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Backache Means 

Ridney Trouble 
Dull, steady ache, or sharp, 

shooting pains in the back and 
through the hips, are the surest 
signs of Kidney trouble. Don’t 
neglect Nature's warnings. Don't 

let your Kidneys become so dis- 
eased that Chronic Diabetes or 
Bright's Disease is inevitable. 
Now is the time to start the cure 
with 

PILLS 

CURE KIDNEY Los 
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You know the first box is going to 
do you good. The pain stops, the urine 

clears, appetite picks up, sleep is 

sound, and you feel better all over. A 

few boxes more will completely cure 

you, make the Kidneys well, and thor- 

oughly tone up the whole system— 

make you feel like a new person. 

ALL DEALERS. B0c A BOX. 

DOG AND 
DIPLOMAT 

By LOWELL OTUS REESE 

Copynght, 1904, by Lowell Otus Reese 

Magnolia was one of those quiet lit- 

tle towns by the southern sea where 

many people go to spend the winter. 

Its chief beauty lay in the wide forest 

of live oaks all about, through which 

wound the level driveway, with its ac- 

companying bicycle path. The sea 

knocked lazily at the door, but never 

with enough energy to cause the quiet 

little town to give it any attention be- 

yond that of an occasional midwinter 

bathing party or a clambaking expedi- 

tion up the coast, where the rocks 

were large and black in the moonlight 

and the scene peculiarly adapted to the 

telling of ghost stories and the walks 

home eminently well suited to the tell- 

ing of love stories which, while not so 

thrilling, were infinitely more satisfac- 

tory. 

Carleton saw her on the avenue one 

morning. He watched her enter a cer- 

tain house with magnolias in the front 

yard. She entered with an air’ of pro- 

prietorship, and Carleton promptly de- 

cided that it was her home. He strode 
away to the nearest drug store and by 

skillful diplomacy elicited from the 

benevolent old gentleman with specta- 

cles that the house was occupied by 

Colonel Barclay of New York, and— 

But Carleton promptly forgot the 

rest of it as being “irrelevant, incom- 
petent and immaterial.” He remem- 

bered the name, however, and he saw 

ber again that evening—afar off. 

He was a modest fellow, and he tried 
to keep out of sight. However, he 

thought about her most assiduously, 

and finally he dreamed about her. This 

was getting serious. To think all day 

about a girl you've never met and to 

dream about her all night is alarming 

and an indication that it is time for 

you to leave town or hunt up a mutual 
friend. 

Carleton knew no one in Magnolia, 

and he could not induce himself to 

leave. He continued to haunt the 

beach and drive and tell his troubles 

to the big pointer, who always listen- 

ed with an appreciative thump of the 

tail and a tremendous droop of his 
cavernous jaw. 

One evening Carleton was lying upon 

the grass half a mile from town when 

suddenly the pointer sprang up with 

a startled bark and rushed out into 

the middle of the bicycle path, frisking 

and ready for a romp. He was just in 

time to collide with Miss Barclays 

wheel and send that frightened young 

lady to the ground in an undignified 
heap. 

Carleton ran out in a perfect agony 

of contrition, “It's el! Deuw’s faplt!” 
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The young lady was regarding her 

muddy costume with mingled wrath 

face burned a 

quickly upon 
all speed 

and mortification. Her 

rosy red, and she sprang 

her wheel and started with 

from the scene of her tumble. 

‘He's a horrid, muddy beast,” she 

half sobbed, “and if TI owned him I 

would have him shot.” Then with & 

half glance at the abject young man, 

who stood hat in hand, she swept 

around a bend in the road and was 

gone, 
Carleton stood benumbed. “It's all 

over now,” he sighed. “Don, you've 

done it this time all right.” The poor 

pointer hung his head and slunk away 

to lie down behind a tree and watch 
his magter with agonized, apprehen- 

sive eyes. He was guilty, but so sor- 

ry. 

Carleton regarded 

thoughtfully. 

“Don, old boy,” he said, “it's up to 

you. You've got to be sacrificed. It 
goes hard with me, old chap, but she 

has condemned you, and that settles 
ie? 

Don wagged his tail anxiously and 

with doubt. He didn't understand, on- 

ly that things were not at all right and 

that there was trouble ahead. 

When Miss Barclay came down the 

next morning she found the big point- 

er tied to a magnolia tree in her front 

yard. Affixed to his collar was a card. 

She stood for a moment in blank 

amazement looking at the dog. Don 

sat down and smiled at her, thrashing 

his tail vigorously among the leaves 

to tell her he was sorry, but mighty 

friendly. 

