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Plaintiffs Who Sue Parties
Through Whose Negligence
a Loved One Has Been Kilied
Often Find Out Courts Place
a Very Low Estimate on the
Economic Worth of Deceased
' to His Family.

4By J. D. PEARLSTEIN

4S dear as life itself,
one often hears,
and, yet.lifer is
really cheap, as
valued | by .\ our
¢ highest civil
courts.  In the book of Job
we read, “‘All that a man hath
will he give for his life,” but
when constituted authority is
assessing damages, as allowed
by law, the life of a human
being commands but a small
price.

Juries always allow more
for the negligent taking of
life than do judges  sitting
alone, or in a body as a court
of appeal. ~ This is probably
so because all that bereaved
plaintiffs in what are always
§ad ‘cases; ‘can. hope for;is
pure law, minus sentiment.
Parents of children who meet
death through the negligence
of others cannot recover what
may be called sentimental
damages.  That is, the law
does not allow anything for
the mental anguish occasioned.
by the violent death of a near
relative. = Nevertheless, juries
are prone to be sympathetic
and generous in cases of this
kind, with the result that the
Court of Appeal is often kept
busy reviewing judgments,
frequently reducing damages.
The seasoned judges appear to
incline to John Morley’s esti-
mate that ‘‘the great business
of life is to be, to do, to do
without, and to depart.”

TUR courts place a compar-
itively low price on human
life because the law takes into
consideration only the actual pe-
cuniary loss of each of the rela-
tives who may have a claim for
damages. The right to claim
damages is given under the Fatal
Accidents Act. enacted in On-
tario over 75 years ago.
| Under the more recent Work-
men’s Compensation Act the ave-
rage ' compensation awarded in
Ontdarié for death claims during
the year 1923 was $3,755, while
the amount awarded by judges
and juries in a large number of
recent Canadian cases did not
average more than $2,000, as may
be seen from the actual cases to
be referred to presently.

The economic value of the
average human life has been es-
timated at $5,500. That is, the

®net money value of the average

earning capacity for life, after
deduction, of ordinary personal
living expenses, would be $5,500.
But ' even' - juries seldom award
over $5,000 for the loss of a hu-
man life.

N a recent case tried at Welland

by Mr. Justice Logie without
a jury, the wife of a Polish lab-
orer brought action against the
Michigan Central Railway fer
damages for the death of her
husband. The deceased was 38
yea.rs' of age and was earning
$33.76 per week. An actuary
calculated for the benefit of the
court that the net money value
of the deceased laborer to his
family was $14,000 at the time of
his death.

Upon the medical evidence
adduced it was assumed that the
deceased might have lived to the
age of 70; that his wages would
not have fallen until the age of
60, after which his earning ca-
pacity would have been reduced

by $5 per week until the age of
65 and by $10 per week between
the ages of 65 and 70; and that
his personal expenses would have
amounted to 25 percent of his
wages. Character evidence show-
ed that the deceased had at var-
ious times been an intemperate
drinking man and his Lordship,
glving a verdict against the rail-
way company - for $2,000. re-
marked. “I don’t think this man
would ever have amounted to

very much.” The case has a
moral.

As a guide to court and jury
in cases of this kind, counsel in-
variable call experts who will
calculate the economic value of
any human being. The experts’
valuations are always high since
they are not charged with the
duty of estimating the value of
the life under consideration to
the particular plaintiff or plain-
tiffs before the court. It is for
the expert to value the life itself;
it is for the jury to estimate the
actual pecuniary interest of the
plaintiff or plaintiffs in that life.

The expert valuators of human
life will tell the jury to within
one month how long any indi-
vidual could have been expected
to live and how much his actual
income would have amounted to
had he lived; that a laborer at
35, earning $21 per week, is
economically worth $18,000; that
a professional man whose income
is $100 per week is worth at 45
at least $75,000 to his family;,
that merchants and proprietors
of business places are the most
normal  people; that the long-
evity of the average clergyman

is 25 percent better than the ave- -

rage man; that doctors and law-
yers are 10 percent above the
average, while the laborer’s
chance of prolonged life is nearly
40 percent less than the average.
that a child of 10 is expected to
live another 49 years; at 12 an-
other 48 years; at 25 another 38
years at 33 another 33 years, 4nd
80 on. i

T must not be supposed that the
courts always value life cheap-

- ly. Not many months ago an On-

tario jury awarded $15,000 dam-
ages In a case where the experts’
highest valuation of the life in
question was $18,000. But ver-
dicts of this size are very much
the exception rather than the rule.

