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\ PROLOGUE BY PADRE MONTY

S 13
HN THE year that the Colonel died
he took little Rupert to see
the swallows fly away. I can find
no better beginning than that.
When there developed upon me
as a labor of love the editing of

Rupert - Ray's « book| #Tell Eng-
land,”” I carried the manuscript

into my room one bright Autumn
afternoon and read it during the
fall of a soft evening, till the light
tailed, and my eyes burned with
the strain of reading in the dark.
I could hardly leave ‘his ingenuous
tale to rise and turn on the gas.
Nor, perhaps, did I want such ar-
tificial Dbrightness. There are
times when one prefers the twi-
light. Doubtless the tale held me
fascinated because it revealed the
schooldays of those boys whom I
met in their young manhood, and
told afresh that wild old Gallipoli
adventure which I shared with
them. Though, 'sadly enough, I
take Heaven to witness that I was
not the idealized creature whom
Rupert portrays. God bless them,
how these boys will idealize us!

Then again, as Rupert tells you,
it was I who suggested to him the
writing of his story. And well I
recall. how he demurred, asking:

SRt awhattyiami el i te havrite
about?” For he was always diffi-
dent and unconscious of his power.

‘“Is Gallipoli nothing to write
about?? - L retorted. “And¢ you
can’t ‘have spent five years at a
great public school like Kensing-
towe without one or two sensa-
tional things. Pick them out and
let us have them. For whatever
the modern theorists say, the main
duty of a story-teller is certainly
to tell stories.”

“But I thought,”” he broke in,
“that you’re always maintaining
that the greatest fiction should be
occupied with Subjective Incident.”

“Don’t interrupt, you argumen-
tative child,” I said (you will find
Rupert is impertinent enough in
one place to suggest that I have a
tendency to be rude and a ten-
dency to hold forth). ‘Surely the
ideal story must contain the maxi-

mum of Objective Incident with
the maximum of Subjective Inci-
dent. Only give us the exciting
events of your school days, and
describe your thoughts as they
happened, and you will unconsci-
ously reveal what sort of scound,
relly characters you and your
friends were. And when you get
to ‘the Gallipoli part, well, you
can give us chiefly your thoughts,
for Gallipoli, as far as dramatic
incident is concerned, is well able
to shift for itself.”

Little wonder that I was fascin-
ated to read Rupert’s final manu-
script. A1+, when I had finished
the last words, I announced aloud

a weighty decision: ‘“We must
have . at . Prologue, Ruperty i—
though, to he sure, my study was
empty at the time— ‘and it must

give pictures of what your three
heroes were like, when they were
small, abominable boys.”

* And thereafter I busied myself
in seeking information of the early
childhood of Rupert Ray, Archi-
bald Pennybet, and Edgar Gray
Doe. Not without misgiving do I
offer the result of these research-
es, for I fear all the time lest my
self-conscious hand should pro-
fane Rupert’s artless narrative.

In the year that the Colonel
died he took little Rupert to see

the swallows fly away. Colonel
Ray was a stately, grey-bearded
grandfather; and Rupert, his

flushed and blue-eyed grandson of
six years old; and the two stood
side by side and watched. Be-
hind them lay the French town,

Boulogne; heside them went the
waters of the French river, the
Tiane. Suddenly, Rupert, who

had kept his bl\ue eyes on a sky
put little bluer, cried out excited-
ly: “There they are!” For him
at that moment the most interest-
ing thing in the world was the
flight of swallows overhead. The
Colonel, also, looked at the birds
till they were out of sight, and
then, after keeping silence awhile,
uttered a remark which was rath-
er sent in pursuit of the birds than
addressed to Rkis young compan-
fon. ‘I shall not see the swallows
again,” he said.

Colonel Rupert Ray was no or-
dinary person. Te was One of
those of whom tales are told; and
such people are never ordinary.
The most treasured of these tales
{s the story of the swallows; and
it goes on to tell, as you would
expect, how the Colonel died that
year, before the swallows came
flying north and home again. He
was buried, while little Rupert
and Rupert’s mother looked on, in
that untidy corner of the Boulogne
Cemetery, where many another
English half-pay officer had been
jaid before him.

Of course the Dburial of the
Colonel was very sad for Rupert;
but he soon forgot it all in the ex-
citement of preparing for the jour-
ney back to London. The Colonel,
vou see, had known that his old
jife would break up soon, and had
summoned from their home in
Yondon the widow and child of his
favorite son, ‘that Rupert, the
best of the lot,”” as he used to
call him. And now the Colonel
was dead. So his grandson, the
jast of the Rupert Rays, could
look forward to all the jolly thrills
of steaming across the Channel to
~ Tolkestone and bowling in a train

to London. Really life was an ex-
cellent thing.

The day of the venturesome voy-
age'began with excited sleepless-
ness and glowing health, and end-
ed with a headache and great
tiredness. There was the bustle of

embarkation on to the boat; the
yattle and bang of falling lug-

gage, tlie jangle of I'rench and
English tongues; the unstraining
of mighty ropes; the ‘“hoot! hoot!”’
from the funnel, a side-splitting
incident; the suff-suff-lup-suff of
the ploughed-up sea; the spray of
the Channel, which sprinkling
one’s cheeks, caused one to roar
with laughter, till more modera-
tion was enjoined; the incessant
throb of the ‘engines; the vision of
white cliffs, and the excitement
among the passengers; the head-
ache: the landing on a black, old
pier; the privilege of guarding the
Juggage by sitting upon as much of
one trunk as six years’ growth of
boy will cover, and pressing firm-
ly upon two other trunks with
either hand, while Mrs. Ray (that
capable lady) changed francs in-
to shillings; there was the weari-
some and rolling train-journey,
wherein one slept, first against the
window and then against the black
sleeve of an unknown gentleman;
and lastly there was the realiza-
tion that pale and sunny France
had withdrawn into the past to
make room for pale and smutty
London.

Now the Captain of all these
manoeuvres, as the meanest in-
telligeunce will have observed, was
Mrs. Ray. Mrs. Ray was Rupert’s
mother, and as beautiful as every
mother must be, who has an only
son, and is a widow. Moreover
she was a perfect teller of stories:
all really beautiful mothers are.
And, for years after, she used at
evening time ,to draw young
Rupert against her knees, and tell
him the traditional stories of that
old half-pay officer at Boulogne.
And grandfather was indeed a
hero in these stories. We suspect
—but who can sound the artful
depths of a woman who is at once
young, lovely, a mother, and a
widow ?—that Mrs. Ray, knowing
that Rupert could never recall his
father, was determined that at
least one soldierly figure should
loom heroic in his childish memor-
jes. She would tell again and again
how he asked repeatedly, as he
lay dying, for ‘“that Rupert, the
best 'of the lot.”” 'And her son
would say: “I s’pose’ he meant
Daddy, mother.” “Yes,” she would
answer. ‘‘You ses, you were all
Ruperts: Grandfather Rupert Ray,
Daddy Rupert Ray, and Sonny
Rupert Ray, my own little Sonny
Ray.” (Mothers talk in this ah-
surd fashion, and Mrs. Ray was
the chief of such offenders.)

But quite the masterpiece of all
her tales was this. One Summer
morning, when the Boulogne pro-
menade was bright and crowded
and lively, the Colonel was seated
with his grandson beside him. A
Jittle distance away sat Rupert’s
mother, who was just about as shy
ot the Colonel as the Colonel was
shy of her ‘(which fact accounts,
probably, for Rupert Ray’s grow-
ing up into the shy boy we knew.)
Well, all of a sudden, the boy got
up, stood immediately in front of
his grandsire, and leaned forward
against his knees. There was no
mistaking the meaning in the
child’s eyes; they said plainly:
“This is entirely the best attitude
for story-telling, so please.”

The officer, with military quick-
ness, summed up the perilous situ-
ation on his front; he had suffer-
ed himself to be bombarded by a
pair of patient eyes. And now he
must either acknowledge his in-
competence by a shameful retreat,

or he must stir up the dump of .

his imagination and see what
stories it contained, So with no
small apprehension, he drew upon
his inventive genius.

A wonderful story resulted—
wonderful as a prophetic parable
of things which the Colonel would
not live to see. Perhaps It was
only coincidence that it should be
s0; perhaps the approach of death
endowed the old gentleman with
the gift of dim prophecy—did he
not know that he would follow the

swallows away?—perhaps all the °

Rays, when they stand in that
shadow, possess a mystic wvision.
Certainly the boy, Rupert—but
there; I knew I was in danger of
spoiling his story.

If the Colonel’s tale this morn-
ing was wonderful to the listener,
the author suspected that he was
plagiarizing. The hero was a
knight of peculiar grace, who sus-
talned the spotless name of Sir
R— R He was not very
handsome, having hair that was
neither gold nor brown, and a
brace of absurdly sea-blue eyes.
But he was distingnished by many
estimable qualities; he was Eng-
lish, for example, and not French,
very brave, very sober, and quite
fond of an elderly relation. And
one day he was undoubtedly (al-
though the Colonel’s conscience
pricked him) plunging on. foot
through a dense forest to the aid
of a fellow-knight who had been
captured and imprisoned.

“What ' was the other
like?” interrupted Rupert.

“What, indeed?’ ' echoed the
Colonel, temporizing till he should
evolve an answer. ‘‘Yes, that’s a
very relevant question. Well, he
was a good deal fairer than Sir
R—R—, but about the same, age,

knight

only with brown eyes, and he was
a very nice little boy—young fel-
low, T mean.”

“What was his name?”

“His name? Oh, well—” and
here the Colonel, feeling with
some taste < that:’ ‘‘Smith,” 'or
“Jones,” or ‘“Robinson” was out

of place in a forest whose mediae-
val character was palpable, and
being quite unable at such short
notice to recall any other English
names, gained time by the follow-
ing ingenious detail: “Oh, well,
he lost his good name by being
captured. And then—and then,‘;}to

his aid

came the stalwart Sir
R , with his sword drawn, and
his—er 0 }

“Revoller,” suggested the listen-

er.
“Yes, his revolver fixed to his
chain-mail-——"’

In this strain the Colonel pro-
ceeded, wondering whether such
abominable nonsense was interest-
ing the child, whose gaze had now
begun to reach out to sea. In re-
ality Rupert was thrilled, and did
not like to disturb the flow of a
story so affecting. - But
strength of his feelings was too
much, ' He was obliged to sug-
gest an amendment.

“Are you sure I didn’t go upon
a horse?” he asked.

‘“Why, of course, the unknown
knight in question did, and the
sheath of his sword clanked
against his horse’s side, as he
dashed through the thicket.

“Had the fair-haired knight
anything to eat all this time?”

This important problem was

the

then, in a new white sailor-suit
and brown stockings turned over
at the calves to display a couple
of magnificent knees, he celebrat-
ed some more of it in the garden.
There on the Summer lawn he
stood, unconsciously deliberating
how best to give new expression to
the personality of Archibald Pen-
nybet. He was dark, gloriously
built, and possessed eyes that
lazily drooped by reason of their
heavy lashes; and, I am sorry to
say, he evoked from a boudoir
window the gurgling admiration
of his fashionable mother, who,
while her hair was being dress-
ed, allowed her glance to swing
from her hand-mirror, which
framed a gratifying vision of her-
self, to the window, which fram-
ed a still more gratitying vision
of her son. ‘“He gets his good
looks from me,” she thought.
And, having noticed the drooping
of his eyelids, overweighted with
lashes, she brought her hand-mir-
row into play again. He is lucky,”

rested beneath some ample foliage
where he could lie hidden. Then
he would wait the romantic
moments of the evening.

This idea proved so exciting
that the Iluncheon of which he
partook was (for a birthday) re-
grettably small. And no sooner
was it finished than he rushed into
the lane, and addressed his splen-
did muscles to removing the seat.

To begin with he tried pushing.
This failed. The more he push-
ed the more his end of the seat
went up into the air, while the
other remained fast in the ground.
The only time he succeeded in
making the seat travel at all it
went so fast that it laid him on
his stomach in the lane. 'So he
tried pulling from the other end.
This was only partially success-
ful. The seat moved towards him
with jerks, at one time arriving
most damnably ‘on his shins, and
at another throwing him into a
sitting position on to the ground.
And there is a portion of small
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the jextent of the damage, the
more he felt convinced that, in ti §
expiation of this petty little o1-
fence, his body . would be com-
mandeered to play a painful and
rather passive part.

His brain, therefore,
rapidly and well. It was more
than possible, thought he, that
his mother’s sympathy could be
induced to exceed her indignation.

worked

She was really an affectionate
woman; and this was the line to
go upon.. So he squeezed  the

scratches in his knees to expedite
issue of blood, and bravely
entered the house.

“Mother,”” he called, introduc-
ing suitable pathos into his tones,
“Mother, I've falled all down the
walltl”

This effective opening, should
it seem successful, it was his in-
tention to. follow up with season-
able allusions to his birthday. But
alas! one glimpse of Mrs, Penny-
bet’'s face when she saw his suit,
showed him the folly of remaining

Rupert, thinking with much wisdom that all th
“What really was the fair-haired knight’s name?” “Perhaps you will know some day,”

half wearily.

e conditions were favorable, gazed up into the Colonel’s face, and fired his last shot.
answered the Colonel, half playfully,

duly settled, and several others
which were seen to be involved
in such an intricate story; and a
very happy conclusion was reach-
ed, when Mrs. Ray decided that it
was time for Rupert to be taken
home. She was about to lead
him away, when the Colonel. who
seldom spoke to her much. ab-
ruptly murmured:

“He has that Rupert’s eyes.”

For a moment she was quite
taken aback, and then timorously
replied: “Yes, they are very blue.”
“Very blue,”” repeated the Col-
onel. ;

Mrs. Ray thereupon felt she
must obviate an’ uncomfortable
gilence, and began with a nervous
laugh:

‘“He wag born when we were in
Geneva, you know, and we used to
call him ‘our mountain boy,” say-
ing that he had brought a speck
of the mountain skies away in his
eyes.”" $

The Colonel conceded a smile,
but addressed This reply to the
child: “A mountain boy, is he?”
and, placing his hand on Rupert’s
head, he turned the small face up-
ward, and watched 1t break into
a smile. “Well, well. A moun-
tain boy, eh?—from the lake of
Geneva. H'm. Il a dans les yeux
un coin du lac.”

At this happy description the
tears of pleasure sprang to the
foolish eyes of Mrs. Ray, while
Rupert, thinking with much wis-
dom that all the conditions were
favorable, gazed up into the Col-

onel’s face, and fired his last
shot.

“What really was the fair-haired
knight’s name?”

“Perhaps you will know some
day,” answered the Colonel, half
pla.yfully, half wearily.

Iy,

HN the course of the same Sum-
mer Master Archibald Penny-
bet, of Wimbledon, celebrated®his
eighth birthday. He celebrated it
by a riotous waking-up in the
sleeping hours of dawn; he cele-
brated it by a breakfast which ex-
tended him so much that his skin
became unbearably tight; and

she added, ‘to have Inherited
those lazy eyes from me.”

Soon Archie retired in the dir-
ection of the kitchen-garden. The
kitchen-garden, with its opportuni-
ties of occasional refreshment
guch as would not add uncomfort-
ably to his present feeling of tight-
ness, was the place for a roam.
Five minutes later he was leaning
against the wire-netting of the
chicken-run, and offering an old
cock, who asked most pointedly
for bread, a stone. To know. how
to spend a morning was no easier
on a birthday than on any. ordin-
ary day.

Suddenly, however, he over-
heard the gardener mentioning a
murder which had been commit-
ted on Wimbledon Common, a fine
tract of wild jungle and rolling
prairie, that lay across the main
road. Without waiting to prose-
cute inquiries which would have
told him that, although the con-
fession was only in the morning
papers, the murder was twenty
years old, he escaped unseen and
set hig little white figure on a
walk through the common. He
was out to see the blood.

But for a birthday, it was a dis-
appointing morning. He discov-
ered for the first time that Wim-
bledon Common occupied an in-
terminable expanse of country;
and really there was nothing' un-
usual this morning about its ap-
pearance, or about the looks of the
people whom he passed. So he
gave up his quest and returned
homeward. Then it was that his
lazy eyes looked down a narrow,
jeafy lane that ran along the high
wall of his own garden. Now all
Wimbledon suspects that this
Jane was designed by the Corpora-
tion as a walk for lovers. There
is evidence of the care and cal-
culation that one spends on a
chicken-run. For the Corporation,
knowing the practice of lovers,
has place in the shadow recesses of
the lane a seat where these comi-
cal people can intertwine. At the
sight of the lane and the seat,
Master Pennybet immediately de-
cided how he would occupy his
afternoon. - He would move that
seat along his garden wall, till it

boys which is very sensitive to
stony ground. At these repeated
checks the natural child in Mr.
Pennybet caused his eyes to be-
come molist, whereupon the strong
and unconquerable man in him
choked back a sob of temper, and
pulled the seat with a passionate
determination. I tell you, such in-
domitable grit will always get its
way, and the seat was well lodged
against Mr. Pennybet’s wall and
beneath his green fastness, before

the afternoon blushed into the
lovers” hour. He returned into his
garden, and, climbing up the

wall by means of the mantling ivy,

reached his chosen observation

post.  Through curtains of green-

ery he watched the arrival of a

pair of lovers, and held his breath

?1? they seated themselves beneath
m.

They were an even more ridicu-
lous’couple than their kind usually
are. And, when the gentleman
squeezed the lady, she laughed so
foolishly that Archie Pennybet
was within an ace of forgetting
himself and heartily laughing too.
It was worse still, when they be-
gan the pernicious practice of
“rubbing noses.”
tion was so new and unexpected,
and withal so congenial to Archie,
that he risked discovery by cran-
ing forward to study it. He watch-
ed with jaws parted in a wide
gape of amazement, and then said
to himself: “Well, ’'m damned!”
There is but one step (I am told)
from rubbing noses to the real
business of the kiss. 'And it was
when the gentleman brought the
lady’s lins into contact with his
own, and the peculiar sound was
heard in the lane, that Mr. Penny-
bet's moment had come.

“Hem! « Hem! ' +Oh, I ssay!?.he

‘suggested loudly, and sought safe-

ty by slipping rapidly down, his
side of the wall, scratching his
hands and bare knees as he fell.

This fine triumph had been at
a cost. Archie surveyed himself.
His new suit was clearly disreput-
able. And, in his mother’s eyes,
the one crime punishable by whip-
ping was to maks a new suit dis-
reputable. Thénore he studied

For the opera-

on the scene, and with the speed
of a fawn, he was out in the gar-
den, and up an elm tree, swaying

about like a .rook’s ' nest. And
there, a minute later, was Mrs.
Pennybet standing  below, her

skirts held up in one hand, a small
cane in the other.
“Come down, Archie,” she said.
“Come down.”
“Not 7 ai bitofissit
son. ‘“You come up!l?
* * *

replied her

At least Mrs. Pennybet, a viva-
cious raconteuse, always declared
to me that such was his reply. I
do not trust these mothers, how-
ever, and regard it as a piece of
her base embroidery. At any rate,
it is certain that her effort to
secure Archie for punishment was
quite unsuccessful. And, an hour
afterwards, a small figure came
quietly down the trunk of the tree,
and, entering the room where his
mother was, sat quickly in a big
arm-chair, and held on tightly to
ijts arms. This position prevent-
ed access to that particular area
of Archie Pennybet, which, in the
view of himself, his mother, and
all sound conservatives, must be
exposed, if ‘corporal punishment is
to be the standard thing. = Mrs.
Pennybet, good woman, admitted
her defeat, and kissed him repeat-
edly, while he still held himself
tight in his chair.

Such was Archie = Pennybet,
whom Mrs. Pennybet considered a
remarkably fine boy, and the son
of a remarkably fine woman. In
this battle of wits he undoubted-
1y won. Ahde-itiisEsasfactithat
throughout life he made a point
of winning, as all shall see, who
read Rupert Ray’s story.

He was a mischievous, tumb-
ling scamp, I suppose; but what
are we to say? All young animals
gambol, and are saucy. Only this
morning I was watching a lamb
butt its mother in the ribg, and
roll in the grass, and dirty its
wool—the graceless young rascal!

JIY.
UT come, we are Kkeeping

Edgar Gray Doe waiting.
If you have ever steamed up the

Estuary of the Fal, that stately
Cornish river, and gazed with rap-
ture at the lofty and 'thick-wood-
ed hills, through which the wide
stream runs, you have probably
seen on. the eastern bank the
splendid mansion of Graysroof.
You have admired its doric facade
and the deep, green groves that
embrace it on every side. Per-
haps it has been pointed out to
you as the home of Sir Peter Gray,
the once-famous Surrey bowler,
and the parent of a whole herd of
young cricketing Grays.

It was in this palatial dwelling
that little Edgar Gray Doe awoke
to a consciousness of himself, and
of many other remarkable things;

such things as the broad, silver
mouth of the Fal; the green
slopes, on which his house
stood; rather fearsome woods
that surrounded it; and abovel
all, the very obvious fact
that 'he was not as other
boys. For instance, his cricket-

ing cousins, these Gray boys, were
sons with a visible mother and
father, and, in being so, appeared
to conform to a normal condition,
while he was a nephew with an
uncle and aunt. Again these fel-
lows were blue-eyed and drab, and,
as such, were decent and reason-
able, while he was brown-eyed
and preposterously  fair-haired.'
To be sure, it ‘was only his oval
face that saved , him from the
horrible indignity of being called
“Snowball.”

One morning of that perfect
Summer, which was the sixth of
Rupert Ray, and the eighth of
Archie Pennybet, Edgar Gray
Doe felt some elation at the pros-
pect of a visit from a very impos-
ing friend. This person was stay-
ing down the stream at Falmouth;
and he and his mother had been
invited by Lady Gray to spend the
day at Graysroof. His name was
Archie Pennybet. And the pow-
er of his personality lay in these
remarkable qualities: first he en-

/ joyed the distinction of being two

years older than Master Doe; sec-
ondly, he had a genius for games
that thrilled, because they were
clearly sin; and thirdly, his hair
was dark and glossy, so he could
legitimately twit other zjeople with
being albinos. ;

And to-day this excéiting creat-
ure would have to dekote himself
entirely to Edgar Doé¢, as the Gray
boys were safely billeted in pub-
lic and preparatory schools, and
there was thus no sickening possi-
bility of his chasing after them, or
going on to their side against
Xdgar. f

Edgar Doe knew that Mrs. Pen-
nybet and Archie were coming in
a rowboat from Falmouth, and it
was a breatlfss moment when he
saw them stepping on to the
Graysroof/ landing stage, and Lady
Gray walking down the sloping
lawn to meet them.

“Hallo, kid,” shouted
“Mother, there’'s HEdgar!”

Rather startled by this sudden
notoriety, HBdgar approached the -
new arrivals. ;

“Iallo, kid,” repeated Master |
Pennybet; and then stopped, his
supply of greetings being exhaust-
ed.

“Hallo,” answered HEdgar, slow-
ly and rather shyly, for he was two
years younger than anyone pres-
ent.

“Welcome to the Fal,” said
Lady Gray to Mrs. Pennybet.
“Archie, are you going to give me
a kiss?”?

“No,” announced Archie firm-

“I don’t kiss mother’s friends
now.”

Lady Gray concealed the fact
that she thought her guest’s little
boy a hateful child, and, having
patted his head, sent him off with
Edgar Doe to play in the Day-
nursery.

Archie. '(

Of course the Master of the
Ceremonies in the Day-nursery
was Master Pennybet. Master

Doe was his devoted mate. The
first game ‘was a disgusting one,
called “Spits.” It consisted in the
two combatants facing each other
with open umbrellas, and endeav-
oring to register points by the
method suggested in the title of
the game; the umbrella was a
ghield, with which to intercept any
good shooting. Luckily for their
gelf-regpect in later vears, this dif-
ficult game soon yielded place to
an original competition, known as
“fire and Water.” You placed
a foot-bath under that portable
gas stove which was in the Day
nursery: you lit all the trivets in
the stove to represent a house on
fire: and you had a pall, ready to
be filled from the bathroom, which
need we say, was the fire station.
The rules provided that the win-
ner was he who could extinguish
the conflagration raging in the
foot bath in the shortest possible
time, and with the less expenditure
of water. But the natural desire
to win and to record good time
meant that you were apt, in the
haste and enthusiasm of the
moment, to miss the bath entirely,
and to flood quite a different part
of the nursery, It was this flaw
in an otherwise simple game,
which brought the play to an end.
Intimations that an aquatic tour-
ney of some sort was the feature
in the Day nursery began to leak
through to the room below. The
competitors were apprehended and
brought for judgment before the
Jadies, who were sitting in the
garden and watching the Fal as it
streamed by to the sea.

“They had bettar go and play in
the Beach Grove,” sighed Lady
Gray.

This ruling Archie did not veto
or contest, for he had wearied of
indoor amusements, and felt that
the well-timbered groves would
afford new avenues for play. So
the boys departed like deer among
the trunks of the trees.

It was a cosy conversation which
the ladies enjoyed after this. Any
conversation would be cosy that
had been reared in the glory of
such a garden, and in the c@nfort
of those lazy chairs. Mrs. Penny-

~

bet began by declaring, as these
shameless ladies do, that her
hostess’ fair haired nephew was
quite the most beautiful child she
had ever seen; she could hug him
all day; nay, she could eat him.
And, thereupon ILady Gray told
her the whole story of Edgar Gray
Doe; how his mother had been Sir
Peter's sister, and the loveliest
woman in Western Cornwall; how
she had paid with her lite tor
Edgar’s being; and how her hus-
band, the chief of lovers. had
quickly followed his young bride.

“They're an emotional lot, these
Does,” said Lady Gray. ‘As sure-
ly as they come fair-haired, they
are brilllantly romantic and blindly
adoring. And Bdgar’s every inch
a Doe. Anybody can lead him into
mischief. And anybody who likes
will do so.”

Oh, I suppose he’s troublesome
like all boys,” suggested Mrs. Pern-
nybet, with a rapid mental sur-
vey of the existence of Archie.
“He will grow into a fine man
some day.”

‘“Perhaps,” said Lady Gray, star-
ing over the tranquil water of the
Fal, as though it represented the
intervening years. ‘‘We shall see.”

‘‘And Archie,” continued Mrs.
Pennybet, ‘“‘though he’s a nlague
now, = will be a Dbrilliant and
dominating man, I think. He’s
not easily mastered, and I don't
believe adverse circumstances will
ever beat him. . . . Isn't it funny
to think that these restless boys
are here to inherit the world?
We old fogies—'' Mrs. Pennybet
Jaughed, for she didn’t mean what
she said—‘'are really done for
and shelved. These boys are tne
interesting ones, whose tales have
yvet to be told.”

The speaker dropped her voice,
ag she found herself moralizing;
and Lady Gray perceived that an
atmosphere of tender speculation
had arigsen around their conver-
sation. She turned her face away,
and looked over that part of the

‘inheritable world which et her

gaze. From her feet perfuct
lawnsg sloped down to a gracious

waterway, which shuddered oc-
casionally in. a gentle wind; on
every side . pleaging trees were

" massed into shady and grateful

woods; overhead the noonday sun
lit uv a deep blue sky. Perhaps
the sublimity of the scene played
upon her softer emotions. Per-
haps all intense beauty is pathetic,
and makes one think of poor illu-
sions abd unavailing dreams. Lady
Gray wondered why she could not
feel on this serent morning the
same confidence in Edgar Doe’s
future, as her friend [felt in
Archie’s; why she should rather
be conscious of a romantic fore-
boding. But she only murmured:

“Yes, we must bow Dbetore
sovereign youth.” \
And that was the last word

uttered, till the sound of hearty
boys voices, coming from the
trunks of the trees, prompted Mrs.
Pennybet to say cheerfully:

“Here they come, the heirs to
the world.”

As she spoke, Archie Pennybet,
dark and dictatorial, and Edgar
Doe, falr and enthusiastic, came
into view.

“Yes,” replied Lady Gray, ‘“‘but
only two of ' them. There are
others they must share it with.
Shall we go indoors?”

And indoors or out-of-doors,
that was a very delightful day
spent at Graysroof. And, when
the sun’s* rays began to grow
ruddy, there came the pleasant
journey down the Estuary to Fal-
mouth Town. Mrs. Pennybet and
her son were rowed homeward

by Baptist, that sombre boatman

employed at Graysroof, in Master
Doe’s own particular boat. ‘‘The
Lady Fal,” men called it, from
the dainty conceit that it was the
spouse of the lordly Estuary.
HEdgar Doe accompanied them, as
the master of his craft.

Nobody talked much during the
voyage. Baptist was always too
solemn for speech. Master Doe,
on these occasions, liked to dream
with one hand trailing in the
water. Master Pennybet, in the
common way of tired children,
finished the day in listless wool-
gathering. And his mother, re-
calling the 'conversation in the
stately garden up the stream, fell
to wondering whither these boys
were tending.

So the passage down the full
and slumbery Fal seemed nearly
a soundless thing. But all the
real river noises were there; the
birds were singing endlessly in
the groves; the gulls with thede
hoarse language were flying sea-
wards from the mud flats of
Truro; the water was gently lan-
ping the sides of the boat; and
volces could be heard from the
distances higher up, and lower
down the stream. And behind all
this prattle of the HEstuary hung
the murmur of the sea.

It was a very quiet boat that
unladed the Pennybets on the
steps of a stone pier at Falmouth,
and then swung round and carried
Edgar up its own wake. Baptist
was a glorious hand with the pad-
dles, and, as the Lady Fal swept
easily over the glassy water, Edgar
gazed at the familiar things com-
ing into view. There, at last, was
the huge house of Graysroof, be-
littled by the loftiness of the
quilted hill, on whose slope it
stood, and by the extent of its sur-
rounding woods. And there in the
water lay mirrored a reflection of
house and trees and hillside. Bap-
tist rested on, hig oars, and, turn-
ing round on his seat, drank in the
loveliness of England and the Fal.
His oars remained motionless for
a long time, till he suddenly com-
mented:

“H‘m."

This encouraging remark Mas-
ter Doe interpreted as a willingness
to converse, and he let escane a
burst of confidence.

“You know, I like Archle Pen-

Continued on Page Two
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nybet very much indeed. In fack,
I think I like him better than
anyone else in the world, ’septing
of course my relations.” o

Watching his hearer ne#vously
to see how he would receive this
important avowal, Master Doe

~ flushed when he saw no sighs of
emotion on Baptist’s countenance.
He didn’t like thinking he had
made himself look a fool. Prob-
ably Baptist perceived this, for he
felt he must contrive a reply, and,
abandoning “H’m” as. too uncouth
and too unflavored with sympathy,
gave of his best, muttering:

“Ah, he's one of we.”

Then, realizing that the sun had
gone in a blaze of glory, and that
he must waste no further time in
prolonged gossip, he dipped his
blade into the still water, - and
turned the head of the Boat for
the Graysroof bank; and for the
things that should be.

BOOK I
Five Gay Years at School.
PART I—TIDAL REACHES
CHAPTER I

Rupert Ray Begins His Story.

]I’M the best-looking person in

thi¢ room,” said Archibald

Pennybet. “Ray’s face looks

as though somebody had trodden

on it, and Doe’s—well, Doe’s

would be better if it had been trod-
den on.”

It was an early morning of the
Kensingtowe Summer Term, and
the three of us,- Archie Pennybet,
Edgar Gray Doe, and I, Rupert
Ray, were waliting in the Junior
Preparation Room at Bramhall
House, till the bell should sum-
mon us over the playing fields to
morning school. Kensingtowe,
of course, is the finest school in
England, and Bramhall its best
house. Now, Pennybet, though not
himself courteous, always insisted

that Doe and I should treat him
with proper respect,. so, since he
was senior and thus magnificent,
T'1l Legin by describing him.

He was right in saying that he
was the handsomest. He was a
tall boy of fifteen years, with long
limbs that were saved from any
' unlovely slimness by their full-
fleshed curves and perfect straight-
ness. His face, whose skin was
as smooth as that of a bathed and
anointed, Greek, was crowned by

‘dark hair, and made striking by
' a pair of those long-lashed eyes

that are always brown. And in
" character he was the most re-
. markable. Though two years

our senior, he deliberately lagged
behind the boys of his own age,
and remained the oldest member
of our form. Thoughtless mas-
ters called him a dunce, but abler
ones knew him to be only idle. And

Pennylket cared little for either

opinion. He had schemed to re-

main in a low form; and that was

enough. It was better to be a

field-marshal amorng the “kids”

than a ranker among his peers.

Like Satan., for whom he prob-

ably felt a certain admiration, he

found it better to reign in hell than
serve in heaven.

The personal attendants of this
splendid sultan consisted of Edgar
Doe and myself. ‘We were not
allowed by him to forget that, if
he could total fifteen years, we
could only scrape together a bare
thirteen. We were mere chil-
dren. - Doe.and I, being thirteen
and an exact number of days were
twins, or we would have been, had
it not been for the divergence of
our parentage. We often expres-
sed 'a wish that this divergence
were capable of remedy, It in-
volved miinor di{ferences. For
instance, while Doe’s eyes were
brown, mine were blue; and while
Doe’s halir was very fair, mine was
a tedious drakt that had once been
gold. = Moreover, in place of my
wide mouth, Dwoe pcssessed lips
that were always parted like those
of a pretty girl Indeed, Iif
Archie Pennyket was the hand-
somest of us three it is certain that
Edgar Gray Doe was the prettiest.

‘We came to be discussing our
looks this morning because Penny-
bet, having discovered that among
other accomplishments he was a
fine ethnologist, was about to de-
termine the race and tribe of each
of us by an examination of our
features and coloring.

“I’'m a Norman,”” he decided, and
threw himself back on his chair,
putting his thumbs into the arm-
holes of his waistcoat, as though
that were a comely Norman atti-
tude, ‘“a pure Norman, but I don’t
know how my hair got so dark,
and my eyes such ‘a spiffing
brown.”

“What am I?” I interrupted, as
introducing a subject of more im-
mediate interest. >

“You, Ray? Oh, you're a Saxon.
Y.ur name’s Rupert, you see, and
you've klue eyes and a fair skin,
and all th=t rot.” \

I was quite satisfied with being
a pure Saxon, and left Doe to his
examination.

““What am I1?” he eagerly ask-
ed, offering his oval face and
=arted lips for scrutiny.

**You? Oh, Saxon, with a dash
of Southern blood. Brown eyes,
you see, and that sloppy milk-and-
coffee skin. And there’s a dash of

Viking in you—that’s your fair
hair. Adulterated Saxon you
are.”

At this Doe loudly protested that
he was a pure Saxon, a perfect
Cornish Saxon from the banks of
the Fal.

Penny always discouraged preco-
cious criticism, so he replied:

“I'm not arguing with you, my
child.”

‘You? Who are you?”

Penny let his thumbs go further
into his armholes, and assured us
with majestic suavity: ~

“1? I'm Me.”

‘“No, you’re not,” snapped Doe.
‘“You're not me. I'm me.”

‘“Well, yowre neither of you
me,” interrupted the third fool
in We room. “I'm me. So sucks!”

. to survey it critically.

“Now you two boys,” kegan our
stately patron, ‘“domn’t you begin
dictating to me. Omce and for all,
Doe is Doe, Ray is Ray, and I'm
Me. Why, by Jovel Doe-Ray-Me!
It’s a joke; and I'rn a gifted per-
SOty !

This discovery of the adaptabil-
ity of our names 'was S0 start-
ling' that I exclaimed: }

“Good Lord! How mad!”

Penny only shrugged his should-
ers, and generally’ plumed him-
self ‘on his little success. And
Doe said: ¢ v

“Has that only jJust dawned on
you?”

“Observe,” sneered Penny. ‘“The
Gray Doe 'is jealous. He would
like the fame of having made this

fine jest. So ke pretends he
thought of it long ago. He bags
b gitid

“Not worth bagging,” suggest-

ed Doe, who was: pulling a lock
of his pale hair over his forehead,
and trying with elevated eyebrows
His feet
were resting on a. seat in front of
hitn, and his trolusers were well
pulled up, so as to show a certain
tract of decent sock. Penny scan-
ned him as though his very ap-
pearance were naxseating.

“Well, why did you bag it?”

S didpt '

“I say, vou're a bit of a liar,
aren’t you?”
‘“Well, if I'm a bit of a lar,

you're a lot of ome.”

“My dear little boy,” said Penny,
with intemt to huert, ‘“we all know
the reputation fer lying you had
at your last school.”

As we had all been at Ken-
singtowe’s Preparatory School to-
gether, I was in a position to
know that this was rather wild,
and remonstratexd with him.

“I say, that's sz -kit sticky, isn*t
it

The nobility of my interference
impressed me as I made it. Mean-
while the angry blood mounted to
Doe’s face, but he carelessly re-

plied:
‘“You show whsat a horrible liar
you are by your last remark. I

never said your Tteastly idea was
mine; and becamse you accused
me of doing so, and I said I didn’t,
you call me a liary which is a dirty
lie, if you like. But of course
one expects lies from you.”

“That may be,” rejoined Penny-
bet. “But you know you don’t
wash.”

Doe parried thiis thrust with a
sarcastic acquiescence.

‘“No, I know I don’t—never did

—don’t believe in washing.”

/Now Penny was out to hurt. A
mere youngster had presumed to
argue and be cheeky with him; and
discipline must be maintained. To
this end there mmust be punish-
ment; and punishment, to be ef-
fective, must hurt. So he adopt-
ed a new line, and with his clev-
er strategy strove to enlist my
support by deigning to couple
my name with his.
~ ‘At any rate,” he drawled, ‘Ray
and I don’'t toady to Radley.”

This poisonous little remark re-
quires some explanation. Mr.
Radley, the assistant house-mas-
ter at Bramhall House, was a hard
master, who would have keen hat-
ed for his insufferable concep-
tions of discipline, had he not
been the finest bat in the Mid-
dlesex team. Just about this
time there was a libel current that
he made a favorite of Edgar Doe
because he was pretty. “Doe,” I
had once said, “Radley’s rather
keen on you, isn’t he?”’ And Doe
had turned red and scoffed: ‘“How
absolutely silly—but, I say, do
you really think so?” Seeing that
he found pleasure in the insinu-
ation, I had followed it up with
chaff, upon which he had sud-
denly cut up rough, and left me
in a pique.

This morning, as Penny pricked
him with this poisoned fang, Dose
began to feel that for the mo-
ment he was alone amongst us
three; and odd-man-out. He put
a tentative question to me, design-
ed to see whether I were siding
with him or with the foe.

~‘Now, Ray, isn’t that the dirt-
lest lie he’s told so far?”

“No,” I said, I was still upder
the glamour of having been ap-
pealed to by the foreceful persop-
ality of Pennybet; and, besides, it
certainly wasn’t.

‘‘Oh, of course you’d agree with
anything Penny said, if he asked
you to. But you know you don’t
really believe I ever sucked up to
Radley.”

This rejoinder was bad tactics,
for by its blow at my face it
forced me to take sides against
him in the quarrel. So I answered:

“Rather! Why, you always do.”

“Dir-dirty liar!”

“Ha-ha!” laughed Penny. He
saw that he had been successful in
his latest thrust, and set himaself
to push home the advantage. The
dominance of his position must be
secured at all costs. He let down
his heavy-lashed eyelids, as
though, for his part, he only de-
sired a peaceful sleep, and said:
‘““Ha-ha! Ray, that friend of yours
is losing his temper. He’s terribly
vicious. Mind he doesn’t seratch.”

Doe’s parted lips came suddenly
together, his face got red, and he
moved impatiently as he sat. But
he said nothing, either because the
words would not come, or lest
something more unmanly should.

“Ray,” pursued his tormentor,
“I think that friemd of yours {s
going to blub.”

Doe left his seat, and stood upon
his feet, his lips set in one firm
line. He tossed his hair off his
forehead, and, keeping his face
averted from our gaze lest we
should detect any moisture about
the eyes, opened a desk, and select-
ed the books he would require.
They were books over which he
had scrawled with flourishes:

“Mr. Edgar Gray Doe, Esq.”

“E. Gray Doe, M.A.,”

“Rev. Edgar G. Doe, D.D.,”

‘K, G. Doe, Physiclan and Sur-
geon,”’
and, when he had placed them on
his jarm, he walked towards the
door with his face still turned away
from us.

“Oh, don’'t go Doe. Don’t be a
sloppy ass,” I said, feeling that I
had been fairly trapped into de-
serting a fellow-victim, and back-
ing our common {tyrant

My appeal Doe treated as though
he had not heard it; and Penny,
certain that his victory was won,
and that he had no further need

of my support, kicked it away
with the sneer; ¢“Hit Doe, and
Ray’s bruised! What a David and
Jonathan we’re going to be! How
we agree like steak and kidney!
....Rather a nice expression,
thiat.

Penny’s commentary was thus
turned inwards upon himself, in
an affectionate criticism of his vo-
cabulary, to show the utter detach-
ment of his interest from the pa-

_thetic exit of Edgar Doe. For Doe

had reached the door, which  he
opened, passed, and slammed. In
a twinkling I had opened it again,
and was looking down the corri-
dor. There was no sign of my
friend anywhere. The moment he
had slammed the door he mus
have run. }

I returned to the preparation
room, and Penny sighed, ag much
as to say: ‘““What a pity little boys
are so petulant and quarrelsome.”
But the victory was his, as it al-
ways was, and he could think of
other things. There was a clock
on the wall behind him, but, too
comfortable to turn his head, he
asked me:

‘“What’s the beastly?”

I glanced at the clock, ahd ‘in-
timated, sulkily enough, that the
beastly was twenty minutes past
nine. He groaned.

announcement that we were to
have .second period with the Ger-
man, Reinhardt, was as good as
promising us a holiday. Nay, it
was rather better; for, in an unex-
pected holiday, we might have been
at a loss what to do, whereas under
Reinhardt we had no doubt—we
played the fool.

‘“And now get on with your
work,” concluded Radley.

We got on with it, knowing that
it was only for a short time that
we need work that morning.

It was writing work I knew, for,
after a while, I had a note surrep-
titiously passed to me between
folded Dblotting-paper. The note
bore in Doe’s ambitiously ornate
writing the alarming statement;
‘“I shall never like you so much
after what you said this morning.
Yours Xdgar Gray Doe.”” There
was room for me to pen an answer,
and in my great round characters
I wrote: “I never really meant
anything and after you left I tried
to be rude to Penny but he’d
gone and will you still be my chum
Yourg S. Ray.” (My real name was
Rupert, but I was sometimes nick-
named ‘“Sonny Ray” from the sen-
sational news, which had leaked
out, that my mother so called me,
and I took pleasure  in signing
myself “S. Ray.”) My handsome
apology was passed back to the
offended party, and in due course
the paper returned to me, bearing
his reply: “I don’t know. We must

pursued with brutal humor:

“Well, there’s nothing like suf-
fering together to cement a friznd-
ship. Doe, put out your knuckles.”

Radley was ever a man of sur-
prises. This was the first time he
had invited the use of our knuckles
for his punitive practices. Doe
proffered four of those on the
back of his narrow, cream-color-
ed right hand. He did it readily
enough, but trembled a littie, and
the blush that had disappeared re-
turned at a rush, to his neck. Rad-
ley took his ruler, and struck the
knuckles with a very sharp rap.
Doe’s lips snapped together .and
remained together—and that was
all.

‘“And Ray,” invited Radley.

I offered the back of my right
hand, and, copying my friend, kep:
my lips well closed. My eyes had
shut themselves nervously, when
I heard a clatter, and realized that
Radley had dropped his ruler.
Leaving my right hand extended
for punishment, I stooped down,
picked up the ruler with my left,
and gave it back to Radley. Per-
haps the blood that now colored
my face was partly due to this
stooping. Radley smiled. It was
his habit to become suddenly gen-
tle after being hard. One sec-
ond, his hard mouth would frame
hard things; another second, and
his grey eyes would redress the
balance.

‘“‘Ray, you disarm me,” he said.
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liquid silver, and, when he sang
selaborate opera passages, made
one see glorious wrought-steel
gateways of heavenly palaces.
This inefficient master owed his
position to the great vogue enjoyed
by hig books:: ‘“Reinhardt’s Ger-
man Conversation,” ‘‘Reinhardt’s
French Pieces,” and others. But
the boys, by common consent, de-
cided not to identify this ‘“‘Caesar
Reinhardt, Modern Language
Master at Kensingtowe * School”
with their own dear Mr. Caesar.
Thus, you see, in their ignoranece,
they were able to bring up the
Reinhardt works to Mr. Caesar,
and say with worried brows:
““Here, Sir. This bally book’s all
wrong’’; “I could write a better
book than this myself, sir”’; “The
Johnny who wrote 'this book, sir
—well, st. st.” Pennybet, how-
ever, used to tremble on the brink
of identification, when he made
the idiotic mistake of saying:
““Shall I bring up my Caesar, sir,—
I mean, my Reinhardt?”

The jubilation of our class, as
we lolled or clog-danced in the
corridor, had need to be organized
into gome systematic fooling; and
for once in a way, the boys accept-
ed a suggestion of mine.

“Let's all hum °‘God Save the
King,” exactly at twelve o’clock.
Mr. Caesar won’t hear; he’s too
deaf.”

Immediately several boys start-
ed to sing the popular air in ques-

“I’m the best looking person in this

=

room,”” said Archibald Pennybet.

" Reinhardt

‘“Oh! Ah! An hour’s sweat with
Radley. Oh, hang! Blow! Damn!’”

He stoed up, stretched himself,
Yawned, apologized, got his books,
and occasionally tossed a remark
to me, as if he were quite un-
aware that I was not only try-
ing to sulk, but also badly wanted
him to know it. As I looked for
my books, I sought for the rudest
and most painful insult I ' could
offer him. My duty to Doe de-
manded that it should be some-
thing quite uncommon. And from
a really fine selection I had just
chosen; ‘““You're the biggest liar
I've ever met, and, for all I know,
you’re as big a thief,” when I
turned round and found he was
gone. Pennybet always left the
field as its master.

X

ITHIN Radley’s spacious class-
room, some twenty of us took
our way to our desks. Radley
mounted his low platform, and,
resting his knuckles on his writ-
ing-table, gazed down upon us. He
was a man of over six feet, with
the shoulders, chest, and waist
of a forcing batsman. His neck,
perhaps, was a little too big, the
fault of a powerful frame; and
the wrist that came below  his
cuff was such that it made us
wonder what was the size of” his
forearm. His mouth was hard, and
set above a squaring chin, so that
you thought hir‘n relentlegs, till his
grey eyes shook your judgment.
‘‘Let me see,” he said, as he
stood, looking down upon us, ‘“‘you
should come to me for both per-
iods this morning. Well, I 'shall
probably be away all the second
period. You will come to this
class-room as usual, and Herr
will take you in

French.”
“Oh, oy

I muttered. Boys

‘whom Radley could not see flip-

ped their fingers to express de-
light. Others lifted up the lids of
their desks, and behind these
screens went through -a panto-
mime that suggested pleasure at
good news. The fact was that the
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talk it over, but don’t tell anyone.
Yours Edgar Gray Doe.”” That was
the last sentence destined to ' be
written on this human document,
for Radley, without looking up
from the exercise he was
correcting, said quietly:

“In the space of the last five
minutes Doe has twice correspond-
ed with Ray, and Ray has once
replied to Doe. Now both Ray and
Doe will ‘come up here with the
letters.” 4

To the accompaniment of a
titter, or two, Ray and Doe came
up, I trying to look defiantly in-
different, to the fact that he was
going' to read my silly remarks,
and Doe with his lips firmly to-
gether, and his fair hair the fair-
er for the blush upon his fore-
head and cheeks.

Radley left us standing by his
desk, while at his leisure he fin-
ished his correcting; then, still
without looking up, he ordered:

‘“Hand over the letters.,”

A little doggedly I passed over
the single sheet of paper feeling
some absurd satisfaction that, since
he evidently thought there were
several sheets involved, his uncan-
ny knowledge was at least wrong
in one particular. Doe, on my
right hand, turned redder and
redder to see the paper going be-

_neath the master’s eye, and made

a few nervous grimaces. Radley
read the correspondence pitilessly;
and, with his hard mouth unrelax-
ed, turned first on Doe, as though
sizing him up, and then on me.
He stared at my face till I felt
fidgety, and my mind, which al-
ways in moments of excitement ran
down most ridiculous avenues,
framed the sentencs: LS enEE
stare, because it's rude,”” at which
involuntary thought I scarcely re-
strained a nervous titter. After
this critical inspection, Radley
murmured:

‘“Yes, talk your quarrel over,
The bands of friendship mustn’t
snap at a breath.” -

As he sald this, Doe edged closer
to me, and I wondered if Radley
was a decent chap.

“But why do you sign yourself
‘S Ray’?”

Now my blush outclassed amy-~
thing Doe had yet produced, and
I looked in dumb confusion to-
wards my frieng. Radley refrain-
ed from forcing? the question, but

“Go to your seats, both of you.”

Back we walked abreast to our
places, Doe palpably annoyed that
he had not been the one to pick up
the ruler. He was a romantic
youth and would have liked to oc-
cupy my picturesque and rather
heroic position. .

“Why didn’t you let me pick up
the ruler?” he whispered. ‘“You
knew I wanted to.”

