35RD YEAR—ISSUE NO. 14,879.

TORONTO,

SUNDAY, JULY 22

1923.

Wi n e
=
seian
i
LT

A

i
|

i

///

/ W

My
L=
\ WELLERS in the de- would emerge from a group of
etieis. ) veeidendes a\pple trees in thg garden of the
# which abound on  Wakefield residence which was

the old homestead of the Wells
after

the crest of. ‘“The

- \/ Hill,” east of Bath-
urst Street, are bliss-

family, whom that section

of the hill was named. Her com-
fully unaware that ing was announced by the appear-
ance of a phospherescent

which shed luminous rays through

once upon a time a ghost, spectre, glow,

shade,
something of the sort, walked at

apparition, phantom or

pointing towards the east, and con-
trasted in strange manner with the
the

the witching hour on moonlight
nights over the lands on which
the stylish homes stand to-day.

About thirty-five years ago, ‘“The

moonlight « , covering

space on the hill.

open

Ghost of Wellg’ Hill” provided a In a few moments after the ad-

As far as can be vent of this ghastly light the girl-

local sensation.
ascertained the mystery was never ' ish figure appeared to the east
solved and for all one knows the of the trees and stood still as
ghost may still be engaged in noc- if undecided, or wondering if she
peregrinations across the had not forgotten something. It
brow of the hill, but keeping in
the dark about it. The path it
used to take is pretty much built
but little

like that are not supposed

turnal
was noted that she carried an old-
time water pitcher in her right
hand and swung it carelessly like
in some places

over the girl of to-day does with her

chatelaine or shopping bag. In

those days the Salvation Army had

things
to bother a ghost in its movements.

The ghost of Wells’ Hill was a
lady—a mere girl, it seems, al-

a large camping ground to the
east of the Convalescent' Home
though it is proverbially hard to
lady’s age, if she
She was comely and

and adjoining the Wakefield gar-

guess a even den. The ghost proceeded slow-

is; a, ghost.
wore a sad expression and a white

ly across the corner of this field

and then came in full view of

drapery. Her garment was appar-

ently of a misty texture and re-

spectators on Davenport Road, at
the foot of the hill
candescent light surrounding the

In the in-
sponded to the antics of a play-

ful night breeze,
the moonlight and skillfully dodg-
ing the twigs and branches of

Soamnpnin el spectre the form of a girl, or wo-

man, then stood out prominently.

With easy grace she continued

hes and willow trees ¢
v busd Bl i dz her stroll until reaching the top
i reir wearer itte in an
R of a flight of wooden steps which

then
Davenport Road in

out along a zig-zag course from

> A extended up the hill from
a, point behind the Hillerest Con-

order to af-

valescent Home to the e..tern sec-
jon of Glen Edyth, the Nordhein.er
estate, where a brook had formed

ford access to the camping ground.
Here she paused, hut only for a

i moment, and evidently decided
a pretty pool. The distance was

{ not to use the steps, for, without
over one quarter of a mile and the : 4
/ : ¥ 5 looking to the left or right, she

ghost took her time in making it, : ;

_ : continued her journey across what
travelling at a leisurely but some- ; 3
g ! ¥ e W is now a section of Awustin Cres-
times uncertain gait' and minding
St e cent and then on to the land now

occupied by Col. John B. Mac-

E s 1 of beils i ) A \ \
s TH 7 sound of beils in the lean’s mansion and = grounds,
city fire hall clocks tolling the through the present estate of

hour of midnight reverberated

through the stillness which pre-

Architeet H. J.
the city hall, then u.long the ele-

Lennox, who built

vailed at that hour then, much vation now graced by Col. Sir
more than it does now, in that par- Henry Pellatt’s wonderful “Casa
ticular . locality, the eerie form Loma,” through the Austin

4
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the bramches of the apple trees

grounds to what is now ‘“‘Ardwold’”’
the residence of Lady Eaton, and
then on to the Nordheimer estate
where the halt was called at the
pond in the stream.

Here there was a magical re-
production of the picture of Psy-
che at the well., The ghost girl
lowered her pitcher carefully to
the surface of the water and scoop-
ed a quantity. She was /evidently a
particular person for she rinsed
the pitcher and then filled it again
Nothing dis-
tracted her attention from the job

very deliberately.
in hand. With the water supply
conscientiously attended to, :she
The

pitcher of water seemed to be a

turned to retrace her steps.

little heavy for her and she wad-
justed its position to prevent the
contents spilling. Then, at a some-
what faster pace than before she
commenced the return journéy.
SO FAR as can be learned, at
this late date no one ever saw
her get all the way back to the
in the apple trees
She

starting point
of the
must have

Wakefield garden.

how or she could not have ap-
peared at that spot to repeat her
errand on the next night but how
she did so isg only additional my-
stery.
she had executed her mission at
the pool she crossed the Nord-
heimer property to a point below

“Ardwold” where' the wisiorn dis-V

appearsd every night it was ou%t.
This is all the more strange from
the circumstance that the vanish-
ing act was performed in the open,
there being no sheltering trees or
irregular ground thereabouts to
assist in such a performance, and
the clear moonlight setting the
ghost chose for her swell act, to-
gether with her luminous self,
made the locality surrounding her
visible.
pitcher and all, leaving only be-

She just faded out, water

wilderment and the hope among
the sympathetic that she got home
all right without upsetting the wa-
ter she had tramped so far to get.

The pond or pool patronized by
the ghostly personage has disap-
peared now. At one time, long
before the ghost came, it was the
only source of pure ice supply for
Torontonians.

Ice was cut from

the bay for general cooling pur- -
poses but for domestic use the -~

pond on what afterwards became
the Nordheimer estate did the hon
ors. It was fed from natural
springs and a brook of clearest
water. The stream hag been di-
verted and now runs beneath a
rustic bridge on Popular Plains
the

station in a decidedly pretty sec-

Road close to waterworks

tion.

MONG the remarkable things
recalled about this girl ghost
is a statement that she was quite
visible to some people while other
members of the same families
could not see her at all, although
they were looking just ag hard.
One well known lady who was re-
but
at that time was a resident on the
Hill,
see

cently a wvisitor in Toronto,
is said to have been able to
the apparition very clearly
when her immediate relatives could
nat see it. Neighboring families
had similar experience. In one
case two brothers were able to
watch all the movements of the
mysterious one but others in their
household had’nt the right kind of
spectacles, or something for they

were unable to connect with the

vision.
This led to all sorts of talk
about some people being me-

diums and having psychic vision.
second sight and other ailments,

but it was not explained with

reached there some-

The story goes that after .

any degree of satisfaction, and

people who could not see the
spectre themselves were loath to
believe that others could see it
and some caustic references were
made to personal habits in many
cases. But among those credited
with having observed the girl ghost
were some with a guaranteed
standing i\n the community as ex-
emplary citizens. This held a good-
ly portion of the sceptics and cur-

iosity ran high. Perhaps if Sir

Conan Doyle had been available
at the time he might have helped
a little with the problem. There
of talk about

phosphorous and human agency

was any amount
and while that solution, if cpr-

rect, explained for those who
could see the girl ghost it failed

to make clear why others could

¢

populace was to let somebody else
.go and look for the ghost, but this
did
number

not prevent a considerable
of venturesome spirits
setting out on the quest and they
returned with varying yarns and
speculations.

There used to he a little hotel
at the south-east corner of Bath-
urst Street and Davenport Road

where there was a toll-gate for

vehicles coming and going along
Davenport Road which was the

western approach to the city.
There was another toll-gate
a short distance to the east

of the hotel where a steep road
around the side of the hill con-

nected the north. This was a

corduoroy log road and difficult

to negotiate but there was never-

theless considerable traffic over

Lovely Nocturnal Visitor Wore a Sad Ex-
pression and Luminous White Drapery When
She Wandered in the Moonlight to Fill Her
Water Pitcher at the Clear Pool, and Then
Disappeared Until the Next Midnight.

put to bed to dream about it. As
the news of the ghost was circu-
lated throughout the city it nat-
urally drew crowds of the curious
to the locality. While the appar-
ition lasted, which is said to have
been a pe‘riod of time extending
over two or three weeks, the little
‘hotel was the headquarters for
the ghost-seers who made a night

had been in the habit of going to
the pool for water and was KkKeep-
ing it up long after she was dead
but they could not explain why,
as a ghost, she started out from
under the apple trees in the Wake-
field garden or thereabouts. That
was a long way from where she
was supposed to have lived.
The strange affair was a big

T “'H’mmuwm‘”‘“"“"“"""’”"”““HHH)’jm“

“The ghost girl loweréed her pitcher carefully to the surface of the water and scooped a quantity. She rinsed the pitcher and filled it
again very deliberately. With the water supply conscientiously attended to she turned to retrace her steps.”

not see it also. If it was mater-
ial why couldn’t everybody

it, excepting a blind persotr+This

see

phase of the unusual situation
caused a lot of hard guessing ‘and
was all in favor of the genuine-
ness of the ghost. It was a great
time for the local spiritualists.
EOPLE who had never been
be-

fore becoming thoughtful and non-

very strong on ghosts

committal. There were not S0
many counter attractions in those
days so there was time and in-
clination  to discuss the ghost
business from all angles. In the
city theré was a scarcity of per-
sons who had actually viewed
the apparition but nearly every-
one knew somebody who Kknew
who had.

frankly confessed that they did not

somebody else Some
want to see it, while others made
excuse that the distance was too
far to go or that the hour chosen
for the visitations was most un-
reagonable on the part of the
lovely young lady who was doing
the ghosting. The city was then
but one-fifth of

and there were no night cays.

its present size

The haunted district was at thjat
date considered to be away
in the country. The electric lig‘:i;lt
had not reached that far. After
dark it was an exceedingly lonely

locality. The general attitude of the

oht

it, /At the hotel, “helping” horses
were stationed to assist in the
hauling of heavy loads over the
incline. At all hours there was
so/me activity around the hos-
telry which, from the accounts of
old-timers, ‘'was a rather lively
spot at times and repeated infrac-
tions of the license and other laws
led to various changes in pro-
prietorship. That district was not
in the city then and the laws were
dodged more easily than they are
now. It may, or may not, be sig-
nificant that this hotel was not far
away from the scene of the ghost
girl’s wanderings it being situated
just at the foot of Well’'s Hill, and
wooden

close to the wide steps

which led up the hill, and com-
manding a view of a long stretch
of hillside to the east along which
the ghost walked.
HEN this big attraction was
going strong the hotel man-
agement made the best of it as a
means of encouraging custom.
Drivers leaving the city along the
toll roads in the evening were
invited to wait around until mid-
night to see the ghost go for the
water. Many of them accepted the
the

time that twelve o’clock was strik-

invitation and doubtless by

ing were in a condition calcu-
lated to enable them to see any-
thing of that nature and then be

i

of it whether they were able to
see the ghost or not.

The
gossip concerning the supernatur-

stories contained in the

al visitation Were many and var-
ied. While in the main it was at-
tributed to clever trickery there
were many superstitious souls who
were greatly impressed and too
much scared to scoff. Some of
these were so overcome by the un-
canniness of it all that they were in
the frame of mind to believe
anything, Some years before the
dead body of a girl had been
found at the foot of the hill some-
where along the route covered by
the ghost and this circumstance
was linked up with the strange
goings on but it was hard to con-
nect her with the luminous robe

and the water pitcher.

There was a legend of the lo-
cality concerning a tragedy in a
shack to the north of the Nord-
heimer estate long years before.
It was to the effect that a beau-
tiful young woman who was heart-
broken over the trials and lonely
existence of the early settlers had
been left alone in the house while
her parents went to work in their
fields and when they returned they
found her lifeless body hanging
from the rafters. The extremely
credixlous were easily able to im-

agine that perhaps this poor girl

thing for the ghost fanciers. They
came from near and far. Every
inch of the route taken by the
was carefully explor-
This

route was not over a beaten path,

girl-ghost

ed, but she left no tracks.

but there was no trace of foot-

steps in the grass, and the
branches of the trees through
which she had passed did not

seem to have been disturbed. The
visitations stopped as suddenly
and as mysteriously as they start-
ed, and the excitement gradually
subsided, but there were people
looking for that ghost long after-
wards, while nervous folks would

not go fear the place at nights.

REAT changes have come over
the neighborhood since the
ghost had things so much her own
way there, 'thirty-five years ago.
The little hotel went long before
so many more were forced to go.
the

Commission is

Opposite where it stood,
Transportation
now erecting big buildings on the
old Hillcrest race track, which _in
the. ghost-walking days was a
great market garden resting a lit-
tle to the west below where the
used to come out of the
the the

builders are making would scare

ghost
apple trees, and noise
off any peace-loving' ghost even if
one had remained in the vicinity.

The straiihtening and grading

of Bathurst Street over a decade
ago cut away the old corduroy
road, and the old wooden steps up
the hill, becoming no longer ne-
cessary, gradually disappeared by
the kindling wood route as the
thickly

The toll-gates went

locality became more
populated.
with the adoption.of good roads
but that particular bit

of Davenport Road 1s’ as bad and

policies,

perhaps worse than it was then.
It is fairly safe to assume that
the girl ghost with the white robe
and the water pitcher has gone
too. HEven if she had| remalned,
there would probably not have
_been much to worry about, for
those who remember her refer to
her as a quiet and quite respect-
ble ghost who would not willing-
It is

likely in any event that wherever

y interfere with anybody.

she is now, if she is on the hill at
all, that they have taps and good
‘chlorinated water, which obviates
the necessity of her having to
carry a pitcher for a guarter of a
raile or so in order to get water
fit to drink.
would never bother anyone who
 did not bother her.
T is interesting to note that the
spot where the girl ghost start-
ed her midnight walk was then a
from the

At any rate, she

considerable distance
city limits to the north-west,' and
that it would ever become a part
of the city was then problemati-
cal, but to-day it is regarded as
centre of the
With the
however,

the geographical
great’ city of Toronto.
expansion of the city,
that particular property remained
mostly vacant land until a couple
of years ago, and since then it has
been transformed into one of the
choicest residential districts., No-

thing is heard of the ghost there
these days, but the ghost must
walk pretty regularly somewﬁbre
down-town in order to maintain
the pretentious establishments
which have replaced the ola ap-
ple trees, the shrubs and the wil-
low trees of other days.

FIRST RACE TIPSTER
WAS FRENCH PRIEST

"‘H‘HE first tipster on race
courses is said to have start-
ed business on the Newmarket
course in England in the time of
Charles I. He was a French priest,
the Abbe Pregnani, but he does
not seem to have been a success
as he gave the Duke of York
three certainties and they all lost.

Some extraordinary races have
been run at Newmarket as a result

of wagers.
Captain Jenison Shafto won
£16,000 in 1759 by riding fifty

miles on the Heath in 1 hour, 49
minutes, 17 seconds. He rode ten
thoroughbreds during this time.

There are other kinds of feats
recorded in the annals of .New-
market. One man bhetted that he
would walk fifty miles, ride fifty
and drive fifty on the Heath in
twenty-five hours. He actually ac-
complished the task in twenty-
three hours.

Captain Robert Barclay started
on the night of May 31, 1809, to
walk 1,000 miles in one thousand
successive hours at the rate of one
mile in each hour. All the walk-
ing was done on Newmarket
Heath, and he finished on Wed-
nesday, July 12th, at 3.37 p.m.
There were ten thousand people
to see him complete the walk,
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Canadian Writer Presents Impressions of New
York “Ten Years After’---The Jackdaw Girl,
in Heavy Make-up, Becomes Characteristic of

“White Way” Life -—- Much-Touted Vampire
Really Harmless.

@

Who listens once will listen
twice,

Her heart be sure is not of ice,

And one refusal no rebuff.
—Byron.

By
BIELEE GIEYNN.

3> A mere boy I had

yisited New York, and

recently returned to

it, after a decade of

wandering. As' a Ca-

nadian, my impres-

sions of New Yorks’

womanhood may be interest-
ing, because of the new-
ness by reason of long absence,
and the difference in nationality I
re\present—though 1 pride myself
on being a cosmopolitan. And, of
course, for these very reasons I
may also be wrong. In the year I:
have been in New York, however,
these impressions have not chang-
ed, though I have variously en-
deavored to model them to en-
chantments for the pleasure of my
mind.

With a writer: it becomes se-
cond nature to watch faces, read-
ing ‘them with a certain intuition; -
and every writer must be interest-
ed in women (including the flap-
per in all stages), for women are
the very lure of life, the quick-
silver of every man’s dream—if he
has any indagination whatever.

On Fifth Avenue, in the shops,
on the corner of Forty-Second and
Broadway, of the Astor Hoﬂtel and
Broadway, in the theatres, and
many gther places¥have watched
the fair sex of New York on
promenade, on busir}egs, and out
for pleasure, and always, in spite
of my natural desire to warm the
vision, I have turned away with
the disagreeable fact forced upon
me that, as a whole, they were
terribly made-up. This applied
from ten years to sixty—and it
was always the same—with now
and then lovely exceptions.

Any reasonable man does not
object to the artistic use of cos-
metics, in other words, the sug-
gestion of natural beauties through
a touch of art, when such sugges-
tion heightens effect; but when he
sees it splashed on like house-
paint, the eyes pencilled and
kholled till they remind one of
cubistic drawings, and the subtls
bo of the lips rouged to thick,
rigid lines, he cannot but doubt
if all taste is not lost to the mind
that can approve such a distinctly
‘revolting make-up, in the mirror.
The observer’s hand unconscious-
ly gripg itself for some steel in-
strument to scrape this false mask
off, that he may see what the
wearer really looks like.

IRLS with exquisite features
do this sort of thing with the
same carelessness of effect as the
homeliest flapper; girls of eigh-
teen and nineteen, whose own na-
tural cbloring, given sun and
cleanliness, were something td ra-
vish men’s hearts.

If it is their idea that this no-
ticeable decoration appeals /to the
male as somethipg bizarre, they
are very greatly mistaken, indeed;
for whatever . his ready flattery
may be, a man does not and can-
not but consider it essentially and
undeniably gross.

And rarely can the girl wear-
ing such a make-up reach the
chivalry in man. It is somehow
part of his elemental heritage to
consider her prey, until she de-
cisively corrects his attitude. Nor
can you blame him, for, after all,
a glaring make-up is in its way
a flag—a call to conquest. And
in the generations just past, and
which of necessity impinge form-
atively on present thinking, how-
ever removed we like to consider
ourselves, the excessive use of
rouge was regarded as declasse.

It consequently becomes incom-
prehensible that the New York
girl, whom I consider a peculiarly
proper type, hard-bright, and with
thoughts centered on ambition,
business, or herself, should lend
herself to such garish adornment.
The abofigine, in his warpaint,
would certainly claim her as one of
his own. But in all of this criticism,
remember, I make exception of

that minority ' of natural loveli-
ness in New York, that, while
usually cold, is nevertheless en-
chanting.

One begins to revolve in one’s
mind whether it is New York that
makes the girl, or /the girl that
malkes New York. Certainly in ten
years, the spirit of this city has
changed. That throb of adventure
which formerly belonged to. it
has been lost entirely in rampant
commercialism. Even its aspect is
different. The new skyscrapers,
which leap to the sun, frequent-
ly without a line of appealing
architecture, seem intent, as 585
were, in shutt;ng out Nature it-
self. Beneath them, New Yorkers
move like ants, each peculiarly
concentrated on his or her own
little problems self-absorbed,
hard, and superficially self-suffi-
cient. The feeling of romance
which previously existed has de-
parted forever. Everything and
everyone serve too obviously only
the one god—Money; and laughter
and love have died in that ser-
vitude.

NCIENT atmospheres have giv-
en place. Delmonico’s, Sherry’s
and other well-known cafes have
vanished. Shanley’s has become
a dance hall,

Liquor has vanished, too, except
for the bootlegger, and what the
New York bootlegger sells for li-
quor, is at once disastrous and
unnameable. He also is determin-

<ed to get the money at all ris“

Along with prohibition have come
a thousand other restrictions. Its
police will tell you that New York
has become the best city, morally,
in America. What they mean is that
life is so regulated that it ig al-
most automatic. And the strange
thing is that the New Yorker sub-
mits to regulations with a readi-
ness that suggests a manufactured
article, rather than the psychology
of the human,

The continued splurge of the
New York newspapers, in the way
of headlines, and erotic features
to make New York appear inter-
esting and devilish, to the rest of
the world, is both superficial and
pitiful to anyone who knows the
New York of to-day. It ‘ig a sort
of aftermath of an era when New
York with lesser population, post
sessed individualism and greater
freedom, when the machine it has
become was not so apparent. As
a matter of fact, there is more
real temperament and healthy
straying in Kokomo, Indiana, than
in this metropolis, with its mil-
lions. No Main Street in the world
is quite so wide or so deep as
Broadway, or yields so many typ-
ical Main Street citizens. No dis-
ease is so chronic or incurable as
the New Yorkitis of the dyed-in-
the-wool New Yorker. His weak-
ness, amounting almost to insan-
ity, is that he thinks he sits at
the top of the world. And his de-
lusion is perfect in spite of the
carbon dioxide atrinosphere, the
pit-like Babel of the melting bot;
a commercialism at whose touch
everything of beauty dies, and
tasteless, vitamin-lacking food
served in countless lunch places
—all with white composition
tables, or armchairs, or nickle-in-
the-slot-service. These so-called
cafes thrive in flocks, seeming to
be what the New Yorker wants,
and have crowded the moderate-
priced, but more distinctive, places
out of business.

A few geegaws of fashion,
which the New Yorker is enabled
to wear first, that he glimpses the
shows and movies before the rest
of the country, with the exception
of tryout cities, and that all the
rest of America borrows money in
New York, gbes a long way to
prop his sense of superiority,
about which he is not snobbish,
remember, but merely chronically
certain. 3

New York distributes its own re-
putation, and consequently what
reputation it pleases, Coney Is-
land, for instance, probably the
commonest and loudest place of
amusement extant, is believed by
people who have never seen it, to
be a sort of rollicking Paradise,
As a matter of fact, many other
cities have similar places of
amusement, greatly excelling Con-
ey Island, and withoutrts absolute-

“Commercialism is crowding the old Green-

wich Village, end the virtists who made if =

what it was are leaving one by one, {nable
to pay the high rents.”

¥

1y horrible rant. This is a minor
point, but it is illustrative.

N THE same. way, Broadway at

night, between 28th Street
and 60th, a. flare of repelling,
screaming electric advertising, is
nationally-known ' as one of the
most dazzling spectacles in the
world.

In such an atmosphere, s0 tur-
gid a flow of life, it is’ perhaps
impossible for a girl to remain
natural. The constant broadside of
New York building and pavement
alone, without a tree or a flower,
must inevitably reduce the softer
sex to artificiality. That New York
is the theatrical hub of America
also has its effect. Lured to the
stage, like moths to the flame,
thousands of girls become burnt
out in their effort. They strut in
red and green shoes and hennaed
and peroxided locks, from one
agent’s office to another, getting
an odd day’s extra work in pic-
tures, perhaps, or a very short
engagement . which keeps them
hopelessly, but interminably, hang-
i'ng on. The very attractive girl
has to withstand, besides, the ogl-
ing eyes of the agent.

In New York’s big department-
al stores, a general listlessness
prevails among the girl workers,
owing probably to a lack of oxy-
gern, Their use of heavy
make-up may perhaps be due
to underlying ©pallor, and a
féeling that they ' have - to
meet life with something. The
Greenwich Village girl is some-
what of a type by herself. She does
not use so much rouge, but she
has an eternal cigarette. The
moment one goes out, she lights
another, and smokes avidly even
while she serves you. Do not
think of her as a waitress, how-
ever, for her tips. are rarely less
than a quarter, and her attempt
to be picturesque is more or less
successful. She plays at being a
waitress, it would seem, merely as
a compliment to those, served. It
could be more nearly said she is
a, part of ‘the cafe’s entertain-
ment. It is highly probable, how-
ever, she will soon change char-
acter or disappear
with her haunts. Commercialism is
crowding the old Greenwich Vil~
lage, and the artists who made it
what it was are leaving one by
one, unable to pay the high rents.

Turning again to the use of cos-
metics. There is a point which I
think i generally overlooked.

althogether, |

28
(&
/ )

‘Whatever you wear serves to create
you. The excessive use of rouge,
the pencil, etc., has a psychological
effect, which the wearer within
herself cannot escape. It makes
her artificial, unresponsive, ma-
terial-seeking in spite of herself—
and erases ideality, the sensibilities
and all the softer fascinations of
sev. Painting the face is really
painting the subconscious mind.
And a girl who uses a lip-stick
in public, is no longey capable of
a real blush. %

I think New York feminity, as
a whole, are notable for their un-
bright eyes, and the setness of their
expression, Whatever has caused it,
they seem dillusioned. They smile,

though not frequently, but rare- .

ly with a natural gaiety of the
heart. This applies even to the
streets’ lovely faces, and is proven
in the fact that you can almost
instantly tell the girl from out of
town, on a temporary visit—be-
cause of her very difference in
this respect. Her smile ig like a
sun-kissed flower, full of freshness
and inflective charm. /

\HE New York girl, with~the
heavy make-up, her arms
folded in her coat, and walking in
jackdaw fashion, representg such
a numerous type, that she has
become characteristic of the city.
Her appeal to a man is almost
negative. She appears like one
wound up, set going to a couple
of ideas, and absolutely insensi-
tive to her surroundings—an au-
tomaton whose brain might be a
pigeon-hole.

In saying this, I am not trying
to be harsh, for, like most men,
it is really my nature to like,
and I have battled a thousand
times the impression I record here,
before accepting it. ‘

Also, I have heard it recorded
on the lips of scores of men. A
Southerner I remember, a man
who has lived in every capital
of the world, smilingly compared
them to nobots, who took the arti-
ficialities of metropolitan life so
seriously because they had either
lost their imagination or never
found it. As both he and I are
in our early thirties, we cannot
be accused of having an ancient
viewpoint.

I do think that New York wo-
men dress well—that is, they go
in for all the latest knickknacks
and modes. But they succeed, the
most of them, ix' making one

think only of the clothes—not of
themselves. Dress should merely be
the outward lure to an offering of
personality.

When Mademoiselle Sorel, of
the Comedie Francaise, wag in New
York, she gave a message to its
women. Undoubtedly she felt
that they needed it. She daid:

“Let us glorify coquetry, mes-

dames and mademoiselles, for
coquetry stirs the heart; it
sends the’ soul to the greatest
heights. It inspires, it exalts,
it uplifts, it spurg men on to do
great deeds, and that is the

“The Greenwich Village Girl
is somewhat of a lype by
herscl?. She does not use
so mucl rouge, but she has
an eternal cigaretle.”

greatest achievement and the
thing most worth while in this
world.

“Think of the women whose
names have lived on through
the centuries. Think ' of 'the
Empress Josephine, of Madame
Recamier, and hosts of others

familiar to us all. They were great
because they helped « men: to
achieve great things. AIl these
r,{ames that we remember have
continued to appear on the
pages of history because they
inspired the greatest artists to
create their greatest works,
‘whether they were artists with
the brush or with the bayonet,
with the pen or with the key-
board.

The women of to-day are los-
ing the fine art of coquetry be-
cause they do not practise it.
It is so in every country. Wo-
men do not cultivate the charm
of the intellectual coquette;
they do not try to inspire.

“Woman can inspire man

only by Dbeing great herself.
Men do not like women to be
clever, but it must be so. An
intelligent woman ig the most
fascinating woman in the world,
She is  more interesting and

“Beneath the new scrapers, New Yorkers move like ants,
each peculiarly concentrated on his or her own little prob-

lems—self-absorbed, hard and superficially self-sufficient.”

alluring than a woman who has

beauty and no intellect. A wo-

man cannot be really beautiful
unless she ig intelligent.”

This is true though I take
exception with her in the matter
of one rare type,—the girl whose
heart is so much like a rose that
its open beauty is the wonder of
creation. Coquetry could add no-
thing to this sort of girl, and,
being aside from her nature, it
would detract from her. She
needs nothing but her own un-
conscious loveliness. From her
lips and her eyes waft the per-
fume of her thoughts. But she
is a seldom type, and does not
bloom on every hillside. The cynic
will say, of course, she does not
existi - Buti it —is his. misfortune

either to be blind to her, or never

to have found her.

ITH regard to the sophisticat-
ed and semi-sophisticated of
the sex,'which I' would say was
ninety-nine per' cent. Mlle. Sorel
is certainly correct. Coquetry,

I skillfully used, will increase their

charms, or rather, the 6 effect of
them, greatly. The average man,
particularly the American, is sim-
ple-minded where women are con-
cerned, almost too much of a Puri-
tan, restrained and fixed in his
attitude, and with one hand in
his pocket, ready to pay his way
into a heart. He marries very
often through liking, not love, with
the idea of having an agreeable
companion. He has affection, an
honest lot of it, but only rarely

,

does the woman he marrieg reach
his imagination, which in the mat-
ter of sex it is his tendency to
keep in abeyamce, regarding f{t
with a Puritan bias as something
poetical, that may get him into
trouble. Yet it is in imagination,
which represents the greater re-
alities, that love, when it is worthy
of the mname, is founded. And
coquetry is really the art of stir-
ring a man’s imagination.
Having to deal with the type of
man on '‘whom coquetry might
easily and effectively be used, it
is a wonder the American, anq
particularly the New York, wo-
man overlooks it, especially when
it would subtilise and heighten her
fascinations. If it is her idea there
is something derogatory about co-
quetry, she is mistaken. True
coquetry is only the colored man-
tle over a heart, a heart so cer-
tain of its power of response that
it fortifies itself with antennae of
charm, in order to feel out and
know that the lover protesting
is worth all that it has to give.
The true coqt%ette and the vam-
pire have nothing in common;
though the so-called vampire in
America is almost entirely harm-

less—as she iy usually the type .

of the heavy make-up, arrayed
in extreme modes and khol-eyed.
She may imagine she is a vam-
pire, but she is really an unthink-
ing doll, and without danger to
any man, who has éver been out
of his home town. She has as little
knowledge of true coquetry as a
house-painter: of murals.

THE SECOND TIME HONEY.-

i MOON THAT

By GEORGE ADE

FLORPBED

@NCE there were two legally
married Persons to whom life
was just one Chateau Thierry after
another. They started before the
World War and durir\g the Ver-
sailles Conference were just begin-
ning to. warm up. They staged
more come-backs than Willard
ever attempted.

They would leap from the Hay
every G. M., slip on the five-ounce
Mits and wait for the sound of
the Gong. :

‘What is Home without a blood-
stained Rug?

The real idea of Matrimony with
them was not to let the Party of
the Second Part get away with
anything whatsoever. :

Every time he landed a crush-
ing Hay-Maker on her Family
History, she countered with a
short-arm  Jolt on his personal
Appearance.
Wwho has been living within ten or
twelve feet of another Weak Mort-
al for a period of Years is sure to
lay  up & fine . collection ' of
Knocks. Each had the Goods on
the other and it was a pleasure
to dig Dirt.

[He loved to start out the Day
by finding in the Paper what a
Professor connected with the Uni-
versity of Chicago had said about
thhe American Woman being a vain
and shallow Parasite with a Cere-
brum about the size of an English

Valnut.
' She would retaliate by reading

Of course, any one ,

aloud a special in regard to a Hus-
band going after Wife with Axe,
while under the Influence of
Shine. {

After which, for 15 or 20 min-
utes the Dining Room would echo
with Battle Cries as the Contes-
tants grappled, figuratively speak-
ing. 3

Woman’s Soul is Dissected.

Sometimes he would get- First
Blood, but just as often she would
fiddle around for an Opening and
then Zowie!—right on the Conk
and him Stalling to escape further
Punishment,

When Nightfall came they
would still be edging around the
Ring, whanging away, for each
was too Game to be a Quitter.

Their Married Life, which start-
ed out with American Beauty
Roses in every Vase and a long
Piece in the Paper, now settled
down to a Verbal Marathon.

The only time the Dove of Peace
really Lit was when they had Com-
.pany.

Then they would Dear each
other until the Premises became
Sticky and she would even coax
up a Hollow Ripple of Fake
Laughter when he pulled some
Riddle that used to go Great the
Year they were engaged and both
wore White Shoes.

But the Moment the last Guest
closed the Front Deor, the Dove of
Peace would beat it and another
domestic Gettysburg wowld drive
the Servants to Cover.

Speaking of Servants, they never
had much Trouble keeping Help
because every menial, in addition
to his or her Wage, got a Ring-
side Seat, free of Chatge.

After the Scrapping had been
practically incessant for a great
many Seasons, the Husband hap-

pened to get hold of a Powerful
Work, written by a high-priced
Novelist (unmarried). who made
a psychological Dissection of a Wo-
man’s Soul. He took the blamed
thing apart and then put it to-
gether again, lecturing on the
various Parts, and then he preach-
ed a Funeral Sermon over the
Dead Love that once blossomed in
the Heart of the Heroine.

To Be Petted, Not Pounded,

It was good double-X Literature
and, the Slecker made it so con-
vincing that the Male Half of
the Pugilistic Sketch suddenly be-
came wise to the Fact that he had

been in total Ignorance of that
subtle Compound known as Wo-
man’s Nature and that he had

been playing the wrong System.

He learned from the Novel that
poor weak Woman needs to be
petted instead of pounded.

Of course, he felt as means as
a Pup. He admitted to himself
that he had been to blame for the
flickering of the Romance,

He learned from the Book that
his Cue was ‘to.bear with the
Weaker Vessel and to keep the
Honeysuckle of True Affection
pruned and watered by Devotion
and Sacrifice. .

Therefore, he made one large
and manly Vow to cut out the
Rough Stuff.

Next morning when the Queen
of the Amazons put on her Paint
and Feathers and began to beat
the big War Drum there was
naught Stirring. .

He refused to enter the Arena),
and when she Led he fell over
and took the Count without a
Punch being delivered.

Before starting for the Office
he Kissed her a couple of times
andg gave her some Massage Treat-

ment ground the Shoulder Blades
and called her “Toots”—a Term
od Endearment that had been
rusting on the Shelf ever since
they used it at Niagara Falls.

She was so dazed by this rever-
sal of Form that she peelked from
the Front Window and watched

him clear to the Corner, convinec-,

ed that he was on his way to meet
some Vamp who had suddenly be-
witched him.

Who Is the Vamp?

At various meetings of the M.
W. P. L. (Married Women’s Pro-
tective League) she had learned
that when the Male has been mak-
ing a Joke of the Marriage License
he always tries to deceive the
Bird in the Gilded Cage by Bring-
ing home a lot of Bird Seed.

These low-grade Tactics might
work with Tessies who were new
to the Game, but she privately
resolved that no bald-headed Don
Juan would Kid her for a single
Minute. /

He came home that Evening
with a Jar of Candied Nuts, and
when Mrs. Simon Legree demand-
ed the Name of the Hussy he simp-
1y pulled a Yearning Smile and in-
vited her to go ahead and use him
as a Punching-Bag.

Next day she put a Newspaper
around the Bird Tage and tied up
the Geranium and took the unfin-
ished Tatting and Blew. |

‘When she walked in on her
Own People, with the Declaration
that all Bets were off, they want-
ed to know how about it, and she
said a Woman with any Spirit
couldn’t keep on rooming with a

Guinea® Pig.

MORAL: Contempt breeds
Familiarity,
(Copyright, 1928, by the

Syndicate, Ino.)

Bell
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| Wi TomTom System

By
Vi X/ SCOTT.

O-NIGHT across the
tangled miles of Af-
rica the tribal drums
are talking in the
darkness. Near at
hand in the villages
they boom their notes
pf myshery T dic Lo o whilSper  in
the distant jungle. The sparkling
stars. in the dull hued heavens
above are scarcely older than the
dull sounds of the drums. They
were from the beginning of man.
Theirs was the first music in the
world; and down throught the cen-
turies they have kept the pace of
time. :

In the heart of Africa the news
of London to-day is known to-day.
It is said the talk of the drums
is again agitating the tribes.. It
is also said the drums are carry-
ing on a campaign in political
philosophy, others call it Bol-
shevism. At any rate it is organ-
ized.

It is reported® that the announce-
ment in Paris of the recent visit
of an American delegation to
General Liyautey in command of
the French forces in Morocco was
known on the Upper Volta three
hours after it was-made. From Fez
to the Upper Volta region it is
about two thousand miles. How
directly the news travelled we do
not know, but white men do know
they relay very fast. Buller and
Roberts knew a little of the drum
telegraph by the rapid spread of
news among the tribesmen during
the Boer war,

HN TORONTO people who live

in sound of crowded streets
and shops sit before a moving pic-
ture that takes its name from the
tom-tom and shudder in the safe-
ty of the theatre at the recur-
ring rhythm of dusky hands uypon
a savage membrane. In some
attic room a boy from some busi-
ness office loses the drab routine
of life by reading the story of the
two  Yorkshire drummer’ boys,
Magner and Bergin, of the noted
33rd Regiment who each fon
the Victoria Cross for splendid
actions when under Napier, with
the shout of “Yorkshire First”
the gallant regiment entered Mag-
dala. The two boys with their
drums led the way into the breach,
and it is said that Magner was the
first Englishman to get inside
the city. He stood Dbeating his
drum and shouting “Come on
33rd’”’ whilst Bergin was only a
step behind him through the
breach, and showed equal gallan-
try. The rush of the 33rd inspir-

e

of the African Jungle Was
the First Wireless Tele-
graphy -- Britain’s Drum-
mers ‘Carried Civilization’s

Message Over the Globe.

ed by their historic drums com-=
pletely routed the Abyssinians.

In  civilization the drum has
played *its part. It thrills us to-
day and fills our streets in a mo-
ment with wide-eyed expectant
people. Our children run to see
the drums just as the little black
children in the far off countries
do. In the British Army there are
over thirty cavalry regiments th—gt
have special decorations for their
drums known as drum bafn,ers.

‘rhese..bannexs bhear the d-ef =

the regiment and the drums:. Cer-
tain of the Royal Horse Guards
and Hussars as well as the Dra-
goons and Lancers hayve beauti-
fully. carved and scrolled silver
drums. ?

The 1st and 5th Dragoon Guards
still have the drums that played
their regiments to the field before
the battle of Blenheim. The 11th
and 13th Hussars still treasure
the drums that so often set the
pace for grand reviews before the
battle of Alma, and so ‘it goes
down through the years., Almost
every regiment in ‘the British
Army has its quota of historie
drums. The natives of the black
countries decorate their drums too,
but differently from the white man
Human trophies and colored skins
and teeth and skulls are their fav-
orite decorations.

"‘H“O TORONITO lin: 19027 there
came a signal honor when the
drum and bugle band of the
Queen’s Own Rifles won fame and
distinction at the King’s Corona-
tion. Under the late Bugle Major
Swift this band reached suth a
state of perfection that band
masters from most of the famous
regiments of the British Army
were ordered to study the instru-
ments and methods of the band.
Bugle Major Swift had almost per-
fect knowledge of what drums
should be and it is said he made

‘his band famous by his wonder-

ful control of the ‘drums. Most
of the drums are in use in the
band to-day that were used at that
celebration. The 48th Highland-
ers drums are well known in To-
ronto and throughout the contin-
ent. People in almost every part
of the world, if they have once
seen these famous kiltie drums in
action will always remember them,
These are the drums that stirred

the hearts of Toronto in the late

fall of 1914 and on through the
yvears of war. How many of To-
ronto’s sons, thrilled by the stir-
ring beat rushed to join the colors
is well known. Proud fathers and
proud mothers, too, stood erect
and looked on with pride as their
stalwart sons swung by to the re-
gular throb of the drums.

HN THE comfort of some club
some one says smartly that
the beat of the tom tom was the

‘Rub-a-dub-
dub” Rolls
Round the
World --- A
Universal
Language in

War and |

Peace.

PICTURES ON THIS PAGE.

Right. from top to bottom:

" Highland drums at Royal review.

Chinese war drum, A.D. 1,000.

West African drum, with handles; Chinese
drum for temple worship, above to right, and
West Indian goatskin-covered drum.

At extreme right below, New Guinea
drums, with bowl-shaped example from Nar-

sai, Africa.

arm.

fingers.

.

Left, from top to bottom: Pipe Band of the
48th Highlanders, Toronfo, showing drums.
New Guinea drum for holding against the

0ld Calabar tom-tom.
Small example of New Guinea drum.
Bottom: Burmese tom-tom bealen by ‘the

Centre, at top: Drum, 48 by 48 inches, buill
| for velerans of foreign wars al Har ¥ gLl 1.
Four men are needed to carry it. :

Cenfre, below: Bugle band of the Queen’s
Own Rifles, Toronto.

/
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best part of Bugene O’'Neil’s “Em-

peror Jones.” It began almost as
soon as the play began and was
soft and sinister and merciless and
slow and it swelled and quickened

.and threatened  into an insistent

and pursuing horror. From time
to time our army and the veter-
ans of our army gather to march
to the graves of the fallen youth
who heard the call of the regi-
mental drums « of ‘their towns
and cities in the dark days of
the last world catastrophe.

Several centuries before the
Christian Era it was a custom in
China for a nobleman to order
that his wives, servants, animals
and favorite articles should be bur-
ied with him at his death. To-day
in the Royal Ontar$® Museum are
several complete collections of the
earthen 'statues that served this
purpose instead of the actual per-
sons and things. In the van of
these funeral processions are sev-
eral mounted drummers, who in
real life beat the mystic chants
that were sung for their pagan
masters and now in death are
supposed to do the same. All
through the centuries the Chinese
have used drums in their temple
worship and sacred processions.
Chinese war drums of the period of
about 1000 A.D. were of bronze
fantastically shaped and beauti-
fully embossed and lettered. The
exact tone of these drums was de-
termined by a cut in the head near
the outer edge.

In the open countries where
there are no great highways with
traffic and no great industries,

sound carries far. It calls to cere- -

monials and to sacrificial festi-
vals. Mr. Basten heard it among
the Ibos of Nigeria where rare,
prized drums covered with human
skins and where in old days vic-
tims were flayed alive so that
their skins might be used. He
found big drums and small
drums. Each square inch around
the slotted opening of the cylinder
had its own note and these were
supplemented by fingering. Often
two drums were used at once and
the hands crossed and recrossed

like the cavalry drummers in Old
London or the drummers of the
Highland pipers in Toronto.

RUMS and histories, Mr. Bas-
ten found. One stood at Umu-
Nze in the centre of the market
square, sheltered by a house. It
was immense. From ground to top
it was eight feet five inches high
and it was nearly eight feet in
port. It was hewn from a single
block of wroko wood. The village
had decided that it wanted the
biggest drum of all the country and
it sent’' for the only man tl}at
could build it. When he had fin-
ished his work the dreadful
thought arose that he might pro-
ceed to another village and build
a bigger. He departed on his way
and suddenly, in the bushes, he
died. :
All the towns consecrated their
tom toms. Often they were
sprinkled with the blood of hu-
man sacrifice. Sometimes the
blood ran crimson into the dark
hollow of the drums. Then the
war beat grew ominous. These

. drums were made of brass and

wood and were placed high on
the hills that they might be the
better heard. They were supposed
to increase the vigor of the king
when he heard them. Human sa-
crifices were offered them when
the king was crowned. Each
temple had rhythmically distinc-
tive beats. The king had special
drums for his private use and had
his own private rhythms. There
were hundreds of different beats
and each was known to the people
and had its meaning. For ' dying,
for dancing, for war, for fire they
struck their ever monotonous ex-
citement. In case of urgency it
was the duty of the first person at
a distance who heard the rhythm
to repeat the message. Thus in a
few minutes the call carried hun-
dreds - of miles.

