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SEVEN YEARS 
By 

JOSEPHINE A. MEYER 
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(Continued) but it's goed to be help to it, for 

It was a surprise to hear her veice | when I will need 11147 

unaltered . “Still expecting Ito grow old over- 

know | night!” 

“That does happen, let me tell you! 

Madge knew ga irl whose hair got 

all gray from worry in one day. 

Heavens, hil die! Say, did you come 

here just to tell me how funny I lcok: 

she added, suddenly 

“Dorissfa TI wonder df you 

what a wierd-looking gight you are?” 

he exclaimed with a chuckle. 

“Say, what's the matter with me; 

aint I all there?” She clutched at 

various presumably insecure portions 

of her costume, “Don’t tell me I ain’t 

hooked up!” 

“Oh me. What there is of your cos- 

tume seems to be working overtime. 

It’s your face TI mean“ explained 

Thorpe. 

“Ain’t you geen me in my war paint 

before? No, I guess last time I must 

of been cleaned up. Well, you want 

to take a good look because thalt's 

one swell make-up, let me ‘tell yeu. 

See that purple below the eyes and 

cen al ? That gives depth. I got : 

von wari at vigil She was Hama aiff, by any chance, 

thirty if she was a day, and on the thinking of casting yourself as angel 

stage she looked about thirteen. Ito little Dodec?” she asked incredu- 

don’t need it so much now, of course lously. 

ed or what?” 

business-like. 

“T wanted to ask you to go to sup- 

per with me after the play.” 

“I got a date with Donny.” 

“Maybe you'd let me come along, 

if you knew what I wanted. Maybe 

you'd even throw Denny's date to 

thé discard,” insinuated Thorpe, 

[She looked lat him sharply out of 

that expressionless daub of vivid 

paint which masked her face, Her 

eyes grew round. 

Moese Head Brand 
ummer Packs & Plow Shoes 
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87 SL on @ pair of Xs et A 
Summer Packs or Plow 

Boots, and you will realize what 
Farn, ~ooc Comfort really means. Added to thu: you 
bave strength and durability, making a combination of 

8 ' good features seldom found in one pair of boots. 
Palmer’s Summer Packs and Plow Boots_are hand 

made and hand sewed by expert workmen. e bottoms 
ard uppers are made from Palmer's Famous Skowhegan 
Waterproof Leather, rich dark brown in color, very soft 
and pliable. Bottom part of uppers runs clean under, 
® great advantage over the lasted under poot. 

Soles are attached by special clincher nailing process 
or sewed by lock stitch process. 

A splendid boot for plowing or any kind of hard out. 
door werlz, % 
Get a pair from your dealer, or order direct from ua, 

Vr iite us for our catalogue No. 43. 

JOHN PALMER COMPANY 
Limited 

Fredericton, N. B., Canada 
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NOV. ELECTRIC NOTICE Movies. 
This bill and all future bills paid at the Royal Bank of 

f Canada from the fifth to the tenth of each month between 

the hours of 10 a.m. and 3 p.m., Saturday 9.30 a.m to 12 

a.m. or at Company’s Office on Shore Street from 9 a.m. to 

5 p.m., and on the night of the tenth ‘from 7.30 p.m. to 

10.30 p.m. { 

THE MARITIME ELECTRIC COMPANY 
FREDERICTON — NEW BRUNSWICK 

Moose and Deer Heads 
Mounted by my methods always satisfy 

GEO. A. DAVIS, taxidermist 
Fredericton, N: B: Vanceboro Me: 

JUST ARRIVED 
McCormick’s Fancy Biscuits, twenty-five differ- 

ent varieties. Neilson’s Chocolates Hartley & 

Sherriff’s Marmalade. Minto Tea, the tea with 

a prize. 

A. E. EARDLEY Phone 316-11 

CUSTOM TAILORED SUITS 
OF THE LATEST STYLE AT 

WALKER BROS. 
Merchant Tailors 

Our Prices for Suits Made of Scotch, 

English and Canadian Tweeds at $45, 
$50 and $60. 

These Suits are Excellent Value 
£ 
L] 

Give us a Call 

“If 1 

your 

said 

with 
I 

date with Don and come 

me?” f 

She started at him ‘searchingly, and 

he wondered what she wag thinking 

about, 

“ls this straight?” she "demanded 

at last. ’ 

“If you mean, do I mean it; yes, it 

is.” 

“Then I'm with you,” she said 

heartily. 

Her hearty readiness was gome- 

thing of a blow to Therpe. He re- 

membered rather cynically Don’s 

boast of her loyalty. She may have 

seen something of this though in the 

slight contraction of hig eyelids, 

“Donny won't die of it,” she de- 

clared sciothingly. “And I got to think 

of myself, Don’t 1?” 

“I was counting on that.” 

“All right, but don’t hurt yourself 

counting too hard on anything, see? 
Now we can’t meet here. He'll come 

here, so I'll have to beat it early and 
tell ithe girls to say I had a headache. 

No, that wen't do. He'd pe up after 
me ‘to the apartment. Oh, I'll frame 

up something all right. We'll go some 

wheres quiet where he won't think 

of looking for us huh?” 

‘He suggested an old-faghicned 

hotel on lower Mifth Avenue, and 
she agreed, so ‘they shook hands on 
it and he left her feeling like a black 
traitor to the friend he was endeavor- 
ing to help. 