In another Ontario case a lad
of 20, employed as a brakeman by
the Grand Trunk, was killed by
reason, as the jury found, of the
negligence of the company’s ser-
vants. The evidence showed that
the deceased was unmarried, had
been about four years in Canada,
and about one month in the ser-
vice of the railway company. He
had corresponded with his mother,
but had sent his parents no money.
He had received a good  and
rather expensive education at his
father’'s expense, and the father
swore to an understanding between
son and parents that the son
would, in consideration of the
large sum so expended on him, as-
sist the parents financially in their
old age.

The jury assessed the damages
due to the father and mother at
$1,800, estimating the earnings of
a person in the same grade as the
deceased, and in like employment
for three years allowed by the
Workmen’s Compensation For In-
juries Act. But the Court of Ap-
peal believed the award to be ex-
cessive and extravagant, and,
therefore, unreasonable, and or-
dered a new assessment, suggest-
ing that the parties agree on some
lesser amount.

In a recent case against the C.
P. R. for the death of an einploye,
though negligence was proved, the
aged mother of the deceased could
not recover damages. The evi-
dence showed she owned a house
and lot, and that an unmarried son
and daughter lived with her. She
had no means of support, except-
ing what she received from her
children. Several other sons and
daughters, all' married, were" liv-
ing away from her. The deceased
was 30, unmarried, and earning
around $100 per month. The
mother swore she received money
from her son from time to time,
and that she looked to him more
than to any other for her support.

About three months before his
death her son had sent her $25,
remarking that he wanted to send
her $35, but times were bad. The
jury found a verdict for the plain-
tiff mother of $1,500 damages, but
the company appealed, and the
Court of Appeal reversed the de-
cision, holding that the Jjury had

his death.

Character evidence showed that the deceased had at
various times been an intemperate drinking man and his
Lordship, giving a verdict against’ the railway company for
$2,000, remarked, “I donit think this man would ever have
amounted to very much.” The case has a moral.
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In a recent case tried at Welland by Mr. Justice Logie
without a jury, the wife of a Polish laborer brought action
against the Michigan Central Railway for damages for the
death of her husband. .The deceased was 38 years of age
and was earning $33.75 per week. An actuary calculated
for the benefit of the court that the net money value of the
deceased laborer to his family was $14,000 at the time of

no proper evidence on which to
estimate the damages, and, fur-
ther, that there was no proper :{avi-
dence of any reasonable espec-
tation of° pecuniary Dbenefit to
support a vgzrdict of even nom-
inal damages.

N a New Brunswick case against
the Star Line Steamship
Company a brass founder, aged 70,
brought action for the death of his
26-year-old son, who, as the evi-
dence showed, had always lived
with his father, paying <various
sums as high as $30 a month for
lodgings, though there\was no evi-
dence to show what such lodgings
he received were worth; that for
15 months immediately before his
death he had ceased paying any-
thing ' because, having gone into
business on his own account, his
father wished him to keep the
money to put into the business;
that the son was sober, industri-
ous, a good business man, affec-
tionate to his father.

When the son went into busi-
ness his father advanced him
$700. After his death the busi-
ness was sold and realized $400
net with which to satisfy the
father’s claim of $700. The jury
brought in a verdict for $3,500.
The learned Chief Justice who
tried the case, leaving it entirely
to the jury in general terms to es-
timate the damages, if any. On
appeal, the court ordered
a new tral on 'the ground that the
Jury had misundel‘stood the prin-
ciple upon which damages should
be assessed in cases of this kind.

In another case where the
mother of a girl aged 17 had re-
covered a verdict of $3,000 from an

Ontario jury for the death of her
daughter who had been killed by
a  street car, !the Court of Ap-
peal held the damages to be ex-

cessive, and suggested the accept-’

ance of $1500, otherwise the de-
fendant company was to have the
right to a new trial.

AMAGES to the amount of $2,-

100 were awarded to a plaintiff
father, whose 22 year old son bad
been killed by a Toronto street
car. The deceased’s occupation had
been principally that of a laborer.
The highest wages received by

him were $§35 in one month. His
mother was dead and his father
had married again. He lived with

N se.