WALTER HERMISTON, a
young Scotsman, who recent-
ly visited Toronto lived for-tia
time in the heart of the great

‘Ugan_da country
where he heard the
\drums. They told
of dark deeds that
were committed
miles = away, of
an act of canni-
balism' in the lone-
ly but living jun-
gle. Once he chose
to travel to a place
some - fifty miles
distant, = and the
drums prepared his
way. Native war-
riors met him in
the jingle and re-
lieved his own
party, who return-
ed to their base.
In an incredibly
short time his chief
negro told him all
was well and that; d
he was expected in')the next vil-
lage and would be cared for and
met on the way by fifty black
boys. In that country drums are
much used for signalling. Thegse
signal drums are made of swamp-
wood logs hollowed out and the
ends covered with skins. They
are about four feet high and three
feet across at the top. For some
distance down they are almost
straight then they curve into a
small base. They are beaten with
sticks about ten inches long and a

. tremendous sound can be made

with them or they can be hushed
to a low murmur. The tom tom
of the Uganda is small in diameter

and about five feet long and is’

mostly used at ceremonial dances.
Smaller drums are also used. One
has a bowl a few inches across
with a frame work raised above,
to which are attached five strings
in such a way as to effect the
tone ";when they are loosened = ox
tightened.- Phey . ara  Hlaved byz
tapping the lizard skin with the
fingers. :
Drum signalling has bheen no-
where better developed than
among the Dualo of the Congo,
said Grenfell’s book, which was
edited by Sir Harry Johnston.
They used a small tom tom two
feet Jlong and nine inches in
diameter and beat it with two
sticks of soft wood. It had four
distinct and resonant notes.
Under ordinary atmospheric con-
ditions a drum tap could be heard
two miles. When Sir Harry ex-
plored the Cameroons in 1885-7
the drums were talking inces-
santly. Grenfell reported the use
of the language on the lower Lo-
manu, the I,ulongo, Juapa and
most of the affluents of the north-
ern Congo. Lord Mounthatten and
othefs heard it on the western
Mubangi. Stanley’s ears' vibrated
to it in the forthern Congo, and
heard it on the Aruwimi. Huge
drums on the islands of Wane
Mikunga and Wane Rusani in-
formed eath other hourly what
transpired,
LICE WARNER reported that
a drum could talk over five
or six 'miles. She heard smaller
drums that were held against the
chest and beaten with the open
hands with a peculiar soft boom-
ing. Other kinds were held against
the arm and this type is found
in the ' Royal Ontario Museum
Another kind lies on the ground,
others have legs like a stool.
Amaury Talbot of the Nigeriant
Political Service advised all offi-
cials to learn to read the drum
talk. He learned that each
man of importance in ‘a
town had his drum name.
A white man approaching a
town would hear two drums. They
were saying “Come quickly to
town, hawks are around.” For
the approach of an enemy they
boomed the recital, “Monfkey
flesh comes; climb tree quickly.”

_They said monkey flesh instead-of

the simple truth in order to save
the women from fright and pan-
1G:

R. E. Dennett in Landana in
1881 heard of the wreck of the
maijl steamer Ethiopa off Luango
sixty or seventy miles away about

Continued on Page Four.
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OW would you

feel to see scien- -

tists digging up

onellof 7 your
family’s  burial
plots and scat-

tering about the crumbling
bones of your ancestors in
the effort to find the remains
of some historical celebrity?

Would any discovery they
might make reconcile you to
this irreverent tumbling of
the ashes of your dead from
their last resting place?

The question® of whether it
is a wrong and wicked thing
for science to  disturb @ the
grave’s peace in its ceaseless
search for more facts about
the past is becoming a very
serious and puzzling one.

Many thoughtful and con-
scientious persons felt that
the late Lord Carnarvon and
his associates were not justifi-
ed in their invasion of King
Tut-ank-hamen’s tomb—the
tomb which the old Egyptian
Pharaoh and his friends had
taken such pains to have . re-
main undisturbed as long as
the world lasted.

'‘But in this case there were
historical prizes/ of the great-
est importance at stake. The
priceless relics with which
the outer tomb was filled have
added tremendously to the
world’s store of knowledge,
giving us a clearer idea than
we ever had before of life in
Egypt thousands of years
ago. :

HAT is now happening over in

the village of Granvesend,
England, is quite a different mat.
ter, There a whole graveyard  ls
being upturned and its g%: ning

skulls and other bones he up
like so' many bricks in | ort
to find ‘the remains of on-

tas, the American Indian Princess,
who is thought to have been bur-
ied there. :

But the finding of Pocahontas’
remains will clear up no perplex-

ing historical mystery. :Not a fact

of any importance will be #dded

to the store of human IFowledge

if the scientists are abie to iden-
tify one of these mouldering skulis
by its difference in size and shape
as that of an Indian woman.

{ No, this ransacking of the grave-
yard which is filling the people of
Gravesend with horror and indig-
nation and arousing a storm of
protest all through England is
merely to satisfy the interest of
Edward Payson Gaston, an Amer-
ican archaeologist, who happens
to be a descendant of Pocahontas.

Ever since as a boy he heard
the story of his famous ancestress
‘who saved the life of Captain
John Smith in Virginia’s Colonial
cfuys, and later went to England
as. the wife of John Rolfe, he has
‘been eager to find her remalns
and bring them back for burial in
her native America. ;
EARLY this year he obtained

permission  from ' Britain's
Home Secretary to begin his grue-
some search. It looked like an easy
matter, for tradition said that
when Pocahontas died of small-
pox she was buried in the vaults
undernéath the parish church at
Gravesend.

But the part of the vaults that
was supposed to hold the ashes of
Pocahontas proved mysteriously
empty, and then the search was
continued in the churchyard out-
side.

Soon the villagers’ of Gravesend
were shocked to see a large force
of men at work with picks and
shovels in the burial place where
s0o many of their ancestors rest-
ed and which they have always
held in such reverence.

Under the direction of Mr. Gas-
ton and his English associates, Dr.
W. P. Pyecraft, assistant keeper
of osteological collections in the
British Museum, and Sir Arthur
Keith of the Royal College of Sur-
geons, the laborers were bringing
to the surface great quantities of
human bones. The skuils and
other partg of skeletons were heap-
ed up all over the cemetery for
Mr. Gaston and his fellow scien-
tists to sort over and measure.

What particularly shocked  the
people of Gravesend was to see
the excavators partakiug of after-
noon tea on a flat tombstone piled
high at one end with bones. Mean-
‘while the workmen, with cigar-
ettes in their mouths, were haul-
ing up more and more of the ceme-
tary’s contents and photographers
were busy making snapshots of
the ghastly scene.

The fact that the excavators
have the decency to re-bury with
proper religious ceremonies the
bones they found of no interest to
them has failed to check Graves-
end’s indignation. The blind rec-
tor- ot*lb.e parish church is being

_excavation at

American’s Shocking Efforts to Find the
Bones of His Indian Ancestor, the Fam-
ous Pocahontas.

Serving afternoon tea on a flat tombstone, one end of which is littered with human bones waiting for Mr. Gaston

bitterly denounced because he per-
mitted the excavations, and also

because he officlated at the re- D

interment of the bones.

HIl popular indignation soon

boilted

Gravesend and heated up all Eng-
land.

Marquis Curzon, the Foreign
Secretary, addressing a meeting
of the Society for the Protection
of Ancient Buildings, said ‘Let
us at least spare the dead.” He
denounced the destruction of
works of art in the past and as-
serted that reverence for ancient
buildings was an admirable senti-
ment. He said that it wag indeed
almost a religious cult, and ad-
ded:

“But there is one form this
cult takes which seems to me to
be antiquarianism run mad—the
modern craze for taking up the
remains of the dead.”

Lord Curzon mentioned several
instances. in point, including the
King Tut-ankh-

nyver.

amen’s tomb.

EFERRING to Pocahontas, he
said he had just read of “a
lot of ghouls gathered around the
site of her interment, where they
are finding a heap of skiulls mand
bones, while men of science are
actually sitting by to discover
whether among this pile of debris
they can find a skull with some
black hair on it.

‘“In our passion for antiquity,”
the Forelgn Secretary said, “Let
us at least spare the dead.”

Leading English newspapers
vigorously endorsed Lord Curzon’s
protest against the ruthlesg dis-
turbing of the peace of the graves
at Gravesend. /

“It is difficult tolsee with what
Jjustice so many bones should have
been upturned.” said the Man-
chester Guardian. ‘“There ' are
many distinguished Englishmen
buried overseas and posterity does
not conceive it to be a patriotic
duty to ransack foreign cemeter-
ies, disturbing the many in quest
of the one.”

‘““The excavations at Gravesend
constitute an offence against good
taste,” said the Daily, Mail. LT
is difficult to understand why the
Home Office should have permit-
ted them.” ]

In defence of his undertaking
Mr. Gaston says that his sole de-
sire is to reclaim the body of one
who played such a romantic and
human part in the early Colonial
life of America and re-inter it in
a fitting national mausoleum at
‘Washington, ‘‘where it will form
an abiding memorial to one of
the most gallant episodes by a wo-
man in American history.”

He asserts that he and his as-
sociates are not working on sacred
and carefully marked graves, but
on nothing more than a sort of
charnel house of mixed up bones
of people and animals that were
thrown hastily there twr centuries

Why England is
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and his fellow scientists.
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low—Entrance ta, the tomb where
old King Tut-ankli-amen doubtless
expected his mummy woeuld rest

Home Office to examine the
remains will absolve me
from any charges of private
or mercenary designs.” says
Mr. Gaston. ‘The enterprise
has cost me many years
of effort and much money,
and I intend to see it
through in spite of misguid-
ed and vunreasoning pro-
tests

HESE explanations have
not allayed in the
slightest the indignation of
the people of Gravesend.
They particularly resent Mr.
Gaston’s allegation that the
part of the churchyard into
which his men are digging
is only a charnel house

after the Gravesend Parish
Church wag overrun by fire.
Mr. Gaston says that the bones

ago

of Gravesend’s ancestors were
mixed up with the remains of
cats, pigs and ‘horses and that

he is really doing the village a
great service by separating them
carefully and then in the most dig-
nified manner re-interring the hu-
man remains with a solemn re-
ligious service.

“The factthat I .secured! writ-
ten permission from all the de-
scendants of the Prineess. both in
America and Great Britain, and
had the approval of the British

where the bones of human
beings and animals are indiscrim-
inately mixed.

The fact that in the primitive
days of two centuries ago the dead
were not always buried with the
nice care shown to-day is no rea-
son why their last resting place
should be disturbed in this ‘‘ghoul-
ish” fashion, they say.

But up to the time these lin€s
were written the Home Office had
done nothing to retract its permis-
sion to Mr. Gaston to go as far as
he likes in his search for the
remains of his Indian ancestor.

The bringing up offgreat bucket-
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fuls of the bones continues. The
patiently apply
measuring instruments to all the
skulls and cast into the discard
those that show no resemblance
to the bony head-piece of the In-
dian. And when tea time comes the
meal is often served on a tomb- to all
stone littered with the ghastly re-
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Edward Page Gaston (on the right) and Dr. W. P. Pyecraft measuring
shkulls dug out of the Gravesend churchyard to see if any of them is
of the size and shape Pocahontas is supposed to have had.

their
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Bx-Senator Wm. A. Clark’s $500,000 mausoleum. What will (he scientists of 200 years from
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lics the churchyard has been made
to disgorge.

resentment the people of
Gravesend
what they think gross disrespect to
their dead amcestors is an expres-
sion of a feeling that is common
mankind, KEven savage
peoples jealously guard the graves
of their dead and insist that thev
be left undisturbed.

If science is to be allowed to
raunsack the world’s graves
scatter their ashes ahout whenever
it pleases, all our ideas regarding
the_treatment of

be revised.
tombs of grantie, caskets enclos-
ed in walls of steel—all of these
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are showing against

and

the dead r==zt
Costly mausoleums,

will be of no avail in keeping
the human remnants they contain
forever inviolate.

In California ex-Senator Wil~
liam A. Clark has built a magni-
ficent $500,000 mausoleum to hold
the ashes of himself and the mem-
bers of his family. No pains or ex-
pense has been spared to mako
this a place as secure against in-
vasion as the ancient Egyptians
thought the carefully hidden and
guarded tombs of their Pharaohs.

But if curiosity or thirst for
knowledge impels them, will the
scientists of two hundred years
from now have any scruples aboul
disturbing the peace of this half-
mitlion-dollar tomb as ruthlessly
as Mr, Gaston and his associates
are upturning that graveyard in
Gravesend ?

Shall we abandon all our ages-
old ideas of the grave's sanctity
and. allow scientists to invade it
as they please? That is the ques-
tion, P

R. GASTON'S upturning of the

churchyard at Gravesend has
brought to light three skulls which
seem to be those of Indians. But

Pocahontas,
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“In our passion for
antiquity, let us at

least spare the
dead”--Lord Curzon

the
cess, pictured in an old print.

Indian prin-

further study will be necessary
before any one of these can be
identified as the probable piece
of bone that held the brain of Po-
cahontas.

Many enthusiastic students . of
American history are hoping that
Mr. Gaston will succeed in dupli-
cating the exploit of General Hor-
ace Porter in discovering the body
of John Paul Jones in Paris, in
1899. This, like the remaing of Po-
cahontas, had been lost, though it
was known to lie somewhere in a
Protestant cemetery covered with
houses.

It is considered particularly fit-
ting that Pocahontas’ bones should
bhe recovered and brought back to
America, because she is the ances-
tor of so many distinguished Amer-.
icans. Her blood runs in the veins
of many of Virginia’s most aris-
tocratic families. Among her de-
scendants is one of the nation’s
most picturesque statesmen, John
Randolph, and one mistress of the
‘White House, Mrs. Woodrow Wil-
son, i

But is this sufficient reason for
invading the graves of scores of
other men and women, scattering
their bones about and wounding
the feelings of a whole community
of their descendants?

The people of Gravesend and
many others 'in England think not.

= DRUMS -

Continued from Page Three.

an hour after it happened. The
drum used for this kind of talk
was hollowed from a log about six

feet long. It conveys meaning as
flexibly as speech. Given a good
operator and a good listener., it
comprehends all that a man can
say. The long E sound is made by
striking the side nearest the op-
erator in the centre on the line
of the incision of the drum. The
sound U is made by hitting the
belly of the instrument on both
sides at the same time. Bach vowel
sound has its drum beat and other

letters are made by a com-
bination with the vowel sounds
by . striking with a second

stick with more or less emphasis
or precision.

The aborigines of Australia
once used a cloak of opossum
skin stretched between their
thighs for a drum. The North
American Indians believed in the
use of drums to drive away evil
spirits. A shaman sometimes beat
a water drum to charm away his
patients sickness. The tone was
regulated by the amount of water
in the drum. There are drums of
all shapes and sizes. There are
little drums, beaten with the hands
and others struck with small strips
of leather, Drum sticks are
straight and smooth or knobhed or
even ended with a hoop with which
to strike parchment.

EFORE Columbus discovered
America the Indians of North
America were dancing their fire

dances to the sombre beat of flat
drums. After their councils of war
when the war-whoop was gain-
ing force before the attack they
were spurred on by the drums. In
the Royal Ontario Museum there
are several drums used by the
North American Indians. One was
the special drum of Chief Osh-
awana, and is said to have been
used by his tribe for over a century,
Drums of this same tribe were
used by the pagan Indians at their
““Green Corn Dance’” in the incan-
tation and celebration of the giv-
ing of names to the children. Even
the Eskimos used a flat tambour-
ine-shaped drum when they did
their queer bear-like waltzes. ‘In
their low ice igloos, squatted in a
circle they kept time while the
dance went on.

In Palestine, too, highly devel-
oped drums have been found. One
of ithese is now in the Royal On-
tario Museum. It is a copper bowl
shaped instrument with an iron
ring at the bottom, to which are
fastened many leather cords by
means of which the skin is tight-
ened. On the skins of many of the
African drums and drums of In-
dians gum is used to get the exact
tone.

NE of the rarest types of Afri-
can drums is the ‘‘dug out.”

It is made from' a single block
of wroko wood and measures over
two feet in length. The top is not
more than two and a half inches
across, and has ap opening the full

length. Through this small aper-
ture the drum maker worked with
his tools until the whole block,
some 8 or 10 inches wide at the
bottom, was hollowed and the walls
were of nearly uniform thickness.
This particular drum was origin-
ally used during the wars but is
now only used for dancing by the
natives at Ovimbundu in the Pro-
vince of Angolo, West Africa. An-
other very crude type comes from
the West Indies. It is a piece of
log about fifteen inches long hol-
lowed, and covered at one end with
a theavy skin like that of a goat.
The skin is pegged with huge
wooden pegs and it gives a pe-
culiar staccato note.

The Hawaiians have drums like
swollen gourds that give & noise
when thrown against the ground.
Others are more than eight feet
long and in service would be car-
ried on the back of one man while
another walked behind to beat it.
Som= are decorated and carved,
some are ornamented with hu-
man skulls.

Forbes, the explorer, saw a
king’s procession in 1850, which re-
presented his wealth. There pass-
ed twenty men carrying the royal
drums. One was decorated with
twenty human skulls. Six inen car-
ried another drum from which
hung twelve skulls. In another Dro-
cession Forbes saw thirty women
carry a single drum with twenty-
fourrskulls.

HE drums and the silence.
All over the world the drums
and the silence. In the public
streets in Toronto not far from the
Royal Ontario Museum that holds
the drums of Africa, evening
brings the Salvation Army. In
other days those streets have re-
sounded to the drums of troops.
But not a visitor but would quick-
en to the same sound if it shouid
reverberate ‘again between the
buildings. The sound is as varied
as the’ emotions of man. It rose
ominously from the trail of
blood of Timur the  Terrible
marching his hosts across a wasted
Asia. It sounded for trooping
horsemen along the Nile. It rattled
in the early battles of the English
arms. It '‘accented the guns of
Waterloo and' responded to the
fiashes at Inkerman and accom-
panied Washington and Grant and
Lee. Tall drums with snares bear-
ing the lions of England, tall
drums of France ornamenied with
glittering brass, drums of Amer-
ica and Germany, and Russia and
Spain—they have thudded = ‘the
tramp of history and called to
quarters beneath white sails at sea.
Sometimes they pounded Iloudly,
sometimes they have grouped their
threnody in massed and muffled
dirge. They whispered and grew
and pervasively rolled one day
when the body of the Unknown
‘Warrior was borne into the dim
cathedral grandeur of Westmin-
ster.

For there 'are the drums for
mourning as well as ‘for dancing,
drums for feast as well as for mar-
tial music, drums for sadness as
well as for delirium.
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London, July 5.

T WAS only last month
that the engagement of
Princess Maud of Fife,
niece of King George
and the present Princess
Lord Car-
announced,

Royal, to

negie was
and the last week of this month
will see the lovers married.

Even in thése days of speedy
trips to the marriage altar this is
aﬁ extraordinarily short engage-
ment, but it is said to have been
none too short to suit the wishes of
Lord Carnegie.

His lordship,
stronger

you has a

reason than a prospec-

see,

tive husband usually has for want-
ting to claim his bride just as
His
memories of a

quickly as possible. mind

harbors painful
previous romance in his life which
ended, after the engagement had
been prolonged for months and
months, in the young lady's de-
ciding that she didn’t

enough to marry him after all.

love him

As a result of this unhappy ex-
perience Lord Carnegie made up
his mind that if he ever fell in
love again the wedding bells must
ring ‘out just as soon as ever‘they
Never again would ' he

his

exercise

could.
give a sweetheart of any
lengthy opportunity to
woman’s well  known right to
change her mind.

Although he has not the suspi-
cion that‘ time or anything else
could possibly * change Princess
Maud’s him, he

thought it just as well to be on the

devotion to
' safe side and have her redeem
love's promise as quickly as pos.
sible

The Princess and her family are
understood to have been desirous
of delaying thq wedding until the
But
Lord Carnegie spoke an em})hatlgzz

late Fall or early Winter.
no, and in the end managed %0
have his way.

This is why the arrangements
for the
ried along with

wedding have been hur-
what many in

fashionable society think rather

undue haste for an event of such ¢

outstanding Lord

Carnegie confidently expects to be

importance.

the husband of the Princess Royal
within considerably less than two
months after the announce.ment of
their engagement.

LORD CARNEGIE is the son and

of the seventh Xarl of
Southesk, who is also head of the

heir

great Scotch clan of Carnegie. He
served in France as a captain in
the Scots Guards, and after being
so badly wounded that he could
not return to the front he went to
India as an aide-de-camp on the
staff of Lord Chelmsford, then
Viceroy of India.

Now, the uniform which an
aide-de-camp of the Viceroy of
India is required to wear is one of
the most gorgeous creations with
which the pomp of state and war
brightens up the corners of this
otherwise drab earth. Its de-
signers seem to have made as
elaborate a show as could possibly
be made in any one uniform with
gold braid and epaulets and all the
rest.

Such a fine, upstanding man as
Lord Carnegie looked particularly
well in this glittering outfit, and
among the many who thought so
was the Hon. Anne Thesiger, the
pretty daughter of the Viceroy.
It was not long before she decided
that here at last was the man she
could love, and when Lord Car-
negie confessed his love for her
and asked her to be his wife she
was glad of the chance to say yes.

While apparently very much in
love with her gorgeously attired
hero, the Hon. Anne thought it
best to postpone the wedding un-
¥l Lord Carnegie’s term of service
in India was up, more than a year
later. She preferred the greater
brilliance that would go with a
marriage in England.

LORD CARNEGIE readily con-

sented to this long engage-
ment, and right there is where he
made his mistake—or at least so
he thought before he fell in love
with Princess Maud.

The lovers finally sailed from
Bombay on the same ship, full of
joyous plans for their wedding a
few weeks after their arrival in

England.

Before the voyage was over,
however, pretty Anne underwent
a sudden change of heart. Lord

Carnegie seemed to have utterly
jost the strong appeal he had for
her ever since she first laid eyes
on him.

Somz2 think this may have been
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because Lord Carnegie now wore
plain ecivilian clothes instead  of
the magnificent toggery of an
alde-de-camp. The effect of a uni-
form's glamor on a woman’s heart
is an interesting subject. TEriTs
said that an unprecedented num-
ber of engagements were broken
shortly after the armistice, when
men were exchanging the uniforms
of war for the workaday clothes
of peace. 5

Whatever the cause, the Hon.
Anne Thesiger decided that she
no longer loved Liord Carnegie, and
before they reached Kngland s}le
had given him the mitten along
with her emerald engagement ring.
Within what many thought a sur-
prisingly short time she became
the wife of the Hon. Donough
O’Brien.

No# Lord Carnegie has consoled
himself for the sorrow he seemed
tosisfeel sover  the. loss  of Lord
Chelmsford’s daughter by winning
Princess Maud’s heart—and claim-
ing it as quickly as he knew how.

The romance culminating hap-
pily in the engagement of Lord
Carnegie and Princess Maud be-
gan last Fall when they met in
the romantic Scottish highlands.

They were often in each other’s
society during the Royal High-
land games held at beautiful
Braemar, Aberdeenshire not far
from Mar Lodge, the country seat
of Princess Maud's elder sister,
the Duchess of Fife.

Naturally the young nobleman
who has ridden and_fished from
his earliest youth on the thousands
of acres of his father’s domain in
Scotland and who had become
extremely skilful in the games
played by the British in. India
when he was aide-de-camp to the
Viceroy, found a kindred spirit in
a girl so keenly .interested in
sports as Princess Maud.

The Princess is an expert angler,

Jhaving spent much time with her

royal uncle, King George, fishing
on the Deeside and who holds the

record for catching the largest
salmon ever pulled out of the
River Dee. She is also a fine

swimmer and an excellent horse-
woman. .

But it was not only the romancic
Scottish hills, so full of romantic
legends, or Princess Maud’s skill
as a British Diana that won Lord
Carnegie’s heart so quickly and so
completely. She is also very beau-
tiful and accomplished in many
ways, among other things speak-
ing and writing both German and
Italian very well.

The Princess is a very import-
ant member of British royalty.
She is in line of succession to the
British throne, at one time having
held fourth' place therein.

In the event of anything hap-
pening to Princess Maud’'s elder

A

Princess Arthur of Connau_qat,
sister of Princess Maud.' - =

A lale

porlrars

of Princess Maud,

the [fifth of Princess

Mary’s  bridesmaids
to marry.

sister, Princess Arthur Connaught,
and the latter’s frail little boy,
Lord MacDuff, she would inherit
the dukedom of Fife as a peeress
in her own right as well as all the
large entaited property of the late
Duke of Fife, son-in-law and inti-
mate chum of Edward VIIL.

Lord Carnegie’s fiancee owes
her title to her grandfather, the
late King Edward, who declared
that her mother, the Princess
Louise, should have the title of
“Princess Royal’’ because she was
his eldest daughter.

€

HUS Princess

exactly the same age as her
flance and very popular, was born
a commoner like her eldest sister,
Princess Arthur of Connaught,
their titles as little girls being
“Lady’”’ Alexander and @ ‘“Lady”
Maud Duff, merely as, courtesy
titles. ~Nor ~was it 'nntil “their
grandfather actually succeeded to
the throne that he granted them
by sovereign patent the titles of
Princess.

In marrying a commoner Prin-
cess Maud will be following in her
mother’s footsteps, for the present
Princess Royal chose a Scottish
nobleman, the Duke of Fife.

The Princess Royal raised her
daughters to enjoy a country life,
and they have from choice been
among the less conspicuous mem-
bers of the'court, despite the fact
that Princess Maud is the present
King’s favorite.

And yet in spite of her quiet
girlhood the Princess went
through an experience rare in the
lives of royalty, in which she and
her family suffered the severest
hardships in the shipwreck of the
steamer Delhi on their way to
Egypt.

The ship was driven ashore on
the Moroccan coast in a storm,
and they were rescued, with 200
other passengers, by ships of the
British fleet from Gibraltar and
takén ashore through the heavy
surf in small boats.

As the Princess was handed
over the side a woman passenger
pressed a ring into her hand and
insisted that she put it on because
it bore a charm that would keep
the wearer from harm. Although
the boat was swamped the Princess
did get safely ashore after being

Maud, who is

saved from Dbeing washed over-
board by a sailor.
Her father, however, did not

fare so well, and he died a year

Unwilling to Run Any Risk of
Losing the Lovely Princess
Maud as He Once Lost a
Former Sweetheart Through
Letting the Marriage Be Post-
poned Until She Changed

Her Mind.
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Earl of Southesk.

later from the result of exposure
during his attempts to keep the
boat afloat.

ING GEORGE approves of the
alliance with the Carnegie
family, which emphasizes again
the fact that those nearest the
throne of England are not going
abroad for their wives or hus-
bands, though they marry com-
moners in Britain. !

And it alsp proves something
for the old superstitious about
bridesmaids and the rapidity in
which weddings among the bride’s
chosen maids are likely to follow.

Cupid has been very busy in-
deed since the wedding of Prin-
cess Mary, a=ad engagements have
been announced in this short time
so quickly among the eight attend-
ants who walked up the aisle a
little over a year ago with the
King’s daughter that there are
only three left for lucky men to
lead to the altar.

Of the eight bridesmaids in
Princess Mary’s retinue, Lady
Elizabeth Bowes-Liyon has mar-
ried the Duke of York; Lady Do-
ris Gordon-Lennox is the wife of

Clare Vyner, grandson of the
Marquis of Northampton; Lady
Victoria Constance Mary Cam-

bridge, daughter of the Marquis
of Cambridge, is the spouse of
the Marquis of Worcester, descend-
ant of the Plantagenets, and Lady
Rachael Cavendisy is engaged to
wed the Hon. James Gray Stuart.

T remains for three lucky men
to lead to the altar the other
bridesmaids, Lady Mary Thynne,
daughter of the Marquis of Bath;
Lady Diana Bridgeman, daughter
of the Earl of Bradford, and Lady
May Cambridge, Queen Mary’s
niece.

And the marriage, which is to
take place very shortly as Lord
Carnegie has asked, will be re-
markable in that this favorite
niece of the King of England will
enter a family whose estates were
forfeited to the crown centuries
ago because its then chief engaged
in a Scottish rebellion.

And Lord Carnegie is descended
also from’ exactly the same stock
as Lord Northesk, the young man
who hopes to marry Jessica Brown,
the former Broadway dancing girl,
as soon as the difficulties resulting
from a former marriage can be
ironed out.

The two young men are both

In square—Lord Carne-
gie, son and heir of the

descended the

estimable
David Carnegie, whose first son,
David, became the first BEarl of

from

Southesk, and whose second son,
John, became the first Earl of
Northesk. And Lord Carnegie’s
mother bears the surname of
Southesk.

Because of this connection
Jessica, and the proud Princess
Royal, niece of King George, will
actually become very distapt rela-
tives by marriage.

HE names of Southesk '‘and
Carnegie are well known in
America, largely through the

grandfather of the future husband
of Princess Maud. TFor he travel-
led very extensively in the United
States and Canada at a time when
they were less familiar to Euro-
peans than they are to-day.

He wrote several very pleasant
books about America, and there
are a number of towns on both
sides of the Dominion border that
bear the names of Southesk and
of Carnegie‘

Jessica Brown,
the Broadway

dancer, whose ;
promised hus-
band, Lord
Northesk, is a
blood relative
of Lord
Carnegie

Amervicans will find a double in-
terest in the marriage, as Lord
Carnegie actually has a strain of
American blood in his veins, for
his ancestor, Sir David Carnegie,
married the daughter of Andrew

Elliott, T.ieutenant-Governor of
New York.
Ancient chroniclers describe

David Carnegie as “‘a wise, peace-
able and sober man, in good credit
and estimation/ of the King and
taken into his Privy Council for
his skill and knowledge in civil
affairs.” :

The estimable David Carnegi
took a second wife in 1568, the
daughter of Sir John Wemyss. BY
her he had a numerous progeny.
His first son, David, became the
first Barl of Southesk. His second
son, John, became the first Earl
of Northesk.

The descendant of David is soon
to marry King George’s niece.
The descendant of John is now in
America, trying to arrange to
marry Jessica Brown.

Princess Maud, favorite miece of King George and England’:
Princess Royal, whom, Lord Carnegie is hurrying to make his

bride.

EnglishmanReachedF orbidder:
City in Disguise of Coolie

YOUNG man of 25, bearded

and pale, returned to Lon-
don a few days ago. TFew men
who have reached twice his age
have crowded into a few months
the adventures that he had. For
this young man, Dr. William
Montgomery McGovern, had just
returned from the heart of the
sacred forbidden city of Buddha.
the city of Lhassa in Tibet.

But there are few young men
who have the temperament and
disposition of Dr. McGovern.
While at Oxford he bhecame a
convert to Buddhism, and later
was ordained as a priest of that
religion. He is the only English-
man to hold that status, and he
also is renowned as one of the
world’s leading Orientalists.

Several months ago Dr. Mec-
Govern ‘decided to visit Lhassa.
But, despite his qualifications, he
had the utmost difficulty in en-
tering the Tibetan capital. He
was obliged to travel disguised as

one of his own coolies, which
meant carrying 'a heavy load
through the rough country. The

coolie took the role of a Tibetan
notability and had the time of
his young life. In the high passes
of the mountainous country Dr.
McGovern struggled through snow
drifts breast high, though dressed
only in the thin cotton garments
of the coolie class. He was
obliged to paint his whole body in
order to escape detection in case
of a search.

When his party reached Shi-
gatse, the secular town attached
to the Tashilumpo monastery of
the Tashi Lama, who is the se-
cond greatest spiritual pecsonage
it Pibet. He was threatenesd
with exposure by the ‘“Master” of
the expedition, who believed he
had the Doctor in his power In

+ contest,of wit and physical

\

strength the Doctor proved
the “Master” was wrong. Never-
theless, attempts at blackmail
continued throughout the journey.

Meanwhile the Indian Govern-
ment had learned that Dr. Mec-
Govern who had been denied
permission by them to attempt to
penetrate to Lhassa had eluded
their vigilance and crossed the
border. Fearing that he would
be killed by the hostile tribes they
telegraphed to Jase, 75 miles from
Lhassa, asking the Tibetan Gov-

thaz

-ernment that he be stopped and

sent back to India.

From ~Jase onward at every
stage of the journey the party was
subjected to a searching examin-
ation ty the local authorities. But
Dr.  McGovern, disguised as a
humble, hireling, with a heavy
pack on his back, managed to slip
by. At one rest house he listened
to a discussion on the question as
to whether the spiritual omni-
science of the Dalai Lama would
not be sure to penetrate the dis-
guise of the foreign devil.

On February 156th, which is New
Year's Eve in Tibet, Dr. Mec-
Govern reached Lhassa. The
streets were filled with drunken

brawlers, and the slightest slip
that would have revealed his
identity would have meant in-

stant death.

After great difficulty a lodging
was found in the heart of the
forbidden city. Through having
had to eat dried grain and raw
meat with his servants the intre-
pid explorer was so ill that it
was necessary to carry him up the
stairs. The next day the nzws of
his arrival leaked out. The popu-
lace rose against him. There was
rioting in the streets, but fortun-

ately his hiding place was 1ot
discovered.

The Dalai IL.ama, knowing his
qualifications, gave him ~»Hroien-
tion, so that he was able to ex-
plore all the mysteries Hf ‘his

most mysterious city and get vatelv
away early in April,
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Dump Heap Prowd@s Tires

F or the P oet’s Old Flivver

By ARTHUR KENT
HAT if some crazy coot did
pu/t a ’22 engine in the old
that won't keep the darn
thing in, tires,” avowed the Me-
chanic. The Poet and the Me-
chanic sat in their bathing suits,
smoking cigarettes. Their bare
heels rested on the window-sill
of their communal sitting-room,
and through the frayed lace cur-
tains they cast occasional squint-
ing ' glances ' at their newly-
acquired Lizzie, which® was park-
ed before the house, dripping wet
in a warm Summer drizzle. The
boys were “letting their dinners g0
down'’ before venturing into the
not-so-warm waters of the lake,
and while their respective wives
were washing the dishes they sat
discussing the grave problem of
how to get tires v_vithout money.

“Wonder. why' the balmy old
geezer who owned her last put a
brand-new engine in the old
hulk ?”’ said Bill the Mechanic en-
quiringly, as he hurriedly brushed
a morsel of hot cigarette ash
from a bare leg. ‘“‘And that sales-
man sure was a goat to sell us
the thing for seventy-five bucks
without even lookin’ under the
hood. Some little bus (lovingly).
Why only this morning I passed
a Packard.” His comrade glanc-
ed at him sourly. “Fairy tales
won’t get us tires,” growled the
Poet. “Look!”’ He pointed
through the window at a hind
wheel. “The damn thing's flat
again, We can’t use it till we
get tires. How much money you
zot, Bill? I’ve got four dollars.”
“Pwo bucks more'n me,”’ sighed
the Mechanic, ‘“and this is the
-day'l gotta take the family to me
mother-in-iaw’s. ' Bad enough
any time, but now-—street cars for
us, and h—how I hate ’em.”

The conversation lagged. Down
the street, in solemn array, came
three great horses. each pulling a
cliimsy two-wheeled cart, which
thumped and bumped with each
“onward jerk. Over each presided
a dusty, cheerful. tobhacco-smok-
ing Genius; who jerked and
swayed with thump and bump,

=teadllv drawing on.his pipe and
hee ZTup an m(ermxuezw fire of

ralllery with his comrades. Each
cart was loaded to the brim with
the city’s garbage, which, warm
and wet. disclosed its presence in
no uncertain way. And atop the
heap in the first cart lay a Forkl
tire, like a crown on a disreput-

body,

able head. The Poet closed the
window. “I do wish,” he declar-
ed, *‘that we didn’t live quite so
near a civic dumping ground.
The district rather loses caste,
you know.’ Bill looked sus-
picious. “Yeah.” he replied,

“they do cast a lot of stuff around
here, but you never can smell it,
only when the dump cartg are
going past.”

At this moment a Ford tire
came bowling down the street,
headed for the lake, and pursued
by a youngster in a bathing suit.
“Thump, thump,” went the kid’s
stick on the speeding tire, and
“slap, slap’” went the little bare
feet on the wet pavement. ‘“Tires,
tires everywhere,” soliloquized the
PRoet. poetically, ‘“‘but not even a

doughnut for our tender old
rims.” ‘“Haw—ouch’” stated the
Mechanic, dropping his whole
cigarette  on his leg. Al oshrill

kid in

treble sounded from the
A

the street: “Hey, Mike, looka
what I foumd in the dump.”

Bill turned to his companion.
“Gees,” he remarked. sdakeipet

them tires of ours is fulla shoes.”
“Rubber boots, maybe,” the Poet
suggested. “Naw!”’—scornfully—
“A shoe is a thick pkece of can-
a bit of ' old " tire . cut
down. Ya put it ingide a bum
tire where there’s .a bad spot, an’
when ya blow it up the pressure
holds it there, same’s them skin-
tight pants o' yours is theld up by
the pressure of your old tummy,
see?”
Majestically the

Poet ignored

this. ‘““Well, the tize that kid had
looked all right; why not put a
‘shoe’ in such a tire as that?”
“Rim ' cut,”  jerked ' Bill. Sean’t

put a shoe in a rim-cut tire, cause
the edge of the shoe icomes where
the rim does, and pokes out the
slit. If it wasn't for that we’d
be jake, 'cause peoplesthrow Ford
tires away for the least little
hole—they’re so cheap. But gee,
even good second-hand ones cost
four bucks apiece. Just think, we
can’t even-dig wup  four bucks
apiece for tires.’”

They weren’t in the water long
that day. Bill was thinking too
hard of | the coming visit to
Mother-in-law’s to be happy, and
the Poet seemed rapt in thought.
He was quite busy during the re-
mainder 'of that day, and when
the shades of evening were ga-
thering at about nine o’clock, and
the Mechanic, tired, hot and
grouchy, was leading his wife
home to the tune of an endless
argument, they ' observed him
gently kicking a tire which lay
flat in the grass. He smiled at
them blandly.

“I’ve been buying tires,” he an-
nounced, “four of ’em, including
this spare. At your valuation,
that’s sixteen bucks. How do you

like ’em? Look ’‘em over.” In
the fading light Bill examined
each tire. ‘‘Gee, that back one's

a cord,” he ejaculated, ‘“‘an’ the
iread on this one’s hardly wore at
all. Dunno how I'm goin’ to pay
yvou my share o’ sixteen bucks.
‘Where'd you get the money?”
“Oh, don’t worry about that,”
said the Poet, breezily. “I know
you’ve only got two bucks. Give
me one and we’ll call your end of
it square.”

“Here, quick, before yva change
ver .mind,”” declared Bill, thrust-
ing fous oonvaAveinto hig friend’s:
open palm. ‘““Gee, youre a
prince "’

They had gone sevéral miles
in a night ride over rough roads

‘to celebrate. and not a single tire

had popped. And now at twelve
o'clock the two boys were sitting
on the upstairs verandah while
the babies were being put to bed.
‘“Gee, them tires are sure 0. K.,”
tnhe Mechanic declared. ‘“Where’d
yvou get ’‘em?” “Wé-e-11,"> the
Poet yawned, as a matter of fact,
all but one have got little rim
cuts in 'em, but I overcame that
by turning the ‘“shoes’” around and
laying them on the rim, See?”
“But you never ‘paid four bucks
apiece for rim-cut tires, did you?”
asked the Mechanic, horrified.
No fear, returned the Poet. A
light of terrible suspicion dawned
in Bill's eyes. “Where'd you 'get

thierni & tires 2 he ' demanded.,
“Well, if you must know,” the
Poet replied, “I paid three kids

ten cents for each tire. They said
they fished the blame things out
of the dump. By the way (He en-
tered the house rather hurriedly,
jingling four quarters in his
trousers pocket). how much is
forty cents from a dollar?”

DIVER GOT DRUNK
-WHEN UNDER WATER

T™IVER C. P. LAMBERT, .who

is busy at work in the Russel
Channel, blasting away two dan-
~gerous reefs about ons mile from
‘Guernsey harhor, has some good
stories to tell.

One dour old diver engaged on
worl\ on a sunken liner off the
Azores, he said, would go down
sober as a judge, and come up
drunk.

At last the authorities could re-
strain their curiosity no longer.
Diver Lambert was selected as un-

dersea destective. The solution
was simple. The old diver was
seen to get into an  airlock

in a hold, carefully raise his head
above water, unscrew his helmet,
and take a generous pull at a bot-
tle.

Then he replaced the helmet,
and once more descended into the
depths. The “wet hero’” was
solemnly informed ‘that “while he
could have a case ashore, he must
not drink a bottle below.

Back in 1887 Port Credit

L “Wasa Busy Lake

Port

“This picture was taken in 1887, when Port Credit was a busy lake port.
It was the home port of many of the finest and fastest sailing ships on

the Great Lakes.

Credit as a lake port has vanished.

With the growth of Toronto the importance of Port
To-day its harbor is neglected and

few ships call.

.
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Golden Lion Inn of 1837
Is Sunday School Room

Street
Stopping Place for Years
of Those Going to To-
a Tory
Headquarters in Rebel-
lion Days and Social

Favorite Yonge

ronto — Was

Centre Later.

By IRENE HUMBLE.

OU remember when 2 not
only brings memories tum-
bling one by one to older people,
but causes a quiver of reminis-
cence to run through the frames
of the many ancient structures
around and about Toronto, parti-
cularly in the northerly part of
the city. Out Yonge Street way,

once bush and the stamping
ground of early settlers the at-
mosphere fairly reeks with tradi-
tion. If the old buildings could

speak exciting tales would be un- -

folded.

Among these one finds the very
old frame buildihg at Stop 31,
Yonge Street (known as Lansing).
It was in its time the scene of
numerous historic events. This
quaint hostel, “The Golden Lion
Inn’”, evidently derived its name

Lower—The Golden Lion Inn

as it is to-day. Upper—The

Golden Lion carved from wood.

from the great wooden ‘“lion”
with life-like finish, crouching be-
fore, the door, beautifully and re-
markably hand-carved by the
original owner of the place,
Charles Sheppard. This lion dis-
dppeared but was replaced by the
present fine specimen (shown in
the illustration) ' which is now
“standing guard.” It is also of
wood, the skillful workmanship
of the same hand and many years
old.

The Golden Lion was opened as
an hotel about 1832 by Charles
Sheppard, who was a strong and
staunch Tory, and his premises
became known as the meeting
place of the Tories. The original
building covered a large area and
was laid out with long halls, spaci-
ous and airy rooms numbering in
all about twenty. An upper and
lower gallery, or balcony, ran
across the front of the hsuse and
around the . sides. The stables or
sheds of large dimensions, to shel-
ter the teams of patrons, reach-
ed from Sheppard Avenue to the
rear of the house on one side and
stretched on the/south, to the line
of the property, nearly one hun-
dred feet. Close by the front por-
tion of the building is the old well,
forty feet in depth, where men
and beasts in the dim past quench-
ed their thirst from the. cooling
spring water. To-day it still gives
%mple supply to house and passer-

Ve

Inside—The kitchen was of the
old type, built of mud and clay
with the usual great fireplace and
crane in its midst, where during
the Yuletide season, huge logs
were piled which blazed a welcome
to wayfarers and spread the
warmth of hospitality to those
who gathered around its hearth
on cold winter evenings.