She met him abeut the time they 
had arranged and, as she came in, 
he noticed her resemblance to an im- 
pudent sparrow in her cheap and ex- 
aggeratedly stylish street clothes, 
from her tiny brown hat, cocked too 
far over one eye, to the high-heelad 

brown satin slippers which it tock 
much of her skill as a dancer to 
manipulate gracefully, 

“All fine,” she informed him, show 
ing her big tedth in an excited grin. 
“Do you know what I thought DLE 
says to say that Madge had gone 
home sick, see? And me with her. He 
knows he ain't got a chance to get 
his nose inside Madge's place, so he 
wouldn't go there. It pays to have a 
few respectable friends, don't it?” 

“You're gz cold, calculating little 
vampire,” laughed Thorpe as a head 
waiter led them to a secluded table. 
“Yoy have no sentimental notions 
abeut friendship, have you?” 

“Believe me, I got no sentimental 

notions about nothing,” said Dorissa 
emphatically. “And,” she added with 
a sharp look as they seated themsel- 
ves, “you got nothing on me. What 
do yeu want to take me ‘away from 
Don for?” 

“I've got a crush on you myself,” 
“To the tune of twenty thousand 

cash? Like hell you have!” 
“Twenty thousand!” Thorpe was 

taken aback. “I though you said ten.” 
“Aw, yeu could do it for that, I 

suppose, but you want to dn it right, 
don’t you? And I'll need decent 
clothes and all, Say, you'll get it hack 
and more with it, if ‘we pick the right 
play! You can count on me to do my 
best because it's te my intrust, see? 
I may never get the chance again,” 
“Good little old mational kid,” he 

said, patting her hand where it lay 
on the table, still gritty the 
sgetchily removed chalk make-up, 
and sparkling with two handsome dia- 
mond rings, 

; “Where do you get that ‘old’ 
stuff?” she demanded peevishly as a 
waiter came up for their order. “I'm 
eighteen, not a day older and that's 
the truth!” 

When the waiter had gone she sat 
looking at Thorpe in silence, with an 
expression that showed so clearly she 
had something to say that he waited 
for her to begin. 

“Well,” he said lightly and with 
some curiosity at last, “get it off 
your chest before we begin to talk 
business. What's the trouble, Dodo?” 
He purposely used Don's pet name 
for her, but she did not flinch, 
“You think I'm pretty rotten, huh?’ 

she asked in a low voice, 
“What an idea! Why should 1?” 
“Beicause—hbecause of what T done 

to Don dnd all. Maybe I am, I don’t 
know what decent is. If it's what my 
mother told me it was, I aint got no 
use for it, see? She’s in potter's field | 
now. Do you know how old she ‘was | 
when they put her there? Twenty- 
elght. Real twenty-eight. Only—only 
a little older than me now. Do you 
know why? ‘Cause a man was decent 
and married her, and she had to be 
decent and stick te him, though he 
was g rotten drunk. She let him hit 
her any time he felt like it and me, 
too. Oh, he was decent all right! He 
didn't kill her in one biff. He took 
about four years at it. My father 
never was married to her, see? And 
this feller comes along with a regu- 
lar wedding ring and didn’t ask no 
quesitions about hew I go into the 
family, see? I was ten when she 
croaked. Believe me, I- ain't going to 
die poor!” | 

“I undergtand,” aid Thorpe, 

“No, and I ain't going to die till 1 
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have to. It’s awful to think abbut, 

ain't it?” The pupils of her fright- When he quits work. 

ur ~ == i 

‘yes’, would you break! 

Summer time brings many children 
back to the old home—among pleasant mem- 
ories renewed will be the Tea they used in 
childhood—“RED ROSE.” 
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RED 
pleases particular folks. 

ROSE Crushed C OFFEE 

10 

ee 

Packages I5¢ & 25¢ 

The Largest Sale of any Brand in Canada 

The Natural Wealth of Canada 4 

Forests 

the past three years Canada exported forest 

products to the amount of 660,000,000, and 

there are still left great forests of Douglas fir, pine 

and spruce pulp wood—enough, if carefully pre- 

served, to supply a great trade throughout an in. 
definite future. For more than a century the Bank of 
Montreal has been co-operating in the development 

of Canada’s trade in forest products. 

_ BANK OF MONTREAL 
) 

| mes p— 

ened blue eyes were dilated at the 

thought. “I take good care of myself 

you bet. And T don’t mind telling 

you"—fear gave way to an expres- | 

sion of cunning as one eyelid quiver- 

ed half closed—*“I got money put by 

already, and these things”—she in- 

dicated her rings—“is always ready . 

cash, In case I do get sick I can get 

the best doctors in the world, see? 

And if I live to be old, too ld to 

work any more, I'll have a nice, soft 

big bank account to rest me weary 

bones on. Am I right, huh?” { astence of a blind man, Raphael 
“You are very prudent,” agreed | Moleno, in whose rooming house, 

Thorpe. | where she was employed, the drug 

(To be continued.) 

Luck always deserts® the man 

j was found, Moleno was acquitted. 

i polygamy. 

JAILED FOR 
HAVING DRUGS| 

Montreal, Dec. 1—Yvonne Balard 

was sentenced here today to serve a 

year in jail for having a cigarette tin 

containing seventy-seven decks of 

cocaine in her possession, She plead- 

ed guilty to the charge last week 

when she appeared as a witness in 

CONVICTSARE ~~ 
RECAPTURED 

Marquette, Mich.,, Dec. 1—Eddie 

Weisman, Detroi§ bandit, and his pal 

Philip Hall, the last group of fifteen 

prisoners who escaped from the 

Branch prison here last Sunday, were 

recaptured by a posse of 100 state 

police, prison authorities and local 

officers today in a thicket near Rapid 

City, Delta county. EN 

In response to the craze for publie- 

Few men have made gp success of 

~ 

ity why not have 4 Family Skeleton 

| Week, with a big parade? - 


