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CE USINNERSTWRINT 

(Copyright, 1899, by Frederick A. Stokes Cor 
Pella pany.]. 
Next morning by daybrdak we were 
‘all up and stirring. Savile boiled the 
billy, the black boys rounded up the 
horses, while Jack and I went down-to 
the creek and had a swim. It was Gor- 
don’s intention to push through the 
gap which we saw to the south and 

explore the country which lay beyond 
and to the west. He thought it was not 

unlikely that the squatter, on his way 

He checked his horse and pointed to a 
a distant rocky height. 

back from the table land, might pass in 
that direction. In fact, he said, it was 

probable that we might meet him with- 
in the next three days. 

brs. We had saddled up the horses and 
x gone on again. Just as we were leaving 

5 camp Snowball checked his horse, and, 
pointing to a distant rocky height 

some three cr four miles off, he cried: 
wy word, black fellow sit down 

alonga mountain. That fellow make 'm 
fire, tell him ’nother fellow look out 
white fellow!” 
© And there, surely enough, rose a 
tall, thin, white column of smoke, 
which broke into a series of rings as it 
ascended into that pale blue sky. It was 
one of those signal fires by which black 
fellows communicate to one another at 
a distance the fact that something un- 
usual is approaching. 
But we were all too carelessly happy 

~ to trouble about such things. Thanks to 
the light cool breeze, which argued that 
we were getting into somewhat higher 
latitudes, we felt an exhilaration and 

buoyancy of spirits that made us think 
but little of such a contingency as our 

~ party being attacked by blacks. 
‘We came to a place where the river 

ran through a rather awkward gorge, 
but as the cliffs on either side were very 
high and overhanging we had little to 
fear from any hostile savages throwing 
their spears down upon us. 

‘Suddenly, however, it took a turn. 
Then, as if we had passed through a 
gateway, it stopped abruptly, and we 
passed, as it were, into another world. 

~ We were in a great valley. We stood 
in the arena of a vast natural amphi- 
theater. At first it seemed to me that if 
some great landlocked arm of the sea 
could have been, by any possibility, 
dried up and its bed grassed and tim- 

~~ bered it would have presented a some- 
what similar appearance, only it would 
have wanted the many curious basaltic 
and sandstone figures which were scat- 

tered around everywhere, crowning its 
rugged heights. We had passed, as it 
were, through Sydney heads and in- 

daed stood in the deep bed of what once 
was a great natural harbor, in which 

the blue waves of old ocean had danced 
and shimmered in the sunlight, far 
above our heads, in the misty bygone 
ages. 

CHAPTER XIV. 
7 ? A WOMAN'S PLUCK. 

After traveling some few miles we 
began to explore the numerous caverns 
and gullies of this ancient seabeach, 
where, at the foot of the cliff on the 
strip of yellow sand, we gathered shells 

* the like of which none of us had ever 
seen before. On some of the terraces 
were long rows of extinct fires, indicat- 
ing that large mobs of savages had fre- 
quently camped there. When I express- 
od surprise that the blacks should fol- 

: low the example of the cliff dwellers of 
re the North American continent, it was 

the squatter’s daughter who showed it 
was a matter of necessity, not of 
‘choice, and she pointed to the forked 
limba of a tree several feet from the 

ground, where rested a bunch of drift 
’ wood. : 
= “In the wet season,’ she explained, 

‘“‘this valley must all be flooded. The 
gorge, being so narrow, can’t carry off 
all the water that pours into it, and so 
the blacks have to take to the cliffs for 
safety. Pleasant, isn’t it?’ 
I saw many signs of the truth of 

what she said. She read the face of na- 
ture as if it were an open book. For 

~ Afiection 
Exhales from children as fragrance from 

~ flowers. The little lips are always puck- 
ered to give or take a kiss. In homes 
where there are children, love reaches 
its fairest and sweetest proportions. In 
childless homes the kiss of wife and 

; husband grows formal, and sag is 
ri neglected ; the springs of love in the 
bod ~ heart become choked for want of use 