The ballroom, where the elite
from the city came to dance, was
on the south side and here our
mothers, fathers and grandpar-
ents in their youth, tripped the
light fantastic in the good old-

fashioned way, over its floors until
the early hours of the morning.
Tales are still told of these wond-
erful balls and parties held at the
Inn, when ?he guests came for
miles in sleighs with tinkling bells.
Strictly formal too, were these
functions when fair damsels per-
fumed and powdered arrived with
their chaperones, and escorts who
wore uniforms and side whiskers.
Refreshments at these affairs
usually consisted of substantial
suppers and included fowl cooked
during the evening. Sad to say the
new generation will never have the
opportunity of testing the excel-
lence of the old ballroom floor
for it has entirely disappeared, the
old wing was some time since de-
molished and all that is left to
mark the spot is a smooth green
carpet of grass.

Undoubtedly the bar-room, in
those days, ranked as the most
important room in the building
and was on the north corner, its
windows facing on both Yonge and
Sheppard Ave., matters of tre-
mendous import on political and
other topics were earnestly dis-
cussed ‘‘over the bar,” sometimes

culminating in disastrous manner,:
for many a brawl was recorded as

having taken place, over the “cup
that cheers.”

Strange and Yvaried are the
changes. Gone is every vestige of
the once popular bar, where men
of 1834 and later, came to drink
and make merry. Now in 1923 little
children on Sunday crowd the old
room to listen to the teachings of
the Gospel. During the Great War,
Mrs. L. A. Catto, with her faith-
ful band of Red Cross workers
labored strenuously for the men
overseas. Here matters of porten-
tious import are still discussed and
the fate of North York Township
setfled by .its Council/at their
meetings during each month.

It was always a popular resort
for those coming to and fro on
market days, especially in winter,
when two long team lines could

be seen wending their way north
and south, to and from the city
with produce from the farm lands.
If there was no adequate sleeping
accomodation and quarters were
overcrowded, travellers were sat-
isfied to roll up in blankets and
sleep on the floor.

It was in this section, too that
William Lyon Mackenzie, made
his wild dash for liberty,® from
the Durham, House, a little farth-
er north. When coming down the
road to where Willowdale now is
a saddled and bridled horse sud-
denly appeared which he mounted
and taking the cut through Shep-
pard’s Road, close calls and strat-
egic manoeuvers, finally won his
way to safety.

The Inn has seen many changes
since the day of its erection and
each new owner has caused the old
walls to add sflently to the host
of memories, days of gladness and
sorrow. A hlow to the pride of the
Inn was when it was'sold out under
mortgage. Howeveér, Mr. Manny
Burk became the purchaser and
after passing through various
hands it eventually was secured by
the present owner,/ Rev. Mr. Pick-
ett, who has lived under its shel-
tering roof for some twelve years,
remodelling and replacing as oc-
casion required. Mr. Pickett is
well-known and beloved by all for
his wide learning, his helping hand
and gentle nature and the chil-
dren whom he teaches in the
former bar-room on Sunday after-
noons, are devoted to him. Mr.
Pickett also spends alternate Sun-
days, ministering to the sick and

conducting chapel services in the

hospitals in the city.

It might be added that history
connects itself not only with The
Golden Lion Inn, which acts as a
setting, but with the owner him-
self who is a grand-nephew of
the heroic Laura Secord. Residing
in the district, well-known also
in political life is a son-in-law,
Hon. Geo. S. Henry, M.P.P., for
East York.

Paying Money

To Go Nowhere
Who Knows the Real Reason for

Riding on a Merry-Go-
Round?

F YOU were to go down to Sun-

nyside - resolved to survey

everything in the detached, im-
personal way that a visitor from,
say,
think would amaze you most?
Would you exclaim most at the
frank studies in anatomy, the dog-
ged determination of the Dodge-
’em patrons, or the inexhaustible
appetite for hot dogs? Would you
shake your head cynically at the

Mars would, what do you

confidence of the people who

gamble for a kewpie doll or re-

serve your disgust for those who
pay to go onto the dips and then
shriek in terror when the car
takes a plunge?

‘Whatever your reaction to all
of these things might be, your
eyes would certainly goggle at the
spectacle presented by the merry-
go-round. Dozéens of persons
paying for the privilege of going
nowhere! Mature men and wo-
men, apparently possessed of their
right senses, sitting astride gaudily
painted wooden tigers, horses,
cats, and lions, and obviously de-

riving immense pleasure from the

act of chasing one another around
and around in a circle to the ac-
companiment of brazen music!
Young men and y(iung women

standing on the outer edge, draped
against an imitation animal at
what they evidently consider a
very fetching slant.

What strange psychological kink
is responsible for this endless de-
light in revolving, this urging to
chase oneself on horseback? Does
the desire hark ba}:k to the days
when our remote ancestors per-
formed whirling, circling primitive
dances? Or is it simply a cor-
roboration of the theory that we
are all more or less crazy?

Regardless of any possible ex-
planation, imagine if you can, the
next time that you go to Sunny-
side, that you are a transient
visitor from the moon, and from
that viewpoint study the merry-
go-round spectacle. If it doesn’t

make You grin go back to'the
moon at once.

Bit of OldCountry

Planted in Toronto

Of ] 923 New Ground For Church En-

largement Breaks Up Unique
Garden.

BY A. G.

CQUISITION of the ground
necessary for the proposed
enlargement of St. Clair Ave-

nue Methodist Church caused the
dismantling of one of the most
delightful “Old English” flower
gardens in the city.

For very many years the beau-
ties of Mrs. Perry’s garden on St.
Clair Avenue, near Rushton Road,
were the pride. of the district and
proved a frequent attraction for
visitors. There was a breath of
the Motherland in the display
which lasted from early Summer
until late in ;the Fall and the
Perry's hospitality and generosity
in regard to their lovely flowers
was proverbial. Many another
garden in the city and elsewhere
got its real start from seeds or
plants presented by Mrs. Perry.

That good lady relates an inci-
dent of not long ago which demon-
strates the joy her garden gave to
lovers of flowers. One afternoon
an American gentleman, paying a
brief visit to Toronto was admir-
ing the display from heyond the
fence and, as was her custom, she
invited him inside to feast upon
its beauties to his heart’s content.
He left, profuse in his thanks, and
a few days afterwards Mrs. Perry
received a post card mailed from
Youngstown, Ohio, which was ad-
dressed:

‘“To the Lady—

Owner of the Old English
Garden
Corner Avenue and Rushton

Road—next to church.

Toronto, Ont., Canada.”

The card said: ‘Dear Madam.
After our pleasant visit to your
beautiful city we are now in our
home in Ohio, U.S.A., and I do not
forget the courtesy of you and your
husband. I intended to bring Mrs:
T. to see you and your garden
before we left but was not able to
do so. I hope this will find you
both well and with my best wishes
I remain, Sincerely, Jno. “W.
Treadley.”

“It was- appreciation like that
which made us love our garden all

the more,” remarked Mrs. Perry.
receatly. “The postman h=d no
difficulty in finding us; motwith-

- standing the unique form of ad-
dress on the card. I miss the old
R

garden.” : S
Mrs. Perry is again “growing
some lovely old flowers in the

garden at her new home on Rush-
ton Road. ;

' Why

Not Train Mosquitoes

To Attack and Kill F lieS?J

By R. K. HALL.

EOPLE often speculate as to

the whereabouts of the flies
in Winter, but there is no mystery
regarding their stamping-ground
in Summer. Generally, it is in the
stickiest, most luscious part of
your pie or in your coffee a few
seconds before you are ready to
take the first sip.’ The house fly
also has a fondness for dragging
his feet over the bald spot at the
back of your head, and for landing
ticklishly on the point of your
nose just as you have settled your-
self for a nap on the chesterfield
and are hovering on the border

and between sleep and wakeful-
ness.

Many ingenious devices have
been invented with the idea of rid-
ding us .of the impish house-fly,
but so far none of them can be
held up as an unqualified success.
Screens are commonly looked upon
as being the most effective barri-
cade against the ubiquitous insect.
It is probable, indeed, that a men-
tally defective fly might be non-
plussed by a screen—might even
retreat defeated before the
puzzling meshes. But no enter-
prising, wide-awake, intelligent fly
would be discouraged for a mo-
ment. If he couldn’t discover some
tiny aperture to crawl through, he
would hang diligently around the
back door until a suitable oppor-
tunity presented itself to sneak in.
Failing that, he would undoubted-
ly hunt up his mate and persuade
her to push a number of eggs
through the screen itself, in order
that their offspring might have
all the advantages of a home and

~ choice food.

Fly-paper may have its points,
but it is safe to assert that as many
men, women and children have
been trapped by it as flies. Men
who like to lean upon the mantel
or against the table sooner or later

, become violently attached to one or

niore pieces of fly.paper. Child-
ren are drawn to it as if by a mag-
net. 'In a home where things are
tossed about with great freedom, a
piece of fly-paper may catch any-
thing from a twenty dollar hat to
a library book or the gas bill.
There are, hepwewver,  eertain:
_proved methods of disposing of
cthe house fly—methods that, curi-
ously enough, are not very gener-
ally known. Among these, the
hair-oil trap ranks high. To em-
ploy this method, it is necessary
for one of the household, prefer-
ably a man, to grease the hair with
strongly-perfumed oil. In the pre-

v

is hidden by hungry flies,

sence of such an unguent, house-
flies lose their customary cunning
and circumspection. They buzz
frantically around the cranium: so
treated, seeking a convenient
landing place where they may in-
hale the overpowering odor to their
hearts’ content, and lick the oil
with their little tongues. Another
person armed with a fly swatter—
an old newspaper or magazine will
by, and as
fast as the flies alight to sample
the hair oil, should strike at them
violently with the swatter. Since
every fly in the house ‘is drawn to
this one point, it requires only
half-an-hour’s pleasant exercise at
most, to complete the work of exe-
cution and to insure temporary re-
lief from the fly annoyance.

Another admirable way to deal
with the foxy fly is to procure
some fire-crackers with long fuses
and to lay one of these, thickly
coated with damp sugar, on the
kitchen table, the fuse being al-
lowed to hang over the edge. The
sugar will act as a pewerful bait.
As soon as the fire-cracker is black
with feasting flies, carefully apply
a match to the end of the fuse. In
the resultant explosion every fly
will either be killed outright or
mortally wounded. A fire-crack-
er or two in each room ought to
account for every fly indoors.

Some people are too humane to
use the method just outlined. They
prefer to place the sugar bait un-
der a small wooden box, one edge
of which is propped up with a
piece of stick, to which a long cord
is attached. As soon as the sugar
the
gtring is given a twitch, the stick
is jerked away, the box falls, and
the flies are securely entrapped.’
They are left to die of starvation
or vitiated air. Although this pro-
cess is much slower than the
cracker method, it is just as infal-
lible and has the merit of being
cheaper and quieter.

Probably the most unique meth-
od of combatting the ravages of
the fly is that now being developed
by a Hamilton man. Some months
ago he conceived the idea of train-

ing the mosquitoes around his
place to attack the = flies:  Al-
though it is somewhat early to

claim absolute success for his ex-
periments, nevertheless, he goes
so far as to say that the theory ‘s
sound, anid that there is no more
hleaqmb sight than seeing a mos-
quito astnde a _meat flv pecking
viciously at its back. The only
drawback /s that the mosquitoes
with which he has hbeen experi-
menting have been so cocky and
unmanageable that they chase the
dog and cat around, and even try

to bite the engine of hig car

Old Trinity College Occupied
Big Place in Ontario History

BY IRENE HUMBLE.
HE present Trinity College has
a unique and varied history,
which probably has something to
do/with the recent search for the
elusive corner-stone, which was
missing for so many weeks, and

sel recommending that land be se-
cured for the purpose of ereci-
ing four district grammar schools
and a University. In ‘December
of the same year the former were
proceeded with but it was not until
March 15th, 1828, that the Royal
Charter for the TUniversity was
granted, This was to  be called

Gates at entrance to Trinity College grounds.

defied the most persistent efforts
of those whovdiligently devoted
every energy to locate it, finally
turning up on the 23rd of May, on
the righthand side, to the east of
the main entrance on the second
buttress around.

For the coming year or so Trin-
ity will still be carried on as usual,
“when, at the close of an allotted
period, the city of oronto, which
has become the purchasers, will
take over the grounds and build-
ings, but it is not vet definitely
known what they propose to do
with them. The old school will be
removed to the new site on Hos-
kin Avenue, the cornerstone of
which was laid on June 4, by the
Rt. Rev. Archbishop Thornloe, of
Algoma.

The early Trinity College was
closely interwoven with political

history, and many of its students
have had remarkable careers and
become public celebrities. Through
the establishment of King’s Col-
lege (later Toronto University)
Trinity came into being. In 1797
His Majesty King George III., ex-
pressed his Intention of gratify-
ing the wishes of the Legislative
Council and House of Assembly in
their request for a uniVersity and
grammar schools. In 1798 a sug-
gestion was sent to President Rus-

King’s College and the Archdea-
con of York, Dr. John Strachan,
was appointed its first president.

The governing body was to con-
sist of a president, chancellor
and seven professors, On June

8, 1843, the work of this college
commenced.
As time passed many Anglicans,

the Bishop included, seemed to feel
that the schosl would not always
remain an Anglican training school
as anticipated and eventually de-
nominationalism would disappear.
As a consequence, Revs. A. N.
Bethune, H. J. Grassett and Henry
Scadding met in conference to
devise a means for Divinity stud-
ents that might have a systematic
course of instruction in theology
before taking Holy Orders. A re-
commendation was finally submit-
ted to establish a theological col-
lege in the dioces¢——The Ang-
licans must have a 'university. of
their own under the control of the
Church. Funds sufficient for the
erection of such were not imme-
diately available and it was decid-
ed to announce a course of in-
structions in the Ministry through
the Anglican Press columns. This
was done and thus was the begin-
ning of the theological department
of Trinity.

In 1849 Xing’s College was
changed to Toronto University and
an ultimatum went forth to the ef-
fect that it wbuld henceforth be
a secular institution and in 1850
this decree went into force. In the
interim, Dr. Strachan had not been
idle and following this final deci-
sion, announced his intention of
establishing the new University.
He sailed for England with a peti-
tion containing many prominent
names to be presented to the
Queen with a request that a Royal
Charter be granted for the incor-
poration of a college adhering to
the Church of England. This was
not granted until two years later.

The turning of the first sod on
the acquired site took place in
1851, on St. Patrick’'s Day, Bish-
op Strachan, officiating and on
April 30, 1857, the corner-stone of
Trinity College was well and truly
laid. A brass plate bore the in-
scription in Latin, “In the name
of the Father and of the Holy
Ghost, Amen”, the Bishop of To-
ronto, Dr. Strachan, again officiat-
ing. Rev. George Dalhurst Mac-
kenzie became principal of the
new school. ;

Old Trinity College.
of Toronto group.

‘

The new building is being erected in the Univers‘ity
The old grounds become a city park.
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BRITAIN'S AIR CHIEF PLANS BIG FORCE Richest Bachelor
Still Unkissed
Made Offer at Garden Fete, but

Faithful Dogs
Reveal Tragedy

Top Hat of 1850 Vintage g
[_)ic}_ Duty in 1922 Parade

Seven Years Past Century;

| Still Actively Working

TLaurence ' of

Strange Behaviour Arouse Curi-

osity of Neighbors Who Find

Johnson, )
Avon, Finds Recreation
in Checkers

Since He

Man Murdered.

OG lovers have never ceased to

Women Were Shy.

IR PHILIP SASSOON, M.P.,
who is said to be the richest

Russell Nesbitt, Recently
Elected to Legislature,

be proud of the devotion 3 . iy & T : i Oy i i

Quit Baseball a Few which is legendary among their bachelor in Tngland, and whose Will Need a Newer Silk
/ canine friends, and now can be magnificent estate near Hythe H. {N Good T

added to the long list of stories was admired by thousands of a OW—Uo0oa as Ong

Years Ago—“Don’t Be-
lieve Doctors When They

three further instances, which oc-
curred in England on one day.

Canadians who trained at Shorn-
cliffe and neighboring camps. is a

as it Stayed on.

. ¥ 3 « After a visit to some relatives disappointed man. He was opan-
Say You're Sle, Is His William Spraggs, of Bridgewater, ing a garden fete at Aldington, ;
: / Somgx‘se.t, dlsappeta}'ed. A  peach Kent, the other day. and in his OW that former Controller
was instituted and his dog, wet and address read certain passages Russell Nesbitt has been ele-

Advice.

'LAST week Sunday World read-
ers made the acquaintance on
this page of John Swartout, of
Dorchester, the oldest active ball
player in the game.

This week we introduce Law-
rence Johnson, one of Mr. Swart-
out’s clogest friends. Mr. John-
son, who is 107 years of age, quit
baseball some years ago. He now

LAWRENCE JOHNSON."

' covered with mud, was found
shortly after barking on the bank
of the River Parret. The river was
dragged and Spragg’s body was re-
covered’ a few yards from the
place where t%e dog had been
found.

Ag a farmer named Isaacs, of
Ogwell, Devon, was driving along
a country lane, a dog, which he
immediately recognized as belong-
ing to a jrelative mnamed Parr,
"came howling to meet him. Isaacs,
who was on his way to meet Parr,
followed the dog to a copse, where

from a letter written by Erasmus,
the famous Dutca divine and man
of letters, describing his recep-
tion in England.

“Fnglish women kiss you svhen
you arrive, kiss you when you go,
and also kiss you at intervening
opportunities.

“Ah, Faustus,” he continued, “‘if
vou had once tasted the tender-
ness, the perfume of these kisses,
vou would want to stay in Eng-
land, not for merely ten years,
but for all your life.”

vated to the dignity attaching to a
member of Parliament, it is not
unlikely that he will “signalize his
victory by acquiring a new silk hat
Something happened to the con-
ventional head-piece he, some-
times wore for civic functions.
That was the reason one of the
side-shows at the Garrison church
parade of war veterans last Fall
was Controller Nesbitt’s silk hat.
‘When the marching troops were

RUSSELL NESBITT, M.L.A,

: SO i i i % A IR : Sir Philip, rather pessimistical- i ) x
ii?scl;llesci:'glI;E;tgas;:_nesl‘l;aﬂaoit little farm 1o_oking. spick and 1};; fggt?:t (f;atlr o daa s i 1y, said that if the women present given the clomma,ltxd “eyes right,’ ;
% : : TR span. He quit active work on AR Hastbourne girl wis passing would revert to that custom of at the saluting point, some of the the Chief Magistrate, all ready to
when the latter is not with the the farm about 20 years ago. . He e L Lent ey b ndmbEher four centuries ago he for one  soldiers speculated as to the iden-  make the required rounds.
ball team  Mr. Johnson is one of had had an accident in wl'{lch Vs b A thees b aned 79’ would vote the fete a, huge suc- tity of the personage whose head “Ready in a minute, Jim,” an-
the most remarkable men in Mid- several hones .were broken, just when she heard the elderly lady’s Gt adornment was somewhat: reminis. ) nounced the Controller, iwho pro:

dlesex (County and lives in the

about that time,; but his recovery

was complete, as evidenced by his |

dog: barking vociferously. She ran
into the house and found that the

The result was an absolute re-
futation of the allegation that the

cent of the days of Dickens, and

ceeded to put on some finishing
touches ere he sought his silk hat

pretty vyillage of Avon. unusual activity at his present ; modern English girl igs too for- the Twelfth of July. Mr. Nesbitt’ to complete the picture, Then

? s : ) old lady had apparently fainte T Sy R RIS R DEC P

is svfnzlpl'nq?;;?il;egd:g t:‘liieczr:it‘gilc};, (1;12 rel(n)arka?hzhage. t t di ‘and falsllen in tgé) fire."l‘hemgfxfil K]al}g'ngl;?(f Ig‘f‘fa:g‘le;ﬁtehayfhe}m Tond Oace BeampdiatpaeRLa ({3}11];?0 iZd ?)lglebr?:a’?:lingusuurpnts}fé
g ne o e most extraordinary 4 L 3 : ¢ ing ; e fe having i o S are ihe e x-up in

the norrect mode of life with dragged her away, extinguished had no ¢harming lips upturned to hat me father wore,” and this is = {ransfer of his personal effects

longevity as the goal, and he does

things about the centenarian is
his friendship for John Swartout,

the flames, and obtained help.

his.

why:

from hig Summer home at the Is-

\ : "
so. in a very few words. 72, a near neighbor. 3 . But./of course| Hrasmus, was G Yaat bRiast SRUBa ca B ot BBl R Sl
"Spepd dple’nty offtime ;nhth; “John and I play checkers FOUNDED COMMUNIST Vicartpfithe sl sRistiseny o lddetoh Controller was aroused from his ?Se?nmbc;;):ﬁ}]Eo?)ifgfswllrlliglisvleéelggtr
- ¢ LA : , S 3 e “« 4 L v or ‘ ; gl A el e R
ypen air, don’t be afraid of har quite a bit,”” he remarked, ‘but, when he wrote those words. and beauty sleep by the telephone, strayed .or stolen.

work, and when the doctor tells

darn him, he likes to go and play

VILLAGE IN ENGLAND

Sir Samuwel Hoare, Setretary of State for Air in the British

not England's wealthiest bachelor.

which conveyed a message to the

The Controller
tried it on and it wiggled a bit. HHe

you you are sick, don’'t believe baseball.” 3 ? i i i
T ¢ i s s A ; i : - i . ¢ i ’, R e : g effect that Mayor Maguire had gazed into the mirror, and he wig-
him, % is the formula Mr. John- T used to play ball with the ARQUIS OF LINCOLNSHIRFK Cabu.let, ufho‘ s planmngm build hundreds of planes for the CHINESE GRADUATES yor Mag a Loh MThire Whsteh e
son passes on to, the younger  rest of them,” he continued with is the founder of a unique  English air force to malch the program of France. A home been mussed up a bit in a motor- -y, iy the house and the hat em-
generation. He also practices a sigh. “but now I can’t do any- community, Drayton Parslow, in . ' : 2 SRS { 2 FROM g A SCHOOL ing misfortune and that his Wor- AR nc;t ope the Sab-
what he preaches, for a neater thing but checkers, John may be Buckinghamshire, England. There Defcm‘e /07()6 0/ 52 squadrons, thzrt’y~/our more than now exist ko Y ship’s civic duties for the day auto llzﬁth Di.v e sl
home or a better-kept garden  pretty good | at baseball, but = are practically no employers in will be organized as soon as possible. Britain’s idea in having a , B el il Wifteds orhel shonl ““Gotta wear a silk hat for this
would.'he ‘hard fo find Min the . when it/ comes to checkers I eanl | ithevillage | Every resident faims greal air force, according to Semuel Hoare, is for defence and ADIT  WANG CHANG dsithe | Weteh'¥ (T 8 0 LS €2 | shine hayen/t 1, Jira 27 he eaiieniay
county. beat him. his own small holding. There is no el L e R Sk e first  Chinese Salvation Army ders of Mr. Nesbitt, as vice-presi- Mr. Somers, ; :

In the Winter, it is Mr. John-

When Mr. Swartout is absent at

interference from any authority.

d nothing else.

officer to graduate from the Salva-

dent of the Board of Control. The

“Sure thing!” was the response;,

son’s bucksaw .that keeps the the ball diamond, Mrs. Johnhson, The leading villager is the Justice i : L E i 5 ‘‘and | it’s tin e W
WOOdTbO.X ﬁl.led, and in the Sum- who is 82, tries her hand ‘at the of the Peaze and no one has been 5 Hon ?1‘113y \éveSt POlnt.yl.-le;.has };)a(% ssriiier;\entt: véeret Cﬁeerfu]c;y :‘S' way.” i 0L e LE SN DT
mer it is his hoe that keeps the ' ‘checker-board. - in arrears in his rent in many PAGE S CONFIDANT ieeza-x;zladothgl?fl)éil;f;)eftlgpz, c:ll Y the Conttolistiang dhey “Well, here goes,” laughed the

=

- Ten-Mile Walk Cured
Him of Stage Ambrrore

]E'DMUND E. SHEPPARD, foun-

. : take them to the Coast. = i« . 3 : : life of W ° v ;
der of Toronto Saturday Night, his ‘special . confidential - friend i > ; v
g ~ ) ; iour Mr. Sheppard used to: tell of a . S published in the current numbgr ] . ; N e e
and one of Canada’s br1ghtestJo\.n— vouthful ambition to become a ?\/100.(19. the American, v.xas born of | the POl b EkronToth: R aln OW O 1«»@&1’:@
nalists of other days, whose active Thespian., “In my earlier . and in (,ane}da, although he is now a “neCdOtes. Ui b,.a o
career was cut short by a stroke 11‘1701:8 Bohemian days," he related, ﬁaturahzed American. “Mr: ‘}‘) Al o Y : i BY HUBERT EVANS. Poidorhe  ldla Tildidirel Cont
of paralysis, is living in Californta, "I found myself with a comedy Moore was born in or near the SR P iR e HOUGH few knew his proper  Oil Johnny. High up on the bald
‘here he is said to be writing & company that used to storm the village of Wyoming, in the County tioned at Harrow when Winston rock of the mountain, on the op~
where he i : 2 ) townsg in the wild and untutored Aaplanaian { Vir. S ft was attending the great Public name, almost every person posite side of Kootenay Lake from
book on healing. His affliction West. We did not play in the o Jdm.)‘on. _W“ es Mr. \V.l 5 s T . 3 Lo who has swelled even the the hustling town, this man drove
left him hopelessly crippled. but open air but we came pretty near “He received his early education "" 3 S ; OO Sy transient population of Nelson, a_ tunnel. He hit ore, rich, rich
his mind retains much of its ac- having to sleep there sometimes. in Wyoming and at the High stories tells how he used to dodge B o Rk e R e G e ore. People flocked to see it.
vty 0 tonians of 35 years The head of it was an English- School of Petrolia. After leaving church on Sunday mornings. Gty 7 Offers were made for the claim;
tiv 1t3u. Toronton e ¥ o I e R school B removed. toA Port Hin'oﬁ, e e bdys Johnny,” that one lone sourdough the highest being, it is said, eighty
ago will remember_ Lsieppane but without the slightest knowl- Michigan, | where he became & . t o 2 ; “v_ who for almost two score years thousand dollars. ~ The owner,
big fight with the judicial authori- edge of business. He had a rath- naturalized citizen and took up Piatted o Lae ?Chmﬂ N(xnst(?n has worked his claim high up the dreaming of millions, smiled and
tids of the Province of Quebec er smart daughter and a young the study of law. Later Mr. at a certain turning would slip R ? : shook  his head, the prospective
: ; mountain; everyone knew his L Aot X
when he was charged with libeling ~ and talented wife, but off stage Moore operated a merger on a out of the procession and make S : purchaser departed and the pros-
_ S S R ¢ they were the most frightful - number of radial lines in Michi-  his way to the local police office strange story; of how forty years  pector drilled again, put in an-
fhafoificers ol ithe Goth) Reslmon slovens it was ever my misfortune gan: securing stock, ete., which '\ where he would MJ; i o agol fortune smiled on him, then | . GiNer shot of powder, fouchod 1
in the Toronto News. of which he to know. The hotelkeepers could : i laid the foundations for his pres- helfxing the qergearllt( >t\0 mai‘;e c: turned her back, and how, regard- gglm)-n_d'?‘(}t N hl? m'“i'lle itntt%
was then editor. This fight left never seize our baggage because 2 7 = s ; ent great “vealth. He now owns S S g gk o e, : ; thi . e vein of rich stu
him “broke,” and he had to part we mnever had any toa speak of, MARQUIS OF LINCOLNSHIRE many things, from racing stables g 1‘6901t5, ‘AS thg .’sor,,'e(ym W Lesiy bt marghcol .tlme, h,ls haq petered out.
with the News. : and the way ‘Old Fagin’, as we 7 : in Kentucky to pine apple and not an expert penman this help WONG CHANG strange character has tried to win For almost forty years Coal Oil
Hon. Walter Nichol who event- s G e T T e et ey basis and the man- sugar plantations in Hawaii. I was always w‘elcome, When the again her fickle favor. Few have Johnny tried to find it again. His
ually became Lieutenant-Governor . his creditors was a piece of hig ~ 1°r of living approaches the ideal  feel confident that the man re-  Procession reached the same  afcorner one night and first Pro--  jeard its conclusion. There isn't modest grub stake was proyided
of British Columbia was one Of very finest art. Our repertoire of the Communists although there ferred to by the late ambassador turning  young  Churchill = was fessed a longing for a better much to tell. Coal Oil Johnny }{y 2 Tem, b
7 are no ‘‘radicals’”/ The plan has = and he about whom I have written ready to slip into his place again. life. He has studied industriously o bR timers and every morning the dis-

his assoSfates in the Saturday
Night venture at its incepiion and
in its early days severed the'con-
nection to start an = opposition
paper which proved to be a failure.

friends whose duties or pleasures

included almost everything end
everything was done alike—bad.
I remember the day I made my
exit from the profession I more or
less adorned for ten weeks and

vears. Everything is divided upon

been criticized by outsiders but is
satisfying the residents and the
Marquis. i

WAS CANADIAN BORN
S, (&3 SW’IF'l:, chief librarian for
tite for the Blind, writes The

Sunday World ‘that the Mr. Moore
TerTeto hy the late W. H. Page

3 ¥ et £ IS a fa e &
in s recently BUSIRESTIRIRT AR Ay s

is the same man. At school Mr.
Moore s known among his com-
panions as Dutchie Moore."”

~ How Winston Dodged
Church Parades

the Canadian National Insti- Dicked Out and Helped Local

Police Compile Report.

o

of the early

; ’
nston Churchill ajpe

to school
impressed

and marched back
looking as spiritually
as any boy present.

which he heard when he kneeled
at the drumhead of the army on

ot e S

included the church parade. The
Mayor's automobile arrived at the
Negbitt domicile on Hillerest Drive
early in the at‘terﬁoon, bringing
James Somers, aide-de-camp to

Controller, “guess I can get by with
it, if it will only stay on.”

That sik hat was one of the
features of the parade. It might
do for the City Hall, but not for
Queen’s Park. o

and goes forth from the university
with a splendid equipment for his
army duties.

Coal Oil Johnny Sought Gold

died this year.

A long time ago, when Nelson
was a booming mining camp and
prospectors flocked from all parts
of the continent, Coal Oil Johnny

appointed one climbed the ledges
from his cabin by the lake to the
tunnel, never sure but that during
the day the vein would return as
suddenly as it disappeared. People

Mr. Sheppard\} ;emai{lf;d v;ith wit};‘< 1the restlof the company ° ° ; ° % s was in his prime, but he wasn’'t in the streets of Nelson became
the Saturday Night until a few walked ten miles  along the hot . s { Coal Oil Johnny then. He was accustomed to the daily muffied
years ago when he was stricken and dusty pike from Independ- ay real I Ill Ig IE ' eaSOI I Ot a ralt li l 1 rel I one of the boys, one of the hun- report of the shot and saw the
and forced to forego active partlc}- ence, Mo., to Kansas City. T have { G dreds filled with colossal optimism dump of rock grow, fan-like, year
pation in anything. He went 0 never been sorry that I quit and . ; 3 DAF g 7 who every morning turned out of by year, below the tunnel mouth,
California where he appreciates  do not reckon T'll ever be stage- ! Sn'lll‘cllﬁ’ 3’11tl}o}o%:icsl12§t?a;;c}%er§1v§£cé};aﬁs the blankets with high hope that  Then one day they didn’t hear it.

occasional visits from old Toronto

struck again.”
i

Beck Told Reporters

Plans

Cabinet

Before

HE return of the Hon. B8ir
Adam Beck to the Ontario
Cabinet recalls an impressive inci-
dent of the days when he was a
James Whitney's

Often Looks Like Most At-
tentive in (Class, Although
His Mind May Be In An-
other Part of the World.

BY R. K. HALL.

ROMINENT among the many
diverse types that cross the
teacher’s path is the pupil

who whiles away the brief hours
of the school day in day-dream-

teeth and a horde of leering ruf-
fians at his heels. Perhaps he is
racing down a mountain trai] a-
horseback in the semblance#of Bill
Hart or Tom Mix; perhaps he'is
discovering gold in Alaska, or dia-
monds in 'Africa, or is elephant
hunting in India.

Whatever he is doing mentally,
he is all attention physically. But
the attention is mere sham, If
your doubt it, ask him a question.

The effect is laughable. The
seemingly attentive one starts voi-
lently. A terrible blank look
sweeps across ‘his face. He glances

before the-day had gone great
wealth would come.

Coal 0Oil Johnny had given up the
search.

Premier Ferguson Swimming,

Towed [.aunch for 100 Yards

Engine Stalled in Middle
of Rideau River, but
New Prime Minister Got

member of Sir ¢ ing. So far as the problem of wildly about for inspiration. But
first cabinet, which is a bit of Hy- discipli i o he answers nothing, for he knows ;

2 pline is concerned, he is:a ) 9]
dro-Electric history. negligible quantity. He is too not what he was asked. It Ashore Never

The value of the right sort of
oublicity is keenlv appreciated by
Sir Adam. He ig held in high es-
teem 'hy the working newspaper-

preoccupied with his favorite pas-
time to breed ‘trouble. But his
passive resistance to = imparted
knowledge, his serene indifference

Day-dreaming is not at all” a
bad thing in a boy or a girl—
provided it is kept within reason-
able bounds. Dreamers have done
a great deal for the world, but
their dreaming had to be con-

Know What You Can Do
Until You're Up Against
1t,” He Says.

nen, whose duties bring theni in i { ¥ % 4
o i el R gh? ridici In they face of i well tatisht les verted into action before they i

con]tact ]‘:l-]thelm' into hils Jconfi- son, his blank expression when accomplished anything worth S

ousIyiNases : he is suddenly called upon to ex- while. In a pupil it may simply U never, knop whatsyon can

dence, and it is reasonable to as-
sume that this policy has been in
no small measure responsible for
the progress which has been made
by the “Hydro.” What Sir Adam
says can usually be counted upon
to have some mnews value which
has been well weighed = ‘before it
was considered ready for publica-
tion.

1t is related of Sir Adam that,

plain why British Columbia has
an abundant rainfall or to tell
briefly the causes of the American
Revolutionary War—al] these tend
to ‘infuriate most teachers beyond
measure.
There is:'a
tradition ' to

sort of legend
the effect that

or
the

BE e e

This is the holiday season

Toronto school boys often earn a little pocket

money by picking fruit in the country. The picture shows boys who are
washing up after picking berries near ‘Bronte.

penchant for day-dreaming court-

-——go0 cleverly done that even the

indicate that the mind is prone
to fasten on some aspect of the
lesson and to pursue that aspect
along a peculiar but interesting
path of its own.

The one subject in which most
day-dreamers excel is composition.
Their essays and letters may not
be ‘models of neatness or style, but
they are full of original touches

do until you get up against
it, but when you get up against it
vou do it.”

That is a sentence which Hon.
G. Howard Ferguson used on more
than one occasion during his
strenuous election campaing, when,
for instance, he was going along on

one morning soon after he had typical day-dreamer is characfer- ing publicity—not when publicity tlelacherl is tsortn]etinées 1tricked‘ gngam;maglpgmgzct tu}:lsgl_e D?}y— two meetings a day, a 100 miles

member of the Whit- i / i : ; ; ; ; Ul There he sits, the day-dreamer, r ng, 1 ct, 1mplies ne or so of motoring and about two e
Eiev“c’ii%?r‘fe? he visited the press 5 e ed;y I,O“éng aitmld:{ ah det'ecuon't 1 det?jcmn the fourth boy in the second row,  Dpossession of a rich imagination  y .5 of sleep. That was the spirit PREMIER FERGUSON
ga.llery b the D en® Bl SIR ADAM BECK. in- his seat, vy a face turned In@dl’lb. punishment in the form of hl.s eyes brimming with. interest, ‘——the one thing that it is exceed- Sme Cpry ; 4 .
ings and invited the reporters of cherubically skyward, and a gen- detention after 3.30 p.m. and the his face turned full toward the ingly difficult to develop in many WOIOHAAS put into the campaign, 3
the various newspapers to call in ~ of the project, Sir Adam rose.  eral bearing that says openly and  imposition of extra work. Not speaker, his entire posture indi-  children. Dreamers are almost and it accounts to a great extent the future Premier had to do his
a body at his room. He intimated “That,” he commented briefly, ‘is brazenly, “T'm day-dreaming and onT cative of a burning desire to swal- alwvays voracious readers. . for the remarkable fight which he own carrying-on. Here is how he
that he had something of more the project I propose to lay before i it ; low information in - big gulps. ! Usually the day-dreamer is a put up, not only during the big Sy
fhan casual importance to talk  the Prime Minister and the Cabin- I don’t care a hoot who knows The day-dreamer has learned  How he contrives it is a mystery. likable fellow in spite of his ¢ ; R = He calmly slipped overboard in-
over with them. Most of the pro- et. It will go through. It is a it.”’  This is, without exception, to dissemble. A casual visitor in It is also a tribute to a surprising absence of mind. Tater in life his drive, but for years before._ to ‘;lhe water, took the tow-rope

in his

minent newspapers of the Province

people’s project; there is no party

the cartoonist’s conception of the

a schoolroom, if asked to select

ability to do two things at one

name rarely figures, in the police

As further illustration of his dis-

teeth, and tried to swim.

|
|
| i ribes holitics in it. I want the counsel } and the same time. court news, but sometimes on the / A For a time he just made th -
! were represented when the scribes politics . ) s 3 : S . S ‘o (- X i it ! position to beat down all barriers, . e mo
| Jesembled in acceptance of the in-\ criticism and co-operation of the sLeples haphazard the = most ; attentive What is he really /thinking  other hand, it is found associated . = L 1 0 0f the time not tions, then at length the balky
[ Sitation. Sir Adam told them that press.”’ It is, however, the wrong con- youngster, would very jikely pick about? Nobody knows but him- with the performance of some dis- S S (Rt launch began to move; and so he
| he had dreamed a dream, and then The newspapermen who were ception. No modern schoolboy on the champion day-dreame» of self. 1t may be that he is on ’tlﬂg.’UlShed‘_WOI'}f or ilaudable = so long 2E0 whe? he was (_‘anht carried on, swimming upon his
i held his hearers enthralled for an present have not foxj;‘votten\th.at. would be so foolish 'as to adver- the class. For 'the builder of SOfme_;in‘S&f)a}lleéfmm}]d Eundl;ed‘s ;ié?}tlloofi-iunfé?z?t ]off ?Ife S:gqt Ilea\rfe on the Rideau River in a difficult ?aﬂ}t(s;r Unltﬂ lhe'ttf)“;"eq th’e thirty-
| hour in the earnestness with which It was perhaps the first occasion .. p;q pysiness in that ridiculous  castles 'in Spain knows .that the I auilsn Al e nn e D s he exact looa- . situation. - Hons My, Ferguson hads /=07 RN SR IO R NE AR
‘ he explained a vision. When he when a Minister of the Crown ap- ; i ! ; s Pl Is mighty home run that brings fifty tion of the Suez Canal or the odlisieiat e thirEt Feek ot s safely to the shore, a hundred
had concluded, the Ontario Hydro pealed directly to the press before fashion. Advertising may be an only way he can build with im- thousand fans to their feet as one npp.royed method of multiplying a gasoline launch, rty te ng, vards distant. So if any person
flectric system, almost as it I8  taking his plans into thte council absolute essential for persons en- punity is by cloaking his fancy- rr}an enl'ld looaﬁns a vterrlf;c flmngex; g:mrgils, hoel'glwliltin?e all 1i1kehh00(: ;1\12 12§ighqad'J‘tlﬂ(ﬁnpogiygel;%-:yin(l—t goes undmth1'h? P'iirliamenlt Build-
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. HARSH note crept into
the detective's  voice.
“Phat's a 'lie, Whitey,
and you know it. If
you was, you'd clear out.
You you can'd
bring her nothin’ but

4 misery. Now, what 1
want to find out is this: are you plan-

know

nin’ to go,through with this deal
an’ marry her, or have you got a
aricg?

“¥ have no price.”

“You Caxr't be bought off?"

“No.”

“Well, that makes my job harder.
I thought maybe you was lookin’ for
a soft spot and didn’t want to queer
things by bargaining with the old
man. It'd be worth a heap to him to
get rid of you. Not that you ain’t a
rood- crook, \\,"}}jtey—an" in a profes-
sional way I ain’t got nothin’ but re-
spect an’ admiration for you. But as
a gent, Whitey, you ain't worth a
damn.”’

For a few moments neither spoke.
It was Kirk who broke the silence.

‘“You must know already that Yyou
can't queer me with the kid.”

“Does look like 'a tough assign-
ment.

’

“There isn’'t anything you can do.'

“Yes, there is.”

SWhat 22

“Well, for one thing, 1 can make it
downright embarrassin’ for you-—so
« durned embarrassin’ that maybe
vou'll decide you’d better break it off
with ths girl and begin to talk dol-
lars and cents.”

“‘Not a c¢hance.”

SN2 A pause,” and/ then: = “Fm
glad you think so, Whitey. But,
lookin’ over that young lady Kkinder

careful, it strikes me that if she was
ever convinced you was a crook she’'d
give you the go-bye so fast you'd
think you was a popboy at an automo-
bile race track. Yep—that gal sure
never would stand for no crooks pay-
in’ her rent—not if I've got her right.”

“Perhaps not,” admitted the other.
“Biut you can’'t hang a thing on me.
You know I'm a crook, and I know it.
But nobody has ever gotten a thing on

me.  Not a thing. In tem years I
haven't slipped once—not a single
Tames

Jim gazed at him keenly. ‘““That’s
what you think,”” he said with peculiar
emphasis.

They returned to the house, Hanvey
expressionless as ever, Kirk strug-
gling to conceal the worry inspired b/y
Jim's aiv of confidence. Whitey knew
that he had neyver slipped in his de-
cade of criminality—he knew, but he
wasn't sure. Perhaps, somewhere in
that period, there had been an error
of judgment, a: weakness which he did
not’ suspect. He knew the axiom of
the criminal world—a detective may
make a thousand mistakes ‘and yet be
ful: a crimipal cannot ery once.

SHCECes

e TS e Kk realized that he  was

only human—and,  therefore, fallible.
And if Jim knew something and could
WOV St 2

l.ater in the evening Kirk persuad-
ed Madge to accompany him to the
veranda. Scarcely had they left the
room when Jim fired a question at her
parents.

" “Knowing what you do about this
suy, why'd you agree to their en-
gagement?”’

“Madge is headstrong,” was the

simple dngwer. ‘‘“We thought it best
to appear to consent.”

C‘Mmm?  Jim nodded slowly. It
sure is a pleasure o work with folks
which uses their heads for somethin’
more than haying a picture taken of.”

Meanwhile, on the veranda, Whitey
Kirkk was talking with low voiced
earnestness to the girl. “It's = this
way, Madge——Hanvey is a detective,
and a good one. He is one of the
leaders of the police cliqgue which for

years has been attempting to hang
gsomething on me. Your father” has
fallen under their influence. He has

hinted to you that my past is not all
it. might have heen. He has hired
Jim Hanvey to come down here and
prove to you that I arh crooked.” He
bent his handsome head close to her
wide open, frightened eyes. “I believe
1 am a gentleman, little 'girl. I want
)'vu'I to promise that the minute you
loge your trust in me you will let me
know—and I ‘shall leave you. But
if you're willing to stand by me...... %
With a little 'sob she seized his hand
and pressed it tightly.

