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Hunting GﬁshmgBoots
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PALMERS .

Moose Head Brand

For generations hunters
and fishermen all over the
continent have appreciat-
ed the utter depen bility,
honest matenals and sterling
construction of these time-
tested boots.
'I’hrough bush, streams and the
hest going, these sturdy yet
ﬂexgble boots will ensure your
entire foot comfort. And their
wear is proverbial.
Knee High, watelprool
with noiseless Flexible
Sewed-on Sole of heavi-
est oil-tanned leather.
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Hand made to your idividual l b

measure.
L4
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A Boot For Every Purpose
JORN PALMER CO., LIMITED
FREDERICTON, N. B

A VETERAN SAILOR TELLS
OF HARDSHIPS OF THE SEA

N

Running the Easting down in the
Roaring Forties under storm canvas,

close-reefed, liashed to the pumps for
days and nights without respite, we
had no jobs for weaklings in my day,
writes Captain George F. Boughton in
“The London Daily Mail.” It was
pump or sink, with only a chew of
tobacco for solace. High up aloft furl-
ing sails, we whirled giddily in wide
circles through the air, with a sway-
ing rope stretched under the yard as
our only foothold, and above us the
wet canvas ballooned out as stiff as a
board and often coated with ice. A

the chances were that the
would hold a banquet on you.
The sea was then a hard school,
voyages often lasting for years. Any-
body could sign on as cook, no ex-
amination being required. At seven

sharks

bells he flung something into our tin
kit with a thud that suggested a lump

of broken cement rather than salt

horse. God sent food and the devil
sent cooks!

In San Francisco, where crews de-
serted wholesale, many a respectable
but unwary citizen in reduced circum-
stanes was lured to a waterside board-
ing house and drugged in my day.
When he came to he found himself in
a threeskysail‘yarder bound to
Queenstown for orders, hounded up
aloft by a bully mate whose chief

! qualifications was his ability to knock
slip with numbed and bleeding hands.l

one false move in the darkness and'

out all comers. The boarding house
master was not particular what kind
of fish he caught in his net to complete

the required crew. Misfits on shore,|
mostly, and one or two dead men at 1'
pinch, were smuggled on board ati
night—the kidnappers pretending, of
course, that the dead were dead drunk'

only. And with this scratch crowd ves-
sels rounded the Horn in the fierce
zales of winter.

I made a voyage to Santos thirty-
five years ago, when Yellow Jack was
rife and claimed whole crews. Such
a dread of this wretched spot haunted
seamen that if a vessel was likely to
touch there all hands deserted imme-
diately, regardless of what port they
happened to be in. In those days to
send a man to Santos was almost
equivalent to condemning him to
death. A big crowd of sallormen lie
there still to remind us of the ghast-
ly days gone by.

The racehorses of the sea, the clip-
per ships, raced home from China with
the first teas of the season in 100
amid excitement and interest
among landsmen rivaling that aroused
by the derby; and once when I was
offered command of the Samuel Plim-
soll, I felt overcome with justifiable
emotions.

Well! The glorious days of sail are
over, gone forever. Gone with them
are our sailors, romance also, and the
blue pigeon. Geordie brigs and South
Spainers, sea chanties, sea chests and
cracker hash.

If I had my life to redive, I would
cheerfully endure the hardships of the
sea again. It bred a fine race of sturdy
seamen and helped to build old Eng-
land’'s prosperity. A prey to pirates
and to scurvy ,thrown on their own
resources, but accustomed to bear per-
ils and hardships with fortitude and
indomitable courage, they carried the
flag as pioneers to every part of th=2
globe. The sailorman was the most
religious of all men, through experi-
ence of the wonders of the universe
and the deep sea. I take off my hat
to his memory.

Cld Stormalong has gone to rest,
Of all the sailors he was best.

We'll dig his grave with a golden
spade

And lower him down with a golden
chain.

By all his shipmates blest.

Armies are pretty much alike. in
ours, the general's aide is a rain~oat
holder. In China he opens tha Old
Man’s umbrella.