~ and exercise. Childlessness is a great 
sorrow to many women. It is like a 
curse from Nature, who bids all crea- 
tures to be fruitful. It is not a curse 
but a misfortune. Often the conditions 
which cause childlessness are removable. 
ves Peer Favorite Prescription has 

ught joy to many a woman by givin 
“her the ines of motherhood. i 
‘gives to the womanly organs vigor and 

vitality, removes local obstructions, and 
practically does away with the pains and 
pangs of maternity. : 
‘There is no alcohol or narcotic in * Fa- 
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instance, In one cave there were some 
rude drawings in colored clays or chalks 
upon the smooth walls, and I heard her 
remark to sdme one how they represent- 
ed the elementary efforts of the savage 
to express himself by means of symbols 
—primitive man writing before he had 
attained to the dignity of pothooks and 
bangers. It was a strange instinct that 
made men anxious to perpetuate them- 

selves, even in this fashion, and to 

dread being utterly forgotten. On that 
rough surface there was a most impor- 
tant event recorded in the history of 
those savages—the coming of the 

whites. 
And then to our surprise she inter- 

preted the hieroglyphics, the black boys 
nodding their heads with approval as if 
indorsing what she said. 

I looked wonderingly at the girl. She 
had interpreted the rude sketches of 
those savages as easily as if she had 
been reading out of a book. Though at 
first sight the figures to wus wers dis- 
jointed and entirely without meaning, 
under her they assumed a natural order 

grateful Tam 
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and transparency. With a ludicrous 
representation of the manner of a show- 

! man she pointed to figure after figure 
with her riding whip, at the same time 
garnishing her remarks with a running 
commentary regarding the artistic 
qualities of the pictures, which indeed 
violated every canon of art. ‘ 
At length we came to where ther 

were some fresh tracks of blacks. At 
first we paid little attention to the fact, 

i but soon they became so numerous that 
Gordon became anxious. Even the black 
boys showed surprise. 
“My word,’’ declared Snowball, ‘‘big 

fellow mob black fellow bin yan this 

way yestiday.’’ 

Neither of the black boys seemed to 
like the aspect of affairs. 

Notwithstanding, we sought out a 
large cool cavern, into which we-ascend- 
ed from one of the terraces, some 15 
feet from the ground, and began to pre- 
pare dinner. We left the pack saddles 
with what provisions we did not re- 
quire just then at the foot of the cliff. 
Our horses we turned loose without 
even hobbling, as the grass there was 

good, and we knew they would not 
stray far. A spring bubbled out from 
the face of the cliff in a narrow gully 

to our right, which was connected with 

the cave by a ngrrow passage. 
After dinner I converted my saddle 

into a pillow and lolled lazily back with 
my pipe between my lips. I must have 
been fast relapsing into that condition 

when sleep overtakes a man, for I was 
but vaguely conscious of Savile talking 

to Samson, as that intelligent quad- 
ruped stood upon its hind legs and 
gravely regarded its master. I could 

hear the voice of Norah Mackenzie as 

thing about the horses being uneasy. I 
say there was only a vague conscious- 

ness of this in my brain at the time, 
for I must have been half asleep. These 
things passed before me much as a 
dream might have done and without 
any awakening of my reasoning facul- 
ties or volition in regard to action on 
my part. Then suddenly there came a 
hollow drumming sound, as of horses 
galloping, and it seemed to me that I 

could distinguish Gordon among the 
bowlders and trees some hundred yards 
away peering all about. 
And then a coo-ee was shrilled out, 

making me jump to my feet and bring- 

ing me to my senses in a second. It was 
Norah Mackenzie, who had called as she 
stood by my side. She was evidently 
not a little excited and beckoned to 
Gordon to come back. In a second all 
the camp was astir. The girl watched 
apprehensively the figure of Gordon, 

who came slowly back to camp, linger- 
ing and looking around as if he won- 

dered why he was being 80 energetical- 
ly recalled. 

