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ASSIFIED

WE WILL PAY YOU §120 to dis-
tribute religious literature in your
community. Sixty days work. Ex-
perience ‘not required. Man Or WO-
man. Opportunfity for promotion.
Spare time may be used.

International Bible Press,
182 Spadina Avenue, Toromto.
8 ins, every Wed. & Sat.

‘«

To Rent

House opposite the Gibson School.

Apply to Mrs. A. E. Hanson, St.
John Street.
June 10th
: Wanted
WANTED—A kitchen girl. Appl

at
WASHINGTON'S CAFE,
York street.

To Let

TO LET—Flat of four rooms and
bath, $7.00 per month. Possession
immediately or June 1st. Apply to

W. ‘& LITTLE, Mer.,
G.T.P. Telegraph School, City.
N

TO-LET—Store at present occupied
by A. Murray & Co. Possession giv-
en July 1st.

BOOK DEBTS

Of THE ALEX. GIBSON RAILWAY
AND MAAUFACTURING CO., AND
THE NASHWAAK LUMB:R CO.
TO BE SOLD
Tenders are asked for up to June
20tn, 1914. Lists of debts can be seen
at offices of R. H. 'Boone, Esg.,
Fredericton, N. B.
ALFRED ROWLEY Sec. Treas.
184 Princess St. St. John N.B.

BARN TO LE1 X

e —

Apply at 868 George street. Good
Jhance for horse and carriage.
3 ins

Auction Sale

On Monday June the 8th next in
front of the County Court House at
11 o’clock a. m.

Two double Tenement House on
Geonge St, Nos. .641 and 647, freeshold
good barmm and modern improve-
ments.

Can be seen Thursday and Satur-
day. Sale wjthout reserve. Owner
leaving city.

Terms at sale.

E. H. ALLEN,
Auctioneer,

FOR SALE—Dwelling House con-
taining seven rooms. All modern con-

veniences, including electric light,
bath-room and furnace. One of the
best locations in the city. For fur-

ther particulars enguire at MalL
OFFICE.—tf.
Clerk Wanted [ch

WANTED—A clerk for general store
Good references. Apply im own hand-

writing, M. Schaffner, Blackville, N.
B. 3
June 4th.
New Subscribers
337-11—Miles Geo. A., Tes., St.
Mary’s.
4500-21—Morgan, i H. J., res., Doug-
1as.
3300-63—Vavasour, E. W., <camp,
Idylawyl
2400-81—Wheeler Frank, res., Doug-
las.
326-11—Willis Bros. Groe:rs, Nash-
wagksis.

N. B. Telephone Co., Limited

S. B. EBBETT
Exchange Manager.

Rlver Steamer Vlctona

Until further motice, the steamer
Victoria will leave her wharf Fred-
¥ricton for St. John every Monday,
‘W-ednesday and Friday morning at
eight o’clock, returning on alternate
days, leaving St. John at 8 a.m.

Dioner on Steamer - 50c.

ROBERT SCOTT

Manager

LAWNS and GARDENS
Lawns Cut and Garden Waik

Done.
Apply to G. HARRISON
Phone 255-11,

The largest estate in the United
Kinzdom is that belonging to the
Duke of Sutberland, which extend. to
739,200 acres. ’

MANIAG'S MEMORY

Man Who Was Able to Recite “T12

Decline and Fali”

During a lecture -t the Socinlogical
Society’s meeting in London, Dr. R
Armstrong-Jones, chief medical offie=r
at Claybury Asylum, Woodford, dealt
with the relation ‘of genius to insanity
He said that insanity was. known
to occur with unusual frequency among
the relatives of men of genlus, Life
however, was a matter of compensatior
and equilibrium, and if gr at develop
ment occurred in one direction there
wes a compensating d=<ficit in others
He knew a man who could recize
“The Decline and Fall of the Roman
«mpire" from cover to cover, vet hi:
mind continues to be of the nurser;
type, and he did not uvderstand wha
he dramatically recited. He knew an
other who would p:av on the orga.
any music he had previously heard
and this without nntes—of which he
krew nothing—to remind him.

!