PLAINTIFF

a widowed sister but was on good
terms with his father and step-
mother whom he visited once or
twice a month, on such occasions
giving his father two to four dol-
lars, and once five dollars. His
habits were good and he was of
a generousg disposition. Evidence
was received of bhis intention of
helping his father to build a house;
of assisting hm to pay off a mort-
gage of $650 on his home, as well
as an amount of $400 for which
his father had given notes to an-
other son.

Upon the jury bringing in a
verdict for $2,100, the company
appealed and the Appellate Court
held ' that, while @ the evidence
showing the son’s favorable dis-
position towards his father was
properly received by the jury, the
amount awarded to the plaintiff
for damages was clearly excess-
ive and a new trial was ordered,
unless the parties would agree to
a reduction of the judgment to
$500. %

In every case uctual pecuniary
damages must be proved by the
plaintiff, The maintenance and
education 2f a minor son or
daughter being obligations of law
imposed upon a father, he canucot
recover th2 amounts so paid dur-
ing the son’s or daughter’s life
time.

@ne of the lowest verdicts for
the death of a child was rz-

corded not long ago when
the 'parents of a 4-year-old
tot - who was killed in a

street car accident were award-
ed only $300. Though it appeared
that the child was healthy, intelli-
ger*, and hand % good prospect of
e long life, the sum of $300 was
supposed to represent the pecun-
iary benefit or advantage which
the parents could have reasonably
expected had the child lived.
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Sir Basil Zakaroff, the “mys-
tery millionaire,” who helped

the Duchess close  one
gambling, palace, but refuses to
shut up the one he controls.

Its Gambling
Doubled in Size Despite

Pretty Duchess’ Protest

HEN another  Winter rolls
around and thousands of
pleasure seekers from all over the
world "begin flocking to Monte
Carlo, they will find that surpass-
ingly beautiful city on the Riviera
just about twice as wicked a place
as it ever was before.

The past Winter and Spring
were the most prosperous in the
history of Monte Carlo. The re-
sort was so thronged with visitors
that the Casino, the most notorious
gambling hell in the world and
the place whose shameful profits
pay the running expenses of the
little principalify of Monaco, was
unable to begin to accommodate
all those who were eager to risk
the contents of their pocketbooks
on its roulette wheels and faro
tables and other games of chance.

So the management of the
Casino is enlarging this magnifi-
cent building. The size of the old
gambling rooms is being greatly
increased and several spacious new
ones added. By next Winter the
remodelled Casino will be able to
accommodate at one time at least
100 per cent. more victims. Its
capacity for wrecking the lives and
fortunes of men and women will
be doubled.

HIS news is a sad disappoint-

ment to all those who regard
Monte Carlo’s gambling hell as one
of the worst blots on the world’s

civilization and who have  been
earnestly hoping that the pretty
young Duchess of Valentinois

would win her brave fight to wipe
it out of existence.

The Duchess is the ‘“love child”
who finally healed the breach be-
tween her father and his father,
the late Prince of Monaco, and
enabled the former to succeed to
the rulership of the principality
on the death of the old Prince.

From the time when she was
able to realize what an appalling
toll of human happiness and life
the Casino is continually taking
it has been a thing of horror to
the Duchess. Even the fact that
its profits support the rulers of
Monaco and pay the running ex-
penses of the little nation of which
Monte Carlo forms the principal
part, could not reconcile her to
the existence of this gambling hell
under the full protection of the
law.

As soon as the Duchess’ father
came into power she set out to
make Monte Carlo free from the
taint of gambling. And for a time
it looked as if she were going to

be successful.
AT that time there was another
gambling den in Monte Carlo
whose pro§1t5 were even larger
than the Casino’s—the notorious
Sporting Club. The Duchess made
this the object of her first crusade.
The people of Monaco looked on
with amazement while the deter-
mined Duchess drove the Sporting
Club out of existence. 'They could
not believe their eyes and ears.
And when they learned that Sir
Basil Zaharoff, the “mystery mul-
ti-millionaire” and controlling
stockholder of the corporation
that owns and operates the Cas-

Hell Being

\

One of the superbly appointed roulelte rooms wn the Casino at

Monte Carlo, where thousands of dollars change hands in a

few minutes. It is shown deserted because a strict rule of the

establishment forbids photographs being made while play is
going on.