“Look !”’ cried the quick eyed Austra- 
lian girl. ‘‘Don’t you see? There they 
are—blacks—dozens of them! If Gordon 
doesn’t look sharp, some of them will 
sneak on him and have him yet! Oh, 

why doesn’t he hurry up?”’ 
I looked, but for the life of me could 

see nothing to alarm any one. Only 

Snowball and Yarry uttered exclama- 
tions of surprise and consternation. 
“My word!” they chorused. ‘‘Big 

mob black fellow!” 
And now, as if it were the stage of a 

pulled, a semicircle of dusky figures 

sprang from the grass, from behind 

trees and from behind rocks. How such 
a large number of human beings could 
have sneaked upon us without being 
geen, and how they managed to conceal 

themselves, only those who have had 
some experience of savage life can un- 
derstand. In another second a shower of 
spears was sent after the astonished 
Gordon, making him face about. Pick- 
‘ng up my Winchester—which, luckily, 
I never kept far from me—and without 
a thought, I sprang from the ledge. A 
thick golden wattle bush broke my rash 
leap; otherwise it might have gone bad- 
ly with me. In another minute I was 
alongside Gordon. The blacks made an 
ugly rush upon us, but I stopped short 

the onward career of two of them, and 
Gordon stopped another. We had a few 

minutes’ respite, in which we backed 

slowly toward the cave. 
I never saw a man take anything so 

coolly as that highlander. 
“Dash them!” he cried, relapsing in- 

to his native Doric. ‘‘Are we to be beaten 
back by a parcel of blackamoors? Come 
on, Parker, and scatter the loons! The 
de’il tak sic ongauns!”’ 
And, suiting his actions to his words, 

he did charge. Of course I followed 
him, but we reckoned without our 
hosts, for the savages stood firm, send- 
{nx such a shower of spears and boom: 

erangs at us that Gordon got a spear in 
his left arm and I received a blow on 

drew blood and made me feel sick and 
dizzy. In another minute Savile, Jack 
and Daly were alongside. Surely now 

that there were five of us we could 
turn the blacks. But, no; they were not 
the blacks of Victoria, New South 

Wales or even of southern Queensland. 
They were as different from the puny 
specimen that is generally accepted as 
typical of the Australian black fellow 
ss a Bengal tiger is from a cat. They 
were the aboriginal highlanders of the 
Carpentarian gulf, resembling the stal- 

wart inhabitants of Arnheim’s Land— 
savages pure and simple, uncontami- 

nated by civilization, perhaps with a 
tinge of Malay or Papuan blood in their 
veins, for one could see that some of 
them were not black but copper colored. 
We fired together and attempted an- 

other rush, but the effect was disas- 
trons. Gordon dropped with a spear 
vrotruding from his right side. 
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“1 guppose you'll be telling people that 
['m a fool.” 

There are some things we 

must keep to ourselves.” —Chicago News. 

The Bright Side. 

how beautiful she ” 
“Oh, 

Marie. 5 

“But very likely she is a wicked ad- 
venturess,” urged Kathryn, “and then 

who knows but she is padded!” of 
Marie looked up wistfully. 
“How I wish I had your faculty for 

looking always on the bright side of 
things!” she exclaimed, heaving a great 
sigh.—Detroit Journal. 

is!” cried 

Proof to Her. 

“1 am quite certain that poor man has 
seen better times,” said Mrs. Gazzam, 

after giving breakfast to a tramp. 

“No doubt,” added Mr. Gizzam dryly. 
“They all have.” 
“But this poor fellow: didn’t ask me for 

broken victuals, He said it grieved him 
to be obliged to apply for a collation.”’— 
Detroit Free Press. 

vervs From Proper names, 

We say ‘to mesmerize,” ‘tc galvan- 

ize,” “to guillotine,” “to macadamize,” 
“to gerrymander.” If the heroes of the 

Homeric epos were real persons, we 
may add “to hector” and “to pander.” 
Pamphylla, a Greek lady who compiled 
a history of the world in 35 little books. 

has given her name to “pamphlet” and 

“to pamphleteer.” “To pasquisade” is 
due to Pasquino, a cobbler at Rome, in 

whose ugly face the Romans detected a 

resemblance to the statue of an ancient 
gladiator which was erected near the 

Piazza Navona, on whose pedestal it was 
the practice to post lampoons. “To 

sandwich’ is derived indirectly from the 

Earl of Sandwich, who invented a repast 

which enabled him to dispense with reg 

ular meals when at cards.—Notes and 
Queries. 

A Frank Confession. 

“When beauty is not skin deep, it be- 

comes a sort of skin game,” observed the 

wise young woman as she transferred ber 

creamy complexion from the powder box 

to her face. 