THE DUCHESS OF SUTHERLANDO
The Duchess of Sutheriand is con-
sidered to have more talents than
almost any other titled lady io
Great Britain. She “is' an" expert
chauffeur and a wonderfil horse
woman. - AS an author she has
achieved marked success, both with
books and plays. She is the wife
of the Duke of Sutherland, one of
the greatest land owners of Scot
land. - :

DEATH OF ‘CAESAR”

King Edward's Dog Died at the Royal
Palace

Caxsar diede at Marlborough House
the other day—the famous white wire-
haired terrier which for many years
was King Edward’s constant compan-
ion. The dog had bheen il for some
time, and an operation was decidec |
upon, although it was undertaken with
only the slenderest hope. Cw@sar pas-
sed away under the anwsthetic.
Hundreds of thousands saw Czsar in
the funeral procession on Friday,
May 20, four years ago. “A mote of
pathos,” says a contemporary chroni-
cler, “was introduced

geous pageantry by the presence of
the King’'s favorite charger Kildare
and of his dog Ce=esar, which was led
along the route by a Highlander.

which had been checked by the
trappings in which Royal
to the popular

pet,
gorgeous
death was presented
gaze.”

VWhen Czsar Was Lost

Casar, the King’'s Dog.” He was one-
or twice lost for a day or twop, much
to the King’s distress, but he was re
turned before the offer of a reward
wag circulated by somebody who ha:
identified him.

After his Majesty’s death Cwmsar
was inconsolable for veeks, and re-
fused to take food and whined in
piteous fashion. Queen Alexandra
made him a great favorite, and he¢
often used to walk or drive with her.

Relations With the French

Pretty well every monarch i»
Europe knew Cezsar. At lunch one
day at Biarritz, when he was receiv-
ing his usual bonefrom King Edward,
a guest at the Royal table made the
humorous comment: “Ceasar must he
familiar with the language of French
dogs.” “I am afraid,” said the King,
“he gets along very badly with them
and is anything but a help to the en-
tente cordiale.”

Although King Edward’s bedroom
was the terrier’'s home while his
Majesty lived, the dog never went
near it after the King's death, thougzh
he wandered about Buckingham
Palace for days searching in vain fo-

the face or the hand of his dezad
master. He was 12 years old.

into the gor-.

Tears flowed readily at the sizht ol
the empty saddle and the masterless |

——

“A Tw degrees below boiling point.
Put your hand in and see.”

“No, thanks. I'l]l take your word for
{t. That's the cheapest kind of whole
sale cooking I ever heard of.”

“Food needs to be cheap in a coun-
try where sixpense is a ‘good day's
wage,” said Scarborough. “Fortun-
ately, it is cheap. The lupin grows
like a weed; steeping in the sea pick-
les the beans; and the Caldeira cooks
them. Our friend there probably
comes here every day. It's his trade.”
“Then he may have seen something
of what hap;’y?ned ysterday,” suggested
Yarney. “Ask hi You speak Por-
tuguese oo e s~ e,

The Man had slung his sack across
the donkey's back, and seated him:elf
on the top of it. His seat was a hot
and wet one but he seemed to find it
comfortable. He relit his cigarette and
urged his beast towards the narrow en-
trance between the walls of pumice.
Scarborough approached him, and

the man, with the real politeness of
the Islanders, jumped to the ground
and took his hat off.

“Bonas dias, scnhores,” he said.
Scarborough returned his greeting,
and asked whether he had heard any-

ability to make the most of his share '

in the occurrence. He entered into |
the explanations not only of what hel
had done in this alarming crisis, but
also, minutely and comprehensively,
of what he had thought. He explained
that his first impulse had been to
carry the news to the Corregidor at
Ribeira Grande; for few Portuguese
will touch a dcad man, or help a Cying
man, until officialdom has given the
word, for fca:s lest, if foul play has
been doue, they may be summoned as
accomplices.. The peasantry have a
firm belief th:at the last hand whica
touches a dying man, is by’the law of
the land precumed to be the hand
which gave him death; and it is a be-
def which in one well authenticat:é
instance left 2 man who had been in
jured on the railway, a few miles fron
Coimbra, the intellectual capital o:
Portugal, to lie unaided through the
heat of a Jong summer's day. He was
conscious, and able to beg for water
But no one dared to give him any, for
the Corregidor had been summoned,
and nothing could be done till he came.
And this is not an isolated case.