This utterly senseless remark I
had no opportunity of answering,
so I determined to sulk with Doe,
ag soon as the interval should ar-
rive. ‘When, however, the bell
rang for that ten-minutes’ excite-
ment, I forgot everything in the
glee of thinking that the second
period would be spent with Herr

Reinhardt. Ten minutes to go,

and then—and then, Mr. Caesar!
’ 1T,

N THE long corridor, on to
which Radley’s class-room

opened, gathered our elated
form, awaiting the arrival of Herr
Reinhardt. He was late. He
always was: and it was a mistake
to be go, for it gave ug the oppor-
tunity, when he drew near, of
asking one another the time in
French: “Kell er eight eel? Onze
er ay dammy. Wee, wee.”
Caesar Reinhardt, the German,
remains upon my mind chiefly as
being utterly unlike a German:
he was a long man, very deaf,
with drooping English moustaches,
and such obviously weak eyes that

now, whenever Leah’s little eye-
trouble ig read in Genesis, I al-
ways think of Reinhardt. But I

think of him as ‘“Mr. Caesar.” Why
‘ Mr. Caesar’” and not purely
“Caesar’’ I cannot explain, but the
“Mr.” was inseparable from the
nickname. Good Mr. Caesar was
misplaced in his profession. Had
he not been obliged to spend. his
working life in the position of one
who has just been made to look a
fool, he would have been an at-
tractive and lovable pefSon. He
had the most beautiful tenor voice,
which, when he spoke was like

tion, and others went for a slide
along the corridor, both of which
performances are generally con-
strued as meaning: “Right-ho!”’

“It’s crude,” commented Penny,
“but I'll not interfere. I might
even help you—who knows? And
here comes Mr. Caesar. Ah,
wee, wee.”

It was our custom to race in a
body along the corridor to meet
Mr. Caesar, and to arrive breath-
less at his side, where we would
fight to walk, one ,on hig right
hand, and another on his left. In
the course of a brilliant struggle
several boys would be prostrated,
not unwillingly, We would then
escort him in triumph to his door,
and all offer to turn the lock, cry-
ing: ‘“Let me have the key, sir.”
“Do let me, sir.””  “You never let
me, sir—dashed unfair.”” When
someome had secured the key, he
would fling wide ' the door, as
though to usher in all the kings
of Asia, but promptly spoil this
courtly action by racing after the
door ere it banged against ‘the
wall, holding it in an iron grip
like a runaway horse, and panting
horribly at the gtrain. This
morning I was honored with the
key. I examined it and saw that
it was stuffed up ‘with dirt and
there would be some delay outside
the class-room door while the key
underwent alterations and repairs.

‘‘Has any boy,” I asked, “a pin?”

None had; but Paanybet offer-
ed to go to Bramhall House in
search of one. He could do it in
twenty minutes, he said.

“Dear me, how annoying!” I
shook the key, I hammered it, I
blew down it till it gave forth a
shrill whistle, and Penny said:
“Off side.” And then I giggled in-
to the key. :

Don’t think Mr. Caesar tolerated
all this without a mild protest.
I distinctly remember his saying
in his silvery voice: “Give it to
me, Ray. I’ll do it,” and my re-
plying as I looked up into his deli-
cate eyes: ‘“No, it’s all right, sir.
You leave it to me, sir.”

¥n due course I threw open
the door with a triumphant
“There!” The door hit the side-

wall with a bang that upset the
nervous systems of neighboring
boys, who felt a little faint, had
hysterics, and recovered. Mr.

X
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Caesar, feeling that the class wag &
trifle unpunctual in starting, hur-
riedly entered.

Then Pennybet distinguished
himsgelf. He laid hig books un-
concernedly on the master’s desk,
and walked with a dandy’s dignity
to the window. Having surveyed
the view with a critical air, he
faced round and addressed Mr.
Caesar courteously: *“May I shut
the window for you, sir?” adding
in a lower tone that he was always
willing to oblige. Without walit-
ing for the permission to be grant-
ed, he turned round’ again and,
pulling up each sleeve that his
cuffs might not be soiled in the
operation, proceeded to turn the
handle, by means of which the
lofty window wag closed.

Now there were four long win-
dows in a row, and they all need-
ed shutting—this beautiful Sum-
mer morning. None of us was to
be outdone in politeness by Pen-
ny; and all rushed to the coveted
handles so as to be first in shutting
the remaining windows. The ele~
ment of competition and the
steeplechasing methods necessary,
if we were to surmount the in-

5 tervening desks, made it all rather

exciting. Several boys, converging
from different directions, arrived
at the handles at the same time.
It'was natural, then, that a certain
amount of discussion should follow
as to whose right it was to shut the
windows, and that the various lit-
tle assemblies debating the point
should go and refer the question
simultaneously to Mr. Caesar.

Mr. Caesar gave his answer
with some emphasis:

“Will—you-—all—sit—down 7"

This rhetorical question being in
the nature of a command, we sul-
lenly complied, tossing our heads
to show our gense of the indignity
to which we had been submitted.
Pennybet, meanwhile, continued to
turn his handle in a leisurely
faghion and touch his forehead
like an organ-grinder.

Mr. Caesar looked at him angrily
and pathetically, conscious of his

powerlessness.

‘“‘Que faites vous, Pennybet?
Asseyez vous toute suite!”’

‘“Yes, 'sir,”” answered Penny,

who had no sympathy with Ger-

man, French, or any of these
ludicrous languages. “Yes, sir,
we had two, and cne died.”

“Que voulez vous dire? Allez

a votre place!”

“It’s all right, sir, if you cross
your fingers,” "suggested Penny.

Poor Mr, Caesar made a move-
ment, as though he would go and
push the mutineer to his place.

“You will go to your seat im-
mediately, Pennybet,” he ordered.

Penny cocked his head on one
side. ‘“Oh, sir,” said he reproach-
fully.

Our friend always expressed his
#ense of injustice with this sad
“Oh, sir,” and, as he generally de-
tected a vein of injustice in any de-
mand made upon him, the expres-
sion was of frequent occurrence.

Mr. Caesar first moved his lips
incompetently, and then, with a
studied slowness that was meant
to sound imperious, began:

‘“When I say ‘Sit'—”

“You mean ‘Sit’ explained Penny
promptly.

‘“That’s impertinence.”

But Penny had his head thrown
back, and was gazing out of eyes,
curtained by the fall of heavy-
fringed lids, at the ceiling.

_"Pennybet,” cried hig master,
his very voice apprehensive, ‘“will
you have the goodness to attend?”’

“Oh, ah, yes, sir,” agreed Penny,
awaking frem his reverie.

“You haven’t the manners of a
savage, toy.” :

S @h, slr.?

Mr. Caesar bit his lip, and his
silver voice would scarcely come.

“Orp of “a pig!’

“Would a pig have manners,
sir?” corrected Penny,

‘“That’s consummate
dence!”

“Oh, is it, sir?” Penny’s tone
suggested that he was grateful for
the ' enlightenment. Henceforth
he would not be in two minds on
the subject.

Mr. Caesar, repulsed again by
the more powerful character of
the boy, tried to cover the feeble-
ness of his position by sounding
as threatening as possible.

“Go to your seat at once! The
impudence of this class is insuf-
ferable!”

Loud murmurs of dissent from
twenty  boys greeted this asper-
sion. The class resolved itself
into an Opposition, inspired by
c¢ne object, which was to repudi-
ate aspersions. Penny excellently
voiced their resentment,

‘“Oh, sir,” (Opposition cheers.)

Mr. Caesar hurled his chair be-
hind him, and approached very
close to Penny.

“Will you go to your seat at
once?’”’

Penny, with all his power, was
still a boy; and for a moment the
child in him flinched Fefors the
exceedingly close approach of Mr.
Caesar. But the next minute he
looked up at the still open win-
dow; shivered, and shuddered:
rubbed his cold hands (this beau-
tiful Summer morning); button-
ed himself up warmly; went to
the master’s desk for his books:
dropped them one arfter another;
blew on his numbed fingers to
infuse a little warmth into them,
contriving a' whistle,  and all the
time looking most rebukingly at
his tyrannical master; plcked up
four books and dropped two of
them; picked up those and drop-
ped one more; walked to his sewt
in high sorrow, and banged the
whole lot of the books down upon
the desk and floor in an appalling
cataract, as the full cruelty of Ny,
Caesar's treatment came sudden-
ly home to him.

When we recovered from this
shattering explosion of Penny's
books, a little quiet work wnfjld
have begun, had not Doe, with his
romantic imagination 1it by the
glow of Penny's audacity, start-
ed to crave the notoriety of be-
ing likewise a leader of men. He
rogse from his desk, approached
Mr. Caesar, and extended his nand
“i'"'h a kelated “Good morning,
sir.” ' 7
jPoor Mr. Caesar, in the kindli-
n'»,gs_ of his heart, was touched by

impu-

Doe’s graceful action, and grasped
the proffered hand, saying: “Qood
morning, Doe.” By this time the
whole class was arranged in a
tolerably straight line behind Dos,

and waiting to go through the
ceremony of shaking hands. ¢

Work commenced at about
twenty minutes to twelve, and,

when twelve should come, we were
to rénder, according to program,
“God Save the Xing,” with some
delicate humming. For want of
something better to do, I wrote a
clause of the exercise set. Mr.
Caesar’s back was now turned and
he was studying a wall-map.

“Shall I??

‘“Yes, rather!”

. These two whispered sentences
I heard from behind me. Inquls-
itively I turned round to see what
simmered there.

‘“Keep working, you fool!” hiss-
ed my neighbor.

Events of scme moment were
happening in the rear. It had oec-
curred to several that the hands
of the clock might be encouraged
with a, slight push to hasten their
journey over the next few minutes.
Doe, half anxious to be the dar-
ing one to do 4t, half nervous of
the consequences, had whispered:
“Shall 1?7 And his advisers there
answered: ‘“Yes, rather!” He threw
down a piece of bl\otting-paper, and
tip-toed towards 'it, as though to
pick it up. Seeing with a side-
glance that Mr. Caesar’s back wasg
still turned, he mounted a form,
and pushed on the clock’s hands.
Then hurriedly getting down, he
flew back nervously to his seat,
where he pretended to be rapidly
writing.

Hearing. these slithy and sug-
gestive movements, I declined to
remain any longer ignorant of their
meaning. After all, I had suggest-
ed the “whole bally tusiness,” and
was entitled to know the means se-
lected for its conduct. So round
went my inquisitive head. Then
I shook in my glee. Someone had
pushed on the hands of the clock,
nd it was three minutes to twelve.
There was ., a rustle of excite-
ment in the room. The silence
of expectancy followed. “Two-
minutes-to” narrowed into “One-
minute-to’’; and after a promoni-
tory click, which produced suffi-
cient excitement to interfere with
our breath, the clock struck twelve.

Inasmuch as I occupied a very
favorable position, I got up to con-
duct proceedings. I faced the class,
stretched out my right hand, which
held a pen by way of a baton, and
whispered: “One. Two. Three.”

It began. I have often wonder-
ed since how I could have been
SO wrong in my calculations. i
had estimated that, if we all hum-
med, there would result a gentle
murmur. I never dreamt that each
of the twenty boys would respond
so splendidly te my appeal. In-
stead of a gentle murmur, the Na-
tional Hymn was opened with ex-
traordinary volume and spirit.

My first instinct was the low one
of self-preservation. Feeling no
desire to play a leading part in
this terrible outbreak, I hastily sat
down with a view to resuming my
studies. Unfortunately I sat down
too heavily, and there was the
noise of a burap, which served to
bring the performance to an ef-
fective conclusion. My hbooks
clattered to the floor, and Mr.
Caesar turned on me with a cry
of wrath. .

‘“Ray, what are you doing?”

It was a sudden and awkward
question; and. for a second, I was
at a loss for words to express to
my satisfaction what I was doing.
Penny seemed disappointed at my
declension into disgrace. and mur-
mured reproachfully: “O Rupert,
my little Rupert st. st.” I saw that
the game was up. Mr. Caesar had
inquired what I was doing; and a
survey of what I was doing showed
me that, between some antecedent
movements sand some subsequent
effects, my-central procedure was
a conducting of tlie class. So,
very red tut trying t) be impudent,
I said as much, after first turn-
ing round and making an unpleas-
ant face at Penny.

“Conducting, sir,” T explained, as
though nothing could he more nat-
ural at twelve o’clock.

“Conducting!’”’ gaid Mr. Caesar.
“Well, you may be able to con-
duct the class, but you certainly
cannot conduct yourself.”

This resembling a joke, the

class expressed its appreciation in
a prolonged and uproarious laugh.
It was a stupendous laugh. It had
fine crescendo and diminuendo
passages, and only died hard, after
a chain of intermittent “Ha-ha’s.”
Then it had a glorious resurrec-
tion. but faded at last into the
distance, a few stray ‘“Ha-ha's”
from Pennybet bringing up the
rear. -
Mr. Caesar trembled with im-
potent passion, his weak eyes
;!nquent with anger and suffer-
ng.

““Are you responsible for this
outrage, Ray ?”

I looked down and muttered:
“It was my suggestion, sir.”

“Then you 'shall suffer for it.
Who has tampered with the
clock 7"’

There was no answer, and every
boy looked at the remainder of
the class to show his ignorance of
the whole matter. Doe glanced
from one to another for instrue-
tions. Some by facial movements
suggested an avowal of his part,
but he whispered: ‘“Not yet,” and
waited, blushing. °

“Then the whole class shall do
two hours’ extra work.”

The words were scarcely out of
Mr. Caesar’s mouth, before every
oy was protesting. I caught above
the confusion such complaints as:
HOh, sir!’' Byt really, sir/l oria
more sullen: ‘I never touched the
beastly clock!” or even a frank:
“I won’t do it.”’, I observed that
Penny was taking advantage of
the noise to deliver an emotional
sermon, which he! accompanied
with passionate gestures and con-
cluded by turning eastward and

profanely repeating the ascrip-
tion: “And mnow to. God the
Father——"'

To be continued.
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| Thankless Task of Kyte, M.P.

Chief Whip of King’s Minority

By GENEVIEVE LIPSETT-
SKINNER.

POSSIBLY the Witanagemot had
a whip to see that all the wise

men of the ancient Saxon king-
dom of ' Britain were in their
places under the trees when good
King Alfred desired their counsel.

It is commonly acknowledged
that poverty and adversity de-
x."elop the strongest characters, so
it remained for the weakest gov-
ernment since Confederation to
bring forth the strongest whip.

George W. Kyte is the man who
has performed the miracles of
providing majorities ranging from
seventeen to eighty-three for the
King Government, which has a
minority number of seats in the
House of Commons,

The term ‘“Whip” is abbreviat-
ed from ‘‘whipper-in” of the
Hunt. In England, the Govern-
ment Whip is the patronage secre-
tary of the treasury. He disposes
of the patronage to the best ad-
vantage of his party. His salary
in England is $10,000 per annum.

How different is his position in
Canada! There is no more oner-
ous position within the gift of the
party, yet not one cent of salary
is attached to it. The only emolu-
ment of the job is a small suite of
offices and the services of a priv-
ate secretary. And worst of all,
there is no patronage trough,
owing to our water-tight Civil
Service Commission, appointed by
the late Borden Government in the
flush of success.

The Whip is the medium of
communication between the Prime
Minister and the members who
support him. It is Mr. Kyte’s func-
tion to keep his fingers on the
-\pulse of the members and to note
any disposition not to vote with
the government.

‘When a vote is coming on in
the Green Chamber it is Mr. Kyte’s
duty to see that every member is
in his place or is paired with a
Conservative. While there was not
a real desire on the part of either
the followers of Mr. Meighen or
" Mr. Crerar to defeat the Govern-
ment at its first session, yet the
slightest carelessness on the part
of the Chief Government Whip
would have resulted that way, and
the country would have been
plunged into the throes of a gen-
eral election, 3

Ever since Confederation, the
Government of the day enjoyed a

. comfortable working majority.

' Those pleasant and agreeable days
have vanished with the coming of
the Farmer group. There have
been at least two occasions during
the first session of the Fourteenth
Parliament when the King Gov-
ernment could have been killed
outright if a less efficient Whip
had been in the saddle.

The vote on the Budget was a
most dramatic event as it loomed
on the horizon. The Conservatives
stated in advance, that they
would vote solidly against it, and,
as usual, they were true to their
promise. One commendable feat-
ure about Mr. Meighen’s follow-
ers is the manner in which they
make good on their leader’s pro-
mige ‘not to wobble.” The Pro-
gressives were reported to be op-
posed also. The air was electric.
All waited for the possible crisis
until one thirty a.m. Then came
the division—and the Xing Gov-
ernment was sustained by a
majority of eighteen. Some 109
Liberals were in their places and
voted unanimously in favor of the
Budget, the other seven were pair-
ed with Conservatives. Mr. Speak-
er does not vote, and that accounts
for every supporter of the King
Government. Nine Progressives
and an Independent voted with the
Government, thus piling up a res-
pectable majority.

On a previous occasion during
the recent session, when the
motion of the Minister of Ralil-
ways on the Crow’s’ Nest Pass
Railways Inquiry Board was under
fire, the position of the Govern-
ment appeared to be precarious.
But Mr. Kyte came to the rescue
with every Liberal vote either in
his place or paired with a Con-
servative.

It is Mr. Kyte in consultation
with the Prime Minister who
drafts the routine of the House,
a8 to motions, and the order of
business generally. He advises the
best time to bring on government
measures and judges of the most
opportune moment for debates on
matters of Government policy.

To be a successful Government
Whip, the incumbent of the office
must be respected by his fellow-
members and popular with them.
Possessed of organizing ability in
marked degree, Mr. Kyte measures
up to the most searching require-
ments of his position. He was
born in St. Peters, Nova Scotia,
fifty-eight years ago, and has
been a successful lawyer. Barris-
ters in that province are always
interested in politics and it was
natural that Mr. Kyte should win

o o -

GEO. W. KYTE, M.P.

a seat in the Federal House in
1908. He resigned his position as
Chief Clerk of the Legislative As-
sembly of his native province, in
order to run for Parliament. In
1909, he was appointed Liberal
Whip of the Nova Scotia contin-
gent. A year later he acted as
Chief Whip for the Liberal party
during Senator Pardee’s absence
from Ottawa. That was his pre-
paratory course for his present
task. Mr. Kyte made a speech
during the war that was heard in
all parts of Canada. Every one
remembers the Kyte charges con-
cerning J. W. Allison. The over-
seas vote beat Mr. Kyte in 1917.

The reward of a faithful, effici-
ent Government Whip is usually a
judgeship, senatorship or, a Cab-
inet position. There are all sorts
precedents to cite for the be-
lief that Mr. Kyte will get one of
these honors. Sir George Perley
went to London as High Commis-
sioner, John Stanfield and X¥red
Pardee were translated to the
Senate and Hon. James Robb, Mr.
Kyte's immediate predecessor in
office, is now Minister of Trade
and Commerce.

New Dean of York
Looks Like Wolsey

Dr. Norris Has Served The North
Country Well

EHOLD the Dean of York, in
garb seen oftener around
York Minster than by the mere
denizens of parts south of the
Humber. The right hand man of
the Primate of England has much
business in his own precincts, and
it is seldom that a London photo-
grapher has the opportunity grasp-
ed in our portrait to capture his
strong and clear-cut features.

The Very Rev. William Foxley
Norris, Dean of York, resembles
Wolsey of the clothing advertise-
ments if not the Cardinal Wolsey
of history. The broad brow, the
strong nose, the wide mouth and
the strong chin are all like those
of the prince of the church who
was also more than a prince of
the state In the days of Henry
Tudor, In character the resemb-
lance amounts to a like capacity
for administration.

Dean Norris has spent most of
his life in the service of the
church in the jurisdiction of the
archbishops of York, in parish
work, in teaching, in convocation,
in chaplaincies and canonries.
Throughout all the broad shire he
is known and respected. When
not on duty he is fishing or paint-
ing, with perhaps a trip to Lon-
don betimes, and an occasional
appearance at the King’s levee in
all his robes. But Almondbury,
Barnsley, Bradford, Halifax and
Silkstone know him better than
Buckingham Palace.

The ‘‘tykes” are such a doughty
race that leadership must be tact-

ful as well as strong and in
Archbishop Lang, son of the
manse, and Dean' Norris, son of

the rectory, they find their match.

THE DEAN OF YORK.U

e PITY: ‘BHESBAT MEN.

It is recalled in London that
the bulk and weight of ex-
President Taft were paralled
in Australia in the person of
the late Sir George Reid.

“Those of us,” he once said
in a speech, ‘“who kept the
Free Trade flag flying are
growing fewer and fewer, and
what will happen when I'm
gone

A voice in the audience sup-
plied the answer:

‘“Then the fat’ll be in the

fire.”
L J

Mrs. Snowden May
Join High Society
That Is, If Labor Forms a Minis-

try In Old
Country.

F LABOR forms a ministry Mrs.

Philip Snowden will be in one
of the prominent sets in Imperial
society. Her husband would be in
the cabinet and she would prob-
ably be in the House of Commons,
that is if Labor ever forms a min-
istry.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Snowden is a
posgibility as a candidate of her
party for the House. She has been:
a leader of the Labor Party and
close to its inner councils, in her
own right and by reason of mar-
riage ties and personal acquain-
tanceships, for many years. She
has written and spoken much, and
is a great suffragist, so her qualifi-
cations are not to be despised.

If women are at all grateful for
the vote, they ought to elect those
champions of their cause who, in
season and out of season (a la

MRS. PHILIP SNOWDEN.

I

Pankhurst), demand the franchise
for the sex, Of these Mrs. Snow-
den was one. Twelve years ago
she was already prominent enough
to tour this continent urging
‘“Votes for Women.” Ttiisi nob
felt that she has any scruples or
qualms against serving her coun-
try and her party at Westminster.

Mrs. Snowden knows the parlia-
mentary game well, for her hus-
band was Socialist M. P. for Black-
burn from 1906 to 1918, falling by
the wayside when Lloyd George
announced that he was going to
hang the Kaiser, and on that cry
won the general election. But L.
G. need never fear that the Snow-
dens will ever denounce the Prime
Minister for failing to keep his
pledges, for they are strong So-
cialists and known not to wor-
ry much about monarchs., In 1920
Mrs, Snowden toured Russia as
the guest of the Bolsheviks, and
wrote a volume on her experiences
and observations. The next year
she toured and wrote on disturbed
Central Europe, Now she is sup-
posed to be dipping her pen in
gall to write about the French and
others at Genoa.

CHARITY HOSTESS
A SOCIAL SUCCESS

TUDENTS of physiognomy

might read success in the
face of Lady Worthington-Evans,
wife of Sir Laming Worthington-~
Evans, Britain’s war secretary.
Indeed, success in politics and
society have come her way and
not without her own able efforts.
Her husband has had a rapid rise
to Cabinet rank in the Lloyd
George Government and she has
become noted as an organizer of
charity balls that succeed.

After her recent success in the
Mi Careme Carnival ball, declar-
ed one of the most successful in
the history of this affair, Lady
‘Worthington-Evans turned to or-
ganize a second charity ball,
which, like the earlier one, ig for
the benefit of “Our Dumb Friends’
League.”

For his war services Sir Laming
was made baronet in 1916, and
commenced in that year a notable
effort as parliamentary secretary

to the Minister of Munitions. He
is a Londoner by birth. ILady
Worthington-Evans was born

Gertrude Hale, a commoner’s
daughter, and she may be a peer-
ess yet.

ATEEAST THEY EEOPE:

West to seek his fortune.
waited.
waited.

After a romance which started sixty-five years ago, James Beach '(80)
and Aunt Myra Green (77) startled the little hamlet of Hanover, N.J., |
by eloping. Their early romance was sidetracked ¥hen Mr. Beach went
Nothing was heard from him, but Myra Green
Finally came news that he had been married, but still she
And finally he came back to marry her.

Tom Sawvyer’s Friend “Becky”
Still Lives in Old Home Town

OSTS of

Sawyer and his associates in

admirers

the Sunday World comic pages,
will rejoice that from Hannibal,

Missouri, old home of Mark
Twain, comes the news that Becky
Thatcher, known to thousands of
readers as the little school-girl in
the adventures of Tom Sawyer and
Huckleberry: Fihn, is a real per-
son, and is living to-day. She
is Mrs. Laura Frazier, eighty-six
yvears old, and is matron of the
Home for the Friendless in Han-
nibal. It is said that Mrs. Frazier
knows more about Mark Twain’s
youth than any other' living per-
son. :
‘“Mark and I started going to
school the same year,” she says.
‘“He was seven and I was six. Our
houses were across the street from
each other, right here in Hanni-
bal. Mark had long, golden curls
hanging over his shoulders. He

of Tom

used to carry my books to school
every morning and carry them
home in the afternoon. And he’d
treat me to apples and oranges
and divide his candy with me.
“In the Winter, Mark spent
most of his time on' the ice. I
couldn’t skate, but he always ar-
ranged for me to go along. He
used to push me along the ice on
a split-bottom chair. He- was
a fine skater, too—in fact, he was
good of anything he  undertook.

“The first time I ever saw Mark
was on a hot Summer day. He
came out of his house and start-
ed showing off, turning hand-
springs and cutting capers. His
heel hit me and I was thrown to
the ground and knocked uncon-
scious. I recall hearing the chil-
dren tell about how scared Mark
was.”

Mrs. Frazier passed a® week at
Mark Twain’s home at Stormfield,
Connecticut, in 1908.

Lyautey Respected

Bluntly In His
Letters.

UST what a really great French-

man thought of England in
the days of their estrangment
comes to light very vividly in the
letters of  Marshal Lyautey con-
cerning his experiences in the Or-
ient and Africa. The period was
that of the Fashoda affair when
both English and French looked
askance at the other’s clalmg upon
tme East. And, of course, the Na-
poleonic and Revolutionary bogey
remained in the English mind and
the greedy and perfidious Albion
tradition was in the back of every
Frenchman’s head. \ ;

Lyautey apologizes in his pre-
face to English readers for what
here and there may appear hostil-
ity to the Empire’s work in the
East. The letters were written by
the then Major Lyautey to his
family, were not intended for the
publication now given them and
are naturally very frank. Lyautey
indulged his feelings of annoy-
ance that everywhere in his jour-
neys through Egypt on his way to
Tonkin and Madagascar he saw
the British uniform and the RBri-
tish flag. The redcoats and pith
helmets and Union Jacks were
enough to make any patriotic
Frenchman of the period bristle,
much more a major of twenty
years' service in the militarizing
influence of a republican army.

On the other hand, when the
worst was all said, there was plenty
on the other side. His admiration,
however, for the order and con-
tentment produced by British rule,
and his delight in the non-military
character of so many of the Bri-
tish ways entirely counteract the
adverse comments. It is enough
to say that when Lyautey joined
the staff of Gallieni in /Tonkin,
or French Indo-China, he furth-
ered the adoption of similar meth-
ods.

and Hated England
French Marshal Writes Very

LADY WORTHINGTON-EVANS.

Dr. Cuno Sééking

American Support

German Naval Magnate is Second

Only to the Great

Stinnes.

WG O FHE  FERST;;

Hugo Stinnes, now the first

formerly

of a line of industrial: rulers
of Germany, is said to permit op-
position to his regime. Hence the

visit of Dr. Cuno, president of the
Hambourg-American Line to the
United States.

Shortly ‘after the revolution
which accompanied the armistice,
Stinnes wanted to control the,
Hambourg-American, but it is
said that he was thwarted in his
pupose by Dr. Cuno and his as-
sociates.

Stinneg has

been swiftly in-

DR. CUNO.

creasing his power until he is
actually the most powerful indi-
vidual in Germany. In fact, he
is stronger than parties, corpora-
tions and states. He is boss. If
he should decide that the Hozen-
zollerns or Wittelsdachs or some
other royal house should be re-
stored in order to play puppet em-
peror, why they will return and
not till then.

But he has not crushed CTuno.
This resourceful and shrewd
magnate was ' a great figure in
German shipping before the war,
and was as prominent during the
war as the British navy permitted,
which is to say that he was prac-
tically in retirement. His ships
were in Hoboken or Hamburg, or
in the British or American ser-
vice, or dodging British warships,
or in Davy Jones’ locker.

Since the war the Herr Doktor
has been trying to regain for the
Fatherland her maritime position.
A few days ago he came to this
continent and called on President
Harding to discuss the proposed
entry of the United States into the
larger shipping enterprises of the
world as an assoclate of her late
enemy. “
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YOUNG woman worker
in a Yorkshire mill, Miss
Elizabeth Brook, has just
returned to Wooldale, near
Huddersfield, « after a twelve
months’ foreign tour, which
she paid for out of her savings.
Although Miss Brook’s earn-
ings were only about £2 a week,
she saved enough money to vis-
it Australia, New Zealand, Cey-
lon, Egypt, and Italy. She
has now restarted work at a
mill.

Lloyd Georgé and Rothschild

May Be United in Matrimony

\, i/

“Political” Judges

Are Under Scrutiny
Sir Rigby Swift Is One Of Lloyd

Old

George’s
M. P.s.

Shiehis JIH
MONG those who retain the
politician’s smile within the
judge’s wig there is none more
celebrated than Hon. Sir Rigby
Philip Watson Swift, judge of the
King’s Bench division of the High
Court of Justice since 1920, son
of a lawyer, himself a barrister,
husband of a shipowner’s daugh-
ter, bencher of Lincoln’s Inn, re-
corder of Wigan, and former
member of the House of Commons
for his native St. Helens.

Not only titles but judgeships
have come under scrutiny in Eng-
land of late. The bestowals of
ermine as well as of letters patent
are said to have been tinged
with politics. Lloyd George, of
course, ig said to be the slippery
person who has widened the do-
main of the great god Patronage.
If so, he has not been careful to
play the good Liberal, for Justice

SIR RIGBY SWIFT.

' Swift is (or rather Sir Rigby
Swift was) a Conservative. As a
member of that party he sat at
Westminster from 1910 to 1918, but
it must be admitted that he was a
very good supporter of the Coali-
tion and of Lloyd George.

Now, however, this eminent
lawyer and debater has left the
hurly-burly and looks quite med-
jaeval with three-cornered hat
and full judicial regalia. Born in
1874, he is comparatively young
for such honors. He was gradu-
ated a bachelor of laws by Lon-
don University and wag called to
the bar as long ago as 1895. For
many years he rode the northern
circuit and then commenced his
judicial experience as recorder of

Wigan seven years ago, so that by °

this time the political taint should
have left hig person.

Aged Pair Motor

From Far Oregon
Visit Old Ontario Home Travel-

ling In New Style.

By V. D. ROWELL.
EVENTY-THREE and seventy

years old respectively, Mr.
and Mrs. John A. Shaw, trdvelled
3 020 miles by automobile from
Albany, Oregon, to revisit Mr.
.Shaw’s old home in West Mis-
souri township, Ontario, making
the trip half way across the con-
tinent in just 19 days.

They arrived in London on
the 49th anniversay day of their
wedding and spent some time vis-
iting the few old friends who
have remained east throughout the
46 years since Mr. and Mrs. Shaw
took up their residence on the
Pacific Coast,. where Mr. ‘Shaw
engaged in the lumber trade.

Camping equipment enabled
them to eat and sleep in their
car, hotel and railroad time-
tables troubling them never once
during the long journey. Only
a single puncture and a 15-min-
ute shower marred to any degree
the pleasure of their trip.

After a few days spent ‘at
Thamesford, Ont., with relatives,
Mr. and Mrs. S8haw will start back
for Albany, Ore., in the car which
Mr. Shaw has driven 55,000 miles

~ during the five years he has had
it

LADY MYRA WILD.

Lady Wild Ambitious

For Gifted Husband

While Judge Climbs in Alps, She

Climbs in Society.

ADY MYRA WILD, is the wife
of Sir Ernest Edward Wild,
newest judges,

and a daughter of the late
‘William Barnard, J.P., Great Yar-
mouth. She is now in the swim
of London society, having left her
husband in Switzerland in order
to return to her social duties. Sir
Ernest is poet and Alpinist as well
as one very learned in the law.
This Summer he is: spending in
mountain climbing among the
Swiss Alps, but has found time to
write some poems. These Lady
Wild has brought back with her
and ig taking them to the pub-
lishers.

Sir Ernest is very modest; for
example, he calls his mountain
climbing merely ‘“‘scrambling
among the Alps,” and his poems
would scarcely see the light of
day were it not for the confi-
dence and devotion of his wife.
Already at her suggestion and
with her encouragement he has
published numerous articles and
poems, besides lectures on
Spenser’s Faerie Queene, Books [
and II. That is not so bad for
one who has been an inspector of
police, a crown prosecutor and re-
corder of the City of London. And
it indicates that his wife’s ambi-
tions are many-sided.

one of Britain’s

From Telégraph, Boy
to Chief Engineer

O rise from telegraph boy to
Chief Engineer at the Post
Office is an achievement that has

only beeén accomplished by one
man. That man is Sir William
Nokle, who has just retired after
a career that is more thrilling
than any story in fiction,

When he was sixteen he became
a telegraph boy at ‘—elve shillings
a week in Aberdeen. For the
next sixteen years he worked hard
all day and studied hard most of
the night, gradually improving his
position.
as an afternoon’s holiday, but put

in fourteen hours’ work every day .

of the week all the year round.
Then his great chance came. He
was sent to London, and finally,
after holding every position on the
enginering side of the Post Office,
reached the top and became Chief
Engineer. .

To Sir Willilam is due the credit
for installing the Post Office tele-
phone system in London at the
beginning of this century. It is
the only part of his life, he says,
that he would not willingly have
over again. -

i ]

LOKED HEWART, |

| rumor,

He never took as much _

GTHE younger daughter of the

house of David Lloyd George
may-be united in marriage to the
heir of the ancient Jewish house

of\Sassqon, according to London
Two more magnetic per-
sonalities it would be difficult to
imagine than Miss Megan Lloyd
George and Sir Philip Sassoon. The
latter has been the magnet for
many of the pounds sterling of the
world, and, in addition to his im-
mense inheritanceg of wealth, has
made much money. He has been
very close to the Prime Minister,
perhaps closer of recent years than
even Lord Reading or Sir Herbert
Samuel. So fond, indeed, does
the little Welshman seem to be of
Jewish brilliance that the ex-
ponents of the Anglo-Israel theory
of historic interpretation are said
to rely on this David as their chief
stock-in-trade.

The Sassoons are, of course, the
representatives of great financial
interests and of recent years Lloyd
George sees more virtue in wealth
than he did in the old Limehouse
days. Sir Philip Albert Gustave
David Sassoon is a grandson of
Baron Gustave de Rothschild, and
may be taken as the permanent
Rothschild ambassador to the
Court of St. James and to No. 10
Downing Street. He is the owner
of Lympne, which was recently
a centre of international states-
craft. It may be presumed that
when Lloyd George and Briand
met there, nothing contrary to the
sentiments of their hosts was per-
petrated, the Palestine mandate
was left secure and international

SIR PHILIP SASSOON. '

banking interests were not preju-
diced. y

Miss Megan also has a great
charm for the Welsh Titan, for
in most of hig recent intimate
photographs she is as essential
a figure as his cigar or his grate
fire. Perched on the arm of his
chair she ig petite and attractive,
to say the least. It is said that
she has much of her father’'s per-
sonal magnetism and charm as a
conversationalist. The “Gentle-
man with a Duster” in his Mirrors
of Downing Street snorts angrily
at Lloyd George for preferring her
to divines, statesmen and noble
lords. g

If Sir Philip wins Megan, his
standing with David seems assured,
although the greatest of politicians
has been known to shed a friend
or two in passing. He is already
parliamentary secretary to the
premier. As son-in-law he would
have little to learn of the way to
the great man’s heart. If he failed
to persuade ILloyd George of the
wisdom of any great move of the
Rothschilds, then perhaps his
wife could again assume the role
of daughter and confidante for an
evening, light hig cigar and fondle
his mane, and once again the
Rothschild empire would be safe.

These are fascinating possibili-
ties, and no wonder London gossips
are intrigued by their very dis-
cussion. Megan, from being a
commoner, would become the
baronet’s lady and as rich as even
the Countess of Rocksavage, Sir
Philip’s beautiful sister. No won- *
der all the dowagers have their
knives whetted for her already,
for Sir Philip is one of the finest
catches in all England.

HOW TO BE FAMED
FIVE YEARS SOONER

HE Lord Chief Justice, Lord
Hewart, started his career as
a journalist in the Presg Gal-
lery at the House of Commons.
At a dinner which was given to
him the other evening he spoke
of hig reporting days as the hape
piest of his life.

At the same dinner the Lord
Chancellor, Lord Birkenhead, said
that he was quite sure that if he
had been a member of the Press
Gallery he would have reached his

present position at least five years
before he did. R :




1}

Tféb) TORONTO SUNDAY

Surrey Cricketers

In British

Lead
Cha‘mpionship

London, June 26 (by mail).
AIN which was the causeof stop-
R ping four cricket matches of the
county program yesterday, is still
falling, and threatens to play havoc
with the pleasure of ﬁhe tourists from
all parts of the world who lpve to see
England at play. Surrey still,, heads
the counties in the race for the cham-
pionship with eight wins and no losses
and a percentage of 84 Yorkshire,
Lancashire and Notts are tied for sec-
ond place with a percentage of 75. Each
of them has nine wins to the credit
side of the ledger, but Lancashire has
lost two matches and Notts three
against one Yorkshire loss, the percent-
age being equalized by the method by
which the advantage gained in the first
innings is taken into account.
Hardings still leads in the batting
averages, although he has not played so
many innings as some of his confreres.
He has been fifteen times to the wick-
ets for an average of 83. Russell, who
is’ batting magnificently this ‘season
with over 1,400 runs made already, 18
second with an average of 76.94 for'ZI
innings, a fraction above Hendren, \V.lf.h
an average of 76.78 for 15 completed in-
nings. The popular favorite Hobbs
comes next with an average of 74 to
prove that he is still to be ranked as
one of England’s greatest batsmen.
Among the Dbowlers the veteran
Rhodes still continues to occupy t_‘lrst
place with an average of 10,48 per wick-
et, having secured the dismissal of 48
men. F¥. B. R. Browne comes second
with 37 batsmen disposed of for 12.30
runs each, and Macaulay, with.an aver-
age of 12.80 for 67 wickets. RIc)_lmond.
who is rapidly approaching his 100
wickets, has secured them at a.cost of
12.93 runs apiece, while Parkin, still
probably the most deadly bowler, all
things considered, has sent back 92
batsmen for an average of 16.04 each.
Sandham was added to the list of men
who have completed their hundred runs
already this season, the other notables
in the list being Russell Hobbs, J. W.
Hearne and Makepeace.

The surprise of the week in cricket
circles was the defeat of Kent by
Northamptonshire by 154. ' This was es-
pecially remarkable in view of the fact
that Kent ‘led on the first innings by
ten runs. In the second innings Kent
was dismissed for 71, the honors he-
ing divided between Murdin, who got
7 wickets for 44, and Woolley, who got
3 for 24.

Notts beat Middlesex, and the once
invincible Middlesex eleven is fast slip-
ping down the table. “Plum” ‘Warner,
the great captain, now writes enter-
tainingly of cricket from the pavjlxon,
and delights & host of readers. ''The
feature of the match was the fine play
of Payton of Notts, -who made 80 and
68 not out.

Cambridge just managed to avert de-
feat at the hands of Surrey. The match
was continued on the last day until
seven o'clock. A curious feature of the
game was the fact that in the Surrey
second innings every man on the side
was disposed of by a ecatch = Sandham
contributed a magnificently played 195,

An unusual match at Lords this week
was that between the London clergy and
the Southwark clergy. A cricket match
with twenty-two clerical players is an
unusual event. :

Robertson Glasgow, the Oxford bowl-
er, has been doing . better during the
last few matches. He got six wickets
for 40 runs in the match against Lei-

cester, and great things are expected
of Ihim when the varsity match is play-
ed mext month.

Perhaps the finest bowling perform-
ance of the week in what was certainly
2 bowflers’ paradise was ¢hat of Wad-
dington, of Yorkshire, which brought
about the collapse of Kent Waddington,
who gof eight wickets for 39 runs, and
during one stage of the game his analy-
sis read as follows: Six wickets, two
runs—a marvellous performance.

The openxchamplonship has been writ-
ten about and talked about until there
seems nothimg left to say. George Dun-
can might' easlly have won but for a
run of bad luck, which gave him an
81 in the ecritical third round. As it
was he was beaten by one stroke, and
his . final roumd was a marvellous ex-
hibition of machine-like golf.” Then
came Long Jim Barnes. followed by
Jock Hutchison, C. A. Whitcombe, a
rising English pro, with J. H. Taylor
next. which after all is not such a bad
showing for the Britishers. It is the
first time in the history of golf that
an American-born has won the ‘open.
Tt was won by superd putting, g

W. W. MacKenzie, 'who is a member
of the British team' tkat is to tour
America and Canada. won the Lothian
championship , at  GuMane this week,
beating D. M. Stewart in the final by
four and three.

W. I. Hunter, who is to play In the
American and Canadian open champlion-
ships this year, won the Porter’'s Park
open with Some magnificent golf, win-
ning the King George V. Coronation
Cup with a 72 in the morning or one
stroke below the course record, and a
75 in the afternoon. A

Croquet, which used to be gz game for
social enjoyment in the days when
hoops and . crinolines were in fashion,
has its followers to-day, who, however,
have brought the game to such a pitch
of 'science  that its former followers
would scarcely know it. The coveted
trophy in the world of croquet is the
(Y%9ld - Medal at Roehampton. This year
Trevor Williams beat Captain® O’Calla-
ghan in the finals after a neck and
neck race. The gold medal for women
was won by Miss N. S. L. Gilchrist.

There were some capital perform-

ances in the London Athletic Club meet-
ing last Saturday, when in spite of the
heavy track, due to the rain, the Guy’s
Hospital athlete, C. L, Steyn, won the
hundred in ten seconds flat. The 600
vards was a fine race between H. B.
Stallard and his fellow university man,
®. D. Mountain;, who is one of the fin-
est runners. in  England. Mountain is
by no means robust, and has been out
of training for some time past, under
doctor’s orders. Moreover, he is better
at the half mile than the shorter dis-
tance. This does not, however, detract
from the great performance of Stallard,
who got home in the excellent time of
1 minute 14 4-5 seconds.
* The centre of interest in the racing
world has been the running of the’
Grand Prix, which is the richest rac-
ing prize in the world, being worth
$80,000. For three years in succession
Fnglish horses have gone over. and
brought it back, but this year the prize
went to Kefalin, owned by a Greek resi-
dent of Paris but ridden superbly . by
Steve Donoghue, who beat Stern on
Ramus by sheer skill in riding.

Vilna won the June Rose Handicap.
The British Dominions’ handicap which
is worth $7,000 only attracted six run-
ners, and went to Pretty Polly, owned
by Lord-Penrhyn, and ridden by the ir-
repressible Steve Donoghue. Pretty
Polly is about the only two-year-old who
had mnot previously been seen this sea-
son, and her running roused much fav-
orable comment, :

¢ OME days ago we put this query up

to Walter Hagen, holder of almost

every golf title at one time or an-
other ever invented—'Isn’t it true that
the greatest difference between a star
and an average golfer, in a scoring way,
is .the comparative difficulty each has
in getting out of trouble? Where you
would waste only one stroke, or no
stroke at all, from the sand or the
rough, the duffer might easily lose two

or: three.” ;

“phat is true in a way,” Hagen said.
“But only in a way.  In the first place,
when we are off line we have generally
carried the first bunkers, and. so are
penalized by the rough. Take a hole
from 350 to 400 yards in length. =L
hook or slice to the rough, I am gen-
erally 240 yards or so on my -Way.
From this place I can get home with a
mashie niblick, ordinarily. This means
I can get home without any penalty, as
it ‘is no great trick to get out of the
rough with this club. ;

S4Byt take the average player—when
he gets in the rough he is usually a
long way from the green. He doesn’t
want to lose a stroke, so he tries too
hard to make up the distance, usually
taking the wrong club. And  the
chances are he will still be in the
rough, because he has either iifted his
head or has overswung.

Getting Out of Trouble.

“Most golfers go at the business of
getting out of trouble in the wrong
mental attitude. They are pressing.
mentally, before they even get to the
pball. They have, an idea some extra
physical effort is needed and that they
must swing with everything they have.
They grip the club so tightly there is
no snap left to the wrists. ;

“What they should do is to grip the
club even lighter than usual. They
are now facing a shot where the
wrists are badly needed for the flick or
snap. They should make up . their
minds pot to try to tear up _all.the
neavy grass in sight, for the big idea
here is not to kill the ball, to slog it
out, but to catch it as cleanly as pos-
sible—a stroke calling more  for deli-
cacy than anything else. This means
that the body must not be swayed, the
head must be held still, and, more than
all, the body must not be thrown in
ahead of the stroke, one of the most
common of all mistakes in getting out
of trouble.

Out of Bunkers.

“Phe same is true of a bunker shot,”
Hagen continued. ‘‘The main idea here
among SO many seems to be that the
club must be gripped with all you've
got, to be followed by a wild swing in
the | general direction of the
around the ball. ;

“Now, a bunker shot must be hit at
just the right place back of the ball
Tt is another delicate operation. So
when one gets into a bunker the first
thing he should do is to see that his

feet are firmly planted and are not

going to give way in the sand during
the swing. He should then grip the
club  Kghtly, to allow the wrists full

play. The next point is to alm for a

sand

wide Jee
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spot just back of the ball, and then
to hit firmly, but not too hard; with
the body kept fairly still. If the body
gets into this stroke or the shoulder
dips after the club head, there is sure
to be a miss. In other words, don’t
try too hard. You are not supposed to
empty out all the sand in one .stroke.
If the blade of the niblick is flicked in
or snapped at the right place, the ball
is coming out. 3

“It is important to get away from
that idea of over-effort in getting out
of trouble—the feellng that you must
hit extra hard or must do sométhing
beyond the ordinary. Watch a first-
class golfer playing from a trap and
see how simple and compact his stroke
is, how little body he gets into the
shot, You will never see him gripping
the club so hard that his wrists are
stiff and like blocks of wood.”

“Have you ever suffered much at
any one or two holes in a medal round
from losing several: strokes in bunk-
ers?’. we asked.

‘“‘Rarely,” Hagen said.

“My main idea in a medal round is
to save strokes, not to gain them.
When I get into trouble I am willing to
take my chance at reaching the green,
but not if a slip will cost me extra
strokes, If I see I can’t get home, I
am satisfied to be sure that I am safe-
ly out somewhere on the fairway. If
I have a bad lie, I figure I have lost
a stroke, and play it that way, be-
cause I don’t want to lose two strokes.
A 5 on a 4 hole won't hurt you, but a
6 or a 7 is: hard to get back. I don’t
think I took over a 6 at Sandwich, and
1 took two or three of these mainly be-
cause, after playing safe, I  missed
fairly short putts.

‘“The golfer who is afraid of trouble,
who feels that he may lose two or
three strokes right here, is up against
it, for he is almost sure to lift his
head or to swing back too fast in his
eagerness to get out in a hurry. The
greater his fear, the harder he will
try and the heavier his penalty. Watch
Vardon playing out of long grass—it
looks to be a simpler, easier stroke
than from the fairway—almost no ef-
fort at all, because he knows he can’t
afford to swing too hard where control
of the club head is so important.

Copyright, 1922, New York Tribune, Inc.

LENGLEN AND MALLORY.

S between Mrs. Mallory and Mlle.
Lenglen it has always been a mat-
ter of better temperament on one

side and greater skill on the other. The
lady giving battle for the Fleur-de-lis,
as a stroke-maker, is easily the greatest
feminine tennis star that sport has
ever sent to the lists. And certainly
sport has known few finer tournament
temperaments than Mrs. Mallory sup-
ports, with iron-rimmed determination
featuring the outlay.

SONG OF THE BRITISH GOLF CUP,
AR away from the old-time cheer,

Held in a distant den, {4
I spend a week end at home each

year,
And then I must leave again.
I retturn each June by the well-worn
But

rack, ot
sox}x{lebody grabs rﬁe and hauls me

/

!
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Cricket Is Taking
Hold In Canada

Many Cities Plan to Have Cricket
Week Next Year.
" BY ARTHUR FIELD.
HE uncrowned king of cricket in

Toronto is R. A. Leaker, the orig-

inator of Canada’s first Cricket
Week. S¢ full ot enthusiasm and big
cricket ideas is he, that at times the
entire.force of the Executive Committee
and the whole mass of the Toronto and
District: Qricket  Council, have to oust
him  off the safety valve or the cricket
machine would blow up. Leaker's
middle name should be ‘Pep.” . He
should . be justly proud of the many
signs that alrdgady point to the benefits
accrued from his pet scheme of gather,
ing the best cricketers of Ontario ap
Quebec . at .Toronto to battle against
each other.

Among the many benefits already obh-
servable is the fact that the non-players
have . realized that gz good brand of
cricket is ‘provided in Toronto weekly.
To" many this came as a distinct sur-
prise. An old gentleman remarked the
other day that he was surprised to see
in"an afternoon’s drive, no less than

three properly organized cricket
matches in progress in cup competi-
tions, in the city limits of Toronto.