In Russia the hair of rabbits and other 

animals is converted into bowls, dishes 

and plates. which ave valued for their 
strength, durability and lightness. 

articles have the appearacce of varuish: 

ed leather. 

MEN! 
“H WHRNING VOICE” 

Is the title of an interesting little book 
that shows how 

SIXUAL: STRENGTH 

Is LOST and how it can be 

RYGHINED 

It is securely sealed in plain envel- 
ope Free on receipt of 2¢ stamp for 
postage. We are the leading special- 
ists in curing all cases of Kidney and 
Bladder trouble. Sexual Weakness 
and Pee TION Syphillis, Gonorrhoea 
Night Losses, Gleet and Stricture, 
quicklv and permanently. We have 
cured thousands at their own homes. 
All letters kept strictly nd and 
answered in plain sealed envelope. 
Consultation by mail free. Write to- 
day. Address 

Dr. W. H. Saundars & Co. 
Station C, CHICAGO, 1LL. 

The 

THE SAALFIE™D 
PUBLISHING COMPANY'S 

Christmas Books 
Mr. Bunny, His Book, by Ada L Sutton, il- 

lustrated by W H ¥Fry—A more fascinating 
array of big aud little folks, marvellous ani- 
mals and strange devices, it is not possible to 
find outside the a decorated covers of Mr 
Bunny, His Book. Every page and both cov- 
ers printed in three brilliant colors, 9 x11 
inches I'he favorite juvenile of the holi- 
days. Substantially bound, $1 25. 

The Madonna and Christ, by Franklin Ed- 
son Belden—A handsome pictorial contain- 
ing reproductions of the world famous paint- 
ings of the Madonna and Christ, with de- 
seriptions of each picture. Printed on enam. 
elled paper, artistically bound in white 
buckram with appropriate cover design in 
gold. The most acceptable Christmas gift 
book of the season 

The Story of Jesus, Ruth a Bible Heroine, 
God Made the World, The Good Samaritan, 
The Boyhood of Jesus—Children’s Bible 
stories by the gifted author Josephine Poi- 
lard. Fach book contains scores of illus- 
trations, colored frontispiece, printed in 
large type on fine paper. Cloth, each 75¢. 

The First capture, or hauling down the 
flag of England. by Harry Castlemon—A 
hrilling history of the revolutionary war, of 

~lany “ove and ways. Beautifully il 
lustrated. Cloth, 75¢. 
Teddy, by James Otis—Just the book to de- 

light all bay readers. Cloth, illustrated, 75¢c. 

The Romance of a School Boy, by Mary A 

Denison—Full of interesting adventure, thril- 

ling situations and pretty romance. Hand- 

somely illustrated by John Henderson Garn- 

sey. Cloth, 75¢. 

Marking the Boundary, by Edward Everett 

Billings—A story in which Indians olay an 
important part. Cloth, 75¢c. 

The Castle of the Carpathians, by Jules 

Verne. Nota dull page in the book Full of 

tragic occurrences anc weird experiences. 
Cloth, illustrated, 75¢. 

A Great Lady, by Ruth Reid. A history of 

a little orphan girl who was adopted by a 

lady of wealth. Contains many beautiful 
half-tone illustrations. Artistically bound in 
cloth, gold stamped. 

Nubia of Saracenesco, by Richard Voss, 

translated from the German by Hettie E. 

Miller. A charming love story in which the 

artist Heinrich Hoffman is a prominent char- 
acter, cloth, 50¢. 
T.ss, an Educated Chimpanzee, by Martha 

E. Buhre. A description ofthe monkey who 

wore dresses, played with dolls, rode a bicycle 

sat at the table to eat, and did hundreds of 
other amusing things, Cloth. Profusely 
illustrated. 50c. 
Indian Club Swinging, One, Two and Three 

Club Juggling, by Frank E Miller, Physical 
Director of the Y.M.C A , Dallas, Tex. A book 
which every athlete should possess. The only 
manual on Indian Club Sw nging and Jug- 
gling to be found on the market. Practical 
in every way. Cloth. 54 illustrations. $1.00 

Paddy from Cork. and other stories, by 
Stephen Fiske. A collection of short stories, 
with a wealth of fancy, humor and true char- 
acter drawing. Any one who reads the initial 
story will Af mediately. devour the rest. 
Cloth, special cover design. 00. 