There are fewer stage-struck girls
now than in the Nineties, says a plarl
producer .On the other hand, not so|
many are kitchen-struck, either.

n easy triumph

of wifehood |

OU are a wife. You must be a nurse, a home
decorator, a dgmestic scientist, a seam-
stress, a laundress, a beauty specialist, a
bureau of information, a buyer, a banker, a host-
ess. You must be all these professionals almost ]
every day, yet you must not be tired at dinner. It
must be a good dinner. You must have good news. 5
! And you must not only keep up your professions, i

Y | but grow wiser in them each day.

known.

Sounds hard, but is it? Not if you use your daily
university—the advertisements. For here are the
best safety-firsts; the most beautiful, most lasting
draperies and home furnishings, and how to ar-
range them best; new food or new delicious ways
of preparing and serving known foods; the finest
in dress, in cold creams, hair washes,
methods; news of insurance; thrifty buying; hap- 3
pier ways to entertain; something of business, lit- ‘l
erature, art, music — of almost every science i

The information in advertisements is latest and
correct. Yet a brief glance is sufficient to give you
their news. Just a daily reading of the advertise-
ments—and there’s an easy triumph of wifehood!
In selecting, buying, arranging, usmg In keeping
fresh for dinner. Saving work, saving time, sav-
ing money—being wise!

Reading Advertisements Regularly Means
Keeping to the Fore. Read These,

Here, Today.

manicure t

It Pays to Advertise in the Malil
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NEWTON NEWKIRK |

NCLINED

TO THINK THAT A WOMAN
CANOUTFISH STERNER SEX

T

Can a woman outfish a man?

Even if she lacks his experience as
an angler, do the gods of Luck come
to her rescue and put it into the
hearts of the mighty salmon of the
Tobique River in New Brunswick,
Canada, to pause on their long pil-
grimage from the sea to the head-
waters long enough to seize the gaud-
ily bedecked and caparisoned fly
which she offers to him with perhaps
not quite the finished grace of the
veteran fisherman?

These are some of the questions
which Newton Newkirk, versatile Bos-
ton Columnist who was once Presi-
dent of the American Press Humorists
Association and because of his fame
as a writer on out-of-door subjocts
also was at one time editor of the Na-
tional Sportsman, enquired into while
fishing on the Tobique recently and
his answer, after studying the racoris
kept at Ogilvy Brothers’ Camps on ‘he
Tobique, where he has annually been
a guest for the past fifteen years, is
in the affirmative. Here is an in-
stance he quotes in an articles writ-
ten at Ogilvy's camps:

“Harry P. Furniss of Kissel, Kinni-
cutt & Co., brokers, No. 14 Wall Street
is here. Mr. Furniss, in New York City,
energetic salesman. Up
here on the Tobique he is a hard-work-
ing fisherman.

With him came his daughter,
Catherine, just

is an bond

Miss
out of her teens, who
decided she would this time spend her
vacation with her Dad, for a change,
instead of trotting around Europe.
What Miss Furniss knew about the art

of casting for Atlantic salmon when

she arrived here a few days ag»,
would fill quite a sizable volume. She
knows more now, however, and here
is the truth to prove it.
10 Pools to Fish.

There are ten salmon pools avail-
able up and down the Tobique from
here for the guests of these camps,

and these pools are assigned and al-
so that ea_h
fisherman will have a whack at each
pool in turn. Each pool is
daily from about 9 until 1 and
3 until dark. Now one of

Ogilvy pools is the Gulquack,

ternated twice each day

shed twice
from
the favorite

so call-

-y

lawn which borders the river banx,
seven beautiful Atlantic salmon!
721/, Pounds in Catch.

We all blinked, rubbed our eyes and
gasped in astonishment. Mr. Furniss
was perhaps the most amazed of all.
He looked at the fish, then at his
daughter and wanted to know if, hy
any chance, there was a fish market
up-river where Atlantic salmon could
be bought! It was here that Jock made
the declaration that the young lady
had hooked and played to the point of
fatigue where he could gaff it, every
one of the seven salmon—that he had
taken the rod only once when she had
begged him to do so to rest her aching
wrists for a few minutes when she
was wrestling with the biggest one.