“Don’'t’ ftalk that ‘Warren.
Don't! 1 can't bear the thought that
any one even thinks you are not all
right. \And don’t suggest that I won't
stand by vou. I love you, dear.”

He 200k her in his arms then and
kissed hex. and even as he did so
there was a coldly calculating light in
his gray eyes. He was playing this
game for big stakes. It was the
chance of a lifetime—an opportunity
to insure affluence with safety. And
Madge was a pretty. good. sort, He
wasn't in love with her, of course,
but, on the other hand, he might do
worse in the selection of a life part-
ner. Nice, clean kid—and sensible.
*Gee! it'd sure bust things higher
than a kite if Jim could ever prove
to her £
< And “so, after the silence of mid-
night had fallen over the house,
Whitey Kirk sat staring from the
window of his room. Beside him was
an ash {ray filled with cigaret stumps.

Jim had him worried. Whitey
knew—none better—the ability of the
ponderous’ detective; knew that  he
would not. be absolutly safe until he

way,

was actually married to the girl. - It~

‘wasn’t that Jim had discovered proof
of any past transgression so much as

there was danger that Jim might
frame him,
HITEY knew well the romantic

strain rampant in the soul of

the ponderous visitor; realized
that Jim believed he must save the
girl. And he realized that, all other
methods failing, there was every like=
lihood that Jim would frame a rob-
bery or a bit of crookedness in such
a manner that he would appear guilty.
“He might even plan a jewel rob-
bery,” re‘ﬂécted Kirk, “and put the

loot in my room. Then, if they caught
A ¥ i
Early the following morning he went

riding with Madge, and forewarned
her of that possibility. Madge was
horrified and indignant, but there

was in her eyes a queer, questioning
light which had been absent the pre-
vious night. Madge was seeing a
great deal of smoke, and instinctively
she found herself wondering whether,
after all, there might not be a hit of
fire. She cast aside the idea as un-
worthy, but it persisted subtly, and
she was downcast and constrained
for the last hour of their time to-
gether.

But she was blessed with a strain
of sterling loyalty and active fighting
qualities. Immediately upon her re-
turn home she sought an interview
with her father. It was brief, sur-
feited with mutual pain, and very
much to the point. Father and daugh-
ter were honest with one another.

“Why are you opposed to my en-
gagement, dad?”

‘“Phis disparity in age, far one
thing.” ®

“What else?”

“I don’t like Kirk."”

“You believe he is not—all that he
might be?”

“Yes, dear.”

Wy

“I have had him investigated.”

*“Yet you never heard of a man who
was as evil as they say Warren is

who has never bheen caught, have
you?”

“No.’*

“Then why persecute him? Why
not play fair? Why make me un-
happy?”’

“Believing what 1 do, Madge——""

“The police are down on him—for

no reason. They have been persecuting
him for years. If what they say were

true, dad”’—and her voice crescen-
doed bitterly—‘they’d have proved
something. But it's not true, and I

want you to know that T shall stand
by him in spite of you and mother
and this fat Mr. Hanvey and all the
rest of the world.” -

yESTON ' crossed the room and
took her face between his hands.
“I like you to talk that way,
daughter. I like my little girl to be
a good, sportsman. I'm not trying to
persecute Warren Kirk; I'm trying to
get at the truth. You,have no objec~
tions to that, have you?”’

She thought it over for a moment.
“And if you discover that these alle—
gations are untrue?’

“Then you may marry him when-
ever you wish.”

She walked slowly from the room.
She and her father had always heen
pals. He was fair to a fault—and
honest. She responded to the fair-
ness of his present attitude. She loved
the Warren Kirk she thought she
knew. If he was not that man

if beneath his golished exterior
there was blackness She went
quietly to her room to ponder.

When she came downstairs shortly
before the luncheon hour Jim Han-—
vey was waiting for her. His huge
ﬂguré overflowed" a chair in the re-
ception hall, and he lumbered to his
feet at her descent. Somehow, despite
the nature of his mission, she could
not find it in her heart to dislike him.
There was something infinitely pa-
thetic and appealing about the man—
a vague, elusive quality which excited
the maternal instingt in her breast.
The cheap, ready-made clothes which
flapped so grotesquely about the ill-
shaueﬁ figure were not funny. She
liked Jim Hanvey, and she admitted
it frankly. He bowed now with
elephantine lack of grace.

“(2ood mornin’, Miss Madge.”

“Good morning.”

Jim glanced around apprehensively.

apve been sittin’ here waitin® for you.

1 wonder if vou'd talk to me for a

minute? \ ;

She arched her brows in
“Certainly.”

“Let's go where no one can hear
us.” .

They repaired to the library. Jim
hitched his chair very close to hers.
“«1 want you to. understand just one
_thing, Miss Madge—I'm a friend of
your'n.” Hb cleared his  throat. A1
want to come clean
vou'll let me.”

‘“Please do.”

“Well, first off T want to tell you
why I'm here. 1I'm here’—his fishy
eyes closed slowly, opened even more
slowly, and then fixed glassily and
‘compellingly on hers—I'm There to
brealk off this.match between you an’
‘Whitey.”

Her lips parted and she leaned for—
ward. ““Why?’ she cried. “Do you,
too, believe that he ig—a-—a—not
what he should be?”

. Jim Hanvey's ponderous head rolled
from side to side.

“Np, maam!”’ he said, explosively.
#1 8on"ths :

“Wwhat? Her voice/ rang with in—
credulous amazement.

“Whitey aint no crook—and that's
what T wanted to tell you. He's on
the level, that kid is. They’ve been
out to get him for the last ten years,
and they’ve mnot succeeded. Why?
The reason is\ because he’s straight.
But they’'ve had it in for him. If
he'd ever slipped—even an inch—
the'd have got him. That's what I
wanted to tell you—that I'm here as
your friend. Of course, I think he's
pretty old for you—but that’'s your
business and his. Your father thinks
I'm gonna try to hang somethin’ on
Whitey. I'm not. But it's better for
a friend of his to stick around than

surprise.

to tell the old man how I really stand

and have him hire some one who has
it in for Whitey. He wouldn’t have a
chanece then. They'd frame him. And
I just wanted to explain this to you
so you'd know you can trust me.”

“Impulsively she clasped his big
right hand in both of hers. Her eyes
were shining: “I don’'t know how to
thank you. And I do trust you. O,
so much! It’s horrible, what they’re
saying about Warren—and I know it
jen't so. I—well, do you mind if I
tell Warren that you'rﬁﬂere to help
him—to help us? ¢

<

‘Whitey Kirk

with you-—if

fSNo, 2
don’t mind.
interested.”

And Whitey was interested when
she told him the following morning.
He was more than that, and the

returned  Jim, dryly: “I
Tell him. He'll be awful

amazement which was writ large upon -

his features was reflected in the fury
which surcharged his voice.

“It's a dammned ‘lie!” He did not
catch the startled, hurt glance which
she bestowed upon him. “Jim be-
lieves I'm crooked. He's here to prove
it to you. ' And when he says he's
our friend he lies.”

She cringed slightly. The inten-
sity of the man troukled her. 1t was
sometning which et listrily could
not understand; a new vigion of this
hitherto soft-spoken, gentle, thought-
ful man. A tremor of doubt assailed
her./ Girl-like, she could not com-
prehend the bitterness which seemed
so unnecessary. For the moment
had stepped out of
character.

« Later she told Jim that Kirk was
distrustful and Hanvey insisted that
the three of them meet for a chat.
Kirk wviolently opposed the sugges-
tion. Things which he could not
fathom were happening too swiftly
for his comfort. He was afraid of
Jim and did not know how to combat
this new attack—this brummagem
friendliness, It was Madge who in-
sisted that the trio talk things over
and Madge who made evasion impos-
sible.

LOWERH\'G and sullen, he greeted
the impassive Jim, who puffed
placidly upon one of his murder-
ous cigars and - appeared Thappily
oblivious to the rancor in the other’s
manner. But Madge was noticing—
and she was vaguely uncomfortable
for Jim.
“What’s your, game, Jim?”’ Whitey
Kirk came straight to the point.
“Game? Who said I was playin’ a

\game?’’
“Yoglknow perfectly well that when
you told Miss Weston you were heres

in“the role of friend you lied.”

“Mph! You don’t care who you call
a liar, do you?”

*No, I don’t, and—-""

“Well”—softly—"I'm too much your
friend to get sore at you about doin’
it.  Ain’t that the sensible  thing,
Miss Madige?”

“Tt is.”’ She clipped her words short
with a mannerism keenly remindful
of her father. ‘“‘And I must say, War-
ren, that you seem unnecessarily
severe.”’ !

He swung wrathfully upon her. ‘I
tell you that your father has employ-
ed this man to destroy our happiness
—to brealk off our engagement.”

‘“He told me so himself,”” she an-
swered with some asperity.”

‘“He did?”’

“Certainly. And he said he ‘was re-
maining here because he is our friend
and because if he resigned any other
man who assumed the task would be
our enemy. Isn’t that simple?”’

‘“Yeh,” chimed in Jim; ‘“ain’t it?

Kirk gazed at him through half-
closed eyes. “I still don’t get the
drift—""' v

“It’s just' this,” explained Hanvey.
“Everybody says you're a crook—but
You ain’t are you?”

“No.”

“Folks just think you are. They're
terrible unjust to you. You're really
a gent, and youw’re engaged to a swell
young girl. All you want is a chance
to marry her. Well, I'm here to see
that you get that chancec.’

“That isn't true!” snapped Kirk,
bluntly.

‘“Why mot?”

“Because you know good and well™
-~he pulled himself up sharply, sud-
denly re/membering that his’fiancee
was anf/auditor—‘that you think I'm
not on the level.” /

CAw,
awful

sonh, you're doin’ yourself an
injustice. I ne\'sr knew a

* goods on you,

straighter, nicer fellow than you  in
my life. I've always been your friend.
I've always told these other dicks
who've been after you that it wasn't
no use—that they’d mnever get the
s0. they might as well
quit tryin’. Homnest, I have.”

Kirk turned away. ‘‘One warning,

Madge,” he flung harshly over his
shoulder. ‘“This man isn't to be trust-
ed.”

She stared after his retreating fig-
ure, her own countenance aflame with
embarrassment. Jim Hanvey, alone of
the trio, seamed iaperturbed. His at-
tirnde of aisinterestediess was superb,
wivenn she would have apologized for
1eirk- he out her short. ‘“That’s all
right, Miss Madge. I don’'t hold it
against\ poor Whitey. They've been
houndin’ him for so long he’s just
naturally suspicious of everybody.
Don’t you go lettin’ this little scene
worry you, Just remember that I'm
your friend. Real, sure-enough
friend.”

.S'ne left him there, and :scarce-
ly had she disappeared within the
house when Kirk returned. His face
was pallid, and the grey eyes were
blazing %eneath the thinly penciled
brows. Jim greeted him with a hroad
grin. ‘Back again, Whitey?” .

‘“¥es. What I want to know—"

“I'll tell you one Lhing‘you ought
to know~—that is, you pulled an awful
bone just now. The way you acted
you almost convinced me I was wrong
and that you really are a crook.”

“Come off that, Jim. What are you
driving 'at?”’

“Just trying to help you out. You
an’ Miss Madge. Terrible swell kid,
I'm strong for her.”

‘“You can’t /hang anything on me.”

Hanvey met his eyes équarely.
Then the detective’s lids ¢losed with
interminable slowness. At the ter-
mination of the protracted ocular
yawn he gave vent to a single com-
ment. - “Nobody in. this world ever
batted a thousand,” he said.

That night the three principals in
the little drama gave themselves over
to intensive thought. Jim speculated
least of all, He was more than mere-
ly satisfied with the resulfs of his
preliminary work, although X he was
vet somewhat appalled by the diffi-
culty of the task he had undertaken——
and with the urgency of success. He
shuddered in his big, simple heart at
thought of the girl’s future should
his efforts meet with failure.’ Whitey
was alright in his own sphere, but
this girl did not, belong there, and he
knew that Whitey could never -fit
himself into her world,

As for Whitey Kirk, that gentleman
was victim to a severe and obsessing
worry. He had been apprehensive
from the moment of Jim's arrival on
the scene and had already laid a pre-
dicate of defence against any con-
ceivable move of the detective. ‘But
the first move had caught him unpre-
pared—it had come from an unexpect-
ed quarter, and he found himself off
guard. Jim's expressed friendship
was the one thing with which he did
not know how to cope. He realized
that he had pulled a strategic blunder
that afternoon—all through the even-
ing Madge had been cool and unlike
her ﬁaturally effusive and efferves-
cent self. Madge was thinking—and
/Whitey did not want Madge to think.
Her nimble brain contained too much
of her father’s powers of logical de-
duction. &

KIRK could not vision the goal to-
ward which Jim was heading.
That Jim had a definite objec-
tive he did not doubt, He knew that
the protestations of friendly interest
were untrue;” but he could not prove
they were untrue. The very fact that
Hanvey's strategy was fUnintelligible
to him caused additional worry He
could face a definite attack. This one,
subtle and evasive, wildered /and
rendered him horriblyguinerablex

tuan Detective.

The Young Daughter of the Millionaire Was Bound e
She’d Marry the Clever Crook--It Was One of the Hard-
est Cases Ever Tackled by Jim Hanvey, the Gargan-

PART
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“You know what happened him, Warrent "

- Brealkfast. - She-had Yorgotter

Madge sat at her window, staring
seriously across the silhouette of hills,
In her eyes was a brooding, reflective
light which was at once doubting and
speculative, Instinet informed her
that Jim Hanvey was her friend. She
could not help but trust him. And she
had that day made the startling dis-
covery that there wasg something to
‘Warren Kirk beside suave gentility.
She had glimpsed beneath the surface
and had seen there a hardness and
grimness /which she—eighteen and in
love-—had mnever suspected.

There was -littis sleep for heér ithat
night, and she did nof comé down the
following morning until loms A
in_en-
gagement to ride 'with XKirk,; and
learned with an explicable measure of
relief that he had gone alone. In the
morning room she found Jim Hanvey
smoking ‘one of his vile cigars and
worrying himself over the proper
piace %o drop the ashes. She settled
herself for a chat—and so eager and.
friendly, Whitey Kirk fouyd her when
he returned from his ride He re-
monstrated with her, and, as she had

discovered a granite something in him
the previous day, so he now learned
that there was a strain of firmness in
her which did not brook opposition.

“I think you're unjust and unrea-
sonabhle, Warren.”

“I know what I'm talking about.”

“Has Mr, Hanvey ever harmed
you?? i

“It isn’t his fault that
He has tried.”

“How do you know?”

Kirk's face flushed.

he hasn't.

That was a

question which wasg embarrassing to

answer. He knew well enough, but:
+*'I know—that’s all.”” « . :

“That isn't sufficient for me, War-
ren. I like'Mr. Hanvey, and I believe
he's our friend.”

“Kirk’s face hardened unpleasant-
ly, ‘““He may be yours, Madge; but he
isn’t mine.” >

HEY had walked down the rose

path together, and now she left

him abruptly and returned to
Hanvey, He gave no slightest indica-
tion of interest in their conversation.
He started stolidly at nothing at all
and allowed her ample time tp recover
her mental equilibrium.

Kirk again tried to solve the riddls.
Jim was proceeding with a smug com-
placency which worried him. Mental-
ly, he checked over the list of his
criminal exploits, He was positive
that each had been excellently cover-
ed, but he wasn’'t sure, Now. He had
been sure until Jim appeared on the
scene. But nothing could explain
Jim’'s air of confidence save the cer-
tainty that he had uncovered somse
supposedly closed trail of Kirk’s, But
if Jim Hanvey was planning to dis-
credit Kirk in the eyes of the girl his

actions gave no hint of that fact. It
was the “following morning, after a
hearty tiff - between Whitey and

Madge, that he found her crying in an
arbor and slumped down beside her
consolingly,

“Aw, ¢’mon, kid—that ain’t no way
to carry on. Whitey- didn’'t mean
nothin’ by what he said.”

She faced him squarely. There were
tears in her eyes, but no sugges-
tion of weakness in the firm line of
her jaw. ‘It isn’t what he said, Mr.
Manvey—it's what he didn’t say.”

‘“Well, then—he didn’'t mean nothin’
by what he didn’t say. Whitey’'s a
swell feller, Madge. An awful swell
feller. Best in the world. He's got his
faults—we’ve all of us got them. But
I'm strong for Whitey, an’ I'd give
anything in the world if he'd believe
that.” g

“So would I,” she said. ‘I trust you,
Mr. Hanvey. I dom’t know why, but I

~do. Perhaps jt's-because I like vou so
much.”

Jim = blushed like a school girl.
“Gee! Them words is music to my
ears. There ain't many folks have
sald that to me, Miss Madge. Y'know,
it seems that when folks meet up with

zheart:
. were laid.

a fat man they think all they got to
do to prove they’s good fellers is to
give him a razz'n’. Goshamighty, &
fat feller likes friends as much as a
skinny one. More, I'll say. He needs
‘em more.” He breathed heavily with
the ‘exertion of prolonged declamation.
“That’'s why I wisht Whitey would
like me an’ trust me like you do.
Matter of fact, I've just been achin’
to solve his problem, but he wouldn't
let me get. within firin’ distance—
vou'd think 1 was gonna eat him.”

“You've been aching to solve what
problem, Mr. Hanvey?"’ 3

‘Hisyandouxmis oo vl S sad
ARSI AR

Jim looked away. ‘I don't exactly
like to tell you. If Whitey was to
suspect 1 was hornin’ in on his affairs
he'd get plumb peeved. Reckon T'd
better wait, But it is a terrible good
solution.” :

‘“What is it?”

Her interrogation fairly crackled.
Jim grinned: “Anybody listenin’ to
that would know you was your
father’s daughter, Sis.” —

“What have you in mind?"’

“Nothin’ special—just an easy way
out. Somethin’ Whitey would of
thought of long ago if he'd been ~
twenty years younger.'”” He stared
reflectively at the sky. ‘“Elopement!”

The colér receded from her cheeks.
Tor a moment she sat motionless,
then leaned forward earnestly.
“Would he?’ |

“Elope? Goodness, goshness,
Feller who wouldn't elope with you
would be a wooden Indian. ’Course,
1 suppose he's figured that it'd get
you in Dutch with your folks, but I've
been studyin’ them out, an’ I know
they're so nuts about you they'd for-
give you right away. Ain't it so?”

SV ey Mr. Hanvey, T've been
hoping that Warren would suggest
that. I have, really. I know it sounds
unmaidenly to say it, but I've been
so worried and so uncertain. And re-
cently Warren has acted so peculiar-
ly—since you cameé here, that is. I
wish it was over and done with.”

“That's the way to talk, Si§. And
T want you to know I'm here to help
you all I can.”

“You will?”

“Positively. But'’—ruminatingly—"1
wouldn’t mention that fact to Whitey,
if T was you.” - y

She nodded agreement. ‘Perhaps T
had better not. But I'll count on you,
just the same.”

It was that night that she walked
through the gardens with Kirk and -
broached her plan. She did it simply
and naively—she was worried, she
said; recent developments mitigat-
ed the perfection of their happiness.
He had become morose and she wor-
ried. It was better not to go on this
way. If he really loved her he
wouldn’t wait—he’d just carry her off.

Whitey Kirk. scarcely believed the
evidence of his senses. He was amaz-
ed and exultant. Ever since the mo-
ment of Jim's arrival he had longed
to suggest an elopement, but he was
afraid. Jim would find out some way,
and then there'd be thunder to pay.
He had feared it would be a tactical
blunder—might arouse her suspicions
of over-anxiety on his part.

His agreement was instant and en-
thusiastic — sufficiently enthusiastic
even for her girlish, romance-loving
Within an hour their plans
They were to announce
after dinner the following night that
they were going for a ride. At about
8 o'clock they’'d leave the grounds in
her own high-powered sport roadster,
into which their suitcases would pre-
viously have been put. Thén across
country to the next town—and mar-
riage, Whitey was whistling glee-
fully when they returned to the spa-
cious verandah, but Madge was vic-
tim to a strange admixture of emo-
tions. On the one hand was the thrill/
of active romance; on the other a
feeling that she was doing wrong, that
she wasn’t playing fair with her par-
ents; that, perhaps, after all was aald

ves!

“and unhapvy.
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and done, Whitey wasn't exactly the
man for her. ’

Some of her doubts she expressed
te Jim the following morning. He
laughed away her fears. He had ad-
vised it, he said, because it was the
simplest way out of a serious diffi-
culty. A problem, he explained, was
only a problem until it attained solu-
tion. It became then, a status
Those were not Jim's words, but that
was the sense of them. She was only
half-convinced and told him so.

“But I trust you, Jim Hanvey. I'm
taking your advice. I'll do what you
say.”

“You really love Whitey?”

“Y-yes.” y

“Then elope with him to-night.”

L.L thirough the: long afternoon she
Was/distraught. Her suitcase was
packed and ready. [mmediatel_\t

following a peculiarly strained dinner
Whitey Kirk disappeared. _He rgturn—
ed in a few iminutes, having in the
interim placed his suitcase 1n the
girl’s car. ~ The world was a very

bright and rosy place for Whitey just .

then. He glanced contemptuously to-
ward the slothful, hulking figure of
the detective. Not the least item (‘af
the prospective triumph would be Jim’s
iscomfiture. ;
y ‘T;“or her part, Madge was uncertain
Only her immaturity
and her fear of that youthful bugbear
known as ‘‘backing down’’ m‘eventgd
an eleventh hour retreat. But, starry
eyefi and firm jawed. she set hgrse]_fl
to go through with it. She had saic
she’'d do it, and she would, come what
might. But she experienced none of
the happiness which she had faqcmd
Wwould be hers upon her nuptial night.
There was only a vague, formless ter-
ror. Time and again she Tprned to
Jim Hanvey for comfort. Jim knew
__she could talk to him. He tried
cumbersomely to reassure her, and
suceeeded partially. That evening he
was to her both mother and father.
They were very close to one another,
the big, ungainly detective and the
hewildered, notion driven child of a
millionaire father.

At 7.30 o’clock

adge aside.
Mi%’%ur suitcase in the car, dea

“ves, she answered, Somff"w

& t it there yourseli?

";i:gsu."puft‘};en she hesitated and 'bit
her lip. Madge had never been taught
to lie. ‘“Well, not exactly myself. s

«what do you mean—not exactly?

“Nothing.” i

“What do you mean, Madge?

“Well, somebody put it there for
me.”

SWho??

7 don't see what difference that
makes, Warren.”

He quizzed her with an intensity
which he himself| did not understand.
“Who was it?”’

. Her head was Aung back defiantly.

“Mr. Hanvey!”

His jaw dropped slowly.' T{len“ his
fingers tightened on her arni. Jim
Hanvey?”?

“yas. ;

“Phen—' He wag striving  to ad-
just himself to this queer develop-
ment. “Then Jim Hanvey knows
about this elopement?’’

Whitey Kirk called
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«3’:8,“ :,t‘f'l'liatﬁ?&‘ﬁ“é . exactly
‘Good God! Madge, can’'t you real-
ize what you've done? You've spoil-
ed the whole thing/ If Jim Hanvey
knows of this we may as well call it
off. We'll never get away with it. I
told .you from - the first that he was
here to prevent our marriage. And
now that youwve told him—" 2

Her voice was level and firm 'in de-
fence of the detective.

‘“And I've told you you were wrong,
‘Warren. ~Jim is my friend and yours.
He won’t stop our elopement.”

“What makes you think that?”’ His
voice contained a snecer.
‘“Because,” she answered, ' calmly,

‘“‘the idea of this elopement originated
with Jim Hanvey!” S

His grip on her arm relaxed. Hse
gazed at her in incredulous astound-
ment. FHis brain seemed momentar-
ily atrophied. Of all possible dis-
closures this was the most disturbing:
It had been sufficiently alarming to
learn that Jim was aware of the pro-
posed elopement, but to be informed
that the idea had originated with
the. portly detective was a stunning
blow. :

He questioned the girl dazedly,
choosing his wordg with care, holding
himself in leash that he might betray
none of the violent emotions which
seethed within him. He might have
suspected—might have known that
Jim was not entirely inactive. And
all the. time, while the girll was ex-
plaining, his own brain groped for an
answer to the puzzle. What was Jim
planning? ' What could, he be plan-
ning? As from a great distance he
heard her words:

“And so you see I was right and
Jim is your 'friend.”

An uncontréllable fury shook him.
The words were out of their own
‘“He's a'  damned sneak!
Butting in on my affairs!”

She recoiled. The viciousness of the
man's attitude, his venomous speech.
He saw his error quickly and for the

" know.

tes devoted himself and
his expeft talents to the tagk of mak-
ing amends. She was only half con-
vinced. ‘‘We'll go through with it,
he said, grimly. “Jim will dquble-
cross you—you'll see. But we'll go
through.”

Shegwent to her rolqrtrtli E;lr?ctfx?;:;

Il .to her dainty ittle

f\vif not easy. She dabbed at her
eyes Wwith a tiny lace handkerchief
and prayed for the moral courage to_
renege at this eleventh hour. But that
courage did not come—she was _too
young and her philosophy was build-
ed about a tenet of gameness. She
had said she’d elope with Warren
Kirk, and elope she would, despite
the instinct which cried to her i=s
warning.
; She Ib)ulled herself together with an
effort, set her lips in a straight, de-
termined line and—with shoulders
thrown back and head held high—de-
scended the stairway. Her eyes roved
questioningly about and shq felt more
‘than a hint of regret at failing to dis-
cern 'the hulking figure _of Ji Han-
vey. Nor did she see Kirk. e had
inquired -his whereabouts of Ther
father.

“T'm sure I don’t know,” answered
Weston. “I saw Kirk strolling about
with Jim Hanvey, but T don’t know
where they went. Weren’t you going
riding with Warren?”’ )

She nodded in dumb misery. As
they reached the veranda XKirk ap-
peared from - the dusk. ¥He seemed
nervous and, in the light| which
streamed through the doorway, his
face possessed a marked pallor. He
addressed the girl: ““All ready, dear?”’

‘“Yes.”” She turned to her father.
“Where is Johnson?
get the roadster.”

yESTON gnswered: ‘“Johnson has
gone to town in the big car, déar.
1’1l get the other out for you.”-
““No.”” Her manner denoted anxiety.
“I’ll back it out myself. You talk to
\Warren."” :
There was no eagerness in her man-
ner as she progressed slowly toward
the ' garage in the rear of the fbig
house. A premonition of disaster was
with her, the irrevocability of the
thing was depressing. Game as she
was, there was considerable trepida-
tion at the thought that she was thus
wilfully abandoning the placidity of
her existence for a future unknown,
and with a man whom she had just
come to realize she scarcely knew.
She climbed thoughtfully inte the
wroadster, assured herself that her
suitcase and Whitey’s were there,
and then started the motor. (Its
rhythmic hum brought ne elation this
night. Just before slipping into gear
she reached to the dashboard and
switched on her headlights. Ag by
magic the ix\terior of the garage was
illumined by'the brilliant glare. And
then, as the significance of the sight

next ten minu

disclosed by the sudden illumination
penetrated her consciousness, she
capitulated o her overwrought

nerves. She screamed:
é}?ad! O—oh! Dad!” /
e sat motjonless, ripped b
horrid fear, until her fafgheli'pstood }‘;e%
side the car, and as she alighted un-
certainly her . eyes discerned the
figure of Warren Kirk farther back

“in the shadows. He hovered there un-

certainly. Her father held her arm!/
g,;‘xxlotxsly and then, as he saw hgﬂr
distended eyes, he followed their

.direction and a startled exclamation

escaped from

i

between Lis nps. For
en  Ris s. For
i the very corner of t} 2

I e garage wa
4 bundle of flashy, vivid clofhes—:.

bundle bound seuurély by ropes and

rend{;red mute by a gag.

“He’sy' dead!” The el

’ flashed ‘accusingly upon gII(rxlrli ezyxfs
tl}en back to the pitifyl figure of .fim
AvI-,Ifdh\v'ey vin the corner. Jim was
slumped arotesquely, his chin hung

forward on the massive bre. i
trickle of blood coursed doft/snt,ha;sﬂ}:;
cheeks and lost itself in the fat re-
cesses of the ample chins.

How long she stood there she didn't

) She remembered hLer father

leaping across the garage, whipping
out a gold penknife as he did so. And
she knew vaguely that Kirk was be-
side her, his hand on her elbow, She
shook ' his hand off and he moved
away as though she had struck him.
Weston administered first aid to the
stricken man from a silver pocket
flask, andi not until the fishy eyes
wavered open did the gir] move, and
then it was to' dart across the gar-
age and drop to her knees by the side
of the ungainly figure. She pillowed
his head on her breast, and soft,
erooning . mother sounds came from
betweern her lips. She wiped away
the thin stream of blood with the hem
of her skirt. Jim, rousing himself
with an effort, blinked dazedly into
the glare of the auto lamps, and gshook
his head. Tis voice came lugubri-
ously:

“Gosh 1 sure feel like Friday t!
thirteenth.” e

As Jim, with the aid of Theodors
Weston, struggled to his feet, Whitey
Kirk moved slowly into the circle of
light. His finely chiseled face ex-
hibited great concern. He voiced a
question. ‘“What happened, Jim?”

T WAS Madge Weston who ans-

wered. She, too, had risen, and a
new maturity seemed to have en-
veloped her. With a quietly dramatic

Continued on Page MNine.
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Jaundice’s Last Race

HERE remains some of

the Christ-spirit in the

worst of wus, perhaps,

but ‘the most optimistic

of missionaries would

hardly have assayed

the soul of ‘“Jaundice”
O'Keefe with the hope of discovering
even a trace of that quality. Jaun-
dice was a product, or by-product,
of the race-track. He had run away
from his home in St. Louis at the
age of eleven, to escape the beatings
administered by a drinking father
and a sodden mother, and had found
refuge in a freiéht car loaded with
horses which were being shipped to
a race-meeting in New Orleans. Two
hostlers were drinking from a bottle
when not sleeping on a pile of hay.
They welcomed the boy. gave him a
,drink, fed him, and allowed him to
burrow into the hay for warmfth. Per-
haps it was Kkindness, perhaps ‘they
saw in him a means of escaping the

work of feeding and watering horses

during the long journey.
. Jaundice was happy. He loved
orses. Perhaps that was the re-
maining trace of good after the rest
had been bred or beaten out of him.
He haad loved the horses which drew
the coal wagon his father drove when
sober, “and the sight of the trim
thoroughbreds filled him' with awed
admiration. Arrived in New Orleans,
he followed the horses to the race-
track, found refuge in the stables, and
was adopted into the army of* those
who follow the races. A year later
he had acquired a master's degree
in profanity and obscenity and devel-
oped a ratlike viciousness in fighting
when cornered. ' He was undersized
and undernourished, with the rem-
nants of a fighting spirit from gen-
erations of Irish sustaining him.
Stable-boys learned to fear the sav-
ageness of his methods and left him
alone. Occasionally a trainer or

one year he was an exercise boy.
At fourteen, with all the wickedness
and viciousness of the race-track and
stable concentrated in him, he could

ride and was awarded a jockey's
license and a suit of gay-colored
silks.

He rode winners. Winning, with

Jaundice, was unselfish. He rode not
‘for personal glory or for money, but
for the honor of the horse on which
he was mgunted.‘ When he was
beaten he gulped dry sobs and went
away with his mount to console it.
NOR four years he rode races on
the flat, at tracks all over
America, During these four
years he made as much money as
the average man makes in a life-
time, and at the end of it had no-
thing. To him money meant only
expensive meals, clothes remarkable
for colors and patterns, wine, women
of a sort, and large yellow diamonds.
At eighteen he was an old man. His
face was yellow and drawn; helhad
ceased to be “Kid” O'Keefe and be-
come ‘‘Jaundice.” He was gaining
weight and beginning to pay the pen-
alty of thé carouses which followed
each temporary period of prosperity.
For a year he fought to hold his
standing. His mounts became, fewer
and fewer. When the owners ceased
to employ him to ride on the flat,

“he became a steeplechase jockey.

Riding  steeplechasers in races
means in the majority of cases moral
and physical suicide. Jaundice had
no fear of physical consequence, nor
any conception of morality. With
two 'drinks of whiskey poured into his
outraged body he would have tried
to ‘make his mount jump the Grand
Cangn, had the course led in that
direction. Falls and broken hones
fafled to break his nerve, hut
subconscious, honesty was shattered.
On the flat he never had ridden a
crooked race. He was restrained by

his

jumps he had no such sSeruples. The
steeplechase horses were ‘‘has-beens’”’
like himself and entitled to mo con-
sideration. He commenced t6 ride
queer-looking rages. He was nine-
teen when he fell® off the favorite in
a steeplechase race to permit an out-
sider to win and the stewards ruled
him off the tracks for one year.
What Jaundice did in that year of
banishment he alone knew in detall.
Barred from the only home and the
only associates e had ever known,
the great loneliness came upon him.
e was broke. He stole and was sent
to prison. When the suspension was
lifted he went back to the tracks.
He had grown heavier and his eyes
and his mind were blurred by drink.
He lived with the horses, attaching
himself to the stable for which he
had been a star jockey, and lived in
the stalls and the cars. His love of
the animals themselves had waned.

Drudgery- and vicious living had
warped even that instinct. When he
dared he became a tout, whispering

information to petty gamblers at the
edge of the betting-ring. When he
left the tracks at night it was to be-
tray stable information to bartenders
in return for drinks. ~

When he was twenty-two there re-
mained two loves by which it was
proved that all good cannot be smelted
out of a human being. One was for
Doc Grausman, the gallant bay stake
horse of the stable, whose dam he
had ridden to victory many times. The
other was for Lord James~

N race-tracks there ir something
in a name. Jaundice received his
because his complexion had be-

come a /dirty yellow. TLord James
was so called because the one spark
of decency remaining in him eaused
him to conceal his family name. Tt
was reputed that he was the son of
an English nobleman and that he
could have a'title and estate if he re-
turned to England. Rags of an old
pride and remnants of decent breed-
ing restrained Lord James from men-
tioning the family name as-his own
or,from returning home to disgrace
them. He had come to America, a

stable boss beat him with a whip and no consciousness of right or wrong. younger son, with a stable of race-
cursed him. He tried always to win because he horses and high hopes. Robbed,
Instinctively horses loved him. In loved the horses he rode. Over the fleeced he had “quit.” Jaundice can-
g
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‘.entrusted to Jaundice an
upon which was writfen an address

not be spoken of as having degen-
erated. His original height per-
mitted but a slight fall. But Lord
James had sunk to even lower levels.
He was a cadger, a tout and a sneak-
thief at such times when no risk was
involved.

No one around the tracks hated
either T.ord James or Jaundice. They
pitied Jaundice, but the touts them-
selves despised Lord James.. He had
lost all his/ecourage, if he ever pos-
sessed any and drink had sapped his
health and his brain. Of the trio,
only Doc¢ Grausman bore his name
honestly. His names . were thpse of
his sire and hig granddam, and he
was of royal blood and three years

old.
When Lord James and Jaundice
had , become friends no one knew.

Probably it was. during ~Jaundice's
career as a winning jockey, while he
scattered money recklessly after
every winning race. Upon such boys
Lord James had preyed for years.
These two had nothing in common.
Race, religion, birth, breeding, and
made them different, but
they met in the thick scum of vice
and became inseparable. For Lord
James, Jaundice stole and betrayed
stable - secrets, pulled race-horses,
bought ' drinks, and furnished food
and lodging. It is not recorded that
Lord James ever did anything for
Jaundice, !

These two sank lower and lower
together. When the majority of the
race-tracks of the country were
closed they disappeared . from the
world of sport, starved and served
prison terms together. When racing
reopened, they reappeared. Jaundice
had developed a cough. . His was‘ed
body revealed the ravages of tuber-
culosis.  Lord James was wearing,
with a pitiful effort to maintain 2(11
air of decency, a suit purchased with
hig last remittance money two years
before.

’H‘HE horses were racing at Jamaleca

. and the weather was raw and
rainy. They experienced difficulty in
gaining an entry to the track and
were compelled to remain outside,
shivering and wet, untit the day’s
sport ended. Then g negro stabie-
?)oy allowed them to sleep with him
in a stall, and Jaundice procured food
from the camp fires where no one ever
is refused. § ®

Lor.d James did not g€t up the next
mormn.g. He had crawled into the
hay _w1th wet | clothing, and in the
morning he had a | fever. Jaundice
brought him food, butihe did not eat.
All day he remained huddled in the
hay, covered with horse blankets, his
face turned to the board wall. He
was thinking and his mind was Geth-
semane, P

D‘uring I"the night L(‘:ﬁa
touched Jaundice weith his-Band wnd
waked him. Very quietly and with
& return ‘of longsforgotten dignity, he
envelope

in England, charging him to mail it.
He asked Jaundice to see the boys
and ask them to bury him decently.
Then he grippdd Jaundice's hand and
died gamely, ststained by the tradi-
tions of his rack and class. Jaundice
alone wept. It was the first time in
many years he had wept, and he was
ashamed of his tears,

Around the race-track no man con-
nected with the'zame dies and lacks
8 decent funeral, but there was scant
sympathy for Lord James. The hat
was passed, bpokmakers, jockeys,
trainers, owners, grafters, e\'en.the
pickpockets, «contributing, but  their
contributions were gmall. The whole
amounted to eighty dollars. Jaundice
was not satisfied, Had he been satis—
fied- there would have been no story
to tell. 1

@N the day following the horses
moved to Belmont Park to open

the racing season on that|track,
and Doc Grausman was entered to
start in a high-weight handicap. Doc
Grausman belonged to a wealthy man
whose colors Jaundice had often car—
ried: to victory. This owner had not
entered the horse in the handicap
with any expectation of winning.  The
colt needed work, and he wanted to
see how well the thiree-year-old could
carry weight racing against all aged
horses.

Jaundice had not slept. His cloth-
ing still was damp and he was cough-
ing. For the time his abiding love
for Doc Grausman was put in ‘the
background while he went from man
to man begging money to' give IL.ord
James what he considered =z proper
and fitting funeral. The undertaker
wanted one hundred and fifty dollars.
Jaundice was determined to raise the
sum before the afternoon’s sport
ended. |

Shortly before the bugle sounded,
calling the horses from the paddock for
the first race, a fractious colt lashed
out with his feet and Kkicked the
jockey whos had been employed to
ride Doc Grausman in the fourth.
Jaundice heard of the accident with-
in ‘a few minutes. It was he who
hurried to the club house and inform-
ed the owner. 4

“Thanks, Jaundice,”
carelessly. <7 wanted the colt to
have the workout. Now, I suppose
Il have to scratch him. T don't
want to put a strange boy up.”

“Mister Phil,” said Jaundice, in-
gpired with a sudden idea, “let me
ride Doc Grausman. I'm down to
weight, Mister Phil. I only weigh a
hundred and twenty-eight now. Let
me ride him, Mister Phil, and Tl
W

His voice was Dpleading, his eyes
and manner appealing, and he cough-
ed harder. The owner was surpriged
and Jaughed slightly. “I'm afraid it
cannot be fined, Jaundice,” he said
lightly. “How do you stand with the
stewards?’

“Pm clean with them now, Mister
Phil. They ain’t got® nothin’ on me.
They never could prove I pulled Lady
I'm down to weight, Mister
Phil, and that Doc Grausman horse
likes me.”

His eagernesg and the truth of. the
final statement decided the matter

the owner said

Rose.

James ™

< i

“T'll see the stewards and explain,’”
said the owner. \ ‘‘He's only in for the
workout, and perhaps they'll stand
for it. Sure you're strong enough to
handle the colt2” ! |

The owner had observed the cough,
and Jaundice checked it with an ef-
fort.

‘“Yes, Mister Phil,
Just caught a cold.
for me, Mister Phil.
Lord James decent.”

“That old bum dead at last?’

“Yes, siri I've. got to get a hun-

I'm ~all  right.
Get this mount
I've got to plant

" dred and fifty to plant him, and the

boys ain’t kicking in fast, ILet me
ride this Doc¢ Grausman hoss and T'll
plant T.ord James swell, like his fam-
ilv would want him.”’

The owner passed over a twenty-
dollar banknote. What he told the
track " officials no one knows, but
when the fourth race was called

Jaundice, carefully hiding his cough,
rode forth for the first time in four
years wearing the colars of his old
stable.

The bookmakers were laying thirty
to one against Doc Grausman, and
a wit in the ring said it was ten te
one the colt, twenty to one the boy.
What was not known was that Jaun-
dice had taken the money that had
been contributed to bury Lord James
and wagered it three ways, straight,
place and show, on Doc Grausman.
A mnew generation of jockeys faced
the start, a generation that knew
nothing of the skill of the boy who
had ridden champions. The new hoys,
with the —contempt that youth holds
for the ‘“has-beéens,” jeered at Jaun-
dice, and hurled insulting epithets at
him as the¥ wheeled and manoeuvred

for the advantage of the break.
Jaundice did not retort with oaths
and vilifications as| he would have

done in other days. He was afraid
he would start to cough.

The barrier flashed. Jaundice had
been holding Doc Grausman steady
during the milling of the others. Out
of the corner of the eye he had caught
the betraying arm movement of the
starter an instant before the barrier
flashed upward, had shot Doc Graus-
man at the starting line just the in-
stant it flickered past his nose and
beaten the start a length and a half
while the others were taking the first
jump and sent him roaring downgthe
long straightaway for four and a
half furlongs. Riding him out des-
perately at the end, he held the lead
by half a length over the favorite.

As the horses paraded back past
the stands he held his
pressed 'together.  He staggered a
little as he weighed out, and in the
paddock his lips were reddened. The
strain of the ride had opened the old
wounds in his lungs.

lips tightly :

hour later he ordered the un-
dertaker to give Lord James the
best funeral he could for one
thousand two hundred dollars and
paid over the money. There remain-
ed for his share of the victory, just
twenty-seven dollars.

The news spread around the track
that evening jghat Jaundice was to
give Liord James a ‘'swell funeral.’”
Curiogity was aroused. Touts, stable-
boys, bookmakers’ helpers, a few
jockeys, attended: It happened that
Jaundice came to me to consult as
to the minister, and I had ‘secured
the services of a wonderful little rec-
tor who is much interested in
~human beings.

The funeral was, the sh‘g{ngest one

A

"c,[ over atfemdsd.” The lttie Thigister
was doing his best to comfort the

mourners, but plainly was at a dis-
adyantage because Jaundice was the
only = mourner. Jaundice, « through
some instinctive sense of respect for
the dead, was standing very awkward-
ly and tears were rolling down his
cheeks. He was weeping for the sec-
ond time in his life. Finally the little
s rector read from the s'ervicei “He
is not dead, but sleeping.”

Jaundice started, then stared, reach-
ed instinctively for his pocket, and
sobbed in a -whisper: ‘“Ten dollars
will win you twenty-seven il you
think old Lord James is only sleep-
ing.”