Modern American Drinks, by George J. 
Kappeler. Explicit instructions for the con- 
cocting of the most delicious and temptin 
beverages, srecialatteniion given to Ices an: 
Sherbets. Cloth, $1.00. Paper binding, 50c. 

Any of the above books sent charges pre-4 
paid upon receipt of price. Address:— 
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A HARMLESS MANIA, 

And She Pre ty Quickly Let Him 

Know It Was Harmless. 

After the husband had been in the cel- |. 
lar battening the windows down for win- 
ter he took a long, hard look at his wife, 
this being his method of inducing her to 
show the first flickering of temper. : 
~ “Now what's the matter?”. and she 
looked just as dangerous as he. & 
“I have been counting the jars of 

canned, jammed, preserved and pickled 
stuff in the cellar. Were you under the 
temporary delusion that we are running 
a hotel? Do you take us for a couple 

that can consume the product of all kinds 
of orchards and two or three truck 
farms? Is it your theory that we live to 
eat? Now, my first wife”’— 
“Cut that out, Mr. Henry Willianr 

Jones. I’ve listened to all this first wife 
talk I’m going to. I don’t care a rap if 
she never casned a can or pickled a 
pickle. I don’t care whether she tried 
to starve you or not or whether you were 

such a poor provider as to drive her to 
an early grave. I’m yeur wife now, and 
if you ever find an empty cellar it will 
be because you have published a warning 

against giving me credit or the house 
has been burned down.” 
“But, dearie, don’t you know that we 

can buy all that sort of thigg for a good 
deal less than it costs to prepare it at 
home?” 
“Don’t ‘dearie’ me. You come in here 

looking as savage as a Chinese Boxer, 
and you can’t soft soap me now. In the 
first place, I like to put up fruit and 
vegetables. I know how to do it, and if 

there happen to be a few hundred cans 
to carry over from one winter to another 

we are that much to the good if you fail 
or get sick. In the second place, I know 

how to preserve these things. I just 
stick to the good old pound for- pound 
rule” in fruits and season to the taste in 
vegetables. 1 give you better than you 

could buy at a million dollars a can, and 
it you don’t know enough to appreciate it" 
I'll have no difficulty in returning to the 

home from which you enticed me.” 
By this time she was in tears, and he 

was busy with both arms striving to con- 

sole her while assuring her that the more 

she canned, preserved, jammed and 
pickled the more he loved her.—Detroit 
Pree Press, 

Boni’s Reproof. 

“Boni,” said Anna Castellane thought- 

fully as she looked up from a stack of 

bills and tapped her large front teeth 

with a much gnawed pencil, “here is a 

candlestick in this bric-a-brac bill that is 
set down at $2,000, and I know the price 

they asked for it was only $60.” 
“Alas, Anna,” said Boni, and he look- 

ed down at her with eyes from which 

teardrops as big as marbles were burst. 
ing. 
“What is it?” cried Anna in alarm. 
“Little did I think,” replied Boni in a 

broken voice, “that you would ever bar- 
ter your faith in the honesty of human 

nature for a paltry $1,940!” 
And he turned aside to conceal his 

manly grief.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

| UNKENNESE 
CAN BE CURE! 

Is your husband, brother, father, or 
or any of your relatives afilicted with 
Drunkeness? We have a sure cure 
which can be given with or without the 
knowledge of the patient Send for 
particulars, enciosing a 2c stamp for re- 
ply. Address 

Dr W H Saunders & Co, 
dew station C, Chicago, 11linois 
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AVegetable Preparation for As- 
similating theFood and Reg ula- 
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of 

Promotes Digestion Cheerful- 
ness and Rest.Contains neither 
Opium, Morphine nor Mineral. 
Nor NARCOTIC. 

Aperfect Remedy for Constipa- 
tion, Sour Stomach, Diarrhoea, 
Worms Convulsions, Feverish- 
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP. 
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Zi TER! 

I wish to Convince you that 
it would be Money in 

Your Pocket to 

on 

ROBERT B. ADAMS 
When you are wanting 

to purchase a 

COFFIN OR GASKET 

Or anything in the Undertaking 
Line. As I import all my goods, 
they are far superior to those made 

by hand. 