First,” he :passed the Kxhibition Park,
and tarried awhile te see two teams of
cricketers in’ action; later he came to
the Trimity College grounds, and there
were two more sets of ‘““flannelled fools”
busy making averages; gn Dproceeding
on his way, he encoun(%ered another
match in progress on the Varsity
Campus. ‘“‘Bless my soul,” he said, I
had to rub my eyes to see if I was
still in Canada.”

That the fraternal spirit so essential
to the growth of any sport was boosted
by cricket week is easily demonstrated
by the formation of the Ontario Cricket
Council, a provincial body made up of
delegates from local bodies in various
parts of Ontario, The fact that three
of the biggest. boosters of the sport in
the province were elected to office in
the new organization assures its suc-
cess. These are Mr. G, P. Woods, as
president, R. A. Leaker as secretary-
treasurer, and that ‘grand .old man’’
of cricket, J. P. Jaffray, of Galt, as
vice-president. If there were no further
results from ericket week than the
one matter of the formation of this
provincial cricket governing body, the
week would have been justified. But
there are many other results showing
already.

Other provincial cricket organizations
have already been proposed, due to the
example set by Ontario. We under-
stand that Mr. France-Hughes, of Win-
nipeg, has set the ball rolling for a
similar organization for Manitoba, while
Mr. G. Farrabee, of Montreal, is formu-
lating plans. for a Quebec provincial
organization, This means that the en-
tire Dominion will fall in line, province
by provinee, until cricket is properly
organized from Coast to Coast.

Toronto had the first Cricket Week
in the Dominion, but it will not enjoy
that monopoly long, for Ottawa has al-
ready commenced planning for a Cricket
Week in the ecapital city in the season
of 1923. Tt is a fairly safe bet to make
that the ‘“‘Ambitipus City” will also
have its ambitions aroused in a similar
direction,  For Hamilton has an ener-
getic cricket enthugiast in’ the person
of Ben J. Prior, “who has
cricket in Hamilton from one team to
a proper league with six teams in it,
and others falling ‘in line, ~All these
cricket officials =~ met during Cricket
Week. Advice was exchanged, difficul-
suggestions made, and
problems solved.

Some of the suggestions made by the
old-time cricketers who gathered here
are well worthy of serious considera-
tion. One suggestion made in the event
of an FEnglish touring team visiting
Canada was, that a series of test
matches be played, one in Montreal,
with others in Toronto, Ottawa, and
Western Ontario, besides the series of
provincial matches which would natur-
ally be arranged against the tourists.

That there is every likelihood of a
good amateur English eleven visiting
Canada. in the near future was made
possible by the fact that an invitation
and a challenge has been sent over with
the touring team of Mr. Norman Sea-
gram. There is not the slightest
doubt but that  during Mr. Sea-
gram’s tour he will run across a club
willing te take ‘the trip to Canada in
responge to the invitation and challenge
given by Mr. G. B. Woods to Mr. Sea-
gram to pass on during his tour.

Publicity is the lifé of any sport,
cricket got its fair share of space on
the sporting pages of no less than 95
Canadian .publications during cricket
week, which demonstrates the import-
ance that the sporting scribes now rea-
lize belongs to cricket matters, and for
the first time in its career cricket and
cricketers broke into the ‘‘movies.” A
Provincial Government film was taken
of-all the most exciting incidents during
the week, which will be shown to hun-
dreds of movie fans  throughout the

| province.

One man who worked hard and un-
heralded during the week, and whose
untiring ‘efforts materially helped in the
success of the event was the Toronto
‘grand old man’’ of cricket, F. J. Davis.
He was in charge-of the ground arrange-
ments of both grounds. He looked after
the teams and fans so well that he
scon earned for himself the nick-name
of ‘Dad.” Every fan 'had a seat, the
players dressing rooms with shower
bath accommodation, the’ ‘“grub’” tent
for the players, the refreshment tent
for the fans, the thoughtful accommo-
dation for returned men from the local
hospitals, the splendid press accom-
modation, the scorers’ test with seats,
score cards, paper, names of the mem-
bers of teams, nothing was forgotten.
Fans ceased to be fans and became
cricket guests under the clever man-
agement of the able grounds manager.

Among other things that the Cricket
‘Week produced was a cricket bard, who
burst forth into verse anent the bowl-
ing of Baber, of the Quebec team, whose
bowling kept more than one member of
the Ontario eleven feeling somewhat
nervous.  The bard is a modest man,
and has signed himself ‘“The 0.M.O.”
His masterpiece is entitled ‘“The Baber
Shimmy’’:

The glorious game of cricket, on a turf

; or matting wicket,

Leads all the other sports, I proudly

claim;
And did not Mr. Baber, with a minimum
of labor,

First introduce the shimmy to the

game?
With«a dozen little wriggles, and an-
. other dozen wiggles,
He does a funny fox trot to the
crease;
The bhatsman does not like it; and the
ball, he cannot strike it,

Comes breaking, and his mind is not

at peace. ¢

We know that Mr. Maillie does most
carelessly and gaily
Send down the hated ball
with skill,
But by Jupiter and Jimmie, it is noth-
. ing to the ‘‘shimmy”’
That gets the puzzled batsman with
a chill. : ;
If the clever Mr, Baber, with a mini-
mum of labor
Would change his fox-trot shimmy to
i a run,
The glorious game of cricket, on a turf
. ' or matting wicket, [
Could placidly be played and lost or
won.

“googly”’

boosted |-

{ their requirements.

NEGRO HEAVYWEIGHT WHOSE CHALLENGE HAS BEEN

ACCEPTED.

Harry Wills, colored heavyweight champion, whose challenge has been

.BY J. V. McAREE.

IR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE offers
as a parting bouquet to the Amer-

cans, who, as a result of prohi-
bition listened more tolerantly to his dis-
quisitions upon spiritism, than his own
conutrymen, the statement that he will
try to introduce baseball into England.
“It is a noble game,” he says. “It is the
game England needs,”” and the New
York Times is good enough to add that
“English youth have the physique and
aptitude to excel at baseball if they were
to take it up.” The Times is right, but
at the moment we recall the name of
only one major league player of note
who was born in Great Britain, and that
is Larry Gardner, an erstwhile 'star of
the Boston and Chicago Sox. The Irish
have shown a particular aptitude for
baseball, and before the Dutch began to
crowd them for highest honors it was
accepted as an infallible earmark of a
‘“natural” ball player to have an Irish
name. Even to this day, a player who
does not belong to the Knights of Col-
umbus labors under a handicap.

VERBODY  who knows anything
about baseball, except the
Americans, knows ‘that the

game isTustadeveIopment and im-
provement of the old English game
of rounders, as hockey is a develop-
ment of shinny., The Americans, as
a rule, have a hazy notion that it
was invented spontaneously ‘either

by the Pilgrim Fathers or the sign-
ers of the Declaration of Independ-
ence and that it was Abraham Lin-
coln who finally abolished the rule
by which second base was out. But
‘the Father of Professional Baseball
was an Englishman named, Harry
Wright. He and his brother, George,
members of a family of noted cricket
players went to the United States
in 1852, to play cricket. Finding it
difficult to interest the Americans
in the national game, of England
they philosophically accepted base-
ball and it was not long before they
were outstanding players. Indeed, in
his “History and Records of Base-
ball’”’,” Franecis C. Richter says that
Harry Wright was the greatest team
organizer and manager in the history
of the sport. Brother George was
the unequalled shortstop of his time.
and there linger veterans who recall
his quickness and accurate throwing,

AMHEREFORE the New York Times is
well within the mark in saying

Il that English youths have the
physique and aptitude to excel at base-
ball if they turn their minds.to it. What
we are inclined to doubt is the probabil-
ity of baseball taking the place of eith-
er cricket or football in England.. We
use the word without snobbish intent
when we say that cricket is a gentle-
man’s game, in the sense that football
is the game for the masses. To play
cricket implies almost as much leisure
as to play golf, and men who work for
their living, have not, as a rule, the
time to spend. The gentlemen who play
cricket and the gentlemen who watch
them find that the game satisfies all
It would be diffi-
cult to convert a cricketer used to cry-
ing ‘‘Played, sir! Well played, sir,”” in a
carefully modulated voice, as he gently
smote his thumb nails together, into
a dishevelled fanatic hurling pop bottles
at the umpire or howling ‘“Take him
out, the big bum!”lAs for the English

hoi polloi, football &,.d racing are satis-
factory and sufficierit.

; accepted by Jack Dempsey, heavyweight champion of the world.

HERE 'have been in the past
*/ deveral-attempts made to intro-

duce baseball abroad, but they
have not been more successful than
efforts to introduce other American
. colloquiaisms. In 1874, two pro-
fessional  teams, the Bostons and
the -Athletics visited England and
Ireland, and gave ' a dozen or So
games in some of the larger English

cities ;and’' in Dublin. They also
played seven games of cricket and
won them all because their cour-
teous hosts permitted them to play
six extra men. The total receipts
of the tour fell short of $2,000, so
we .presume’ the attendance must
hayve been’'about as great as though,
quoits had been the games. We
can readily understand why ‘this
should have been so, because to the
non-initiated baseball is the most
unspectacular of games, as it is also
the most difficult of games to ex-
i)la'in to anyone who has never seen
t

N 1889, A. G. Spalding made a tour of
H the world with his Chicago' team

and a picked all-American team.
They played in Australia, Ceylon, Egypt,
Italy, France, England, Scotland and
Ireland. This tour was reported to
have been satisfactory to all concern-
ed. The third tour, which is set down
in the records as a ‘great artistic and
financial . success,”” was undertaken
after the close of the 1913 season, and
was conducted by John McGraw and
his Giants and Charles Comiskey and
hig White Sox. They played in Japan,
Australia, the Philippines, Ceylon,
Egypt and England, King ‘George hon-
ored .the:. London game K by appearing,
and shook hands with the players. Cur-
iosity was no doubt largely responsible
for the size of the crowds that turn—
ed out. The games were well adver-
tised, but daimly understood, and there
was no dearth of public applause though
there was a feeling that the pitchers in
trylng to deceive the batters, instead of
co-operating with them heartily in the
production of long, safe hits, were per—
h}z:'ps guilty of questionable sportsman-
ship. : \

EVERTHELESS, ' despite these
evangelical efforts, baseball has
not taken hold in England or

Australia. It shows promise of de-
velopment in the Philippines and in
Japan, from which we infer that in
these countries there were already
existing no national games, better
suited to the physique and tasks of
the inhabitants, if we except cock-
fighting in the Philippines.~ The
Japs, as adopters and adapters of
‘Western civilization would be nat-
urally hospitable to the great Am-
erican game, and we understand
that ‘it is making rapid progress
there, and that when the next Am-
erican tour is made Jap teams may
be found to offer decent opposition.
The game is played in Japanese
universities. It is congenial to the
Jap’s physique, andi perhaps to his
character, We can hardly expect
Japan to produce a Babe Ruth, but
there is no reason why it,should not
turn out a Johnny Evers or a Willie
Keeler,

Y ANADA, of course, is an American
satrapy as far as baseball is con-

. cerned, and despite the gratifying
revival of lacrosse, is likely to continue
to be. one. Cuba will also become a
_baseball playing country, because of
its proximity to the United States and
American influence there. But we
should think that a more promising
field for baseball propaganda than Eng-
land. would be Australia, which is un-
doubtedly the greatest sporting and
athletic country in the world, taking
due account of its small population.
The climate permits outdoor games
throughout the year—and the same
games—those suitable to the Summer,
to the Fall and to the Winter. ‘The
Aust;-alia.ns tend to length and height,
physical conditions which are an ad-
vantage in many sports, and finally the
parent stock is not inferior to the best
in the world.  Maybe it is a shade
better. In cricket, football and tennis,

Auction Bridge
By i

R. F. FOSTER. .

Author of ‘Foster. On Auction’,-"}
“Auction Made Easy,” . ‘‘Fost-
er's Complete Hoyle,” stc.

NE of the things that beginners

seem to be slow to realize is

the weakness of their position
when opposed to the .declarer, and
the importance of strengthening that
position by every means in their
power.

The great advantage of ‘the de-
clarer is that he knows what he is
doing. As soon as dummy’s cards
are laid down, he can see just what
his silent partner has, and what
cards in that hand can be used to
the greatest advantage in combina-
tion with hig own. .

The declarer makes no false starts.
He never begins by leading ‘a suit
that is absolutely hopeless, while he
has other suits in which something
can be accomplished. He never plays
a small card of a suit in which
dummy cannot possibly win a trick,
when he might easily play some-
thing in\which dummy could run- off
the game. 4 :

His adversaries do these things all
the time, simply because they do not
know any better. ' If they could see
each other’s hands, there would be a
remarkable reversal of the figures
that show how.often the declarer can
win games that might have been
saved; and make contracts that
should have been set.

It is the business of the adver-
saries to get on a level with the de-
clarer as far as possible and as soon
as possible. Although they cannot
gee each other’s hands, they can at
least tell each other about certain
suits, and perhaps later they may be
able to convey some information
about other suits.

This can be done only by intelli-
gent leading and by the use .of the
several echoes, unblocking - plays
and encouraging discards that con-
vention has placed at their disposal.
These require no more care and at-
tention in their use than the care
and attention given by the declarer
to the possibilities of combining his
cards with dummy’s. The trouble
is that so many players do not put
on the whole armor of defence.

Take one simple rule, and watch
how many players fail to avail them-
selves of it. It is conventional be-
fore leading your partner’s suit, to
show an ace-king suit of your own,
if you are fortunate to have. one.
The same is true if you have an ace-
king suit and can return your part-
ner’s suit. The situation has been
illustrated in these articles. You
win the first round of your partner’s
suit, and go right back with it. What
is he’'going to do when he is through
with his suit? Had you shown your
ace by leading the king, he would
know. i

When opening a suit of your own,
there are ways of indicating whe-
ther or not you have any outside
tricks. The leads from A Q J and
A J 10 are familiar examples. When
opening a suit that you hope to
establish, you may or may not have
‘any re-entries, but in case you have
three re-entries, you can afford to
show that you have two of them
left. Players do not show only two
winning cards unless their suit can

be established in one round. Take
this deal.
Q10653
& 87653
Lol &
'® 8 ,
OAKQ’ Ty V48142
O 10764 0 83
0.“0853i 2 leJ12
L2 eg i
& KQ10
O AQJIE2
® AQB4

This went the rounds of seventeen
tables in a duplicate game, and fif-
teen of the declarers made five odd,
or a little slam. Z dealt and bid no-
trump, and was left to play it. Some
of those who held A’s cards started
right off with the spades, while
others led one round of hearts, to
show their re-entry, and t hen went
to the spades. |

Those who led a heart first and
then a spade, saved the slam by get-
ting a trick with the ace of clubs.
On getting in with the spade queen,
Z had to establish the clubs before
losing dummy’s only sure re-entry,
the king of diamonds, in case the ace
of clubs was held up. Having spades,
B naturally returns that suit, and
7 takes the rest of the tricks. -

Not a single table in the room
saved this game. In one or two
cases Y took out the no-trumps
with two clubs. Many players. are
coming to regard six trumps of any
kind as a good take-out when they
have a singleton. Those who play-
ed the hand at clubs had a good les-
son in the importance of the rule
not to lead trumps while you, have
any losing cards in the adversaries’
suit. A8 :

After trumping the second heart
with the queen, if dummy leads
king and ten, overtaking with the
jack, he loses a heart trick and the
game. Instead of that, if he trumps
with the ten, and leads two rounds
of spades, dummy can ruff again,
and then if he leads a small diamond
from dummy, the last heart can be
trumped, winning the game. o

The mistake that cost the game
against the mno-trumper was not
using the Foster echo, playing the
eight of hearts upon the king, when
A opened with that card. If A will
stop, look, and think, he must place
at least J 4 2 with B, and if he
goes right along with the hearts, to
unblock, instead of shifting to
spades, five hearts and the ace of
clubs must make, even if A leads
right up to the spade tenace for the
fourth trick.

This is the solution of problem
No. 115, in which * hearts were

Australia and New Zealand ask no
odds -of England. They have produced
great scullers, great boxers and at
least one amazing golfer. Australia
may be more hospitable to' innovations
in the world of sport than the Old
Country, as its earlier adoption of the
pari-mutuel indicates, and we believe
it might take kindlier to baseball than
England. So, if Conan Doyle had not
long since past the point where anyone
could adyvise him, we should suggest
that he choose Australia instead of
England as a site for baseball exten—
sion. But not being a spook, a guide,
a control, or 2 medium, we are not like-
ly to command his attention.

Copyright, 1922, by The Toronto Sun-
day World.
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HE big upset in baseball to date has
been the unexpected pace set by
the White Sox. The Great Kid, mean-
ing Mr. Gleason, has promulgated the
main miracle of the year, with a ball
club that, back in the whirl of April
blossoms, seemed \to be comfortably
housed in seventh p\lace. When the Sox
closed out June with a clatter of eight
straight victories there was a decided
commotion up and down the line, prov—
ing again the value of inspired leader-
ship. ;
» % 8
manager who can lose such ball
players as Weaver, Jackson, Felch,
Riseberg, Williams and Cicotte and
within a year be up again, clawing away
at second place, deserves all the olive

you can pack in a box car.
* * *
In No Hurry.

EW Tendler has been in no great

hurry to take his big shot at the
lightweight title, preferring to complete
his development before .risking a set-
back.

The Philadelphian has come forward
steadily in the last two years, acquiring
added experience and skill along the
route.

As a result of this wary policy, Tend-
ler now has sométhing better than an
outside chance to take possession of the
castle. At least he is no part of a set—
up, to be taken for granted before a
blow is struck. He knows his business
and he can hit.

/ = * -

ALTER Hagen is one of the few
golfers who jumped to the front
7 little competitive experience. In
his first start, 1913, he finished fourth.
In his second start, 1914, he finished
first. The same applies to Francis
Ouimet, who finished first in his first
open championship. But this isn’t the
normal procedure, Barnes had to wait
nine years, Evans eight years—and
most of the others are still waiting.
Which recalls the fact that it is Bobby
Jones’ third start in an open test. He
finished in a tie for eighth place in 1920.
Last Summer he finished in a tie for
fifth.

* * -

UTSIDE training is necessary ‘in all

games, but experience comes only

in competitions. - Which acéounts for
the fact that so many champion boxers,
after reaching the top, begin to skid
through lack of suitable opponents.
Dempsey will need more than one stir-
ring battle under his belt before he is
at his best again.
* * *

Rough on the Champs.
HE last few months have dealt none
too softly with the crown wearers.

Willie Hoppe got his notice last Win-
ter. Zbyszko shortly afterward.

Willie Hunter and Jock Hutchison
gave no coronets crowning their sandy

air.

“Morvich stumbled over a two-ply jolt,
and for six weeks ‘‘Babe’” Ruth found
existence as seamy as the ball he struck
at. i ;
Sisler seems to have Harry Heilman
displaced, but Rogers Hornsby is hang-
ing on to his putrple- toga with both
hands and his teeth. ; ~ >

Among the pitchers, Dutch Ruether is
setting a blinding pace that no one so
far has been. able to follow. The Brook-
lyn left-hander has been standing the
league on its collective head, with more
consistent ‘stuff on the ball than any
pitcher has shown for years.

* * *®
With the Usual.
AID: Walter Ruether to George H.

Ruth,
“r'd like to pitch to you, forsooth.”
‘“All right, I'll double that forsoother,”
Said George H. Ruth. to Walter Ruether.
* * *

2 :
HE Yankees now find themselves
embroiled with twelve successive

contests wherein St. Louis, Chicago and
Detroit are all parties of the second
part—the toughest combination that a
ball club can pick up along the Sum-
mer highway. If St. Louis can get by
this Eastern trip without being badly
dented, the Browns will return-home
leading favorites for the October show.
They have a machine that carries both
speed and power, but the main tests
usually come in the swirl of August
heat, where so many have melted away
before this. For that matter, there is
no reason why the Browns should melt
before the Yanks, as both spend most
of July and the latter half of August in
the same territory, with the Browns
favored by a September finish in the
vicinity of native sod.
1% * *®
LL of which is a light reminder that
the Yanks must also be listed

among the champs who have a thorny
road "ahead before collecting their share
of the next big pot
e B )
One Leonard-Tendier Feature,

HE Leonard-Tendler affair has a var-

ied number of attractive features.

But the leading asset of the entire
group is that both carry a punishing
punch. .

This will be no meeting between two
dancing masters who are unable to dent
the cuticle of a custard pie. There have
been several occasions when for certain
reasons Leonard decided to =save his
punches for later dates, being content

trumps, Z to lead, and Y-Z to win
all the tricks.,

7 opens with the queen of spades,
whether A covers or not, Y wins the
trick with the ace, and leads the
trump. If B. ducks, the five holds,
A discarding a diamond. Y then
leads a diamond, which Z over-
takes with the ace, so as to pick up
B’s trump. 3

On this trick, if A discards his
last diamond, Y will shed his queen,
and all Z’s are good. If A lets go
the king of spades, Y sheds the eight
of clubs, making a trick in each suit
by getting into the lead with the
diamond. If A. lets go one of his
clubs, Y discards the spade, and
makes two club tric*{s and a dia-
mond.

There are a number of variations
in the defence, but none of them is

{good enough to defeat the solution.

BRIDGE PROBLEl\I NO. 118.
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There are no trumps, and Z leads.
Y gnd Z want seven tricks. How do

thede get them? Solution next week.

to spar his way through without letting
the haymaker roam at large.

But there will be no check-rein applied
when he meets the Philadelyhian, as
Tendler is entirely too dangerous to be
taken lightly. There has been the usual
gossip of a 50-50 propositon .leading to
a return date, but, after the noisy chat-

ter following the Britton match, this
seems unlikely.
There is vastly more interest in

watching a match where both men can
hit—where there is always the possi-
bility that each blow will lead to a de-
finite conclusion. :
s @ =
The Top Challenger.

N facing Tendler, the champion Ig
ﬁqiating the top challenger on the
st.

Tendler iz fast and rugged, 'a first-
cass hitter, and by now an experienced
boxer, who knows his way around.

If Leonard -can clear this hurdle, he
will be out in the open country, which
may not be so pleasant after all, with
business at a low ebb for some time,
But, for all that, demolishing competi-
tion is better than taking oneé on the
phin or in the pit of the stomach, leav-
ing the harvest crop for the other entry,

ol e el o
EFEAT for any champion s bitter
enough, but it is doubly so, in view
of the fact that so many only re-
member the crown wearer as he ldoked in
his last stand. There are still many who
merely recall Jim Jeffries as thé. fat,
nearly bald, middle-aged citizen, who
wag no match for Jack Johnson. ' They
have no memory of the Jeffries from
1898 to 1904, a champion then so invin-
cible that any gossip of a worthy oppo-
nent was taken as a joke after he had
flattened out Jack Munro.
% e
HEN Dempsey and Leonard are fin-
ally knocked slant-eyed, there “will
be one big query left for .each:
“Who’d they ever lick, anyhow?’ This
same query follows them all.
*® * %® i
A Matter of Opinion.
<8 HY shouldn’t the Yankees beat out!
the Browns over the long route?”
asks F. L. H. “They have a far,
better pitching staff, and in Ruth they:
have a more dangerous hitter than!
Sisler.” G

That’s a matter of opinion. Sisler to-
day is the greatest ballplayer in either
league. He may not explode as many:
home runs as Ruth, but he is a 154~
game entry, who spends most of hisi
time somewhere on the bases, harassing
pitchers and either scoring or threaten~
ing to score.

The margin of a few extra home runs
means little when you consider Sisler's
margin of 100 points in the way of a
general average.

* * * '

Concerning Form.

b HAT does form amount to if you
get there?” inquires 4 correspon-
dent. ‘Results are .alt that count.”

Only in a way. -
. Form, in its last turnover, is'the eas-
iest way to get the correct results.

It is the elimination of waste, of un-
necessary effort. It is the short cut te
the right way. ; i

Take the case of Walter Johnsecm.
past master of pitching! form. Johnson;
began his major league career sixteen|
seasons back. His main asset was
blinding speed. ‘“Great while he's got|
it,”’ was the general verdict, ‘“‘but how
long can he ‘last?? ; A

The answer ‘is that in. his ‘sixteenth
campaign he is still presenting  shute
outs to the bewildered enemy.

Johnson, in pitching, has less waste
motion than any other one person wal
ever saw. His speed comes without any
show of effort. There are no extra
jerks and twists hooked to his stuff. -

If you don’t think form' means any-
thing, look the old boy over at your next!
open chance. ;

* * * i
And Others. :

HE first comment that a noted Eng-

lish boxing ' expert made -about

. Dempsey was this: “He does every-
thing without any show of effort.”:

Dempsey isn’t wearing himself out
with waste motion. He only Xknows
the shortest route.

Hans Wagner was no model of
grace. But for all that he made most
of his chances look easy. -

Sisler is one of the easiest playing
stars upon the field. Here and there an;
entry with a crude /style will lift himselfi
above the mass, but he rarely re«
mains long upon the top plateau.

If Benny Leonard has been shooting
his best for the last two years he can
hardly be rated in the same territor}Jw
with Frank Hrne, Joe Gans and Kid
Lavigne. Many - of his friends, have
suggested that he wasn’t working his
heart out in certain fights after taking|
the lead. Perhaps no, and perhaps
yes. But no man can wear two crowns -
—the crown of business and the crown'
of sport—at one and the same moment.
Benny’s margins of victory have: been!

entirely too thin on too many occagions
to leave him planted in the field of
lightweight greatness.
® x 3
F KID Gleason only had been-abla
H to _interpolate Dick Kerr withj
Faber, Leverette, Robertson - and,
others, the White Sox uprising -for 192
would have been even more phenomen:
with a stout chance that Gleason’
club would have been around first place.
The White Sox, romping along as the
have been, with Kerr added, would b
as formidable as any team in the lea
gue. And if you ask Cobb’s Tiger
about it, they are formidable enoug
as it is.
L S
BILL TILDEN has made no great.ef
fort this season to get away to
running start. With the . toug
part of the  campaign on ahead, h
knows there is little to be gained byl
reaching top form too soon, but fron
now on you might watch his smoke.
Tilden, in addition to being a great ten-
nis player, is a keen DPsychologist, ana
one of the most careful of all condition-i
ers. The time to be right is national
championship and Davis Cup week. |
* *® * ]
So It Goes.
(From 1910, through 1918, Philadel:
phia and Boston, together, won ten penj
nants and eight world series champion<

ships. Now they are battling for lasy
place in both leagues.)

SUCH is life, with all its sorrow, .
Here to-day, and gone to-morrow,
Though the crown that brougni
> ygu fame
eems enduring thfough the ag
They will soon forget yvour na.l%xees'
As they read the sporting pages.
Such is life, with all its woe.

Here they come—and there they go.

SUCH 1s life—just up and down, !
Down and up, by town and town,
Though to-day you head the list,
By to-morrow’s changing glory

You are gone and barely missed .
As the world forgets your story.: 1
Each' one has his day, and then !
Fate begins the count of ten. < ‘

PIMOWNS and men are much alike,
1l Each one has his winning strike,
< Then, before you turn around,

‘While the vibrant cheers are roaring,

Some new pitcher takes the mound,

And you've finished up your scoring. :

All are members of the cast,
‘Where the first may sgon be last.

Copyright, 1922, New York Tribune, Inc
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THIS IS ONE OF THE FAMOUS “O’BRIEN’S BEST SHORT STORIES OF THE YEAR”

AMONG all the memories of my

boyhood in Urkey Island the
story of Mary Matheson and the
Blake
now, more than any other, with
the sense of a thing seen in a

glass darkly. And the darkness
of the glass was my own adoles-

boys comes back to me

cence.

I know that now, and I'm sorry,
I'm ashamed to find myself sus-
pecting that half of Mary Mathe-
gon's mature beauty in my eyes
may have been romance, and half
the romance mystery, and half of
that the unsettling discovery that
the other sex does not fade at
seventeen and wither quite away
at twenty, as has been taken
somehow for granted. I'm glad
there Is no possibility of meeting
her again as she was at thirty, and
80 making sure. I shall wish to
remember her asg the boy of six-
teen saw her that night waliting in
the dunes above the wreck of the
‘“Indian Ship,” with Rolldown
Nickerson bleating as he fled
from the small, queer casket of
polished wood he had flung on the
sand, and the bridegroom, peering
out of the church window, over
the moors in Urkey Village.

The thing began when I was
too young to make much of it yet,
a wonder of less than seven days
among all the other bright, frag-
mentary wonders of a boy’s life
at six. Mainly I remember that
Mary Matheson was a fool; every
one in Urkey Village was saying
that. \

I can't tell how long the Blake
boys had been courting her. I
came too late to see anything but
the climax of that unbrotherly
tournament, and only by grace of
the hundredth chance of luck did
I witness eyen omne act of that.

I was coming home on Autumn
evening just at dusk, loitering up
the cow street from the eastward
where the' big boys had
playing ‘“‘Run, Sheep, Run,” and
I watching from the vantage of
Aunt . Dee  Nickerson’s henhouse
and getting whacked when I told.
And I had come . almost to the
turning into Drugstore L.ane when
the sound of a voice fetched me
up, all eyes and ears, against the
pickets of the Matheson place.

It was the voice of my cousin
Duncan, the only father I ever
knew. He was constable of Urkey
Village, and there was something
in the voice ag I heard it in 'the
yvard that told you why.

AT op sty Joshua!l - Drop it or
by heavens—!"

Of Duncan I could see only the
back, large and near. But the
faces of the others were plain to
my peep-hole between the pickets,
or'as plain as might be in the fall-
ing dusk. The sky overhead was
still bright, but the blue shadow
of the bluff lay all across that
part of the town, and it deepened
to a still bluer and cooler mystery
under the apple tree canopy shelt-
ering the door yard. I never see
that light to this day, a high
gloaming sifted through leaves on
turf, without the faintest memory
of a shiver, For that was the first
I had even known of anger, the

gtill and deadly anger of grown |

men.

My cousin had spoken to Joshua
Blake, and I gsaw that Joshua held
a pistol in his hand, the old,
pingle-ball duelling weapon that
had belonged to his father. His
face was white, and the pallor
peemed to refine still further the
blade-like features of the Blake,
the aquiline nose, the
patrician forehead, the narrow lip,
blue to the pressure of the teeth.

That was Joshua.
brother, stood facing him three or
four paces away. He was the
younger of the two, the less fav-
ored, the more sensitive.

He had what no other Blake
had had, a suspicion of freckle on
hig high flat cheek. And he had
what no one else in Urkey had
then, a brace of gold teeth, the

been

sloping,

Andrew, his
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second and third to the left in the
upper jaw, where Lem White's
boom had caught him, jibing off
the Head. They showed now as
the slowly working lip revealed
them, glimmering with a moist,
dull sheen. He, too, was white.

His hands were empty, hang-
ing down palms forward. But in
his eyes there was no look of the
defenseless; only a light of pas-
sionate contempt.

And between the two, and be-
yond them, asg I looked, stood
Mary, framed by the white pillars
of the doorway, her hands at her
throat and her long eyes dilated
with a girl’s fright more precioue
than exultation. 8o the three re-
mained in tableau while, as if on
another planet, the dusk deepen-
ed from moment to moment:
Gramma Pilot, two yards away,
brought supper to her squealing
cow; and further off, out on the
waning mirror of the harbor, a

conch lowed faintly for somse
gchooner’s bait.
“Drop it, Joshua!” ' Duncan’s

voice came loud and clear. :

And this time, following the
hush, it seemed to exercise the
devil of quietude. I heard Mary's
breath between her lips, and maw
Andrew wheel gharply to pick a
scale from the tree-trunk with &
thumb-nail. Joshua's eyes went
down to the preposterous metal
in his hand; he shivered slightly
like a dreamer awakening and
thrust it in his pocket. And then,
seeing Duncan turning toward the
fonce: and me, I took the better
part of valor and ran, and saw no
more.

HERE were serious men in
town that night when it was
known what a pass the thing had
cl}me to; “men that walked and

women that talked. It was all
Mary's fault. Long ago she ought
to have, taken one of them and
‘“‘sent the other packing.” That's
what Miah White said, sitting
behind  the stove in. our kitchen
over the shop; that'’s what Dun-
can thought as he paced back and
forth, shaking his head. That’s
what they were all saylng or
thinking as they sat or wandered
about.

Such are the difficulties of
serious men. And even while it
all went on, Mary Matheson had
gone about her choosing in the
way that seemed fit to youth. In
the warm-lit = publicity of  Miss
Alma  Beedie’'s birthday party,
shaking off so soon the memory
of that brief glint of pistol play
under the apple trees, she took a
fantastic vow to marry the one
that brought her the wedding ring
—promised with her Ileft hand
on Miss Beedie’'s album and her
right lifted toward the allegorical
print of the Good Shepherd that
the one who, first across the Sound
to the jeweler’'s at Gillyport and
back again, fetched her the golden
ring—that he should ,be her hus-
band ‘for better or for worse, till
death us do part, and go forth and
80 on, Amen!”

And those who were there re-
membered afterwards that while
Joshua stood his ground and
laughed and clapped with the best
of them, his brother Andrew left
the house. They sald his face was
a sick white, and that he looked
back at Mary for an instant from
the doorway with a curious, hurt
expression in his eyes, ag if to say,
‘“Is it only a game to you then?
And If it’s only a game, is it worth
the candle?” They remembered
it afterward, I say; long after-
ward. g '

They thought he had gone out
for just a moment; that presently
he would return to hold up his
end of the gay challenge over the
cakes and cordial. But to that
party Andrew Blake never return-
ed. Thelr first hint of what was
afoot they had when Rolldown
Nickerson, the beachcomber, came
running In, shining with the wet
of the Autumn gale that began
that night. He wanted Joshua to
look out for his brother. Being
innocent of what had happened at
the party, he thought Andrew had
gone out of his head.

‘“Here I come onto him in the
les of White’s wharf putting a
compass into the old man’s sail
dory, and I msays to him, ‘“What
you up to, Andrew?” And he says
with a kind of laugh, ‘Oh, taking
@ little sall for other parts, says he
—-llke that. Now, just imagine,
Josh, with this here weather com-
ing on—all hell bu’sting loose to
the north'rd!”

They say that there came a look
into Joshua’s eyes that none of
them had ever seen before. He
stood there for & moment, motion-
18gs and silent, and Rolldown ds-
celved by his attitude, was at him
again. ¥

‘“You don’t realize, man, or else
you'd stop him!"”

‘““Oh. T'll stop him!” Tt was
hardly above a breath. I'll atop
him!” And throwing his great-
coat qver his shoulders, Joshun.‘
went out.

You may believe that the

house would not hold the party
after that. Whispering, giggling,
shivering, the young Ppeople

UT OF EXILE

trooped down Heman street to
the shore. And there, under the
phantom light of a moon hid-
den by the drift of storm clouds,
they found Andrew gone, and all
they eaw of Joshua was a shad-
ow—=a shadow in black frock
clothes—wading away from them
over the half-covered flats, deep~
er and deeper, to where the Ad-
ams sloop rode at her moorings,
a shade tailing in the wind. They
called, but he did not answer,
and before they could do any-
thing he had the sail up, and he,
too, was gonse, into the black heart
of the night.

T IS lonesome in the dark for
a boy of six when the floor
heaves and the bed shivers and
over his head the shingles make
a sound in the wind like the souls
of all the lost men in the world.
The hours ' from two till dawn
that night I spent under the
table 'in the kitchen, where Miah
White and brother Lem had come
to talk with Duncan. And among
the three of them, all they could

B3y was ‘“My héavens; My heav-

ens!” 1 say till dawn; but our
kitchen might have given on a

(o en oRoll;

---Part 1.

“I've got it!” he eald, taking
hold of her arm. Opening a blue
hand he held it out in the light
for her to see the ring that had
bitten his palm with the grip. ‘‘Ses,
I've got it, Mother Poll!"” 8he says
it was hardly more than a whisp-
er, like a secret, and that there was
a look in his eyes ag if he had
seen the Devil face to face.

She meant to run when he let
her go, but when she saw him
striding off toward Mary Mathe-
son's her better wisdom prevall-
ed; following along the lane and
taking shelter behind Gramma
Pilot’s fence, she waited, watched,
and listened, to the enduring gain
of Urkey’s sisterhood. j

She used to tell it well, Moth-
Remembering her tale
now, I think I can see the earth
misting under the trees in  the
calm dawn, and hear Joshua's fist
pounding, pounding, on the pan-
els of the door, |

T MUST have been queer for
Mother Poll. For while she

heard that hollow pounding under
the portico, like the pounding of
a heart in some deep bosom of
horror——all the' while 'she cq'gﬂd

|

that's love,” he sald, Then I'm go-
ing off somewhere and forget it,
and never come back to Urkey any
more."

The deadness went out of her
volce, and it lifted to another note.
“Joshua, he’s got to come back,
for I can’t bear it. I gave you my
word, and I'll marry you—when
Andrew comes back to stand at
the wedding. He’g got to—got to!”

Mother Poll said  that Jeoshua
stared at her—simply stood there
and stared up at her in the queer
cold dawn, his mouth hanging
open as if with a kind of horror.
Sweat shone on his face. Turn-
Ing away without a woxd by and
by he laid an uncertain course for
the gate, and leaving it open be-
hind him went, off through the
vapors of the cow gtreet to: the
east., )

As they carried him along step
by step, I think, the' feet of the
cheated | gambler grew heavier
amd heavier,  his shoulders collaps-
ed, the head., with the memory in
it he could never lose, hung down,
and hell received. his soul. i

T_IS impossible in s0 short a
_ space " to tell 'what the next

ten years did to these two. It

Mustrated by )
HERBERT MATHIEU

Miah turned to the bottle as an-
other man might to prayer.

“By the Lord!”’ he protested
thickly, “‘something’'s got to be
done!’’

‘“‘Done?

About what?”’ I re-

member my cousin peering curi-\

ously at him through the smoke
and spatter of the sausage he was
frying.

“About Josh, of course, and her.
I tell you, Dunc, 'taint right, and
I'1l not bear it. I'll not see Josh,
same as I seen him this night,
standing there in the dark of the
outside beach and staring at the
water like a sleep-walker, staring
and staring as if he'd stare right
through it and down to the bottom
of the sea where his brother lay,
and saying to himself, Who’g to
pay the bill? Who'’s to pay the
bill? No, siree! You and'I are
young fellows, Dunoc, but we ain’t
50 young we can't remember them
boys’ father, and I guess he done
a thing or two for us, eh?"”

‘“Yes,’”” Duncan agreed calmly.
‘“But what’s to be done?”

“God knows! But look here,
Dunc, you'’re constable, ain’t you?"”

Duncan smiled pityingly, as if to
say, “Don’t be an idiot, Miah.”

“And if you're constable, and a

__/’

In his eyes there was no look of the defenceless, only a light of passionate

contempt.

oity airshaft for all the dawn we
sot. j

It is hard to give any one who
has lived always in the shleter of
the land an idea of the day that
followed, hour by waliting hour-—
how folks walked beaches and did
not look at each other in passing,
and how others, climbing the
bluff to have @ better sight of
the waterg beyond the Head, found
themselves blinded by the smother
at fifty yards and yet still con-
tinued to stare.

Of them all, that day, Mary
Matheson was the only one who
kept still. And she was ag still as
an image. Standing half-hidden in
the untidy nook behind the gro-

cery; she remained staring out
through the harbor mist from
dawn till 'another heavy night

came down, and no one can say
whether she would have gone
home then had not the appalled
widow, her mother, slipped down
between the houses to take her.

She was at home, at any rate,
when Joshua Blake came back.

After waiting and watch-
ing, no one saw him land on the
battered, bleak beach, for it was
in the dead hour of the morning;
of the three persons who are said
to have met him on his way to
Mary's two were so tardy with
their
been cast on them. I do believe,
though, that Mother Polly Free-
man, the west-end mid-wife, saw
him and spoke with him in the
light thrown from the drugstore
window (where, had I only known
enough to be awaké, I might have
looked down on them from my
bedroom and got some fame of
my own,)

She mays she thought at first
he was a ghost come up from the
bottom of the sea, with his
clothes plastered thin to his body,
weeds in his hair, and his face
drawn and creased like fish-flegh
taken too soon out of the pickle.
Afterward, when he spoke, she
thought he 'was crazy.

claims that a doubt has

see Mary herself in am upper win- 4

dow—just her face resting on one
cold, still forearm on the sill. And
her eyes, Mother Poll says, were
enough to make one pity her.

It was strange that she was
so lazy, not to move or to speak
in answer while the summons of
the ' triumphant Ilover went on
booming through the lower house.
He must have wondered. Perhaps

it was then that the first shad--

ow of the ghost of doubt crept
over him, or perhaps it was when,
stepping out on the turf, he raised
his eyes and discovered Mary’s
face in the open window.

He wsaid nothing. But with a
wide, uncontrolled gesture he

. held up the ring for her to see.
“After a moment she opened her

lips.

“Where's Andrew ?”

That seemed to be the last
straw, a feverish anger laid hold
of him. ‘“Here’s the ring! You see
it! Damnation, Mary! You gave
your word and I took it, and God
knows what I've been through.
Now come! Get your things on
and bring your mother if you like
—but to Minister Maldén’s you go
with me now! You hear, Mary?
I'll not walt!”

‘“Where's Andrew ?"”

“Andrew? Andrew? Why the
devil do you keep on asking for
Andrew? What's Andrew to you
—now?"

‘“Where is he?”

“Mary, you're a fool!"

Her voice grew if anything more
monotonous; his, higher and wild-
er. 3

“You're a fool,” he cried again,
“if you don’t know where Andrew
in.!

‘“He's gone."

“Gone, yes! And how you can
say it like that. so calm—God!”

“I knew he was going,” she
said. “He told Rolldown he was go-
ing to other parts. But I knew
it before that—when he turned
at the door and looked at me,
Joshua. He said it as plain: ‘It

would have been easler for Mary
Matheson in a city, for in a city
there 18 always the bfankness of
the crowd. In a village there is
no such blessed thing asa stranger,
the membership committee of the
only club is the doctor and the
midwife, and all the houses are
made of glass.

In a city public opinlon is
mighty, but devious. In a village,
especially in an island village, it
is as direct and violent as any
‘‘arct of God’’ written down in a
ship’s insurance papers. A word
carries far over the fences, and

where it drops, like a swelling
geed, a dozen words spring up.
“It’s a shame, Milly, a living

shame, as sure’s you're alive.”

“You never said truer, Belle. As
if 'twa’'n’t enough she should send
Andy to his death o’ drowning—"’

“Well, I hope she's satisfied,
what she’s done for Joshua. I saw
him to the postoffice last even-
ing, and the hang-dog look of him

“Yes, I saw him, too. A man
can’t stand being made a fool
ol

So, in the blue of a wash-day
morning the words went winging
back and forth between the blos-
soming lines. Or, in a Winter dusk
up to the westward, where old Mrs.
Paine scuttled about under the
mackerel twine of her chicken
pen:

‘“Land alive, it’s mll very well to
talk temp’'rance, and I'm not deny-
ing it’d be a mercy for some folks
—I ain’t mentioning no names—
not even Miah White’s. But, land
sakes, how you going, to talk
temp’'rance to a man bereft and
befooled llke Joshua  Blake?
Where's your rime-nor-reason?
Where's your argument?’

R THERE came Miah White

himself up our outside stair
on the darkest evening of our
8pring weather, and one glance at
his crimson face wag enough to
tell what all the temperance they
had preached to him had come to.

man owns a bill he won’t pay, why
then you've something to say
in it, ain’t I right? Well, here’s
a bill to pay, fair and square. All
this wool she'd pull over our eyes
about Andrew and the India ship
—as if that made a mite of dif-
ference one way or the other!
No, giree, Dunec, she give her word.
to take the man that fetched the
ring—tlysat man’s Joshua — the
bargain’s filled on his side—and
there you are. Now, you're con-
stable. I take it right, Duncan,
you should give that girl a plece
of your mind; give her to under-
stand that, India ship yes, India
ship no, ghe's got a bill to pay and
a man’s soul to save from damna-
tion everlasting.’

LL Duncan could do with him
that night was to smile and
shake his head, ag much 8s to say,
“You're a wild one, Miah, sure
enough.”

About Mary’s sullen, stubborn
belief in the ‘India ship,” pre-
tended or real as it may have
been with her, but already grow-
ing legendary, I know only in the
largest and mistiest way.

It ig true there had been a ship
that looked Ilike am east-going
clipper in our waters on that fate-
ful night. Every one had seen it
before dark came on, standing
down from the mnorth and laying
a course to weather the Head if
possible before the weather broke.
It was Mary’g claim that Andrew
had pointed it out to her and
spoken of it—in a strange way,
a kind of a wistful way, she said.
And later that might, what better
for a man on the way to exile
than a ' heaven-sent, outbound
India ship, hove to under the lee
of the Head.

Yes, yes, it was mo—it must be
so. And when they laughed at her
in Urkey Village and winked
sagely at her assumption of faith,
then she msked them to tell her
one thing: had any one’s eyes
seen Andrew’s boat go down—ac-
tually.

“If. Joshua will answer me, and

(In Two Hout By WILBUR DANIEL STEELE
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with The Wheeler Syndicate, Inc.

say that he knows Andrew went
down! Or if any of you will tell
me that Andrew’s body ever came
ashore on any of the islands or
the main!” -

It was quite absurd, of course,
but none ‘'of them could answer
that, none but Miah White, and he
only when he had had a drop out
of the bottle and perceived that it
welghed not an ounce In either
scale.

IP}ICKED

out so and written

down, you would think this
drama over-shadowed all my little
world. Naturally it didn’t. You
must remember I was a boy, with
& thousand other things to do and

a millfon other things to think of,
meals to eat, lessons to hate,
stones to throw, apples to steal,
fights to fight. I take my word
that by the time 1 was nine or
ten the whole tragic episode had
gone out of my head. Meeting
Mary Matheson on the street,
where she came but rarely, she
was precisely as mysterious and
precisely as uninteresting as any
other grown-up. And if I saw Josh-
ua Blake (who, pulling himself
by the bootstraps out of drink and
despalr, had gone into Mr. Dow’s
law office and grown as hard as
nails)—If I saw him, I say, my
only romantic thought of him was
the fact that I had broken his
woodshed window, and that. with
an air of sinister sagacity, he had
told several boys he knew who
the culprit was. (A statement, by
the way, which I believed horribly

I believe that we knew, in a
dim sort of way, that the two were
“engaged,” just as we knew, vag-
uely, that they never got mar-
ried. And that was the end of spe-
culation. Having always been &o,
the phenomenon needed no more
to be dwelt on than the fact that
when the wind was in the east
John Dyer thought he was Oliver
Cromwell, or that Minister Mald-
en did not live with his family.

John Dyer had been taken be-
yond the power of any planetary
wind; Minister Malden (as I have
told in another place) had gone
back to live with his family; and
I had been away to Highmarket
Academy for two years, before T
had sudden and moving reasons to
take stock of that long-buried
drama.

o WAS three days 'after T had
fome home for the long
vacation, and, being pretty well
tired out with sniffing about the
island like & cat returned to the
old house. I .sprawled at rest on
the “Wreck of the Lillian” stone
in the graveyard on Rigg's Dome.
It was then, as the dusk crept
up from the shadow under the
bluff, that I became aware of
another presence among the grave-
stoneg and turned my head to
peer through the braberries that
hedged the stone, thinking it
might be one of the girls. It was
only Mary Matheson. Vaguely dis-
appointed, I should have returned
my gaze to the sea and forgotten
her had it not beén for two things.
One of them wag her attitude.
That made me keep on looking at
her, and so looking at her, and
having come unwittingly to a most
obscurely unsettled age, I made a
discovery. This was that Mary
Matheson, at the remote age of
thirty, had a ' deeper and fuller
beauty than had any of the girls
for whose glances I brushed my
hair wet and went to mid-week
prayer-meeting.
I find it hard to convey the pro-
found, vrevolutionary violence of

that, along with a sensation of
pinkness, there came a feeling of
obscure and unreasoning bitter-
ness against the world.

MY EYES had her there, a fi-

\gure faintly rose-colored

against the deepening background
of the sea. She stood erect and
curiously still beside a grave, her
hands clenched, her eyes narrow-
ed. In Urkey they always put up
a stone for a man lost at sea; very
often they went further for the
comfort of their souls and mound-

for. upward of eighteen months).

this discovery. It is enough to say .

ed the outward likeness of an in-
ward grave. Well, that was An-
drew’s stone and Andrew’s grave.
Some one in the Memorial Day
procession last week had lald a
wreath of lilacs under the stone.
And now wandering alone, Mary
Matheson had come upon it.

I saw her bend and with a
flerce gesture cafch up the sym-
bol of death and fling it behind
her on the grass. Afterward, as
she ' stood there with her breast
heaving and her lips moving as
if with pain, I knew T should not
be where I was, watching; I knew
that no casual ears of mine
should hear the cry that came
out of her heart:

‘“No, No, No! They're still try-
ing to kill him—still trying to kill
him—all of them! But they
shan’'t! They shan’t!"