Hig
laugh.

reversion to instinct raised a

For the first time the as-
semblage was getting its money's
worth. The little rector was very
much shocked. «He could nct under-
stand that Jaundice meant no dig-
respect. He argued that no man
could live in the United States and

,
|

<

all

be so completely ignorant of religion.
1 said that Jaundice thought Jesus
Christ was a cuss word and that his
only knowledge that he possessed an
immortal soul was from hearing it
God damned by trainers and others.
A week ‘later I heard that. Jaun-
dice was in a Brooklyn hospital in
bad shape. I went to see him to
get for a newspaper the story of'a
jockey -who, while sick to death, rode
in a race to win money enough to
bury a friend. He was propped up
in bed, coughing. The doctor had
told me he had but a little tima to
live. He was glad to see me and
inquired how, I liked Lord James
funeral.
“(3reat = ‘class to
best I ever attended.”
“No one can't say that I piked,”
he responded, beaming at the praise.
“T planted Lord James swell, and his
folks can't ever say [ didn't.”
“You're looking better,” I led.
“Be back on the track pretty soon?”
“T.ord James won't beat me more
than a neck,” he said without emo-
tion, | ‘‘Something busted inside me
during that race. Have you heard
how Doc Grausman {s comin’ along?

He sure ought to win that stake this
week.” \

that, Jaundice;

V'S;table -boys learned
==to Foar the

= Teav ess of
' ¥his méthods and

" Presently ~he spoke of the little
Tector. ““What do you think of that
guy?’ he asked, rather contemptu~
ous of the ignorance of the minister.
“He thought Lord James was only
sleeping, but he wouldn’'t back his
opinion with coin.”

I strove to explain without much
success. g ;

“That little guy is all right,” said
Jaundice. “Did you hear what he
said about Lord James havin’  a
chanst on that track he was talking
about? Say, Lord James has about
as much chanst as I have.”

“Hvery one has a chance,” I said

feebly.

“Me?”’ he asked in surprise,

“Syre; the Book says every one
has who repents.’” ;

*T ain’t got nothin’ to repent of
excepting pullin’ three or four of
them bum  chasers. The: stewards

couldn’t get nothin’ on me at that.”

“The Judges up there know It all.’

“Know everything? Then,

what chanst has a guy got?”’

AS‘ a religious 'prospect the case
was too hard, so I telephoned
the little rector and gave it over

to him. He called upon Jaundice

several times, and the following weeck

I went to the hospital again. Jayn-

dice was weak, but smiling. Y

“Say,” he whispered hoarsely, “I
got a chanst. That little man says

that them Judges up there knows I

\was carryin’ too much weight to run

true and that you can’t blame any-

one for losin’ when he is handicanped
out of it, I told him about pulling
them chasers and lyin’ and stealin’,
and he said that didn’t make no dif-

say,

»
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Continued from Page Eight.

gesture she removed from the fourth
finger of her left hand the ring which
Kirk had given her. She extended it
to him.

“You know what happened to him,
‘Warren.”

“I don't.”
“I'll swear to you,

“Take this, Warren.
discuss the matter.”

His eyes held hers.
saw there a light of finality which
wag beyond question of argumsnt.
With that revealing glance he knew
that he had lost. Madge turned to
her father and gave a calm, quiet,
womanly explanation: .

“I was about to elope with War-
ren. He was afraid that Mr. Han-
vey might try to stop us. And so he
committed this—this cowardly act.”

“I didn’t!” It was Kirk defending
himself passionately. I give you my
word. Jim, you know I didn’t do this.
Tell them.” :

“Tt doesn’t matter what Mr, Han-
vey says,” retorted the girl sadly.
““He hag always been your friend, and
he's your friend now. Xe'd probably

Hig denial was fervent.
Madge.”
I'd rather. not

And the man

say you didn’t do it, wouldn't you,
Mr. Fanvey?'’

“Yeh.” Jim's big head nodded
slowly. “I prob’ly would. I ain’'t aim-

in' to git Whitey into no trouble."”
“You see, Warren, he’s standing by
you to the end. For it is the end,
Warren. The very end. I've learned
a good deal in the last few days.

Somehow, I marvel that I didn't know

before.”
“But I didn’t do it, Madge.
her that I didn’t do it, Jim.”
Jim met his eyes levelly.
accused you of nothin’,
Whitey ?”

Kirk stood rigid, staring from one
to the other. From father and daugh-

Tell

Iain’t
have T,

ter he received stares of unveiled
hostility. From Jim Hanvey only a
mild, blinking reproof. Kirk's big

figure shook with fury, and he smash-
ed one fist into the palm of the oth-
er hand.

“It's all a damned lie!” he shouted.

I had mothing to do with this, and
Jim Hanvey knows it.”

“Well,” came the quiet retort from
the detective, ‘I ain’t said you did,
have 1?7 ¢

It was Madge Weston who inter-
posed.

“It doesn't matter what aither of
you might \say, she remarked coldly.
“And now, Dad, I think we'd better
help Mr. Hanvey into the house.”

They supported the big figure be-
tween them. Whitey Kirk stood aslde
ag they passed him. Later after Wes-
ton and Madge had bandaged Jim's
slight scalp wound, Kirk despatched
a note to'Madge, protesting his inno-
cence and begging for an audience.
She returned a curt refusal, and the
following morning, without again hav-

ing seen the girl, Whitey Kirk abrupt- /

ly departed from the Weston home.
That afternoon Jim Hanvey and
Theodore Weston faced each other
acnoss the polished surface of the wal-
nut desk in the library.” Jim was
puffing) peacefully upon one of his
favorite black cigars, and his host
was struggling manfully with its
" mate. But, however horrible the cigar
might have been, it was mnot suffi-
clently malevolent to negative entirely
the unalloyed exaltation which, Wes-
ton was experiencing.
“You accomplished
Jim. TI'll never forget
believe it would work.”
“I wasn't so doggoned sure of it
myself,” answered the big detective
slowly, Then he grinned ruefully as
he tenderly rubbed the bruise on l:ig
head. “I’ll hand yeu one thing, Mr.
Weston.  Your bindin’ an’ gaggin’
wasn’t such a fine job—but, believe
me, that sure was one awful wallop
you hit me. I den’t wonder Miss
Madge was so sure that Whitey done
it.- She never would believe her dad
wag that cruel.”

the impossible,
it. ‘I didn’t

Weston was deeply apologetic. “You
ingisted that 1 hit you hard.”
“Sure 1 did,” chuckled Jim. “I'm

just remarkin’ that you certainly took
me at my!' mwond."”
_Hf:'l, by 0 R

(Copyright Cohen.)

By — ==
HUGH S. FULLERTON

ference, that the Judges don’t set a
gly down forever if he is sorry ke
done wrong.” He remained thinking
for a time. ;

“Fle didn’t have to tell me to te
sorry,”” he wispered. “Honest, I
always was sorry when I pulled ore
of them bum chasers when he was

trying. It wasn't square to ' the
horse. This is the softest bat I
ever had,” he whispered. “I'm go-

ing to play it. Them's good odds--a
chanst to win all them things he told

me-about and only bé  sorry. It's
like writing your own ticket.”
I found the . littls = rector very

thoughtful and amazed at thls new
manner of man he had discovered,
and when he buried Jaundice the
next week ‘he got right down among
us and talked about handicaps and

weights, and Kkeeping on trying all
the time. He talked just as if TJe
had been In the paddock half his

life, and the last thing he said was:
“If I were a bookie, I'd lay odds that
Jaundice cashes that last bet.”

Nature
By Caltha

"’H“HE sunlight of a-july day fell

warmly on the wide expanse
of the swamp. Its sphagnum
carpet was as springy underfoot
as the softest spring mattress. Its
blended colors of crimsons, yel-
lows, browns and grays; as beau-
tifully intermingled as ‘those of
the finest Persian rug. Where
the trees stood, their leaves cast
flickering shddqws, and here and

there the glint'of water added
new beauty. )
There s ' no ‘place: like &
sphagnum margh  for fi\nding
treasures dear to the botanist’s
heart. T
Stately and tall, the pink and

white Lady Slipper, one of the
. most beautiful of oyr orchids, rose
from the mossy bed in numbers.
Here and there a dot of yellow
would show a belated Moccassin
flower (the yellow Lady’s Slip-
per). Touches of crimson-pink re-
veal the flowers of the Grass
pink (calopogon) on their long
stems, Another. orchid worth
gathering. Habenarian orchids of
all kinds, some very low and
unobtrusive, others tall and
stout, some with pretty fringes,
others with stout braids inter-
gpersed among the flowers,

The cups of the Pitcher plant,
‘with their enticing nectar, luring
unfortuxm&e__*insects to their doom,
And glittering - like-riwres;,tiick-
ly scattered over the heavy moss,
the clusters of Sun-dew. They
also offer the sweets of destruc-

tion to the tiny marsh-flies
which hover over them in
myvriads. Ah! foolish 'fly—you

light on. the pretty little round
leaf, with the beautiful crimson
hairs tipped with tiny translucent
glands, and while you sip the de-
licious sweets, the tiny
slowly, slowly folding about you,
and where ‘are you, foolish fly?
To-morrow’s sun will see the leaf

again unfold, and your remains,
foelish fly, will' lie exposed——

dried up—while your life-juices
have gone*to nourish thq pretty
round leaf of the Sundew.

The world of the swamp has its
delusions and dangers equally
with the world of men:

For ever and always,
Temptation spills danger,
And on Nature’s scale,
Be the life great or small,
Some death-trap alluring,
To none is a stranger,
And Sun-dew and Pitcher-plant
Wait for us all.

leaf is

How To SLEEP
3-IN-A-BED

7ES, it CAN be done—but not
like this.

The trouble is, most people go
to bed with “something” on the
mind—or ON THE STOMACH!

The answer is, no matter what
the day has brought forth to up-
set your mind and digestive or-
gans, take Beecham'’s Pills when
you retire.

- Though in no sense a “sleeping
potion,” this 80-years-famous
household medicine so harmon-
M izes the system that youcan sleep
llin quiet and perfect rest, even in
& two feet of bed space.

i :
fI  Beecham’s Pills are as efficlant
i and harmless for children as for
: adults—sweetening the stomach,
B invigorating digestion and stirring
i liver and bowels to natural activity.
kW
f

o

At All Druggists- P
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@NE of the surest tests of a great
idea is its simplicity. That is to
say, when first presented a great

idea does not cause us to say ‘“‘How

wonderful!” but ‘*Why didn't I think of
that before?’ For example, why has

nobhody before this thought that horses
that are bred for ‘draft purposes should
be tested for their strength? Perhaps
you think they are? We assure you
that they are not, and that the first
itest of this kind will be mace by the
llowa State Agricultural College next
month by means of a specially con-
structed wagon. Of course horses have
been matched for strength almost as
long as long as they have been matched
for speed. To hitch two horses back
to back and see which could outdraw
the other was an ancient practice. But
lhiorses have never becn bred according
to their ability to pull a heavy load, as
they have been bred according to their
ability to run fast. Breeders of drafters
have gone on the comfortable supposi-
tion that if they bred big’ boned, heavy
horses they were breeding horses the
best capabie of hauling heavy loarjs.}
'he point is that the horses were never |
teally tested, as the racehorses are
-tested on the track.

The draft horses have been bred
for show purposes primarily, al-
though the show points have, as a
rule, a foundation in utility. That
is to say, other things being equal,
thé good show horse should be a
better animal for the working pur—
poses for which is is designed than
the inferior show horse. For the
drafter one demands a cértain
weight and conformation, a certain
action, a certain quality and size
of bone. The assumption that if a
horse possesses these qualities he
will be the best for hauling heavy
loads seems to have been accepted
without question. The Jowa collegé
is going to put the theory to the
proof. It may discover that the
Clydesdale is not a better draft
animal than a horse of much less
weight; that a trotter can pull as
much as a Percheron. If it does it
is likely to revolutionize the breeding
of heavy horses. If a heavy horse
cannot draw a heavier load than a
lighter horse, there is obviously 1o
reason for breeding heavy horses,
for at bottom they are supposed to
be utility breeds, and the only pos-
gible utility of a drafter 1s" to haul
Leavy toambs.s ObviGusiy, the drafter
is not as smart or as swift or as
easy to keep as the smaller one. 1If
he loses his crown for strength he
forfeits his right to be bred.

is said that in the war all other

breeds bhut the thoroughbred dis-

graced themselves. Mr. Harry Mur-
ton, the well-known Toronto coire-
spondent, who was in the artiliery, we
believe, sent home a dispatch in which
he thanked God for the thoroughbred
and damned all others. The cold-
blooded horses could not stand the hard-
ship, for one thing. For another, they
lacked fighting spirit.  1f conditions
were adverse they curled up and died.

The thoroughbred fought for his  life,
and as often as not the lives of liuman
beings depended on his. There js so
much race track propaganda about that
we mention these facts with reserve,
though we: are inclined to the beiief
that there is not a breed of horse that
would not be improved by a shot of the

T

right kind of thoroughbred blood. We
are told, for instance, that in Russia,
where weight pulling capacity was

tested before the war, the champion
drafter ten years ago was a thorough-
bred stallion weighing some 1,200
pounds. This we do not doubt, for
weight pulling is not wholly a matter of
the weight that a horse throws into the
coilar. It is as much a matter of the
heart that he throws into it.

For instance, Justin Morgan,
founder of the celebrated Morgan
breed, a horse that is supposed by
some to have originated in Canada,
and which certainly had consider-
able thoroughbred blood, is sup-—
posed mnever to have Dbeen beaten
when drawing against other horses.
We suppose that Justin Morgan

driving and draft work. They were |
extremely hardy and. long U and |
lunlike the thoroughbred were dis-

RAY FRENCH.

Ray French, young infielder of the
Brooklyn Nationals, after -a brilliant
start, has been handicapped by a
arm. French, who c¢ost Owner Ebbetts
about 10,000 berries, has had the arm
lreated by Bonesetter Reesé.

sore

weighed nearer 800 pounds than
1.200, but he had the spirit. It is
well krdown that the heaviest men

are not always the best men on a
tug-of-war. Why should it be sup-
posed that the heaviest horses will
haul the heaviest loads? As we
said before, it is extraordinary that
this supposition has never been put
to the proof. There is a breed of
horse of which nowadays we never
hear, and which may be extinct,
namely, the Suffolk Punech, which
was a great drafter in its day. We
remember one or two of them in
Toronto more than a generation ago,
one, a sorrel, used by the McColl Oil
Company. 'They were a long bodied,
short-legged Dbreed, weighing may-
be, not more than 1,300 pounds,’ and

trom what we have heard of them
we believe they would outdraw a !
Percheron "or a Clyde, pound for
pound.

HERE is another breed, which may
be practically extinct by now, but
which we should like to see repre-

sented in the performance test. That
is the French-Canadian.” We have seen
but one or two specimens, but those
suggested that the French-Canadian
was one of the most useful of horses.
Undoubtedly they had thoroughbred
blood, and they were used for riding,

tinguished for heavy manes and tails.
They could walk, trot, gallop and pull,
and & good specimen would weigh may-
be 1,200. They were the flivvers of
their day. They 'decayed because they
were not specialists. One breed could
trot faster, another breed could gallop
faster, and another breed -could haul
heavier loads. At least, the latter was
taken for granted ‘because the Shires
and the Clydes were heavier horses. In
a real test, however, it might be shown
that the French-Canadian could haul as
great a load as his taller, heavier rival.

‘Whatever may be disclosed by the
lowa test, it seems that it is time
that the drafters should be submit-
ted to some such test as the trot-
ters and the thoroughbreds. Baron's

Pride, as a draft stallion, has been
ranked with Peter the Great, the
trotter, and St. Simon, the thorough-
bred. The get of Barvn's Pride
have justified themselves in the
show ring, but they have never

proved in competition whether they
can haul such a load as their size
and quality indicates, or whether
they have the will-to-work to the
same degree as the progeny of less
illustrious Clydesdale sires. A series
of tests may reveal the fact that
some obscure sire has had the uns
suspected ability to. produce horses
that have the ability to haul just
as the progeny of Peter the Great
have to trot fast. But so far it is
all guesswork. In fact, the breed-
ers of drafters have been going on
the assumption that a horse com-
parable to Jess Willard was the
best horse, the strongest horse, the
most capable horse. Similar guesses
in other departments have been
proved erroneous.
(Copyright, 1923, by The Toronto Sun-
day World).

(How About Union of Castoffs?)

Those interested in the doings of the
geveral unions of baseball players will
now consider the possibilities of the
organizing of the Loyal Order of Cast-
pffs.

For the big league players—principally
pitchers—who have been given the gate
by some club or other of recent months.
have been doing very well, thank you,
ko well that they're feeling  pretty
snappy. :

Owner Ebbets, of the Brooklyn Dod-
gers, is furnishing the most material for
this new union. First, Sherrod Smith,
gouthpaw hero of the 1920 world’s series, i
was canned. Tris Speaker grabbed him ,
for the Indians, and the veteran has
been one of the outstanding figures of
the team’s play. f ¥

Now Ebbets has watched Leon Ca-
dore, cast off a few days ago, show in-
dications that he'll live to pitch a bunch
of good games.

In between those deals Manager Lee
¥ohl, of the Browns, canned Hollister
Thurston. This gent has been winning
games for the White Sox,

“Jawn”’ McGraw decided that young
Mike Cvengros wouldn't make a good
pitcher, so let him go. The White Sox

grabbed him, and he has been going
great guns.
Jim Bagby. turned loose by the In-

dians, has been earning his salt at Jeast
with the Pirates.

Ali told, the list is fairly large.
enterprizing organlizér might get
dues from these if he. started
form sugh a union.

Some |
some

hoys to

~

back on an inside circle.

« much.
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LEON CADGRE.

By GRANTLAND RICE.

During the early stages of the open
g0lf championship we journeyed back
and forth among various groups and
individuals composing star tournament
players and leading instructors to sget
their favored list of “"Don’ts.”’

Here is the list that received the
areatest number of votes from thirty-
five the best professionals in the
United States: )

1. Don’'t wait until after the stance
is taken to make up your mind.

2. Don't think ahéad of the swing.

3. Don’'t think of anything but hit-
ting the bzll after starting your back
swing.

4. Don't 'grip too tightly
right hand on the back swing.

5. Don’t start the back swing out-
side of the ball—start the club head

Tee J
i
|

of

with the

6. Don’t stand too long over the ball
but don’'t be in any hurry on the back
ving or the down stroke.

7. Don't move your head-—let
your anchor.

8. Don’t try to lift an iron shot)with
vour hands—let the loft of the blade
take care of this.

9. Don’'t move either
while putting. lLet the
and arms do the work.

10. Don’t break your wrists too quick-
ly on the back swing. 5

11, Don't attempt to check your down

iteibe

head or i body
hands, wrists

stroke. Hit firmly on through.
12. Don’t 'let the hands get in too
quickly. Cultivate the feeling of hit-

ting with the club head.

13. Don't think of a bunker or a pond
to be carried—think only of hitting the
ball.

14. Don’t start your down stroke too
quickly—Ilet it pick up speed on the
way through the ball. !

i5. Don’t have the feeling of usingi
extra effort. When you have, select a|
longer hitting club.

16. Don't get mentally hurried.
tivate the idea of mental steadiness or
mental rhythm.

17. Don’t try a club lofted too much
for a short chip ' shot. Use Jigger,
mashie iron or light midiron.

18. Don’t try to kill the ball in heavy
rough or matted grass. If anything
use a somewhat easier grip and swing
back slowly.

19. Don’t try to get fancy in a bunker
or sand trap. Be sure first of getting
safely out.”

20. Don’t break the left
Keep it straight
straight with the left hand
always in control of the club.

Cul- |

elbow too
or fairly
and wrist

|

~ Tennis
. Inquiries
Answered

Replies to

By
Captain R.
Inpis-Taylor.

i
|
i

e,

|
J. W.:  Your claim is correct. Your'
opponent, when he ran to take your
short drop shot, lost the point if he
touched the net, either with his racquet,
his clothes or any part of himself. His
contention, that he lost the point only
if his racquet touched the net 1s quite
1 quote you the following rule:
his racquet (in hils
hand or otherwise), or anything which
he wears or carries, touch the net,
posts, cord, strap or band, or the ground
within his opponent’s court, when strik-
ing at the -ball, or at any other time
while the ball is in play,” he loses the
point. ; : i
H. B.: Write to Mr. Ray, 2oom 17,
94 King Street west, Toronto, Ont., soc-
retary of the Public Parks Lawn Ten-
nis Association, and he will give you
particulars rega?dlng the public parks

\

Wrong.
“If the player or

tournament, which is now about, to
start ; S L
“Canadian Lawn Tennis’ is glving

two cups—one for the men’s singles
and one for ladies’ singles.

N. G.: James Outram Anderson, the
captain of the Australian » Davis Cup
team this year, was born in Enfieid,

New South Wales, on September 17,
1895, and is. therefore, 27 vears old.
Anderson has never beaten Wm. Johns-
ton; he did, however, beat Tilden in
1921 in the East v. West match at
Chicago, three sets to two, the last set
going to 19-17 in Anderson’s favor.
M. I).: The racquet you are using is

too large in the handle and o0 heavy for
a girl. You should not use a racquet
over 1314 ounces. I would recommend
you to use one even lighter than this.

Note.—If you desire information on
any tennis matter, please address the
Tennis Hditor of The Toronto Suncay
World, and.your letter will be answered
in these columns. %

A.C.: Can you please tell ma if Nor-
man Brooks defeated H. L. Doherty
when he won the championship at
‘Wimbledon?

H. L. Doherty did not play in the
championships at Wimbledon in 1907,
In 1906 after winning he retired. Nor-
man E. Brooks won the allcomers from
A. W. Gore and as H. L. Doherty did
not/ defend he became the champion.
Norman . Brooks won again in 1914
when he defeated the German Froet-
zhern in the finals of the all comers.
He then defeated A, F. Wilding in
the Challenge round.

H.B.: Willie Renshaw was the best
of the two brothers. He won the world’s
championship in 1881 to 1886 inclusive
and again in 1889. He was unable to
play in a tournament for over two
years owing to injury. His brother,
HErnest, won in 1888, and the twin
brothers won the doubles in 1880, 81,
84, 85, 86. 88, 89, so that they were the
world’s doubles champions seven times,
and the Dohertys were world’'s cham-
pions eight times.

W.: Zenzo Shimizu was born in Ja-
pan 1891, He was captain of the Jap-
anese Davis Cup team this year. He
once came within two points of beat-
ing Tilden in the Challenge round of
the Davis Cup in 1921. He was Bengal
fglu%mplon of Calcutta 1913, 1916, 1918,

JOR P E. Schwengers won the singles
championship of Canada 1911 and 1912,

WEAR AND TEAR.

HE wear and tear of golf in a cham-
pions_hip is enormous. We recall a
certain football star who gave out

the third day of an amateur champion-
ship, worn to a frazzle—not so much
from ‘the long hiking under a hot sun
as from the heavy strain upon his nerv-
ous system.

If you don’t think there is any such
a strain in tournament golf keep leav-
ing vourself long approach putts or four
and five footers to hole over keen, slop-
ing surfaces,

And then miss about three in a row
as you begin to wonder who placed that
keg of lead on your back.

| Way.
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ITLL this blg league
the
faces from the managerial ranks
Listens that

season mark

departure of three familiar

in the American League?
in the Detroit Tiger
it seem improbable

Conditions

camp would make

FRANK CHANCE.
that Toy Cobb can be retained as man-
ager another year and the team survive.
Frank Chance, veteran manager, though
back but a few months after a long
absence from the game, signed for only
one season with the Red Sox, and it is
rumored now that he will not sign a new

LEE FOHL.

contract. Jack Barry, world's series
veteran, is to succeed him, says Dame
Rumor. And Lee Fohl, who failed by a
nose to lead the Browns to a pennant
last season, will give way to George
Sisler, super-player, by next season in
St. L.ou, 'tis said.

AUCTION BRIDGE.

By R. F.

FOSTER.

Author of Foster on Auction, Auction Made Easy, Foster’s Complete Hoyle, etc.
/

MONG the points upon which bridge
players are still far from agreeing
is the dividing line between suils
which are strong enough in high cards
to justify a bid and those whicn are
not. The player who has been taught
something about values can usually be
depended on to follow the rule tunat
there must be at least *wo tricks
counted at attacking value in the suit
called unless the bid is a shut-out.
The difference between an ord AT

bid of one trick toistart things and &7

bid of three or four fo prevent any
one from starting anything is that in
the first case the bid invites the part-
ner’'s approval and co-operation; in
the second it tells him you do not care
what he has, you do not waut to bave
him say anything.

The estimate of two tricks in the suit
itself requires some card or cards that
have that value. An ace is worth two
tricks, so is the combination of king
and queen, but there is no other that
comes up to that standard. TIhis brings
us at once to the working v»art of the
rule, which might be simply stated by
saying one should never call a suit that
was not headed by at least the ace, or
both king and queen. These are us-
ually referred to as ‘the tops.”

Some of our writers go further than
that and insist the ace alone is not
enough, and that there should be at
least one other honor, if only the ten,
with it, or more than five cards in the
suit. This length in suit is assumed

as always necessary.

When there is nothing better than
the ace, or the king and queen, at the
top of the suit called there must be,
of course, enough tricks outside to make
up the four or more required o justify
a bid. \

The dividing line between those who
insist on tops and those who do mnot
know anything definite about bidding
values is the combination of <ing-jack-

ten. It is stretching things to call this
worth more than a trick. No 'writer

ERMINIO SPALLA, CANE AND ALL,
HIKING ALONG COUNTRY ROAD.

on the game“calls it worth two. In
spite of this, thousands of players re-
gard it as strong enough. The danger
ig in finding ace and queen both against
you. Take this deal from a duplicate
game:

N the long wake of trouble for all
ring champions this season Benny
l.eonard is said to be wearing his
coliar cut low so as to be prepared for

the worst. There are times when
Spring fashions run on through the
Summer. And Benny is smart enough

to. know that all crown wearers ‘ride on
the Limited.

ATTLING Siki's main kick now is
that he.isn't even collecting the
price of a steak for his pet lion.

EMPSEY can expect what is coming
when they knock him out. Two
days ago we heard three fight fans

asking what good man John L. Sullivan
ever whipped,

Underestimated,

HE grind and wear and tear of golf
has been badly underestimated, es-
pecially by those engaged in other

competitions. Thirty-six holes call for
ten or twelve miles over fairly rugged
country. More than that, where the
player is interested, there is the strain
of trying to play each stroke correctly,
the heavy nerve strain of constant sup-
pression that wears one Hown almost
as badly as football does.

Some years ago in Pittsburg we re-

call playing eighteen holes of golf one

morning with one of the greatest of
all pitchers.

“I am going to play eighteen more
this afternoon,” he said.

“Don't you work to-morrow?’ we
asked.

“Sure,”” he replied. ‘‘But what dif-
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ference will that make?

He played eighteen more that after-
noon, and the next day Pittsburg got
to him for seventeen hits.

Wilde and Others.

HEN Jimmy Wilde finished eightzen
holes of golf on the day before he
met Pancho Villa we asked him

if eighteen wasn’t enough.

“No,” he answered, ‘I want to get in
eighteen more. Golf doesn’t tire you
when you are in shape.”

Possibly the ten or twelve miles he
hiked up and down hill didn’t affect him
to any great extent, but he overlooked
the nerve strain of trying to hit the
ball 180 or® more times as it ought to
be hit. Wilde was a pretty tired ath-
lete when he finished, and the 36 holes
on Sunday didn’t help him an awful
lot on Monday night.

E recall a day when we went out
with Chief Bender in the forenoon
for eighteen holes. That same

afternoon the Chief held the Yankees
to two hits and no runs for six innings
and then had a six-run lead blown
away before Mack could hurry some-
one to his rescue. He was wavering
badly when the salvo of swats struck
him, about twice as wearyv as he thought
he was, since the Chief always took his
golf earnestly and gave the game his
best. 5

Has Dempsey Been Over-Rated?
HIS was almost the first query taken
up by fight experts, camp follow-
ers, non-combatants and bystand-
ers after Dempsey had failed to stop
Gibbons in fifteen rounds.
You could hear the echoes whisking

back and forth: ‘‘Maybe Dempsey has
LY

Grdﬂ »F ce

isn't as
people

beer& over-rated—maybe he
great a champion as most
thought he was.”

It is yet too soon to write the final
word on Dempsey’s ability—to pass
complete judgment on his ultimate
ranking in the heavyweight game. In
most of his contests -he has shown all

the elements of ring greatness—hard
hitting, speed, swiftnes of hand and
foot, stamina, durability and cool
thinking.

He showed almost invincible qualities
against Fulton, Willard, Miske and
Carpentier.

He looked to be only an average good
heavyweight against Brennan and
Gibbons.

But what other heavyweights have
had flawless careers?

It took John L. Sullivan over seventy
rounds to knock out Jake Kilrain and
he never knocked out Charley Mitchell.

Sharkey went the full route against
Jeffries, and Jim Corbett lasted twenty-
three rounds long after Fitz had
knocked him out at Carson City.

Frank Moran remained the limit with
Willard without suffering any annoy-
ance and Willard was then supposed to

be at his best.
"HT
the superman, the ring marvel. t
many thought he was up to the
Gibbons entertainment. But don’'t for—
get these details:

Dempsey, between January 1, 1821,
and July 4, 1923, had fought one fight
lasting eleven minutes.

GGibbons in that same period of time
had taken part in thirty-two battles.
Dempsey certainly isn't superman
enough to leave the ring and all active
competition for two years and to be
near his best. Timing, the most essen-—
tial factor of the game—or a factor as
essential as skill and condition—is: ai-
most certain to digappear in ths lqm_z
stretch of idle time. Dempsey’s timing
his judgment of distance, his accuracy
were all well below all standards. Apd
this deficiency was enhanced by the
cool and skillful defensive fight Gib-
bons waged.

Dempsey may have been over-rated.

But we still believe that if Dempsey
had continued to fight at regular inter-
vals. after meeting Carpentier he would
have won every battle in a few rounds,
including the Siege of Shelby.

Dempsey, with his speed, his power,
his heavy hitting with either hand. his
iron jaw had too many qualities of
greatness in his prime to be judged: by
one fight, or by two fights. Yet if he
is beaten in his next fight the verdict
undoubtedly will be that he was badly
over-rated—that he never, whipped &
firstlclass fighter in condition. .

This, at least, will be the verdict of
the majority. Tt will be time enough
to form additional ipinions after hs
next fight takes place. The_re‘should he
no partcular hurry in ,rer_lderlng a de-
cision that will mean little until the
complete returns are In.

IS quite possible that Dempsey isn't

<
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7 deals. The educated players call
this heart suit a secondary bid, be-
cause the suit itself is not worth two
tricks and there are not four tricks
in the whole hand. Therefore, they pass.
Then three different finishes follow at
various tables. \

At one, A bids the hearts, Y passes,
B denies the hearts with two diamonds.
Z passes and B makes his contract with
five honors against him. Five tricks
in trumps are all Y and Z can make.
At another table A did not like the dia-

mond take-out and shifted to three
clubs. On this he was set, making two-
odd only.

At another table A took a chance and
went to no-trumps, at which he made
two-odd, but could not reach game.
At only one was he left at hearts, mak=-
ing two-odd with honors against him.
At these various contracts A and B
score 50 plus at the no-trumper; 26 min-
us at clubs, 21 minus at diamonds; all
gain for Y and Z.

When Z started by bidding the hearts
the result was very different. All pass-
ed, and A led the king of clubs, getting
the encouraging ‘e¢ight from B, showing
at least the queen. Instead of going
blindly on with the clubs, however,
and forcing his partnen to lead up to
dummy, A shifted to the spade, going
throqgh the king in dummy.

This gave A a ruff on the third round
of spades .and put him back into the

lead. Having in mind that encourag-
ing eight of clubs from B, he led a
small club, not the ace. B won this

with the jack and led a fourth spad
On this, Z put the ten of hearts agd f&
dlsca.rded a diamond to avoid the lead.

Z is ‘mow in a hole, A’'s refusal to
overtrump makes it fook as if both
ace and queen of hearts were in B's
hand, and a iead through B was vital,
To lead the ten of diamonds blocks the
suit, so Z led the club for dummy to
ruff and led the trump from that hand.

A won the jack with the queen and
at once laid down the ace to dis-
arm dummy. Another club forced Z
to trump and pull one of A’s trumps,
after which all he could make was the
ace of diamonds. This gave him only
five tricks on a bid to make seven
but he had simple honors to score and
was not doubled. Net loss, 84, This
is one of the many cases in which the
conventional double stands in the way
of substantial gain for A,

This is the solution to problem N
167, in which hearts Werep trum;)sNOZ'
to lead and Y-Z to win all five tricks:

Z leads the trump which Y wing
with the ace returning the five. B's
best discard is the club ten after the
spade. Z sheds the diamond. Y then
leads his diamond, which forces B to
discard beforé Z does so. If B lets go a
sg'aélie &tﬁets out of Y's way by dis-
carding e spade S e ST v A s
i t)zv(?‘e king and Y makes
] If B lets g0 the ace of clubs so as
to keep two spades Z will discard the
deuce of clubs, as A still has that suit
stopped, and will make both his kings.

BRIDGE PROBLEM NO. 168
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Erminio Spalla, European heavyweight
champion and native of Italy, says he'll
fight in America if he can get a battle
with Jack Dempsey, or maybe Luis/|
Firpo. But back in Italy after an effort'
to make his name in the United States
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He;arts are trumps and Z leads. Y
and Z want six tricks. How do they get

Fights oftener for nibre money and is

he says he's much‘ybetter off there.
the ido} of the native¥

them? Solution next week. This is’a
little more complicated than No. 167.

Once  Booted’

: Aroﬁ:r;d League
He Becomes Star of His Team

and a winner, too.
Then an outfielder-
bench warmer

Next a castoff,

Given away again
“to boot.”

Shoved all over
the diamond;
Even considered for
pitcher’s. job.

ouficlderg in the game.

That’s the career of
Charley Jamieson,
Indian outfielding star,

HE men who hunt for the most
valuable player to his team in the
big show can give Charley Jamie-

son of the Cleveland Indians the once
over first.
For this
once was
cuit like a
home, now

brilliant player who
“booted’”” around the cir-
man without a trade or
ranks mot only as one

of the best outfielders in the busi-
ness, but his hitting, base running
and all round baseball ability is mak-
ing him the shining light of the Indan’s
play and the most valuable member of
that team.

The batter who remarked, as the
umpire called the fourth ball, ‘‘every-
thing comes to him who waits,”” spoke
the truth. Jamieson waited years for
the ‘‘grand chance,” believing in his
own | heart he could deliver., And he
proved his faith in himself.

Started in Mound.

Jamieson started out as a pitcher—
a weird and wooly southpaw. He was
with Buffalo. He won about two-
thirds of his games for them in 1912
and in 1913 up to the time he quit

A minor leagune pitcher,

with a big league club.

wished away for nothing.

Put on the bench again;

And then one of the greatest ,

Charley Jamieson going after onethat would be a hit with most out-fielders chasing it.

hard, however, that Pat Donovan, then
bossing the club, decided to put him
in the outfield to keep his bat in
the lineup. Jamieson kicked not.
Clark Griffith paid two players and

$3,000 for 'him on August, 22, -1915,
but signed him as 'a pitcher, only
to switch him to the outfield in a

vain effort to use him advantageously.’

Then he asked for waivers on him and
the Athletics took him June 28, 1917,
for the waiver price.

Connie Mack used him in the
outfield considerably that season and
the next, but decided he could not
use the New Jersey gent in the re-
building of his club and when the
chance came to grab Bobby Roth from
Cleveland the tall one threw in Jamie
with Gardner and Myers for Roth,

Still Jamie failed to land right side
up. He spent much of his time on the
bench until Jack Graney was injured
in the 1920 campaign. Charley had
filled in at first and the outfield, at
times, however.

With Graney out Charley got his
chance in left field. But his right
to the berth was questioned. For
a season or more Manager Speaker
alterpated him with Graney and Joe
Evans in the left garden—until Jamie-

éthe box. He was hitting the ball so

son’s playing and hitting against south-

paws and righthanders became so bril-
liant that it called for complete control
of the berth.

¢ As a ground coverer he has no su-
perior in the big show. He has the
agility of a mountain goat in running
up the slope in deep left on the home
grounds and in climbing onto the grand-
stand to snag long flies and fouls. He
needs to get but one finger on the
ball to snare it.

His hitting? Well, late averages gave
him a .370 mark, and put him second
only to Harry Heilman in the race for
the league leadership. He has slammed
out more hits than the Detroit slug-
ger. Where Heilman has stolen but five
bases Jamie has grabbed off twelve
according to recent compilations,

That Jamie’s hitting is timely and
that he can be counted on to score
when he gets on is indicated by the
run and runs-batted-in figures, which
show him rhnning neck and neck with
Heilman.

Personality must be considered when
one estimates a player’'s worth to a
club. Jamieson is the most popular
player on the team with the players
and the fans. The whole durned town

swears by ‘“Jamie.”” What greater
proof can there bhe of a man's value
to a club?
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Dlsgraceful Dancmg Seen in Some City Dance Halls
Paris Master Deszgns Bumper te Be Worn by Women

Asserts Seat
of Emotions s
in Windpipe

Based On Algebra and
Under Control, Says a
Toronto Minister.

FORMULAE IS FOUND

Man Immune to Pain Al-
lows Needles to be Run
Through- Cheeks.

EELINGS are registered, not
in the heart, but on an emo-
tional key-board situated in

the wind-pipe.”

Such is the extraordinary theory
advanced by a Toronto minister.
Some time ago a most singular
advertisement appeared
Toronto’s daily papers. The text
of it was an announcement that if
one would apply to a certain tele-
phone number one would be shown
how to win back straying or lost
affections between the sexes.

A young girl whose attention
was called to the advertisement,
made an appointment and told her
story to .the man, whom we shall
call Mr. Blank., It seems that she
Had ‘been happily engaged 1o a
young man who had had occasion
to go away for a time. Since his
return his ardor had cooled, and
another  .seemed mor? desirable
fthan the little girl who had waited
three years for him. She asked
Mr. Blank to help her win back
the recalcitrant lover.

“Y can’t guarantee to bring your
voung man back to you,” said Mr.
Blank, but I can make you sO
happy that you ‘will not miss him,
nor want him back.”

Things began to 100k interesting.
Asked “how he could hope to
perform this feat, Mr. Blank fur-
ther electriﬁed the young lady by
announcing ‘that: he could «teach
absolute emotional control to any
one who would take his course .of
lectures, and apply themselves to
the study of emotion.

Based on Algebra.

‘“‘Feelings are based on-algebra,”
was his next verbal bombshell. ‘I
have made an exhaustive study of
this matter; in fact I haye written
a book. I tell you that each emo=
tion can be addressed by &% for-
mula, and can be quite under one’s
control.”

The formulae, as shown to the
love-sick . damsel. appeared very
much like algebraic equations, and
were explained 'by Mr. Blank in
algebraic terms. There is, accord-
ing to the theory advanced, a dis-
tinct equation and formula of
address for each emotion, and
when one has taken this course of
lectures, or lessons, nothing is im-
possible, no ambition too lofty for
realization, no height too great to
soar.

‘“We have not one mind but
nearly three hundred,” he stated
solemnly, “and each mind is made
up of seven elements. ' As to our
emotions. . . . until one has made
a study of them, one does not
realize how many there are.”

According to this explorer in the
realms of anatomical psychology,
the feelings which have always
been supposed, (wrongly), to have
had their centre in the heart, are
arranged identically with the key-
board of a piano—each emotion a
separate note which can be con-
trolled at will, in much the same
manner as one can strike and then
release a° note on the . piano.
‘When one is afraid the tiny muscle

notq of the emotional nerve of
fear, contracts, automatically, and
stays contracted until the fear is
gone. So with all emotions.

Gamut of the Emotions.

The most powerful emotions are
located lowest down on the key-
board, and the five, in order of
their intensity, are; love of per-
son, Tove of liberty, love of beauty.

love of abundance (material
things), and - fear, or love of self
preservation. Mr. Blank stopped

there, but if, as he stated, the ar-
1anvement is identical with that of
notes on a' piano, in octaves, then
his = “love-octave” - lacks s three
notes.

Mr. Blank has ‘his ‘own. emo~
tions under- perfect control. For
instance, he said: “I was out walk-
ing one day, and discovered that
I/was very weary, I stood still, re-
peated the formula which calls up
surplus strength, and I could feel
it “welling 'up within me until I
could run like a' little boy.”

“I am immune to pain,” he con-
tinued. ' ‘Just the other day I
burned my hand quite badly, but it
did not bother me in the least—I
never felt it.. Before that I had a
blistered heel, a small thing of
course, but often very annoying.
I was entirely unconscious of it.”

Mr. Blank then read a letter
from a Toronto man, who had tak-
en the course of lessons, and had
succeeded in making himself im-
mune to pain. The man stated in
the letter that his friends had
doubted him, and that he had al-
lowed them to run needles through
both cheeks, and through his
wrists; .~ that they “had pinched
him until he was black and blue
from shoulder to wrist, and that

in one of \

Poses illustrating new summer dances which are poputar in Toronto halls.

through it all he had been bliss-
fully comfortable.

The formula by which the pain
nervw@dagagsgd runs somethmb
Iyke this:=%1 d0 no
boin, Tofeel that =i can contro
pain, I believe that I am control-
ling pain, I do not feel pain, I am
not in pain,
pain

1‘mds Canada too bnnall

“I have written a book.on this
subject, said Mr, Blank,-‘*and 1
am engaged now in writing an-
other. I feel that I have discovered
something that is 'of vast import-
ance to the world. There are, of
course, those who think that it
is not decent to try and control
the emotions—that one should
not strive for emotional control,
but think that what is natural
should be allowed.”

Mr. Blank thought, however,
that where uncontrolled emotions
made for misery, either physical
or mental, it was only riznt that
these factors should be subiect to
the will of the person upon whom
they would react.

Hei will not try to publish his
bodk here. ‘““Canada is too scall.”
he ¢aid, ‘It is no place to publish
such & book.”

Coming back to the reason of
the visit, Mr. Blank was asked whyv
he inserted an advertisement.
which could not but bhe misandar-
stood, and which mis-stated both
his powers and his intention.

“That ad must be changed,” he

said. firmly. 9
very misleading.”

‘“What are your terms for the
course of lectmes % the young
lady asked, S

‘I have not any set terms yer.
If you should take the course I
would only ask you to pay what
you thought it was worth when
you had finished. I would do this
with vou as you would be myv
first lady pupil, and would, per-
haps, interest your friends,”
was the careful reply.

“You state that you can make
me fearless,' or able to' control
fear, immune to pain, possessed of
‘surplus  strength’ — practically
‘complete mistress of all my «
tions ?”

“Not quite that—it would rest
largely with yourself, You must
apply yourself closely, but when
you once learn “to control per-
fectly one emotion, the rest will be
easy. It is like striking a note on
the piano—when you want to
sound it you strike it, and when
" you wish the sound to stop, you
lift your finger from the key. You
can learn to contract the emotion-
al muscles when you want to—
and to release them at will.”

“Is there any physical treatment
in the course?”

“None whatever.
mental.”

“Suppose,” persisted the young
lady, ‘‘suppose you are going to
gi'\_fe me fear-control. How will you
' go about it? To get into touch with
the emotion fear you must first

admit thac it is

It is purely

call it up—make me afraid, Is'nt
that right?”
“N-n-o0,” said Mr. Blank. “But,

I can explain all that if you de-
cide to take the course,” and with
that the young lady thanked him,
and departed.