ino, was backing the Duchess in
her fight on the gamblers, they
were still more amazed and dis-
mayed -

With the Sporting Club’ out of
the way the Duchess turned her
attentions against Camille Blanc,
the uncrowned king of Monte

Carlo, who ruled the Casino with
an iron hand. And in/ her attack
Sir Basil, the mystery man, again
took the side of the Duchess.
The name of Blanc had been
connected with the Casino ever
since it was established. The
father of Camille Blanc had bheen

running a roulette wheel in Hom-
burg when, during the reign of
.Charles 1III, the fortunes of the
ruling house of Monaco reached
a low ebb. Being sorely in need
of ready money the gambling
concessions at Monte Carlo were
offered to Blanc and since that
time his family has ruled over the
gaming tables of the Casino.

HE Duchess of Valentinois

directed her wrath at Blanc
at a most opportune time, for the
ruler of the Casino was experienc-
ing severe financial difficulties
through unwise investments in
sugar. And so the presiding genius
of the gaming tables was over-
thrown and the Casino shook to
its very foundation. iy

It was only a matter of time,
people said, before that far famed
gambling hell would go the same
way as the Sporting Club.

‘What had Zaharoff been think-
ing about to side with the Duchess
in her fight against an established
institution that meant so much to *
his own pocket-book?

But it now turns out that the
“mystery man” who controls the
richest oil fields of Europe and
Asia, who is a power behind the
throne in more than one country
and a Knight of the Bath in Eng-
land, had been playing his cards
in quite the same skillful manner

i that enabled him to become such

a ‘power in political and perfectly
legitimate finanicial spheres.

The Sporting Club was a serious
competitor. Its elimination meant
that all those who came to Monte

Carlo to gamble would have to
ldse their money at the Casino and

their losses would mean more
money for Sir Basil.

Camille Blanc, too, presented an
obstacle whose removal the mys-
tery man believed would be to his
advantage. He had long wanted
to end his control of the Casino,
but had never found a way of
doing it.

YO Sir Basil shrewdly lent his

powerful aid to the Duchess
until the Sporting Club was closed
and Camille Blanc driven from

Continued on Page Twenty-one.
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A Section of the
Detective Force
Leads a Busy Life
Investigating the
Claims of Robber-
ies in Private

Homes---And a

Common Failing
of Human Nature

[s Often at the End
of a Clue

HEET " ot . careless-
ness? Robbery or
pure mischief ?
Very often in the
day’s work of the
Toronto  detective

force these questions are an-
swered by close and skilled ex-
amination in such a way as to
amaze and startle people who

TAXED HIS

come with complaints about missing property.
Forgetful husbands and wives, playful children or careless
friends may produce mysteries just as baffling, for a time, as

any for which criminals themselves are responsible.

Police

headquarters’ files teem with records of interesting cases received
by the complaints man over his desk in a busy lifetime.

N incident of a few weeks ago
will serve to illustrate what
the average police detective has
to contend with from the time he
is assigned: to a case. This case
is so recent that the general read-
er will readily recall it. It has to
do with a Toronto woman who by
mistake threw diamonds to the
value of two or three thousahd
dollars into a garbage receptacle,
and who, until the gems were re-
trieved by the garbage men at the
dump, no doubt experienced some
very excruciating moments.

The report received, detectives
were assigned to recover the jew-
els. The usual line of investiga-
tion was unnecessary, since the
woman knew what she had done
with the gems. Consequently, the
officers followed the only course
possible, and that was to notify
the Street Cleaning Department of
the affair, and bid them keep an
eye open for the missing jewels.

This ' is only one illustration of
the trouble caused by momentary
carelessness or forgetfulness.
Sometimes such lapses result in
trouble for other people. Some-
thing, money, jewels, or other
articles of intrinsic worth, is sud-
denly missed from its usual place.
Immediately the troubled house-
wife sets to work to hunt for the
missing thing. Her search is vain.
So she sits down to think the
matter over. Rapidly she invent-
ories her callers of the morning—
the baker, the milkman, the butch-
er, the grocer’s boy, etc. Or maybe,
she broods: that fellow selling the
bananas was the thief. He looked
suspicious, anyhow—a swarthy
man, villainous in appearance.