I tell you it shook me and it -
shunned me. I thought I ought
to cough or scuff my feet or
something, but it seemed too late
for that. Moreover the play had
taken another turn that made me
forget the moralities, quite. and
another actor had come quietly
upon the scene.

I can’t say whether Joshua, see-
ing Mary on her way to the Dome,
had followed her, or whether he
had been strolling that way on
his own account. He was there,
at all events, watching her from
beyond the grave, his head slight-
ly inclined, his hands clasped he-
hind bhim, and hig feet apart on
the turf. The color of dusk lent a
greenish cast to his bloodless face,
and the night wind, coming up
free over the naked curve of the
Dome and flapping the long black
tails of his coat, seemed but to
accentuate the dead weight of hig
attitude.

" When a minute had gone by I
heard his dry voice.

“So, Mary, you're at it again?”

‘‘But they sha-n-t!” She seemed
to take flame. “It’s not right to
Andrew nor me. They do it iust
to mock me, and I know it, and
oh! I don’t care, but they shan'’t,
they shan’t!”

“Mary,"” sald Joshua, all the
smoldering anger of the years
coming in his voice, “Mary, I

think {t's time you stopped being
a fool. We've all had enough of
it, Mary. Andrew is dead.”

HE turned on him with a swift,

ironical challenge.

“You say it now?
now? Perhaps you've just made,
sure; perhaps you've seen his
body washed up on one of the
beaches—just to-day? Or then,
why so tardy, Joshua? If you
knew, ‘why couldn’t you say it
In g0 many words ten years
ago—flve years ago? Why?"

‘‘Because—""

“Yes, * because?
There was something incredibly
ruthless, tiger-like, about this
shadow-dwelling woman. “Say it
now, Joshua; that you know of a
certainty Andrew went down. I
dare you again!”

Joshua said it.

“I know of a certainty Andrew
went down that night.”

“How do you know? Did you
see him go down? Tell me that!"”

For a moment, for more than a
Jong moment, her question hung
unanswered in the air. And as,
straining forward, poised, vibrant,
she watched him, she saw the
hard, dry mask he had made for
himself through those years grow
flabby and white as dough;: she
saw the eyes widening and the
lips going loose with the memory
he had never uttered.

‘“Yes,” he cried in a loud voice.
‘You bring me to it, do you?” The
man was actually shaking. ‘Yes,
then, I saw Andrew go down that
night! I heard him call in the
dark, I saw his face on the water,
I saw his hand reaching up as the
wave brought him by-—reaching
up to me. I could almost touch it
—but not quite., If you’ knew
what the sea wag that night, and
the wind; how lonely, how dark!
God! And here I stand and say it
out loud!: I couldn’t reach his
hand-—not quite. I've told
you now, Mary, what I swore I'd
never tell. Damn you!”

To be concluded next week.

You know

Because ?”’

Doctor Says Heat and Glare of
Sun Weaken and Injure the Eyes

Tells How to Strengthen the Eyes and Protect them

Dr. Smith, a well known eye special-
ist, says that cxposure to heat, sun-
glare, smoke, dust or wind often weak-

ens the eyes and causes eyestrain and
wrinkles due to squinting. e tells
how to avoid this and strengthen the
eyes. Many whcse eyes were fatling
gratefully say that they have had iheir
eyes restored by the' simple process: he
advises. One man says: I was al-
most blind; could rot see to read at all.
Now I can read everything without my
glasses and my eyves do not water uny
more. At night they would pain’ me
dreadfully; now they feel flne all the
time. It was like a miracle to me.”” A
lady who used it says: ‘‘The atmos-
phere seemed lazy with or without
glasses, but after fifteen days’ use
everything seemed clear. I can even
read fine print without glasses.” Tye
troubles of many kinds may be won-

derfully benefltted in the following
simple manner; Go to any drug store
and get a bottle of Bon-Opto tablets,

¢

Dissgolve one tablet in a fourth of a
glass of water and use two to four
times a day. Your eyes will clear up
noticeably right from the start.  In-
flammation will quickly disappear,
along with your tendency to squint. If
your eyes are bothering you even a
Httle, take steps to save them now be-
fore it is too late. Many hopelessly
blind might have been saved if they
had cared for their eyes in time. )

NOTRE:—Another prominent physician
to whom the above was submitted, said:
‘“Yes, Bon-Opto is a very remarkable re-
medy. Its constituent ingredients are well
known _to eminent eye specialists and
widely prescribed by them. It is one of
the very few preparations I feel should
be kept on hand for regular use in every

family."” Bon-Opto is not a patent medi-
cine or secret remedy.—The forrhula is
printed on every package. The manu-

facturers guarantee It to strengthen eye-
slght or refund the money. It 18 sold un-
der guaranty by all druggists including
G. Tamblyn, Ltd.,, Toronto. 4
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PROHIBITING EVOLUTION

In search of a livelier Sabbath some Canadians
have imported from the United States the practices
of Sunday bathing, motoring, picnicking and excxln'-
sions. But a much livelier Sunday could be obtain-
ed by imitating the religious controversies which
have sprung up within the Tlast year south of the
lMne. In most of the Protestant denominations a

’party called the Fundamentalists is trying to drive
Radicals out of the churches, while the Radicals
reciprocate in kind. Let Canadians organize such
parties and develop radiotelephony to a point where
rival divines could dispute! in the ether!

Who are the KFundamentalists? Well, Willlam
Jennings Bryan/i/s one of their leaders. They are
’rying /to ban
criticism in Statd universities and theological semin-
aries. In Kentucky they almost succeeded recently
in abolishing evolution by act of legislature. What
a reception they would give the teachings of Dr.
Schofield, lately returned from Palestine, in regard
to Bible miracles!

How did the Israelites get across the Red Sea?
Why did the walls of Jericho fall down? Did the
swine run down the steep place into the sea? Dr.
Schofield explains these miracles. He finds that the
Red Sea has frequently dried up when a strong
east wind has blown. Similarly, landslides have
blocked or could easily block the Jordan, so that
the tribes could easily have crossed dry-shod. Then
Dr. Schofield met Professor Sellin, who showed hip
the original walls of Jericho, only four feet thick
and eight feet high, of earth.  No wonder they fell

outward into the ditch when the crowd on them
got frightened and tried to run backwards- at the
unexpected shout and rush of Joshua's men. And
Dr. Schofield has photographs of the steep Dplace

beside the sea where Jesus let the demon pass from

an to the herd of swine.

thc\)\r/l}th such new materials the Fundamentalists
could devise unheard of weapons for surprise assaults
on the Radicals. Meanwhile those who prefer to
live and let live inside
clfsive church might get trampled on by the exc}u-
sionists. ‘And thus the calm of the Canadian
churches could be changed into bustle and t_he
preachers would be too busy with their civil strife
to hurl anathemas at the Sunday motorists and
excursionists.

SUCH IS FAME

So many people fear oblivion that it may be
well to remind them once in a while of the terrors
of fame. Many of us are forgotten by history.
Many more are never even known to ‘history. A
fow become, happily or unhappily, the “illustrations”
of preachers and politicians. And those who are
famed are forever subject to revaluation.

Even Shakespeare has not been immune from
the rhythmical wave of public opinion. . Honored
in his own age, he was forgotten in the next, revived
a century ago and now is honored everywhere except
on the stage.

Francis' Bacon, Napoleon and Cromwell are sub-
ject to buffetings and venerations. The first Bona-
parte, execrated by Englishmen in his own time, is
now the subject of great English biographies; in
France he is still a political issue and in Germany
g veritable “Black Douglas.”

The reputation of Francis Bacon became in time

so tottery that one blast frqm Macaulay toppled
him from the pedestal. Only this year is the Hon.
Sir John A. Cockbugn, M.D., X.C.M.G., rehabilitating
Bacon as a great founder of empire. To him
Britain owes her doctrine of naval supremacy, her
enlightened colonial policy and the direct impetus
which founded certain great colonies.

The writers of the Stuart Restoration were able

to cover the great Oliver with the mire in which -

all things Puritan seemed for a century to have
been buried, but Macaulay was able to exalt the
Protector and in the Cromwell of Preston the late
Colonel Roosevelt found the only rival to Napoleon
as a military genius. 3
Just when Lincoln had become something more
than a demigod in the Republic to the south of us,
but not too far to the south, along comes one John-
stone, of Georgia, with a pamphlet charging that
Iincoln began the civil war by an infamous plot.
At once Mrs. Longstreet, widow of the Confederate
general, rises chivalrously to denounce the Confed-
erate Veterans’ Reunion for endeavoring so to

malign Lincoln, and insinuates that ‘‘the school book

trust’’ is responsible.

As if 1922 had not seen other swings of the
pendulum, Chamberlin, an* American lawyer, pub-
lishes an exhaustive treatise which raises Queen
Elizabeth to a splendid position, clearing her ruffles
of all stain of immorality and impropriety. :

In war, politics and letters no’/ repuiations are
-secure, or forever insecure. George KEliot, despised
by the generation subsequent to her own, has been
vindicated by modern psychology and oriticism.
The giant Victorians had no sooner become ' history
than they became anathema; but, judging by the
fates of Shakespeare, Bacon and Elizabeth, even
Browning and Tennyson may rise agaln.

AVALANCHES OF HATE

In the French Chamber the other day a member
made the mistake of exhorting his fellow deputies
to deal with Germany *“in the spirit of Christ.”” The
deputy’s name is Marc Saugnier and he is now a
marked man—a, traitor. There are those who think
he is mad.

Forgiveness and love toward the enemy were the
unforgivable words that he uttered. It was time
to cease hating, he said. Men who like Rathenau
wanted their fellow-Germans to ‘“pay for the last
twig destroyed in France” were to be encouraged.
Many were the sentiments he uttered along this line.

And the Chamber became very angry. Although
Saugnier is of the Right, the Clerical Right cursed
him. Others mocked and some spit at him, Prem-
ier Poincare also suggested that hatred should now
be put aside, but one deputy cried out that hatred
was a force. Except for Poincare, Saugnier stood
alone. ST

The mildest utterance concerning this man who
invoked the principle of love was that he was not
talked practical politics. That is true. To encour=
age the Rathenaus and Hardens becomes less prac-
tical every day, for the Germans appear to be sick-
ening of the present regime. The more they cringe
and whine, the harder the French menace them.
If they go monarchist or Communist, it will simply
" mean that the blood and iron methods are to be
tried again by Germany.

Germany and France have alternated in these
roles of conqueror and conquered for so long that
enmity rolls up like the avalanche that began as
8 snowball. Where hatred waxes worse and worse
the Sermon on the Mount has no chance. Only
splendid fools like Saugnier would invoke that doc-
trine or that Preacher. But the fact remains that
sooner or later France and Germany will have to
cease hating each other or both will be destroyed

* and the whole world imperilled.

2

Vice-President.

tHe teaching of evolution and higher

a broad, tolerant and in-
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BARS AND SHADOWS.

Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie—
Dust unto dusti—

The calm, sweet earth that mothers all who die
As all men must;

Mourn not your captive comrades who must dwell—
Too strong to sirive—

Within each steel-bound coffin of a cell,
Buried alive ;

But rather mourn the apathetic throng—
The cowed and the meek—
Who see the world’s great anguish and its wrong
And dare not speak/—Ralph Chaplin.
* ¥ *®

YOUR FELLOW:' CITIZENS.

A club waiter who will never take a tip, no matter
whether it is a dime or a dollar, and who if, you
force a good cigar on him to-day, will offer you a
better one to-morrow.
* * #*®

A knight, famous as a publicist, who never learn-
ed the difference between vice-regent and vice-
gerent.

* * *

The editor, for many years, of a great paper, who
admitted his inability to distinguish between Her-
bert Spencer and John Ruskin.

* * *

A man living on ———————— Street, who was invited
by a friend to spend the evening with him in the
.absence of the friend’s wife in the country, and who
remained there a week, clad in pajamas, resisting all
efforts to dislodge him, consuming in the course of
the siege a case of Friend Wife’s precious Gordon
gin.

'

* * * !
A woman who lives on Moscow Avenue, aged 30,
who is the mother of ten children.
% * *

WE LIVE AND UNLEARN.

Travel is the great educator. The other day in
the course of travelling to Allandale, we learned
from an authority that P. G. Wodehouse is the great-
est humorist of the day, and that a gentleman with
a red moustache sitting in the rear of the car was
“Red” Newman, of the “Dumbells.” Later we learn-
ed that theg man was Mr. Henderson, or Tucker, or
Davenport, or some name like that. Nevertheless it
is our intention to run down the Wodehouse rumor.

A * *

LATER—We have read ‘Three Men and a Maid,”
by P. G. Wodehouse, or rather as much of it as we
could, 92 pages to wit, and find it precisely the sort
of book which we would imagine ‘“Red’ Newman
writing., -

» *® @ 3

Sportive husbands who exult when they send thely
wives away for a couple of weeks invariably overlook
the fact that when a husband is aqway from his wife,
the wife is away from her husband, says Sinickle Snears.

* * *

WHEN WE LAUGHED.

We do not suppose we have any very youthful
readers, or we should -ask them to tell us the jokes
that amuse children nowadays, and we should bid
them rejoice in them and 'tell them over and over
again, because in after life they will never meet
such noble jokes. Nor will they, as they grow older,
be able to delight in the jests, quips, eracks, or
wheezes as those which beguile childhood and take
the minds of the children off their parents, thus
making it possible for two generations to exist
contemporaneouesly.

» *

It is not because of lost innocence that we regret
the departure of our extreme youth; it is because of
lost appetite, Our childish shouts of mirth and glee
with which we were wont; all unconsciously to make
the welkin ring, we have never been able to repeat,
even after our understanding of the habits of welkin
has been expanded by perhaps a ninth of an inch.
With what gusto we recall the jokes of our child-
hood! Our feelings are almost like those of fel-
low citizens who remember the brass rail, the free
lunch, the family entrance and the time when one
called the ministering angel ‘“‘George,” or -*“Bob,”
or *“Jerry” instead of the more formal and blood-
less ‘“‘waiter.” )

® ® *®

. The best joke we ever heard, or remember hav-
ing heard, was when we were about twelve years
old, and we conscientiously resist the temptation
to say we were twelve months old. The joke
was as follows:—A cousin who appeared then to be
about 8 ft. high and 65 years old, but who was, as
we have learned since, 5 ft. 814, aged 19, told us that
his brother desired to raise a moustache, and that
he had given him this infallible recipe:+—

Put some sugar on your lip, and when the hairs
come out to this bait, have a loop of thread handy,
. throw it over them and hold them there.

Having set this down in all faithfulness we re-
gard it once more with a feeling of nervousness.
Spread out thus it does not appear to be the over-
whelming joke we once knew.

The only other great joke of our childhood we re-
member crossed our path much later. It was, vizi—

A singer or speaker would be performing, and
the humorist would appear behind and go through
the motions of winding up something, with a gesture
that probably gave Henry Ford his start in life,

¥ & *

We wonder if these jokes are still current with
children, or if not, what inferior jokes have taken
their place?

: ®'  * *

As the boat moved out of the slip we waved our
handkerchief, not without some emphatic irony.

' ‘“The Chatauqua salute,” we explained with high
intelligence. !

‘“The letter killeth,” said Grace.

* * *

‘With Mr. Christie we were walking along the street
a few days ago when we noted three men standing
near the car tracks, and making some measurements
or _calculations of the rails or the bavement, and en-
tering appropriate notes in field-books.
‘“Wonder who they are?” we mused.
“Why,” said Mr. Christie, “they look 'to m like
those there Roads Scholars I've read about.” -
* £ %
SLOGANS.

For a whilg back we have been a little suspici
of the Rotary Club. Rumors that it was cultfvzt?:;
a Mora]l Purpose were not reassuring, for they in-
dicated that eventually it might bring about a sort
of Church Union with the Salvation Army or the
Y.M.C.A. Yor both of these organizations we have
respect, but the influence of either would be as fatal
to the Rotary Club as to the Albany Club. - We had
thought that if we had beén a member of the Rotary
Club, it would have been our duty to check’ its ten-
dency toward uplift in so far as we were able.
* * *

5 .It has now been made plain to us that as a good
citizen our duty is to oppose the influence of the
Rotary Club ag balefully. directed upon this eity. A
Rotarian has returned from & Waestern trip and
emits a. woeful wail to the effect that Toronto has
no slogan. He‘ was impressed by the slogan of
Seattle, where at every turn the visitor saw or heard
the words: \

‘“YOU'LL LOVE SEATTLE.”

Toronto, he said, was in need of a similar cry,
‘“one that would keep recurring to the minds 01,_'
visitors and make them desirous of returning here
again.” We have a haunting fear that the Rotary
%uibhrtnay a‘.Tdolpt %ua iidea. and commission Georgé

rig or Jules razil to evolve th i
il e sa,tx#actory
* * * ;

This Main Street folly we must steadfastly oppose.
Canadian towns have gone already indecently far in
imitating what is peculiarly American and essenti-
ally cheap by evolving such aliases as “The Queen
City,” “The Ambitious City,” “The Telephone City,”
“The Garden City” and so forth. The sort of toW,n
that welcomes these neat little flights of imagina-
tion is the sort of town that hag its name displayed
on whitewashed stones on the lawn at the railroad
station, and that ‘likes to see itself referred to in
the weekly paper as ‘“‘our busy little burg.” If To-
ronto is that sort of town we want to move out of it;
and if the Rotary Club tries to make it look that sort
of town we want to see thée Rotary Club move out,

and establish itself at Clarkson or Pickering.
< w—J, Vo M,
3
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" THE SUGAR BUSH |

T OCIETY men in Paris have in-

troduced the fashion of going
without socks. Probably married
men whose wives don’t give a
darn for them.

I' HAS been suggested that per-
haps Miss MacPhail declined
to take $1,600 of her sessional in-
demnity in order to start a fund
to help stir up bashful bachelors.

“THYAINT up for the old boys re-

union.” Windsor Star. Is
this a hint to the girls, or & sug-
gestion for an old time decoration
of the town in red tints?

LORIA SWANSON, movie star,

is alleged to have receilved

$500 from her late step father in

return for a kiss. If it lasted as

long as the usual movie variety

the rate of pay was about $§1 a
minute. ;

No Dust on Them.
«THPILLY TAYLOR and a nice
young lady were buggy rid-
ing through Lover’s Lane last
Friday and they didn't make the
dust fly either.”—Item in country
weekly. }

“r OCKIJAW WEEK?” is the latest

fad in the States. A ‘“Com-
mon Sense” week geems to be
just as far away as ever.

AN INDIAN’S RETORT. w

By W. B.

The Indians took great pride
in their bodles and physique as
the following incident shows.

During the Winter certain
Indians wear no more garments
than during the Summer and one
particular intense Winter some
white people visited an Indian
encampment where they met a
chief by the name of Black Crow.

Pointing to the exposed por-
tions of his anatomy, the visitors
asked him if he was cold. He ]
understood and pointing to her
face asked if it was cold.

“No,” she replied, “it has be-
come used to exposure, and can
stand the cold.”

Then Black Crow quickly re-

‘This is a most comforting thought

/ empty bin.

Lpuqd. ‘“Me face all over.” @

&4 HAT are the wild waves say-
ing ?”’ Probably on U, S. ves-

sels, outside the three mile limit,

“What's yours?” :

HE announcement is made that
the United States has enough
coal to last one thousand years.

to the man who only has a lump
in his throat as he thinks of the

ORD comes from Hamilton of

a dispute between a biscuit

firm and the civic authorities,

From all accounts the row seem-
ed to be a regular crackser.

FRENCH doctor says that sun
spots have a personal effect
upan man, Not nearly so much so,
however, as when someone makes
you feel like a two spot. :

The Wily Muscovite.
HEY’VE been sitting at
Hague,
But results are rather vague,
Except to know that Russia wants
it all
She has lost both goods and pelf,
Can’t tell where she is herself
Yet still is long on most consumes
mate gall.

the

G ELL! Among all the happen-
ings, Harris Chambers and
Miss Sadie Squires, of Damascus, |
got married in our midst.”’~—Ark-
ansag paper.
No wonder the editor felt dis-
turbed about it.

Ch ERMANY BROKEN"—Head
line. More probably bent—on
mischief.

ROF. BERNHARD, the leading
financial writer of Germany,
says that what the mark needs now
is smtabilization. To the average
onlooker the stab part seems to
have been pretty well looked
after already.

XCITING melodrama has been
barred in England. They will

HIS SHARE. )
ILLIAM H. CRANE, the
actor, who spends much
of his time in California,
was recently telling a party
of Hollywood moving-picture
people some anecdotes con-
nected with old-time favorites
of the stagse.

“Joe Jefferson,” sald he,
“never had but one person
with him who did not rever-
ence the man asg they did the
name. This individual, one
Bagley by name, was the
property man, and annoyed
the great comedian with his
unique familarity. He called
Mer. Jefferson ‘Joey’ during his
entire thirty years’ service.

“Just previous to an opén-
ing in one of the big cities, Mr.
Jefferson discharged Bagley
for humiliating him before a
number of friends. Bagley got
drunk right away, and that
night paid his way into the
gallery to ses Mr. Jgf_fer'son
present ‘Rip Van Winkle.” The
angry wife has drivem poor,
destitute Rip from the cottage,
when he turns and, with deep
pathos in his volce, asks, ‘Den
hat I no interest in dis house?’
It was deathly still, and the
audience was half in tears
when Bagley's cracked voice

responded. ‘Only eighty per
cent, Joey-——only eighty per
cent."” — Hverybody’s Maga-
zine.

. U )

never, however, be able to stop the

7l
7

tragedy of the broken clothes line
eontaining the Monday morning
wash.

Someé Buns.
“MBAR of the Australia’s 12 inch
buns kept the German Pacific
fleet from launching any attack
on Australian parts during the
world war, according to experts.”
—New York Tribune.

Quite different from those other
buns to be seen each day on the
streets. They are intended to
help draw the fire of male rat-
teries.

SCIENTIST asserts that during
> the past seventeen years the
eartl’s axis has moved five yards

N

towards another glacial beriod.
All we have to say about the mat-
ter, these hot days, Is that the
movement isn’t half fast enough.

“W\WJACATION time dangerous,”
Head line. Does this re-
fer to widows or flappers?

MAN with a wooden leg es-

caped from a New York court.
He did his bootlegging with the
other one.

REMIER DRURY says that

the Senate is “Pathetic.”” The
word is true enough in the sense
that it contains a path which a
whole lot of men are eager to
tread.

XPERIMENTS are now pro-
gressing calculated to make a
hen lay 365 epgs a year. That's
what might be termed an eggsact-
ing demand.

HEY are talking of a process

to take nitrates from the air.

A reduction in the night rates of

the telephone company would be
more to the purpose.

Suzanne, a Tennisonian Ode.
OR net results,
Give us Suzanne,
She plants the ball,
Where no one can,
/Return the sphers,
/ And puts a ban
On varied hopes,
And every plan
To circumvent
Her dire irtent.
“It’s forty love,”
A tennis term,
‘Which tells the score
And gives a squirm,
To callorie
Of Mallory.
Just one to love,
For average man.
Gee Whiz! Gadzooks!
Give us Suzanne.
DOUG.

BEAT IT!
Policeman: Here! Here! Where
did you get that rug from?
Tramp: I didn’t steal it. A lady
up the street give it to me and told
me to beat it.—Everybody’s Maga-
zine.

~

Yellow Journalism
Of Earlier Canada

Scandal, Doggerel, War Rumors
and Sporting News in

1802.

7

Poor Women! What ~
Wag then our lot?
Submission, Truth and Duty;
Our gifts were small,

To balance all

Some God invented beauty.

AKEN from the Royal Gazette
and New Brunswick Adver-

tiser for Wednesday, May 19,
1802, this stanza indicates that
even one hundred and twenty

years ago the metropolitan press
of our infant country was- not
without features.

Bvery newspaper to-day boasts
‘“features’’—not eyes or ears or

. Roman noses—but matter which

is not news nor advertisements.
And our American friends claim
to have Iinvented features less .
than twenty years ago. Not so.
The yellowed and wrinkled copy
of the ancient §St. John news-
paper, which The Sunday World
has just seen, is the proof.

‘The Royal Gazette has every-
thing—literary colyum, hints on
etiquetts, short story, ‘“hot
weather’’ yarn, Osgoode Hall notes,
letters to the editor, sporting re-
sults, war rumors—everything that
a modern newspaper should or
should not havye. 5

On March 27 Napoleon and
England had signed a treaty at
Amiens, and, if “the mast-ship of
the Duke of Kent” had not sailed
80 soon, the loyal colonists of New
Brunswick would have been able
to celebrate the event on May 19.
But, alas! on the day of publica-
tion the treaty was already seven
weeks old and the future Domin-
fon had no news of it.

So the Royal Gazette, printed
and published by John Ryan,
Printer to the King’s Most Excel-
lent Majesty, had everything but
news., Its ‘‘special despatches”
were merely rehashed articles
from six weeks’ old London news-
papers, loaned the editor by a
newly-arrived sea captain.

The ‘big smash” in local news
for the day was madé in an an-
mnouncement that Mayor Campbell
had fixed the price of bread at a
two-pound six aend a half ounce
wheat loaf for sixpence, and a
three-pound two ounce rye loaf
for the same price. This story '
was neatly featured at the top of
the first column on the first page,
under the heading, ‘Assize of
Bread.”

On the front page were twg

columns - of advertisements . and
two columns of London and Paris

mews, with one sporting para-
graph, to the effect that “Mr.
Jones” horse, Blood-hack, on

Wednesday ran 20 miles within an
hour at Newmarket.” = Which
publication of racing information
comes too early, however, for any
but retroactive legislation by the
Attorney-General of Ontario.

The Gazette’s hot weather story
reads as follows:

“In theL County of Grenville,
South Carolina, there is a couple
by the name of Hasily, still living,
who have had thirty-two children!
The most of them, however, dled
young.”

It is headed
Fact.” ;
v Undoubtedly the heading is cor-
rect, but it has not one tithe of the
sensationalism which is rampant
in the little paragraph itself.

“An Uncommon

Perhaps the only features that
most moderns would miss from
the paper are editorials, comics
and pictures. Perhaps editorials
are scarcely lively enough in most
periodicals of to-day to be called
a featurs, but the absence of comic
drawings and portraits of premiers
and bathing girls is something to
be marveled at in so enterprising
a Royal Gazette,

The “colyum’ featured a hunt-
ing song of six stanzas by Dibdin
and, as a concession to the ground-
lings, a gong rendered by Jaquel-
ina in the new After-Piece called
“Urania,” from which the stanza
at the head of the column was
quoted. So it seems that the
“stunt” “of publishing popular
songs was not invented Iin New
York in the days of ‘“The Merry
Widow” and Irving Berlin.

‘“Avoid stories, unless short,
pointed and quite a propos,” is
one of the “Hints on Conversa-
tion.” Other features were:
Fierce and truculent letters from
“Citizen™ and ‘“A Friend of the
Constitution”; a short stor= which
was really a lively description of
& drinking orgy in old London:
legal notes which tell the sad
story of a man who read novels to
an innocent girl and got beaten
up by her uncle; and a real estate
advertisement for the proposed
town of Dighy, Nova Scotia, which,
a8 a fairy tale, sets a fine stan-
dard for Western Canada.

Except that the letter ‘s’ looks
like ‘“‘£” in some cases, and that
the headings are little guide to
the ecomtents, the whole paper is
readable and almost ‘snappy’”’
enough to make the St. John
dallies

of 1922 look to their
laurels, 3
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CHAPTER VIII
HERE is much confused think-
ing about the ethics of spy-

ing on the movements ot' an
enemy. The very word ‘spy’”’
has acquired so ugly a significance

that we prefer to disguise our

own spies as ‘“Intelligence’” or
‘“Secret Service Officers” and to
regard them as necessary evils.
But ‘any Government that ac-
cepted the standards set up by cer-
tain censorious newspapers and
declined to ask for an appropria-
tion for secret service on the
ground tket it was dishonorable
would be guilty of treason against
its own countrymen. To be fore-
warned about the intentions of
an enemy, whether external or
internal, may save the lives and
property of many hundreds. The
cost of a good system of intelli-
gence is like the premium paid
for insurance against fire.

Whether an individual degrades
himself be engaging in espionage
depends on how and why he does
1t: If his motives are purely
patriotic and he performs this
dangerous duty at the risk of his
life, without thought of personal
gain; if in carrying out the duty
he does not stoop to form friend-
ships in order to betray them, but
comes out with clean hands, what
is there degrading in his service?
But if he spies upon a nation with
which his country is not at war,
merely for the money he can
make, and lives riotously, as
“nearly all such hirelings do, he
.should be treated like the vermin
“that he is.

Nevertheless, there is some-
‘thing pitiful even about such men
‘when they have played their stake
and lost and they feel the cold
~hand laid upon them and all their
“profitless debaucheries sour upon
fiihe palate. It is as if they ran’
‘'unheeding round a corner and
came suddenly upon Death stand-
ing In the path. Then all honor
to them if they can meet it with
s smile, for not all of us, feeling
that cold breath on our cheek and
the grip of the bony fingers clos-
ing on us, can be sure that we
should pass through the ordeal
with credit.

Beginning With the Worst.

During the first few days of the
war I remember g staff officer re-
marking that we should repeat
the experience of the Napoleonic
wars: we should begin the war
with the worst intelligence service

- in Burope and end with the best.
1 was inclined to think that he
‘was right about the first part ‘of

“ his prediction, and I now think
that he was right about the se-
cond. But then if he had gone
on to say that the Germans start-
ed the war with the most elabor-
ate Secret Service organization in
HEurope and ended it with the
worst he would have been equally
right.

I have already related how, at
the vital moment of mobilization,
the whole of the German organi- !
zation in the United Kingdom was
broken up; how it was possible
for us to despatch our Expedi-
tionary Force to France without
the loss of a single man or a
single horse and without the
knowledge of the Germans.

It was of course not long be-
fore they attempted to make good.
They had established espionage
centres at Antwerp and Brussels,
they had branch offices in connec-
tion with the German Cousulate
at Rotterdam. Unfortunately for
them, there was great jealousy
between the navy and the army,

and each had been intrusted with .|

a certain amount of Secret Ser-
vice money on which they enter-
ed into a sort of civil war of com-
petition.

Anything reported by a spy em-
ployed by the German naval au-
thorities was at once ridiculed by
the Military Intelligence, and vice
versa., This keen competition
made them a very easy prey. On
one occasion an adventurous Eng-
lishman actually passed into Bel-
gium to take service in one of
these Intelligence Offices and
came back with useful informa-
tion.

They were prone also to en-
gage quite unsuitable people; the
sort of people who in war time at
once become what the French
call ‘““‘agents’ doubles”; that is to
say, they attempt to serve both
sides, either with the object of
obtaining double pay or of mak-
ing their lives safe In the event

CHOLERA INFANTUM

Cholera infantum is one of the
fatal ailments of childhood. It is
a trouble that comes on suddenly,
especially during the summer
months and unless prompt action is
taken the little one may soon be be-
yond aid. Baby’s Own Tablets are
an ideal medicine in warding off
this trouble. They regulate the
bowels and sweeten the stomach
and thus prevent the dreaded sum-
mer complaints. They are an abso-
lute safe medicine, being guaran-
teed to contain neither opiates nor
narcotics or other harmful drugs.
They cannot possibly do harm—they
always do good. The Tablets are
sold by medicine dealers or by mail
lat 25 eents a box from The Dr. Wil-
w Mc&na Co.‘ Brockville, Onte

‘might be used in evidence against

" himself by the arms to reply to it.

What these men do

of detection.
for a living in peace time is hard

to  guess. I can imagine them
running cheap gambling hells,
frequenting the docks to pick up
some dishonest profit, resorting
to a little blackmalil and perform-
ing the humbler offices for the
‘White Slave trafficker.

In war time you will find them
swarming 4n every capital, for
war is their brief Summer. The .
money they get by their compli-
cated villainies is spent with both
hands. They live like princes and
dress like brokers’ clerks. The
Germans were S0 easy to manipu-
late that quite early in the war
some of these men came over and
offered their services to us. They
felt sure that any story, however
improbable, would be swallowed.
Certainly the Germans got more
interesting information from the
“agents doubles’”’ than they ever
got from their own spies in Eng-
land. Sometimes they acted upon
it, and they paid quite liberally.

The Interview Chair.

There was in my office an arm-
chair in which every spy, real or
fancied, sat while hg was account-
ing for his movements. It was
realized during the first weeks of
the war by the Judges and the
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dence against two of the Geérman
Consuls, one of whom was Krupp’s
agent, for a.ttempted outrage and
breach of neutrality. The Amer-
ican Government was quite ready
to send us back our prisoner at
the end of the case, but I assured
them that we were altruistic and
had no desire to deprive them of
so interesting a personality. After-
ward he published in America his
own version of his adventures.
Lody, the Patriotic Spy.

The first serious spy to be ar-
rested was Lody. Carl Lody was
a8 good example of the patriotic
8py. He had been one of those
Germans who had lived long
enough in the United States to
acquire what he believed to be flu-
ent English with an American ac-
cent. He had held a commission
in the German navy and was a re-
serve officer.

He then 'entered the employ-
ment of the -Hamburg-American
Steamship Line
tourists. In thagt capacity he had
traveled all over England and had:
even attempted, though unsuccess-
fully, to obtain employment un-
der Messrs, Thomas Cook and Son.
A few days before August 4, 1914,
Lody returned to Berlin from Nor-
way and got into touch with the
German Intelligence.

as a guide for -
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ary ink, without any disguise.

His information would have been
of comparatively little value even
if it had reached the Germans,
which it did not. The only report
that was allowed to go through
was the famous story of the Rus-
sian troops passing through Eng-
land.
Courageons to the Last.

From Dublin Lody traveled to
Killarney, no doubt on his way to
Queenstown, but on October.2 he
was detained by the Royal Irish
Constabulary to await the arrival
of detectives from Scotland Yard.
They found among his luggage
the forged passport, about £176
in English notes and gold, a note-

' book with particulars of the naval

fight in the North Sea of a few
weeks earlier, addresses in Berlin,
Stockholm, Bergen and Hamburg,
and copies of the four letters that
hs had written to Stockholm. He
was tried by court martial at the
Guildhall, Westminster, on Octo-
ber 80 and 31. His counsel made
no defence except that Lody was
a man who, having dons his duty,
left the consequences in the hands
of the court. He was not asham-
ed of anything that he had done,
he would not cringe for mercy, he
would accept the decision of
righteous men, He was found guil-

jals for communications in secret
ink.

He proved to be a typical Ger-
man non-commissioned officer,
stiff, abrupt and uncouth. He
made little attempt to explain his
movements and fell back upon
monosyllables. By this time the
machinery for substituting civil
trials for the military courts mar-
tial was complete, and when the
case was ready he was arraigned

at the Old Balley before the
Lord Chief Justice of England
and two other judges, with all

the trappings that belong to that
historiec court, even to the herbs
that are scattered about the court
in the ancient belief that they
avert the infection of gaol fever.

The ‘evidence produced on the
first day left little doubt of the re-
sult of the trial, and the court
rose with the practical certainty
that it would meet again the fol-
lowing morning. But it never
met. During the night in Brix-
‘ton Prison the <Chief Warder
heard a muffled rapping from
Kuppferle's cell. He dressed him-
self hastily and came out in the
passage, where he was met by
the night warder, who announced
that he could not see Kuppferle
in hig cell.
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would lend his offices for the pur-
pose; sometimes a ‘‘business”
was opened in some upper room,
where a few samples of cheap
cigars and other goods were on
view. Quite early in the year it
was discovered that some foreign-

er who could write fluent Eng-

lish was sending regular commun-
ications to one of these addresses
in a simple secret ink, and it was
evident that he was the sort of
person who would find out somse-
thing which might at any time be
of great use to the enemy. "Tho
letters were posted at varlous
places in London, and there was
no clue at all to the sender’'s ad-
dress.

Iike all spies he was continu-
ally demanding money and it was
hoped for some time that & re-
mittance from Holland would dis-
close his identity, but in .the end
the denoument came about in
quite another way. A letter was
intercepted in the censorship
which disclosed secret writing. It
was not in the usual hand and the
incriminatory words said that *C”
had gone to Newcastle and that
the writer was sending the com-
munication “from 201t‘ instead.

I remember very“ well the

law officers, as well as by the
laity, that the ordinary criminal
procedure was of no avail against
‘spies. If no questions could be
asked of a peérson under arrest
how were you to piece together
the documents In his possession
—marked dictionaries, memor-
anda of addresses, code telegrams
and the like? The only way and,
to the innocent, the falrest way
was to adopt something like the
French criminal procedure. As I
have sald, there was never any-
thing approaching what is called
in America “the Third Degree.”
The suspects were cautioned
that they need not answer any
questions, but that what they said

them, a caution which almost in-
variably induced logquacity, and
questions and amswers were re-
corded in shorthand.

I suppose that on the average
four persons a day sat in that
chair throughout the war. At the
least, nine out of every teéen who
might otherwise have been de-
tained under suspicion for an {n-
definite period were entirely clear-
ed by the examination. It used
to be a joke among my staff that
no single person, however angry
he was when he came in, left the
room without thanking me pro-
fusely, though one, and he was a
Mexican, did afterward make a
claim of £10,000 for moral and
mental damages. One man was
so grateful that he asked leave
to make a contribution to the
fund of the Police Orphanage.
This I had not the face to allaw,
perhaps because his arrest had
been the result of a mistake, and
I felt that if money had to pass
it should be going the other way.

Make the Suspect Look Up.

I made a discovery about that
low arm chair. For some time I
had noticed that whenever a par-
ticularly disconcerting question
was put the suspect would raise

My assistant, in peace time an
eminent K. C., suggested one day
that I should =it in it and be in-
terrogated by him. I felt at once
an irresistible impulse to raise
my face to the level of his. The
fact is that if you want to get
the truth out of a witness the
worst way 18 to put him in a box
above the level of the cross-ex-
amining counsel; if our law courts
were intelligently constructed the /
cross-examiner should take his
stand in a kind of elevator and be
suddenly 1lifted to the proper
position just before his cross-ex-
amination begins. Primitive races
have found this out, for their
chiefs stand\erect while their in-
feriors squat on the ground when
they are being questioned.

During the first few days of the
war I .detained a curlous person
who arrived in the country on an
American passport in the name of
Bridgman-Taylor, who <claimed
to be named von der Goltz and to
be a major in the Mexican army.
He was a typical international
spy—mysterious, wheedling and
apprehensive. He pretended to
be eager to enter our service. I
told him that we would make use
of his services—as a prisoner of
war in Brixton Prison.

It was not until early in 1916
that the capture of von Papen’s
cheque books disclosed his real ac-
tivitles. He had been engaged in
the United States in sabotage and
probably he had come to this
country for the same purpose,
but -~ he took alarm, imagining
that his every movement was be-
ing watched, and he came to us
with offers of service to save his
own skin.

‘When we found his name among
the cheques, I sent for him from
prison to ask him <o explain. He
then made a statement about his
activities in America, which was’
considered so important that on
March 18, 1916, he was sent over
to- the United States to give-svi-

He met his death unflinchingly, and on the morning of the execution said to the Assistant Provost Marshal, I suppose you will not

shake hands with a spy?”’

And that officer replied, “No, but I will shake hands with a brave man.”

It happened that there was stay-
ing in Berlin at that time an
American named Charles A, Inglis,
who had applied to the American
Embassy for a vise to his passport,
enabling him to continue hig trav-
els in Xurope. His passport was
passed by the Embassy to the Ger-
man Foreign Office for the vise,
but there it was ‘mislaid’” and the
Foreign Office promised an ex-
haustive search. 'This : passport
was used by ILiody.. Mr. Inglis’
photograph was removed from it
and L.ody’s substituted. Mr. In-
glis obtained a new American pass-
port from his Embassy.

As Mr. Charles Inglis, Lody
.presented himself at the North
British Station Hotel in Edin-

burgh, and from Edinburgh he
gent a telegram to one Adolf Bur-
chard, in Stockholm. Telegrams
had to pass the censor, and there
were matters in Inglis’ telegram
that called for close scrutiny.
Meanwhile Lody took private
lodgings, realizing, no doubt, that
hotels are not very safe places for
spies.

He hired a bicycle and spent a
fortnight in exploring the neigh-
borhood of Edinburgh, looking in-
to Rogsyth Harbor and asking too
many guestions for the ordinary
gightseer. From Edinburgh he
came to London and put up at a
hotel in Bloomsbury. Here he
interested himself in our anti-
aireraft defences. He was back
in Edinburgh two days later and
on September 26 he went to Liv-
erpool, where ocean liners were
being fitted ‘out ' as auxiliary
cruisers.

From Liverpool he went to
Holyhead and thence to - Ireland,
and here his nerve was a little
shaken by the close questioning
that he underwent. From the
Gresham Hotel in Dublin, where
other Americans were staying, he
wrote to his Swedish correspen-
denit that he was becoming ner-
vous. He wrote all his letters both
in English and German_in ordin-

ty and sentenced to death and was
executed in the Tower five days
later.

He met his death unflinchingly
and on the morning of his execu-
tion he said to the assistant pro-
vost marshal, “I suppose you will
not shake hands with a spy?”
and that officer replied, ‘No,
but I will shake hands with a
brave man.”

Kuppferle the Blunderer.

On Feb. 14, 1916, there arrived
in Liverpool another spy not less
courageous and patriotic than
Lody, but grotesque in his inefli-
clency, and forbidding in his per-
sonal appearance. This was Anton
Kuppferle, who was believed to
have been a non-commissioned of-
ficer in the German Army. How
von Papen, who financed him,
could have sent a man so obvious-
ly German, 8o ignorant of the
English language and the Ameri-
can accent into an enemy country
is incomprehensible. He pretended
to be a commercial traveler in
woollen goods, of Dutch extraction
and there was somse slight color
for this in the fact that he had
once traded as a woollen mer-
chant in Brooklyn under the namse
of Kuppferle & Co. On the voyage
over he was profuse in his con-
versations with strangers, to
whom he represented himself as
an American citizen with business
in England.

From ILdiverpool he Wrots a let-
ter to a certain address in Hol-
land, which was probably the first
letter that contalned writing in
invisible ink. In this he convey-
ed information about the war ves-
gels he had meen while crossing
the Atlantic. From Liverpool hg
went to Dublin and from Dublin
to LLondon, where he was arrested
with all his belongings and
brought to New Scotland Yard.
In his luggage was found letter
paper corresponding with that
which contained the invisible
writing, togethsr-with the mater-

-oug firm of

With the ald of the master
key the door was thrown open and
there they found the man hanging
dead from the cell ventilator. He
had tied his silk handkeérchief
tightly. round his neck and, tak-
ing his stand on a heavy book,
had kicked it away from under
him. HEvery effort was made to
restore life by artificial respira-
tion, but in vain. On his cell
glate was found the following mes-
sage:

‘“To whom it may concerns
My name is Kuppferle. Nee to
(born in) Sollingen, Rastatt, I.
B. (Baden). I am a soldler
with rank I do not desire men-
tion. In regard to my behalf
lately I can say that I hayve had
a fair trial of the U. Kingdom,
but I am unable to ‘stand the
strain any longer and take the
law {in my own hands. I fought
many & battle, and death is
only a savior for me.

“I would have preferred the
death to be shot, but do not
wish to ascend the scaffold as
( a Masonic sign). I hope the

Almighty Architect of this Uni-
verse will lead me into the un-
known land in the East. I am

not dying as a spy, but as a

soldier; my fate I stood as a

man, but cannot be a liar and

perjure myself. Xindly I wish
permit to ask to notify my
uncle, Ambos Broll, Sollingen,

Rastatt, Germany, and all my

estates shall go to him,

‘Whatt I done I have done
for my country. I shall ex-
press my thanks and may the
Lord bless you all. Yours.

“ANTON KUPPFERLH.”

CHAPTER IX.

ARLY in 1916 the Germans
began to organize spy receiv-

ing offices in Holland. Usually
they pretended to be legitimate
commercial agencies. Sometimes
one member of a not too prosper-
commission agents

morning when this sentence was
shown to me. The postmark was
Deptford. “201’’ might or might
not be the number of a house, We
rang up Deptford Police Station
and asked for a list of the streets
in their area which ran to two
hundred and one houses. There
was only one—Deptford High
Street—and the occupant of that
house had a German name, Peter
Hahn, baker and confectioner.

No one was more surpriéed than
the stout little baker when a taxi
deposited a number of police offi-
cers at his door. He proved to be a
British subject and to have been
resident in Deptford for some
years. While he was being put in-
to the cab a search was made of
his premises and in a back room
the police found a complete out-
fit for secret writing neatly stotw~
ed away in a cardboard box.

Hahn’s Russian Visitor.

When seated in my armchair
Hahn was not at all communica-
tive. He professed to know noth-
ing of ‘“C,” and when further
pressed he refused to answer any
questions, but patient inquiry
among his neighbors produced a
witness who remembered that a
tall Russian gentleman had been
visiting Hahn at frequent inter-
vals.

His name was belileved to be
Muller and his address a board-
ing-house in Bloomsbury. This
limited the fleld of search. The
register of every boarding-house
was scrutinized and within a few
hours the police found the name
of Muller; the landlady of the
boarding-house confirmed the
suggestion that he was a Russian
and sald that he had lately gone
to Newcastle to see some friends.
The search was then transferred
to Newcastle, and within a few
hours Muller was found, arrested
and brought to Londdn. He was
a tall, spare, worried-looking per-
-son,. anxious only to havs an op-

portunity of clearing himself. He
had never seen Hahn; had never
been in Germany and could not
even speak the language. For
some time he adhered to the story
that he was a Russian.

An inquiry into his past showed
that he was one of those cosmo-
politan, roving Germans who are
hotelkeepers in one place, com-
mercial travellers In another. At
some time they have all been mot-
or car agents and touts. He spoke
English with scarcely any trace of
foreign accent. With his glib
tongue he had gone through the
usual spy routine of making love
to impressionable young women
and winning acquaintances by the
promise of partnership in profit-
able sbeculations. ‘"He had some
claim for registering himself as a
Russian, for he had been born in
Libau, and spoke Russian as well
as Flemish, Dutch, French, Ger-
man and English. Hahn, on the
other hand, was merely a tool.

Spy Leyter’s Confession.

About the middle of 1915 we
learned that on a steamer bound
from Rotterdam to Buenos Ayres
was an Argentine citizen named
Conrad Leyter, who was believed
to -be carrying despatches from
Berlin to the German Embassy in
Madrid. Leyter was removed
from the steamer and brought
to London. He sald he was a
shipping clerk, that he had come
to Europe for a holiday and was
now on his way back to Buenos
Ayres. He gave a long and rather
wearisome account of his holiday
adventures in Germany and Hol-
land and nothing could be done
until the clockwork had run down.

Then we sald, ‘“But why were
you going to Spain?” There was
another burst of eloquence, but
no reply to that particular ques-

tion. Whenever he paused for
breath he was asked, “Why were
you going to Spain?” At last he
could bear it no more. He jump-

ed from his chair and said, ‘“Well,
if you will know, I am going to
Spain and if you want to know
why, I am carrying a despatch to
Prince Ratibor, the German Am-
bassador in Madrid."”

‘“Thank you.
despatch?”

" “I have not got it. It is sewn
up in the llfebelt in my cabin.”

That was all we wanted \to
known. Leyter kent to an intern-
ment camp, the wireless was got
to work and in due course the
despatch was found In 'the life-
belt as he sald. It was quite use-
ful. ;

Every now and then /doubtful
persons captured at sea came to
us from far afleld. In October,
1915, a boarding officer in the
Mediterranean, who was examin-
ing passengers on board the blue-
funnel liner Anchisse, found a
man who was carrying a false

passport believed to be forged.
He was detained and senf to
Egypt.

In Cairo luck was against him.
‘While he was being interrdgated
angl his imagination was soaring
in full flight, a British officer who
had known him in former years
chanced to pass through the room
and recognized him. “Hullo, von
Gumpenberg,” he cried
him on the back. After that it
was useless to dissemble and he
gave his name as Baron Otto von
Gumpenberg, and said that he had
been Squadron Commander in
the Death’s Head Hussars K and
had been involved in a scandal
for which he was arrested and
imprisoned for seven months.
his release he became a vagabond
adventurer. 7 e

In Constantinople he was Aflde

de Camp to Enver Pasha; later
he attached himself to Prince
‘Wilhelm of Wied in his futile

attempt to govern Albania.
‘When war broke out he was
called back to Germany to serve
as a trooper and, according to his
own account, he served for eigh-
teen months on the Russian front
with such distinetion that when
he returned wounded to Germany
his commission was restored to
him and he was posted to the
command of a troop at the front;
but at this moment there happen~
ed to be a scheme for stirring up
the tribes in North Africa and
he was despatched to see what
he could do with the Senussi.
Cigar Salesmen as Spies.
The Germans now adopted com-
merce a8 the best cover for their

agents. England was to be flood-
ed with commercial travellers,
especially travellers in clgars.

The censor began to pick up mes- 5

sages contalning orders for enor-
mous quantities of cigars for
naval ports such as Portsmouth,
Chatham, Devonport and Dover,
The senders turned out to be
furnished with Dutch passports,
though. their nationality -was
doubtful.