R. B. ADAMS. 

Coal. 

low for cash. 

Queen Street. Telephone 52 

Now in stock all the best 

grades of Hard and Soft 

Cozl. All coal delivered 

free of charge. Orders 
promptly attended to. Sat- 

iife ction guaranteed. Price 

=. Farrow 

CURES 
in 1to 5 days. 
Guaranteed to 

Prevent contagion, 

THEEVANS CHEMICALCO. 

gent or poisonous. 

Sold by Druggists. 

Circular sent op request 

CHEAPEST MACAZINE IN THE WORLD. 
ONE DOLLAR PER YEAR 
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Author of * Little Lord Fauntleroy.” 
* * ¢ Jam reading THE NEW YORK TIMES 

BATURDAY REVIEW weekly with the greatest 
pleasure. To a working person with less time 
t> give to literature than the large literary out- 

of the day requires, it assumes the propor- 
fons of a boon. The London Saturday Review 
and THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY RE- 
VIEW really form my chief journalistic sus- 
tenance. FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
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Author of * The Man with the Hoe.” 
¢ ® ¢ 1 often say to my literary friends 

that if I could subscribe for only two literary 
weeklies THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY 
REVIEW would be one of them. It should be 
a delight and a profit to ever book lover, be 
he an author, a publisher, a seller, or a buyer. 

EDWIN MARKHAM 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
©opy. 

te 

SE 2 WmeETTEe 
Editor of The Ladies’ Home Journal. 

* * * Nothing so full and so satisfactory 
in the way of a literary raper has ever heen 
80 successfully carried out in this country as 
THE SATURDAY REVIEW of THE NEW 
York TIMES. It Is now Indisputably ithe 
aper which a person interested in books or 
iter: matters must have If he would keep 
advised. EDWARD BOX. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, §1 

per annum. Send your name for free sample 
eopYy. 

From Miss Helen Gould. 
* While I am glad to write a line or 

two in appreciatien of TH™ NEW YORK 
TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW, 1 feei that the 
periodical hardly needs such e¢ommendation, 
as its work speaks for itself. 

HELEN MILLER COULD 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 

Princeton’s Professor of English. 
® ¢ o Tt gives me pleasure to state that your 
BW YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW is 
ling a long-felt need in modern American 

Hterary critictam. T. H. W. HUNT. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
1d annum. Send your name for free sample 
PY. 

NF FRR Wy 
Author of “ Literary Landmarks.” 
® & ¢ | am so dependent upon THE NEW 
ORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW that TI 
ava it sent to, me wherever | may be. on 

either side of the Atlantic. It seems to tell 
po svasiie I want to know about gurrent 

ks and their makers, and when and in the 
way I want to know It. 3 

LAURENCE HUTTON 

The New York Times Saturday Review, §1 
el eg Send your name for free sample 

Prominent Author and Editor. 
® ® ¢ Here in Bermuda. where | am pass- 

the Winter, I miss many thins m which 
ve been accusiomed ' in ihe States.” but 

do not miss Ty NEw YORK TimRs SAT- 
URDAY REVi. Why not? Pecausy | have 
provided myseir vith that weekly prblication, 
without which, as a writer ~nd a lover of 

ks, I should mdeed Le a casiaway on a 
t isle of tie sea. ~~ NOAH SROOKS. 

The New Tork Times Saturday Review, $I 
annum. da 

a 
your name for free sample 

YORK 

Professor of English at Cornell. 

* ¢ * THE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 
DAY REVIEW has become quite indispensable 
to me In my professorship. Its criticisms are 
soundly based and altogether what one desires 
in the way of a succinct characterization of a 
work HIRAM CORSON. 

The New York Tinies Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Ce 
Author of *“ The Choir Invisible,” 
* ¢ «+ Tgp NEw YORK TIMES SATUR- 

DAY REVIEW has created for itself a peculiar 
and controlling place. The serious reader ig- 
nores it or overlooks it to his own loss. Ad- 
mirably planned and ably edited it is at once 
a guide and an inspiration. 