She notifies the police of her loss
and her suspicions, with the result
that the banana peddlers of the
city are thoroughly canvassed and
the suspect is located. Conveyed
to headquarters, he vehemently
protests his innocence. Probably
when he has been thoroughly grill-
ed and is almost in a state of
collapse through fright, the tele-
phone rings and the apologetic
voice of the lady who has lost
something sounds over the wire,
“I'm so sorry; but the brooch I
thought had been stolen has turned
up. I had put it in another place
and forgotten all about it.”

An instance of a short time
ago; A woman reported that a
ten-dollar bill had been stolen
from the kitchen cabinet in her
home. She suspected the baker, as
he was the only one who had call-
ed on her that morning. Detectives
‘went to investigate. They found
the lady distraught almost, and
loudly denouncing bakery drivers.
The officers interrogated her. Was
she sure that shs had placed’ the
ten-dollar bill on the cabinet?

“Sure?”” The good lady sniffed
in scorn. Of course she was sure.
Did they think she was crazy, that
she didn’t know what she was do-
ing She flounced over to the
cabinet, which was a few feet
away from the back window and
tapped with her index finger the
spot  whereon she had laid the
bill. The officers glanced first at
the pointing finger, then at the-
open window. The cabinet was
within arm’s reach of anyone
standing outside the window, so
that it would be comparatively
easy for even a person of mod-
erate reach to purloin the biH.

But having wide experience of
such cases and the suspicion com-
monly levelled against innocent
persons, the detectives argued that
the bill might have been mislaid
by the /woman herself, or have:
been blown off the cabinet by a
vagrant wind.

But the good lady' would not
have it so. She was very indignant
that she should be thought careless
and unduly suspicious of her fel-
low-creatur s. In her indignation
she left the room and slammed the
middle door behind her.

Left to themselves, the officers
conducted a search of the kitchen,
and were fortunate in finding the
missing bill adroitly balancing it-

self against the wallpaper in a
corner near the cabinet, whither
t=o Wisg 222 blown it.

L3

CERTAIN well-known citizen

some years ago reported the
loss of a very valuable watch and
chain, an heirloom. The watch
had been lying on the window-
sill, placed there by its
while he was fitting some storm
windows for the Winter. As the
ngdows had been open for short
periods during the fixing process
the owner of the jewelry jumped
to the econclusion that some tramp,
in padsing, had taken the articles.

‘This seemed a reasonable conclu-

sion after a prolonged and vain
search of the house had been
made, so the police watched at-
tentively the various second-hand
stores and pawnshops in the hope
that the heirlooms would eventu-
ally be offered for sale or pawned
by the thief. But their waiting
was vain.

Spring came, and the gentle-
man started to remove the storm
sashes, to discover, to his amaze-
ment, the missing watch and
chain tucked away neatly in a
corner bhetween storm sash and
inner window,

For the moment he was non-
plussed. Then smoking a med-
itative pipe, he studied the mat-
ter over. [Presently all became
clear. He recalled the events of
the day when he had installed
that particular sash. He glanced
through blue smoke haze at the
Chesterfield under the window,
then visualized his mischievous
son Tommy, who had stood on
the Chesterfield watching him at
work, He saw the tiny fingers
at play with watch and chain,
and he smiled to himself as he
realized how much mystery and
trouble such mischievous fingers
and a window unopened during
the winter can cause. ‘

NOTHER case was that re-

ported by & mother who had
lost two of 'her most  treasured
possessions—her wedding ring
and her engagement ring. Her
story was simple. She had laid
the rings down on the top of a
gas stove in the kitchen while
she wasghed up in the slhk, as the
circlets had the habit of slipping
from her flingers.

Then the voice of the baker
had called her to the front door.
She had heard the snap of the
rear screen door as she hurried
to the front, but had taken little
heed of/it, thinking at the time
that the noise had been made by
little Dicky, her son, entering the
house from the backyard. It was
not until half-an-hour later, her
‘dishes washed, that she discover-

ed the rings had vanished from
the stove.

She called the police and told
her story. They began their in-
vestigation. While one searched
the” house with the woman, the
other examined the ground out-
side the back door. There had
been a thunderstorm that morn-
ing, and the ground was still wet.