Now something happeéned to be
known about their supposed em-
ployers in Holland, who kept one
little back office in which a few
mouldy samples were exposed, and .
yet herg they were with a travel-
ler in the southern counties and
another sending orders from New-
castle, Naval ratings sre not ab-
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stainers from tobacco, but they
are not known to be in the habit
of consuming large quantities of
Havana cigars. ;

The travellers, one named
Haicke Petrus Marinus Janssen
and the other named Wilhelm
Johannes Roos, were found doing
the sights of London. Janssen
was questioned first. He was a
self-possessed person of about
thirty years of age and he claim-
ed to be a sailor. He knew no
German, and, being a Dutchman,
he had a dislike for Germans.
Why, he was asked, did his em-
ployers, Dierks & Co., engage &
sailor to travel in cigars? To that
he had no answer except that he
had been unsuccessful in obtain-
ing a berth as officer on a steam-
er. A friend had introduced him
to Mr. Dierks because he could
speak English and was looking
for ‘work. He said that he was
the only traveller Dierks had in
England.

We asked him whether he knew
& man named Roos. ‘No,” he
said, he had never heard of him.
He was then sent to another room
while Roos was brought in. He,
too, was a seaman, a big powerful
man, with the cut of a German
seaman. He, too, sald he was a
traveler for Dierks and Co.; that
Dierks had two travelers, him-
self and Janssen. Would he know
Janssen if he saw him? Certainly
he would.

An Attempt at Suicide.

Janssen wag brought again into
the room. He made a faint sign
with hi% eyes and lips to Roos, but

of course it was too late. ‘“Is this’

the man you say you know?'” he
was asked.  He nodded and Jans-
8en was silent. On the way over
to Cannon Row Roos suddenly
dashed at a glass door which
opened Into the yard, smashed the
panes and jabbed his naked wrists
on the jagged fragments of glass
in the hope of cutting an artery.
He was itaken to Westminster
Hospital to be bandaged and later
was removed to Brixton Prison,
where he was put under observa-
tion as a potential suicide.

The code used by these men
was simple enough. They would

gend telegrams for 10,000 Ca-
banas, 4,000 Rothschilds, 8,000
Coronas, and so on. A message

telegraphed from Portsmotith of
this kind would mean that there
' were three battleships, four cruis-

ers and ten destroyers in the har-
bor, and these messages, 80 inter-
i “preted, corresponded with the ac~
tual fact on the dates of the tela-
grams.

Neither man could produce any
evidence that he had transacted
bona-fide business with their ci-
gars. - They could not produce one
genuine order. They were
brought to trial for espionage and
were convicted. A few days later
both made confessions. Janssen
ectually gave some useful infor-
mation about the German spy or-
ganization in Holland.

They met thelr end stolcally.
Janssen was shot first. Roos agk-
ed as a last favor to be allowed to
finish his cigarette. That done, he
threw it away with a gesture as
though that represented all the
vanities of this world, and then he
sat down in the chair with quiet
unconcern. The news of the exe-
cution moon reached Holland, and
the Germand began to find it very
difficult to obtain recruits from
neutral countries.

) Next week Sir Basll Thomson will
continue hlis thrilling narrative of
German sples who fell into the
clutches of Scotland Yard durlng the
war.

GROWING BOYS
AND GIRLS

Need Rxch Red Blood to Keep
Up Health and Strength.

It is a mistake to think that anae-
mia is only a girl’s complaint. Girls
probably show the effect of weak,
watery blood more plainly than
boys. But many boys in their teens
grow thin and weedy, showing that
they have not enough blood, or that
it 1s thin and watery. Let the boy
in this condition catch cold and he
will lose his strength and his health
becomes precarious. To overcome
this trouble give both your weak
boys and girls Dr. Willlams’ Pink
Pills and see how soon good appse-
tite returns and the weak boy or
languid girl becomes full of activ-
ity and high spirits. Mrs. P. Gar-
vey, R.R. No. 5, Mono Mills, Ont.,
tells what this medicine did tor ner
young son. She says:—‘‘Three years
ago, my little boy, who was then
11 years old, was very pale and
w8ak, he would take fainting spells
and complained of a pain about his
heart. One day a lady friend who
noticed his run-down condition toid
me her daughter had been in a
similar state and found new health
through Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. T
therefore got a.supply for my boy,
and by the time the first box was
used his appetite seemed better, and
by the time he had taken half a
dozen boxes everyone was surprised
at the change In his condition, he
was such a fine, healthy looking
boy. He had grown tall and stout,
with no signs of his former run-
down condition. I believe Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills are unexcelled for
anyone weak and run down.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are sold
by all medicine dealers or by mail
at 60 cents a box or six boxes for
$2.560 from The Dr. Willlamg’ Medi-

L2108 Cou;- ,Brockwlle, Onity
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| Ndf,,z%ﬂ)atement Being Shown
In Demand for Sports Clothes

By SARA MARSHALL: COOE.
HERE i no abatement .in the

tremendous interest shown in
' gports clothes. Women of all ages
are gelecting them for general day-
time, wear practically to the exclu-
sion . of other types. HEven those
who | have long realized the versa-
tility. of. clothes of this sort never,
in their most sanguine moments,
dreamed that they would be adopt-
ed in such a world-wide way.

Paris is competing with London
and Néw York in the making qf
the ''Smiartest and . most appealing
styles iIn sports clothes. ‘When,; any
type'lof' dress is exploited from all
sideg’ it/ always means that if the
modelg” are pretty and becoming a
certain’ number of women will wear
them -with little sense of fitness:
That ig, a so-called sports hat may
be worn with a gown to which it
js entirely unsuited. This is "also.
true  of shoes.

.l Ptain Colored Sweaters.

W5 have cut adrift from the old
standards which governed the se-
Jection 0f footwear. The final blow
was ‘dealt with the wholesale adop-
tion .. of patent leather for low-
heeled i walking shoes. With the
flooding of the market with many
excellent ideag in dress at one time
there: always comes a misapplica-
tion 'of the best of them.

Among the prettiest of the sweat-
ers are those in lavender brocaded
in blwe. I have just seen a new
model in these shades which closes
down~the front like the very old-
fashioned coat sweater. It is long,
coming ' almost to the knees, and
has long sleeves which flare at the
bottom:’ There is a high collar but-

toning ..up about the mneck. The
sweater itself is lavender and
around:; the bottom and on the

sleeves 'and the collar are squares
knitted'in blue. It is bloused by,
meansiof an elastic band placed low
on thetinside.

!! Whit and Flannel Serge.

A great demand for any particular
type of 'dress is a wonderful inspira-
tion to.designers and manufacturers
and ‘ar‘incentive to do their best in
that, particular line. ‘While there
is the ‘sreatest diversity of color in
the sports costume, here as every-
where ‘élse, a few colors become the
extreme of fashion. In the plain
shadestibrown, gray and white .are
favorites, while in the brighter hues
there are unusual shades of cerise,
purple, yellow and red. Emphasis
is placed on yellow and black used
in unison.

A complete reaction from black in
day-tithe clothes is manifesting it-
gself inithe other extreme, white, for
sportswear, particularly white with
color. And on this wave comes white
flannel as well as white serge of an
extremely soft and fine texture wo-
ven f‘il’l: part of camel’s hair, which,
mixed ‘with the wool, gives a marvel-
ous' effect. © The kasha serge of Ro-
dier is'of. this character. \

Jeanne Lanvin has been respons-
ible, Jargely for this movement: of
whité; ‘serge and flannel with trim-
mingg~of «embroidery in high colors,
a trimming which she always has
favored and in which she ever has
excelled. One of her best models is
in . white,  serge embroidered dn a

brilliant Chinese red with little
flakes ,0f black as a relief.
Another interesting model: : of

white serge is of simple design with
slim panels on the bodice and on the
skirt. ,This frock is embroidered in
red and black in a Jugo-Slav pat-
tern. A great many of Lanvin's em-
broideries are in Russian and Jugo-
Slav., designs. There are charming
frocks of white serge done with
bead embroideries in high colors af-
ter Russian motifs. Very often such
frocks. are in coat styles with the
Russian bodice crossing. A

English women long have recog-
nized the desirability of flannel for
sports skirts, jackets and frocks, and
this season sees them adopted in a
larger way than ever before. Many
Canadian 'women have felt that flan-
nel was not the most practical ma-
terial, "although one of ' the best-
looking for clothes of this sort, as it
| was expensive in the long run, in
view.of the fact that one must pos-
sess a great many flannels if one
went din for them at all, as some of
thém must necessarily be at the
cleaners.

“Mexican Drawn Work.

Few women realize that the Vi-
vella, flannels are absolutely un-
shrinkable if properly laundered,
and that they come in a large var-
jety of styles and weights. It is pos-
sible to obtain the creamy <white
shades in gix different weights. Then
there are the stripes, the checks
and the Scotch tartan plaids, in ad-

dition to . the heavy or suiting
| weights in both white -and fancy
checks. Smart costumes @ consisting

‘of a dress and cape are developed
from the lighter-weight flannels in
both the white and ivory shades,
and topped with hats of a vivid hue.
- Crepe de chine and crepe maro-
cain still are very important fabrics
|for the development of sports
clothes. Lanvin has made a beauti-
ful model in two shades of crepe
marocain. The blouse is of bright
red, while the skirt is cream white.
The bodice is made to slip on over
the head and cut in pointed scal-
lops at the bottom. The sleeves are
finished in like manner. The girdle
consists of a narrow strip of the
white silk run ‘through medallion
slides of coral colored composition.
The skirt has a pleated front panel
set in with hemstitching and Mexi-
can - drawn work—types of trimming
which are very popular just now.
An interesting idea in connection
with Jsports garments is the use of
large» embroidered open-work mon-
ograms placed on the centre of the
blouse just beneath the pointed V
collar. This idea is also shown in
knitted. sports wear garments.

There is a veritable craze in

.. Ladies
: HAVE YOU SEEN
|
GRAY-DORT
. Phaeton

On Display at
146 King St. W., Toronto

Paris at the present time for the
short geparate coat to be worn either
over a matching or contrasting skirt
or over any .sort of ‘dress and for
almost every occasion. In fact, the
short jacket has taken Paris by
storm. y

These coats, which are similar to
suit jackets, are cut on perfectly

straight lines and are of finger-tip'}{

length with straight and .Wlde
sleeves. They may be worn with or
without a. belt. It is notewortpy
that they are replacing to a con-
giderable extent the full-length coat
and the cape.

There is nothing unusgual in the
cut of these coats, but there is great
novelty in the fabrics and trimmings
used in their 'making. All the
Rodier silks and satins in quilted
and blistered effects which are hav-
ing such a tremendous vogue at the
present time are represented. i

There- is Bulla, a blistered fabric
which, as its name implies, is double.
Again, there, is Cloquee, a  quilted
novelty. Certain definite patterns
have specific names, such as Mosaic
Cloquees, Bulla Mosseaux and Bara-
gladine. The latter is a wonderfully
intéresting printed, embroidered and
blistered silk crepe. In addition to
coats of these clocki fabrics there
are models of cloth and heavy silk
crepes which are usually embroid-
ered in Russian or Persian designs.

Fur Embroidery.

Practically all these Jackets,
whether of silk 'or cloth, are black
and feature fur trimming of some
sort. Rabbit is dyed  to imitate
squirrel, kolinsky, and chinchilla.
This lightweight pelt is lavishly em-
ployed in the form of standing col-
lars, wide cuffs and deep bands
around the bottoms of many jack-
ets. Fur trimming is present even
where a model carries embroidery.

In the novelty class is a jacket of
India cashmere trimmed with mon-
key fur about the neck and sleeves
and around the bottom. Monkey fur
is being taken up this season as en-
thusiastically as it was last Sum-
mer, a time when we thought
this fashion had reached its peak.
The prediction that it would be an
ephemeral fashion has proved false,
as. it has outlasted many seasons and
ig still very much sought after.
There is almost no use, that is not
being made of this versatile fur. It
is equally effective as a fringe or
deep band trimming.

Short Leather Jackets,

Jackets that serve for sports wear
are evolved from kid or leather. One
attractive model from Lucien Le-
long isg developed from gray leath-
er and trimmed with red, the red
taking the form of a narrow pip-
ing around the standing collar, the
cuffs, the pockets and the front
closing.

Another sports jacket which this
designer made for a prominent
French actress for wear at a pre-
miere ‘was made of blistered kid,
very soft and supple, the blistered
effect being emphasized by embroid-
ery. Accompanying this jacket was
a white dress, the skirt made of
cloth and the waist of georgette
crepe. The sleeves of the dress were
embroidered in a Romanian motif as
were the small pockets on' the skirt.

Among novelties being used as
trimmings on dull leather jackets
are highly glazed leathers in red,
blue and other bright hues. These

vivid colors are particularly effective |

upon backgrounds of neutral color-
ings.

Perforated leather trimmings are
also in extensive use at the present
t¥me. This' represents a return to
the vogue of several years ago when
leather trimmings apparently were
at the height of their popularity.
Large leather pocket motifs done in
embroidered leather appear as a
trimming on jackets of cloth as well
as on those made entirely of kid.

Copyright, 1922, New York Tribune, Inc.

Ways to Put Up
Your Blueberries

Pickle the Blackberry and
Preserve the
Raspberry.

LUEBERRIES (or huckleber-

ries) are the one variety of
fruit that is rarely “put up’” for
Winter use, save an occasional
can or two for use in pies. They
are, however, easily put up with-
out sugar, in the following man-
ner: Wash and drain the berries,
pack in sterilized jars and 'shake
them down, so as to get in as many
as possible. ' Put on the rubber
rings, set the jars on the rack in a
kettle, cover closely, and steam
until the berries are hot and have
well settled in the jars. If there is
too much fruit juice pour off some
and fill up with berries taken from
another jar. Then put on the
sterile covers, but do not tighten,
and steam for ten minutes longer.
Fasten air-tight, and, when cold,
store in a cool, dry place. These
berries retain the flavor of the fresh
fruit,

Blueberry Jelly.

This delicious jelly is not as well
known as it should be and two ex-
tractions may be made from the
same lot of fruit. Cut 'a large
orange In very thin slices and let
stand over night in cold water, to
cover. Add the orange and water
to three quarts of blueberries, heat
slowly and crush the fruit until the
juice flows freely. Drain through
two thicknesses of cheesecloth and
bring the strained juice quickly to
the boiling point. I.et cook for
seven minutes and add one cupful
of heated sugar to each cupful of
boiling juice. Let boil for about
two minutes, skim well and pour
into heated glasses. .

For the second extraction jelly
turn the contents of the jelly 'bag
into a saucepan, add cold water to
cover and two or three slices of
lemon. Mix well and bring to the
boiling point. Again drain, cook
the juice for ten or twelve minutes
and add half a cupful of heated
sugar for each cupful of juice. Skim,
cook for about five minutes and
turn into glasses.

Blackberry Cordial,

This cordial, although not quite
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ag good as that containing French
brandy, is very palatable and excel-
lent for colic or an attack of Sum-
mer complaint. Crush the berries
with a potato masher, turn into a
strong jelly bag and press out all
the juice and pulp possible. Let
stand in a cold place for four or
five hours and then drip through,
an ordinary jelly bag.  ¥or each
pint of juice take one cupful of
brown sugar, half a teaspoonful of
ground cinnamon, a quarter of a
teaspoonful each of ground cloves
and grated nutmeg and a few grains
of powdered all-spice. Let the in-
gredients all simmer for twenty
minutes, remove from the fire and
add for each pint three tablespoon-
fuls of white grape-juice. Seal in
bottles.
Pickled Blackberries.

Dissolve three pounds of brown
sugar in one pint of hot vinegar.
Skim and add five pounds of black-
berries and a spice bag, containing
one tablespoonful of whole cloves,
two broken sticks of cinnamon,
eight whole allspice and half a nut-
meg.
and store ag for jelly or jam.

Blackberry Jam.

Use three-quarters of a pound of
granulated sugar to each pound of
berries -and the juice of one'lemon.
Cook the fruit just emough 'to start
the juices, mashing it well, : then
add the sugar and lemon juice and
set aside over night. 'In the morn-
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Cook down until quite thick:

ing simmer until quite thick and
cover when cold with paraffin.
Spiced Raspberries as a Meat Relish

Use the berries left from making
raspberry vinegar and put into a
saucepan with four cupfuls of su-
gar, half a cupful of boiling water,
two tablespoonfuls each of lemon
juice and vinegar, half a teaspoon-
ful of ground cinnamon and a quar-
ter of a teaspoonful each of ground
cloves, allspice, nutmeg and mace.
Simmer down wuntil very thick and
store like marmalade. If the seeds
of the berries. are objectionable
press the berries through a sieve
before cooking. The above quan-
tities of ingredients are allowed for
four quarts of red raspberries that
have been used in making raspberry
vinegar.

Raspberry and Currant Jelly.

Use the fruits in equal propor-
tions. (Apple juice may be substi-
tuted for the currant Juice.) Heat
in the upper part of the double
boiler until the juice runs freely
and simmer for ten minutes. Drain
through double thickness of cheese-
cloth, cook the drained juice for
ten minutes and 'add a cupful of
heated sugar for each cupful of boil-
ing juice, Skim well and cook until
a little jells when tried on a cold
plate. Two-thirds currant juice to
one-third berry juice also gives a
delicate jelly.

Non-Cook Preserved Raspberries.

This seems almost too good to be
true, especially in hot weather, but
the preserve is delicious and retains
the full flavor of the fresh berries.
Mix together either red raspberries
or ‘‘blackcaps’” and granulated sugar

in the ' proportion of pound for
pound. Crush the berries and su-
gar, being sure that each berry is

well broken. . Have ready hot jars,
filled with boiling water, empty out
the water and fill to overflow with
the berry and sugar mixture. Adjust
rubbers and sterilized covers and
seal alr-tight. Store in a dark, dry
place. by

Potato Salad.

. Warm days are at hand and sug-
gestions for ‘‘cold suppers’” are very
welcome. A mnovel way of prepar-
ing potato salad is to boil the pota-
toes, peel and cut into slices. Cut
into small pieces several slices of
bacon, then fry. Pour bacon and fat
over the potatoes, add one f{finely
chopped onion, celery seed, vinegar,
olive oil, salt and pepper to taste.
Serve on lettuce leaves.

?

Buying Christmas Gifts
At Summer Sales

By ROSE BERTIN.
T the risk of being a joy-killer—
a most detestable kind of per-
son—I'm going tg say a word or two

about Christmas presents, and if
you heed what I have to say. what-
ever you may think now, four or five
months hence, you’ll be calling down
blessings upon my unknown head.
The other morning I dropped into
one of the big stores downtown and
stopped at one of the glove coun-
ters where there was a bargain sale.
Gloves being a sort of mania with
me—my one extravagance—I stood
debating whether I would indulge
myself in one or two palrs more,
when I overheard a conversation be-
tween two women standing beside

me. One of them was selecting sev-
eral pairs of different sizes and
styles. The other woman asked her

what she was going to do with them.
“Put them away for Christmas pres-
ents. You won’t be able to buy them

FRECKLE-FACE

Sun and Wind Bring Out Ugly Spots.
How to Remove Easily

Here's a chance, Miss' Freckle-~
face, to’ try a remedy for freckles
with the guarantee of a = reliable
concern that it will not cost you a
penny unless it removes the freck-

les; while if it does give you a
clear complexion the expense is
trifling.

Simply get an ounce of Othine—
double strength—from any drug-
gist and a few applications should
show you how easy it is to rid your-
self of the homely freckles and get
a, beautiful complexion. Rarely is
more than one ounce needed for the
worst case, ]

Be sure to ask the druggist for
the double strength Othine as this

strength is sold under guarantee of
money back if it fails to remove
freckles. ’ ! SR {

‘for this price next Winter. so I'm
gottin’ them now.” she replied.

And it was true, she wouldn’t.
There are many other things you can
buy now on sale that will make ex-
cellent Christmas presents, and the
fact that they have been purchased
now will make them mnone the less
acceptable, besidés, who is to know
if you don’t tell? The other day I
saw a sale of French lingerie at half
price, and who is there that would
scorn to accept a gift of French lin-
gerie, even if it had been purchased
at a half-price sale? The style was
quite all right and laundered. and
laced with the new lingerie ribbons,
it would be a gift for a princess.

Hosiery is another thing that al-
ways makes acceptable gifts and
Jjust now the stores seem to be try-
ing to see which can give the best
bargains, and the wise shopper can
pick up many a treasure that will
make a welcome gift at Christmas,
or even for a birthday that is in the
offing, for a small sum. One is per-
fectly safe in buying anything that
does not ‘‘carry its date,” as peo-
ple sometimes say of fashions that
change.

Often at this time of year there
is a sale of infants’ clothes, toys or
carriage accessories that make nice

gifts, and {f secured now will be
purchased at much lower prices than
later on; and one will be that much
to the good when the Christmas
rush begins.

Something else that I have of-
ten take advantage of during the
Summer is a sale of books. Often
classics, good fiction and especially
story books for boys and girls, can
be had for a mere song, and un-
less the covers are soiled or the
books shop-worn, they are quite as
good ‘as If selected from fresh
stock and much lower priced. Of:
course, one of the objections one
might make to purchasing now for
Christmas, is that one is likely to
forget all about one’s purchases. or
worse still, to dispose of them before
tl_m time they were intended to be
given away. That is so. But what’s
one’s backbone for if not to prevent
them from doing such foolish things.
Why not have a medium sized box
with a small opening in the top, and
whenever you bring home one of
these advance purchases, drop it in,
and be sure you don’t open it till the

proper time comes.

The True elilﬁ

summer day.

In a drink of “ICED” SALADA

Tea is fully appreciated on a hot

The young fresh
leaves impart a delicious flavor and
such cool refreshment that “ICED”
SALADA has become a tremen-
dously popular summer beverage.
Enjoy the flavor—Just try

it.

How to Save When Shopping

By Ruth Leigh

]
Author of “The Human Side of Retall Selling,” “The A B C of Retalling,” Etec.
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CANNING.

ILE there are many different

kinds of glass jars used for
canning, the most satisfactory, per-
haps, is the type that has a glass
top held in place by a wire clamp,
In buying any jars, be sure that
you get a wide-mouthed kind, a
good quality glass, smooth and well
finished. Remember that, more
important than the jar itself, is the
method by which it is sealed. The
top is the most essential considera-
tion.

Screw top jars, if discolored, cor-
roded or bent on the edge should
never be used the second year. An
old top which has been removed by
prying up the edge with a knife
should be discarded, as you cannot
pound the edge well into shape, and
your container will not be air proof.
In buying new screw tops for your
jars, test them by adjusting them
on the jars without the rubber.
Screw down tight, and run the
thumb nail between the top and the
glass. If the thumb nail slips under
the edge, it shows that the top does
not fit the jar, and that it is unsafe
to use.

If you buy jars with glass tops
and metal clasps, be sure that
springs and clasps are right and
strong. The wire clamp placed over
the top of the cover should go on
with a snap, even when the tight-
ening lever or clamp spring is up.
If it does not, remove the top clamp
from the tightening lever and bend
to make tight.

It is of the utmost importance to
pay attention to the tops of your
canning jars or all your canning will
be in vain.

VEGETABLES.

S vegetables constitute, or should
constitute, our chief article of
diet these Summer days, it is im-
portant that you get the best pos-
sible quality for your money. Take
cucumbers, for example, a 'vege-
table popular and tasteful for Sum-
mer salads. In selecting, choose a
fine grain skin, rather than a hard,
tough outside; a medium-sized cu-
cumber is usually most desirable for
any purpose, and be sure that the
cucumber is thoroughly green and
not_yellow. A yellow cucumber is
unripe.

‘When you select corn on the cob,
get fresh green husks, not those
that have become yellow. Pull
down the husk when buying to be
sure of good corn inside. The best
corn has full, milky seeds.
Radishes make another desirable
addition to Summer salads, and the
economical housewife buys even
these cheap vegetables carefully. Be
sure that you get crisp, fresh leaves
on the bunches; refuse thaqse that
are wilted. Pinch the radishes be-
tween your fingers. If they are at
all soft, you may be sure they will
be soggy on the inside. \

In buying tomatoes be sure that

{<

they, too, are firm and hard, and
not too ripe, or else you will get
those soft, unpleasant vegetables
that are difficult to cut. It is al-
ways best to buy medium-sized to-
matoes, rather than those large, odd-
shaped ones that are often found on
the market. They are usually easier
to handle and better to taste.

ICE CREAM FREEZERS.

F' COURSH, you know that there
are two distinct types of ice
cream freezers—those which

require turning and those which do
not. As most of us use the ‘“‘turn-
ing” type, which is least expenslve,
we’ll talk to-day of this kind of
freezer. It has three important
parts: An outside tub for ice, a
can for the cream, revolved by a
crank, a dasher fitted inside the can.

Be sure, if your outside tub is of
wood, that it is of a kind which
stands dampness well, such as pine,
and that it is well seasoned to pre-
vent warping, with the staves fitting
snugly to insure a strong, water-
tight pail. Your can for the cream
should be of a material that will
not make poisonous compounds
when in contact with the cream.
Heavy tin plate is good. It must be
very strong, because if it bends only
a bit the scrapers will not work. Get
a rigid top to prevent bending when
you bear down with a spoon on the
edge to dig out the cream. If it is
reinforced with heavy wire so much
the better. Be sure that your cover
fits tightly so that ice and salt will
not reach the cream. Also see
that the gears are covered to avoid
pinched fingers in operating the
freezer.

Dashers in an ice cream freezer
are either single or double action.
The double action is usually found
in a more expensive freezer, be-
cause it is more intricately con-
structed. The dasher turns in an
opposite direction from the can and
works by wood scrapers. The
single-action freezer has a station-
ary dasher with a revolving can.
This style is just as good as the
double action; it has fewer parts
and less workmanship and is there-
fore less expensive.

TRAINING SCHOOL FOR NURSES

Michael Reese Hospital. Accredited three-
Year course. Requirements: Physical fit-
ness, 4 years High School or its equiv-
aleng. Text books, uniforms, room, board
and monthly allowance. Student Loan

¥und, Scholarship to Columbia University,
New York city. Supt. of Nurses, Box 23,
Michael Reese Hospital, Chicago, 1l.

WOOLNO - CORSETS
Perfect—They Satisfy.
At Most Good Dealers and at
396 Yonge St.
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PURITY
At your Grocer’s, in
sealed botties only

We Also Manufacture and Bottle

* SPIRIT VINEGAR s BLENDED CIDER VINEGAR

t TORONTO VINEGAR WORKS - TORONTO
‘ TELEPHONE COLLEGE - 2590
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HEALTH WINS.
UST a little over a week ago, Mlle.
Suzanne Lenglen,’ France’s
most brilliant tennis player, re-

trieved her fallen fortunes by de-

feating Mrs. Molla Mallory, the Am-
erican champion at Wimbledon,

England, in what has been called |

the best exhibition of tennis ever
given by a woman.

Although she wase frankly elated
at her victory, the Frenchwoman
adknoxvledged her triumph quite
simply. “I was in good health,
and I won,” was her only comment.

‘The remark, of course, referred
to her catastrophe in America a
year ago, when she met Mrs. Mal-
lory while suffering from an at-
tack of tonsilitis and went“down to
defeat.

This time, she explained that she
had the essential asset for victory on
/her side, ‘“‘Good health.”

I wa§ in good health, and I won,
a perfectly simple statement kut a
conelusive one:

There’s something wrong  'with
people who don’t win when they are
in good health, because good health
means that an individual may be
100 per cent. efficient.

Without it we muddle along some-
how, but with it, if the will to do is
there, we win.

Other things being reasonably
tequal, health is the thing that
makes victory possible, and yet how
5“little we do to acquire it and how
scareless we are in guarding it.

!  Most of us know that good health
iis the thing that makes success pos-
!sible in everything from housekeep-
«dng to tennis playing. A mother in
;bad health has half lost the battle
ibefore she starts, just as Mlle. Su-
izanne was practically defeated a
year ago before she walked on to
“he tennis court.

- But although we know how im-
sportant good. health is to our hap-
-piness and success, we take it for
granted that it is a mysterious bles-
-ging. like sunshine or = rain, over
swhich we have no control,—a gift
«0f the gods pure and simple.

That, at least, is the way we act.
But we know perfectly well that that
is only 25 per cent. true. Except
in -a small minority of cases, good
®Héalth is something which can be
Sgequired with a little effort.

A¢ Hyery one has his: pet prescrip-
Sen: for, it
‘To some the secret of it is all in
“diet, to another in 'exercise, to an-
“other in rest or recreation or mental
“attitude.
@ It is folly to generalize about the
“way to acquire!it. But this much
ve may all admit: Every intelligent
,human keing knows from experiment
‘and  experience those things which
‘tend to keep him physically fit and
those things which do him harm.
S But most of us grudge our bodies
the attention that we give to our
imotor engines or our radio sets.
.> Ten minutes of .exercise a day
rould spell good health ‘for some
people, and a few glasses of Water
and more fruits and = vegetabless
would solve the riddle for others.
... Whateéver is your road to health,
«are you taking it? Mlle. Suzanne has
«told you why it’s’ worth while. I
swas. in. good -health, ‘and I won.”’
That was all she said. It was duite
enough.

o WHICH PARTICULAR STAR?
‘(Y APTAIN PAUL CURTISS, a well
: known sportsman and guide,
has given a piece of advice to

hunters.

“Don’t shoot at the brown; if you
’f‘do,n’t know what part of the animal
you are shooting at, don’t shoot,”” he
tells- the amateur woodsmen who
“go out under ‘his guidance.

It isn't good sportsmanship to fire

a broadside at an indefinite mark, a
blur of fur in the distance that may
Pe an animal.  Wait till you know
the exact spot where you want the
bullet to strike and then try for it.
That's the sportsman’s way.
' . The, Captain might -have included
‘us-all when he gave those directiona.
Shooting at the brown is wasteful
and -lazy and inefficient. Aiming
‘at nothing in particular is pretty apt
to- result in hitting nothing in par-
‘ticular.

1t’s bad form for a hunter to shoot
at the brown for two reasons. In
‘the first place it’s too easy, and in
the second place it is apt to wound
a helpless animal without killing it

The two reasons hold just as good
for other kinds of effort.

. Hurling = broadsides of criticism
!before you are sure of the mark, and
“before you know just exactly what
you are aiming at, is apt merely to
cause a/lot” of damage without do-
ing anytparticular good. But it’'s a
commori practice. People often fire
away in the general direction of a
supposed ‘wrong when they don’t
know just exaetly what they are talk-
ing about. /

As school: children, most of us
learned that old couplet: :

“Boys flying kites, ‘haul in their
white winged birds.

But you can’t do that when you're

flying “words.”: !

Shooting at the brown is just fly-
ing words at random, words that
often wound without really touch-
ing the vulnerable spot in the diffi-
culty.

But the big reason why, it’s not a
sportsman’s game to ‘shoot at the
brown rather than the whites of the
eyes or some other vulnerable spot

“ecause it is wasteful and ineffi-
cient.

Club women do that when they
spend a good deal of energy talking

GIRLS! LEMONS
BLEACH FRECKLES
AND WHITEN SKIN

[ abcut

Squeeze the juice of two Ilemons
into a bottle containing three ounces
of Orchard White, which any drug
store will supply for a 'few cents,
shake well, and you have a quarter
pint of the best freckle and ,6 tan
bleach and complexion whitener.

Massage this sweetly fragrant
lemon lotion into the face, neck,
arms and hands each day and see
how, freckles and blemishes bleach
out and how clear, soft and rosy-
white the skin becomes.

needed reforms without
choosing one definite task that needs
to be done and doing it.

It's a 'lazy' man’s game to talk
in -a general ‘way about movie cen-
sorship and wishing that someone
might reform the movies.

But what about picking the bad
play and keeping away from it and
1sking other people to do the same,
and picking a good play and boost-
ing it? That's not merely the lazy
way of aiming in the general direc-
tion of the game; it’s waiting till
you know what part of the animal
you’'re shooting at, as the sportsman
tells us to do.

So much good effort is wasted by
lack of definite aim, ‘Hitch your
wagon to a star,” many a laudable
though fairly ambitious advice, but
if you'’re going to attempt it, you
had better find out first just exactly
which star you are aiming for. Too
many of us dissipate a lot of splen-
did enthusiasm because we don’t take
time to direct it toward a very de-
finite end.

HEROICS AND HEROISM.

ID you happen to read that
foolish story about the loving
couple that stood on a bridge

one star-lit evening exchanging con-
fidences? ;

“Do you love me?”’ - the
swain asked of his lady love.

“Indeed I do,” replied the loved
one.

‘“Then prove
passioned youth.

Whereupon the young lady jump-
ed into the river, evidently to prove
that death itself was not too great
a test of her love.

But later, after the astonished
young man, with the aid of a police-
man, had fished the young lady out
of the river, he walked away, leav-

young

it!”” cried the im-

ing the dripping damsel on the
bank.
“Where are you going?”’ the

policeman asked. “I'm going home,”
he explained, “Do you think I'm go-
ing to marry a dumbell ?”’ >

The poor young lady doubtless
meant well, but she didn’t know that
you don’t prove love by means of
such heroic measures.

In movies and novels the hero
proves his love for his lady by dash-
ing into a burning building, or
plunging over the side of the boat
into the angry sea. But fortunate-
ly for the safety of the human race,
burning buildings and dashing
waves are not very common in
everyday life.

They aren’t. half as common as
corn beef hash and clean socks and
well-kept rooms and smiling babies,
and three good meals a day. :

And so, though we hate to blast
the romantic vision of the sea-going
young Jlady, the uncompromising,
truth remains that it is in these
everyday matters that one has the
best opportunity for proving love.

No, the ‘average woman doesn’t
want a husband who can save her
from drowning when she gets be-
yvond her depth at the Summer re-
sort. That’s what the life-saving
guards are for.

But she might like a husband who

would prove his love by being braye
enough to hold the baby while she
finishes the dinner, or patient
enough to smile when the porridge
is burnt, or faithful enough to stay
on the job fifty weeks a year and
so pay the grocery bills.
Proving your love is a day-by-day
job, a doing-the-next-thing task.
Jumping in the river is easy and
amateurish, but melodramatics
don’t convince hard-headed business
men or bread-winning husbands, or
for that matter, home-keeping
wives, of anything but foolishness.
Can’t the world learn that there are
no heroics about heroism, for the
true heroism is just to - keep on
keeping on?

WANTED, A WOOD PILE.

OHN D. ROCKEFELLER, JR.,

has failed: to find a modern
equivalent for the wood pile, a
fact which he regrets.

Tor the wood pile, he would have
us know, served a larger purpose
than that of providing fuel for the
kitchen stove. It furnished work
for the rising generation, and that
was infinitely more important, be-
cause work ‘is one of/the greatest
ways in the world for developing
will power and self-mastery.

Evidently Mr. Rockefeller is one
jump ahead of the reformer who de-
plores the accumulation .of the
great modern fortunes, because of
their effect on the rising generation.

The greatest argument against the
modern multi-millionaire 1is not
based wholly on economics; for the
most important issue is character,
not money. The great fortunes of
to-day make possible the ‘extrava-
gance and extreme selfishness, the
self-indulgence and lack of serious
purpose which we find in the young
people of to-day, and which give
us not a little cause for alarm. The
wealthy few set the style and the
middle class many follow the
fashion of selfishness and extrava-
gance and idleness:

Perhaps John D. Rockefeller, Jr.,
has discovered the cause of the
whole thing in the passing of the old-
fashioned wood pile.

There's been a great reaction
against work lately, especially for
children. No one wants to see the
old cruel days of child-labor in fac-
tory and mine brought back. But
we do mneed a revival of the old
~days of child-labor in the home,
where tasks can be suited to the
strength of the child, and some
play-time provided.

“I see mno reason,”  says Mr.
Rockefeller in a newspaper inter-
view, ‘“why a man should hire peo-
ple to wait on his children just be-
cause he can afford to. Children
aren’t developing will power and
self-mastery because they haven’t
enough to do. I was brought up to
do things that needed to be done
whether I liked them or not.”

There isn’t any particular disci-
pline in setting a lot of arbitrary
tasks for people. That is just pen-
ance. It doesn’t appeal to the reas-
on. But even in this day of labor-
saving devices there are things that
need to be done, personal things,
helpful things, which every child
can learn to do for himself and for
others. He can become a self-sus-
taining unit as far as his own per-
sonal needs are concerned; he can
look after his clothes and take
care of his own toys and do his
share of the household tasks which
are to be done in every home, even
where some service is provided.

This is the best substitute for the
old wood-pile that we can get, and
it’s a substitute that we need sore-
ly, not so much because we need
to get the work done but because we
do need to develop men and women

who can take responsibility.
Copyright, 1922, New York Tribune, Inc.
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SEASONABLE, RECIPES
FOR EVERYDAY LIVING

BY JOHANNA FARRAND.
(Copyrighted.)

All meagures are level.
The half-pint cup is nsed.
ANNED fruits vegetables,
preserves and jam are still in
.the housekeeper’s mind and to
some its a problem which method to
follow. For fruits where the orig-
inal flavor and shape are to be re-
tained, canning commends itself.
Sugar is used only iniabout the
quantity it would be added to raw
fruit. So sterilization must bel com-
plete, also as all the water of the
fruit remaing and more added as
syrup, it is well to can .in quart bot-
tles or even larger .ones. .. Preserv-
ing is done in an open kettle, more
sugar being used; a syrup is prepar-
ed and the fruit dropped -in and
cooked till tender and the “mixture
somewhat thick, or the sugar is put
on the .fruit, allowed to--stand all
night and then cooked in its own
syrup. Jam is the sweetest form of
preservation, so much sugar being
used that bacterial activity is pre-
vented. Fruit and sugar are put to-
gether, pound for pound, though ex-
cellent results are obtaned with %
1b. sugar to 1 lb. fruit.. Mashed well,
then cooked and stirred until very
thick, being' a ‘condensed and very
sweet mixture only a small quantity
is served at one time, it is'also excel-
lent for the various pies and pud-
dings of the Winter table. . :
Huckleberry Jam.

and

stems-and leaves, wash carefully and
weigh, allowing 3% 1b. sugar to 1.1b.
fruit. Put sugar and berries to-
gether in‘a porcelain-lined preserv-
ing kettle, mash well, add 4 teaspoon
cloves for each pound of fruit, boil
gently 20 minutes to ¥ hour, stir-
ring well. Pour- -into  sterilized
glasses or jars.  Just before pour-
ing into tottles add lemon juice—1
lemon to 4 lbs. fruit. Cool, seal with
paraffin, cover and label. Store away
for Winter use.
_Gooseberry  Conserve.

Top and tail gooseberries, wash in
cold, water and stew until soft with
enough’ water to keep .them from
sticking, then measure. To every 4
cups of green gooseberries add

4 cups sugar,

2 oz. preserved ginger, finely cut,

154 teaspoon mace, .

Rind of! 1 orange.

Boil ' all ingredients carefully, 34
hour. Pour into sterilized jars, cool
and seal with paraffin, then cover.
If red gooseberries are used, reduce
quantity of sugar to 3 cups. This
quantity makes nearly 3 pints, very
nice with cold meat.

j Lamb Stew.

Breast of lamb,

Lemon juice, ¥

Water,

Salt and pepper,

2 bunches carrots. .

Small measure of green peas.

Trim, off as much fat as possible.
wipe off the meat with a  damp
cloth, place in a stew pan, add lemon
juice and water to cover, salt and
pepper, and. very little Summer sav-
oury, stew gently 134 -hours. Scrape
carrots, cut  lengthwise, shell the
peas, add to stew 20 minutes be-
fore serving, cover, boil gently to
cook vegetables, thicken gravy with
flour mixed to a thin paste with
cold water. Serve with a border ot
rice ‘well sprinkled with parsley.

Cold Tongue: for Pic-nic.:

Choose a fresh tongue, wash well,
put it in a saucepan. deep enough to
allow a good covering of water, cover
with boiling water, add: 3
1 tablespoon salt,

chili, .
cloves.
bay leaf,
or 4 peppercorns.
1 blade of mace.
Boil gently for 214 hours, then lift
out of water and remove skin while
hot,~ also any tendons or small bones.
Press into a bowl, slightly smaller
than tongue, cover and cool. This
will slice very nicely, medium size
tongue weighs about 5 Its.! Keep
water in which tongue is cooked for
a, vegetable soup.

Green Apple Sauce with Scraped

Maple Sugar.

‘Wash apples,” quarter
move core and ‘blossom, pull off
stem, cut in slices into sauce pan
with very little water and cook cov-
ered, until soft,” sweeten with brown
suigar, serve with mapl& sugar, made
fine by grating it. The skin is very
tender, but if not desired, press the
stewed apples through a fine sieve,
then sweeten and serve.

Date Bread.

1. ¢up chopped dates,

3 cup’ boiling ‘water,

18 cups flour, :

14 teaspoon soda,

2 teaspoons baking powder,

Speck salt,

8, cup sugar,

1 egg, :

1 tablespoon melted butter.

Butter a small bread pan. Cut,
stone and measure dates, add boil-
ing water. Mix well and cool, then
add all other ingredients to date mix-
ture, heat well, pour into pan bake in
a moderate oven about 40 minutes.

2
2
1
3

them, re-

Save the Seeds.

Nasturtium seeds are splendid
substitutes for capers ' in .sauces.
They will also add flavor to the chow
chow or sweet pickle. /

SURE WRY TO GET
: ~ RID OF BLACKHEADS

and

Thére is one simple, safe sure

heads, and that is to dissolve them.
To do this get two ounces of Peroxine

powder from any drug store—sprinkle
a little on .a. hot wet sponge—rub . over
the blackheads briskly—wash the parts

and you will be surprised how the black-
heads have disappeared. Big - black-
heads, little blackheads, mo matter where

they are, simply. dissolve and  disappear,
leaving ths parts without any mark
whatever. Blackheads are simply a

mixture of dust and dirt and secretions
from the body that formi in the pores of
the skin—pinching  and squeezing only
cause Iirritation, make large pores and
do mnor get them out. after they become
hard. Th> peroxine powder and the water
simply dissolve' the blackheads, so they
wash right out, leaving the pores free and
clean and in their natural condition. Any-
body troubled with these unsightly
blan.ishes should certainly try this simple
method. 1f your 'drugglst is wunable to
supply you with Peroxine; send one dol-
lar to the Fred W, Scarge Company, 424
Wailington Street West, Toronto, and they
will send you enough Peroxine to last
several weeks.

Pick over huckleberries, removing |’

way that never fails to get rid of -black- |.

bt e

la Woman

HENEVER I hear a woman
' say she hates men collectively
I always think 'of that delicious
liftle"scene in the comic opera, ‘““The
Chocolate ~ Soldier,”” Dbetween . the
hero ;and the girl who ' eventually

becomes Mrs. Chocolate Soldier.
“I hate you because I love you,
and I love you because I hate you!”

says she in a glorious = burst of
song. -

Whereupon . he kisses her upon
the nose to show his entire ap-
proval. : A

And because, therefore,  a Wwo-
man’s hymn of hate directed to all
masculine  kind : is so femininely
logical (and that’s about the most
illogical thing in the world) that is
why it should never be taken too
seriously. . 5 :

A girl may hate a man individu-
ally, -but she-'can never really hate
men generally, because it wouldn’t
be natural, it wouldn’'t be healthy,
and. it. wouldn’t be right, “and, be-
sldes, she’d miss such an awful lot.

I often wonder, too, whether it is
possible for a women even'.to hate
any particular man with what I
call real and unalloyed Hun-hate.

She can, and often, does, hate
another woman wholeheartedly; but
there is such a lot of sympathy in
the complex make-up of woman-
kind when it comes to dealing with
‘men that I am not sure if it isn’t
the kind of hate that philosophers
tell us is so akin to love.

All really - worth-while women

FROM A MOTHER OF THREE.

AM the mother of two older
H children and a three months’

baby, and my friends who are
mothers themselves ask me how it
is I manage to keep my home look-
ing so neat, and how I manage to
get rest and. recreation without a
servant or a nurse-girl.

The answer is simple enough:
The children come before the house,
and yet I can manage my work so
that my house does not represent
a permanent picture of ‘upheayval
and general chaos.
~ ' Soon after the twins arrived I
arranged the house in such'a way
that I had little difficulty in keep-
ing it eclean and tidy, and, moreover,
saw ‘that it became a ‘children’s

home.”
That is to say, I -dispensed with

BY JANE DOE
Do Women Ever Really Hate Men?

their

£

have lots of “mother” in them, and
it is this. more than. anything else
which prevents them from hating
men.

You can’t hate children.

You can’t hate men who, after all,
are only over-sized children.

Also, you may depend upon it, no
girl hates a mapn because he Is just
man, and that alone.

He must have done something to
make her hate him. b

I can only think of three reasons
why a girl should hate ten.

The first is because she may have
been badly treated by them in one
or more Instances, and has decided
“Never again!” for herself.

The second ig that, having come
into rough contact with them in
the world of business, and seen for
herself the petty meanness,
jealousies and other unangelic quali-
ties, she thinkg it’s best to have none
of them, and go her own gait.

The third is—sour grapes.

You rarely find that a girl who

gets on well with men, and has
‘lots .of sympathy and tact and
common-sense, ever has time to
think of hating them.

And, somehow, I have always

found their is precious little love
lost between the woman who pro-
fesses to be an out-and-out man-
hater and those men with whom
she comes in contact.

You may be sure that underlying
every. ‘I hate men!”  ig either a
tragedy, or a smart of some kind to
account for such an unnatural at-
titude.

How I Manage My Babzies.

all long white curtains, and other.

superfiluous draperies, and substi-
tuted short rep curtains. All the
couches and sofas were covered with
washable rep, and I put away all
bric-a-brac, all unnecessary low
tables, all useless plants on stands,
all elaborate cushion covers. All
cut-glass and faney china was lock-
ed up, and I laid away my 'good
rugs and bought washable ones in-
stead.

In fact, I tried to aim at a wash-
able house.
be cleaned, and everything in the
nursery was unbreakable, washable,
and unspoilable.

The mistake so many mothers
make is trying to keep house¢ on a
standard and fashion suitable only
for adult life, and then breaking
backs and straining
nerves making a futile adjustment.

How many women spend weary
hours picking up after children

-~
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To Mend Screens
Perhaps some of your screens are
good except for one ¢r two holes. These
can easily be mended and the screens
will serve as well as new ones. Cut a
piece of wire netting three inches larger
than. the bole. :Remove the wires for

‘one-half inch around the edges of the

patch (in tbe same manner as drawing
threads). Bend the loose prongs thus
tformed @t right angles. Tit the patch
in place, with the wire prongs sticking
through the screen. Press the patch
fiat against the screen. On the other
side press the wire ends back to their
original position. thus securing the
patch. THE HOUSEWIFE.
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To Freshen Wilted Vegetables

. Of course it is always best to buy
fresh-looking vegetables, but sometimes
the housewife wishes to buy & particu-
lar kind, even though it looks wilted.
Purchase ‘it and treat it in this man-
ner. Soak the vegetable in cold weater,
to which you have added a glice of
lemon. In half an hour most vegetables
will look as fresh as when they were
picked. - This is espectally good for let-
tuce, spinach and parsley. :

THE HOUSEWIFHE.
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To Help Keep Mosquitoes Away.

Some mosquitoes and other insects
will get into the house even if there
are screens on all the windows and
doors. . To ‘help keep them away, paint
all screéns with kerosene. Use a large
brush. Apply the kerosene at night
if the odor of it bothers you.

THE HOUSEWIFE.

Copuright, 1988, by Pudlo Ledger Company

To Simplify the Washing of Baby’s
Caps,

Eyvery mother likes to see her baby
look as clean as possible. She therc-
fore hag to launder her little caps, as
well as other garments, very frequently.

If the ribbon bonnet strings are sewed !

Oiil, as they usually are, they must be
ripped off; or if left on they soon take
on that washed-out appearance. The
solution of the problem is to sew one
part of a snag fastener to each side
of the cap, and the other part of each
snap to one end of each string. The
ribbons can then be easily removed be-
fore washing, and as easily replaced
afterward. THE HOUSEWIFEH.
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A Substitute for Whipped Cream

If in these warm days your cream
should accidentally sour, or ,;f it is im-
posgible to get cream: for whipping, ‘you
need not be prevented from having a
delicious shortcake. Beat the whites
of two eggs with one cup of grated ap-
ple (an e sauce can be used) and one
cup of sugar. Whip until very stiff.
This will look a good deal like whipped
cream and is equally delicious.

THE HOUSEWIFH,
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Winter

To prevent white fabrics from turning
yellow while stored away for the win-
ter, ringe a piece of white sheeting in

strong bluing water till very blue. Dry
{t. Make from it a bag large enough to
hold the white materials or garments.
Fold the white fabrics and place them
{n the bag. When you remove them in
the spring they will be perfectly white.
THE HOUSEWIFE.

Copuyright, 1928, by FPublo :Ledmw Company -
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Take It In Time

"DO you know that by far the larger number of the common

not caused by any serious displacem
‘marked change ?

D'O you know that these common ailments produce symptoms
that are very much like those caused bv the more serious

surgical conditions?