But this Azorean peasant explained,
and took pride in explaining, that he
bad risen superior to this fear.

“I helped to carry him,” he

said

1 proudly.

“You helped?
alone?”

“I was alone at first, tut I went to
the Casa Davis, which is near here,
and summoned the Senhor Davis. We
carried the dead man to Senhor Davis’s
cart, which waited at the end of the
gorge, and Scnhor Davis drove him to
the house which is called As Chinelas,
I did nmot go with him. I had done
enough; for, Cenhores, the Corregidor
had not said that the body was to be
moved.”

“What is he saying?” asked Varne,
in ¥nglish.

“He is claiming to be a hero because
he ‘darcd to touch a corpse,” said Scar
berough; and to the man added:
“Was that:all?” -
“What does the Senhor mean?” ]
“Did you see anything which sug |

Then you were not

gested how the dead man met hig
-death?” f
“I, Senor? No! Why should the

Senhor suspect me?”

“] dan’t suspect you,” said Scarbor-

ough, rather impatient’y. s onky
want to know what you saw. You say
you saw nothing?”

A gleam came into the man's eye.

He hesitated a moment,
said cunningly:

“]l am a poor n"m
man cannat-aiford

and then he

Senhor. A poor
to keep his eyves so

wide open :as richer men may. I say.
that 1 gaw nothing.”
Scarborough put his hand ia his

|pocket and pulled out a milreis note.
Cemsar always wore aftached to his |

collar a silver medal inscribed, “I am !

“Think -again,” he said quietly.
“Were your eyes quite shut?”

“No, Senhor, not quite,” said the
Azorean.

“What aid you:see?”

“l saw that the fingers of the dead
man’s right hand were tightlv closed. |
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AN EXCITING PRESENT-DAY ROMANCE
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quently he was inclined to be angry at |
{ that wink. For Muriel Davis®was very |
i pretty.
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Theré was sometning in the band. 1
opened the fingers gentiy. It was only
a flat stone with some scratches on it.”

“Have you got the stone?”

“Sim, Senhor. It is a thing of no
value. I keep it to remind me of the
tragic affair in which I assisted thig
morning. A poor bean-seller's life ig
uneventful, Senhor.”

“lI will buy it from you,” said Scar-

borough. “Two milreis.”

The man put his hand into his
pocket.

“Five,” ae said insinuatingly.

“Very well, five.”

The bean-zeller prroduced the stone
and gave it to atborough. It was,
as h2 said, a small flat stonme, about
three in It was Icovered

d by
were

Tad beer

station cat
,1' rl

with ﬂ"-

\ 1ere

in
rubbing in the
blouse had ©
and those the Y ible ow cd
ion to the fact tl

their presert t they
in the hollows of the stone’s
it?” eaid Varney.

messa

e, but this fool has

thing of a dcad man having bcen rubbed most of it out. Can you make

found there this ‘morning. | sense of it?” 3 DN :
“Sim, senhor,” was the answer. “It Varney e-: v stone closcly

was I who found him.” ! “ache . . \ .(,1":”‘.: \va: '111
Then he went on to dﬁ's.’:ribe the that re '“'.-',, S R

episode with voluble earnestness and | «¢ isn't 1 “But it

a wealth of dramatic gesture. The ' may be the ¢ AT ST

finding of a dcad wran.was an event in “To the murderer?”

his life, and he had the histrionic “No, to the diamcnds, ‘ache’ looks

uncommonly like the end of the word

cache, and the rest tells where * the
cache is.” 1

“Or «.d tell, before this idiot™ blouse
rubbed it qut.”

“Stay, though! There is another
possibility,” said Varn2y. “Mrs. Car
lilgloﬂ s name is Rachel. Perhars i
is not a C tkat has goue, but an R and
ans 15 i, one may ve carried
(.ymg mar to his wiic

What next, 2 ?
“We'll go and see Davis.”
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R

CHAPTER

The Hcoded Woman

“If you want my opinion,” d M
Davis, whon he kad heard \\I Scar
borough had to tell him, thcm isjh

woman in it.”