But_ the only imprints in the
soft soil were those made by a
child’s shoes, so it was evident
that, if entrance had been gained
in that way by the thief, the
thief was a small boy.

Accordingly the detective tac-
kled Dicky. What had he done
with mamma’s rings?

“In dere,” the lad responded,
pointing toward the sink. His
small digit touched the old-
fashioned brass cross over the
vent of the waste pipe. “Slipped
down dere.”

And so they had.
on opening the pipe, found the
missing rings snugly ensconced
in the trap, where Dicky’s play-
ful fingers had dropped them.

Absent-mindedness causes much
trouble and work for detectives.
For instance: Two women, an
aunt and her niece, arrived home
one evening, to find the window
of the dinning-room  wide open
and the place cleared of 'all the
valuable = silverware, comprising
trophies, «cups, goblets, medals,
flat-ware and the like, won by an

A plumber,

athletic husband who had long
since departed this life. ot
course, the old lady was frantic.
When the smelling salts had

brought her round, she suggested
to her niece that she notify the

¢

BEWILDERED ROOM MATE WIT
BEING THE THIEF

owner

A\\

police. At w\hlch suggestion the
niece sniffed scornfully. The
police;:—of what use were they?

However, the aunt insisting, the
young lady acquiesced.
. The detectives arrived and

asked questions. The aunt pains-
takingly told how she had left
the house locked up and the
gilvéerware on the buffet in the
dinning-room, and how she had
arrived home to find her .treas-
ures gone.

The search began. Windows
and ‘doors were examined for
marks of chisel or “jimmy,” but
no marks could be found. While
the search was in progress, the
scornful niece kept up a running
fire of derisive asides to her aunt
anent police incapability. Sud-
denly one of the officers stooped
and peered under the dining-
room table. A white object of
bulky proportions confronted
him. He caught at the fabric
and pulled. The tablecloth came
away in his hand, revealing to
view a conglomerate mass of
silverware. Then the old lady
suddenly recalled placing the
articles there while she dusted

‘the top of the buffet a few hours

before. As for the cynical young
miss, she bolted upstairs and did
not emerge from her retirement
again until the officers had left.

SIMILAR case was reported
by a young Frenchwoman who
had married a wealthy local man.
The young lady being averse to
domestic duties, prevailed upon
her husband to take apartments
at a downtown hotel. Being of
the ‘‘gold digger” type, she had
also 'managed to wheedle much
jewelry and coin of the realm
from her older and lovesick
hubby. And it is probable that
she was more in love with her
trinkets than she was with her
foolish old darling.
So it is not to be wondered at

T

THE TABLE CLOTH CAME AWAY REVEALING A

L

CONGLOMERATE MASS OF SILVERWARE

that she almost went insane
when, on awaking one morning,
she found her jewel cases empty.
Her husband called the police,
The subsequent search yielded
nothing. At which, the angry
French lady became angrier and
volleyed out in broken English

some very nasty and unkind
things about policedom in general
and the two officers in particular.

However, the officerg left with
a lengthy description of the miss-
ing Jjewelry and the promise to
spare no effort to recover it. But
it ‘was the chambermaig who

=

solved the mystery when she start-
ed to malke up the bed and dis-
covered the gems reposing in the
pillow-case on which their owner’s
dainty head had lain such a short
time before. And when madame
wag told of the find she suddenly
recalled having played with her

Trusty Steed of the Late Dr.
Gilmour Passes His Later
“Days Mid Pleasant Scenes
Just “Enjoying Life.”

ONTENTMENT in the twilight
of his days is the happy lot
of “Homer,” a 823year-old horse
who is reaping the reward of long
and faithful service. He does
pretty much as he likes at the On-
tario Reformatory, Guelph, where
he is a pensioner upon whom con-
siderable petting is bestowed,
which he reciprocates by exem-
plary behavior and dignified so-
ciability befitting his age towards
all with whom he comes in con-
tact.