The girl approached slowly. Don 

watched her, but made no extravagant 

demonstrations. It was a point in his 

favor and went far toward excusing 

his ill chosen frivolity of the day be- 

fore, 

Miss Barclay laid a tentative hand 

upon his head. Don looked into her 

eyes gravely, but made no effort to 

presum® upon the short acquaintance 

by unseemly fawnings. 

The girl smiled finally. “Whose dog 

are you, anyway ?” she asked quizzical- 

Iy. 

The pointer opened his wide jaws 

and laughed with a soft, panting 

breath. Then he solemnly raised the 

right paw and laid it in Miss Bar- 

clay’s hand. Curiosity took possession 

of the girl, and she tore the card from 

the dog's collar and read it: 

Dear Miss Barclay—Here is the bearer, 
Don, pursuant to your expressed wish of 
yesterday. Perhaps it is a bit cowardly, 
but I confess I haven't the heart to kill 
him myself. He and I have been chums a 
long time, and he is the only being I 
know in the whole south. So, while I ex- 
press my deepest regret for the annoy- 
ance he caused you yesterday, let me be- 
speak for him an easy and painless death, 
for he has his good points. Very respect- 
fully, ROBERT CARLETON. 

“Well!” ejaculated Miss Barclay 

when she had read it. “Oh, my!” She 

glanced furtively up and down the 

him long and 

street and across the way and seemed ! 
— 

about to rru. Nobody was In sight, 

however, save a ragged negro boy car- 

rying a valise around the corner. “How 

foolish of me!” she smiled. She re- 

read the note and looked at the dog. 

Don wigwagged her a friendly signal, 

and the tears came to her eyes. “Kill 

such a dear fellow! Never!” 

She sat down on the grass and puck- 

ered her brows as she thought. Pres- 

ently a light came into her eyes and 

she gasped. Then she frowned and 
smiled. 

“Impudent rascal!” she said. “He's 

trying to get acquainted with me. It's 

perfectly outrageous of him!” She 

tried to be angry—very, very angry. 

But somehow she did not quite suec- 

ceed. She remembered the picture of 

a tall, flushed young fellow with a 

well bred face standing before her 

with a look of miserable apology, and 

she was bound to confess that she was 

not able to feel just as indignant as 

she ought. She read the note once 
more, 

“Impudent!” she said to Don. “Im- 

pudent—but—but clever!” and she 

laughed. The dog laughed back and 

whacked the ground violently with his 
tail. 

Then the real serious part of the puz- 

zle occurred to her. She did not know 

the man’s address. How then could 

she send this valuable animal back to 

him? And really did she not owe him 

an apology for her rude remark to him 

yesterday? He had not been to blame, 

and he had tried so hard to apologize. 

After awhile she decided to advertise 

—discreetly, It seemed the best solu- 

tion of the distracting problem. She 

untied the rope and led the dog around 

to the rear of the house, where she 

turned him over to the housemaid, and 

went in to telephone her advertisement 

to the paper. 

Fifteen minutes later she found her- 

self out in the back yard again. Don's 
eyes met her reproachfully. He was 
confined ignominiously in a chicken 
Coop. 

Miss Barvelay tried her best to think 

it was all right. Then she gave it up. 
He was such a splendid dog after all! 
She took him from the ¢ op and al- 
lowed him the freedom of the back 
yard. Don did not abuse the privilege. 
He seemed to understand that he was 
on parole, He lay down at her feet 
watched her adoringly. She 

away to the hammock 

whole 
fallawe(d 

and 

wandered 
and tried to for- 

incident in a book, Don 

sat down and peered solemn- 

iy over thé eage of the hammock witn 

grave eyes which seemed to say, 

“What are you going to do about it?” 

That evening Carleton picked up the 

paper and read: 

R. C.—Your dog has been pardoned and 

released on his own recognizance, Please 

come and get him. Lic iy 

And when Carleton called Don had 

been promoted. Ie was in the parlor, 
lying on the best Persian rug. 
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“Bless old Don!” said Carleton fer- 

vently six months later. “He caused 

it all. He's a diplomat worthy the 

court of St. James.” 
“Yes,” said Miss Barclay, with a shy 

smile, “he’s almost as great a diplomat 

as his master, save that he lacks his 
master’s impudence.” 

“Perhaps,” assented Carleton cheer- 

fully, “but much goes with impudence 

which might possibly be missed by 

mere diplomacy.” And he kissed her. 

Indirect Answers. 

Yankees are said to answer one ques- 

tion by another. Turks meet questions 

by another sort of evasion, quite as ir- 

ritating. Sir A. Henry Layard says in 
his “Autobiography” that during a 

journey through Asia Minor he met a 

shepherd driving his flock. 