His daughte
hind him,
with the tw
ged her sh 1tly. - She wa
a dainty litt , with ‘big- eyes
which -tried to locok carn:st,-and man
aged to look camy.

“That’'s what you .always
ther,” she sa’d.

“Well, Yyes,
smiling. I believe it is

. who was standing b
quiet
, and shr

olona
gigad

say,

admitt &
somewh

Muriel,” he

a

frequent renark of mine. Generaily
true, too.”

Muriel frownzd.

“I dont so> whx you should suppose

that,a wom ad anything to do wit!

it,” she insisted.
SN0 2 SButsveon . Witk find: that i as
usual, ! shall turn out to be right.”
Mr. Davis backad this confiden

judgment with the ghest of a wink t

Vi ¥, and jaughed. The d!scussior

which thre d was one which fr
quently arose irn this houschold; fo
Muriel, havinzy spent the thinking
vears of * 11f2—not, as yet, a very

long one-—in the seclusion ef a 1onely
pine-apple quinta, was an 2ressiv
disputant, and rade up by the viclenc
of hor views oa the wrongs of her
Toral lack of practca
inowledge of her su ct. . Her daily
if@ From el e was founte&:
St (Oll\\,l[ s SHEE
e had had no onport mity
13y f a

&

32

anothe
nove
had ever made !
fectly frank, r» o
tried, Dit
forts were <t
Her out. Heo
of seeing her e
lock in a flas) and hex
color rise witl. indignation; and when
he had enticed her into saving some-
thing saf ntly egniting about the
folly and brutality of memn, he usually
chuckled and owned meakly that she
was right. de was almost absurdly
proud of his fanatica! li‘t'e daughtern.
Varney did not know that this ex-
ercise was part of the daily routine a!
the pine-apple quinia, and was enjoyed
both father and daughter; conse-

ex her

OPPLS
es 1o r dreamsy

o1 1

Ha

“It yon mean,” he said, “that there
is a woman a: the br;uo:n of most of
the g'oox] deeds that are done .n 1A.L
world, I am ready lo agree with vou.

“And Murizl will agree with you, and
think you are a very nsible t':“.l:\\x'.'
gaid Mr. Davis, TR ST T
n \t there is 2 won 10 every lLiecs
of mischief that is done, and always
will be—this side of the Goiden River!

in

And 1 won't v that the same state

of things mayn't obtain on the other

side, 100!"” added, chuckling.
“Have you any rcason lrn thinking

that there Is a woman i 1

said Scarbovough. Heo

dency of nll discussion

Davis, and e
he was fo
both father a
to ba kept to th

per u‘n(e lmd

would have

(To Be Continued.)

e pc

“Yes,'i.said Mr, I is.

“Father means that le 3 the rame
reason’ that he usually " opined
Muriel. “You know how prejudiced he

Scarborough n‘ade a slight move
ment of impatience, and Mr. Davis T
noted.it,  Hz became grayve at oncsz.

CLEARANCE

Throughout the Store for

Thursday, Frifay and Saturday.

SA

WHITE VOILES,
in tan, black and white
REN’S HAIR RIBBON
for 25c. NECKWEAR,

tan sizes 7 to 10,

LADIES GREEN AND CERISE UNDERSKIRTS, Special
$1.19 each. LADIES BLOUSES in crepe and voile,
$1.19 each. LADIES WHITE CORSET COVERS. Specjal at '
each. LADIES HOUSE DRESSES, special at $1.05 each. LADIES
CLOTH DRESSES at ciearing
latest styles clcaring at $4.79 each. CURTAIN MUSLINS AT 10c
par yard. AWNING STRIPES, best quality at 25c per yard. CAM-
BRICS, GINGHAMS AND PRINTS
special at 15¢ per yard. LADIES KID GLOVES
all sizes special at 59¢ a pair.

in all

slightly soiled, special
CORSETS long hips medium bust special at 50c
UNDERVESTS with low neck with or without sleeves,
for 25¢ LADIES AND CHILDREN’S COTTON HOSE in blaci and
15¢ a pair, or 2 for 25¢ LADIES SILE BOOT
HOSE in Black, ta:n and white, Special at 25¢ a pair.
RENS SHORT SO\OKS 15¢ a pair or 2 pairs for 25c.
HEAVY RIBBED COTTON HOSE, holeproof, all sizes,

Special
19¢;

prices. LADIES CLOTH SKIRTS,

clearing at 10c per yard.