DO you know that many women a
lessly from such ailments? More than that, they endan%er
their health by allowing their ailments to continue and deve

into something serious. .
If treated early, that is, within a reasonable time after the first warning
symptoms appear, serious conditions may often be averted. Therefore, at the
first appearance of, such symptoms as periodic pains, irregularities, irritability
and nervousness, Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound should be taken.
1t is prepared with accuracy and cleanliness from medicinal plants. It cons
tains no narcotics nor poisonous drugs, and can be taken with perfect safety.

The Vegetable Compound acts on the conditions which bring about these
| symptoms in a gentle and efficient manner.
itself in the disappearance, one after another, of the disagreeable symptoms.
In a word, Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound acts as a natural restora.
tive, relieving the present distress and preventing more serious trouble,

ailments of women are not surgical ones; that is they are
ent, tumor, growth, or other

| Why not give a fair trial to this medicing

Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compount

LYDIA E.PINKHAM MEDICINE €O. LYNN, MASS,

nd young girls suffer need-

The persistent use of it shows
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who could be trained to pick up for
themselves if they had any definite
place for these things to go? How
many women are grieved and
broken-hearted over the breaking
or spoiling of some cherished article
when “in all commonsense those
articles should have been laid away
when there are toddling children?

The period will soon pass when
children are destructive; and it is
far wiser to keep house on a simple
plan when they are little and to
leave the more elaborate house-
keeping until the children are grown
up.

I always arranged to do that part
of my housework which needed

cial cooking, while the baby was
taking his naps, and left the wash-
ing, sweeping, cleaning, or other
tasks to his waking hours.

For I discovered the scrub brush
would not scorch while I laid it
down to pick up the baby and ap-
pease its cries. But the porridge
would.

During the baby’s afternoon sleep
I always arranged to have a little

ONE WOMAN’S VIEW OF IT.
HEN my baby was born I was,

of course, like all other moth-

ers with their first-born, ecstatic.

“At last,” I exclaimed, ‘here is a
little human being whom I can
guide along the straight and narrow:
path~—a tény atom whose destinies I
can steer and whose career I can
mould.”

But it was not until my baby
reached the age of eighteen months
that I woke up to the true meaning
of motherhood, which can be sums=-
med up in three words—a gigantic
responsibility.

Whey my husband suggested the

No Dread of Gray Hair

DO NOT dread gray hair and the signs of

advancingagel The sure, safe way to
tint gray, streaked, faded or bleached hair
instantly to any shade of brown or black is
with the modern hair tint, **Brownatone."
Easily applied, cannot be detected and will
not rub or wash off. Greaseless, odorless,
nothing to mix, no waiting, no disappoint=-
ment. Guaranteed harmless to hair, scalp
or skin. All dealers 50c and $1.50.
Trial bottle sent direct for 10c. The
Kenton Pharmacal Co., 611 Coppin
Bldg., Covington, Ky.

BROWNATONE

Brownatone is sold aund recommended in Toronto by
Bobert Simpson Co., Ltd.,, G. Tamblyn, Ltd., Leuls K
Liggett Co., Owl Drug Stores, Ltd., Moore’s Ltd,
Btores, and other leading dealers.

most concentration, such as my spe-,

The Truth 4bout Being a Mother.

nap myself. Having left the older
children in their nursery, or in the
garden, I slacked work and indulg-
ed in a little quiet and reigxation.

I am a great believer in schedul-
ed babies—hours for sleep, play
and food. Even the tiniest of them
can be trained to regular habits.

I realized that I couldn’t serve
two masters at the same time—or
three, rather, for I am forgetting
my husband—and be a perfect
housekeeper, a devoted mother, and
an attentive wife. So I rapidly
chose which I preferred, and ban-
ished all fripperies, and shunned as
the plague all brass ornaments, un-
necessary furniture, silver bplate,
and such like time-wasters, and put
the children inte easily laundered
clothes, and did my best to simplify
my home all round.

My children have always been
happy and healthy and contented
because they lived to clock-work,
and possessed a mother who didn’t
have a mania for keeping them un-
naturally clean, and saw that they
came before all household shib-
boleths.

coast for our holidays I nervously
disagreed, and I used to lie awake
o’ mights visualizimg my offspring
drowning in the cruel waves.

If he mentioned the country, I
worried about the drains and mad
COWS.

Of course, with morning came
sanity; but it is always a marvel to
me that so many children grow up
in the world in spite of all the knives
lying about, and all the open fires,
the boxes of matches, the stairways,
and seaside places, and brick-throw-
ing youngsters! :

I have always been one of those
women who take their motherhood
seriously.

Sometimes I envy the women who

can relegate their offspring to the
nursery and their maids without a
qualm.
On the days when my baby is
fretful over her teeth, and my back
aches, and my mind aches, and my
life seems to consist of picking up
just one thing after another, I long
to be a lady and sew a fine seam,
and only see my child when it is all
dressed up; face clean and nose
tidy; after it has been fed and had
the seven devils of early childhood
taken from its bosom.

But when I do I creep up to the
nursery in the twilight to cover up
an Haster egg of a tummy, to dis-
entangle little feet from the holes
in the cot netting, to listen to her
sweet breathings and little sighs;
and when she wakes up in the
mornings and leans a sleep-flushed
face over her cot to give her mamma
a bear hug and one of her little
wet kisses, I am glad I take care
of her all by myself.

For I realize I am a jealous
mother. I want my baby all
to myself and I am prepared to pay
the back-aching price!

What is more, I firmly believe
that all children need all the moth-
ering and loving they can get, and
the indifferent attentions of hired
nurses are not the kind I want my
baby to have for memories in after
years.

To me it is terrible to see the
coldness that frequently exists be-
tween mothers and daughters, so I
am going to give my baby all the

trying to be sane and sensible, and
I hope to be a progressive mother.

For the next ten years I can see
myself washing a grubby face and
a pair of paws three or four times
a day, to say nothing of the daily
bath:; brushing tangly curls to the
accompaniment of much tearful
howling; dressing and undressing,
buying shoes, making « clothes,
measuring a little body ‘month
after month to find it growing up
with startling rapidity.

And I can hear myself sighing
for my cuddley baby—

And when I shan’t be able to find
a thing I want!

Laundering Tatting.

Soiled tatting is very hard to wash.
The best plan is to wet and well
soap it, then lay it on some hard
surface and scrub with a hand
brush. . This will thoroughly clean
it and will not hurt it.

CAMPBELL’S

Great Clerance of
Summer Frocks

Regularly $5.95 to $29.76

$3.79 to $13.95

Voiles, Tissues, Sports Cloths,
Ginghams, Ratines — hun-
dreds of newest styles—most
of them at below ecost to
make this the sale of To-
ronto’s Summer season.

Campbell Womens Wear
Limited
124 Dundas St. W., near Teraulay

love that is in me; I am not going

to be a perpstual ‘“don’ter’; I am

Phone Adel. 5295 .
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. CHAPTER VIII.

The fire had
burned long enough to save
@.)Bdt through every crack and
cleﬁt ‘in. the shack the frost en-
tered li*ke 4 steel blade. And she
slept.

At first, it was difficult to rouse
her from that deep dream of the
cold, which confuses the mind be-
fore it harms the body as though
it would capture the citadel be-
fore the rampart yields.

“Speak to me, dear love.”

“Dear love,” she echoed him out
of hér passing dream.

“Giv& me your hands, your poor
cold hands, Sombra. Liet me warm
theém for you this way, against my
hedrt.

“My heart,” she said.

“I've. found you, my poor girl.”

‘“Poor girl,” gighed the little
wandering voice.

“I've come to carry you home.”

‘“Home?"

k“.’?“s in time.

“Yes, Sombra. Yes, Sombra.
Home to rest.”

“Rest?” :

“Just' 3 minute, dear. Wake

up. In a minute ‘'we’ll go.”

“Go,” she said.

The stillness seized on the little
echoed word. It seemed immedi-
ately to become a part of the
night and the icy stars so high
above them. In the circle of
torchlight her eyes opened and
gazed at him, sadly, familiarly. If

she had been pathetic in her
sleep, Maclear thought he had
never seen anything 8o sad as
that look.

He felt nothing for her at that
moment but a gtrange and almost
impersonal tenderness, an over-
powering pity. All the passion
and emotion, the denied love and
patient longing of the Winter,
passed from him. All his life, all
his ways and works, seemed to
have led him up to this hour—to
her. Yet now he knew, with an
increasing certainty, that it was
not to her only; that his love for
her was but as the body for some
approaching event that yet awalt-
ed the soul.

He” said pitifully, “Are you
_afrald of me. Sombra? Why did
you run away?”

ST waseatrald, 0 nl

“Afraid I'd force myself on
you?—hold you against your will?
How little you know me, Sombra!”’

She began to tremble against
Tears welled on her eye-
Jids. “8he drew herself a little
away. from him, and turned her
head’so 'that she no longer looked
at him. He saw her lips move,

‘“What do you say, Sombra?”

dre s T N

‘“Is that the
have for me?”

“If you’d believe it, Alan—Iif
you’d but believe it—Iit’s the best
word.” :

“To go away and leave you for
ever?’}

She bent her head.

“You're strong enough to tell
me to'do that?”

Again that faint motion of as-
sent. He said solomnly, ‘“And you
have made me strong enough to

o) You? I don’t know.
Something hag If I could
believe if’ I could believe

e o dohave Tost iyou,””
» He:looked at her. She was
within arm’s length of him. Her

‘heauty, which had flrst claimed

“him. was there—the eyes, the lips

. _generous

-had- been bound.

so faithful in denying him, the
hands now closed to
him, the dark hair with which he
And now he
that they were nothing;
in a little while he might

knew
that

" hold them, and these dear things

be no more to him than a shadow,
a wraith. For that dearer she,
the hidden self, the real Sombra
—rshe -would not be with him. She
was still apart from him, gazing
at him ‘across the separation she
had’ made between them with sad
eyes of farewell. And it was that

fnner Sombra for whom his spirit

. hungered. Lacking that, or hold-

.4Ang that unwilling and estranged,

‘not reach her,

to hold her beloved body would
‘be no more than to possess him-
self of ashes and of dust.

' And he knew that if he could
could not bridge
that gulf her wild humility had
made, he would lose her more
surely than if she died there in
the. leavesg before him.

. In.that moment every force of
hig body and soul was gathered
up, -bent like a bow, concentrated
‘on “the' will to reach her. He be-
came a being of one single pur-
pose, He breathed, his blood
coursed; his brain perceived, only
for this and to this end. And what
he wanted, what he must reach,
was not the fair flesh he had held;
‘notreven the love for him which
had never wavered, the girl’s love
and. the wife’s; but that deep
inner runity, that acceptance of:
each by the other, that com-

‘munion of knowledge and com-

A

.. that
<thing.

passion, which is true marriage,
and without which life to him was
nothing.

In-that moment, if her beauty
had withered and fallen from her
he would hardly have known. He

looked at the black square of
the * doorway, where the fire
had ..dwindled to a single red

spark, and beyond which hung
those intolerable stars; he wonder-
ed for what purpose he was here
heneath them; for what they and
‘the night and the snow had been
set .as8 witnesses.

He stood up. He stood away
from-her. But as he stepped back
he seemed also to step forward as
a men steps to the last round of a
fight, the last test of his strength.
A few feet between them; yet the
digtance between their splrxts made
-.of the stars a very little

He must find a way to span
that distance, or he must lose her,
the d&vme part of her in which

. over! Now it’s all to do over
again!”

There was a long silence in
the shack. Then Maclear said,

only word you ,

his real need was rooted, for ever.

He saw that space as if with
his bodily eyes. And his soul cried
out that if there was no way to
cross it, then life was indeed a
betrayal, and it would have been
better for him if he' had died
among the drifting sands of the
island.

Dumb as it was, the tremendous
silence seemed to apprehend that
cry. He called her aloud—‘Som-
bra!”

She turned. There was a sense
of wrong in the face she raised to
him, a thrill of despair in her
vaice. She said, O, why did you
come?”

‘“You're afraid, yet, Sombra, You
need not be.”

She hardly heeded. ‘‘O, if you
hadn’'t come to save me, it would
have been done by now! Done and

“Was this thought in your mind
when you left the farm?”

She was weeping heartbroken-
ly. ‘No, no! Then I thought only
to get away from you, to leave you
free. .. "But then, when I was
walkin’ to the railway, it seemed
as if it would be so easy, just to
lay down in the snow and forget
everythin’, and be at peace again.
And better for you, better for
you! And now you've come, Sal’s
sent you to tear my heart again.
O me, O me, how will T have the
stren’th to do what I must do?”

“You haven’t to do it, Sombra,‘

he said. “My wife, if it must be
done, I'll do it for you.”
Again rapt in her pitiful pas-

sion, she hardly heeded.
looked up when he said,
bra, I love you.”

‘“Alan, go an’ leave us be.,..”

“You know how I love you. I
know how you love me. You'd kill
yourself to save yourself from do-
ing me what you thought was a
wrong. But here’'s something you
don’'t know. Once your love was
greater than mine. You told me
so once. You were right. But it
isn’t so any longer. It's come to
be untrue. In all these weeks since
you left me, I've come to love
you with a bigger kind of love
than yours is for me.”

But she
“Som-

He looked at her solemnly,
tenderly. “You’d say, Sombra, ‘Is
there a greater love than that

which would die to save love from
a' stain?’ And I'd say to you,
‘There is—the love that asks only
to share that stain, if such it is!”

He seemed to command her. He
was infinitely her master, whose
faith and beauty had ruled him so
long. Yet he felt, outside himself,
an approaching mastery, some-
thing that used him as the sand
and -the mist and the frost were
used to the perfecting of a year,
something made, shaped, appoint-
ed, and now summoned in the ful-
ness of time.

His voice wag stern, now, for
there seemed no room for tender-
ness any more, ‘I love you so,”
he said, ‘“that I must leave your
will free. Just because of it. For
fear, in some wunearthly way, I
should kill you if I didn’t, blot you
out—not this, but the real you,
the thing that must come to me
free dsyda bird orinotyat alli. i

His volce faltered an instant.
He Jooked down at her, and a
great shiver wrenched him. But in
a moment he was calm again. She
regarded him attentively. But the
reproach of her look was unchang-
ed, and wunchanged the distance
across which she looked at him.

“All the time you’ve been hiding
from me, my poor hurt, unhappy
girl, I've been near. I could have
stopped you any day, any place.
I wouldn’t. I could have stopped
you from leaving me, right at the
beginning. I wouldn’t, I can'’t
bind you. If I can’t keep you with
my hands open I won’t with them
shut. If you still want to run away
from me and hide—go on. I won’t
stop you. I leave you your right to
freedom. Only—do you understand,
Sombra ?—wherever you go, I re-
serve my right to be near you.”

A single breath of air moved in
the maple over the shack in a long
sigh. A wave of rosy auroral light
ran among the hollows of the
gtars, flushed the snows a moment,
and went out. Maclear stood very
still. The resolution that had sus-
tained her was now his. Every-
thing had died from him but the
one will to reach her, He hardly
existed in any other sense.

She murmured, ‘‘If you've any
pity for yourself or me, Alan, you’'ll
leave me an’ go.”

‘“‘Sombra....I'll not lay a hand
on you without your consent. You
need not be afraid that you will
not be strong enough to turn me
from you. My poor girl, there is
nothing for you to fight.” :

Not in his hands, he thought:
not in his hands. A sense was
on him that all this had been long
appointed; that the words they
used, the phrases exchanged be-
tween them, had been rehearsed
by a thousand great valces, and
told where there is neither speech
nor language.

Her eyes besought him, her
voice drifted to him as if across
a great void. S s alnit it ton

you. ‘We wasn’t fit for you be-
fore. O Christ of pity, what are
we now?”

She must have repeated these
words a thousand timeg to herself.

‘“Sombra, tell me why you are
not fit for me.”

Her look of reproach changed to
one of purest pain. She muttered,
“We're poor, ugly, common
dolke, i

‘“That never separated us.”

She struck her hands together.
She said in a low, terrible voice,
her great eyesg staring upon him,

“Think what he done. . . .”
“Well, Sombra?” he asked
solemnly.

There was sornethmg fanatic in
her now, as there had been in
Salvator. “Love,” she said, with
sudden clear ardour, and as he
knew, finally, ‘“I'm the sister of

one that killed an old man and
broke my heart doin’ @it. He
didn’t need to do it. Somethin’
blind and evil rose up in his heart
and he struck . .”. . And in all the

world now, I ai_nt sure of any-
thin’ or safe in anythin’. It's as
if that evil might rise up any-

wheres. For it was my own brother
that done . this, whose mind I
thought I knew bettr'n my own
mind, whose heart I thought was
clearer to me than my own heart

. though sometimes, in a kind
of dream, old things made me
afraid. And all the while, what
he did was hid in him, and he
didn’t know it, like a flame in the
\dark, ready to break out and burn.
If that flame was hid in him, so
near to me, so dear to me, son of
her that bore me too. what may
be hid here 2’

She clenched her hands on her
bosom. Her deep sweet voice was
like a bell, tolling for the end of
hope. She said, “I don’t know
what's in me. I don’t know what
inheritance I have to pass on.
Evil, and a stain. .. .I don’t know

It was intolerable pain. Yet
with it came a consciousness of
freedom, of release that not even
love at its highest had brought
him. He possessed himself again.
He was released even of his need
for Sombra.

The moment had come.

In it the suspended worlds, the
night, the snow, rode upon his
eyes, sparkled into motes, vanished.
Sombra vanished. He was alone
with that which had been coming
to meet him ever since he started
to escape from it, with that neces-
sity which had been ag faithful
to him as he to Sombra; and per-
haps for the same end.

He knew.
Across the gulf sprang the
bridge, a single strand as of fire

by which he might come to her,
And now he seemed to run to
meet that scorching self-knowledge
ag for long monthg he had fled
from it, as if for the first time he
drew to himself his unacknowl-
edged companion, as if for the
first time he stood erect, and said,
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him—and God knows I see none—
for what he did in a moment of
inherited fear and dread, it's on
me too, and without his excuse.

“Sombra, what long brooding on
old terrors and tragedies drove him
to do 'at last, I did through the
wish to save money.

‘‘He struck in a flash. I measur-
ed and cheated and calculated.
And four lives paid for what I
did.

“And one of those men I killed
~—by one dishonesty common as
the dirt< it is, and surely as Iif
I'd blown his brains out with a
‘gun—was Gordon, my brother.”

CHAPTER IX.

HE last spark of the fire died
out. Only the stars remained.
Maclear waited. But while he

waited, a peace like that of the
snow, a surrender like that of the
earth under the fulfilling frost.
possessed him. At the moment
when he had bound himself to his
own sin he knew freedom. At the

Maclear

heard himself very far off saying, “Will nothing in life bridge that space betwéen us?”

my own self now, nor trust my-
self. I dread .even my own self,
for what dark things may be hid
in me.
darkness and that dread to you ...
or 'lany more to your children.”

He did not offer to touch her.
He said quietly, “Is that your last
word, Sombra ?”’

“My last word, if you’ve any pity
for ug both.”

He stood looking down at her.
Ag if some voice which had been
ordained since the beginning of the
world spoke with his mouth, he
heard himself say, “Is there
nothing that will change you?”

‘“Nothing. Because I love you.”

At another time, what she said
would have moved him beyond
expression. But not now.

Another fan of rosy light like a
dawn spread among the stars and
went out. Another solitary breath
like the wind of the spirit moved
the unseen branches and went out.
Another moment, for loss or for
salvation, was given to the sons
of men, and went out.

He heard himself, very far off,
saying, ‘“Will nothing in life bridge
that space between us?”

‘INO & H

S Iesy said Maclear in a.strange
voice. One thing will.”

All his senseg were suddenly
merged into one burning compre-
hension of soul and flesh. He
wag all at once crushed, deafened,
blinded by something which par-
took of great space, great sound,
great light. It was like the in-
stantaneous opening of a door;
but it was more than this. It was
like the rush of vast wings; but it
was more than this. It was like
the overwhelming return of vision
to one blind; but it was more than
this. No words could measure
or express the depth and height
of that revelation.

And I won’t pass that -

‘“Before God and man, this is
mine.” :

From that cup which his own
hand had filled, for the first time
he drank. He spoke, and the
words as he said ‘them seemed
worn with use as coins are worn,
though they were so new they ap-
palled him.

“Sombra, from that poor boy’s
moment of fear and madness, a
deed instantly repented and ter-
ribly suffered for, you build a mon-
strous shadow of guilt and re-
morse to blot the light from our
lives. And you say that this shad-
ow makes you unfit to be my wife.

il could argue against this
dreadful delusion of yours, but I

know it would be no good. The
horror of it has bitten too deep for
words to heal, or for reason to
reach. But, Sombra. ...

“Do you remember the first
night I came to you?”

“I " was in great trouble. You
held me from it. Later, at my

asking, you covered it up from me,
as this snow covers the true
shapes of things, with your com-
passion.

“You would have heard of it in
time. But by that time, under your
mercy deep as the mercy of the
snow, its true shape would have
been lost. My part in it you would
have taken from me as I chose to
give it to you. And you would
have bhelieved in me.”

Her eyes were watching him now
as if he were the only thing in
the world. He looked at her sadly.
‘“0, my poor love,” he said, ‘“do
you know what kind of a sinful
mamn it is to whom you've given
a greater love than you have for
your brother?

“Sombra, if there’s any staln
on poor Sal, God knows it’s on me
too, and heavily, heavily!

“If there’s a shgdow that must

rest on him and on you through.

moment when he accepted his own
responsibility he knew release. -

And that release and freedom
were not dependent upon happi-
ness, nor even upon love; nor on
life, nor on death.

With the last words he spoke,
time ceased.

At last he heard a voice, almost
indistinguishable from the sigh of

Free to Asthma and
Hay Fever Sufferers

Free Trial of a Method That Anyone
Can Use WIlthout Discomfort
or Loss of Time,

We have a method for the control of
Asthma, and we want you to try it at
our expense. No matter whether your
case is of long standing or recent de-
velopment, whether it is present as
Chronic Asthma: or Hay Fever you
should send for a free trial of our
method, No matter in what climate
you live, no matter what your age or
occupation, if you are troubled with
Asthma or Hay Fever, our method
should relieve you promptly.

We especially want to send it  to
those apparently hopeless cases, where
all forms of inhalers, douches, oplum
preparations, fumes, ‘patent smokes,"

etc.,, have failed. We want to show
everyone at our expense, that our
method is designed to end all diffi-
cult breathing, all wheezing, .and all

those terrible paroxysms.
This free offer is too Important to
neglect a single day. Write now and

begin the method at once. Send no
money. Simply mail coupon below.
Do it To-day—you even do not pay

nostage.

FREE TRIAL COUPON.
FRONTIER ASTHMA CO., Room
551G, Niagara and Hudson Sts,
Buffalo, N. Y.

Send free trial of your method to:

the occasional wind. ‘“‘My God.
What is it you're tellin’ me?"

‘“The truth, at last,”

N ek R

‘““Yes, Sombra.”

“You sdona-that, it 77

“I, Sombra. Sal killed Mait Ran-
some in an instant ot irresponsible
terror. He didn’t really mean to,
I killed my brother to save a few
thousand dollars. I didn’t mean to,
either. But I did it.”

For the first time he looked
from the stars to her eyes. ‘“You,
my poor girl?” he said very gent-
ly. “You not fit to be my wife? It’s
I that have never been fit to be
your husband. But, Sombra—not
because the lives of four men are
on my hands. But because I said
my handg were clean. Not because
that crime’s lald on my shoulders.
But because I was a coward and
refused to bear it. Not because that
account’s rendered to me. But be-
cause I ran from the debt.”

He was still again, standing in
the doorway, turned from her to-
wards the night, With a faint low
sound she stared at him and star-
ed.

After a llttle ghe breathed, “All
the while—ever since you come to
me—that night in the blowin’ sand
and said, ‘Hold me’, and I held you
in my arms because I knew you
was {n trouble—all that while this
has been In your mind?”

“All that while, Sombra,”

‘“When we first loved each other
—when it was Summer on the Is-
land—when we went about knowin’
the thing that was comin’ to us
—mwhen you told me your love—
this was true?”

‘“True all the time, Sombra. The
only truth.”

‘“All the while we was plannin’
for life together and buildin’ the
house in the eand?”

“All the while.’
‘Then — then — we was just
buildin’ life and love itself on run-
in’ sand in a blind mist.

X el

“O, you .. . you that I’ve give
all to. why didn’t you give me the
truth ? Is that the thing men’ll
never give a woman? I asked
you, sittin’ that day wunder the
gold poplars. Why wouldn’t vou
tell me then?”

“I was afraid.”

“Of losin’ me?”

‘“Yes.’

After a long silence she said
faintly, ‘‘Ain’t you afraid of that
now ?”’

“Yes, Sombra.”

She repeated again. ‘““You? That
I was willin’ to live and die for—
that I held so high above me-—you
whose hand I felt hardly fit to
hold, and wondered how yvou could
look at me, like as if you was a
king in them old countries . . .?”

“My poor girl, my poor child.”

“All the while, that other was
VONTER

‘That was I. A weak. sinful
man. Too weak to be willing to
suffer for what he’d done.”

“And that poor lady. that day on
the beach-—she knew 7"’

“She knew. She came to for-
give me.”

AT

“I didn’t want it then. Some
day, perhaps, I’ll dare to ask for it
again. On my knees.”

“Mmhat man, your friend. that
come to see you and that you
didn’t bring to the house?”

‘“Raynham? Yes, He knew.
He was going to quit the firm be-
cause he couldn’t bear. he said. to
see me like that. I didn’t know
what he meant then. I do now.”

“T thought—you didn’t ask him
up to the house because you
might be ashamed o’ me. ... . Did
he quit you?”

“For a while. When I lost vou,
he came back. He's been keep-
ing the business together all the
‘Winter.”

“Then you ain’t been all alone
with your—trouble? You had
one friend who knew ?”

‘“Yes. And that was more than
I deserved.”

There was another long stillness.

\

Then he heard a small low
sound.
And its meaning for him was

such that for a minute he must
hold to the lintel of the door. It
was a sound full of life and
promisge as the running of the first
thread of freed water in the
spring. It was the sound of
Sombra's tears.

She was weeping wildly: not as
she had went before, in the desola-
tion of her heart, but passionately,
warmly, as a woman weeps for a
hurt to one dearer than herself.

It was like a resurrection.
Like the first break of the green
life through the snows. He could
not have stirred. A great weak-
ness smote him and kept him mo-
tionless. But she was coming to
him.

Through the snow and the ash-
es and the dead leaves she came,
crying aloud. She clung to his
shaking hands. She sank to her
knees and drew him down to her.
He heard words at last through
her wild crying.

‘“All that long while, and me
not to know? I don’t under-
stand. I can’t get it anyways
straight. I can’t bother with
rights and wrongs. You say you
done that bad thing . . . O dear,
O Alan, it don’t matter! Nothin’
you could do would matter to me,
g0 long’s I could do you good. . ..
Dear, givin's all. Rights and
wrongs don’t matter. It's you
that’s done it. And above every-
thin’ you could do, I love you . . .
But O, my pore boy, my dear love,

to bear it all alone this great
while! When ' I could have
borne it along with you!”

She was there, beside him, lv-

ing and loving; near as hands and
feet; his own again. She for-
got everything but his need. And
divinely from her great ignorant
heart she gave to him. That door
was once more opened wide, in
that deep fellowship and com-
passion without which love can
leave no more than ashes in the
SNOW. He yielded to her, drop-
ped to his knees beside her and
hid his face.

All roads were ended here. They
were at home. For a little they
remembered mnothing of sin or
grief. Only knowing that they
were once more together.

After the sound of the trumpet
must come a stillness. The stars,
the snows, the trees, these were
alone the angels of their resur-
rection.

Then,

having found her,

Copyrighted

through the hushed and solemn
woods he took her back to the
farm.

CHAPTER X
AYNHAM, standing in the si-
lence of his own small office,
partitioned off from the larger
one, had been reading a letter.

He had finished it now, and
was staring out of his high win-
dow. Between two twelve-story
buildings on the other side of the
street he could see the lake, grey
speckled with {floating cakes of
ice above which wheeled the hun-
gry gulls, and empty of any ‘ship-
ping. It was all Winter to the
eye. But a string of crows
swung up from a mudbank and
flew high, with an air of pur-
pose, towards the wooded heights
behind the city; they were caw-
ing in a high-pitched excited note;
they, long before the man, were
conscious of the year’s turn and
obedient to it.

Raynham stared at the horizon
until it seemed to recede, and he
was looking at Tallis Island over
miles and miles of desolate water.
Not as he had seen it in the Fall,
but as it would be now, the long
beaches battered with the floe,
the lagoons frozen, and Morning
House alone at last. \

Yet even there, there would be
consciousness—in the spears of
pale green among the reed-roots
under the ice, in the packed buds
of the wooly willow—of that
change.

He read again from the letter
in his hand, which was from Mac-
lear.

‘“....We shall never go back to
the Island any more. I've no
wish for it, nor has she. Those
empty rooms would ke unendur-
able, and the little hulls laid out
to dry. All that was good of our
days there we can keep in memory,
so that it’ll be always ours. But
now we have changed. And the
place has not changed with us.
It’s in the past. We’'ll leave it
there.

“Once I was going to build a
house for her on the island. Now,
I know that house will never be
built, anywhere. And there was
to be a golden room in it, just for
her. A fool and his fancies, you
know, are hardly parted. I'm go-
ing to have a golden room in the
house on Frontenac Avenue. It
won't be just the same. But things
never are just the same, You
said you would have a look at the
wiring before they laid the hard-
wood floors. Anyway, I know
you have the key, and go in and
out, God bless you, as I look for
you to do when we’'re there.
if you see Smeaton’s men inside
with a lot of yellow stuff, don’t
chase them out.

“It was queer, wasn’t it, that
that little room she had at the
farm should have been a yellow
one? It was walled with yellow
pine and strips of yellow-flowered
paper, and there were yellow cur-
tains, and the quilt was all yel-
low squares. It was gcld when
the lamp was burning. I saw her
first, as she lay asleep, in that
gold light like memory.

“When I brought her in out of
the snow, I carried her there. I
stopped with her all night except
when I went down to look at Sal,
who was taking his return to life
after saving hers hardly, poor
lad. She has taken no harm. The
boy’s hands are bad and heal
slowly. But he’s very patient.

“I don’t know what I said or
didn’t say to you in my first let-
ters. It never occurred to me
that you’'d te anxious about any-
one but her. I'm all right, Jack.
‘When she’s fit I'm hungry to get
back to the city and get to work
again and face the future.”

Raynham lald the page down,
drumming with his fingers on the
window sill. Over the lake even-
ing was coming, and the grey
light changed to one not of earth.
Change, change everywhere, cease-
less and implacable; the running
of the sand, the drifting of the
mist, the covering of the snow; and
all building; building the stuff of
the world, the life of the heart, the
soul of man....Raynham raised
the window, and into the warm air
of .the room slid a blade of air
keen as If he stood on a moun-
tain. He felt himself raised on
a height.

‘“So he’s facing it at last,” he
said. “At last he’s standing up to
it.' At last he’s taken it.”

He drew down the window and
went out through the large office
with its rows of covered tables and
hooded typewriters; and so to the
door of another room. He took
out a key, opened the door, and
went in.

It was Maclear’s office; where
he had gone, that day of Summer,
to think things out; vhere Moira
had been waiting for him. Per-
haps, in the dust that lay on every-
thing, was some dust of the white
violet she had let fall.

Raynham went to the -closed

desk; looked at that and at the
empty chalir. He sald, “IIe/ll be
sitting there again next weck,

outwardly as if nothing had hap-
pened. Queer, how our bodies
hide things. Like curtains.
Queer, how time goes.”

There, at Raynham’s side, was
the place where Moira had stood.
There, on the carpet, was where
Maclear had lain. The dumb
stuff kept no record, and Rayn-
ham did not know. These things
had only builded in thelr hour,
and with it were gone.

He went to a large locked fold-
er in a rack, opened it with an-
other key. From among the plans
it held he selected one, drew it
out and carried it to the window.

It was a plan of the Bersimis

bridge.

He looked at'it, studied it in
every detall; then laid it back once
more in its place and put all
away.

Something in Maclear’s letter

had told him that this
been faced at last.

He pulled out a drawer in the
desk. All sorts of odds and ends
were there as Maclear had left
them. Ranyham, burrowing, turn-
ed out faded envelopes, string, a
cigar-box, broken bhacked cigar-
etteg—an infinite accumulation of
nothings. Thrust down at one side

also had

So .

T

was what he had had in mind.
It was the framed photograph

of a tall, ugly young man. Under
it was scrawled, ‘““Al, from
Gordy.”

The photograph had been thrust
down at the side of the drawer
with such violence that the glass
was broken and the metal frame
crushed out of ghape.

With a very gentle touch Rayn-
ham straightened the frame, He
‘spoke to the pictured face as if to
the original.

‘“‘He must have been regarded
as worth it, Gordon,” he sald, ‘‘such
life, such suffering, poured out to
turn him. He was hard to turn.
You'd think it worth while. You'd
grudge him nothing, not even your
life. You were always a great
giver, Gordon. 8o’s ghe. It’'ll be my
job, and hers, to help him make it
and keep it worth while.”

He hegitated a minute; then de-
liberately set the picure on the
top of the desk, where it had stood
—Dbefore.

This also. He knew that Maclear
had done with his forgetting, that
he could forget no more than the
earth under the frost and snow
forgot the seeds in the furrows of
her sorrow.

He took up the letter again.

“Did you know,” began the page
he lifted, ‘‘that a farmyard was
such a pleasant place to walk in?
Edidnits The thaw was strong
enough to make you believe in
Spring. Canada-jays and crows
were quarrelling somewhere, and
the poultry were scratching
through the snow to the straw un-
der. Every icicle had a gold drop
on the end of it, the cows were
lowing, and just then Mackerrow
swung in with a' load of logs from
the wood-lot, the runners shrieking
at the turn, the whip cracking, the
big team jetting steam. I tell you
it was fine. The girl on my arm
clapped her hands and laughed
out. It’s the first time I’ve heard
her laugh llke that. Mrs. Macker-
row heard her in the kitchen, and
Sal.

‘“We've worn out a path on the
sunny side of the barn, ghe and I,
pacing up and down while we talk
of the future—a thing we rarely
did before. Everything we have and
are seems turned towards the
future, as to a redemption, and the
present is just the bridge by which
we are travelling to it. I must tell
you one thought of hers.

‘“We read in the paper an account
of a sudden flood following an
ice-jam up north on a river, A
party of miners, crossing by the
single dangerous ford, were swept
away, and two were drowned. The
account gave it that such accidents
were common . there. She said,
‘There must be plenty places like
that in'this country where life's
held so light. What would have
saved those poor men losing their
lives ?’

“I told her, a bridge, of course.
Only there would be nobody to
build one in such a place until
the raijlway reached fit.

‘“ ‘Yes,’ she said, ‘there might
have been someone to set a bridge
there. °There might be someone.
There might be you, Alan, when
you're rich enough.’

“Just the germ of a thought,
Jack, but surely a divine one. To
save liveg that way for the lives I
lost? Could it be done? I don't
know. There’s no reason against it.
And a thought like that is a star
to steer by. There’s time enough.
And I could train Sal to help me
in it. The lad would like it. Per-
haps, in time I might train a lad
of my own. 1

Raynham laid the page down
gently, as if something of Som-
bra, something of his friend, ling-
ered there with their thought. His
thought was that he must tell
Mofira: that.

He also looked to the future and
saw hope.

He gazed round the silent office
to see that all was in readiness for
Maclear’s return. His face soften-
ed indescribably. He thought, “It’ll
be good to have him back. And in
time—in time, we’ll all be happy
again. Gordon would not wish it
otherwise. Nor Moira....He'll
have hard things to fight, hard
things to face, all the while. But
there'll be me. And there’ll be his
wife. We'll keep it worth while.
He shall win out in the end.”

He went out and shut the door.
He was satisfied in patience for
his friend as for himself.

For love wag there. And where
there is love, there is an exceeding
patience.

Companied with these things it
is not difficult to await the times
of God.

Her Two Children
Had Diarrhoea
Terribly Bad

Anyone suffering from "/'bowel
complaints such as dlarrhoea,,;' dysen=-
tery, colic, cholera, cholera morbus,
cholera Infantum, or any other
looseness of the bowels, will find
that Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry will give quicker and
more permanent relief than any
other remedy on the market to-
day.

Mrs. Roy Xeith, Charlton, Ont.,
writes:—*"I am writing to tell you
what Dr. Fowler's Extragt of Wild
Strawberry did for me. Last Sum-
mer my children had diarrhoea,
terribly bad, and they would vomit
and pass a great deal of blood. I
tried every remedy we could think
of, but finally bought a bottle of Dr.
Fowler's Extract of Wild Straw-
berry, and about one half of it
stopped the diarrhoea altogether,
I have told several others about it,
and I would not be without it in
the house, as I can truthfully say it

saved the lives of my two chil-
dren."”
Price, 50c a bottle; put up only

by The T. Milburn Co., Limited, To-
ronto, Ont.
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UTTON was startling enough, and
brisk, and eager—too eager.
For five minutes after he broke in
upon us he held us paralyzed with
the story of his adventure through
the back slums of Colootullah and
the amazing discovery he had made
there. And yet the gross fact
glanced from us altogether, perhaps
through his very vehemence, per-
haps because of a certain obscure
unsteadiness in the fellow.

“That's where the chief went to
hide himself!” he cried, and we
heard the words, but rather we were
listening to the tone and watching
Sutton; he convinced us of nothing.

He stood before us alight with
animation; still breathed with hurry.
Though the gummy heat ofi the
monsoon  made the little cabin a
sweat box, he had not stopped to
strip his rubber coat. It shone wet
and streaky under the lamp as he
gestured, and the raindrops glisten-
ing in his stub mustache were no
brighter than his eyes. And this
was a notable thing of itself—to see
him so restored, the jaunty, confi-

dent young mate we had used to
know, drawn from the sulky re-
serve that had held-him these many
weeks. But most singular of all, as
it seemed to us then, was the way
he wound up his outburst:

the jump to get vou both,” he de-
clared, in a rush. “We can straighten
out this mess to-night—the three. of
us—ijust as easy. I've a great notion.
LR Listen, now.
“Phere was a chap in a book I
read, d’y’see? The other Johnnies
put a game on him. Didn’t they put
up a game on him, to be sure! They
‘made him think he was a duke or
something, d'y’see? When he woke
up! And, by gum, he bhelieved ’em!
‘They made him. Now there’s thp
very tip we need to bring Chris
‘Wickwire around all serene.”
Captain Raff, sitting rigid on the

couch, recovered sufficiently to un- |

‘lamp his jaw from the fagend of
& dead cheroot. He had the air
‘of one who goes about to' pluck
a single straw of sense from a whirl
of fantasy.
Dt e boo{:,” he repeated. ‘A chap
in a book? What in Hull t’ Halifax
is the boy talkin’ about?”

Literature aboard the Moung Poh
wag represented between the chono-
meter and the bottle rack by a
scant half dozen of Admiral publ_x—
cations. But Sutton laid no strain
on our library. From his own
pocket, like a ' conjurer that draws
4 rabbit from a hat, and quite as
astonishingly, he produced a sh‘abb.y,
black-bound ' octavo. ‘“Here it is,
sir. Shakespeare wrote it. And the
chap’s name was Christopher t'oo——
5, tinker by his trade. Queer thing!”’

It was; you must figure here just
how queer it was, and how far re-
moved we were in our lawful ocea-
sions from books and people in
books and all such -recondite sub-
jects—captain; . mate, and acting
engineer-of a 1,500-ton tub of a
country wallah trading between Cal-
cutta, Burma, the Straits, and the
China side. :

Y common gossip up and down
among the brass-buttoned tribe
such billets mostly got to men with
a spot in them somewhere. We
kept our spots pretty well hidden
if it was so. There was nothing
publicly wrong with any of wus.
Captain Raff commanded for our
Parsee owners, because he always
‘had commanded for them and never
expected to do anything else, soberly
and carefully—a  man of simple
vision, incapable of vain hopes and
imaginings. . Myself, I was follow-
ing up a long run of ill health, glad
enough of the sure berth and good
food. And the only obvious fault
with Sutton—though the same can
be serious too—was youth. . . .
Here we were, then, on the old
Moung Poh. From the chart-room
port we could see 'the low-lying
naze of lights beyond Principe Ghat
and hear the lash of rain down the
Hooghly and smell the sickly mixture
of twenty-four different smells that
malke the breath of that city built
on a sink. We had been coaling and
hard at it all day in a grime that
turned to paste upon us. ‘What
with heat and weariness, our minds
were pasted as well, you might say.
The captain and I were grubbing
among indents over a matter of an-
nas and pice, when along comes Sut-
ton, back from shore leave, to spring
a wondrous tale—ending in Shakes-
peare! If I remind you further
that there is more truth than poetry
about the mercantile marine, per-
Haps you may glimpse the net effect.
Sutton doubled the volume hastily
between his hands and ruffled its
worn pages. He seemed quite famil-
jar with it. How it had ever reach-
not
guess, nor did he give ug time to
inquire. “I'll show. you, sir,” he
continued in the same nervous Kkey.
“These Johnnies, you should know,
they found this old bargee dead
drunk. And so they made out to
gammon him for his own good. to
practice on him, as they put it. ‘Sirs,’
says one of ’em-—'sirs, I will prac-
tise on this drunken man.’
the place ready marked, d'y’see?
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken

& man.

“What think you, if he were convey’d

to bed.

¢, .. So 1l came straight away on

Here’s

\V.XWrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put

: upon his fingers,
“A most delicious banquet by his bed,

“’And brave attendants near him when
s he wakes;

, Would not the beggar then forget

w

-make the beggar forget himself. And |

himself?

“That was their little game—to

they did—by jing, they played him

proper! He did forget himself, all
his low habits and such.” He ham-
i mered the book for emphasis.

L “Soon as I saw Wickwire it come

to me like that. There's the thing'
~we'd ought to do for him!”
A “‘Rings on his fingers—?’’" .The

2

. recommended by all druggists

~

, toward me.

Captain_ turned

_ “Mr. Sutton says he’s found
.chief, sir,”” I suggested,

a dump  appeal

the
for I had]

Look to Your Eyes

(Beautiful eyes, like fine

+' teeth, are the result of constant
care. The daily use of Murine
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begun to.understand. a little. ‘“He'’s
found Chris Wickwire.”
“Wickwire?”’ With ~a) “jerk/ ‘he

caught up the real maryel at last,
and the crop hair seemed to stiffen

all over his bullet head. ‘The
chief!’l he roared.

“That's what I’'ve been trying to
tell you, sir.”

S{Alive?”

“Very much alive.”

“Well. where is he? Why ain’t
he here?”

We saw the glow fade from Sut-
ton’s cheek. ‘I thought I explained,
sir. He—he’s not quite himself.”

be slid quite neat into the shore
boat waiting below, d'y’see? I
heard him stumble and call for me
before I thought what I'd done. I
heard him, and I didn’t go to help,
but I never thought how it would
be, sir, not till too late. You believe
that—!" :

The cry wrenched from him as he
searched our faces. It was very
necessary to him that we should be-
lieve; he had all a boy’s eagerness
to keep the illusion—some illusion.
And this was natural, too, though
even the kid prank as he told it
came to the same stark aod gratu-

“See that eye?” said a Newcastle
collier cove newly translated thi}'d
engineer—we sampled some odd
specimens for third up and down
the ports—*“Ol’ Chris, ’twas 'im done
it. ‘You red, raw, an’ blistered son
of perdition,” he says, ‘I'll learn you
to ’ide liquor in your bunk. Wine
is a knocker,’ he says, and stretches
me. And with that goes back to
his cabin to prye for me! I ‘eard
im groanin’ as I come by the dead-
light. Oh, he’s a ’oly wonder and
no mistyke—once he goes to set a
bloke right there’s nothin’ he won’t

g S g S B S AT TeaTREI A

Jimmy—“Ya gonna get yerself one, Fatty?”
Fatty—‘Sure I'm gonna get myself one! Say, boss, give me a four-cylinder one.”

e a T

e

Ve
N RSN S

FRANKEURTERS {
| ERT 't™ ‘
¢ BEFORE Tug
: GAME,
| EAT. "EM
AFTER THE GRAME'

Already the index of his tempera-
ment was beginning to swing from
fair to foul again and his handsome
face to blur with doubt. The thing
that had looked so easy at the first
feverish flush of relief was taking
another proportion. = ‘“No, that’s the
devil of it,”” he said, gnawing the
corner of his mustache. ‘Not by
any means himself. He didn’t even
seem to know me.”

“He might anyhow ha’ wrote to
tell us what happened to him that
night.”

The mate’s dark lashes lifted a
little in a superior way they had as
he stuffed the .book out of sight.

“He might have, only ;Wickwire
couldn’t read—you remeniber, sir.
He’d hardly be apt to write either.”

But Raff held to the point.

‘““Are you sure it was him? What'd
he have to say?”’

“He wouldn’t come along—
wouldn’t listen to me. He—he said,
if you want to know—he told me to
go troubling the wicked if I liked,
but to leave the weary at rest, and
swore a little by this and that, and
80 turned to another pipe.”

The captain smote his thigh a
clap like a pistol shot, and indeed it
needed no more to convince anyone,
the quaint phrase brought quick be-
fore us the figure of that sour, dour
Scotch engineer whose loss had cast
such a gloom upon our little com-
pany, had left such a lading of mys-
tery aboard the Moung Poh.

“Six—seven weeks since.
ain’t dead after all—!” )

“Seven weeks and thres days.”

There was that in Sutton’s tone

which served to check the captain’s
jupilant bellow. He knew, we both
khew, what would be coming next.
“Twentieth June was the date, sir—
before our last trip to Moulmein.
We were lying here in this very
berth, No. 6 Principe Ghat, on just
such another night as this, at the be-
ginning of the rains. We'd been
codaling, too; some empty barges lay
alongside. As it might be now,
without the gap of time—"’
" Sutton spoke downward-looking,
twisting his cap in his hands, and
he told the thing like one doing pen-
ance and square enough, as he had
from the first alarm. A clean-cut,
upstanding youngster, a satisfac-
tory figure of a youngster, the sort
every man likes to frame to himself
for an image of his own youth. And
yet—and yet, hearkening, I caught
the same unsteady note that had
made me curious of him often and
often before. Something in him
rang false. Not so much like a bell
that has cracked, if you understand
me, but rather like metal whereof
the alloy was never rightly fined.

“I was off watch that evening,”
he went on. “Chris. Wickwire want-
ed to go ashore—for the first time
in ‘a year maybe. You know you
generally couldn’t 1lift him out of
the ship with a winch, and so I
waited till he should come up and
step by the gangway to fix a bit
of a joke on him. It was wrong
of me, and very silly, you know,
and dearly I've paid for it. But I
only meant a jape, sir—to hear him
rip -and fuss, and perhaps jolt a
proper oath out of him and make
him break that everlagting clay
cutty” he always wore in his face
ey I fixed to loose the hand
rope on the outhoard side—

“I did loose it, you know I did;

And he

:and ‘'then I leaned there 6H the
rail to laugh. He went down the
steps-in the dark. I figgered he’d

itious horror. For Chris Wickwire
had dropped out of life from that
gangway!

Captain Raff chewed his cheroot
for a space in silence. You would
hardly expect him to have the
subtlety of a donkey engine, so to
speak, but he might surprise you at
times, and he had learned to be very
patient with the mate. Perhaps in
his own time he had passed some
crisis when the stuff in him was
molding and setting, though it must
have been quite a different occasion
with so rugged a soul.

“Well,” he said carefully, ‘“we
know all that, and I never heard
nobody jaw you as hard about it
as what you done yourself. But
it's all right now, ain’t it? You've
found him. Didn’t you just say you
found him again?” And then he
added what turned out to be a
singular comment: “If the chief
was smokin’ his ol’ pipe as usual,
I judge nothin’ much could ha’ hap-
pened to him. He must be pretty
much his own self after all.”

So Sutton was driven back on the
mere fact, which must always have
been tough for him. He had blink-
ed it thus far, as I suppose was his
weakness to blink and to spin all
manner of sanguine threads about
the naked nubs of things. But if
he meant to tell, he had here to tell
outright, though I saw him wince.

“I found him in an awful hole
down there,”” he faltered, |“a kind
of a chandoo shop. ! And the stuff
he’s smoking now is—opium!’’

CANNOT say that either Raff or

myself had arrived at any clear-
ness when we headed away into the
maze of Colootullah that night. It
was all & bad dream, and it began
badly, in a dog kennel of a ticca
gharri that racked us in tune to our
own jarring thoughts.