1 have controlled

T ~

COMMUNICATIONS.

Letters concerning articles
printed on this page should
be addressed Editor, Wo-
man’s Page, Toronto Sunday
World.

Paris Now Decrees

Skirt to Be Short

These are the Fiench capitals
style  hints—The waistline -is
slightly higher. Skirts will be
shorter than those of the spring
and summer. Embroidered vel-
vets, silk ~and satins are being
shown done in designs that are
inspired by old Persian minia-
tures. All-over braided woolens
are 'being us=zd. Embroidered
fur ig one of the fancies for fall.
Printed silks are much less used.

Letterstothe Editor

To the Editor ol the Toronto

Sunday Worlid:

May I througn:the
vour columns, answer
(for no lady ‘would
sweeping statements, or
a criticism on something she
knows practically nothing of),
who gave her views to the Sun-
day World on the “Shop
Girl.” She admits she has
but made inquiries with re-
gard to the “Shop Girl”
getting time off to attend sales,
and a percentage of discount al-
lowed for personal shopping and
picks, irom her intellectual obser-
vation, a type—lamentably true—
that exists in every class of work-
er, If the reference ig only to the
frizzed and rouged, why limit the
criticism to “Shop 'Girls” only?

I would also like to remind her
that there are many very well
educated and talented young ladies
to-rday earning their living in
stores not from choice but force
of circumstances.

Anyway who is to blame. in the

medium of
the person,
make sueh
attempt

matter of these young girls of the

type she presumably refers to?

‘What are their mothers doing?
You will find in most cases like
mother—Ilike daughter. Both in the
maltter. of menu and dress and
these mothers, have little or no
control over them whatever. So
one cannot blame the girls for
what to them is quite in the run-
ning.”

Do they ‘do it to .attract the
attention of men? Whether that
is the intention, or just to satisfy
themselves they look nice accord-
ing to their own idea, I know not
but attract they certainly do and
vou find these girls very seldom
get ‘“left.”—And again whether
there is something in them intel-
lectually after all, or whether they
are what the men that marry
them are only looking for is an
open question.

By the way our employels give
us the respectful itle of sales-
ladies as it is not in the argument
I will spare the details of the out-
side purchaser in “type’” as seen
from the shop girls’ point of view.

As to dress in business, its up
to the heads of the stores to see
to that. i

Dark dresses with a touch of
white or little color,  ecertainly—
But—uniform in civilian life, in
this free and glorious country,
well to use a Canadian expression
—Try and get it!

BOBBED BUT NOT FRIZZED.

Buy Home Products,

To the Editor of The Sunday
World.

Your column under heading
“Own, Products,” in Magazine
Section July 8 issue, should be

advertised to a greater extent than

at present. Credit should be given

to a local departmental store

which inaugurated an *“All Cana-
\

dian” week some time ago. Can’t
our other large stores follow their
lead ? At the beginning of 1923
I pledged myself (as a New Year's
resolution) to purchase Canadian
manufactured goods where, gquality
and Dprices- are equal to ¥foreign
competitors, There are hundreds
of home manufactured commodi+
ties in this city alone: and thou-
ands woulfd benefit by purchasing
a good article at a  reasonable

price. We have ‘“Mothers’ Day,”
etc. Why not! an ‘all Canadian
day’’ every day.

F. A. GREEN (Britisher).
37 Breadalba‘ne St., T01onto

T\Iaxds From England,

To the Editorr of The Sunday

World.

I trust thatiyou w111 please pub-
lish this letter in regards to the
maid-servant. There  have been
plenty of maids here from Xng-
land, but they have found things
very discouraging. The mistress
here in' Canada has got to learn
how to give orders, also know how
the work is done. The HEnglish

maids know their business. In/

England the maids stay at their
jobs :5,,10, ‘15, 25fyears. “All the
maids that come over here sooner
or later go mto factories and
shops. There is*no one to blame
but the mistress of the household.
Several of the English maids are
doing hospital duties here, which
is better than house work here
in Canada. So please mistresses,
learn how the work is done, also
how to give orders.
A. COLLINS.
Willowdale, Ont.

Gorgeous Creations by Callot
Fated to Be Worn But Twice

Police Suppressmn of “Edith de Namtes” Robs Parisians of
Chance to See Jane Renouardt in Lovely Creations.

‘VVhen the Paris police in the
guise of censors for public morals

rarg down the
Theatre Daunou on the second

night of Jane Renouardt's pre-
sentation of ‘“Edith de Nantes”
the fashion /world sustained a' loss
from a standpoint of clothes.

Jane Renouardt, who took the
title role, had rever before gone
to so much expense in the prepar-
ation of toilettes for a single piece.
She had five of the loveliest dress-
es Callot could make. Andinif
stage morality gained an advance
in refusing to let the play go on
the stage, dress cer{amly suffered
a loss when all of these works of
art from a standpoint of costum-
ing indirectly' came under the
ban.

The figure shows the most strik-

ing of these costumes by Callot.
It is a lovely evening

curtain of the.

dressd dngs

Over a petticoat of gold lace (mllot uses a gorgeous l)rocaae to

fashion this striking evening gown.

\

" stone of an odd design.

gorgeous ‘brocade, of rose, 'green
and gold, with floral designs as
big as a dinner plate, made over a
petticoat of gold lace.

Bordering the edge of the bro-
cade overskirt—for that it what it
is, being cut away in front and
slopirg down toward the sides
and back to form a wide sweeping
train—are big-festoon shaped orn-
aments of green and rose lame.
The bodice is nothing more than
a waisStband. At the back there is
a full length sash panel, reaching
from the top of the low decollet-
age to the hem of the skirt, of a
divire blue.

This startling ‘touch of
blue on.a dress of rosy red,
and green and scintillating gold
is typical ‘of Callot’s strong flair
for blue this year. She uses it at
every possible opportunity on

vivid
jade

.every sort of dress and in com-

biration with all the prismatic
rays. The whole dress is a daring
conception of color and design
and was worn with great effect by
Renouardt, who is young and
pretty.

EarringsComplete

Summer Costume

Farringse are an integral part
of the summer cnstume. Thay are
designed for both day and evening

wear. The earriigs worn in the
cvening zre of the more precious

stones—emeralde, rubies and dia-
mon{is. Those worn during the day,
at the club, casino or promenads,
are developed in the lighter colors,
the semi-precious stones, such as

white crystal, jade, lapis-lazuli
and amber combined with dia-
monds and onyx.

‘Choker’ Necklace
Is Fashion’s Fad

“Choker’” necklaces are very
much favored for the summer,
They are composed of white cry-
stal, jade, lapis-lazuli and amber
combined with other semi-preci-
ous stones to make unusual color
effects. A double ‘‘choker” neck-
laceé is composed of large jade
heads of a deep green, each large
bead separated by small beads of
Japis-lazuli and the two strings
clasped together by a dark blue
Another
“choker’” necklace is made of white
flecked jade with onyx beads be-
tween.

Longer necklaces are also being
used, and herz again the choice
i a matter of individual prefer-
ence. A necklace with a barbaric
touch is made of large amber beads

grouped with smaller beads of
carnelian and onyxX. Another,
of :clear green jade 'combined

with sparkling white sapphire flat
beads, is as cool as a wlute-cap-
ped summer ocean

Vogue of Immodest Danang

In Some of Toronto’s Halls
Suggests“Modesty Bumper”

Objectionable Practices at City Resorts of Some Types Ar(
Revealed by Survey—Other Amusement Places
Show Little For Ciriticism.

]H[EARING much régarding the evil of the modern dance hall,
The Toronto Sunday World has directed a quiet survey of

a number of such places in the city and its environs.

The sur-

vey resulted in ‘the gleaning of the following information con-

cerning the various halls visited.

NUMBER ONE—Absolutely beyond criticism except for
the fact that no effort was apparently being made to discour-

age ladies from smoking at the tables with their escorts.

The

dancing was graceful and medest, the music a delight to the ear,
and the whole atmosphere one of refinement.

NUMBER TWO—Almost as

irreproachable. Smoking

was permitted, and the fact that there were more dancers upon
the floor than it could comfortably hold, made it almost neces-
sary for men to hold their partners closer than would have other-

wise been deemed' polite.

NUMBER THREE—Disgusting. The music was the most

extreme, jazza ¥

The men held their partners very tightly, and

shimmying was quite the accepted thing. Several couples of girls

danced together

all the time, so apparently the legislation~de-

manding that each girl be escorted by a man had been discarded

for the evening.

The dancing was most extreme, and one of the

worst features of Number Three was the fact that at intermission

time ‘‘petting parties”
adjacent to the hall.

would lose themselves in the darkness

NUMBER FOUR-—Much the same variety of entertain-
ment as at Number Three, with the addition of a very exag-

gerated “‘shimmy”’

with severdl very suggestive variations and

an atmosphere redolent of exhilarators.

NUMBERS FIVE AND SIX could not be termed decent,
even with a very broad minded person interpreting.

F MODESTY bumpers have to
be worn to induce our young
people to comport themselves de-
cently in the ball roém and.dance
hall, it is time that the dances

themselves were subjected to close .

serutiny,” declared a Toronto ma-
tron who had read of the use of
this new device.

“ps rid the modern dances of 2

source of "objection==the —close
proximity of the dancers which
is: considered by many to be ob-
jectionable,” says a despatch from
London, “it is suggested that the
lady dancers should wear a belt
with ‘a thin metal run, having in
front three large protruding but-
tons, shaped something like the
buffers of a railway train.”

“At ‘the internaticonal meeting
of dancing masters,” the despatch
continues, ‘‘which has just been
held here: to decide upon new
dances, Professor Rossi, a well
known French dancing master said
he¢ had invented such a device. The
helt is destined to keep the male
Dariner at ‘a slight distance, so
that the bodies of the dancers
do not touch. While dancing the
belt is covered with silk ribbons,
and is neatly disguised in the man-
ner of the wearer's dress, and when

worn insures a “sepaxa.tlon of
about three inches.”
“This belt or buffer, is called

the “Princess Lilly’’ belt, and has
the approval of priests, and danc-
ing masters.”

“How perfectly ridiculous,” said
Mrs. Mosher, “I never heard  of
such a thing. Nobody will wear it,
and the 'accepted distance for
graceful dancing has been three
inches apart for some time. Of
course the question of the correct
distance between partners always
comes up at dancing conventions,
but the three inch distance is
practically agreed upon, and has
been for some time.” i

“There may be no need for it in
many of the better-class dancing
places, but there certainly is grave
need for something which will act
as a bumper in some of the dance
halls,” declared another interested
woman.

“Quite recently I have had oc-
casion to be in or near several of
the places where our young people
gather to damce, and while some
are absolutely beyond reproach,
there are others- where interfer-
ence would not be amiss.”

“One hears so’ many things,”
declared a welfare worker, ‘“but
the other day a minister told me
he heard reports of nude dancing,
and later I heard that the ‘‘Dance
of the Seven Veils’” ‘'was being
danced in a place of some sort.
In this dance the veils are .dis-
carded one by one, and the last
veil entirely discloses the body.”

Girls who have no escorts
loiter ~about the dance = halls;
and are ‘“picked. up”’'by young

men who arrive without girls, and
who are desirous of appropriat-
ing a ‘jazz - baby,” with all that
the odious term implies.

“In one dance hall which I vis-
ited,” continued the first speaker,
“there were a  great number  of
young couples who were dancing
most gracefully., There were three

couples—all = g and
with the exception of one other
couple, they were the most ob-

jectionable dancers on the floor.
“They shimmied, and shook and
gyrated, rolled their eyes and in-
terlaced their arms, until they re-
minded one of the Igerote dancers
and the negroid influence which
“is occasionally shown:upon ~the
screen. The other couple, man
and girl, were the worst I hayve
ever seen. At one moment they
would  be locked in each  other's
arms and the next they would be

twirling madly about at arm’s
length. . In one part of their dance,
which seemed to be entirely orig-
inal, they would begin to tremble
and quiver, and the palsy would
spread quickly down the legs to
the feet. It was perfectly disgust-
ing. I stayed until almost closing
hour, and when I came away there
was & policeman there. It is to
be hoped that he had a heart-to-
heart talk with .that couple.”
“Another’ phase gL ¥ r:

which I don’t like,” she continued,
“is the tendency of the couples to
wander off between | dances in
pavilion dance halls, and lose
themselves in the darkness. I
presume that the ‘petting par-
ties’ of ' which I have heard, are

responsible for tl}is aspect, ofhthe s

affair.”
OME time ago, it was related,
the police who had been care-
fully watching a local dance hall,

raided it, and so swiftly was the
raid made that there was not time
to.hide the ‘dope’” which was on ;
the persons of some of those pres-

ent, and girls were caught, in their =

retiring -room, in the very act oOf
“taking a shot.”

Another dance hall seems to at-...
tract, according to observation,
parties who come in sixes oril
eights, and ‘bring their own,” so
that the end of the evening finds
them hilarious, ugly, or sottish, as
the refreshment happens to af-
fect them.

“I went one evening to the
— " declared one lady. “I had
heard that it was very pretty, that
the music was lovely, and that a.
most delightful evening could be
spent: watching the dancers. I
never saw anything like the danc-
ing that;,went on there that night.
Several lcouples were indulging in
a dance in which their feet never
moved at all. The man would
place his hands upon the girl’s
sides, and she would do the same
and not dance at all, but merely
shiver and shake.” There was
some very potent liquid refresh-
ment in some pockets, too.”

“I heard about a girl who was
carried out of a dance hall and
taken to a hospital a while ago;
the nurses knew about it,” said an-
other welfare worlker. ‘“She had
fallen in.a faint to the floor, and
they couldn’t revive her. When
she regained consciousness in the
hospital she said she had felt
someone jab her with a needle,
and she guessed she’'d been drug-

ged, but from the marks they
found wpon her body, she was
taken ®® be.,an addict. And she

was just a kid, too.”

‘“The sad part about it, to me,”
stated a mother. “is that the good
halls, those well run and care-
fully supervised, are falling into
disrepute along with the truly
vicious places. There are tea-
rooms and summer places which
are really delightful, but because
one couple may get in and dance
immodestly, the place is given a
bad name and all the dances are
liable to be put in the one class.
I know of one place where I would
no more let my daughter go than
T would go myself, and yet—the

best society in Toronto is seen
there.”
ALK about modesty ~bump- .
ers,”” she continued, ‘‘“those
who need them wouldn't wear
them. Some of the girls won’t

wear corsets to ‘dances any more,
because they say the boys won't
dance with them if they do.”

“Y certainly think the deviceis*
most ridiculous and tncalled for,”
said Mrs. Mosher, ‘‘especially. now
that the iazz element is being done
away with. The music has chang-
ed—Iit is lovely now, and people
cannot do jazz dances to really
fine music * z
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THE ACTION SO FAR.

MRS. PENDLETON WAYNE, young and beautiful, an author engrossed
in her work, but still fondly in love with her husbend.

{ PENDLETON WAYNE, successful lawyer of forty. 1 [
| JULIET WETHERELL (“Jill”), who is characterized as a girl seeking a

wealthy marriage by

Country Club for dinner.
will divorce Nelly and marry her.
her, but Jill answers: “A woman

Pusey,
beautiful author.
home in New York.
they merely bow.

marry him again.

He is enamored of

PERLEY REX, a society philanderer. Rex unexpectedly meets an old [riend,
PETER GRANVILLE, who has been adventuring in China and other lands,
Granny is an old admirer of Mrs. Wayne,

THE HOLBROOK ANNISONS, Beth and Hal, a shamelessly old fashioned
couple, still in love with each other and happy, although married.
EVELYN DRACUP, Nelly’s secretary, a pretty English girl who cham-

pions Granny’s plea that Nelly marry him.

On their wedding anniversary Wayne takes Nelly to the Tanglewood
There Jill draws from Wayne a promise that he
Nelly pleads with Jill to leave Pen to
who
deserve to have him.” Jill marries Rex, jilting Wayne. Two years later Rex
and Jill start home from France with their year old boy. Through Arnold
a woman’s dressmaker, Rex meets Mrs. Paramor, o famous
Rex is Mrs. Paramor’s first visitor at

can’t hold her husband doesn’t

and
the Annisons’

Wayne calls to see Annison and meets Nelly, but
He tells Annison his one desire is to win her back. Jill
calls for Rexr and sees his card attached to flowers he had sent to Nelly.
She is cold when the latter interrupts her talk with Beth, but agrees with
Rex lo dine at the Annisons’ that night.
push his suit for Nelly’s hand, and Granny suddenly discovers the secre-
tary herself is a beauty. Annison brings
Waymne, protests he has always loved her, but Nelly. tells him she cannot
After Wayne leaves, Rex comes in search of Nelly, but
Lshe hides. Jill, trailing him, accuses him of being in love with Nelly.

Miss Dracup urges Granville to

Wayne and Nelly together.

T

GRANNY AND EVELYN,

Fiv. . Jill/ ' retorted in

innocent astonish-

ment, ‘7 never sup-

posed vt were flat-

tering yeurselves

there wzz anything

: secret anout it

And, watching him whils he made
‘business with a match and cigaret,
she noted with satisfaction that his
hands were none too steady . (o7
course,” she thoughtfully considered,
“T've got no rights worth mentioning,

only those my generous husband
grants me—mnot even the right of be-

lieving the testimony of my owny
eyes."”

“If your eyes were trustworthy wit=
nesses, my dear, they'd be a different
color.”

Rex gave a small grunt.
whatever put that into your head
He stopped by the desk and sat him-
self on the edge of it, observing her
with a grin that must have been pur-
posely irritating.

“Thank God!” she cried in scorn,
“I'm above being jealous of that crea-
ture. Middle aged and plastered with
paint till she daren’t smile.”

“Flello! Since when have you turn-
ed against rouge and whitewash?”’

“With her touched up hair,” Jill
stormed on, ‘‘and simpering voice!
Jealous of her? I should hope not!
Oh! you are contemptible—to drag me
here to-night, humiliate me before
everyhody by ogling that woman all
evening and letting her leer at you,
and then insult me!”

Dex had a.xeary shrug and wealier
£Oh, hell!” as he stood away from the
desk.

“And swear at me!”

“That wasn't swearing,”” he advised,
casting this way and that for shelter.
“That was just invoking my idea of a
haven of rest and recuperation from
the merry-go-round of domestic life.”

“The only domestic thing in our life
is  myself,” the woman sneered.
“And T've only myself to thank; I
ought to have known better than
marry a, man with the tem-
perament of a tomecat.”

“T think,” Rex doubtfully reflected
{—¢‘yes, I do believe it's the first time
\you've called me that.”

““Oh, not that I blame you.”

He arched one apprehensive
brow. ‘‘Not 20

“You've got to run after other wo-
men. I quite understand, because they
don’'t know you as well as I do.”

“You win,” Rex, in despair, intoned:
‘“round one's all yours on points of
vicious repartee. But if you want
this battle to go on, you'll have to let
me crawl to my corner now and get
my wind back.”

He blindly snached a magazine from
a side table, flung himself into a wing
chair, looped a knee over one of its

‘““Now,
2

eye-

arms, and buried his nose in the
pages; his wife watched him in sil-
/ence, then with a toss of her head

turned to leave him. Half way to the
door, however, her steps faltered; she
whirled about, suspiciously observant.
Rex hadn’t budged. Compunctions
softened the angry set of her features,
she drew in her under lip between
white teeth, hung in hesitation an-
ather instant, then softly paced to-
ward the wing chair.

‘“Perley?”

“Eh?’ He did an effective bit of
acting. ‘“What? Thought you'd gone.”

/*“‘Aren’t you going to play any more
bridge 2"’

He seemed fairly grateful for the re-
turn to that mellifluous key. *“Of
course—I'm only out for this one rub-
her.”

“T've got to get back right away;
I'm dummy, this deal.”” Her husband
wisely refrained from the conspicuous
retort, and, as if taking heart from
this considerateness, she drew nearer.
‘“Perley . . ."’ Her hand fell gently
upon his shoulder—and wasn’t shrug-
ged off. ‘“‘Perley, you're not in love
with Mrs. Paramor, are you?”’

Rex turned a page. “Not in love
with anybody,”” he  absently replied.

“Not even with me?”

“Oh! you, of course.”

“I don’t,”” she uttered in a wist-
ful little voice—“I don't believe you
love me.”

‘“Don’t, eh?” Rex looked up with
his most effective smile. “Think I'd
stand for your nonsense if I didn’t?’*

‘‘Poor boy!” Face and tone alike

Refreshes Weary Eyes
When your eyes feel dull

end heavy, use Murine. It in-
stantly relieves that tired feeling
—makes them clear, bright and
sparkling. Harmless. Sold and -
tecommended by all druggists, S
“JMURINE>
For Your EYES ' srmesmsmsms

contrite, Jill gave his shoulder a series
of consoling pats. ‘I suppose I do
say things I oughtn’t to. But it's only
because I'm so crazy about you, T
simply can’t bear to have you even
look at any other woman.”

‘“Dear old girl!” He put up a band
to catch hers. ‘‘Can’t you understand

it’s quite possible to look at other
woman without seeing them?”
She sank down to the arm of

the chair, her hand stole across his
shoulders. ‘I know . . . But tell me
you can’t see any of thé others ™

‘“The only woman in the world I can
see, Jill, dear,”” he solemnly pro-
nounced, looking directly into her
eves, ‘“is you.”

“I hope it's true,” she sighed ‘T'll
never be content, you know, to be
your gardenia wife.”

‘* ‘Gardenia wife?’ ’’ he
not without misgivings.

‘“A slighted one ... to ornament
the buttonhole of a man of affairs.”
She bent  swiftly, brushed laughing
lips to his, and jumped up. “Now
I must run, or hold up the game. But

wondered,

Perley!” ‘She paused, suppliant.
‘“Promise me something. If Mrs.
Paramor finds you alone here, while
I'm playing—you won't flirt with
her?”

“If Mrs. Paramor finds me alona

here while you're playing,’”” he re
cited by rote, I won’t flirt with her
“Nor let her flirt with you?”’

“Nor let her flirt with me”

“#Then GPllarunvalong . o andi/ty
~ to helieve you.” :

CRight “alA@irl " “Terley turned a
page of his magazine. ‘“You might
as well.”

That article on Tailoring for the
Townsman must have held much

riourishment fof a sort for which Per-
ley’'s asthetic nature had long been
starved for it seemed to render him
forthwith oblivious of his wife, indif-
ferent whether she returned to the
cardrcom, in conformance with her
declared intention or stopped on steal-
thily to study him while he thought
himself unobserved; and certainly he
could have had no intimation of Mrs.
Paramor’s presence before she, paus-
ing at the table back of his chair,
dispelled the hush with the rasp of
a match. Whereupon the man, in
sudden distyust—or his look belied
his temper—Ipeered round a wing of
the chair; and the magazine and
his feet all found the floor at one
time and the same.

The surprise may have been mu-
tual; the back of the wing-chair
was high, and Perley had been as
still as a mouse in it. There was a
spontaneity in the cry—‘‘Why, Per-
ley, are you there?’—which she threw
to him over the fire she was setting
to a cigarette that might have been
reckoned adequate explanation of her
familiarity with his given name,
though Mrs. Paramor at least didn’t
seem to think it evident enough tacit-
ly to be passed over. ‘“You  did
startle me!” she protested—with
every evidence of poise quite unim-
pvaired—and, daintily blowing out the
match, disposed of it. ‘“So much so

that I called you Perley. Do  you
mind?"”’
“Mind!”—he Jlaughed the - absurd

idea out of court—‘‘when you make
me so happy!”

Her eyes veered from the signifi-
cance of his, as if confused. “It does
not take a great deal to make vou
happy, does it?”

‘“Not when it comes from you.”

“T see!” she soberlv made fun of
him. ‘“You think my tongue betray-
ed my bheart. O, but Perley, surely
vou're noble enough not to take ad-
vantage of my innocent, girlish slin!”

““There you go!”’ he peevishly grum-
bled. ‘‘All the time you laugh at me.
And when it means such an awful
lot to me.” 3

“It seems to me,” she said dismiss-
ing his purely personal viewpoint as
not really worth discussion, ‘“‘we've
come to know each other well enough
by now to dispense with stupid for-
malities. Unless. of course, you think
Mrs. Rex would object.”

“What Jill thinks,” he surmised,
brazenly gallant, “doesn’t matter a
great deal, I fancy—to you and me.”

“My gracious!” The woman’s mirth
rang true as she turned away from
his aver-ardent countenance and
strolled to the fireplace. ‘“You do
make a little encouragement go a
long, long way—don't you?*

He followed closely, on the qui vive.
“If you only knew how I've waited
for a little encouragement——!"’

‘“‘Suppose . . .” She lightly seat-
ed herself on the fender and made a
modest place for him. “Suppose T
did know?”

“If you did ... you knew more."”
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“At least if’s my name I’m imperiling, Granny, not yours.”
“Perhaps.”” she admitted, with en- Still she fenced. ““Do you think it?—that woman has taken bhalf an smart, ‘‘Miss Dracup’s sympathy has
igmatic eyes. me a woman who could love a man hour already to get into a simple little been very precious to me. Sympathy
He stood over her, debonnaire in 'she had to share with another?” frock!” does mean a terrible lot to an artist,
his positive assurance. “You knew “You mean you want me to leave “Simple?” Beth doubted. ‘‘To me if you know what I mean.”
how fearfully in love with you I've Jill for you?’ it looked rather a complicated gar-

been all along?”’
“I feared the worse,”
‘“You

she smiled.
must admit you've given me
cause enough. And, after all, I'm
hardly an ingenueam I?”

‘“You are adorable!”

‘‘Please don’t say that.”

“Why not?

“It’s too sweet to know that some-
one thinks you adorable.’”, Perley
hadn’'t waited for, an invitation to
the place on the fender at her side;
now he tisplayed even less doubt that
she would welcome his making free
with her hand. But she didn’t; or, at
least she made a good show of dis-
approving; which he may have con-
sidered all a part of the good old
game. “Youiimustn’t ' ‘do) that,
ley,”” she quietly said, twisting her
fingers in his—‘please.”?

“Why 2’

It isni't right.”

“Why not?”’

“You ask me that!” Her hand was
her own again, and what he must
accounted a weakening of her
self-confidence to all appearances was
now repaired completely.

“Have you forgotten,” she pleasantly
reproached him, *‘Jill?”

“I'm

have

madly in love with you,” he
avowed with vast intensity. ‘A man
can’t think of two women at once.”

“Can’t heZ But it seems to me
one man will have to—if you truly
care for me—because you've got a
wife.”’

‘“What difference need that make to

vou?
‘0! O! you are too enterprising.”

“That's dodging the issue. What
difference?”
“‘I’'m afraid,”” she equivocated,

“that’'s a question I have to let you
find the answer for.”
“You do love me then?”’
‘‘Please you go too fast, too far!’”
“If you care a snap of your pretty
finhgers for me you've got no right
to torment me by refusing to answer.”
She drew away from him a little,

as if subtly mistrustful of him and
sensitive. ‘““What am I refusing to
answer?”’

He put it too her inexoribly:
you love me?”

“Do

Per-

‘“Nothing of the sort!” A clear
gleam of anger shone in/ her. eyes.
‘““What right have you to ask me to
put such a burden on my conscience?
Far better for you to forget me—’

“Never!”

‘““‘Go back to her;
her once again—"

“Happy!” Derision was loud in his
laugh. ‘“Why, our life together is the
most cynical of farces!”

“Ah!”—abruptly Nelly rose from the
fender—‘‘what was that?”

Somewhere in the study a woman
was laughing as if vainly trying to
choke down her laughter; the room
was filled with a bubbling sound of
mirth scarcely human. Then of a
sudden ‘the draperies were agitat-
ed that shut out the recessed window-
seat, violently shaken and parted:
Jill stood between them, holding her
self up by a hand that clutched the
folds;" while the other hand savage-
ly ‘sought to still herlips. And as
Rex started toward her, erying out,
“Jill! Good God!” his wife blind-
ly reeled and fell, ripping from the
curtain-rod masses of heavy bro-
caded stuff to whelm her shape of
tinsel tragedy.

In a corner of the window seat,
which the sun of early winter was
just beginning to gild with cool, white
gold, Beth Annison bent her handsome
head over a frame of needlework,
proving that it wasn’t only in the
point of their marital felicity that the
Annison’s were old-fashioned. At the
desk Miss Dracup was laboring over
magazine galley proofs. But she sus-
pended this activity to turn dispassion-

be happy with

ate eyes on Mr. Pusey when, having’

once again taken counsel of his wrist
watch he made an exasperated face
and twice clicked his tongue against
his teeth, manufacturing a noise im-
possible to reflect in type other than
by the onomatope Tch-tck!

“I wish you wouldn't cluck like
that,” the Englishwoman told him. a
trace testily. “It does give my feel-
ings for the congruous such a shock.”

“What time is it, Mr. Pusey?”’ Beth
Annison more kindly asked.

“Nearly twelve,”” Mr. Pusey replied,
peevishly polite. ‘“Would you believe

;

ment. Besides, 1 notice every new
dressmaker has a secret system all
his own with hooks and eyes, and each
more troublesome than the last.”

“I know what you mean, and I
quite understand it must be trying.
But you can’t expect real ingenuity
to work in a groove—now can you?
That’s one reason why I wanted to
insist on putting Mrs, Paramor into
the gown myseif. I could easily have
done it in ten minutes at most,”” Mr.
Pusey brooded, presumably on the
maddening inanities of social life as
at present organized, till he could no
more contain his impatience with
them. ‘I do think conventions are
sickeningly stupid things—don’t you?
I simply cannot for the life of me
see what difference it makes wha
puts Mrs. Paramor into a new gown,
her maid or 1.”

“Neither can I,”” Miss Dracup chim-
ed, without looking up.

“Thank you, Miss Dracup. Really,
it’s wonderful to know you—so broad
minded and sympathetic! Sometimes
I think you're the only really sen-
sible' woman I've ever met.”

“If you must make these intimate
personal avowals,” Miss Dracup sug-
gested with vindictive pen transfix-
ing a copy reader’s gratuitous correc-
tion of her employer’s English, ‘‘you
might at least walit till we’re alone.
What you've said, I'm afraid, must
be very painful to Mrs. Annison.”

“To the contrary,” Beth chuckled,”
“I quite agree with Mr. Pusey.”

“I'm sure Mrs. Annison knows 1
wouldn’t dream of being rude to her.”

“Why! of course I do.”

“What I meant was,”” Mr. Dusey

hastened to explain, against the bare
possibility of Beth’'s amour propre
suffering in secret any lingering
Do not suffer another day with
Itching, Bleeding, or Protruding
Piles or Hemorrhoids. No
surgical operation required. Dr. Chase’s
Ointment will relieve you at once and
afford lasting benefit. 60c a box; all
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,
Limited, Toronto. Sample box free.

|
)
{

‘‘She does,”” Miss Dracup assured
him, sitting back while she transferr-
ed a corrected galley to the bottom of
the sheaf. “But I'd be glad to know
what makes you think I'm so sym-
pathetic.”

“Well!”” Mr. Pusey bridled, ‘it was
the interest you took in my designs
—wasn’t it —that induced Mrs. Para-
mor to commission me to make her
this gown—your sympathetic faith in
me:”’

“That wasn’'t sympathy,” the secre-
tary calmly corrected, ‘‘that was the
pure spirit of scientific research mani-
festing in this unworthy vessel.”

“‘Scientific research’ ”’

‘“Science teaches us even the low-
est forms of animal life have their
uses. I wanted to see if it was true.”

“Now I think you're perfectly aw-
ful!” Mr. Pusey giggled. ‘‘Always
poking fun at me!”

“But I assure you I’m entirely seri-
ous.” Miss Dracup looked it. “You
were such a hopeless dud as a re-
porter I wanted to find out if by
chance you were good for any-
thing else.”

“How are you getting on with your
Town Tattle work, Mr. Pusey?”’ Beth
Annison inquired. “Famously, I trust.’”’

“Anyth‘ing but! It’s just as Miss
Dracup says: I am absolutely hope-
less as a reporter,” Mr. Pusey with
strange vivacity confessed. “And I
just glory iIn it, because I perfectly
loathe journalism.’”’

“Why?”’

““O! it’s so crude and sordid, if you
get what I mean, so—what shall I

say?”’
‘“Masculine,”” Miss Dracup helped
out, though again busy reading
proof.

‘“In the very worst sense of the
word!”’

‘“But if you dislike such work so
much, Mr. Pusey, what made you\
consent to try it?”

“Well, I was broke, you know, Mrs.
Annison, and there was:nothing else
in sight at the time. And then, I
presume, the spirit of adventure in me
had something to do with it. The
truth is, 'm an adventurer born.”

‘“But can you reconcile that asser-

tion with this passion of yours for
millinery ?"*

“Why, of course!” Mr. Pusey gur-
gled. “Every dress is a new adven-
ture to me.”

“You know’’—Miss Dracup perplex-
edly consulted Beth Annison across
the desk—‘‘every so often the creature
breaks out like that, with something
so completely out of character—!"’

“0O! I don't care what you say
about me, Miss Dracup!”’ Mr. Pusey
gaily protested—'‘you’ve been 50
kind.”

“But I'm beginning to wonder if
it wasn’t perhaps mistaken kindness.”

“But there! I daresay it’s silly of
me to see anything personal in your!/
interest, I'm sure you’d have done
just as much for any man.”

“Not at all; men are different.”

Mr. Pusey seemed slightly posed by
this, Beth Annison bent lower over her
needlework, Miss Dracup placidly went
on scoring proofs; and the conversa-
tion ‘languished till the dressmaker
had another look at hisg watch.

“O dear!” he sighed . . . ‘‘this sus-
pense is simply terrible. I don’t sup-
pose I'd feel it so much if I was going
to have any chance to make altera-
tions, but with Mrs. Paramor leav-
ing so soon, so unexpectedly ... I'd
like to know what on earth,” he
petulantly broke out, “ put it into
her head to go on to California on
such short notice.”

‘The motion picture from her novel

is to be made out there.”
‘“I know; but she told me she'd be
New York a month at least—and
it’s barely a week since she landed.’”

“If women didn’t change their minds

so often,” the secretary reminded him,
‘‘they wouldn’t need so many dresses.
Then where would you be?”

‘““That’'s it precisely. Where am I
if she packs off to California to-mor-
row without giving the opportunity I'd
counted on to prove I can make her
the best dressed woman in the world?
She practically promised me, if my
gowns for her turned out half as won-
derful as the designs, she’'d find back-
ing for the little place I'm dying
to set up here in New York.”

‘““There, there!”’” Miss Dracup sooth-
ingly cooed—‘be a 'nice little Pusey
and leave off’ yowling till somebody
really does tread on your tail. Mrs.
Paramor never forgets her promises.”’

Mr. Pusey feebly moaned and,
squelched, subsided into a woebegone
pose on the club fender; only, how-
ever, to bound up again with a gurgle
of nervous joy, for Mrs. Paramor was
coming in from the hallway.

‘“Was I long?” She had a beaming
smile forithe cxelicd young. person.
‘“Never-mind;* Mr. Pusey; here I am
at last; and I think your gown is
quite too lovely.” ; -

“O! not for you, \Mrs. Paramor,
never for you.” And then, because
Nelly was offering to drop the shawl
of old Chinese brocade, the hue of
ivory, which she had thrown ‘over
her shoulde}'s for the journey from
bed chamber to study, and whose
voluminous folds draped her figure to
the heels, Mr. Pusey executed a pas
seul of protest. ‘‘No! please no, you
really must not—not yet, not by day-
light! It’'s a perfect crime to show
off an evening gown except by arti-
ficial light.”

““O! Very well, Mr. Pusey; just as
you wish.”

The dressmaker had darted first
for the western window; but there
Beth Annison, rising, saved him the
trouble of manipulating the curtain
cords; while Miss Dracup, making no
pretence of being less keen to wit-
ness the impending revelation, switch-
ed on the wall-sconces while Pusey
was shutting out daylight at the sou-
thern windows. And Mrs. Paramor
waited for him to turn before she dis-
carded the shawl.

A shape of Iloveliness unrelieved,
her figure of a slender girl setting on
as much as set off by the gown of
jade satin and silver stuffs, she drop-
ped the three a low curtsey and, re-—
covering, slowly pirouetted for their
delectation. :

“Well?”’ she confidently demanded

as she came to a pause again. ‘“What
do you think?”
In the same breath Beth Annison

cried “O sweet!”” and Miss Dracup
gave the word “Ravishing!” in a
drawl that carried a thrill.

Preening himself, Mr. Pusey chirp-
ed: “Isn’t she just too lovely for
words?”’

“1t would be hard not to be,” Nelly
Paramor insisted with a moue of self-
depreciation, ‘in such a gown.”

“1f 1 believed that,” Misg Dracup
in open envy affrmed, “I'd bribe Mr.
Pusey to make me one just like it.”

«“p'd perfectly love to do you a gown,
Miss Dracup.” Mr. Pusey had plump-
ed down on his knees at the feet of
Nelly Paramor, not in worship but in
anxiety to fuss with folds of material
that, to his captious eyes, didn’t set
as well as they -should have, ‘“Let
me make you a wardrobe, and Tl
guarantee you'll catch a rich Am-
erican husband.” ¢

“Thanks ever so much,” the Eng-
lish woman curtly negatived. ‘‘But
it’s my notion to be loved for myself
alone.”

“But,” Mr. Pusey argued, worrying
the skirts, ‘“you wouldn’t’ have my
clothes on all the time.”

“Mr. Pusey!?

“O dear! have I said something aw-
ful again?”’

‘“Fortunately,” Nelly Paramor
laughed, ‘‘there are no men present.”

“Yes.”” Pusey simply agreed, sitting
back on his heels and concentrating
a solicitous scowl on the gown—isn’t
B2

“Every time one sees something ex-
quisite, like that,”” Miss Dracup plain-
tively confessed, ‘‘it makes one posi-
tively sick of sensible clothes.”

‘“Well! T can tell you one thing.”
The dressmaker hopped up and fell
back to consider his handiwork with
head on the bias and the narrowed
eyes of an artist. “If I were a beauti-

ful woman, no man would ever catch
me with a sensible rag on my back.”

“I'm not sure”—Miss Dracup’s eye-
lids had fallen, her mouth was prim
—“T ought to understand what you
mean.”

“O! now you know perfectly well my
heart Is God’s little garden.”

“Is it?” Nelly wondered. “But isn't
that where all the trouble began?
With the apple,” I mean.”

“Perhaps it is true, clothes don’t
make the man’’ —Miss Dracup
achieved an accent of pragmatic con-
viction—*‘but nothing is more certain
than that clothes like that make the
married man.”

“Isn’t that the truth?’ Pusey in
high glee piped. ‘“All the same, Miss
Dracup, I should perfectly hate to see
you married.”’

“Precious little fear,” the girl in
disgusted brevity asserted. ‘‘But what
do you care?”’

“Men are such beasts,” Pusey bleat-

ed with some feeling—'you don’t
kno 2

“That’'s just it.” she gave back a
growl; “I don’t know. That's why

nature—shifty old devil! cursed wo-
men with curiosity; so even the in-
telligent couldn’t help falling for mar-
riage. . . given half a chance.”

At this juncture the man Andrews
entered the study, bringing Nelly a
card on his salver. The quick flush
of pleasure with which she scanned
the name was pretty to see. ‘In the
drawing room, Andrews? Say I won’t

- be a minute.” The servant withdrew.

“Help me with my shawl, please, Mr.
Pusey. . . . It’s Granny,” she threw
to Beth, perhaps a trifle consciously
failing to see the sudden inexpressive-
ness that covered Miss Dracup’'s fea-
tures like a cloud of constraint. “I
don’'t want to keep him waiting, I'm
expecting somebody' else before long;
so I won't stop to change.” The Chin-
ese shawl was draped over her, and
the smile of an animated school girl
rewarded Mr. Pusey for his gallant
office. ‘I must fly—"’

‘““O, but Mrs. Paramor!’”’

That wail stayed her, she humored
Pusey, whimsically patient.

“You're going away to-morrow——""

““On the Twentieth Century Limit-
ed.”

‘““T'o be goné for months——""
‘I won’t say that. Perhaps not much
more than a month.” /

“But about your other gowns——"*

“You can be making them, and
have them ready for me when I re-
turn.”

“O! thank you so much. But . ., .
aren’'t I to see you again before you
g0?”

‘‘But, of course! Come back this
afternoon, for tea—come a bit early;
that will give us time to talk over
your plans. And—I all but forgot—
Miss Dracup will make out the cheque
now, if you don’t mind waiting.’’

The first thirty seconds or so fol-
lowing passed in silence but for the
savage scratching of the secretarial
pen. Then Mr. Pusey sighed himself
out of the trance of adoration into
which he had lapsed.

‘“Isn’t she the sweetest thing?’ he
melodiously murmured. ‘I don't won-
der that men can’t resist her—I'm
sure I couldn’t!”

‘“Don’t say that.”” Miss Dracup, im-
passively extending the cheque in the
steadiest of hands, nevertheless pro-
duced a tone sonorous and poignant:
‘“‘Lieave me at least my illusions.”

‘“Why, Nelly!” Peter Granville had
been given a glimpse of the warmly
illuminated study as the door opened
and closed. ‘Ypu're all lit up! What's
the occasion?”’ With the more excuse
in view of the quaint disguise she had
chosen, he added: ‘“‘Amateur theatri-
cals?”’

“A  dress rehearsal, Granny,” the
woman laughed, and let her shawl of
ivory tinted silk slip down till only
the ends looped over her forearms
saved it from drooping about her feet.
“Don’t you think the dress is worth
120

“Can’t find words to tell you how
well.” Eyes of admiration fondly
dwelt upon that charming revelation.

Continued on Page Thirteen.
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MRS. BUDGE
S0 WEAK COULD
HARDLY STAND

Tells How Lydia E. Pink-
ham’sVegetable Compound
Restored Her Health

River Desert, Que.—‘‘I used to
have a severe pain in my side.I would
be unable to walk fast and could not
stand for any length of time to do my
ironing or washing, but I would have
tolie down to get relief from the pain.
I had this for about two years, thena
friend told me to try Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound as she
h#d had good results. 1 certainly got
good results from it, too, as the last
time I had a sore side was last May
and I have not had it since. Iamalso
glad of having good nursing for my
baby, and I thmi it is your medicine
that helped me in this way.”’—Mrs.
L. V. BUDGE, River Desert, Quebec.

If you are suffering from the tor-
tures of a displacement, irregular- .
ities, backache, headaches, nervous-
ness, or a pain in the side, you should
lose no time in trying Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vefetable Compound.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Private Text-
Book upon ‘‘ Ailments Peculiar to
Women ’’will be sent you free upon

request. Write for it to the Lydia E.
Pinkham Medicine Co., Cobourg,
Ontario. This book contains valuable
information that every woman should
know. ]
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OF TAYLOR was find-
ing life dull in the late
afterncon, If life had
been a knife, he could
not have cut his finger
with it.

= “I couldn’t nick hot
butter.’”” Hof 'soliloquized bitterly. 1
couldn’t 'stab a jellyfish, I couldn't
whittle potatoes, 1 couldn't rip water

with it. My goodness, but life is dull.
1 was happy when I was/’ truckin’
dowh ‘'round Lake  Street in / old

Chicago. Ilinois, U.S.A., but I didn't
have sense enough to know when I
was happy: so the happiness didn't
do me no good.  And now that I'm
homesteadin’ on the Arctic Circle,
I'm unhappy and I have sense enough
to know it. But the knowin’' don’t

[ do me no good.”