JAMES LANE ALLEN. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send ycur name for free sample 
copy. = 

Forty Yerrs Librarian, Astor Library 
* * «+ THE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 

DAY REVIEW seems to have won a conspicu- 
ous place. This fact cannot be too widely 
made known to all who would keep abreast 
with current affairs. We greet it, indeed, 
with somewhat the eager expectancy of an 
Argosy of goodly spoils. 

FREDERICK SAUNDERS. 

The Nev York Times Saturday Review, §1 
per annum. Send your name for free sampie 
copy. : 

a 

Author of * Wake Rohin.” 
* * + | look upon THE NEW YORK TIMES 

SATURDAY RBVIEW as the most important 

c¢nterprise undertak by a daily newspaper in 

many years. It gi literature and art their 
due prominence, ar ecognizes them as great 
factors in a people's life. 

JOHN BURROUGHS. 

The New York Times Saturday Review. $1 
per annum. Send your name for (ree sample 
copy. 

: 

Hoon MnT WIM oSliass 
Author of * My S{udy Fire" 

* * | think you have achieved a 
success on high lines. 1 am constan 
ing about "THE New 
AY REVIBW [rom the 

HAM 

jer annum. Send your name {or free sampie 
cony. 

, 
- frie: dairy 

An Eminent Woman Poet, 

¢ * * TBE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 
HAY REVIEW is a for it weekly pleasure 

ised of all that is going 
on in the werld of letters. I admire your lair 
ness and your hospitality, 

LOUISE CHANDLER MOULTON. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Jeeps me so fully adv 

Wher Knighthood Was 
= in Flower.” 

* + * Permit me to say that, in my ojinion, 
THE NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY RE- 
VIEW is folk: mere for literature and art 
than any publication of which I know. PFur- 

thermore, 1° believe that your usefuiness is 
just beginning. specially is this rue in the 
West, where people interested in such mat- 
ters are only just beginning to find you ont. 
Rr CHARLES MAJOR. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annuin. Send your name for free sample 
copy. : 3 

Auther of * 

5 

~™ he a 
tr 

Editor of Harper's Weekly. 
* * * I consider THE NEW YORK TIMB 

SATURDAY REVIEW worthy of the highes 
commendation. It is the first thing I look for 
in my copy of the Saturday TIMES, and it 
very rarely happens that I do not read it 
through from beginning to end. It is not only 
interesting to me as a writer of books and as 
an editor of a weekly publication, but I have 
found it of extreme value in tie pursuit of m 
duties as a Trustee of the Yonkers Publ: yd 
brary. JOHN KENDRICK BANGS. 
The New York Times Saturday Review, 

pec annum. Bend your name for free samp) 
y. 

Avthor of “The Lady or the Tiger?” 

* * * THE NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 
DAY REVIEW is to me very much like a lite 
erary club, where I hear news about books 
and the people who write them. If a man has 
nn literary friends or associates, let him read 
THE NEw YORK TIMES SATURDAY RE- 
ViEw; if he has many such, let him read it 
all the same, so that he may be able to talk 
with profit to himself and them. 

FRANK R. STOCKTON. 

The New York Times Salurday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

1 

An Author and a Publisher. 
* * * As far as I am in a position to judge, 

the information that has been presented to the 
reading public from week to week in THR 
NEW YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW con- 
cerning the literature of the day has bee! 
move comprehensive, better proportioned, an 
more trustworthy than has ever before been 
attempted by any newspaper on either side of 
the Atlantic. 

GEORGE HAVEN PUTNAM. 

The New York Timsgs Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

C leon loli TER Cc hoon ome 
Professor of English at Dartmouth. 

+ * * J am a frequent reader of that va- 
ried and interesting miscellany, THE NEW 
YORK TIMES SATURDAY REVIEW, and am 
very lizely, as in the case of its last issue, to 
cut and mark half a doze: things in it for use 
in my classroom or elsewhere. 

¢ CHARLES F. RICHARDSON. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Mrtio Got Pla, 

Professor American History, Cornell, 
+ * + J have come to depend on THE NEW 
York TiMES SATURDAY REVIEW for my 
weekly supply of information as to the world’s 
doings in the sphere of books in our own 
tongue, its reportston that matter having, as 
| think I find, the primary virtues of fullness, 
accuracy. and fairness. 

MOSES COIT TYLER. 