‘We huddled together on the one
bench, we, two, though, dear knows,
the captain would have been a fare
by himself. Sutton sat opposite
quite stiffly with his knees drawn
aside, and the journey long said
never a word. And this was the
next aspect we had of him, you will
note: a strained and silent presence
and a pallid face glimpsed now and
then by the brief flicker of some
street lamp. ¥or he had seen what
we had not—Chris Wickwire alive,
but Chris Wickwire transmogrified
out of all belief, the inmate of a
hideous den in the city’s vilest slum
—and somehow it set him sharp
apartafrom ug o i

You must know therg had been
something very special in the bear-
1ng_of all hands towards the chief
engineer of the Moung Poh. Every
ship has "her social code. We had
been a good deal of a family craft,
as they say, and in the curious way
of such traditions this had come to
centre on Chris Wickwire. If Raff
was the sturdy patriarch, the chief
had been the prim and formidable
maiden aunt of our little household
on the high seas. (

I suppose to any outsider he must
have seemed no more than a long-
boned, long-lipped stick of a Dum-
bartonshire Cameronian, as dry as
the texts he was always mishand-
ling. But he had a value to us
like a prized domestic relic; we ad-
mired, derided, and swore equally
by and after him. ' His vast, lean
height and face of a hanging judge,
his denatured profanity, and the
intimate atmosphere of disaster,
hell-fire, and general damnation in
which he moved—these were points
of pride and almost of affection.

do'for ’im!”
Nobody knew what wide courses

had brought him eastward; his his- |
tory began at the dock head where

he appeared with the famous clay
pipe in his mouth and the rest of
his luggage in a plaid. There was
a loose rumor he had once been top
tinker ‘in the big liners, until he
took to raiding the saloon for re-
vivals and frightening the lady pas-
sengers into fits. It was said again
that he had come out from his na-
tive boiler shops of Clyde as a mis-
sionary, making vast trouble for the
official brethren and seeking con-
verts with a club.. But if his doc-
trine was somewhat crude, he had
a lifetime’s knowledge of machin-
ery, and the man that can nurse
engines will need to show fewer di-
plomas in outlandish parts than the
one that can save souls. By the
same token Chris Wickwire under-
took to do both.

QU .can . figure how. thig bleak
moralist would fasten on a type
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like Sutton. Soft airs and sweet
skies had no appeal for the Cam-
eronian; to him the balmy East was
all one net of the devil baited with
strange geductions, and unnameable
allurements. The rest of us were
hardly worth a serious warning.
But our youthful mate, with the
milk scarce dry on his lips, as you
might say, and his fresh appetite for
life and confident humor—here was
a brand to be snatched from the
burning; here was a stray lamb for
an anxious shepherd !

And Sutton—at' the first he took
to it like a treat. It made a new
game for him, you see, amusing and
rather flattering as well, the kind of
a jape he was all too apt at.

‘“Where ha’ ye been the day —
ashore again? Buyin’ gauds an’
silk pajamies, I notice. Iaddie, do
ye never tak thocht for your im-
mortal speerit, which canna’ hide
under laceevious trickeries nor yet
cover its waeful” nakedness? @ NoO'
to speak of yon blazin’ Oriental
bazaars, fu’ o’ damnable pitfalls for
the unwary! Aye, laugh now! . . -
Laddie, ye're light-minded. Heaven
send down its truth upon ye before
ye  wuther like the lilies o’ the
field !

This sort of thing was good fun
for Sutton—at the start, as I say.
He must have had many a rare
chuckle from superior ground. Be-
ing damned with  such ' assurance,
he naturally inquired into means
of grace, and so developed the jest.

ITH the streak of shyness that
marked him, he kept it pretty

much between himself and the cen-.
sor, but I chanced to overhear an:

odd passage. He called one day for
a Bible, offering to prove the other
wrong on some argued matter.
“Na, fegs,”” said Christopher.
hae nane.” 3 ;
“What—no Book!”

“I need nane. What for?”
“Why, for me, of course.
remedy for all ills, they say. . .
I’'m surprised at your not trying
on.” - g

They made a picture there by
the rail in a strong glint of sunlight
—the chief, squatted on a bollard
like a grim and battered Moses giv-
ing the law; Sutton, dapper in fresh

.uI

it

ducks, his hands in his pockets,
swaying easily to the ship’s mo-
tion.

Wickwire seemed to reflect: ‘“‘Aye,
it’s a. grand book, nae doot, but wad
ye listen? 1 been watchin’ ye, lad-
die—1I ken ye better than maybe ye
think. \

“Much obliged, I'm sure,” said
Sutton pertly. i
“Aye, there it ig, ye see. Ye

never tak’ the straight way wi' life.
But what I dinna just ken is this:
are yve a'thegither past the reach o’
good words for réemedy? Puttin’
aside the false glitter, could ever ye
cast the beam from yer eye an’ lis~
ten how hell gapes for ye?”

“I ‘might,”’ said Sutton. “You
haven’'t a notion how I enjoy hear-
ing about it.  You ‘might read me.”

I was startled then to see the
depth of yearning in Wickwire’'s re-
gard, to see his hands knotting and

| twisting one in the other. However,

it might be with the mate, it was
no play with him; he was wrung
with pity as toward an erring son,
or toward some younger memory of
himself, perhaps—for Sutton had
this appeal.

“Suppose T should tell ye now I canna
read the heid o’ one printed word frae
the hurdies o' it?”

The idea took slow hold of Sutton

while he stared and brightened.

“can’t read?’ he echoed. ‘‘You can’t
read? Why, in that case—I could read
to you,” he cried—‘'couldn’t I?‘By gum,
there’s a notion! I'll do a bit of in-
structing myself, d’y'see?....Truth—
oodles of truth! I'll show you old boy—"

‘And he did. » At our wvery next port
he went prowling among the shops
where the Government students get
their second-hand textbooks, and when
he came back he brought the book with
him, a book with a gilt cross on the
cover. You would have fancied the
chief must have gained a great point
for salvation; on the other hand, Sut-
ton apparently skimmed the cream of
the joke)\ for he certainly read, .There-
after one heard them in a quiet hour, a
harsh voice like the rasp of'an ash
hoist rising now and then to protest and
a ' lighter response, droning a line or
perhaps breaking over into merri-
ment.i.

““Where’s the chief?”’

“prayer meetin’ on the after 'atch.”

“Saved anybody yet?”’ ;

“Give ’im. ’ls chawnce,”
third. “Give ’'im ’is bleedin’
He’ll fetch that myte to glory
’as to spatchcock ’im!”

But it ended as, of course,
bound to. The one grew weary or
the other too insistent; their sittings
were suspended.

For a time they were not even on
speaking terms, and the very day we
were coaling at Calcutta—seven weeks
before, you remember—they broke sud-
denly on an open quarrel What it
was about none could say, but all that
afternoon the mate went strutting with
a very pink face, while Christopher
kept bobbing up the scuttle to glower
after him with a long-dvawn lip over
his pipe. 7

“Did he say he’s gaun ashore the
nicht?”’ he asked me once, in a whis-
per. ‘‘Aye, there it is, ye see’” he
added to himself. ‘“Wae's me for the
foal in his heart! He's young— he’s
ower young. ‘What he needs is to
come to gripples with raw, immortal
truth for one moment,. What he needs
is a rod an’ a staff to comfort him—
an’ by this an‘ that,”” he breathed
through the pipestem, ‘“T'd like to have
the layin’ on o’ it!”’

The same night we lost Wickwire....

]

said . the
chawnce.
ifide

it was

FRHAPS you can see now how hard
IP) it came for us to belleve, as we
hastened on his rescue toward
Colootullah, that this kind of a man,
that this particular man, had fallen
the victim to a loathsome vice.

By what we could piece out from
Sutton’s report, at the time of the ac-
cident, Wickwire had never dropped
into the river at all. He must have
landed in one of the empty coal barges
alongside—there had been one missing

‘next morning which later was plcked

up near the Howrah Bridge—and so
reached shore.

“He got hisself shook in his wits,”
said the captain, breaking a silence. ‘‘Is
that how you make it?”

“Something of the kind,” I agreed,
and recalled a lad from Milford Haven
I once was shipmates with who took
a clip over the head from a falling
block and for a month thereafter was
dumb, though otherwise hale enough. |

“1t’d be an almighty clip over the
head would strike the chief dumb,”
sald Raff simply—‘‘or anything like it.”

Sutton said nothing.

Meanwhile we went plunging on
through rain-swept darkness. I never
knew the course nor the place where
we left our gharri and took to narrow-
er ways afoot, but here the nightmare
closed in upon fus. ‘We breathed an
air heavy with mortality, on pavements
made slimy by countless naked feet, in

a shaft, in a pit, between dank walls,
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Shapes drifted by like sheeted corpses,
peering, floating up, melting away;
from pools and eddies of lamplight sin-
ister faces started out and fingers
pointed after us. ° For we had come to
strange waters, the teeming backwat-
ers of the city.

ORT SAID has {ts tide rips if you
like, is wickeder perhaps in ‘its
hectic way; you need to keep to

soundings in Singapore, and parts of
Macao and Shanghai you do well to
navigate with an extra lookout and
pressing business somewhere else. But
Calcutta at night is the Sargasso Sea.
There you wander among the other
derelicts, helpless, hopeless, moving al-
ways deeper down lost channels, un-
charted, fetid. clogged with infinite
suggestions of dim horrors—

and I found ourselves being piloted
swiftly through this welter, without
pause or fault, by alleys and reeking
courts, doubling and twisting. We
dived into a lurld, crowded cavern that
echoed with some dismal merrymaking
of string and drum. We jostled the
loungers in a low-caste drinking shop
and pushed on to a dark stair that rose
like the ladder of a dovecote. The
place was alive with twitterings and
shufflings. Steps fled before us and
half-naked bodies caromed against us
from the void until a last rush landed
us on the floor above the street. )

There was a dusky room hung with
blue stuffs where dragons black and
gold crawled and ramped. It ran along
the front of the house as a gallery,
but it had no windows—only a row of
shallow cells, so to say, divided by the
hangings. Down at the far end low
lights burned hot and- small under
wreaths of greasy incense, and a big,
green joss grinned from a niche. He
was fat and crass and ugly, that joss,
a fit deity for such a den, and he seem-
ed to nod and to listen!

‘““Whaur’s that pipe? Whaur’s that
pipe? Boy, you smoke wallah, whaur’s
that pipe?”’ A voice to send the chill
into your narrow, slab and dreary and
overlaid, but with a rasp that we knew
and would have known anywhere on
earth, or under. ‘“Not the silver one,
ve blistered limb—""

Nobody came; nothing stirred among
the curtains. Sutton had closed the
door, to lean there. It was very still.

strous embroidered things on the walls
the rooms showed empty. And the
plaint began again, monotonous, muf-
fled:

“Whaur’s that pipe o’ mine?’ . . .
Raff was first to break the spell that
held us. With a brusque gesture he
set us in motion, and we followed:on
from curtain to curtain down the gal-
lery, and at the end near the joss we
found him we sought. He lay propped
on a charpoy in a nest of squab blue
cushions. On a stand beside him glow-
ed a tiny lamp, and a yellow Eurasian
lad was tending him as perhaps the imps
tend the damned,  Evidently the pipe
had been' found:-he held the length of
polished bamboo ready for the fuming
pellet, and he raised himself on an el-
bow as we three drew silently near and
stood by. “Chief!” said the captain, and
stopped dead. 4
He looked up at us then, and it was
Chris Wickwire, his very self. He looked

and looked and made no sign.

To top our bewilderment, the ecaptain |,

Except for the leering joss and the mon- |

I think I might have been (less shocked
to'see some change, some altered trait
to veil the normal image of him. But
there was none. He was the same,
the same weather-beaten old tinker with
the lean, long face and hard-set jaw and
the dour eye that could quell a mutinous
stokehole at a glance. In the midst of
this evil and fantastic luxury he still
wore the same ‘old shiny alpaca too, his
regular- shore-going and Sunday garb,
and a ragged bit of ribbon at his throat.
Somehow that cut|me all up.

“Wickwire!” began Raff again. ‘“‘Come
away out of that. ‘What are y’ doin’
here?

No answer; the smoker’s concern was
for his pipe. 4

“Chief, d’you hear me? You're need-
ed on board.”’ The captain shook him
gently, and then not so gently.

“Drop it, We've come to bring you
away. For any sakes quit that devil-
ment, now, Williy’ 22 v g

The figure on the couch made a lan-
guid effort. % f

“I'll grant ye—I'll grant ye the siller's
weel enough for a change. Aye, it
makes a change.” He wagged his head
at us confidently. ‘““But the bamboo’s
the best. It smokes sweet—varra sweet
it smokes. An’ that unhandy thief of a
boy—''" He paused to draw lazily at the
mouthpiece and loosed a slow gout of
vapor. ‘‘He’s always mislayin’ it some-
where—"’

Raff crlied a round oath and snatched
the pipe from him; flung it down. But
the chief only sank back among the pil-
lows and closed his eyes, even smiling a
little to himself, as one accustomed to
the vagaries of phantom guests. . . .

TFor the lest few moments we had for-
gotten our appointed guide and leader.
He had been standing by, a stricken
witness, but with a common impulse
the captain and I turned on him, and he
started from contemplation of his handi-
work as if he had pulled a secret wire.

‘““You brought us here,” roared Raff,
accusing.

“I—I didn’t think he was as bad as
this.”” :

“Bad! He's crazy as a coot.
were you going to do about it?”’

The flurry of our passage had begun
to draw in behind us in a back-lash
wave. The house seemed to hum under
our feet. A door opened on a gust of
muttering voices. Down by the entrance
to the gallery a knot of wvague shadows
had gathered. It occurred to me, and time
enough you might suppose, that we were

What

very far from possible aid in a region.

where visitors are g poor risk, And sud-
denly, out of space for all I knew, ap-
peared a, little nolseless silken appari-
tion of a Chinese who regarded us from
twin lenses with a  phosphorescent
gleam. .
. It was of a piece with the whole
mysterious side of the affair that he
should address Sutton a screed in the
vernacular and that the mate should
answer, I was long past wonder—any-
thing might happen now—and I only
noted that our companion could be
wheedling and plausible in more than
one language, But Raff seemed curi-
gusly put out and broke upon their chat-
er, ‘

. “Friend of yours?’' he rumbled.
Sutton span around nervousty.
‘“He—he says we'ye got to go away

quick. He sa®$ we’ve no business here.”

“Tell him sure thing, soon as we get
our friend.”

“But he says—he says Chris in his
lodger, in a private house, and “mustn’t
be disturbed.” Th LI

“Oh, he does, hey? Well, we’llzgive
him a chance to explain- to. the;police"
in another minute!” bt o

‘“That’si no goodyeither ¥ it

“Does he figger we can’t gét
lice?”’ : : :

“’misn’t that, sir. The police couldn’t
help.” 1 Vrorsaf

*“Why not?”? ; }

“Why, it seems he's breaking :
There’s no bar to private smoking. ¥'ve
been trying to get around him somne-

oy

how, but there doesn’t seem to be dny-
thing we can do. He says the “white
.and- he

man has a right to stay ‘here,:a
has a right to keep him.” [ 7"
“Keep him! Well, by God!"is -4
“I suppose Chris must have. & little
money banked somewhere,” gqomirx)ued
the mate miserably. “Li Chwan’ll never
let go of him while it lasts.’’
“And you mean we got to leave h
after gll—leave the ol’ chief to’rot where
he lays?” fabilod ¥
‘“Unless he wants to—to come away
of his own motion,” stammered, Sutton.
“I thought he’'d .come quite easy: when
he saw the three of us. But hé won't.
He doesn’t want to—and that’'s 'the
dreadful fact. And—and—only Jook at
him now!” LB ahRor

IS fascinated gaze codsted
back to the face on the cushions.
It might have been ctt ‘from tan
marble, impassive and stern; ‘amd® we
saw what he meant—though perhapsinot
as vividly as he saw—the iwretched;~in-
congruous tragedy of such a face in such
a setting. pp ol o
““So this is the end of your grand
scheme!” said Captain Raff’'Bitterly.
Well, you see, it came rather rough
on & superior young optimisty awForithe
very first time in his life, ‘I ,suppose,
Sutton found himself called to-account
without a chance either to smile or to
sulk, to palter or to play’ 4t ‘clever
tricks. Whatever his share in the un-
happy business had been—and *w& thad
never fully fathomed it, you Terhentber
—he was facing the result of;that folly
without the possibility of disguise. or
excuse Or easy escape. He was ac-
tual, physical hell to equal Wickwire’s
own preaching—the murky depth of it.
And here was Wickwire him$elf, con-
demned to the dreariest fateltever :de-
vised by unamusing devils, -And+=who to
blame 28 Gl B 31
What he suffered we had a _guess
even then. Being the sort of chap he
was, he fought a very pretty Httle“fight
with himself in that mondent=swhich
we might have guessed as well-. 1 His
face was gridironed. studded with*sweat,
and his hands clenched and opened. . He
turned here and there, seeking the care-
less word or the flippant gesture, some
relief to an intolerable sense “6f ‘guilt.
But writhe as he liked. his “darting
glances always painfully returhed 'to the
still wvictim on the charpoy: isan :
The Chinese touched his armess. -
“No,” he quavered. ‘‘No—no, by gum
no! It's not the end. Keep off..of me!"
Like a man who clears himselt of a
vileness, he slung Li Chwan across the
room. **And you—'" he cried 'to us
“—hoist the chief up out of that, ‘and
lively. There’s a way yet if we take
thevstraight of it. Grabi him®’ ey
We responded—:ust as we ‘hrad; hesi-
tated before—to some subtle q}Jalii‘;lbéq

Continued on Page Thirteen,
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Helpers’ Mail Box

CONDUCTED BY AUNT ROSE.

P\l Gisms and  Boys,—Our ‘‘Book

]-U) Readers’ Corner’” bids fair to be
- yvery successful. It will live just

so long as the Melpers are interested
enough to send in their own contribu-
tions to it, although, of course, Aunt
‘Rose will have some suggestions to
~make once. in a while. Make your des-
criptions as short and pointed as pos-
sibie- and: please write them on a sep-
al/'?‘ﬁfei})éle\(if:exzf lg?tltzerls from Roberta Al-
‘Jan, Margarct Brown, BEvelyn Rawn and
;\l(a’n Schreiber, which have been crowd-

-0 weeks, and had to be
ed- out -for two Sl

scrapped. 1 want to thg\nk _Robe
z\Lllagp for  their contributions 0? te)n\
Gents.each to the Fund. I'm rather

‘afraid this week is going t9 see somej
leftters left out too, but we 11 hope for
‘the-best and no one must feel badly if

“twe worst should have to happen.

NEW MEMBERS. 5

4 Richzrason, age .lv, >

Y;:m‘éi"é't., city, has heen_readm;}; 1?11-‘2

page for a long time and woulc1 r\

some of the members to write to \Seal'ﬂt

Alleen Brydges, 137 Kohler St"b 5
Ste. Marie, Ont., is a new membe

1170 finished

congratulations on passing your en-
trance. :

Cecilia lsabel Bealey, 83 Homewood
Avenue, city: How old you are get-
ting, Asabel; I can hardly realize it.

Thanks for the ten cents for the fund
and please thank Idna, for her nice
letter. 1 wish she would remember to
sign her full name next time. Yes,
John’s story was fine. He is probably
100 busy or not weil enough to write
many letters.

Major Jean George, Box 5, Walkerton
Ont.: Thanks tor the selection ot
titles for our ‘Book Readers Corner,’”
also for the story (which was not to¢
long), and the clippings, which were
very interesting, except for that ter-
rible picture! Sorry to hear the Iris!
members are So cgose fto the fighting

t hope they will be safe. |
bulvlur.gl Calz, 1z I3lm Street, St. Cath
arines, Ont.:. You wish Lena and Ro-
berta and some of the others to write
to you and you promise to answer
promptly. I'm glad to hear about your
success in your exams and that nice
new collegiate, which is gong to be
right across the road from
you just when you will be ready to
enter it. You are lucky indeed.

Myrtle Fry, 179 Balmoral Avenue,
city: One of your letters was crowd-
ed out a week ago, Myrtle, an.d since
there is so little space again this week

I~ Tvles. 2 I want to thank you now for the ten
l~hDealrr|ré§nMI\3l’cCarthy, age 13, 137 Curzonl cents you sent for the fund, as well
St.. city; “would like to join our DPag8e a5 the ten cents which came In tzlo\?r
e Leiis an extra ten cents fOr theliastiletter. 'I'm glad Lila Sheffield '8
2 - hank you so much, Dalton. ! writing to you. She is lovely. n“l
g, el wake a splendid Helper: lsure miore ‘of the girls will be pleased
B U O el ase 11, R-BRUEBIFor writolto ‘you. Shena (will® be gla
Dorothy 9 / and | you liked her story.

S % S
Fenwiek, Ont., wishes to join 1
hely ‘the Incu’rable' Chlldrf}l,’l. That
fine, ‘Dorothy. It is a very Do
‘{o send money in stamps unlefv,s l,t, is 2
‘very  large sum, when, of course, =
money orvder is better. That is a Vvery

about Rachel and I'm sure
e - ar from you.

’1l ‘be glad to he { .
Sh:Jaolhn Pitterson, age 11, 261 Woxtg:?l
Rd., London, Ont., has at last deC1"i(
to join us and would like to kno?\ .
there are any more boy Helpers a)qz_
his age in London. Thanks for the tl)er
Vitation, John, Ill certainly remem
it if I go that way on my holvida) §£ e
" Hazel=Dawson, 77 F_ulton Ave., city, s
a mnew member of Olive Pearson s,hant
would like some of the gl}'ls a.f ovild
fourteen: to write to her. I'm a ra11
you ‘forgot the ten cer}ts ayftey all,
Hazel, but you can send it next time. ;

Beatrice and Bobby Smith, M(zntrea,
Que.,” are two new members of Captain

erine Fenn’s.

Cagll;!lle'Whlteman, age 12, and M‘aay
Winrow, age 13, both o{ Lake b{‘ e
"Home, Hospital for Sick L‘hlldren, Mo—
ronto, are new members of R_achel g—
Ghie's.” .They each send five _c<;{n_ist
extra for the Fund. Don’t you thin it
would be nice if the Helpers could eacd
write a wee message on a post card an
send a- ‘“shower’’ of them to our thvree
hospital friends. Mary would like her
mail sent to her home, 441 West Marion
St., Toronto. They would all like sngpls.

Reta Johnson, age 9, Po.rt Cold\\‘e_: 1,
Ont.; would like to join us since her sis-
ter Madeline has. She sgnt fifteen
cents extra for the Fund. Thanks s(;
rhuch, Reta. I hope you get heaps. o
blueberries up there since you like

icki them so well. ;
pl?-ll{;?egn Burns, age 8, 408 Dundas St., is

. a new. member of her cousin, Rose
Burns. She sends five cents forhthe
Fund and will send for her badge later.
Thank you so much, Helen.

is

Al-
Dorothy -and Margaret Yoerger,
tona, Man., are new members( of Cap-
{ain Jean Scott and Harold Scott.
:,'\-:,%ANOTES TO HELPERS.
. .n_Becker, Kitchener, Ont.: You
A - address on your

forgot’ to put your -
lgtfer,”Eilegn, so all I had to go by
was the post mark on your envelqpe.\
Guess you'd better give me your street
and number as soon as you can so it
can send your badge. The verses were
fine, but please remember to write on
one sidé of the paper only, else I have
to copy it over b?fore 1 can send it up
to be printed.

Thellrana\Myles, 126 Kohler St., Sault
Ste. Marie, Ont.: It is King and Bay,
Thelma. I am glad to hear that you
enjoy. Roberta’s letters so much.
.Grace -Nlxon, 319 Ontario St city:
I'm sire some nine or ten-year-old girls

would like to write to Yyou, Chrace.
Thanks for the story and have a good
time out in the country. S
Sadie Lillie, 36 Collier St., city: Why
did you write on both s'idcs of the
paper? I would have hked'all t,he
Helpers to read of your athletics. I'm

glad 7you ‘are a playgrou_n:l girl and
that® you like your supervisors so well.
You-know I was a playground super-
visor myself for three Summers while

Wi oing to college. ¢
! Lfsgtanfg!eld, R.R N Islmgt‘on,
Ont.:~ Yes, I reccived the books safely
and will see that the incurable child-
ren' get them. Thank you very much
indeed. I-am pleased to learn that you
ave so interested in our page.

Captain . Catherine Fenn, 120/  Glen-
holme ‘Ave., city.—Congratulations on
becoming g Captain, and also on pass-
ing’ with honors. I don’t send badeges
to Captains until they themselves notify
me officially that they have obtained
their five members, You see, there are
s0 very many working to be Captains
that it’s a bit mixy. Thanks very much
for the extra ten cents for the Fund.

Lilllan Longley, 1064 Dovercourt Rd.,
city.—Thanks for the good wishes. I
hope.you have a happy time at Mus-
koka. T am so glad you like the Page
still and have not forgotten it. Thanks
for the five cents for the Fund.

Loulse Longhurst, age 10, 660 Annette
St., city—So you wish some of the
Helpers to write to you, Louise? Yo'u
know I cannot send you your Captain S
badge until you are quite certain you
have five :members and can give me
their names. Your story was very nice,
dear, only .it was a little hard to un-
derstand about Dorothyv—did Betty in-
vite her, or not? Could you write the
story ower again and make the point
a little clearer?
. Elizabeth  McKinley, Peterborough,
.Ont.—That is first-class about your
having gotten a prize for best standing
in school.. I don’t wonder your mother
is' having a hard time choosing—Niag-
ara Falls is one of the world’s wonders
and the Kawartha Lakes are so beau-
tiful~they simply cannot be described.
The badges are ten cents. T don’t feel
badly -if  you don't write for quite a
while. Elizabeth. so long as I know you
still .enjoy the Page.

‘Ethel M. Scott, Cochrane, Ont.; You
can ‘be a helver whether you have a
bhadge or not, Ethel. T am so glad to hear
ihat you passed and hope that it will
not be necessary for you to stop school
this .’ year. There is nothing worth
more-to-a person than a good education
—vyou will find that truer as you grow
older. /Write again and let me know
what happens about it.

Marion Bond: Thanks very much for
the ten cents for the fund, Marion.
I'm so glad you heard from Lena and
Robe: There isn't much use, my
those others to write to you
e, 'since you forgot to put your
n your letter and so many
‘that I have made a rule against
hunting them up. It takes such a lot
of time, you know.

Lily Morgenstein, 4 Cherokee Avenue.
Centre Island, Ont.: How lucky you
are to | over at the Island, Lily.

Imagine-being in bathing twice in one
day. Thanks for the story.

‘Rose Burns, 408 Dundas E., city:
Let -me &ze, you wish some more: corre-
_spondents—specially Hazel Dykeman and
Lillian Pirle. Is that right? Thanks
for the five cents for the fund, and

?

good plan | city:

‘}/

{

Madelene Clarke, 21 Alton Avenue,
Please tell me when you have

use Family’s Idea of
Bold "Bad Witch!”

The Mo

your five members for sure, Madelene.
I'm glad to heur you passed your
exams safely. Yes, I like school splend-
idly, but [ liked the holidays, too.
Thanks for the ten cents for the fund.

Florence Cole, Thessalon, Ont.: Thanks
so ‘much for the ‘‘wee mite”’ for the
fund, Florence. It's the dimes that
make the dollars you know.

Rhoda Longhurst, age 8, 1349 How-
ard Avenue, Windsor: Yes, I will send
ou a badge as soon as you send the

ten cents, for it, Rhoda. Thanks so
much for the little story.
Marjorie Murray, 5 Perth Avenue,

city: I'm sure all the members who
have had a chance will have been in
swimming every day. We poor fellows
who haven’t can just envy you. What
fun you must have with baseball and

volley ball. (It is Annie Allan whom
you specially wish “to write to you,
isnt ' it?

_Harold Scott, Port Perry, Ont.: I was

glad to get your new member, Harqld,
as to your suggestion—I would like
it just fine. 7
_ Rachel McGhie, Lakeside Home, Hos-
pital for Sick Children, Toronto: Your
new members are indeed very nice,
Rachel. I hope that picture turned
out well—I should like to see one.

S oy ¢
HELPERS’ LETTERS,

282 Glenwood Ave., Atlanta, Ga.
Dear Aunt Rose and Helpers: The
last of April, my rhetoric teacher gave
us 4 theme assignment, and told us
that we could write a sonnet instead.
I discovered that I-could write poetry,
and since then I've written quite a
number of poems, I did not f?{%’ft
ittle

our darling country, and my
poem, ‘‘Canada,” I am sending in for
the page, if you think it will do. I

have seen so many wonderful poems on
the same subject that I feel mine to
be but a poor attempt, but I wrote it
because of my love for my country.
Perhaps you wonder at my callilng my-
self a Canadian, but I must quote,

" “FLOWER NAMES OF
HELPERS.”

By “IRIS"—A HELPER.
Jean Gilman—Apple blossoms.

A they changed the page.

7

INQUISITIVE.

HAT are you looking at,
Small pussy cat—

;' ; A mouse, or a rat,

Or.ls it some cheese,

Or not any of these?

Now do tell me, please;

Pray say If you dream

Of some boldly planned scheme
To get at the cream

That you saw in that dish

In the larder; or wish

That your world held more fish?

No! | think your small brain
You are puzzling in vain
As to why Mr. Waln
Has asked you to sit
For your portrait. That’s it!
You Inqulsitive *“Kit.”
—Printed by request.

weeks ago 1 saw a poem in the Page
about Roberta Allan, which I thought
was very nice. Would the incurable
children like some girls’ magazines? If
they would, will you please tell me their
address? I am sending you some rid=
dles. 1 am not going away to stay for
my holidays, but I am going to places
like the lake shore, and other places,
just for a day. 1 will be able to tell
you something about them, anyway. I
passed into the senior second at school,
and we are going to have our same
teacher. I think our club is getting
better all the time, and so many chil-
dren are in it, too. ~Lovingly, !

Irene Duern.
Thanks for the riddles. The address
is 152 Bloor Street east, Toronto. v

‘R.R. No. 3, Stayner, Ont.,

care of N. MclIntyre.
Dear Helpers,—Have you all forgot-
ten me? I don’t blame you if you have,
for it's ages since you last heard from
me. I suppose you are all having holi-
days now. As you can see by my new
address, I am away on my holidays,
but I intend going tp Toronto on July
15. Then I am going to Windsor and
Detroit. - I have just finished a five-
page letter to our beloved aunt, and so
I must close. Hoping that you are all
having a good time during vacation,

Your loving  friend,

Major Lena Burkholder.

Age 14 years.

Box 607, Thorold, Ont.

Dear Aunt Rose: I see one of our
Helpers has a radio. My brother has
one also. I guess it has cost him near-
ly a thousand dollars, and yet he keeps
on buying articles for it. Just now he
is " building a very high tower for the
cage aerial. We get concerts from all
over the Dominion - and sometimes he
is down at the station till two o'clock
listening in, He alsoe gets the Star con-
certs. When they used to put the "‘wire-
less bureau’’ on: the back of the Chil-
dren’s Page, we used to fight something
terrible over it. I was mighty glad

Enclosed find twenty-five cents for

The Better Way

By HOLLAND COX.

PART IT.

FEW days later old Mrs. Plim-
soll, the most heartily disliked
woman in the small town, re-

puted miser, unfriendly to rude-
ness, hobbled out into her garden,
arrayed for work. She wore a straw
hat of ancient vintage and carried
a rake and hoe. :

Reaching the spot where her hoe-
ing had stopped the day before, she
stared in amazement: the long bor-
der by the path had been carefully
done—on both sides! She gasped,
then, apparently not able to believe
her eyesight, got down on her knees
in the gravelled path and touched
the earth, patting it with a blue-
veined hand. It was soft to her
touch and the soil had been proper-

ly loosened and smoothed. “Well,
well, well!” she exclaimed aloud.
A few feet 'from her kneeling

figure two boys lay in the grass be-
yond the fence and watched the Iit-
tle scene in the garden. One nudged
the other. ShHungehe?’’

“Rather!” he replied with gusto.
“Now, what's she going‘to do?”

, ‘Wait and see.”

A day or two later Mrs. Plimsoll
found that the grass borders from
the house down to the fence had
been trimmed with perfect evenness.
She was 'puzzled. There was no
entrance except through the gate,
which was always padlocked on the
inside. The fence was very high
and had a barbed wire topping  it.

“It’s strange,” she said.

Fund. Loads of love.
Margaret Cross.

‘Thanks for the twenty-five cents for

the Fund and for the snap. I think
your' hair looks great bobbeaq,
Port Perry, Ont.

Dear Aunt Rose—I thought [ would
tell you of a club which I sometimes
read. Instead of having Aunt Rose,
there is Aunt Helen. This club has no
badges or no pledges. You have to
write three letters, and then you get a
pin and password. The club is more
lucky than our club. It has two pages.
There is a page which has a poem with
about three verses in it; a riddle-box,
with about twenty riddles; a game bag,

a story, and then Aunt Helen's mall
bag. My! I think it i{s nice that we
have a ‘‘page marshal.” She sure is

“the pride of the Children's Page.” I
wish Ruth Steeper would please writ:
to me again.

Your “Helper,”

Captain Jean Catherine Scott.

Yes, that is a very interesting club,

Jean. Thanks for the five cents for the
Fund.

HELPER’S FUND.
" Our Fund for the Incurable Children
did very well this week. It was increas-
ed by $1.75.
AUNT ROSE,
Corner King and Bay Streets.

Every few days she found that
some task commenced by her and
relinquished, because of waning
strength, had been finished. For
instance, the rhubarb bed had been

cleaned; the fallen rambler rose
tacked mneatly to place, a broken
trellis repaired, a pile of stones

and rubbish removed, a dead bough
sawed off the apple tree. She dis-
covered all through the Spring and
Summer months a continuous suc-
ession ‘of details performed. She
ad but to indicate the need by com-
mencing to have the job finished by
some silent, mysterious agency. The
village boys had ceased to plague
her, and the poor, lonely old woman
felt happier than she had for years.
Her condition manifested itself in
her attitude toward her neighbors—
she offered her flowers and fruits
where before she had curtly re-
fused to give.

Many and narrow were the es-
capes from discovery of the four
boys—for Jimmy and Torf had join-
ed their chums of course. The
quartette spent the most satisfying
Summer they had ever put in. Be-
ing real boys, naturally they had
to extract every bit of fun there was
to be had out of the game they were
playing. One boy usually stood
guard while his companions work-
ed, and at his signal they would
tumble pell-mell through an open-
ing in the fence which they had
contrived. It was cunningly formed
by sliding back a board near the
ground, just far enough to admit
their agile young bodies. The labor
they performed was good for their
muscles—and characters—and they
kept the whole affair a secret. In
its mystery lay its chief® charm.

Jimmy was the scout one after-
noon. He had reported Mrs. Plim-
soll as ‘all -dolled up like Astor’s pet
pony’ going down the street towards
the post office. He let it go at
that and ceased his lookout for a
while, 'so he didn’t see the old lady
stop suddenly, fumble in her silk
reticule and hurry back towards her
house as though to get something
forgotten. She saw figures in her
garden—four, she counted them dis-
tinctly*—in her flowerbeds, and with
trusty cane in hand was in their
midst before the boys realized her
return.

For a moment the instinct to cut
and run was strong within them,
but their innate feeling of innocence
was stronger. They stood their
ground, or, rather, sat it, and were
silent,

‘“Well—what have you to say for
yourselves? Trespassers, that’s
what you are!” shrilled the old wo-
man.

Tom wasg on his knees, Jimmy had
risen, Woodsy was sitting beside a
basket which was heaped high with
weeds, and Dick’s hands clutched
some very healthy thistle  roots,
which he had that moment been en-
gaged in pulling.

They looked at each other,

and

MY THUMB.

E IS the captain of my hand,
The other fingers are his band.
He makes them pick up things
all day—
They would not work with him away.

Sometimes into my mouth he’ll creep,
And right away I go to sleep.
I could not have a better chum
Than myv hard-working, friendly
thumb.
—ETHEL BLAIR.

She looked
A

then at Mrs. Plimsoll.
at them and then at the basket.
light dawned.

“You blessed children!” she said
at last. “So you’re the mysterious
creatures that have taken care of
my garden all Summer, are you 2

The boys grinned nervously.

“You come right straight into the
house and get some seedcake and
raspberry vinegar. You look al-
most roasted in this: heat!” she
commanded, and seizing two of them
by the arm led her hobbling way to
the kitchen. © Her wrinkled old
face was working strangely, and
tears coursed their way unchecked.

“And I thought everyone's hand
was against me,” she said brokenly,
“until you boys taught me bet-
teriy o idas 32

While they were munching cake
and drinking that most delicious
berry juice, Mrs. Plimsoll asked
suddenly: :

“And however ‘did you get into
the garden, that's what I want to
know.”

They explained:

“Well, after this you come in by

the gate. There will be no more
padlock there. It’s your garden as
well as mine from this time for-
ward.”

Discussing things later in the af-
ternoon, Jimmy remarked: ‘“Say,
she’s a decent old sort after all,
isn’t she?”

“I guess she always was, but she
got queer when her boy died and
‘shut herself up like she told us, and
imagined: things. Then the fel-
lows round here ‘picked on her/

and that’s what made her so nas-
ty,” 'said Tom., 2l

“Guess the Dad was right when
he: said kindness begets kindness,”
Dick mused. ¥

‘“Your Dad’s no fool,” was Wood-
sy’s genuine, if inelegant tribute to
Dick’s father.

Uncle Wiggily’s

Copyright, 19%¢, by The McOlwre Newspaper Byndicale.

Adventures

X Trade-Mark Regisicred, |

LEMONADE SHOULD BE SOUR, AND NOT MADE TOO SWEET.
BUT UNGLE WIGGILY'S KIND SWEPT THE FOX OFF HIS FEET!
AND IT SERVED HIM RIGHT, I THINK.

Text by HOWARD R. GARIS
Author of the Famous UNCLE WIGGILY BED'TIME STORIRS
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Onie day, as Nursé Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy opened the kitchen door in

2, After Uncle Wiggily had hefped Nurse Jane wipe the femon juice

3. Uncle Wiggily helped Nannfe the glsl goat, and Curly the pig to

ter than anything in this world. Any-
way, I'm coming to Canada to live as
soon as possible. I received a splen-
did letter from Pearl Bunch a month
or so ago, and I certainly did appre-
ciate it. I hope our correspondence
will account for the rise in the price
of statlonery. Whatever became of
Kvelyn Harris? I haven’t heard from
her in months. I have often thought
I'd like to write to some of the other
Helpers, but I'm afraid I'm a little
timid about it.
Lovingly,
Eleanor Speir.

The idea of your poem is lovely,
Eleanor, though I think it would be
even better if you could express' it in
shorter form and ~keep the rhyme
matching throughout. Could you try
| that for me? Thanks so much for the
timely greetings.

612 King St. W., Hamilton.

Dear Aunt Rose,—It did not take two
of your Helpers very long to write to
me. I received letters from Annie Kerr
and Thelma Myles, and was very glad
to get them.

My father owns a motorcycle store
here, and ever since I left school (that
was about a month ago), I have been
doing . book-keeping for him. I have
just finished answering the two Helpers’
letters. I like to read the stories of
Helpers,’ and am very fond of books.

Yours lovingly, Edith Sturgess.

261 Burton Court, Pasadena, California.
Dear Aunt Rose,—Yes, I'm sure about

the chickenpox.

doesn’t it?

I'm sending you another poem, ‘‘Vaca-
tion.” = Yes, ‘‘Brownies” was all my
own work. By the way, have you
used it yet? I haven’t seen a page in
yvears (I guess it's been weeks, but
seems like years).

I guess you've seen Jean Gilman by
this time, as she left three or four
weeks ago.

‘Well, I must close. Love,

Zelma Sutton.

Thanks for the poem, Zelma. Yes, I
saw Jean and liked her better than
ever. I've a confession to make about
“Brownies”; they hid themselves, and
I haven’t been able to find them since,
Have you got another copy?

477 Ossington Ave.
Dear Aunt Rose,—I joined the Rose-
bud Club. I read the Kgters of some
girls who have a book tHat they pas4e
things in from the Children’s Page, so0

I decided I would do that, too. A few

It does sound funny,

NIRRT

Jean Smaliridge—A purple and the hollow stump bungalow, she saw Uncle Wiggily squeezing julce” out of her eye with the fowel, the muskrat lady asked: “Why are you make lemonade to sell from a street stand, The first customer was Mr.
gold pansy. : fropademon: “OM Wigky [ Az vl msting gilenien ple! e making lemonade, Uncle Wiggily2” The butiny gentleman said ihat Stubtail, the bear gentleman. Nannic handed him a glass, and when no
/ Pearl Bunch—A pink rose. the muskrat lady. Just then some of the sour juice squirted in her eye SO'V of the animal children wanted to start a lemonade stand, so the one was.looking thg piggie boy took some lemonade. ~I'm not saying
Marjorle Provost—A blue violet. and she squirmed fike an angle worm. 'l guess | made a mistake that could seel cool drinks on hot days and give the money to the Fres that was right, though.  “We hope you like our lcmonade, Mr. Stub-
L Roberta Allan—A crimson poppy. time!” sadly sald the bunny. “But I am trylng to make lemonade.” . Alr Fund for Poor Animal Children. So the stand was started. tail,” sald Nannie. “Please bring Neddie and Beckic to our stand.”
N J ; (i . / 3 ) i o
“One’s native land is the land one ‘ THE 3 i : -
loves the best,” and I love Canada bet- ik HADE o s & \"‘\

o3

Neddie and Beckic and treat them.”
no sooner had he taken a sip, than he dropped the
“Oh, burr-r-r-r-r! - Wuff! ow!” Uncle Wiggily

4. “I"ll drink this lemdnade,” said Mr."Stubtail, “and then I'll go get
He put the glass to his lips, but,

what was the matter, and Nannie and the piggie boy were surprised.
“Too sour! Too sour!"” howled Mr. Stubtail. *'I like sweet lemonade!”

glass and roared:
wanted to know
Twistytail.

.

S. Nannie ran Into Uncle Wiggily's bungalow and brought out some
sugar, which she poured.into-the lemonade, while the piggie boy stirred
it ‘round and 'round. “i guess this will be all right for our next cus-
tomer,” spoke Uncle Wiggily. - Soon along came Curly's father, Mr.

He tasted some of the Fresh Air lemonade.
Bunk!"" he grunted. “It's quite too SWEET! 1 like Icmonade sous!"’

*‘Oh, ugh!
that it was sour

A ey
6. “Our cusfomers are getting mixed in our lemonade,! said Uncle
Wiggliy to Nannie and Curly, as he sent them to the store to get more
lemons. © “I't mark each pail so I'll know which is sweet and which
is sour Jemonade.”
show it was sweet. And he marked a large S on‘the other pail to show

S0 the bunny marked a large S on one-pail, to

. “Now everything will be fine!"" said the bunny.
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7. All at once Uncle Wiigily
on the pails weren't enough.'.
begins with the letter S," sald the bunny.

happened to think that just the Jetters

“] can't tell Sweet from Sour, as each
*} wonder what 1'd better
do?" Just then the bad Fuzzy Fox and the worse Woozie. Wolf sprang
out of the bushes. *'Yow'd better keep still while we nibble your ears!”
they howled. *‘First have some lemonade.” invited the rabbit.

Fox, trying to be funny.
threw th

03

« 8. “What kind of femonade have you?' barked the Fox; looking
hungrily at Uncle Wiggily's cars.
replied the bunny. *Then I'll take- both kind—mixed!” chuckled the

“One kind will be enough for you, and it

doesn't make any difference what kind!"" cried Uncle Wiggily, and he

‘gwholz pail full of Sour Iemonade over the bad Fox.

‘“Both kinds—Sweet and Sour,”

the Fox ran awa
chuckled the bun

9. "Oh, wowh Whal\docs this mean 2" varked the Fox. “It means
that 1 am tired of Naving you make fun of my lemonade!” «cried the
bunny. “And I'm tired*of waiting for your ears!"” howled the Wolf, as

who ran away also. |

y. *“It's tnJe you made a home-run also, Mr Wolf!"
ny. Then he-threw pail, lemonade and all at the wolf,
Then more lzmo;udc was made for the children,

‘And if the Circus slophant doesn’t take the wheels 0

UNCLE

ff the lx 's cage to make a pair of roller skates for the camel, the next pictures and story will be about
GGHY AND THE 1CE CREAM. .

‘| since held a panicky aversion

By VIRGINIA LAWRENCE.

[H{E most . thrilling experience
Tthat I ever had that I can re-

member is when Napoleon ran
away with me. Napoleon was my
father’s great black horse, which he
had had only a month. He seemed
the gentlest of horses, and finally
one day father let me change from
my pony and ride Napoleon, while
he rode my uncle’s horse. It was
a clear, windy day and we were
cantering along nicely through the
park, when the long, shrill whistle
of the four o’clock train sounded

far down the track. For a startled
second Napoleon stood tensely still.
Then, with one frightened bound, he

was over the shrubbery and the
stone wall, and racing across the
tracks. Scarcely had we cleared

them when the big express went
roaring past. A long white expanse
of road lay before us, running al-
most parallel to the railroad. Down
the road we flew, faster than either
of us had ever gone befofe, I think.
I tugged and pulled at the reins, but
it was of no use—Napoleon was «
great black giant of a horse, and
nothing I could do would stop him
now. I decided, as the road stretch-
ed clear away before us, and as
there was nothing else to do, to let
him run his fright out.
I thought, he must tire and calm
down. On we flew, the wind whist-
ling past my ears. Napoleon was
running wildly, mad with fear.
was then I noticed we were run-

TRAVELLING ' BARBER
FROM SHAMPOO.

Here he is all complete with fine
sharp razor, cocoanut mug, shav-
ing brush top knot and a snake
barber pole.

THE

ning with the train. It was roaring
along not at top speed, but still fair-
ly fast. But Napoleon, panic-stricken,
was almost flying. He was terrified
at the great black monster that
snorted along beside us, which, run
as he would, he could not get away
from. So, instead of calming, he
only became more and more mad-
dened. Faster and faster he went,
if that were possible. And now I
saw the end of the road! I believe
I would have screamed if I could,
but something rose up in my throat
and choked me—there, only a short
distance before us, was the crossing,
where the railway and the road met
and crossed. Again I made a fran-
tic effort to rein im the horse. but
again he was too strong. It sud-
denly flashed upon my mind that if
it was impossible to stop him, he
must go at his full speed to reach the
crossing before the express. But to
go any faster than he now was was
impossible. There was nothing for
it but to crouch low over the sad-
dle, hang on for dear life and pray
that Napoleon might win that race.
Nearer and nearer came the cross-
ing. Still the express roared along
by our side. I could see now that,
though the road went straight on
across the tracks, the train would
have to turn a bend to cross. Per-
haps in that tiny second of time we
could outstrip the train! Now we
were nearer—had only a few more
vards to go—in another second we
would cross. I closed my eyes and
was only conscious of the roaring
of the express and darkness. There
was a sudden deafening roar close
behind me. When I open-
ed my eyes we were once more
speeding down a long white road,
still safe and sound in life and limb;
and in the distance the express was
fast disappearing. Napoleon had
won the race! On he ran, with my-
self clinging limply to his neck, till
finally his fright abated, and from
sheer ‘exhaustion, he gradually
slowed down, and at last stopped.
Happlly, he chose to end his mad
dash at the . gate of my uncle’s
ranch. I was lifted down from the
horse and handed over to my fran-
tic father, when he arrived. We
learned later that Napoleon had, in
his extreme youth, been in an acci-
dent with a train ' and had ever
to
them. But even though I promised
to not go near trains, father has
never since let me ride Napoleon.

BOOK READERS’ CORNER.

ELPERS, what kind

of books
do you like? Creeping Spook
stories? If so,  try' “The Corner

House Girls.” Bird stories? Try
Alice E. Ball’s books. Missionary
Stories? Why not read about Living-
ston. Faliry tales? Yes, I really
think fairy tales will be the choice.
Here’s some good hooks:

5 years and under—‘“The Picture
Screen,” by E. G. Gerson; “Kinder-
garten Limericks,” by F. E. Scott:
“Troublesome Peter.” .

5 to 10 years—‘Robinson Crusoe.”
by Defoe; “Little White Bird”:
“Tlhro’ the Looking Glass,” by Car:
roll.

10 to 12-—"The Water Babies,” by
Kingsley; ‘‘Stories from Grimm’’;

jAlice Series; “The King's Highway.”

12 up—"“Ann Books,” Montgom-
ery; “Sowing Seeds in Danny,” Mec-
Clung; ‘‘Second Chance,” McClung;

“If Winter Comes,” Hutchinson:
‘“The Bridge,” Pickthall; “Mrs. Red
Pepper,” Richmond; “Red Pepper

Burns,” Richmond; “The Girl of the
People,” Meade; ‘“The Heart - of
Gold,” Meade.

And ever so many other books are
grand. Maybe you'll say I never
mentioned any of those old English
poets and authors. Well, if you like
their books, read them. ' (I myself
don’t Kke them.)

Wheé's your favorite author? I

like Nellie McClung. |
Major Jean C. George.

Presently, |

It

:
LSTORIES BY HELPERS J

j UTHE FOX.”,
By Frank’R, Carleton.

-

One night .a farmer heard a nojse in
his chicken-house. So he took a stick,
and was halfway down to the barn,
when he met a fox running off with a
fat chicken. A hard rap on the head
stretched the fox out. Then the man
picked it up, turned it first one way,
then another, and at ‘last felt certain
that it was dead.