‘ The wind thrust across the Sas-
katchewan prairie and worried the
corners of Hof Taylor's house so
. that the flimsy shack waved in
I petulance. The unhappy owner tilted
his chair against a wall and braced
_‘his feet against the stove.

« ' He drew a harmonica from his ves
£ pocket and pressed it against his lips.
. “play baby,” he admonished. ‘‘Play

gweet and low for your Uncle Hof.

He's terrible lonely and homesick.”
The instrument had time to respond

merely to the extent of three bars
when a man’s figure appeared in the
doorway.

“Come in and set down,” he in-
vited. ‘‘Are you a homesteader, tpo,
poor fellow, or are you human??

“Who, me? I never heard of home-
steaders ‘fore now. Come 'to think it
over, guess' I did read ’bout them
' gomewhere, along with pollywogs and

beetle bugs in some book dealing with

the curiosities of nature. Me? I'm

a rancher. That's my ranch, six

miles down the coulee. You can see

a couple of the bhuildings, if you step
- outside.

“T’ve seen  'em. They're the only

“ things ‘cept country to see in"zmy dir-
ectiocn  whichsoever. I was thinkin’

« of ‘prancin’ ‘down there right soon to
investizate what them buildings was
and who was in em’.”

YiWhere are you from?"

“The southwest corner of TLake
Michigan. Get off and turn to the
right and ask anybody. Hof Taylor
by name; truck driver by inclination

- and profession. But as soon as har-
vest comes I'm goin’ thrashin’ and

“'make some money to start farmin,’
What do you raise—muley cows?”

“Only on holidays. Week days I
raise horses."”

“Florses!” cried the homesteader.
*‘Now you're beginnin’ to take holt.
My jmiddie name is horsé. T had a
tea:{x. comin’ five three-quarter
Fercheron, that could snake t(wo
ton through any travel that ever

“ blocked State and Madison at noon

the day before Christmas and
never 'slip .a hoof.™™

“Lyver do any horse stealin’?”

+ “No, I'm an honest man."”
®o? Well, -listen to my

4

on

Proposi-

Carpenter. You're new in this coun-
Z try ‘and you don't know me. 1 came
up here to your ‘shack this after-
noon to chase you cut. I didn’'t wish
1no homesteaders playin’ ‘Home Sweet
W Home’ in my ear. [ wants free range
for my stock. T'm figurin’ on graz-

in’ cattle next year.”
**All right. Graze tarantulas and
% billygoats if you likes. You didn’t

chase me. What next?”
ARPENTER gazed steadily at his
host for several seconds, and the

homesteader as steadily returned
the look. ‘1 wants the land for free
grazin’,” at length remarked the
rancher. There was something ap-

persuasion in his voice. “I
don't see why homesteaders has to
horn in on this rough grazin’ land.
There’s plenty of better farmin’ coun-
try up north.”

“I don’t know either, when it comes
to knowin’. I just whirled round
three times and lit there.”

‘“You're the second one to light.
By and by, they’ll be droppin’ like
ducks, if us ranchers don't do some-
thjn’. Last year some fellow took up
a homestead eight miles west of me.
He didn’t last long.”

“What happened to
Hof Taylor. “Or was
able?” :

“Probably so, to him. First, his

" barn blowed down; then some short-
sighted person mistook his horses for
antelope and shot ’em, and then his

~ house burned down one day when
i'he was gone to town for grub. He

! sure had tough luck.”

“What became of him? Did some-
body with bad hearin’ mistake him
for a cockroach and poison 'the poor
insect?”’

“It would have come to that, but
the miserable cricket left here afore
anybody could squash him; went back
to his ' mama, I reckon. He was too

~ young, anyway, to run loose. Looked

proaching

him?” asked
it unmention-
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“main stem.”

HOF could navigate a four-horse truck
through crowded Chicago thorough-
fares in the old days and pilot schooners
across the mahogany bar with equal facility.
Naturally, a man of his ability wasn’t going
to lose his head just because he happened to
be more than forty-five minutes from the

“How would this suit? ” asked the homesteader, stuffing the bank-
notes into an empty baking-powder can and raising a short section
of board from the floor beneath the stove.

My name is Dow |

M. AXMITH

LADIES’ TAILOR.

And Ready-to-Wear Suits, Coats and
Dresses Made to Order is Our Specialty,
2218 DUNDAS STREET WEST
Cor, Roncesvalles Ave., Toronto.

Phone Junction 4170.

about twenty-one with no wisdom
teethscutys

*“What was his name?”

“Harris, or Harrison, or some such
like that.”

“So you ran him out?”

I ain’t braggin’. I sort of coaxed
him out.”

““And you come visitin’ to-day to
sort of coax me out?”’ asked Hof Tay-
lor. ;

“I come to size you up.'

“How'"-do /T siza??’

“Too heavy on your feet to run.
I think T can buy you out.

“You can sell your valuable
vices,”” stated the rancher. “If you
can rope and bridle five hundred dol-
lars and your fare to the south-west

But

Ser-

corner of lake Michigan, you'd be
willin’ to go, wouldn't you?”
“Go?  That ain’t no word to use

round me; I'd fly. Man, I can feel the
pin-feathers on my arms already.”

“It's fifty miles to the Montana
line,” continued Carpenter. “My ranch
foreman and me start this evenin’ at
dark. The ranch hand I expected to
go with us had the poor judgment to
let a horse throw him yesterday as far
as next week, and now he can’t ride
a rockin’ chair. I need a third man,
and T can't spare no more from the
place.”

“The thaw is sure arrivin’ fast.”

“We’ll come by here leadin’ a horse.
You climb on top that broncho and
travel with us. You're to. ask mno
questions, but do as you're told, and
keep a clamp on your jaw. Tomor-
row we rest, and tomorrow night we
herd the bunch north to my place.
Two hundred and fifty dollars will be
tucked in your.garter as soon as the
last animal is in my corral. In ’bout
a month there’'ll be another bunch
needin’ exercise at night, and an-
other two hundred and fifty in your
other garter. In the meantime, be-
twixt and between, you can ride range
for me and earn your carfare, Think
it over land let me know inside of ten
minutes how you think.”

“Ten seconds is nine too many,” re-
plied the homesteader. ‘I only know
of one better business and that would
be clippin’ coupons with a band saw.
But why stop at two little travelin’
parties ?

“There’ll only be two ridin’ parties
and no more,”” replied the rancher.
“Ridin’ at night aro@ises curiosity, and
I don't like to have myself talked
'hout. My feelin’s are sensitive. Be-
sides, I'm goin’ into the cattle busi-
ness this Fall with some meat pack-
ers, and I won't have time for pleas-
ure trips.”’

“But how do you know that I won’t
hurt your feelin's by talkin’ 2"

“T don’t know, but I'm just gamblin’
you won't.”

‘“‘One more question before [ clamp

my jaw and do as I'm told. Where's

your affidavit that you'll pay me the

two hundred and fifty simoleons when

the last cayuse is in your corral to-

morrow night? My garter is stretch-

ed out of shape already. Somehow, ~
my curiosity, gets the best of my

good manners.’’

“I’'ll bring tlie money with me to-
night, and you can put it any place
you like ’round this mansion until
you get back. Any place, just so you
and me knows where it is.” And
the rancher

“Must you 'be movin’? Well, so
long. Looks like the sun would set
in the west this evenin’. Hurry back.”

Herb Essley, foreman of the Car-
penter ranch, was jwaving his rus-
set-tanned countenance from a tin
washpan on the sill of the bunkhouse
in ' preparation for his supper when
the proprietor rode around the cor-
ner of the barn and dismounted.
Soap suds covered Herb’s face and he
could not see. He turned his head and
reached blindly for the towel.

rose.

~ last year?

«»§§$
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“Dow?’ he inquired.

“No,” answered his employer,
proaching. ‘‘This is Santa Claus.

“I didn’t hear no sleigh bells and
it's a long time till Christmas.’”” Herb
rubbed his visage vigorously, and
one eyebrow appeared above the soap
line. “Did you run that homestead-
in’ fellow back where he belongs?”’

“Run nothin’,” answered Dow Car-
penter testily. *“That fellow has lo-
comotor aphasia of the brain and
hind legs. He wouldn't run to a fire.'’
The rancher kicked the bunkhouse
disgustedly. ‘‘He wouldn't run from
sizzlin’ dynamite.'”

“I'm goin’ to take him with us to-
night.’’ ‘

“What?"” cried Herb, opening his
wide, big eyes and with a how!l of
pain promptly closing them.

“It’s this way, Herh,” Dbegan the
rancher. ‘“‘I'm gettin’ cold feet clear
up to my knees concernin’ this Mon-
tana trip.”

K E’VE done the same identical
thing in the past, and the dam-
age was nothin’ or less.”

‘“True enough, we've pulled the
trick afore, but every time we makes
the play our chances are taller, heav-
ier” and wider. This deal is all set
and I'll play it out.”

“Good! You're shoutin’ now.”

“And after to-night TI'm through.
It's gettin’ too dangerous—harder for
our men to land jobs on the big Mon-
tana ranches, harder to sell horses.”

“This homesteadin’ badger, how
does’ he cut into the pie?” asked
the foreman. ‘I ain’t ever asked him
to! pull up a chair. T ain't even seen
him, What's his name, or ain’'t he
named?"

‘“Hof Taylor, so he gaid.”’

“What did you make a pet of him,
for? He must have purred and rub-
bed your shins.”

“You remember that young home-
steader, Harris or Harrison, or what-
ever hig name weus, that we rhn offt
You remember he made
no holler? He just disappeared., But
there was talk up and down the trail

ap-

i

totown. ' It ain’t in the “fhatuse of
things for a man, even &  cussed

homesteader, to have his barn blow-

’ed over, his horses shot dead, and. his

house burned down, all in six weeks.
Some folks sort of looked our
inquirin’ like—" i

“Liet ’em look. Tt will do 'em good.
But if you're startin’ a subscription
list for homesick homesteaders, pass
right .on and try the next house.”

“I wouldn't subscribe to a new rope
to hang him with,” asserted’ Dow
Carpenter, “but I'll ' have him caught
ridin’ a horse that don't belong to
him.’

“How s0?”’

“Leave that to me. And leave to
the Montana ranchers the merry little
fact that they will make life interestin’
then for our homesteadin’® friend.
And while that is proceedin’, you and
me will be back here sleepin; quiet
and peaceful. He won't never re-
turn to bother us.’

“How so, once more?”’

“I told him I was short a man to
make this trip to-night and that-1
would pay him two hundred and fifty
to go with us. Also, that I would pay
him the same to make a second trip
with us a month later, and that he
could chore ’round in the meantime
and accumulate ‘his carfare to' Chi-
cago. He grabbed like a coyote at a
roosting hen. You and me ride by
his place to-night, leadin’ a third
horse for him-—Baldy, the sorrel.”

“Baldy, the sorrel!’” ejaculated Herb

way

’
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ISupposin’ 1 just shove this little note in this here little hole and
we goes on our way rejoicin’ and sees what happens? ”

Essley.- “Why, that mangy runt can’t
carry a full grown man to Montana
and back. He can't carry his tail up
that far. He will go lame afore we
are half way to the line.”

“I'm countin’ on Baldy goin’ lame.
If he isn’t limpin’ by the time we
hit the“border, I'll trade mounts with
the homesteader and make the sorrel
lame.”

‘WO hours later the rancher and
his foreman rode to the home-
steader’'s shack. Dow Carpenter

dismounted, and, leaving his cem-
panion outside, opened the door
without knocking. Hof Taylor, with

chair tilted against the wall and feet
braced against the stove, was de-
voting himself to music.

The rancher closed the door and
remarked, ‘“‘How high can you count?”

The homesteader finished the chor-
us of ‘“Home, Sweet Home,” and care-
fully tucked the harmonica into a
vest pocket before he replied, *‘Fin-
gers, or pencil and paper?”’

‘‘Suit yourself,” answered Dow Car-
penter, tossing a 'package of bank-
notes into the other's lap.

‘‘Hide it where you please.
tion; we're due to be movin’.”

‘“How would this suit?'’ asked the
homesteader, stuffing the bank-notes
into an empty baking-powder can,
and raising a' short section of
board from the floor beneath the
stove, disclosed a hole dug in the
grouxzd. ‘‘After you left thig after-
noon I spent one hour of my valuable
life  preparin™ this safety deposit
vault.”

Three horsemen rode south through
the night. One was short and one
was tall and one was neither short
nor tall. They rocde in  single file
for miles across the open prairie
and not one addressed another. At
midnight they struck a trail that angl-
ed southwest.

‘Fair time,” said the short man,
drawing rein. ‘“We're half way there.
Everybody happy?’ |

Set ac-

“I. ain’t,” 'replied the tall ‘manj
“neither is my horse. I suspicion
that he is thinkin’ ’bout goin’ lams.

He' told me three miles back that I
was too heavy for him. He didn't
have nobody else to talk to and
neither did I.”

One hour later, the tall man re-
marked, ‘“This horse aint’ the least
bit reasonable; he’s done gone lame.”

‘‘Bad?” asked the short man.

‘Tolerable. I should say. He told
me just now he was good for some-
thin’ like ten miles if necessary.’’

“It’s necessary, and no mistake.
Ten miles more will put ug close to
the border. You can walld the rest
of the way.”

ATMHE RANCHER and the foreman
cantered on through the darkness;
the homesteader; afoot, and lead-

ing the limping sorrel, proceeded to

follow.
“Little horse,”

Sk smell a mice.”

The sorrel did not answer, but con-

mused Hof Taylor,

“Play baby,” he admonished.
“Play sweet and low for your
Wncle “Hof. 2 |

tinued to limp philosophically along
behind the tall man. In time they
came to a stream.

“T hates to ride wou across,’”. re-
marked the homesteader, ‘but I
hates worse to have my feet wet. ' I
may be compelled to do some sprint-
in' within the next twenty-four hours,
and I gprint best in dry socks.” He
mounted the sorrel and rode through
the water dismounting when the op-
posite bank was reached. ‘‘Here we
are, on the trail again, and no dam-
age tdone your shoulder, I trusts.
That willow tree in the fork ought
to be showin’ soon. Come along,
Baldy.”

The tall man found the tree a quar-
ter of a mile down the trail.

““‘Somethin’ tells me,” he ruminated,
‘“that there's a hole in the right side of
the trunk of this tree, ’'but six feet
from the ground, where a limb has
broke off. Sure as you live, Baldy,
here’s the hole. It would make a rip-
snortin’ place to hide a little note in.
And here’s a little note all writ and in
my vest pocket where I keeps my har-
monica. That's co-incidence. Always
make the best of co-incidence, Baldy;
don’t you forget that. Supposin’ I just
shove this little note in this here little
hole and we goes on our way rejoicin’
and sees what happens? You wouldn’t

tell mnobody, would you? ' And you
haven’t objections, have you? | The
ayes win. In goes the note. Come cn

now, Baldy; we mustn’t be late arriv-
in’ at the coulee. Your boss was snap-
pish the last we saw of him, and I
don’t propose to let his disposition
curdle and me be to blame. Him and I
has a secret, and you and I has a
secret. I'd rather have a secret with
you, Baldy, then I would with him.”
The first silver of daylight was
streaking the Eastern sky when the
tall man and the sorrel horse descend-
ed the bank of the coulee. Half way
across the flat bottom a whistle smote
the pedestrian’s ear from the left of
the trail. He trilleg a bar of ‘‘Home,
Sweet Home,” andMurned to the left.

“‘us with another

Herb Essley arose from the ground
to greet him ' with, “You're a long
time comin'.”

I don’t wear $pring heels and one
of my corns is hurtin’ me powerful.

What's the menu, now?”’
“Follow me.”
As they approached the willows,

Dow Carpenter rode forth, leading a
horse by a rope.

‘‘Here’s your new broncho,” he in-
formed the homesteader. ‘“Throw
your saddle and bridle on him quick.”

‘“How many are we?”’

‘“T'wo lads who brought up this herd,
and us three who rode here to-night.”

“What'll I do with Baldy?”

“Turn him loose. He will edge in

with the others.”
‘‘Good-bye, Baldy. ‘Whoa, there,
you great big stepladder! I.et your

Uncle Hof climb aboard. He's kind
to dumb animals, but he don’t like
‘em to be too dumb.”

In the light of the dawn the five
men drove the herd of young horses
east along the coulee bottom. Herb
Essley rode beside his employer.

‘“The lads tell me,” he vouchsafed,
‘‘that the ranchers down her has a re-
ward posted of five hundred dollars for
information leadin’ to the apprehen-
sipn of certain unknown parties—or
some such words. How would it be
for you and me to tell on each other
and split the reward?”’

“Most pleasin’. Try/ it and see.”

‘I can see it without tryin’.” 'said
Herb Essley. ‘‘The two lads also tells
me that the ranchers of this section
are ridin’ range freely, on the lookout
for them unknown parties; with blood
in their eyes.”

““That s0? All the better. This here
homesteader, whose corns hurts him,
thinks there's two more men to join
bunch of horses. I
led him on to think so. ’*Bout 5 o'clock
this afternoon 1'll send him out to
hunt the other men and find what the
trouble is. He won't find the men,
but T'm expectin’ he will find the
trouble. 1'll give him orders to ride
south fifteen mlies and look ’round.
That will put him onto the Lazy Y
ranch. Probably he will stop afore he
gets that far—stop by request of
some of the Lazy Y men. And he
will be'ridin’ a Lazy Y horse, which
fact will be interestin’ for him to ex-
plain.”

‘‘His explanations may interest us.”
““How so? By dark we'll start north
with our herd. Not a branded ani-
mal, except what we rode down, goes
back with us. I warned the boys that
the last time that 1 wanted no more
branded horses included. T suppose
they slipped some in, havin’ the same
thirst for gate receipts as you has.
If they did, every brand comes out,
and the two boys who brought them
up here can start them south this
evenin’. By the time this homesteader
can bring our name into his convergsa—
tion with the Lazy Y men we will be
across the line. ; By this time to-
morrow we will be back on the ranch
and there won't be brand there that
don’t belong there.”

Several miles farther on they came

to an opening in the north coulee
bank,
“Drive em in,” called Dow Car-

penter, and the forward drivers turned
the staggering herd toward the open—
ing.

Hof Taylor, bringing up the rear,
was the ast to enter. He found a
carro designed by nature. ‘‘Some
barnyard,” he muttered to himself,
watching the horses scatter over the
half section of land in the blind coulee
and begin eager grazing.

‘“‘Some barnyard; only the gap has
to be watched”

He lay down and promptly went to

sleep. At 4 o'clock he was awakened
by the rancher’s handd upon his
shoulder.

“Get up. We need you.”

“T knew you would,” answered Hof.

“The other herd hasn’t come in,”
continued the rancher. “Somethin”
has delayed the boys. We have to
start north at dark. I want you to
ride south fifteen miles or so and look
‘round.”

CPIMHAT’S some ride, with fifty miles
ahead of me to-night, and my

corns still jumpin’ wup and
down."”
A few minutes later, Hof Taylor

rode out of the natural corral into the
coulee. He crossed the bottom and
climbed the opposite bank, and con-
tinued south. For half an hour he
rode, then halted and looked at his
watch. “Five o'clock,” he said. ‘Tl
loaf a while, and then by the time I
gets back there, things ought to be
just ’'bout beginnin’ to happen.” He
drew the harmonica from his vest

| pocket and devoted himself to “Home,

Sweet Home.”” It was his intention
to play for fifteen minutes, but he
found the charms of the melody so
compelling that the half of an hour
went by before he sighed and glanced
at his watch. “Sufferin’ smoke-
stacks!” he exclaimed, and hastily
galloped in the directlon from which
he had come. As he approached the
coulee, he slowed his mount to a walk,
cautiously drew near the bank and
peered over., Below, he saw some-
thing that caused him to ejaculate,
“Things has happened!” and to ride
quickly down the slope.

The herd of horses was being driven
west along the bottom. Four men,
whom Hof recognized as his former
companions, followed in single file.
Their arms appeared to be bound
tightly to their sides. Behind the
four came six strangers.

“Your name?’ asked the leader, as
the homesteader drew rein alongside.

‘“Hof Taylor.”

‘“You look the description. Prove
it \

With a smile, the homesteader drew
the harmonica from his vest pocket
and played ‘“Home, Sweet Home.”

“Here's a cheque for five hundred,”
said the leader, tendering him a slip
of paper. “It’'s made out to you. Are
you ridin’ our way?”’

“Thanks, no. I've a rendezvous at
a scrub willow in the fork of a trail—
a rendezvous with a fellow named

Harrison and a bakin’ powder can
that comes out of a hole under a
loose board; eh, Carpenter?”’ ‘Bhe

homesteader winked, but the rancher
did not rturn the salute. ‘I guess
T'll have to change horses for tnat
sorrel over there that's limpis’. This
critter ton’t belong to me.”

is used, is a satisfying and
refreshing summer-beverage.

TEA-

when pure,

delicious

-
“Don’t bother,” said the  leader. thin’ I wanted to tell my boss. You
“Keep the horse you're on. He's may be glad to know, Carpenter, that

mine and 1 gives him to you.”

“Thanks, once more. Any word for
Harrison?”’

“Say good-by for us again. He was
a god ranch hand. 1 hates to lgse
him. I reckon he's headin' east as
soon as he meets you.”

3 AST is the word for him and

Eme, too,”” replied Hof Taylor,

gathering up his reins. ‘““Well,
so long. Oh, yes! I most forgot some-

Harrison is a friend of mine. Fact is,
he’s a relative of mine. Wanted axs

citement and run away from home—

changed his name. I'm glad he\,did,
if he had to be tripped op by a tumble-
weed like you. And now I meets him
and the aforesaid bakin’ powder can
at a scrub willow in the fork of a trail
not so many miles away., Yes it was
all arranged by a little note. You see,
I'm his big brother.”

- MRS. PARAMOR

Continued from Page Twelve.

“The prettiest yet! If my guess is
good, your name has first place in the
nightly prayers of every modiste in all
Paris.”

“It ought to have,”” Nelly Paramor
averred, without, however, any evi-
dence of a stricken financial con-.
science—*‘if you could have seen my
bills! All the same, this simple little
frock is one hundred per cent. Am-
erican. Who do you think made it
for me? Who but Miss Dracup’s fav-
orite seamstress!”

“Pussy?’”’ Granville gave a snort of
intolerance: ‘‘Blessed if I understand
what HEvelyn sees in him to deserve
the amount of mothering she wastes
on him.”

Nelly had slipped a hand under his
arm and was leading him toward the
front of the room. But now, opposite
the arched opening that gave upon
the entrance hall, she halted,  over-
come by burlesque astonishment, with
explicit indictment in the amused eyes
that veered to him. ‘‘Evelyn!’?*

He reddened. “Why! N R
isn't that her name?”’

“Aren‘t you sure?’ His arm was
subjected to a'playful shake. ‘1 was

surprised to find you knew her so
well—that is all.”

“‘0!” 'he artlessly parried—‘a slip
of the tongue 2

“Beg pardon, Mrs, Paramor.” The
man servant, passing through the hall,
espied her and paused. In his arms
a box rested, one of those long and
narrow pasteboard coffins that fash-
ionable florists provide for a spend-

thrift’s hopes and fears.  ‘“Where
would you wish——""

“0O! take it to my room, 'please,
Andrews.”’

“Come regularly, eh?’ Granyville
sourly commented. » “Every day at

noon?”’
“Yes,” she said, in unfeigned ennui
—‘"gvery day at noon—if it matters.”
“It matters to me. You know only
too well how I feel about you, Nelly.”
‘“Well, yes! With a dry little laugh
she disengaged her hand against the
pressure of an arm that jealously
would have retained it and sat her-
self on one end of a period settee.
“I rather think I do.”
A secret significance
plainly excited Granville's distrust,
but suspicdious examination of her face
told him nothing, and masculine in-
tuitions in respect of women, such
as they are, seldom stir in their torpor
when the day is young. “Then,” he
bungled, bulking above her with the
dour consequence of a hanging judge,
“you can hardly expect me to wel-

come these evidences ~of your in-
fatuation 5 .

“Infatuation!” she flared at him—
oy

“Don’t like that name for the way
‘you're going—do you?”’

But her anger with him was brief
of/ life. Look and voice were kind
with forgiveness when she comment-
ed: “You didn’t mean me to like it—
did you, Granny?”’

T confess I didn’t,”” he said in a
mutter of shame; ‘‘used it with inten-
tion.”

“m9 wake up to your opinion of
my misconduct?”’ She nodded with a
gravity that was at odds with twitch~
ing lips. ‘I quite understand.”

“Not my opinion only . . .”

“You needn’'t trouble to enlarge.”
For an instant only her temper again
was acid: «“One’s friends are all so
kindais. 24

I know what reward one reaps for
such officiousness, Nelly.” Granville’s
complexion was that of a well fired
brick; but his eyes held the devotion
of a dog, as, abandoning the stern,
judicial pose—and most judiciously—
he took his place on the settee by her
side. “But it’s somebody’s job to wake
you up before it's too late—and ap-
parently nobody else cares enough
for you to risk your displeasure.”

“And you, at least, my friend’—
she refused him her countenance, but

her words fell softly— ‘‘yvou at least
are generous enough to assume it's
not yet too late.”

“I know, of course, you're fright-

fully angry with me, but—"

“mo the contrary, I. am deeply
touched. Ah!” she cried, with a
slight, ironic nod—‘‘many thanks!”

“You can’'t know how it hurts to
hear your name everywhere coupled
with Perley’s—"’

“Do you?”’ | Nelly's eyes were
mentarily round, but her smile was
problematic. “Do you, indeed!”’

“All New York knows what Perley

mo-

Yig!”?

With a sharp movement of her
whole body she shifted to a position
which made it easier to deny- his at-
tempts to read her face. ‘At least,”
her lips with embittered precision
framed, “admit it's my name I'm. im-
periling, Granny, yours.'”

“God knows nh only wish it
mine!”

not
were

in her tone

“But what a notion!” A gust of
silent laughter shook her. *“Or per-
haps you don’'t want me to under-
stand that your idea of protecting
my good name is to obliterate it!"

“Afraid I don't follow—"

‘“Blot it out with yours.”

“You know,” he stubbornly con-

tended, ‘‘how long, how well I've
loved you.”
Her voice struck a new .note of

impatience. ‘I know how long and
well you loved me—yet! But all that
belongs to yesterday. To-day I'm
much inclined to doubt if the good
name of Mrs. Paramor ig worth so
great a sacrifice.”

Intently grappling with this equi-
voke, he blundered—inevitably—upon
the wrong interpretation. ‘‘Must you
sacrifice so very much if you marry
me2t

“It wouldn't = be my
Granny, but yours alone.”’

“Mine!”’

“Friendship knows no test more des-
perate than marriage—my dear friend.
Lacking love, the experiment is fore-
doomed. I’ve no mind to lose a friend
to get—merely—a husband.”

‘“ ‘Merely’ I Granville remonstrat-
ed—"but a lover, too!"

“Q, Granny!” Now she turned on
him, afire with affectionate indigna-
tion. “How can yau lie so to me?”

S ANEe Saisip e dE s T TR,
you?”?

‘“‘You do not love me!” The as-
severation had, the true ring of un-
shakable conviction.

“Let’s not deceive ourselves, Granny,

sacrifice,

dear. Love that's denied doesn’t Iast ™
so long—Ilove can- live only on love
requited. You loved me once, I know'’

—she enveloped him in a great glow
of tenderness—‘but that was long
ago. It was sweet to make believe
it lasted—"’
“How can you
the man groaned.
ceased—" /
‘It is true! And the time has come
when we no longer have any right
to trifle with the truth, you and I—
when another's claim outweighs our
weakness for nursing romantic fic-
tions.”’
He breathed, astare: ‘‘ ‘“Another’s’?”
“Evelyn’s.” The word fell with cool
deliberation, as if she were dropping
a precipitant of known potency into
the seething test tube of the man’'s
emotions, to separate for his recogni-
tion the solid truth from that solu-
tion of ancient loyalty, native chiv-
alry, and self-delusion in which it
had too long been suspended and
unidentifiable. “Or didn’t you know,
Granny?”’ She leanetl toward him,
a hand closed over his. “Welll I
know—I've been watching you two
fall in love for months and months.
It was beautiful, my dear; I loved
you better for it.”’
(To be Continued).
(Copyright, 1923, by Louig Joseph
Vance).

ONE DRILL IN USE
FOR EIGHTEEN YEARS

REMARKABLE instance of the

durability of a certain alloy-

steel is to be found in a Brit-
ish shipyard where a large drill of
high-speed steel has been in service
for no less than 18 years. During
this 'period the drill has bored 30,000
holes through cast iron 215 inches
thick, in addition to accomplishing
many other odd jobs of a heavy na-
ture. At a conservative estimate this
drill has bored through a mile and
a quarter of cast iron, and has still
a long period of usefulness before it.
The drill is of course a standard
British product and its performance
can be repeated by any other drill of
the same manufacturer.

say such things?”
“It isn't true I’'ve

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 freckles; while if it
does give you a clear complexion the
expense is trifling.

Simply get an ounce of Othine—
double strength—from any druggist
and a few applications should show
you how easy it is to rid yourself ol
the homely freckles and get a beau-
tiful complexion. Rarely is more
nore 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. .
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" HELPERS' MAIL BOX i

LCONDUCTED BY AUNT ROSE
: J

KAR GIRLS AND BOYS,—
At last we've -heard from some of
our “lost Helpers.”? ‘Aren't you
glad? I hope you are all going to enter
_the contest.

NEW MEMBERS.

Gladys Abbott (age 12), Isabel Abbott
(age 9), 16 Nickel Avenue, Mt. Dennis,
Ont., are both new He.pers. 1 am ever
so glad to have you giris join, and hope
you will like beng Helpers. I hardly
know what to do with the few cents you
each sent, as there .is no entrance fee.
If you wish a Helpers' badge, they cost
ten cents, so I could either keep this
money till you sent five cents each more
for your badges, or I could put it in our
Fund for the Iucurable Children. Which
would you rather?

Frank Molinaro, %ge 11, 19 Gore St.,
city—I cannot send you a personal let-
ter, Frank, but you may certainly write
some com.cal stories if you care and if
you make them up all yourself.

May Darwin, age 11, 2519 Danforth
{‘,\e., city, is a new’ member of Rose
Gibsen’s.

Miidred Reade, 73 Clifton Road; Mary
May, 81 Rose Park Drive; Alice Reade,
78 Clifton Road; Josephine Allard, 92
Rose Park Drive, and Betty Cunning-
ham, 104 Rose Park Drive, are five new
members of Captain Grace Becker.

PhyNis Scraggs, age 8, 20 Brant St.,

city, wishes to join under her sister,

ldil}lian. We are i’ery glad to have you, |  Blows over the counterpane.

Phyilis, 4 Tender and loving. soft and sweet,
Gladys Roberts, age 10, 76 Willard Ahoy! for the Slumber Main! .

Ave., city—No, it isn't necessary to[IWe set our course by our mother’s

have anyone ask you to join, Gladys kiss,

“1 am very glad you ‘decided to join foy
1f

yourself, and hope you will enjoy it.
you wish & badge, they cost ten cents.
Robert Gilchrist, age 7, bl L.ogan Ave,,
city, is a new member of Jack Christie’s.
Marion Leggbtt, age 10, Elgin St.,
Bowmanville, Ont.; Greta Pollard,

Legge, 3gge 9, 100 Mary St.,, Oshawa,
Ont.; Cyril Powell, age 10, 105 Mary St.,
Oshawa, Ont.; Lorenzo Powell, age 11,
105 Mary St., Oshawa, Ont.; Ruby Lyke,
age 14, 63 Co.borne St., Oshawa, Ont.,
and Zellinor Davidson, age 10, 115 Mary
St., Oshawa, Ont., are seven new mem-
bers of Major Marion McDougall.

Jack Cameron, age 7, 13 Howie Ave.,
city, is' & new Helper. If you wish a
badge, . Jack, they cost ten cents.

James White, 127 D’Arcy St.; Edward
and James Alberti, 3621% Spadina Ave.,
and Walter English, 357 Huron . St.,
make eighteen new members for Willie
Johnson.

Evelyn Toomey (14), 90 Elm St.; Lila

THEADVENEURERS,
WE sol:?u the crew of the bedtime

Billy and Jane and me,
Over the drowsy waves we float.
To drift on the sleepy sea.
And every night as sure as fate,
We launch our boat from
strand,
Where the dustman lingers at half-
pyst eight,
To gather his golden sand.

the

The wind that stiffens our flowing
sheet, ;

And steer by the light-in her eyes;

ey .
My Favorite

SummerSport’

Helpers’ Contest.

HAT is yours? Do you like
W to swim, or paddle, or play
ball, or swing, or fish, or |
row, or walk, or go on picnics, or
just lie in' a hammock and read?
Whatever it is, tell ns about it
and why you like it best and you
will have a chance to win one of
the three nice prizes we have
planned.

Write your entry on crg side
of the paper only; do not make
it longer than 300 words, and be
sure to write your full name, age
and address quite plainly at the
top of the first page. Send your
entry to,

Helpers’ Contest Editor,

“The Childven's Page,”
Toronto Sunday World,
q Toronto.

Don’t wait, but write your story

Km.d send your entry in at once.

7

as J am going to Thessalon for a visit.
It is quite near the Soo, and mother
is thinking of visiting the American Soo
as well as the Canadian. I have an
uncle living in the American Soo whom

I' have never seen.
Enclosed you will find a little “bit”
for the Kkiddies. I have been reading

age
14, Box 209, Bowmanville, Ont.; Marjorie

~And are’blown away to the Isle of
‘ Bliss, :
By the breath of her lullabies.

‘“King Tut,”’ [ guess.

|
| he’s the modern :
laughs [ continuously,

| He giggles and

Godfrey (13), 61 Dundas St.; Elizabeth
Pinkus (13), 52 Oxford St.; Goidie Pinkus |
(her sister), of same address, and Bessie
Clarfieid, 52 Oxford St., city, are ncw
members of Major Margaret Percy‘s.l
Do you know, we have badges for zall
ranks now, Margaret, and they cost ten
cents apiece.
~Lambert Dunn, Box 103, Madawaska,
Ont.; Muriel Dunn, Box 103, Madawas-
ka, Ont.; Bertram Dunn, Box 103, Mad-
awaska, Ont.; Dimple Dunn, Box 103,
Madawaska, Ont.; Lillian Regan, Mada-
waska, and Lucy Regan, Madawaska,
are five new members of Greta Dunn’s.
?
LETTERGRAMS, s
Jack Christie, 60 Logan Avenue, ¢ity:

[ am glad to hear about your new club,
Jack, but am afraid I cannot very weil

pu? an announcement in unle you
write out one for me. Thank you for
the riddles.

Rose Gibson, age 10, 2316 'Danforth
Avenue, city:  Sorry May is too, shy
to write, hut tell her she needn't be
afraid. I am sure some of the girls be-
tween 8 and 12 will be delighted to write
to you. Are you back in Toronto for
good?

May Johnson, 125 Boultbee Ave., city:
I am glad to get your new address, May,
and thank you for your nice story. o
was sorry I couldn’t use vour book
[1st, but 1 do not like ‘‘series’—please
Jpst mention one or two books'you bave
liked, and tell why you liked them.

Qaptalp Grace Becker, 102 Rose Park
Drlve, clty:_ Congratulations, Captain
Rose. Yes, it is ten cents for il badges
now.

Major Marion McDougall, Petit’'s Pt.,
Scugog Island: You certainly didn’t
temain at captain for long, Marion. It
lsn’t necessary to do anything but sign
the Helpers® Fledge and read the PPage
in order to be a Helper. Even getting
a badge 1s optional.

A. W., Toronto: Thank you very
much for the contribution to the Fund
and your thoughtful little deed.

Margaret McCartney, age 13, Grimsby,
Ont.: Thanks for your story, Margaret.
Pm sure your stump will look lovely;
even with only nasturtiuns in it. I
sympathize with you having to wear
glasses. I had to wear them, too, when
I was a little girl; have to-yet, some-
times.

Ida Carolla,

95 Gore Vale Ave., city:

Lieut.-Colonel comes after iajor, Ida,
and it is for 20. Page marshall is 50
now. Thanks for your book list. t

Captain Greta Dunn, Madawaska,
Ont.: I am glad you liked your badge
so well, Greta. I'm afraid you must

‘have forgotten to put the ten cents in,
as I could not find it.

HELPERS’ LETTERS. \
226 Ferris Street,
Sault Ste. Marie, Mich.

Dearest N’Aunt: What a shock! Get
your smelling salts, Aunt Rose. I'm
sure you've fainted. Make certain 'you
have someone to catch you. —But it's
really me, and I've come to—er—beg for
forgiveness. Prodigal son, etc.!

And notice change of address. You
see, I'm away on my holidays, and came
up here for Homecoming Week. A great
time? You said it. T met Eleanor Hew-
itt at Blind River station, and, Helpers
all, she's a dear. Actually, I'm com-
pletely in love with her. -She handed
me a box of candy as a ‘litile gift.,”
and took me completely by surprise. 1
think she’s a darl’'ng. And 1've called
up Helen Mackenzie, but I haven't seen
her yet. I intend to before I go home,
though, you bet. And you know, 1
have a baby brother! I was so pleased.
and he’s just wonderful. We a'l think

OUR HELPERS WINDOW BEX.

T
4

o

MY window box is now a riot of
color for my élimbin}g nastur-

just ‘' like a baby should.! He's thLree
months old now.
I can't write forever, can I? And I'm
selfish, taking up this room, am I not?
Anyhow, Helpers, forgive me if I don't
answer your letters immediately. I am
having a gorgeous time: Lovingly,
Roberta Allan.
(The long-lost name!)
T should say it is! However, we're all
glad to hear you are yell and happy.
Don’'t stay away so long again.

542 Brock Ave., Toronto, Ont.
Dearest Aunt Rose: How  is your
window box coming along? Mine is
doing fine but of course mine had a
very unpleasant accident it was knock- |«
ed over and had to‘be replaced but
is coming on fine now.

I am going to send a picture ‘for |
the page and will
letter. i
Will you try and get Joan's K. ad-
dress for me she asked me to send her
some stamps I have sent over 100
British 'Colony and Newfoundland

Qur Sohhay Home Hae ts

hova

stamps and have not heard from her
so I do mnot know whether she has :
received it or not. i

If any of the Helpers belong to the

Girl Guides I would love to correspond
with them.

{ think I will copy Dot James’ plan

about saving the coppers in a tin box.

T expect to get a few members for the

Page who live in England, if so, I will

have a few more members on my list.

Yours Lovingly, |

Jap. Kunice Doe.
I hope Joean will write to yoo her-

self Hunice as I cannot give address
in the Page. My window box is doing
splendidly.

Burlington, Ont.

Dear Aunt Rose:—I moved to Burling-
ton on June the eleventh and that is
the reason I did not write for so long.
I am sending in a story which I hope
vou will like it. It is not a very long one.

1 would be pleased if some of the
Helpers would write to me I would like
very much if Marion McDougall would
write.

I wear my badge all the timé and
like it very much. . I may be able to
get some Helpers for the club. Say,
what are the new ranks? I am sending
five cents for the fund as that is all
the change I have. I will close now,
for this time wishing the club brilliant
success.

Yours Sincerely,
Mura Carter.
age 12.

The new ranks are Lieutenant Col-
onel for 20, Colonel for 30, General for
40 and Page Marshall for 50. All
badges cost ten cents now. Thanks for
your story and the five cents.

83 Homewood Ave., Toronto.
My dear Aunt Rose,—I think the club
is just doing fine. Since I last wrote to
you I have had the pleasure of meet-
ing some of correspondents in person,

and I like them better than ever.
Could you give me Marjorie Murray’s
new - address, please, or ask her @ to

write to me again.' She left Perth Ave.,

and I have not heard from her. Ber-
nice Bailey is moving to 50 Crescent
Rd. Sidney Wellington was telling

about his splendid "vacation in Colling-
wood. I am saving stamps now and
he has sent me some valuable ones. 1
sent my chum’s name in to the con-
test for red-headed and auburn-haired

girls, and she was one of the lucky
ones. 1Uva Trackman is her name.

Sincerely,
(Capt.) Isabel Bealey
I wish T had known about Eva he-
fore, as I was with the “Red-lheaded”
party and would have tried to find her.
It was a lovely party. I am glad you
have enjoyed meeting your correspon=

tiums are covered with
ranging in tones from deep red to
zolden yellow. T have to keep them
picked carefully so they won't begin
to go to seed and stop blooming.
The dwarf nasturtiums have not be-
gun to flower. vet although I'm hop-
ing it won’t. be long
start, They are much nearer it than

the four-o’clocks, which are not fully

arown yet and probably won’t begin
to show signs of flowering for
couple of weeks. T've had to sprinkle
ihe nasturtiums several times since
1 first told vou about the little black
bugs I found clustered on them. 1
wish the ants wouldn't use my nas-

blossoms

before they

a

' dents.

i 179 Balmoral Ave.,
| “Dear Aunt Rose,—Well,

again. I know it is a long time since
I last ‘‘dropped you a few lines,” but
I am still an ardent reader of the Page.|
|~ I have been promoted to ‘‘second”
| form and stood fourth in my class. But
I am glad school is over for this term.
I have heen on my wvacation since the
11th of June.

My correspondents have been very
neglectful lately, but I guess they are
having their exams and I wish them
luck. However, I do wish they would
write. I would like some more cor-
respondents, too. 1 was thinking of
writing to that boy living in the Thou-
sand Islands, but I-lost the page con-

Torontc.
here I am

turtiums for pasturing their
Hage you found any on yours?

COWS.

taining his address, so I am out of luck.

for not writing before, as 1
had so little space for correspondents.
I passed
school,
fourth grade.
the lake, and had a lovely journey. 1
think ‘“Tip and Tap”
ing, and think the writer, Thelma Nu-
gent,
think
some Sunday School papers and paper
dolls ?
some of

send it in my next | Bertha,

| curable Children is very nice, but I was
speaking with the superintendant and
she says they have always a good sup-
ply of papers and -paper dolls. 1
glad you like ‘“Tip and. Tap.”

and everything 'is growing fine.

we increased this week.

M l”e'T Good-bye

a lot lately. and I'll send you a list of
books for the ‘‘Corner’ soon.
Your loving niece.
Myrtle Fry.

Ever so glad to hear from you again:
Myrtle, and thanks for the ‘“‘two bits”
for the Fund. T am sure you will have
a lovely time on your visit to Thessa-

lon and the Soo.

471 Ossington Ave.. City.
Auntie,—Kindly excuse me
knew Yyou

Dearest

my final examinations at
and will now be in the senior
Yesterday T went across

is very interest-

is very clever. Auntie,
Incurable Children

do you
would like

Knclosed you will find a list of
my favorite books, for the
‘Bookreaders’ Corner.”’
Your loving niece,
Bertha Durham (age 13).
Thanks so much for your book list,
1 think your idea for the In-

am

477 Ossington' Ave., Toronto, Ont.
Dear Aunt Rose,—I have not written
before because you had such little space
for letters. Well, Aunty, I am writing
lots of stories in: my holidays and am
sending you one: I have a Window Box
Glad
to hear yours is all right after it fell
over. Roberta hasn’t ‘written for a long
time. Neither has Dorothy Woods. I

hope she still wants to correspond and

will write soomn. I like the story of ¢Tip
and Tap.” It is very interesting. T
think the new titles are lovely, Aurity.
I am sorry there was no money for the
Incurables the cther week, but am glad
My aunts and
cousins have gone away for a holiday,
and T have to feed the bird and water
the flowers, which I enjoy doing. Are

vou going anywhere for your holidays?

