
and' it was not long beforc deep
gro:ins betrayed the fact that he was
paying tribute to Neptune.  Fortun-
ately for him the run was not a long
one, and after an hour, the boat was
grounded on a shelving beach. The
otl,{er_ members of the party, leaping
out, pulled up the boat, and pulled
vut Barker. Recovering somewhat,
the latter was set to work, assisting to
pitch the tent, knock tentpegs in, etc.
wl)ile Gilbert was busy with the stove.
The  meal was soon prepared, and

the comestibles being, of course, all
of the tinned variety.

By this time his illusions had com-
pletely vanished. When he set out

sailors to row him to a luxuriously
fitted yacht, which he described to
himself as “lying in the offing.” Step-
ping ‘gracefully on board, he would be
saluted by the captain, while the
stewart would be waiting deferentially
to submit to him the menu for the
evening dinner, which he had been
assured he would be allowed to fix.
Alas ! that vision had been cruelly
shattered, and he fully realized that
he was undergoing, very much against
his own will, an educational process.
That process was vigorously con-
tinued by the trio, who saw that Bar-
and more than his

“rough it” in the fullest sense of the

!

i
]

Leverywhere.

paroxysms of laughter.

When she recovered herself a little
she helped to scrape the poor fellow
down, even then bursting into laugh-

ter now and then at the ludicrous
figure before her. f

How Barker got back to the city he |
was never able subsequently to des-|
cribe ; but he got there somehow, It!
was sometime before he was able to
speak civilly to Lupton and his col-|
leagues, but he eventually forgave
them. Still, when he begins to|
stretch the long bow regarding his |
doings with the ladies, the question, |
“How’s Milly ?” suffices to bring him |
up with “a round turn,”. as his more
nautical friends describe it.

As Umnexpected as Burglars ’

That’s the way cramps come---strike l
without warning. Nothing SO sure tol
instantly relieve as Nerviline---just a few
drops ifi sweetened water is all that’s re-
quired to stop the pain. Polson’s Ner- |
viline, is a true comfort to every family, |
for a stomach and bowel derangements it
is an absolute specific. Guaranteed to |
have at least five times the strength.of
any other pain relieving medicine,---per- |
fectly safe, pleasant, and useful for ex-
ternal pains too.* For a reliable house- '
hold medicine case Nerviline supplies all |
that’s necessary. Large 25c. bottles sold |

Goil of our fathers, known of 61(1,

- |
|

Lord of our far-flung battle line,
Beneath whose awful hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine

Lord God of hosts, be with us vet,
Lest we forget---lest we forget!

The tumult and the shouting dies,

The captains and the kings depart,

Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,

An humble and a contrite heart.

Lord Ged of hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget---lest we forget!

73 WATER STREET, EASTPORT, ME.

J. B. .SPEAR

UndertaKer and Funeral Director

"4 -A full supply of funeral goods always on hand.
" Telephone orders will receive prompt attention.

All goods delivered free. Prices to suit the people

Vroom Bros. Ltd

are showing a very complete stock of o

—
SLUTITHARTE

Carpets of all kinds as well as Oil
Cloths and Linoleums from one to
four yards wide. As these goods were all
purchased previous to the recent ad-
vance, they are. offering them at very
attractive prices.

Mail orders will receive prompt attention

VROOM BROS,, Ltd.

S, Stephen, N

F. M. CAWLEY

ST. GEORGE, N. B,
‘UndertaKer and Embalmer

Complete stock Funeral Supplies op h

and
_Prices lower than any competitor