Weighed before witnesses, here are
the weights in pounds of fish—81%, 10,
10, 10, 10%%, 11, 12%—making a total
of 72% pounds of salmon for the after-
noon's fishing. This, by the way,
breaks the camps’ record for a half-
day's fishing.

Modest About it.

Miss Furniss took her honors very
modestly. When ccngratulated and
asked if she didn't think she had done
a wonderful thing, she said she believ-
ed it was largely a matter of luck be-
cause so many salmon happened to be
in that particular pool, and also be-
cause she had a good guide'to tell her
what to do.

“And to think,” said her Dad, “that
| T lashed that lower pool until I thought
[ hadn’t a shoulder blade left! Here
I've been fishing salmon for years and
my kid-daughter goes out and trims
Jme to a fare-thee-well! Can you beat
Pt ”

1 But everybody saw plainly
from the twinkle in Dad’s eye that he
was greatly pleased to be trimmed.

HOW ONTARIO
FARMER FOILED
A BANDIT

(Toronto Globe.)
All the elements to make a

present

“penny

ed because a brawling stream by that| greadful” were present in the grim
name empties into the Tobique at th2| gtruggle that took place in a lomely
head of it [and dark farmhouse near Beeton on
Well, when the anglers came in v | Friday t between a farmer and a
luncheon yesterday, not one of them. pandit, resulting in the death of the
had a salmon .In the afternoon Miss jatter at the hands of the former. En-
Furniss chanced to draw the GulquacKk| tarineg his home late at night, the far-
pool and set off for it half-a-mile UP| mer was greeted with the usual for-
river in the canoe with JYock Ogilvy,| jula to stay where he was or he
her guide, poling in the stern. Wishes| would be killed. Instead of ¢ ]
for good luck from all the others went ith the request he grappled “‘!L‘ the
with her !n.rm»d thug, and in the ensuing strug
As the shadows lengthened the|,ia killed him
mighty salmon fishermen showed le The event is worthy of particular
at camp one by one with reports of| note in view of the frequency with
no luck and an intimation, in one or| which armed bandits have pursued
two cases, of their belief that there| neir work with apparent impunit;

wasn't a salmon in the river.

Henry Ogilvy was out with me. We
fished the Jenkins Pool,
down river, and the only luck I had
during the afternoon was not to fall
out of the canoe when the end of my
casting seat slipped off the gunwhale
—and another time when [ was trying
to show Hen how much line I could
cast and like to have hung myself by
the neck until dead! When T got my-
self all unsnarled and after he'd pull-
ed up the anchor to untangle my line
from the rope, Hen suggested that per-

four miles

Time
and again in the past few months ban-
dits have defied police, burglar alarms
armed employees and have suc-
ceeded in robbing banks and other in-

within the confines of Toronto

and

stitutions and escaping scot free with
thousands of dollars. And yet here is
a lone unarmed man far removed frem
all help, and not knowing the number
of this assailants, who literally fights
to the death for the protetion of his
property. That it took courage *'o
with the desperado

life

grapple 1nder

haps it would be just as well for me |

not to break the long distance ¢ \~'1n:\
record on the Tobique,

because, in hl~‘

opinion, I couldn’t come y&thin a mi 1\‘,

of it
Dad Fails to Raise a Fish.

Mr. Furniss back at
after Hen and I pol-
and he and I exchanged condol-
ences. He had fished the L.ower Pool
and hadn’t raised a “Where is
Catherine?” he asked. “Up to the Gul
quack Pool with Jock,”
guide. “I s'pose the poor kid'll come
down river presently
aching arms and no fish,” commented
her Dad; “there's a lot in the way the
fly is presented to these foxy old -al-
mon—and Catherine is new at cast-
ing.”