It you do I hope you have a good time.
Aunt.
Your niece,

Irene Duern (age 11).
Thank you for your story, Irene.
Yes, I am going out to Vghcouver with
the Women's Press Club I September,
and I'm hoping to have a wonderful

holiday.

203 Western Ave., Toronto.
Dear Auntie,— I just finished reading
the “Heart’s Desire,” and I think it a
lovely story, don’t you? I guess most
of the Helpers are going away for
their holidays soon. I am going to
either Unionville or Pittsburg for two
or three weeks. “Oh boy!” won’'t I be
glad. I would like very much if some
girls around 12 tos 14 would write to
me.
: Rose Miller (Age 13).
Thanks for your book list, Rose,
HELPERS’ FUND.
We added 45 cents to our Fund for
the Incurable Children this week.
AUNT ROSE.

SRR

He felt he was king indeed.

Tip and Tap |

CHAPTER T,

THE WISE WOMAN'S PLAN TO
FIND A WORTHY MATE FOR HER
GODCHILD.
WOUILD have you' know,”” be-
gan the young queen, whose
name was Violet, ‘“that my father
was a great and powerful king. I
was hig only child. Because of the
great love he bore to my mother,
he would not take to himself an-
other wife. ' Instead, he had me
trained in the ways of statecraft
and all that apertains to kingship.

“Now, when he saw that I was
nearing womanhood, he called 'a
cabinet meeting to choose for me a
fitting partner. Each of hié min-
isters had a different proposal. My
father cared for none of their plans.
Still less did I care for them, for
every man of that cabinet party
had a scheme on foot to get me
married to some one belonging to
himself. ‘

‘“After days of wrangling the cab-
inet resigmed. A new ministry was
formed, but their proposals were
even more selfish than those of the
first.

By THELMA NUGENT,

“In despair, my father sought for
the Wise Woman, who was also my
godmother, and asked her advice.

‘“‘It ig one thing to ask advice, but
quite another thing to take it,’ wa
her answer to my father when he
questioned her in her little cottage
on the moor.”

“But, isn’'t she dumb?” interrupt-

ed Tap. ‘“She never spoke to me,
when I met her in that wonderful
cottage.”

Queen Violet laughed merrily.

“You don’t know my godmother,
or you would not ask if she were
dumb. Why she taught me all I
know.” ; : 2

“Really,” said Tap, “you do sur-
prise me."” ;

“You sgee, it’s like this,” went on
the young queen, ‘“she only speaks
words of wisdom. That's why she
is 'so. clever.

“I do see, my queen. Please con-
tinue the tale,” Tap answered guick-
ly, for he was dying to know all.

“My father had to promise most
faithfully to follow her directions.

It was not very much that she told
him after all, yet through her wis-
dom I have got the best man in' the

(4 N
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HELPERS LEAGUE PLEDGE:
I pledge myself in the service of my King and Country to do my best In
my daily work; to help others whenever possible; to be kind to all dumb
animals; and to endeavor in every way to make myself a good citizen.
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NESTLINGS
"[[“’\VAS nice of Mrs. Robin
To build her nest so low,
And put her birdies into it
So I could watch them grow.

If she had built it in a tree

Or somewhere really high,

never would have seen them
(before)

Before they learned to fiy.

I

They malke a ’stordinary noise
When I come out to call,
T'm, not allowed to speak
that
To visitors at all!

like

They open their mouths at once,
And give such squawks and
squirm
Until they almost malke me feel,
Ags if T were a worm,

L —Selected.
world for my husband, and 6K my
people have the bravest-hearted

man for their king.”

“Afterr so much flattery I - shall
have to give you a Kkiss,” said Tabp,
and quite regardless of the watch-

ful multitude who take mnotice of
the most trifling actions of their
kings and queens, he Kkissed his
bride-to-be full on her rosy lips.
Lor, how the people cheered!

1

“The king has kissed his queen!
they shouted to one another.
tPasgh it,”’ exclaimed Tap, his face
aglow with blushes. ‘I forgot I was
a king. I'm just a lad and you're
my lass. Queen or beggar-maid,
you are MY QUEEN.”
~ “Of course I'm your gueen, and
vou're my king, as the Wise Woman
told me long ago.”
“Te]l me what she said, and how
it's me,” implored Tap. )
“It was a rhyme that ran thus;—
“Choose him who gives hig last coin
away,
Swift of foot, brave and gay,
Who ne’er from danger runs away;
l.ead him to the hut on the moor.
If he knocks once, then. open the
door.
He's your Kking
magic bed

if he rests in the

And walks with his guards wher-
ever he’s ‘led.”

“Hundreds of men sought the
house on the moor. Scores never
found it. Of those who found it
many dared not enter, dared not

eat and consequently were unable
to sleep in'the magic bed. Of the
few who managed to sleep through
the night, none save you dared to
face the consequence of their rash
act, and they fied when the royal
officers arrived with the State Coach.
You alone, my king, saw me as -a
poor and distressed damsel and had
sufficient courage to brave the un-
known penalties.”

Then Queen Violet looked straight
into his merry eyes.

“Do you know,” she said, “Fouwll
make a splendid king. I'm right
proud of you. Don’t blush. I'm
going to kiss you in the full view
of your future subjects.’’ She rose
and led him to the balcony's edge,
and there to the delight of her
adoring subjects, kissed her future
lord and master. y

Suddenly a great hush fell upon
the assembled multitude.

“She’s coming, she’s coming,” was
faintly whispered through the crowd.

“What's going to happen next?”
wondered Tap.

Everybody was  straining
eyes upon some distant object.
gazed in the same direction. ‘‘Why
goodness!” he whispered to his
bride-to-be, “it’s the silent, gimlet-
eyed woman of the hut, the Wise
Woman, or whatever you call her.”

“Why so it 1s,” she exclaimed,
joyfully, “Welcome Godmother.”

(To be concluded.)

their
Tap

A PURPLE BEACH.

The Beach of Snails Island in the
Gulf of Mexico changes its color
twice daily, and for thig reason is
of great interest to travellers. The
sands are really of a golden color,
but when the tide As receding it ha.s
A pronounced purple “ tinge. This

‘is due to the myriads of tiny snails

crawling in the wake of the ebbing
tide. ~'The presence of these snails
gives the island its name.

I may see Ruby Howe this Summer,

Just as the artist was going to draw an interesting picture for you, over
aren’t ordinary blots, as you will find if you cut ’
zoing to draw before the z cident.

Copyright, 1928, by Pudlic Ledger Co
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went his bottle of ink, right on the clean white paper. But these ink spots
th,m out and piece them together correctly. They’ll show you the picture which the. artist was
Next week he will try-again, o look for his INK-BOTTLE puzzle,

The Lady Who Doesn’t
Come In

Hit door from the passage will
swing open wide,
And nobody’s touching it—mno one
outside;
At least there is no one that people
can see,
But mother and me.

It’s only the lady who doesn’t come
in:
We ‘tend that she’s old, and she’s
little and thin—
And nobody asks her to come in to
tea,
But mother and me.

—Selected.

“AIRPOST STAMPS.”

By SIDNEY WEULINGTON.
HEN the Great War closed a large
supply of military equipment was
left idle on the hands of many of
the allied nations, as well as those who
sided with Germany. Mostly all the
German and Austrian equipment was
surrendered or destroyed, but even that
which they were allowed to retain, they
found very little use for.  Learning
from experience that war was a very
unprofitable business, the governments
of many Iuropean nations turned to
find a more peaceful and useful means
for using their supplies. The tanks
were transferred to the farms, the guns
were broken up or kept as relics, while
the aeroplanes were refitted and used
for passenger service. ~After a while
it was found necessary to speed up the
postal services, so instantly the re-
maining aeroplanes were put under the
control of the Minister of Postal Af-
fairs in many countries.
Generally one important city is used

| said the daisy.

| STORIES BY HELPERS J
\

BAD BOBBY.
By May Johnson, Age 12,
Bobby was a little boy of 8 years of

age. He was full of fun and a mischiev-
ous boy. One day his mother told him
not to go away. Bobby wanted to go
fishing and went. He had a large fish
on his pole, but it snapped, and Bobby
fell in the water. He was rescued, he

was ill in bed for a week, when he got
better he was - always called Bad _
Bobby, and he ailways dropped his head.
He wanted all bad children to learn a
lesson from this.

TOMMY BROWN’S BRAVERY
By Herbert Freshman, Age 10,

Once upon a time therer*was a little
boy and his name was Tommy Brown.
He was about 11 years old, but the
boys around always called him a
coward. Once there was a picnic'on
the beach and the children were in
swimming. When a boy of eight can
swim he very often takes desperate
chances and goes out toa far and there
was a boy that did that. Now Tommy
happened to be at the picnic and he
was a very good swimmer. The boy
called for help and Tommy, seeing him,
swam out after him. After Tommy had
brought the child safely to shore the
mother thanked Tommy and gave him
a present for his bravery. Now when
the boys heard all that had happened
they apoiogized for calling him a coward
and Tommy took it good-naturedly and
forgave them.

TWO BRAVE DOGS.
By Jack Price.

It was a fairly dark night, when a
boy came trudging along the road. He
had been out setting traps for a wolf
that had been stealing his father’'s
sheep. He heard a long drawn out
hovs{l, which he knew was a wolf’s. In
i a little while it was joined hy a lot
of others. He ran as fast as he could,
but soon he saw five dark shapes about
fifty yards off. He was nearly exhaust-
ed when-he heard a bark, and looking
around he saw his two deerhounds, Bob
and Ratter. The wolves ‘were not twenty
yards off when both dogs jumped at
the wolves, blocking the path. With a
snarl of fury the leading wolf sprang
at Bob, who jumped aside and buried
his teeth'into its neck. Another wolf.
seizing his chance, leaped at Bob’s back,
but the boy picked up his' axe and
knocked the wolf on the skull and it
dropped like a stone, Ratter was fight-
Ir{;; with three burly wolves. He had
killed one, but the other two had him
on his back and were trying to reach
his throat.'" The boy knocked one, on
the head and the last one turned tail
and ran. He was glad to find that the
leader was the wolf that had been steal-
Ing the sheep and that no more sheep
were ever stolen in their home.

THE ROSE AND THE DAISY.
By Rose Duern, Ags 11.

There lived one time a very rich lady
who gave fresh flowers from her garden
to thgz hospitals. 1t was nearly Autumn
and in her garden there was one rose
and daisy blooming. ‘I.hope the lady
don’t take me to the sick c¢hildren,”

“Why not?” asked the

The 4  Auks of

Airpost
Lithuania (1922).

stamp

as the’ base for the aeroplanes, which
aré  stationed “as near as possible to
tite central post-office. The air routes
run in many directions, with a landing
field at some certain town, mi.es away,
as the terminal point. The airman, be-
fore he starts, is given a ,iwunber of
bags of mail, which he fits in a device
under the machine. This 'device is
somewhat like the bomb-tube that is
used on the bombing planes. When he
is passing over the town that he has
letters for he releases a lever, and the
bag of mail goes whirling througih the
air to the earth below, where the post-
master or his agent is waiting.

The first country to utilize its sur-
plus aeroplanes for postal service was
the United States of America. At first
the letters were carried with the or-
dinary postage stamps, but a few weeks

later three stamps were issued bearing

the picture of an aeroplane in flight
(1918). These were of 6, 16 and 24-
cent values.  Early in 1919 Newfound-
land issued a number, two of which
have become more vaiuable than the
other on account of a mistake in print-
ing, and for a historical purpose. 7The
$1 on 15 cents was printed in sheets of
100, and it was found that a comma
was missing after the word ‘‘Airpost,”
and this error occured twice in a sheet.
Then a number of the Caribou issue,
3-cent stamps were overprinted with
“Pirst Trans-Atlantic Airpost, April,
1919,”” for which the Newfoundland Gov-
ernment asked a considerable amount.
Some of these stamps were placed on
the mail which Hawker carried in his
Sopwith aeroplane, and these are as
scarce as radium.

Germany followed mnext with {two
oblong stamps of 10 pfennig and 40
pfennig values. The 10 is of rather a
queer design, bearing a winged post-
horn printed in orange, with “‘Deutsche
Flugpost 10 pf.”” printed in large white
letters around the sides. 'The 40 pf.
is in green and shows an aeroplane
with a large cloud as a background.
The next airpost issue appeared late
in 1922, and these were very disap-
pointing in the way of design. There
are nine stamps in the set, ranging
from 25 pfennig to 5 marks. They bear
the picture of a bird as though drop-
ping downwards like a ‘dart, and the
values are printed in the top corners
and ‘‘Deutsche Flugpost’”’ beneath.

Danzig, the Prussian sea port on the
Baltic, issued airpost stamps in 1920-
21 and 22. The early issues contained
an aeroplane printed in red on the
old Germania stamps, with new values.
The 1921 series were of special design,
and bear the picture of an aeroplane
rising into the air, with the steeple

and turrets of the Danzig Cathedral as

a  background. These stamps  have
been  issued up to ten marks, and can
only be purchased at the Danzig post-
office.

The Belgian Congo, in Africa, famous
for the Congo River, where many ex-
peditions of adventure and discovery
have bheen made, issued in 1920 a set
of airpost stamps. They run from 50
centimes to 5 francs. It is somewhat
peculiar that a country in the heart of
Africa should indulge in airpost de-

livery.
1922 was a record year for airpost
stamps. Austria contributed 5, Czecho-

Slovakia 3. Lithuania 13 and Memel 20.
The Lithuanian issue appears to be the
hest for the year, and the Danzig the
second, ;

So far no airpost stamps h:
issued in 1923, but as airpost service
is only in its infancy, we can expect,
hefore very long, to hear of another new
jssue being released. I think, myself,

Lieen

rose. ‘“Because,” answered the daisy,
I am not pretty enough to make any—
one bright, so I will die, but you must
g0, for you are pretty.” ‘You are very
silly,” said the' rose. “Why, you are
lovely, and if you take my advice you
will do your duty and make someone
happy.” “T will take your advice, but
if the person I go to is not happy it will
be your fault,’ replied Daisy. “I hope
they will be, though, for I do want to
do something good like you and my
brothers and sisters.” The lady picked
them and took them to a sick child.
Oh! how lovely they are, she exclaimed,
and what a beautiful daisy. This made
the daisy happy. T am so glad I took
vour advice, Miss Rose, she said, and
now 1 am satisfied that I have dons
something. good.

GOLDIE DANDELION.
By Mura Carter, age 12,

“Come, it’s time to get up ‘Goldie,’
called Mrs. Dandelion, “look, I have
put your clothes on the foot of your
bed.” ‘“Oh, mother,”” whined Goldie.
‘“You disturbed my dream, surely it
isn’t morning yet?’ After rubbing her
eyes for some time she jumped up to
find the new dress that mother had .
just finished making. It was soft, green
stuff, lined with the softest silk im-
aginable. Then she found her yellow
silk stockings and drew them on care-
fully, so as not to tear them. Last of
all came her little green slippers, which
fitted her feet just perfectly. “Now [
am all ready to go out and see the
world,” she said, looking into the mir-
ror and combing her yellow locks and
tying them at the top with a ribbon of
a darker color than her hair. She bade
her little bedroom good-bye and then
disappeared through the doorway which
led to the world above.

“Fere I am sisters and brothers,” she
announced as she reached the earth.
I guess you thought I took a long time,
but I was so tired. ;

It is fall now, and Goldie’s hair is no
longer golden, but is white and fluffy.
She has many babies of her own. She
has grown old since the last time we
saw her, and when the first wind comes
her babies will leave her and she \»/'111
die.

”
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AN e
AVE y",ou ever thought History
Hdry 22 A0f ;you have you should

read the books I have mentioned be-
low and I’m .pretty sure you will.
never think it 'so again. These
books tell the story of people who
lived in different historical periods
and make their lives so thrilllng and
their personalities so vivid that you
will never again be able to read
about those particular periods and

consider them uninteresting. You
just try them and see. Here they
are: “The Prince and Pauper.” bz

M4ark Twain, tells the strange adven-
tures of the Prin¢e who later he-
came Hdward VIZof Ingland, “¢
pauper boy and the equally strange
experiences of Tom Canty, ‘the
pauper boy, who—Dbecause the boys
had exchanged clothes—had to Dbe
the Prince. ‘The Thrall of Lief the
Lucky,” by O. A. Libyeverantz, is a
tale of romance and adventuie
centring around the band of Vikinzs
who were ' supposedly the ‘earliest
discoverers of America.’ ‘“‘Master
Skylark” by John Besnnet, tells
story of a lad of Shakespeare's town
and time who has a skylark in his
throat. He is kidnapped by travel-
ling, players, befriended by Shak@_

T
the

it is Canada's turn now.

speare-and sings before the Queen.

.
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PROLOGUE.

Every day the sea looked different to the Pot-
“ters, but on board the good ship Erratic every
 day was the same . . breakfast at 9, beef tea

at 11, lunch at 1, tea at 4, dinner at 7, sand-
_ wiches at 10 p.m., and in the meantime and in
' between time, as the song has it, they loafed on
. deck and invited their gastric juices, or sat in a
“ salon that heaved and rolled beneath them
. listening to American jazz in a foreign aeccent
. the most exciting moment of the day came
the preceding day was
annoynced this excitement mounted
steadily until the memorable evening when
word went round that to-morrow morning the
first land would be sighted-—the Scilly Islands
Columbus was not gladder to see land
_than the Potters Land’s End the
Lizard . . the famous Eddystone Light .
Plymouth, where a .score or two of passengers
and their luggage were unloaded into a tender,
to be taken ashore, with a nonchalance and an
air of unstudied ease and leisure that seems
criminal to the mnervous, up-and-at-'em Ameri-
‘can Potter (who lives twice as fast and gets
half as much fun out of life).

Another day of leisurely sailing in what the

steward explains to Pa as “undeep” water,

another night, and in the morning, bright
and clear, the Potters get their first sight of

France everybody happy—except Mamie,

. when the mileage for

7 who must leave the gallant First Officer, who is
.\ going to write to her regularly—he says so him-

. self—and the baby, who will feel, bereft, with
. no extra tires to play with . . hig own inter-
° pretation of life-preservers.

over $80—that
me a dress.”

would buy

;

~ “Why, Pa, it’s

SCENE L.
All passengers disembarking at Boulogne-
sur-Mer will leave the ship in half an hour
. the tender is waiting, and a hectic con-
ference is going on in the Potter cabin.
PA (readung tist for tenlh time):
Table steward, $10; assistant, $5;
room steward, $10—gosh, Ma, it
seems a shame to give all this money
away.
MA (decideldy): ;
v I wouldn’t do it! We paid our fare.
‘Why should we give all these tips?
PA (earnestly):
‘We got to; it’s the custom. You got
to do everything that’s the custom in
Europe . . . you’re not in the good
old U.S.A. any more.
(Of course, there are no customs in the good
old U.S.A.1)
MA (totaling figures with an ease born of
long experience with grocery bills):
‘Why, Pa, it’s over $80!—that would
buy me a dress. Can’t you trim it
somewhere?
PA (who has been trimming it since day-
light):
Gosh, I don’t know how we can. We
might skin the table assistant down
B to $3. We can put it into an enve-
lope and slip it to him and hurry out
before he can look at it. (Bright
idea.) We don’t have to come back
_on this boat, anyway.
MA (she never thought of that):
In that case, we don’t have to tip any
of them, do we?
STEWARD (at the door):
The officials have come aboard to
vise your passports for France—up
in the salon,
PA (with a sigh of relief):
You fix it up, Ma, and I'll get Mamie’s
passport and mine vised; but you
got to tip ’em, remember that. You
got to do what everybody else does.
This ain’t the U.S.A. any more.
(Surely the one thing that distinguishes
Americans is that they are each and every one of
them stalwart individualists; the similarity of
dwellings, clothes, meals, conversations, and
ideas is, of course, a mere accident . . inci-
dentally, the hopeful, fxnd at this late hour tre-
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mendously industrious, employes of the good they will not be strangers in a strange

ship Erratic are $40 shy of Pa’s well-meaning
benevolence . . they can thank Ma's eagle eye
and ingrown economy for that—if “thank” is
the word.)

SCENE IIL

Except for the perspective, Boulogne-sur-Mer
(Boulogne by the Sea) could very well be
painted on a back-drop for the effect it makes
as you come into the harbor through a narrow
channel, through an incredible jam and jumble
of moored fishing smacks with mahogany col-
ored sails, coal barges, and schooners . . the
tender touches land and is instantly inundated
by a swarm of porters, in blue jackets with big
leather belts, as numerous and voracious as the
grasshoppers Moses wished:! on to Pharaoh

. the Potters stand in a bewildered little
group beside their pile of hand baggage, over
which the porters climb and jump with light
hearts but heavy feet . . . ah, the gay French,
80 joyous, so irresponsible . . where are those
neat rows of orderly Redcaps, Nowhere!
BABBLE:

Porteur, porteur, porteur.

PA (to Ma):

I guess we better get one or two to

carry our baggage. It looks like
they’ll take it, anyway.
MAMIE (in perfect high school French

s s woishe will rescue the Potlers:c '« >

land):
Portoor, vooly voo uh—uh-—vooley
voo porty la baggage?
PORTER:
Comment?
MAMIE:

Can’t the poor dub understand his
own language? (To porter.) Porty,

‘baggage, there . . . la.
PORTER:
Oui, oui . . . oui, oui. (Strings four

or five bags on a strap and swings
them over shoulder.)

MAMIE (triumphantly to Pa):
There! See?

BILL: toaie
He doesn’t know yet what you said.
It’s lucky you thought of pointing at
the baggage. (Mimicking.) Vooly
v00, vooly voo. God help us!

(The Potters troop after the porter, who
leads them into a large room down the léngth
of which extends a long table the hand
baggage is dumped there for customs inspec-
tion, which is brief but to the point . . every-
thing is taxable, it seems, except one’s debts
and old clothes . Pa’s hundred cigars set
him back 132 francs . . he bleeds externally

and internally, b he pays . he bought
them wholesale t ave money . . o Poor Pa.

T g

By J. P. McEVOY

v . The trunks are going straight through to
Paris, where a reception committee of numer-
ous French government officials is waiting at
the Gare du Nord with characteristic French
politeness . . and now they may board their
special train to Paris, three hours and a. half
away . the Potters discover that one can
ride first or second class, the difference being
that the second class pays half as much and

arrives first . being mnearer the engine,
which, incidentally, looks like Mr. Baldwin
Locomotive's youngest child into their

private compartment with the Potters, through

the window, comes the baggage . Squeak,
squeak (that's the engine whistle . . it seems
terribly embarrassed and frightened, poor

little thing) and the Potters are off on the last
lap to Paris.)

SCENE IIL

One can forg.ve the Potters their rapturous
oh’s and ah’s as they ride through the quaint,
brightly colored little villages of Picardy, each
nestling around che tall spire of a church, that
was old before Columbus sought the aid of Fer-
dinand and Isabella . the fields are neat
squares of various greens marked off by tall
rows of poplars, each village a little different
from the next, each house different from its
neighbor . what a hopeless waste of time
and energy, thinks Pa. Just think, they could
have been standardized and built in half the

time . . . like the Dutch colonial in almost any
suburb, which the Dutch ngver saw and the
colonials woudn’t recognize first stop

Amiens, where Pa and Bill get off for a moment
and look all over the station for signs of Ger-
man bombardment . the only signs they
see, alas, are those they can’t read . ‘more
villages, more fields the villages close
enough for street car stops . the fields

hardly larger than good-sized gardens . . . vil-

lages, fields, small towns . . Chantilly .

Paris—and the Gare du Nord (the Station of

the North).

PA (loaded down with baggage, followed
by Ma, loaded down with baggage; fol-
lowed by Bill, loaded down with bag-
gage; followed by Mamie, loaded down
with baggage ':

Let’s go to a restaurant and get lunch.
(They come out of the station and run smack
into Paris . . traffic going every way, which,
with happy traffic police waving ineffectual bat-
tons and nodding approvingly . . . rows of cafes
with most of the tables on the sidewalk, and
real beer and wine on the tables . . a kalei-
doscope of color . . a menagerie of move-
ment . . . an indescribable air of gayety every-
where . . the passing taxi-driver breaks off

in the middle of a song to call another driver a

camel—or a stove—both terrible insults

call a policeman a cow, and you get five years

—and yet American policemen rather like being

called bulls.)

MAMIE (to the wailer, now that the Pot -
ters are finally seated at a table tside.

< . . . Mawouldnt think of eating on the

stdewalls: <. 2Ll almost in-
decent): .
Garkon, garkon! (Waiter pays no
attention—why should he?)
PA (to Mamie):
Let me try it.  (To waiter.) HEY

THERE! (Ah, the waiter pays atten-

seems

tion—it’s an American . . . beau-
coup pourboire.)
MAMIE (after studying menu intently

and recognizing only soup and dessert):
Dunny m’wah la—la——
BIL: < > ‘
‘What are you doing—singing? 'Why
don’t you point out what you want,
like you did the baggage?

(Meanwhile waiter and proprietor are having

" a pour-parler that is costing the Potters plenty

3 . wine appears on the table magically .
hors d’oeuvres come in numerous courses . s
the Potters recognize the celery, sardines, and'
salami, but that lets them out . . Ma is ter-
rified by the crevettes . pale little reptiles
that look like a cross between a crawfish and
a large pneumonia germ . . the little clams,
served alive and unhappy, open their scalloped
shells and thrust out their tongues at the Pot-
ters in inept defiance . . how should Mamie
know that those were coquillages, and how,
when she ordered ecrevisses, could she dream
that they would bring her a few handfuls of
bright = red, vest pocket size lobsters?
" . well, Pa may starve, but he won’t die of
thirats already he has learned that vang
rooge is red wine and vang blong is white,
which, incidentally, is about all we have learned
from the war . . |

Everything comes to an end eventually, even
the first meal in a foreign country, and now the
Potters are ready to see Paris, and Pa is won-~/
dgring even now if he can do a little seeing on
his own hook . . perhaps, who knows?)

(And that’s that—until next Sunday.)
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“Can’t the poor dub understand his own
language 7"’ :
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;When the Turk 1s Human

URKEY is young at the demo-
cratic but evidently
she is learning fast. From Ana-
tolia, where a general election has
been in progress, comes this pledge
from the platform of the party
led by Mustapha Kemal; “The
problem of the officials without
jobs will be solved and all the af-
fairs of the people will be expedit-
ed.”

Kemal gives promise of develop-
ing into a fairly shrewd politi-
cian, at this rate. Apparently the
Turlk. can be human ds well as
inhuman.

When Greek Meets Greek

DUEL between two politicians

is reported from Poland.
Angry words led to challenge and
acceptance, and the party repaired
to a lonely spot for the fight.

Just what the two desperate
combatants fought with is not
made clear, but since the only
man injured was one of the se-
conds, who fell over a rock, it
is: quite possible that they made
speeches at each other.

Passing of the Balloon

While the airplane has made the
balloon practically obsoletegas a
weapon of war or a vehicle in

game,

peace, the balloon race still holds |

its following as a spectacle. The
balloon was here first and, in the
form of simple toys, it has a uni-
versal sway.

In time, the airplane may be-
come popular in Toyland and the
balloon will lose its present hold
upon the imagination. It ig neither
ornamental nor useful.

A Story Still Untold

Another war secret has been dis-
closed by a British admiral. It
throws another ray of light on the
methods used in dealing with Ger-
man submarines.

The war was fought in a great
silence and the world has yet a
lot to learn as to what aectually
happened.

The world must wait a while yet
before books can be written pre-
senting an adequate summing up
of the tremendous event.

What Next?

Those who thought the limit
was reached when a Toronto man
seriously proposed; that men should
wear corsets will hz_Lve to
their eyes again. The suggestion
comes from New York that men
should take up hair-dressing.

Traditional conservatism of men
with regard to dress may well be
due to the extreme radicalism of
the suggestions made for reform.
Corsets and hair-dressing may be
the limit, but oheé never can tell;

the perfume devotees have still to *

be heard from.

Sitting on the Lid

Complaint is made by a learned
observer that there are not enough
cranks in Canada. Writing in The
Atlantic Monthly, this college pro-
fessor attributes what he diagnoses
as a colorless situation in this
Dominion to a lack of cranks.

It is to be noted that no com-
plaint about a lack of cranks ever
is made by people who live in
Canada. The truth - -appears to be
that there are lots of cranks in
the country, but the common sense
of the majority of Canadians keeps
the cranks where they belong.\

Why Worry?

Every little while, some more or
less prominent speaker gets up to
deplore the commercialism of our
times. He urges people to think
less of making money and to turn
their minds to higher things.

Commercialism has alwayg been
deplored. Some people believe that
a prejudice against commercial-
ism has even turned the ordinary
school into an impracticable in-
stitution, failing to prepare the
young for the duty of getting
something to eat. To deplore
commercialism is a safe and easy
way to win applause, even at a
business men’s convention. People
like to hear beautiful thoughts,
even when ‘they know such
thoughts are idle.

So long as high taxes require
the people to make money, there
will be commercialism. Worry
over commercialism might well
give way to consideration of how
to reduce high taxes.
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CATNIP AND DOGGEREL

CONDUCTED BY  RUB.

WHY?
Bondsley [ is known to be rolling
in wealth,
Lander owns houses galore,
Pill’s a rich doctor, down on his
health,
Coyne doesn’t need any more.
All of the comforts money can
get
Are their's, whatever may come,
Nevertheless, they constantly fret,

Being distant, grouchy and
glum
Most of the mneighbors are quite
well-to-do,
Excepting old Smiley  whose
luck
Has never been any too good to be
true;

He knows what it is to be stuck,
But any old time, strange though
it appear,
Whenever old Smiley we meet,
He always hands out a line of good
cheer; $
The jolliest soul on our street.

ANKLE STUDY CLUB.

The dreaded return of the longer
skirt, although not yet so pro-
nounced as to be viewed with
alarm, is nevertheless engaging
the attention of the Ankle Study
Club. President Will Seeitall in-
troduced the subject at the last

meeting and ventured the practical
suggestion that the studies would
be facilitated to an appreciable
extent if the manipulators of the
garden hose on front lawns in res-
idential -districts could be induc-
ed to co-operate by sprinkling the
sidewalks as well as the grass.
This would result in skirts being
raised while passing over the
damp places and enhanced oppor-
tunity for observation would thus
be afforded to those members who
are remaining in town for the
summer.  Secretary O. Lookatit
moved that the suggestion be
brought to the attention of the
lawn waterers. and that a com-
mittee composed of C. A. Peach,
A. Gazer and I. Squint be appoint-
ed to arrange and carry out the

details. This was carried.
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REMINISCENT.

Mr. Twiddleberry remarks that
the profligate manner in which

the King Government disposed of
upwards of a quarter of a billion
dollars in the closing hours of the
long session reminds him of the
way he used to feel after he had
put away four or five drinks.

GETTING HUMAN?

Ex-Kaiser Bill, it is pleasing to
state,

At last is exhibiting one human
trait.

A story from Doorn, which hands

him a crack, says

The senile old sinner
ing his taxes.

is dodg-

A BIT THOUGHTLESS?

Across the border there is talk
of executing a woman for murder.
It might come to something ser-
ious for her, for from all acounts,
she made a mistake when she went
in for slaughter. The victim was
not her husband.

JINXING THE JINX.

Friday the thirteenth may be a
wrong-way-day,
From which superstitious man
shrinks,
But don’t get away from the fact
that it’s pay-day
And that puts a Jinx on the
Jinx.

A GREAT STAYER.,

That New York newspaperman
who left  an estate of a million
dollars after forty years of publish-
ing a paper must have had an
enormous amount of moeney when
he started in the business.

OMINOUS.
This craze among the girlies for
Athletic prominence
Means many a strong-arm mother-
in-law
Forty years hence.

Letterstothe Edi tor}

J

f

A MEMORABLE TRIP.

Dear Editor,—I am just writing
you a few lines to thank you
for the lovely time I had on Tues-
day on the beautiful trip to the
Niagara Falls. The boat trip was
lovely and I don’t think I ever en-
joyed myself better.

DOROTHEA KIRBY
537 Dupont Street.

HAD NEVER SEEN FALLS.

Dear Editor,—I wish to express
my thanks to you for! the very en-
joyéble trip we had on Tuesday,

July 10. It was the first time I
had ever visited the Falls and it
was indeed an educational trip
andikulearned) muchy from ity Tt
was a source of great pleasure
to me all through the day, every-
thing was done for our comfort
and the kindness of those who had
charge of us made the day a per-
fect one. Again thanking you for
it all. :
VERA LISLE

236 Woodfield Road.

A NOISE PROTEST.
To the Editor, Sunday World:

I am one of those who view
with satisfaction the wrapid in-
crease in motor vehicles, although
I share with everyone else the
feeling that drastic laws are need-
ed to protect pedestrians. But
there is another diagreeable fea-
ture.

At all hours of the night young
men on motoreycles pass my
house, and they appear to take
delight in making the exhaust ex-
plode like a rattle of musketry.
Is this necessary? The noise they
make is simply unbearable.

I am not a motor expert, but
automobiles do not make this hor-
rible row and surely something
can be done to protect our ears
from motorcycle riders who de-
sire to call attention to themselves.

FED UP.

TO SAVE HIS HEAD,
To the Editor, Sunday World:

I presume there is a by-law re-
specting the height of street awn-
ings from the sidewalk in Toronto.
Do you think it could be observ-
ed more closely?

I am a tall man, just over six
feet, and cannot expect much sym-
pathy, but my hat has been knock-
ed off so often that I am in fear
for my head. My head may go
next. {

Let me put in a shy word for
the tall men, who pay taxes as
well as their shorter brethren.
Most of us acquire a stoop in the
shaulders and-no wonder,

»~ SKY-SCRAPER.

¢ us,

THE MILL RUN

J

NAMES, FOREIGN AND
ANTIQUE.

It has occurred to us that one
reason .why we do not, as a rule,
like foreign novels it that we can-
not satisfactorily pronounce for-
eign names; and unless we can
pronounce a name, not correctly
perhaps, but in a way that sounds
convincing and familiar to our-
self, the owner of the name re-
mains a stranger. We have little
doubt that Hamsun's “Growth of
the Soil’? was greatly helped to its
popularity among English-speak-
ing readers because the names
were almost all of them simple
enough to be translated without
embarrassment to the reader.
They had an air of familiarity.
He had no trouble in visualizing
the owners, and therefore he un-
derstood them. We remain aloof
from the masterpieces of the
blood-spitting, consumptive Rus-
sian  and Scandinavian novelists
because their characters bear
names that are as unfamiliar as
the Latin desecriptions of house-
hold insects. Who could love a
hero called Czexchyrnffv? Who
could sympathize with the sad be-
trayal of a Mme. Vrllyxiesth? It
is a long time since we have read
Tolstoi, but we believe that Anna
Karenina owed much of her
popularity to the fact that she
seemed to
not easily mispronounced, and, if
we are not mistaken, her lover
had some such obvious name as
Volsky.

Take the few foreign novels
that have become classics in our
own tongue, and reflection will
suggest that they owe much to
their names. ‘“Don Quixote” is an
example. It is true that we do
not pronounce the name as the
Spaniards do. He is not Key-
hoat-ee to us, but he is the equally
satisfactory Kwixoat. “Gil Blas”
gives no more trouble, even if we
de not think of him as Geel Blaw.
Gillblass seems reasonable enough.
In the ‘“Three Musketeers” few of
the names give us any pause, ex-
cept that of the great hero D’Ar-
tagnan, and even that can be read-
ily, Anglicized, while Porthos,
Athos, Aramis and Miladi we can
do, as they say, on our head Goethe
remains a sealed book to most of
because of his name, which
few are courageous enough to
mention, and the same goes with
regard to Nietzsche, whose views
on life appear as foreign as his
monicker. We believe that trans-
lators might well translate the sur-
names as well as the other words.
There ought to be an English
equivalent to Goethe just as there
is a French equivalent to London.
We assert flatly that an unpro-
nounceable name to a reader is

ear a human name,.

the same of a character that it is

impossible to understand.
Another fault we have to find

with authors who are now for-

,tunately far beyond our blame or

approval is that there was a time—
about two generations ago or more
—when military novels were popu-
lar, and when the writers scrupled
to give a regiment a name. We
read a book devoted to the affairs

of a certain regiment and the
name of the regiment was the
‘—shire” or the .  ‘—rd.” We
never could visualize the ‘“—shire,”

not even when some daring inno-
vator called it the Blankshire.
Inventiveness was not lacking in
the writers of this period, and it
would seem that they might have
called the regiment the Hart-
shire, for example, or the Hundred
and Forty-Third, there being no
existing regiments of these names
to be offended or flattered. To
come across such exasperating
artificialities is 'like reading the
old jokes in Punch before that
great paper had earned its name,
which dealt with the witty remark
that the Bishop of X made when
the Duchess of W— asked him if
he slept with his beard inside
or outside of the bed covers.

‘We are frightfully contemporary
we fear, being strongly prejudiced
in favor of our own times, and an-
other difficulty we find in reading
the novels of an earlier age is to
fall in love with heroines’ names,
Maria, Harriet, Emily and Sophia.
The very names have a sort of
antiqueness as though they should
belong to aunts or grand aunts.
No doubt they were good gals in
their time, but they seem to us to
belong to the days of anti-macas-
sarg and ‘La, sir,” she said brid-
ling. Names like Mary, Martha
and Elizabeth are older, but they
never lose their charm. One can
imagine slipping his arm around
Elizabeth, but not around Eliza.

You have 'a notion that you
would leave such plays to your
grandfather who hadn’t seen as
much of the world, and when,
maybe, there wasn’t much to see.

Let us not be understood to ad-
vocate such names as Daphne and
Ruby and Birdie, They, too, belong
to a period, and in another gen-
eration none of them will survive.
Dorothy had a tremendous play
some years ago, and if we hear
that a girl is named Dorothy we
can almost guess her age, which is
usually ample. She is as old as
Kathleen and Marie., Mae, Jane
and Anne and Edith and Marion
persist with Mary and Helen, fit
names for those who would @ be
brides of heroes, as Johnson said
brandy was fit to be their drink.
We have a notion that nobody who
is much good can go far back in
his pedigree without finding a
Mary -and a John. —J. V. M.
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If Mother Ceases to Fight
the Fly--Civilization Is

in Danger.

HIS is a truthful picture. It myy exaggerate the
number of flies surrounding 2 woman and her baby.
It does not overestimate the horrors of the situ-
ation which grips many people at this season of

; the year.

In well-screened homes the fastidious ones may not fear
the common house fly. The diseases that it brings are not at
hand, because the fly itself is rigidly excluded. But there are
homes in this city which still have the house fly and its grim
attendants.

There is little sympathy with those who do not do their
utmost to correct the conditions which breed the fly, but there
should be abundant sympathy for those who are actually unable
to resist this invasion. .

“Some people have gotto the stage of exhaustion
where they no longer resent swarms of flies,” said the artist,
Mr. Skuce, in a brief comment on his strong conception of what
the house fly means to humanity. ‘“When a mother ceases to
care whether flies rest on her baby’s face, then civilization is in
danger, whether we stop to think of it or not. 1 want people to
stop and think it over.”

The mother who i$ too ignorant to realize the peril of the
house fly needs to be instructed and to be protected against her-
self. The highest and most impartial and dispassionate authori-
ties bring a.grave indictment against Musca Domestica or com-
mon house fly. The Encyclopedia Britannica says in part:

“Its distribution is of the widest and the rapidity of its
breeding, in manure and door-yard filth, is so great that as a
carrier of germs of disease, it is now recognized as a potent
source of danger.” :

: WHAT OF THE MOTHER?

But what of the mother who fails to prevent the breeding
and entrance of flies? Shall she be left to pay the penalty of
her own folly, to follow the white hearse through the streets from
her alley to the cemetery? In the picture she ‘stands horror-
struck yet numbed. Why does she not act? Her babe is being
assailed. Behind her are other mothers and their little ones quite
enveloped in the cloud of destroyers that herald the advent of
disease and death. ~Why is she standing still?

For many years the City of Toronto has been practising
with increasing rigor the precautions against the breeding of
flies. - In general terms the Britannica advocates all measures of
- general hygiene and the isolation, prompt removal or sterilization
of the animal or human excrement in which these flies breed.”
Our sewerage disposal facilities from the homes and haunts of
men are perfected. Garbage is covered and promptly removed.
All is swiftly and completely treated, except in the few cases
where rat-harboring, fly-breeding “dumps” are permitted.

Compulsion is applied, and yet the flies remain, greatly
reduced in numbers, hated and attacked in most homes and areas
instead of admired as “pretty and intricate wonders of nature.”
And yet there are babies that will die in Toronto this summer
because of flies. ‘

The reason goes deep into life. There are women in the

* poorer districts too beaten down in spirit to fight the fly. Glib
and clever exhortations to “Swat the fly” are all right in their
place. Inspections and court summonses have their place, par-
ticularly if people consider filth holy and flies sacred.

ASSAILED BY MANY FLIES.

But what are you going to do about the woman who feels
death closing in on her baby’s throat and yet is powerless to help
herself?  She looks from the gaunt windows of her flat over-
looking the narrow so-called ‘“‘Avenue’” and wonders how long
must this existence last.  She steps into the smelly space be-
tween the rows of heat-baked walls and tries to give the little
one a fresher air to breathe.

She knows that flies are not good for the child, but she has
one or two things to do beside brushing them off its face. = She

has seen other little ones sicken and die in the smelly heat as

well as in the cold. Her whole life is lived in dread of unem-
ployment, drunkenness, higher rents, desertion, disease and

death. To her the fly is a monster as in the picture.

“Swat the fly,” says the catchword. There are too many
flies bothering her—low wages for an unskilled husband are
something of a fly, instructions from all sorts of functionaries
are as the buzzing of a blue-bottle in her dulled ears. Who will
brush the flies away for her, if not prevent their being bred to
trouble her?

LOOK THE FACTS IN THE FACE.

The Civic Department of Health and countless agencies of
social relief recognize the need of a clean and gentle human
touch in helping these people who cannot protect themselves.
This demand for a more human approach to the poorer people is
not meant to disparage their efforts or their aims. But the great
mass of citizens who can shout flippantly, “There aren’t anv
flies on us? "—are they standing between the mothers and the
foes of childhood?

Of course, you say, there are no slums in Toronto.
don’t make slums what does?
around some of the side streets
car or automobile every day?

There are persons who insist that the street cars on certain
lines passing through the poorer districts carry an odor of their
own and yet these lying snobs tell their consciences that there
are no slums in Toronto. But for some peculiar reason or other
the babies die faster in certain areas. “Is it nothing to you, all
ye that pass by?”’

If this picture does no more than make you shudder it has
failed. But if you stop to think over your own duty toward the
people who cannot resist this invasion, then you may be the

- better citizen for having looked the facts squarely in the face,

If flies
And are there no swarms of flies
past which you travel in street
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