CHILD-
colors 4 in. wide, 15¢ yard or 2
at 19c. LADIES
pair. LADIES
15¢c or 2

CHILD-
BOYS’
25¢ apair.
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breast that
beating only for you.”
A voice frem the gallery inte

“Wouldn’t a pain ir youar
do ms well?”

Of Ccurse Not

rj-cted

stomact:
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Second Critic—Sh-h?
the artist. H

Ta

The Reason
Mur had gone

escap~ o7 gas with a match,

in hospita] in consequence.
“Good gracicus. man,”

phv

No;
wouldn’t Enow.

to look

First Critic—! wonder what th
artist ‘was trying to convey in th
picture

Second Critic—I a2m sure, I dor
Know.

First Critic--Let us ask that gen?
man over ihere.

that

for

and we

tor, “1 should have though

had more sense than to look for 2

escape of gas ia lighted mateh?
“'Fa*“l," the: stZerc
twas a e

WAS TROUB

LED

There is no more frequent source of
illness than that arising from bad blood,
for when the blood becomes impure, it
is only natural that boils, pimples or
some other indication of bad blood should
break out of the system.

Boils in themselves are not a dangerous
trouble, but still at the same time are
very painful, and the only way to get
rid of them is to cleanse the blood of the
impurities. Cleanse it thoroughly by
the use of Burdock Blood Ritters, that
old and reliable blood medicine that has
been on the market for nearly forty
vears.

Mr. James Wilds, Plaster Rock, N.B.,
writes:—“I was greatly troubled, a
‘ew years 4go, with boils and carbuncles,
and the doctor told me I was in a bad
cendition. - My appetite failed me, I
vegan to lose strength, and was pretty
weil run down when one of my friends
recommended Burdock Blood Bitters.
After using three bottles I began to [eel
hke another *man. My troubles snon

ft me, and to-day I can certainly give
1 Blood Bitters a hAg,b recem-
tion to my friends’

TO DISCUSS. AMATELR
ATHLETIES AT PARIS

Paris, Jumne 3—Drlegates from
twelve countries, including Canada
and the United States, have pathered
at Lyons for a metting of the Inter-
national Amatewr Athletic Federa-
tion. ‘The mesting will last a week
and will be devoted to the considera-
tion of uniform: athlstics laws and
the formation of a standard list of
events to be pecommendead for adop-
tion of untiform athletic laws and
the rapresentatives of the Amateur
Athletic Union of the United States
att-nding the mesbing are James K.
Sullivan of New York, Alfr:d J. Lill
Roston, E. C. Browna of Chicago,

S. Weeks of New York.

of
and Bartow

harrowing dismay.

The
‘‘Flcor-and-Door-a’’
o Girl

reflections said:

Says

HE ﬂoofs and doors appear to wait until the dust germs con-
gregate; the housewife hails each dawning day with grim and

she: “My work will NEVER end:

o’er dusty stretches I must bend, until, with aching back and hands
I finish what the day demands.”

.

&

Then Mrs. Jones, one afternoon, drop-
ped in, at time most opportune.
optimist, she knew the wiles of house-

hold work—its sighs and smiles.

She

told of how she polished floors and wood-

said

swork and the endless doors, until when Hubby saw them, too,
“Why, howdy-do!”

“The Gold Dust Twins,”
of dust behmd Each mark of sticky hands on doors, each tread of

&

she, “I find, help leave the woes
muddy feet on floors, ¢ | fade before
the slightest touch of C .1d Dust, and
the work is such thal, when the
woodwork has been done, I find
said work was only fun.” This
line of reasoning must show that
those who’ve tried it OUGHT to
know. If you, in one day’s duties,
find that there’s a Grouch in ev'ry
Grind, invite the Gold Dust Twins
to share such tasks as tire and
fret and wear.

From kitchen floor to bedroom suite, these tireless little chaps make
neat, and best of all, the sum expense is measured up in meager cents.
jThey put both dust and dirt to rout and run the last old microbe out.
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