Th~ New York Times Saturday Review, $1 
per annum. Send your name for free sample 
copy. 

Ihiny creaky, 
Author of “ Little Rivers.” 

« + + Typ NEW YORK TIMES SATUR- 
pAY REVIEW is conducted along the lines of 

a. genuine criticism. It distinguishes clearly 

between a review and an advertisement. It 

has already achieved success; I hope it will 

‘in an ever-widening prosperity. 

o = 5 HENRY VAN DYKE. 

The Nev York Times Saturday Review, $1 

per annum. Send your name for free sample 

COPY. 

\ 
~ — 

Author of * Hichard Carvel.” 
» » * A reliable literary mentor is an abso- 

lute necessity, and therefore I look forward 

weekly with eagerness to THE NEW YORK 

TiMBS SATURDAY REVIEW. Its success 
must be gratifying to all lovers of literature. 

; WINSTON CHURCHILL. 

The New York Times Saturday Review, 
per annuni. Send your name for free p 

CURE YOURSELF! 
Use Big & for unnatural 

discharges, inflammations, 

irritations or ulcerations 
of mucous membranes. 

Painless, and not astrin- 

Stock 
Goo oS of Food 

300 Dozen Wedge Axes 

2,000 feet Wire Rope 

22 coils Pure Manila Rope 

3 Tons Cable Chain 

450 bars Soft Sleigh Shoe £teel 

628 bars Hard Sleigh Shoe Steel 

526 bars Elard Cast Spring Steel 

The above bought direct from (he manufacturers 

and at lowest prices, 

JAMES. S. NEILL 
Wholesale and Retail Hardware 

Our fee returned if we fail. Any one sending sketch and description of 

any invention will promptly receive our opinion free concerning the patent- 

ability of same. ‘How to obtain a patent” sent upon request. Patents 

secured through us advertised for sale at our expense. 

Patents taken out through us receive special notice, without charge, in 

Tug Parent Recor, an illustrated and widely circulated journal, consulted 

by Manufacturers and Investors. 
Send for sample copy FREE. Address, 

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 
(Patent Attorneys,) 

Evans Building, WASHINGTON, D. C. 

PRR RRR 

8 BG EE GES (5 EE EAE EER Vo EAR EE 

McMURRAY & C0. 
a 

WISH you ALL Aj DLECs 

Prosperous 5 
Aad a 

Bay New Year, i 
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And also to return thanks to their. many 

friends who have so lilierally patronized them year 

hy year for the past twenty years they have been 

in business aud especially the one about closing, 

which excels all former ones. And they hope by : : £ 

striet attention to business in the future, as in the 

past, to receive the same generous patrcnage. 

With kind regards, we remnin, as ever, yours. 

McMurray & Co. 
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On aud after Monday, November 26, 1900, 
bee will run daily (Sundays excepted) as 

. follows : a5 

| 
| 
| 

TRAINS WILL LEAVE ST. JOHN 

Montreal to Pacific Coast . : : ; 
= PE (xpress for Halifax and Cam pbellt. : EVERY THUBSDAY. “pres for boint du Chee, Helitaz, | 

and Picton FIDL iersse 12.15 
Express for Sussex...... . oes 2 1t.¢0 

For full particulars as to pas- Express for Quebec, and Montreal.... 17.05 
Accommodation for Halifax and Syd- ia 

PT Ee = sage 1ates and train rervice to 
Canadian Northwest, British: Col- 
nmbia, Washington, Oregon and 
(‘a'ifornia. Also for maps and 
pamphlets descriptive of journey, 
eleowrite to DD P=AT GP R,/ Bt 
John, 

Pree Farms in the Tapadian Forthwest 

for each adult over i8 years of age. | 
Send for pamphlets. 

ceseseseerenss 2210 

SRAINS WILL ARRIVE AT ST. JOHN 

Express from Sussex... er ses senses 830 
Express from Montreal and Quebec.... 12.40 
@xpress from Halifax, Pictou and Point 

du Chene Spee as pass: wR 00 
Express from Halife~ aud Campbellton 1915 
*Accommodation from Halifax and 

Bydney ons, 24.45 

*Daily, except M TEI onday 

ERR 

A 1] troins are run by Has! 0 Standa 
Time. Twenty-four hour notation. 