I asked him how many goats he pos- 
sessed. 

His reply was, 

by you.” 

“But,” said I, “I did not count them. 
How many are there?” 

“The same number I took with me 
to the mountains.” 

“But how many did you take to the 
mountains 7” 

“As many as I had.” 

It was useless to inquire any further, 

Passing a caravan of laden camels, 

I asked one of the drivers whence he 
came. 

“From that side,” was the answer, 

pointing with his finger in the direc- 
tion, 

“But from what town?” 

“The town is there,” pointing again. 

“But the name of the town?” 

“It was toward Smyrna.” 

And so the colloquy ended. 

This habit is derived from the sus- 

picion entertained by easterners of 

strangers, who are generally taken for 

government officials on some mission 

connected with taxgathering or other 

business distasteful to the population. 

“As many as passed 

Two Doses Daily Enough, 

Hewitt—Bruet used to be a big eater, 

but now he has only two meals a day. 

Jewett—You know reason, don't 

you? 

Hewitt—No; what is it? 

Jewett—The doctor cave him some 

medicine to tuke each meal.~ 
Brooklyn I ife. 
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SL ARV THEM OU] 

\ hy not starve the germs 
o death? Scott’s Emulsion 
will do it. 
The germs of consumption 

are an invading army number- 
ing millions upon millions; 
they must all be fed or they 
will soon die of starvation. A 
lung a little below “par” in 
vitality is just to their liking. 
Why not put new life into 

it? Scott's Emulsion feeds 
the lungs. It fills the blood 
with nourishing food for all 
the weak parts. Good food 
means life. Life means re- 
sistive force. 
Germs cannot live on heal- 

thy tissue. Scott's Emulsion 
and good fresh air drive out 

the germs of consumption. 

‘We'll send you a sample free upon request, 

SCOTT & BOWNE, Torento, Ontario. 

OR x 

SALERATUS 
IS THE BEST. 

E.W.GILLETT Suites 
TORONTO, ONT. 
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Our experience year after year leadsjus to believe that ous : 
are as highly thought of as ever. 

Acme, 

Hockey, 

long Reac 
Skate Straps, Hockey Pucks, Chin Pads a 

necessary skating Semen. 

JAMES S. NEIL! 
Hardware Merchant, Fredericton, N. B. 
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FINE TAILORIN GG. 
Our Stock i8 now complete in all the leading makes in 

Overcoats, 
Suitings and 

Trouserings: 

S. STANGER; 
MERCHANT TAILOR. jm EO 

Have you seen our New Grade of 

Extra 
Strong 

Wrapping 

In natural color, especially suited for Dry Goods. Best wrapp 
for large parcels. Stocked in 3 sizes, made to order in any size. 

SCHOFIELD BROS, 
St John, N. B] 

The E; B. EDDY: CO. LTD, Hull Paper Mills. 
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Selling Agents, - - - 

GREAT 
Is to be seen in every garment we make but it is 

especially noticeable in our 

Fall £ Wicter Overcoafs 
MADE TO ORDER. 

rach 

Why not call and have a. talk 
about the matter. We can give 
you some interesting points. You 
"may want a Suit to order. If 
such is the case we are ready with 
a splendid line of Fall and Winte 
Materials. 
Would also like to quote you 

prices for a stylish Furlined Coal 

JAS. R. HOWIE, 150 (Queen St. 
. 
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[JOIN -THEICANADIAN-|| 
‘PREFERENCE 
LEAGUE 

HE object of the League is to educate Canadians how best to 

apply the Canadian Preference sentiment. Members of the 

League arc expected, when making purchases, to give pre- 

ference to the products of Canada and to all articles of Canadian 

manufacture, when the quality is equal and the cost not in excess J 

of that of similar foreign products or manufactured articles. Each 
member is also expected to give preference to Canadian labor and 

to this country’s educational and financial institutions. A monthly 
Journal will be published in the interests of the League and mailed 

to each member. The annual membership fee and subscript 
for the Journal is $1.00. 

100,000 
MEMBERS WANTED 

CUT THIS OUT, SIGN, AND SEND TO 
The Secretary, THE CANADIAN PREFERENCE LEAGUE, 

Room 20; Home Life Building, Toronto 

Please enroll my name as a member of the Canadian Preference 
League. Enclosed is $1.00, my membership fee and subscription for 
Sus year to “CANADA FIRST,” the journal of The Canadian Preference 
cague. 

WRITE 
PLAINLY 

(Name) Mr.; Mrs., Miss 

P.O. Address 

Date 