4“[ will make a nice rug of you, my
fine fellow,” said the man, as he slung
the fox over his shoulder and set bacic
to his house. The fox was not dead.
though it made believe to be, and when
they were near the house, it thought it
was about time to do something, so it
gave the_ man such a sharp bite that he
let go his hold, and away went the fox.

The End.

DOROTHY’S PARTY.
By Lola Millar.

Dorothy’s birthday was coming. and
she was very excited about it. She was
to have a party and ask all her friends
to it. She was golng to be twelve years
old. Six boys and six girls. She had
to send the invitations out. After the
invitations were sent around, you may
know everybody else was excited as
much as she was.

The party soon came, and all the
children were  there. They played
games. Then came the eats. Dorothy
was hostess. After everybody was
ready, she blew the candles out. Then
they all fell to. Dorothy got the dime.

Elinor got the thimble and Jack the
button. |After all was over, they
played more games, then got more

candy, and departed.

THE LIFE OF A HORSE,
By Charlie Thorington, age 13.

I was born in the year 1899, and was
raised :by a good old farmer, He was
very kind to me. I lived with him for
five years.

He took me one day to a shop where
they shod horses. The man took hold
of my foot and hammered an iron horse-
shoe on my foot. He also did the same
to my other feet. My master put a
halter, bit and other horse harness on
me. He said he was going to break me
in. Well, I am broken now.

I was sold later to another man; later,
to another_ man; later, to other people.

It was just yesterday I was bought
by a man whom, to my surprise, was
my old master who raised me. I am
getting old now. I am twenty-two yvears
old. My master has a little boyv and
gI‘rl who come out to the field and play
with me. This is the history of my life,

HARRY'’S RADIO OUTFIT.
By Willle Fenwick, Age 12,

It was one month ago that
Franklin- first read abgut the w
of radio. He now stood gazing into
a dealer’s window at a complete outfit
for just $30. Harry had twenty-five
dollars saved wup from his last four
pay days. Realizing this he knew he
had only one more week to wait and
then he could ‘listen in.” The week
was . tiresome and draggy, and Harry
was continuously looking at the time.
Saturday morning passed by quickly
until the boss came around. That
meant Harry would have to work until
the whistle blew. Harry was the first
one out of the factory and he lost no
time getting down to the dealer's he
had planned to buy the outfit at onlv
to find that they had all been 'sold.
Coming out of the third store, having
been successful in getting ' it there
Harry dashed for home. After hav.né
a light lunch, which Ilasted just five
minutes, he then got to work on set-
ting up his outfit. Eight o’'clock seen
Harry giving the outfit the first test.
But as usual everybody makes mistakes.
Harry noticed his after a couple of
minutes testing. He had the ‘‘aerial’’
lead in wire connnected to the “‘ground”’
binding post and vice versa. Having
rut  this right he listéned in again.
This time he picked up a local broad-
casting station. Harry's victory, was
complete.

Harry
onders

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A DELIVERY
HORSE.

By Marlon Perram, Aged 12 years.

_The first thing I remember is some
nice little girls kneeling over me. One
of them said “Is he not sweet?’ (mean-
ing me). “Yes,” said the other. “What
shall we name him?”’ My namie was
decided to be Tiny Tim. 2

I used to have lovely times with the
chlldren. whose names were Betsy and
Hilda. They lived with their rich par—
ents in a big house in a pretty town.

One Summer when they went to their
Summer cottage they took me. I was
not very old, and we had lovely times
there. I gave them long rides, and
they llked me because I was quite quiet.

The next Winter. things did not go
very well with me or my friends. My
owners became poorer and poorer, and

had to move to a small house. But
that is not all. Something. far worse
happened. Betsy died. The poeor

%?ople had to sell my brothers and I.
‘e were very sad at leaving our dear
friends and kind old mother horse.: My
good friends would not part with her.
B@{' two_brothers were older than my-—
self. We were all sold to different
people, and I never saw them again.

They sold me to a grocer, and I had
to deliver his parcels. The first ‘man T
worked for was very nice, but he sold
his business to another man, who was
not so nice. He was greedy and cross,
;md also gave me a good many beat-
ngs.

While with him I met a lot of people
that I had never seen before and a few
I had. During the Winters I did not
have a warm stable, and had to work
very hard. During the Summers I had
to pull a heavy cart through the town
from morning till . night. I far from
liked this life after having such a nice
time when I was young, and thus was
very unhappy.

Hurrah! here I am again, home at
last, at the old place, happy as a lark.
Although Betsy is not here Hilda is,
and she has a dear little brother, whom
I like very much. My good friends are
rich“once more, and still have my dear
old mother. I am now getting old,
and do not do much work. You can’t
imagine how nice it is not to be a
dellvery horse.

I guess my story is not very interest-
ing, so I will close. I hear the children
calllng anyway, so good-bye.

PLEDGE FOR
HELPERS' LEAGUE

I pledge myself in the service of
my King and Country to DO MY
BEST IN MY DAILY WORK
wherever it may be, to help others
wherever possible, and to endeavor
in every way to make myself
A GOOD CITIZEN
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WIRELESS BUREAU FOR
THE AMATEUR OPERATOR

HIS week we shall deal with a
very important point in con-
nection with radio receiving,

but one which frequently causes no
little confusion in the mind of the
novice: namely, tuning and tuning
circuits,

To begin with, let us briefly con-
sider the theory of wavelength and
its relation to tuning. If we stretch
sided by side two identical wiolin
strings, /both of exactly the same
length, and twang one of them so
that it vibrates, the second one will
‘mmediately vibrate also. This is
due to the fact that they are both
exactly the same length, <nd are,
therefore, in resonance. ‘When the
first string starts vibrating the sec-
ond one also starts, and when the
first string stops vibrating, so does
the second one. But if we cut a
bpiece off the second string, so that it
is a quarter of an inch shorter than
the first one, and then twang the
first string, the second string will
not vibrate, due to the fact that the
strings are no longer of the same
length, and therefore are not in
resonance. Or, if we tie a piece
onto the second string so that it is
a quarter of an inch longer than the
first one, and then twang the first
string, the second string will not vi-/
brate, for the same reason as in the
former case. From this it is ap-
parent that if two strings are of
equal length, and one is made to vi-
brate, the other will vibrate also,
if two strings are of unequal
length, and one is made to vibrate,
the other will not be affected.

If we let the first string represent
a transmitting station and the sec-
ond string represent a receiving
station, we have an exact duplicate
of what occurs in radio. Every
radio transmitting set sends out
waves, or vibrations, in  the ether.
The length of these waves, or the
“wavelength” of the transmitting
station, depends upon the length of
the wire in the transmitting aervial.
‘While the station is transmitting,
the current in the aerial wires is
vibrating, just as the violin string
was vibrating. Therefore, all re-
ceiving aerials' within range of the
transmitting station that are exactly
the same length as the transmitting
aerial will respond to the signals.

As a concrete exam;;le let us imagine
that the aerial at Station XYZ is 100
metres long (a metre is slightly more
than three feet). It has been found
that the length of the radio waves sent
out by any station is about 4.5 times
the length of the aerial. Therefore Sta-
tion XYZ will send out waves that aré
Station XYZ's were
length will be 450 metres. Now let us
suppose that fifty miles away there are
three receiving seis, one with an aerial
80 metres long, the second with an
aeril 100 metres long, and the third with
an aerial 120 metres long. Then,lappiy—
ing the rule that we discovered with
the violin strings, the operator at the
second station will be able to hear XYZ
because his aerial is the same length as
XYZ’s, but the operator at the firgt sta-
tionr will be unable to hear XYZ be-
cause his aerial is shorter than XYZ's,
and the operator at the third  station
will be unable to hear XYZ because his
acrial is lenger than XYZ’s. In order to
hear XYZ the operator at ' the first
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DIAGRAM-2.

Showing the conductively coupled
type of set.
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DIAGRAM 1.
The simplest receiving circuits.

station must add twenty metres to his
aerial, while the operator at the third
station must cut off twenty metres from
his aerial. \

It is obviously very inconvenient to
be obliged to climb up on the roof and
alter the length of your aerial every
time you wish to change your wave
length, so that you may hear a different
transmitting station. Therefore it was
found necessary to discover a device by
means of which the operator could in-

stantly altéer the length' of hig aerial, or,
in other words, ‘‘tune it to differ wave
lengths,” while._he was seated at his
radio table. For this purpose the tun-
ing coil was invented. Hence a tuning
coil is nothing more than an instrument
for changing the length of the aerial,
and thereby varying the wave lengths
which it will receive. .

In Figure A, Diagram 1, is shown the
simplest receiving hook-up. It consists
of an aerial, a detector, a pair of phones
and a ground connection. An arrange-
ment of this kind will receive only one
wave length, 1i.e., the natural wave
length of the aerial.  The only way oI
changing the wave length of such a
set is to shorten or lengthen the aerial.
Figure B shows how a single-slide tun-
ing coil is used to vary the wave lengths
which thé set will receive without alter-
ing the aerial. The coil merely consists
of several hundred turns of wire wound
on a hollow tube, with a slider provided
80 that the wire from the aerial can be
attached to different places on the con.
Let us suppose. that. the aerial has a
natural wave length of 200 metres and
that there is a sufficient length of wire
wound on the tube to give the tuning
coil a maximum wave length of 400
metres. When the operator wishes to
listen to a station ‘that is sending on a
wave length of 200 metres he places the
slider in position X, so that none of the
wire on the coil is used. Since his own
aerial has a natural wave length of 2z00
metres, he then hears the 200-mam-es
transmitting station. When he wishes
to listen to a station that is sending
on a wave length of 600 metres he pluces
the slider at the position marked Y.
He is then tuned to 600 metres, because
hig aerial has a wave length of 200
metres and his tuning coil has a maxi-
mum wave length of 400 metres, mak-
ing a total of 600 metres. In order to
tune to wave lengths between 200 and
600 metres he places the slider at dif-
ferent  position along the coil between
X and Y. Thus by merely running the
slider backward and forward along the
tuning coil, he produces the same result
as he would by going outside and alter-
ing the length of his aerial.

Recause of the rather high resistance
of the crystal in the detector, the free
flecw of electrical current, or oscillations

 from the aerlal to the ground and vice

versa 1is hindered, and therefors. the
tuning qualities of the aerial circuit
ars somewhat impaired. To overcome
this the dector and phones are usually
removed from the aerial, or ‘primary’”’
circuit, and: are placed in the /‘second-

ary’’ circuit.
9

“y

This is shown in Diagram
where a two-glide tuning coil is used
to get best results.

In this diagram the aerial is turned to
the wavelength of the transmitting sta-
tion by moving-the slider S backward or
forward along the coil. The current
then ﬂqws in the primary circuit from
the aerial, through the winding on the
coil between S and B, and into the
ground G.

As it flows in the primary circuit it
causes a certain amount of current to
flow in the secondary, or detector eir-
cuit. This current flows around through
the slider T, the detector D, the phones
F, the coil B, and back to the slider T.
But before. the maximum amount of
current will flow around through the
phones, this circuit must be tuned so
that'it is in resonance with the primary,
or aerial, circuit, just as the primary
circuit had to be turned to resonance
with the transmitting station.

This is accomplished by moving the

slider T backward and forward along
the coil until the signals are heard
loudest in the phones.
. From the above it can be seen that
in the two slide tuning <oil the section
of the coil between S and B acts as the
primary coil and- the ‘section between
T and B acts as the secondary coil. In
such an arrangement part of the current
from the aerial flows directly into the
secondary circuit. A receiver of this
kind is said to be ‘‘directly” or ‘‘con-
ductively coupled.”

The’ disadvantage of a conductively
coupled set is that it has very broad
tuning. That is to say, if you adjust a
conductively coupled set to receive a
station transmitting on a wavelength of
400 metres, it will receive stations'on
wavelengths perhaps as low as 350
meters and as high as 450. If there are
a number of stations transmitting be-
tween these two wavelengths they will
all be heard at once. As may be well
imagined, this results in considerable
confusion.

However, confusion of this sort may
he overcome to a very great extent by
using a loose coupler, as shown in dia-
gram 3, instead of a tuning coil. A
loose coupler really consists of two tun-—
ing coils of slightly different diameters,
sq that one will slide inside the other.
Dijagram 3 'shows the hook-up for the
loose coupler, ' In operation the primary
coil P is tuned to the wavelength of
the transmitting station by varying the
contacts marked X. The secondary coil
S is then tuned to the wavelength of the
primary coil by varying. the contact Y.
When these wmdjustments have been
made the signalsg from the desired sta-
tion will be heard loudest in the phones.

It will be noticed that there is abso-
lutely no connection whatever between
the primary and the secondary coils.
For.this reason many people are unable

to understand how the current from the,

aerial reaches the phones. The follow-
ing explanation ‘may help to clear up
this. matter.

When the primary circuit is tuned to
the wavelength of 'a ftransmitting sta-
tion, an electrical current begins/to flow
hackward and forward from the jaerial
to the ground, through the coil P. This
was shown at the beginning of this
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DIAGRAM 3. e
This is the hook-up for the.inductively coupled type of set.
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DIAGRAM 4.

Here is a simple little condyctively coupled set.

The variometer V is

used inftead of a tuning coil.

article with reference to the two violin
strings. Now the current of electricity
ﬂpwmg through the coil P sets up, or
“induces” a similar current in the coil
S, and this ‘“induced current” acts on
the detector and telephone receivers.
Just how the current in one coil pro-
duces a current in another coil is diffi—
cult to explain without dragging in a
lot of technicalities. However, we all
know that when a jug of cold water is
left in the air on a hot day large drops
of water form on the outside. of the
jug. These drops do not leak through
the jug, but the presence of the water

inside the jug causes them to collect
on the outside. They are, so to speak,
“induced drops.” Likewlse, the pres-

ence of the electrical current in the
coil P causes another electrical current
to collect in the coil S. #his is called an
“induced current,” dnd a set of this type
is called an ‘‘inductively coupled’’ re-
ceiver. The variable condenser shown
in\ the diagram is not absolutely neces—
sary, but it adds in tuning the coil S
to the desired wavelength.

The advantage of the Bnductively
coupled type of set is that it allows more
selective tuning than the conductively
coupled type of set, and therefore is less
subject to interference. However, it
does not produce quite as loud signals,
because there is some loss of energy
between the primary and secondary
colls.

Before closing we would like to draw
attention to a remarkably simple little
conductively coupled set, but one that
has so far received very scant consider—
ation. It is shown in diagram 4. .
variometer, instead of a tuning coil, is
used for varying the wavelength. This
type of set will be found to give very
good results, and even finer tuning than
is possible with a tuning coil.

The Radlo Directory of the World.

The Consolidated Radio Call Book
Company has just issued the 1922 edition
of its ‘‘Radio Call Book.” This valu—
able volume contains the name and call
signal of every commercial station In
the world, as well as all the amateur
stations and broadcasting statlons in
the States and Canada up till January,
1929. In addition to this it contains
seven two-color radio maps and a fund
f “useful information concerning radio-
Sram and cable rates, radlo compass
schedules, time sche-
dules, weather reports, and other togi(:s
of interest to the radio amateur. This
is not a text book on radio any more
than a telephone directory is a text
book on the theory of the telephon_e,'
but Hke the telephone directory it has
a distinct value to every owner of a
radio set. It:is the only book of its

kind in print.

stations, press

st ilite s
The Professor’s Corner.

This department is conducted for the
benefit of all amataurs who desire 1o
ask questions pertaining ‘to radio. Not
more than three questions- can be ans-
wered for each corvespondent, and no
questions can be answered by mail
unless a stamped, gelf-addressed

velope is enclosed.
enH. LI? Q. (Halleybury) — 1. Elsewhere
on this page you will find the hook-up
for a power amplifier such as ls use_d
for operating a loud-speaker. The two
input terminals, marked A., arei con-—
nected in your amplifier circuit in the
place where you at pres.ent have_ym}r
telephone recelvers. T, is ‘an _ordm_a,x_y
amplifying transformer and R. is a grid
leak. If a Radio Corporation UVT12
amplifying transformer Or a .General
Radio amplifylng transformer is used,
the value of R. should be 11 megohms.
For Federal amplifying transformers the
value of R. should be about one-half

megohm. Bl is a 45-volt battery to
imgress a negative potenplal. on the
grid. For loudest amplification the

valve: V. should be a b-watt transmit-
ting tube and B2 should have a DpPO-
tential of about 350 volts. Fair results
may be obtained with an ordinary am-
plifying tube and a plate potential of
100 to 150 volts. The iron core choke
coil 1., which should have a value of
about 80 henrys, is to prevent the am-
plified audio frequency currents from
flowing through the high voltage cir—
cuit, thereby forcing them through the
loud-speaker. The large condenser C2
is to prevent the high voltage bhattery
B2 from short-circulting itself through
the loud-speaker. The loud-speaker is
terminals

aonnected to the out-put
marked Z.
AES M. (Point Edward)—1. At the

time of writing, & complete explana-
tion of the particular pieces of appara-
tus, that you ingquired about is not at
hand, Please see this column next
week.

Ce. R. E. (Toronto)—1. When alter—
nating current is used for lighting the
filament of a single detecting tube it
is quite possible to reduce .the hum so
that it is almost imperceptible, provid-
ed that a potentiometer is used as
shown in the Toronto Sunday ‘World of
June 1lth. It is easier to cut out the
hum from 60 cycle current than e
from 25 cycle current. ‘When one or
more stages of amplifications are used
the hum may make itself unpleasantly
noticeable. i

9. The ‘“polarity of the transformer
makes no difference, for the polarity
of alternating current is, constantly
changing.

3.. The easiest way to make a, DO-
tentiometer for this. purpose is to use
the lead from a carpenter pencil, such
as can ‘be purchased for.a few cgnts
at most large hardware stores. A slider
should be arranged to make contact at
any place on the surface of the lead.

i e
The Practising
of ChristopheL

Continued from Page Eleven.

hind the words. and while ‘we were
gathering the limp body Sutton him-
sclf was laying wide hold on the drap-
eries across the wall. They ripped -and
swayed, swirled down about him so that
he stod waist deep wrestling with figur-
ative monsters until the whole blue
screen tore away and revealed the glass
partition which closed the end of the
gallery. Solid at the base, it was lat-

ticed above with small panes, and, tak-
ing the straight way with a .vengeance,

he flung himself literally and bodily | .

The jingling crash brought
stairhead, but he broke
a gap with his bleeding fists, wrenched
out the crosspieces....A spatter of
warm rain blew in upon us.

‘iThere's only the street below!” I

sped.
ga“gut!” was Sutton’s crisp order. ‘“‘Out
—and through—and over with you!”

We had no choice; his furious energy
drove us. Wickwire hung a dead
weight in our arms, but we pronved
him on the jagged sill and scrambled
after, any fashion. Clinging there,
we had one last glimpse into the gal-
lery behind us, set like a stage for our
benefit. :

We saw the little Chinese come on
with uplifted knife, spitting and glar-
ing like a wildcat, saw the knobbed,
bare shoulders and coppery, brute faces
of his crew, saw Sutton turning back.
He had no weapon, but he armed him-
self. He dragged the big green joss
from its niche, lamps, Incense. and
all, twirled it over his head, exultant,
transformed with berserk fury, shout-
ing some free battle cry of his own—
and met them. Thereafter the place
went dark in a babble of shrieks. and
we dropped like slugs from  a garden
wall.

S0 we brought Chris Wickwire home
again—what was left of him....

There was small joy in that homecom-
ing, you can figure. Dawn broke weep-
ing as we were hurrying aboard with
our unconscious burden. The reaches
of the river were beginning to show slaty
downstream and a little damp wind run-
ning with the day was like a chill after
fever, unfriendly and comfortless. The
Jamp in the chief engineer’'s cabin had
paled from saffron to citrine in the
morning light when the officers of the
Moung Poh took stock of themselves
once more, and of each other and an

against it.
a howl from the

ill prospect.
Wickwire had neither spoken nor stir-
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HOOK-UP FOR A POWER AMPLIFIER:
V—>b-watt transmitting tube
I—Choke coil, about 30 henrys..

A—Input terminals.
T—Amplifying transformer.
R—Grid leak, 1% megohms.
B1—45 volt battery.
B2—100 to 350 volt battery.

Z—Out-put terminals,

for loud-speaker.

C1—2 mfd. condenser.
©2-—4 mfd. condenser. Iy
F—T1% volt ' filament current terminals.

red, though his breathing was regular
and he seemed to have taken no im-
mediate hurt from his fall except the
reopening of an old, ragged wound above
the ear. Captain Raff had done the
bandaging; he stood back from the last
neat pleat.

“A clip over the head, as you say,”
he observed, addressing me pointedly
while he wiped his clumsy great hands
that yet had wrought as tenderly as
a woman's. ‘“‘And pretty lucky at that.
He’ll do well enough now till we get
a doctor. You better dig out after one
vourself—try the Port. Office; they’'ll
have to be notified anyway, 1 judge,
when he wakes.”

We looked at the shell of a man on
the bunk, “It’s got to be the—the hos-
pital, then?’ I asked.

“I believe that’'s what they call it,”
said Raff gruffly. :

“Beg pardon, sir,” put in Sutton very
quietly, ‘“but we'll notify no office and
no doctor either—not till we gheer have
T, it
The mate was planted by the door
where he had been waiting in silence
while we two ministered to the chief:
Raff had ignpred him singe our return,
but he eyed him now sternly up and
down. Most people would have eyed
him so, for he made rather an appalling
figure, streaked and stained, with 'his
wounds half dried upon him, a raking
cut along one cheek and his coat hang-
ing in shreds.

“YWhat ini HullF et
talkin’ about?”’

Sutton drew from his pocket a cer-
tain familiar object, a small, \black-
bound yolume. ‘‘There was a chap in
a book I read, sir—"’

The captain regarded him, purpling.

“Is this more of your wonderful no-
tions?”’

“It's my plan to save Chris Wick-
wire,”” returned the mate firmly, ‘‘and
I'm. beotnd 'to.tryiit on. . Justias it
say here. ‘Sirs’ it says, ‘sirs. I will prac-
tice on this drunken man—'""

He held out the shabby octavo and,
consldering it again with heightened
amazement, of a sudden I knew where
I had seen it before.

Halifax are you

‘“Why,” I cried, ‘‘that’s the Book you
got for the chief. I can tell from the
gilt cross on 'thé cover. That's Wick-
wire’s Bible!”’

“It is the book I got for the ‘chief.”
he said slowly, making plain the case
against himself, ‘and it has a cross
on the cover. But it's no Bible. Only
an old ecollection of plays I bought to
gammon him with, © Shakespeare wrote

“There was no coyer to it either, so
I bought an old cover off a hymn book
and pasted it over, You can see for
yourselves—the cross is upside down.”
And, in fact, that we might miss
nothing he showed us the cover, wrong
way with the pages. ‘1 remember the
chief, taking lessons from me but hav-
ing only the cross to go by, d’y’see—the
chief used always to hold the - book
wrong side up. I remember,” he added
with an odd smile, quite mirthless—*T
remember how I laughed. I used to
think it funny.’’ .

Someway that made the captain froth.
Since our Invasién of Colootullah he had
been increasingly rigld toward the mate,
and here he broke out.. :

““So we've had nothin’ but your damn
lyin’ tricks from the start! All  the
time you was readin’ to him—" g

“Only gammon, BSir. I used to ex-
periment on him with choice bits—
calling 'em truth gnd Scripture.”

“And now youre after more fool
games of the same kind! Can’t you
look what’s come of 'em? Look there!”
He pointed to the stark figure.

“T see what’s come, sir,” said Sutton.

and though he was white under his
stains he never flinched. “And Wick-
wire, he saw what would come. He

wasg trying to stop me the night I drop-
ped him into the river—when we
quarreled. Because, d’y’see, from
fooling with the works of life just to
learn how they're ‘made I'd begun fool-
ing with the works of hell. And he
had ‘found me out.”

“Ah,” sald Raff, with one of his rare
flashes, ‘“That was how you knew the
road to Li Chwan’s!"”

“To Li Chwan’s—and—other places.

I've ‘heen hitting it pretty regular for
slx months or so. The chief tried to
save me, but I wouldn’t hearken, and
there, as you say—there’s the result. It's
just .as if he’d done it all as a sacrifice,
to show me, It’s-just as if—as if he'd
paid for mine with the price of his own
immortal sgul!” %

We stared at him, a tattered ruin, but
an upstanding youngster, and we could
sense no flaw in him now. He had
come to grips with raw truth for once
without falling—not without a falter,
you understand, for he had to put aside
a boy’s pride and a last illusion in him-
self—but clear-eyed, the straight way,
ag every man likes to think he might
have done in his own youth. i

‘“Well,” said Raff at last. ‘“What's
your notion?”’

Sutton drew a deep breath.

“You know, sir; the chief never took
any note of time. One day or another
—one month or another; it was all alike
to him. Well, here it is: = Why can’t
we strlke out these seven weeks and
three days from his' memory—as if they
never had been? We're fixed just as we
were when we lost him. He's in his
own bed, the ship’s in the same berth.
Just coaled: same weather, "same crew,
same folk about him—same everything.
He wakes up—wouldn’t he think the
whole mess had been a dream? . . .
Wouldn’t he? Couldn’t we make him,
just as they did with the Johnny here?”’
He hammered the book for emphasis.
‘“ ‘Would not the beggar then forget
himself?’ "’ :

We winked as it burst upon us. Here
was one beggar who had forgotten him-
self, anyway; his vanity, his posing, his
weakness, in the fervor of a real idea.

‘““Perhaps there’s something in make-
believe after all—some merit. Perhaps
it'’s got some truth in it too. It might-
n't work, but I feel it must and will
I got the tip from the very book I gam-
moned him with, from the very passage
he must have marked himself at ran-
dom-—d’'y’see? And if he should come
right—"

“Whist!” breathed the captain. ‘“He's
stirrin’ now!"’

TV

The lank form on the bunk had movs
ed. The bandaged head turned, an
Chris Wickwire looked up from his pil-
‘ow. His gaze traveled slowly over the
bare, familiar details of theicabin, the
racks and lockers, ‘the deckiv:beams
above, the panels on the bulkhead, his
own spare garments on their’ hooks—
passed over our huddled group/by the
door and rested at the open Dort, its
brass rim shining with the, new day-

light. He lay so for a time, togssed a
little restlessly, and seemed to seek
something. And then— }

“Whaur’'s that pipe?’ he mutf;ered.
Our hearts stood still, . . .
“Whaur’s that blisterin’ pipe?’’ he de-
manded, and raised himself with an ef-
fort, groped along the shelf beside him,
found what he wanted by the tobacco
jar, and proceeded leisurely to ram and
to charge—his old clay cutty! |
Raff had dragged Sutton and his tat-
ters into the thwart-ship passage, out
of sight, but I was clinging in the-door-
way when the dour old eye nailed me.
* “Teeling better, chief?” I managed
somehow to gulp. “You ‘gotlquite a
bump last night. Your head’ll' be sore
for a bit—and—and the captain will
want to know right away if the ban-
dage is comfortable.” et AR
He considered me a space. "' = !
‘“Whaur's the mate?”’ he asked,  and
added quickly: “Did he go ashore?”’
“No, sir. He stayed to tend ybou. He
says he’s lost his taste for ‘shore.leave.
anyhow.” I gasped, for Sutton’s hénd
had caught mine in the passage, and: it
nearly crushed my fingers. © “He says
—he says he'll walt till you scan/go with
him if you like.” i
Wickwire paused as he
his pipe. 7
“Does he say that?’ he queried;in a
tone you would never have thought/ pos-
sible on those grim lips “‘Fetchhim
here to me, will ye now?’ 34l cislig
I stumbled away blindly: /»When I
returned some minutes latey ‘he “was
propped quite comfortably at the end of
the bunk.
‘““Beg pardon, chief—"" I begam:, .
SHey 2" 2ty
“Mr Sutton can’t come just.now.
—1I didn’t care to disturb him—! 4
How's that?” £ paatiA
“Well, it seems—the fact is—f—T left
him in his cabin on his knees,and it
looked—anyway it seemed:to-me as Iif
he might, perhaps, be—praying!’ =
For the first time in my. knowledge
of him, his normal self, the chief smiled.
and it was like the struggling: ray of
early sun that plerces the gray, dawn.
I should have left him then swith.that
last glint of g picture to close the affair,
and with Sutton’s last word of it in my
mind. “He's forgotten!” he had.cried
to me, In a clea&' bell note;= -t We -did
make him forget!”’ AT
I say I should have gone.away Wwith
that image and that word.; ;But.just
at the instant T saw a curious;thing—
and heard another. From »the spot
where Sutton had dropped ; it,.~ Chris
Wickwire had retrieved the bogks: ., He
opened the volume on his knee and turn-
ed it aground and over with a-gesture
entirely casual. og I R
“Ave,”’ he said, as he settledhshimself
contentedly on his pillow. “Aye-—well,
I'll just sit here with this for aiwhile.
It’s a grand book, beyond the pen: o’ mien
an’ angels; I often wunner how I got
along without one, Ye've mno ionotion
what a comfort I've found justitossit an’
haud in my twa hands such-a: staff o’
Inmmortalitrithit? st atiadie
Had he forgotten? Had 'hesanything
or any need to forget? 1T could mot!/ tell:
but thig I know and this Lisaw: while
he twinkled at me through):a puff of
smoke before I fled from the deorway.
that the book on his knee las He turned
it and rippled its worn pages—the boolk,
I.say, was right side up! ' saw » niis

was- l‘ghb{ng
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BUTYON ?

DOES BABY WANT A ;
NICE LI SELF-DENIAL i

.

HME 1P PREPENTED WITH A SELF~-
A NIMBLE UNIT I A CURE FOR ALL EVI
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DENIAL BUTTON BUT £AY?

By ?"’Akltlson 8 ADY on

MADE YOU A MEMBER

OM! PETER ITS SELF-DENIAL WEEK AND
IVE JUST BOUGHT YOU A BUTTON AND

DID YOU BUY
ONE FOR YOURSELF

TOO.HEPSY

TO THE AMUSEMENT PARK

—

NO,1 PRACTICED SELF-DENIAL - NOW TO BEGIN
WITH YOU CAN DENY YOURSELF THAT PAPER
AND TAKE ME AND THE KIDDIES OVER G

fon

WHEW! IT WORKS
QUICKLY

HES DENYING HIMSELF
A SEAT-BABIES

|

HURRY-WAITER ‘AND BRING US THREE FINE
DINNERS = MY BETTER HALF IS A
MEMBER OF A SELF-DENIAL CLUB

T
1 THE NasT o llzg

AHLJUST THE THING
LET ME HAVE THREE
TICKEYS-PLEASE

175 A FINE RIDE FOLKS AND YOULL
ENJOY) IT- WHILE 1 STAND AND LOOK ON

1S

; 3 N\ A AHL GREATS HIS
| G ; _ SELF-

DENJAL BUTTON
WORKING 5\-‘

A AemA

—

= ( WRETCH! YOU DIDNT L v
RIDE YOURSELF

NO, MADAM, . &
WAS PRACTICING

SELF-DENIAL)|
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Prologue.

Pa and Ma Potter, both raised in the country, have an enthusiasm
for pastoral pleasures which is not shared by their offspring. Bill and
Mamie feel a bit sorry for country folks who have nothing to breathe
except fresh air . how they must miss the delightful aroma of
boiled dinners that linger so lovingly in the hallways on Mondays,
Tuesdays, and Wednesdays; the washdays of the first, second, and
third floors respectively . . and the refreshing exhalations of the
countless exhausts that make the boulevards an endless delight of
exduisite odors! . how théy must miss these things in the coun-
try! and yet with what fortitude they bear the loss!
it is one of those virtues that so endear country folks to us more
fortunate dwellers in the city.

Scene [.—The Potters Get a Letter.

Dear Folks: I thought I would write and tell you I
have just about made up my mind to come and visit you
~a spell, as the corn is laid by and all the early apples
are gone and there’s nothing much to do now for a while,
and the city must look nice in the summer, with all the
lawns nice and green and all the trees growing up and
down the streets. I know you've been pestering me to
come up and visit, but things have always been so I
couldn’t get away; but now I've got somebody who can
feed nights and mornings for me and milk the cow and
gdther the eggs, and I'm going to come up and spend a
couple of weeks with you.
: I guess Mamie must be a big girl now, and Bill must
be quite a lad.  He was such a cute little boy when he
was down here, always chasing the chickens. And how
is the Baby? I can hardly wait to see him. Waill send
you a telegram when to meet me. Do you want me to
bring you some of the jelly I put up last summer? I've
got a fine big ham, too, that I think I'll bring. It isn’t
like that stere ham you get in the city.: I salted it and
smoked it myself.
Well, lots of love until I see you, which will be very
soon now. Kiss the Baby for me. GRANDMA.
MA. /who has been reading letter aloud to the assembled
 family):
Well, what in the world do you think of that! .
Mother’s coming . and lookit this flat!
(Gazes around place and realizes for the first time that the young
generation has filled the Potter flat with enough things to keep old-
fashioned Grandma in a state of perpetual shock.)
PA {in dreamy anticipation):
That’s what I call a grand surprise.
I hope you let her make some pies.
MAMIE /slyly, to Bill):
So him was a cute little boy, was him? Always
chasing the chickens? Him hasn’t changed much,
has him?
BILL (aggrieved):
" Aw, shut up.
MAMIE (maliciously):
Gran’ma will know him right away. Him’s still
‘ chasing ’em.
- PA (even the biggest hearted man has a still bigger stomach)
; And let her make some biscuits, too
And chicken gravy how-dee-do!

[

she

MA (who has to do all the Ihmkmg for the family .
will admit it if pressed):

We'll certainly have to fix this place.

Those curtains there are a total disgrace,
And I need new linen and silver, too.

PA (sadly):
Rergetiit:eMa, i

MA (excited): Forget it? Who?
I'll not forget it, no sireeeeee!
Now, where w111 we put:her?s soo

(Triumphantly)

In Mamie’s room !

. goodness me!

MAMIE: ‘Where’ll T go?
MA: The folding bed in the parlor .
MAMIE: NO!

MA (generously):
“We'll give her our room, then, won't we, Pa?
PA (amazed): '
Me on that folding dingus? NAW!
MAMIE (a brilliant inspiration!):
You'll give her your room . .
BILL: NOTHING DOING!
MA (decistvely): 0, yes, you will;
We'll start right in and clear it now .

won't you, Bill?

And then for the mad, mad scramble.

BILL: Jumping Jehoshaphat . holy cow!

(And then for the mad, mad scramble poor Bill’s golf
clubs and tennis rackets and assorted junk of all kinds are jammed
into an empty trunk and spirited into the basement . and, de-
spite maidenly objections to the contrary, Mamie is compelled to put
away all the pictureg of Wallace Reid and Rodolf Valentino—what
would Grandma say, says Ma indignantly!-—and the “art studies’” of
demure ladies dressed comfortably for warmer climes, they, too, must
disappear to make place for Pharaoh’s Horses and the Home Sweet
Home motto which Grandma sent for Christmasg and which Mamie
speedily secreted in the basement and all the jazz records,
they, too, must be hidden, while the two Caruso records are dusted
off and the Sextette from Lucia and the Medley of Irish Melodies
(both sides) . and finally the medicine cabinet in the bathroom
must be carefully edited away with any ‘“patent medicines’”
that Grandma hasn’t heard about and might be tembpted to.: get
started on and away with that hair tonic for Pa, absolutely
guaranteed to grow hair on bald spots—Pa hasn’t lost faith in it

through all these years—but Grandma mustn’t sege it—‘flying in the

face of Providence,” that's what she would call it.)

(Curtain.)

Scene 11.—The Potters Get a Telegram.

LEAVING TONIGHT MEET ME AT MORNING
TRAIN LOVE GRANDMA
(Pa reads telegram aloud to family three times, growing more
baffled each time . . yes, that’s all there is to it .
of reading can make any more out of it:
at morning train love.’’)

PA (wildly, waving telegram at Ma):

. no amount
‘“Leaving to-night meet me

What train?

MA (soothingly):

Now, Pa. Hollering won't help none.

PA (knowing that it won’t and getting all the wilder because

he knows 1it):

How the dickens am I going to meet her? Twelve

stations .

. a train coming in every two minutes

. . and if we don’t meet her she’ll probably get
on the next train and go right back home . .
(desperately) I'm licked.
MAMIE (with the maddening poise of the young generation):
Licked? Why should you be licked? That’s easy.
‘What road is that burg of Grandma’s on? Find the
station that road runs into and ask ’em what morn-
ing trains they have coming in from that burg. It's

a cinch.

They probably don’t have more than

twenty-five morning trains out of that little dump

in a year.
PA (somewhat surprised):

il lllllll!ﬂh'“"'

-\_\

wattas (e-d
Away with all the pictures of Wallace Reid and Rodolf Valentino.

I guess that’é»right. I never thought of that. (Goes

to phone.)

BILL (sulkily, because he didn’t think of it first):

Mamie ought to know about trains.

She'’s watched

enough traveling men come in . . . and flirted
with enough going out. .

MA (surprised):
Why, William!
PA (on the phone):

How you talk!

There’s a train due from there in thirty minutes at

the Union station.
MA (flurried):

Hurry and get the car and go and meet her.

PA (aggravated

. . these women are always hurrying a

man, from the cradle to the grave):
I'm hurrying. I'm hurrying. Keep your hat on.

MA (to Mamie):

Straighten up the rooms and dust . .

. William,

run down to the corner and get some apple cake
. . . take the Baby with you and keep him out of

the way.
BILL (grumbling):

Now it starts. TI'll have that brat on my neck until

she goes home .

and sleeping on that comical

folding bed until my spine looks like a roller

coaster . .
MAMIE (grumbling):

. why don’t she stay home?

I guess I'll have to give up all my good times and

help entertain her .

. she’ll be scared of every-

MA (trying to remember all the last minute instructions):
Yes, and don't forget . . . none of that jazz danc-
ing around Grandma; she’s not used to it . . . and
‘don’t be keeping Red here so late—she won’t like
it . . . and William, you stay in nights while
shelsthenerseis o

BILL (sotto voce):
Aw ratsiiit

MAMIE (sotto voce):
Gosh, thisll be terrible.

(One hour elapSes.)

BILL (at the window):
Here comes Pa.

MA (excited):

Is evervthmg all right? Look around, Mamie, and
see.

MAMIE (at the window):

Why, there isn’t anybody with Pa.

MA (worried):

Maybe she didn’t come . . . maybe she came and

nobody met her and she went back . . . maybe

the train was wrecked and she got killed . . .
MAMIE (coolly):

. this is gonna be fierce.

Calm: yourself.  Here’s Pa. (To Pa)  Where's
Grandma?

PA (flopping into chair):
Can’t find her. (Desperately) She’s wandered

away and got lost.
CHORUS: LOST? WHERE?
PA (savagely):
How do I know where? If I knew I'd go and get
her. The fella at the station said there was some-
one answering her description who was waiting
and after a while she said maybe we were waiting
at another station, and she asked them fo direct her
to another station, so they put her in a cab and
sent her over to the Polk Street station. (De-
jectedly) And I went there, and she wasn’t there,
either’. < =
MA (sitting down, weakly): :
0, migawd . . . she’s lost . . . wattle we do . .
wattle we do . . . she'll get run over or hurt or
something . . .
BILL (helpfully): :
That's a nice mess . . . wattle we do now?
PA (baffled): /
Search me. (Suddenly) There’s the phone. Quick
. that may be her.
(All the Potters make a dash for the telephone . . ., the Baby
gets there first . . . Ma wrests it away from him.)
- MA (scared): |
Hello-t. i b hellowy i yes (o coithis e Nns.
Potter speaking . . . who? WHAT? . . . THE
POLICE . .. WHAT?. . . . MY MOTHER? & =
.BEAT HIM OVER THE HEAD WITH HER UM-
BRELLA . . . WHO? . . . THEPAXI DRIVER?
. YES, YES, THAT'S HER . . . O, MIGAWD

. YES, WE'LL Bp RIGHT OVER e
(And that’s that—until next Sunday.)
[Copyright: 1922: By The Chicago Tribune.]
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Of a Week-End Trip

By FRED JACOB.
ERE is my idea of an absolute
4 grouch, \
He was a man who took a
week-end trip to Georgian Bay.

He left Midland on an afternoon

when there was just enough sun
to keep him from being too cool
while on the water, and just
enough breeze to keep him from
being too warm. He sat lazily
back in a chair and feasted his
eyes upon scenery that is unsur-
passed anywhere in the world; he
had for dinner a black bass that
ten hours earlier, in the cool
depths of the bay, had never
dreamed how soon it would be a
deliciously fried meal; he slept in
a bed where he could smell the
woods, and where the sweet airs
made him forget the oven blasts
that wander round Toronto in the
night and pass for ©breezes; he
had a swim in the morning that
made him feel as though he had
jumped from the rock -of middle
age into the cool cleanness of
youth; he sailed among the wind-
blown islands again, and got his
train at Midland, after the heat
of the ‘day was past; he arrived
home wearing a tan that drew
comments from his friends with-
out demanding a dose of talcum
powder. \

Next day he met a chum, who
asked: “Did you have a good out-
ing?”’

To which his only reply was:
“At Orillia we stood so long that
the car got filled with mosqultoes
They bit everybody.”

He had nothing more to report.

If you know a better exampl=
than that of a perfect grouch,
what other characteristics has he
got ?

* * *

Some day a man is going to

arise qmong our writers who can

~about the actual number

do justice with his pen to the
scenery of the 30,000 Islands.
When you speak of the 30,000
Islands, you convey the impres-

sion that in Georgian Bay may he
seen the Thousand Islands multi-
plied by thirty. Figures do rot
suggest anything about Georgian
Bay. In Midland, they will assure
you that there are 48,000 islands
scattered along the shore. Fred
Paul, of Saturday Night, d1oes not
believe it. He was so skeptical
of is-
lands that the men of those north-
ern towns almost decided that he
would be called upon to name all
itLose that have not as yet heen
iven titles., He came vary neaf
being required to think up some
40,000 names.

There may be 48,000 izizands in
Georgian Bay, or there mav only
be 1,726—it does not make mtutch
difference. It is the character of
the scenery that count: not/ the
quantity.

Have you ever been in a group
of men that contained one great
grim fellow, so gnarled; so rugged
and so strong that you knew no
fate could crush him. His quiet
power made you feel puny. Per-
haps it even terrified you a little,
because you  realized that the
storms which had swept over him
would have overwhelmed poor su-
perficial you. Georgian Bay is like
that man, except that a man only
survives for a generation or so,
and Georgian Bay is like a giant
that - has made its fight through all
ages without ever being conquer-
ed. And when the sun shines and
the light breezes hardly make the
water break on the shoals, Georg-
ian Bay smiles, but behind the
smile lurks something forbidding.
A million storms in thousands of
years have made the Georgian
character. ]

us the islands where the wind
seems to be always blowing. The
trees lean even when there is no
breath'to bend them, and the
branches are tossed and broken.
As the boat moves along the calm
water of the channel, you look to-
wards the rocks and wonder if a
gale is raging on that one lonely
and exposed island. Surely those
trees are straining to resist being
thrown headlong into the water.
Here and there a Canadian paint-
er has caught a little of the at-
mosphere of the wind-tossed is-
lands of Georgian Bay, but no
writer has yet made us feel the
drama that is in them. How Sir
James Barrie would love those is-
lands. He would sing us the gong
of them. He could make us feel
the awe surrounding the Giant’s
Tomb, where no ~Indian ever
sleeps. He could find the poetry in
“The Island Where the Winds
Never Rest.”

There is a boy in Parry Sound
who is going to be a great man
some day. If he does not become
a great man, it will be a mistake,
for he has the makings of one.

You will not be able to recognize
him easily for he only sells bait,
and in Midland and Parry Sound
it is harder to find a lad who does
not sell bait than to locate one
who makes his pin money by
hawking helpless angle worms.
We talked to more than one bait-
seller, but this boy had a poise
that none of the others possessed.

The boys who live in Summer
resorts acquire a protective color-
ing in order to ward off tourists,
the majority of whom are would-
be wits. Every tourist thinks that
he has a perfect right to be bright
at the expense of the rustics, just
as every rustic thinks that he has
a perfect right to be bright at the
expense of the tourists. If you
want to hear a lot of unqualified
freshness, listen to a tourist and a
rustic being bright for one anoth-
er’s benefit.

name of our particular bait boy.
When you attempted to be. funny
for his benefit, he smiled a kind-
ly smile that was so obviously in-
tended to humor you that you felt
the same sickly feeling that comes
when you are frowned upon by
the head-waiter in a swell hotel.
Gerald was willing to tell you all
about the best way to fish, but
he did it man to man. ¥le was not
familiar or cheeky. Here was a
point where he could lighten your
darkness, and' he did it without
presumption and without condes-
cension.

Gerald told us all about the dif-
ference between fishing for bass
and trolling. He seemed to take
it as quite natural that we should
not know anything at all about
fishing, but he put on no airs of
superiority. He recognized that we
probably knew something that he
did not know. A great man in the

making must have that sense of
proportmn

He told us that we would re-
quire a copper line two hundred
feet long in order to go trolling.

“Do you put worms on the
hook?” we asked him.

“Oh, no,’ said he.

“Do you use a little sign, ‘Fish
will kindly bite here’?” we went
on, and immediately regretted

our attempt to be facetious. Only
a shameless man waxes funny in
the middle of a serious conversa-
tion. You would not try an ancient
wheeze on Mr. Freud in the mid-
dle of a discussion of psycho-
analysis.

Gerald went on to tell us how
the deep water 'fish are lured to
their doom by the offer of some-
thing that is not even good to eat.
We refrained from suggesting
“Ience the expression ‘Poor fish’.”

Being only week-enders, we did
not have time to profit by
Gerald’s offer to take us to a spot
where fish could be caught.
Near the end of our conversation,
we asked him, “Dg you spend the

This is how we know that Gerald
ought to become a great man. He
saves his money to travel. Two
years ago he visited Ottawa, and
a year ago he saw Boston, and
Gerald is not yet fourteen and
only trying the Entrance.

Not having been as ambitious as
Gerald when we were his age, we
could only suggest humbly, ‘“You
ought to come to Toronto next
time and see the HExhibition.”

Here’s hoping that Manager
John Kent will read this, so that
he may realize how we always do
our bit for the Hxhibition.

Down in New York certain of
the leading jornalists have de-
veloped a type of article which
they describe as ‘“‘diarying.” . They
keep a complete record of their
comings and goings every /day.
They tell about the notables that
they meet—or rather the men
and women who pass as notables
in New York-—and intimate ac-
counts are glven of their personal
habits and their ideas, as ex-
pressed in their conversation. It
is an easy way of filling up space:
The diaries also serve as a medi-
um of advertisement for people
who are anxious to be known, and
entertains the reading public by
giving them peeps: into the
privacy of the near-great.

It seemed to be an excellent
plan to keep just such a \diary of
a week-end trip. The people that
you meet at Summer resorts say
things that are just as. well worth
reporting as the things that the
Broadway frequenters remark. In
fact, most of the diaries that we
have read were remarkable, for
nothing so much as fatuous char-
acter of the conversations were

recorded. We expected to do
better than that.
And we did. But the trouble

was that we seemed to be traveling
over a well-beaten trail. The
things we would have put down
had all been said before.

that they
claim to have the worst dam to
be seen in Canada. Some en-
gineer erected the dam to operate
a power plant. They took us
out to see it. ‘We are not an
authority on dams, but we have
never seen & mass of concrete
that seemed to be so filled with
terror. It appeared to.be hang-
ing on frantically to the water,
haunted by the knowledge that at
any moment one of its creaking
seams might give way.

“How often has it collapsed?”
said we. You will note that we
have little engineering knowledge.

“Only once,” they told us.

We were given to wunderstand
that even one burst damns the
record of a dam.

- Before we could enlarge on this
subject in our diary somebody in-
formed us that the dam had al-
ready given one Toronto paper a
bad attack of hysterics.

Also another person who
might have taken a place in our
diary talked at length about the
waking of the nationalistic feel-
ing of the Indians on the North-
ern Reserves. He told a story
of the smoking of the peace pipe
at the Penetang celebration last
vear, when the Iroquois' and the
Algonquins: brought all their old
feuds to an end. It seems that
one group of Indians refused to
take part in the <ceremony be-
cause they were not recognized
as a distinct nation. They re-
fused to admit the right of the
Algonquin chiefs to smoke their
share of the peace pipe.

All the talk about the “rights
of small nations,” which we heard
during the war, has had its effect
on the Canadian Indians, who, by
the way, do not admit that they
are Canadiang at all.

When this got into our diary
somebody came along with the
information that it had been fully
considered at the time of the
Penetang celebration,

diary produced three conclusions:

(1) The New York journalists
are to be pitied, rather than
blamed, for the obvious strain it
is to make their friends appear

is very hard to catch up to th=
man who says things first.

(3) If your friends are going
to say and do things that would
look brilliant and edifying in a

Interesting. diary, they are going to spoil for
(2) People mostly talk about themselves what might otherwise
gsomething that somebody else have been a jolly good time.
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