But Catherine and Jock didn't come
drifting down as soon as predicted.
We proceeded to eat suppers
Dusk had fallen on the river and tle
pale Tobique moon
above the spruces when down river in
the faint afterglow,
Miss Catherine and Jock,
the canoe around to the landing.

‘“What luck?”
as we lined up on the bank. Miss Fur-
niss was smiling, but
information. Jock, her guide
equally but got
swer to our question when he goberly
lifted from the canoe and laid on the

arrived
home camps just
ed in

fish.

answeraed a

our

was climbing

sunset’s came
who swung
we all wanted to know

volunteered no
was

silent, we

' |
anyway? s ey |
|

the | gdventure seems to indicate

with (

! the High N
preme Court of

the an-

will deny.
farm-

these conditions no one
It has long been said that the

are the backbone of the counfry,

| ers
and in more ways than one it seems to
true. oes it mean that the life of
the farm develops more of the quali-

resourcefulness
The Beeton
that. Of
an indication of

| ties of courage and

| than the life of the city?

i course it may be only

the fact that a man will always fight
‘m.m\ for the protection of his
‘prnport}' and take more
chances to safeguard it than he will
Most peo-

own

desperate

]‘ for the property of others.

ple will be inclined to say that this is
only human nature. However that
may be, many banks will no doubt

wish they had a few Hodges on their
staffs.

JUDGE DIES
IN TORONTO

Toronto, July 26—Mr. Justice
Haughton I. S. Lennox, Judge of
Court Division of the Su-

Ontario died at his
tonight
an illnes of slightly
weeks. He unable to take
as vacation judge at the ‘begin-
account of
did not return to

home here aged T7, after
more than three
was his
place
ning of illness
and thereafter

Osgoode Hall.

July on
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CHOLERA INFA;TUM

THE FATAL DISEASE
OF CHILDREN

Ise valuable p:eparatm that has beem:

on the market for the elghtym
It has no equal for ofi-setting the
vomriting, purging and diarrhces,  of
miantum.
Priee, 50c. a bottle at all ists oe
dealers; put up only by The T
Co., ted, Toronto, Ont.

Customer—A quarter of a pound of
Sarah Ammoniac please.

Chemist—You mean sal ammoniac.

Customer—Yes I believe it is some
times vulgarly called that.

[(ANADIAN Hnmnmwm
Quick and Easy

Travel

—— BETWEEN —

MONTREAL
TORONTO
CHICAGO

TAKE THE

INTERNATIONAL
LIMITED

Lv. MONTREAL 10.00 A.M. DAILY
Ar. TORONTO 5.40 P.M.
Ar. CHICAGO 7.50 A.M.

—— ALSO —
INTER-CITY
LIMITED
Lv. MONTREAL 12.30 P.M. DAILY

Ar. TORONTO 8.30 P.M.

For Reservations, Fares, Etc.
Apply to

F. B. EDGECOMBE, City Ticket Agent
R. A. MacMILLAN, Ticket Agent, St'n.
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| WE HAVE A WONDERFUL
i z

ASSORTMENT OF BEAUTI- |
| FUL FLOWERs, CALL AT |
' OUR GREENHOUSE AND |
| LOOK THEM OVER. ]

1Ada M. Schleyer

|
' 826 CHARLOTTE STREET ‘r
Phone 217 |

H
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Cook’s Regulating Compound

A safe, Reliable, regulatin;
2 medicine for women. Sod in
} tiree degrees of mm;lh Ne.l, §!
No.2, $3; No.3, §5. Sold by at
druggists, or sent p«epa\d on receint
of price.  Free pamphlet. (O
THE COOK MEDICINE CO.
Toronto (lermerly Windsor!

The Pro DIQ!JI\ andl ate:  Mediowe Act
Registered 9507
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SPRONG
SuIT”
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Togged out in ome of
our stylebuilt spring
suits you will gain new
pep and zest, for good
clothes, such as ours,
are stimulants to any
man who wears them.
Have your clothes tail-
ored here.

Cranwee ve Quality™

Walker Bros.,

Fhone 276-41. Ltd.
TAILORS

365 QUEEN STRERT