“Homer'” is a dark bay with a
gsleek coat which sparkles in the
sunshine and betokens the care
of a conscientious valet. He is
round without pbeing corpulent,
for in the wisdom of his years he
abstains from temptations to glut-
tony in negotiating his generous
menu, which embraces aboout
everything calculated to tickle the
equiqe‘ palate. Besides, he re-
frains from sedentary habits, for
there are useful things to be done
which help him to fill in the day
and he is quite content in assist-
ing with the chores, that being his
idea, of congenial recreation.
‘When he takes a notion to loaf
for a spell and ruminate he does
so with complacency, for, such is
his recognized right challenged by
none.

stall in
officials

He occupies the guest
the stables both
and prisoners see that nothing
which would tend to his comfort
is neglected. His personal attend-
ant is a good-natured, long-term
bootlegger, who accompanies him
upon the grass rolling expeditions
and ot}ger minor missions, cheer-
fully sharing in the rest periods

where

Aged Horse Rewarded For Career of Usefulness:
All Animals Are Pets In The Provincial Prison

“Homer,” the 32-year-old horse, which is having a good rest as the

reward of long service,

and ,anouraging his charge to
take ‘things easy while the tak-
ing is good. ‘“Homer’” expresses
appreciation of kind words by
wiggling his ears. He swings his
tail lazily merely to exercise Iit,
for his coat'is so smooth the flies
fall off when they attempt to
gain a foothold. When the sun
gets a Dbit too -warm he secks a
shady spot. If his job happens to
be ’ grass cutting he eats the
choice bits as he goes along re-
minding one of a youngster pick-
ing berries.

In such favorable environment
it is not surprising that “Homer?’
does not look his age. The reason
he is so privileged a character
is because he was for many years
the ever-reliable driving horse
of the late Dr. Gilmour, when
that gentleman was warden -of
the old Central Prison in Toronto
and subsequently the head of the
Guelph institution which was es-
tablished to replace it. “Homer"”
was on the job long after the auto-
mobile cameé and he met the com-
petition with equamity for he
was immune to punctures and his
éngine never stalled, also he was
somewhat of an authority upon
the responsibilities attaching to his
position and his heart was in his
worlk. What he has he earned.

ANOTHER pet-of the prison is

a captivating little red cocker
spaniel who answers to the name
of ‘‘Monty”, when he feels like
it. “Monty”’ is attached to the Ad-
ministration Department, being the
personal property of Secretary
Holloway, but hig disposition -is
exceedingly democratic and he is
on friendly terms with everybody
around the place. Occasionally he
makes a tour of inspection where
the gangs are working( on the
grounds but never interferes with
what is going on unless some pri-
soners start to run; then ‘‘Monty”
becomes excited, and with much
noise raises an unnecessary but
well-meant alarm. He retrieves
tennis balls when they are batted
out of the courts and would par-
ticipate in the lawn bowling if
permitted to do so. ‘‘Monty” has
many winning ways and exhibits
no jealousy towards a score or so
of canaries which his master keeps
in a prison of their own in his
apartments where they maintain a
continuous symphony which echoes
through the halls.

There is a herd of sixty Holstein
cows on the prison farm, every
beast a beauty and a pet of the

/N

“Monty”, the little cocker sp/anlel,
pet of Secretary Holloway.

particular prisonsrs who perform
the ministrations pertaining to
milking and other little attentions
required by an aristocratic cow.
The appearance of the herd and
the percentage of butter-fat in the
lavish production of the lacteal
fluid' reflects in practical form
the benefits of the affectionate
care which is bestowed. In the
stables ths horses are the chums
of the fellow to whom their care
and comfort is -entrusted. Offi-
cials state that it is a character-
istic of most prisoners to show
kindness to- dumb animals and any
case of .ill-treatment would be
strongly resentad by the prisoners
themselves. Some of the inmates
are very much attached to thsa
horses they have to
and there is a spirit of competition
in keepink the animals fit. Pri-
son life is certainly no hardship
for a horse, particularly when
there is a reward in sight such
as that' which has come to
“Homer.”

look after -

jewels before golng to sleep the

previous night, then tucked them
into the pillow-case, so that they
would be handy as playthings
should she wake up during the
nocturnal hours.

Another case in which the ons
whose duty it is to make up beds
proved the solver of the riddle was
that in which a foreigner was the
supposed victim of a thief and his
room-mate was arrested on suspi-
clon. The salien—Ilike many—
aliens— distrusted all banks save
the sock and the money belt. But
even these seemed unsafe when
the proprietor of the boarding-
house, the house being full, in-
troduced the newcomer to the
original tenant and informed the
latter that the stranger would be
his bed mate, for a night.

In the morning, however, Nick
awoke, dressed himself, felt in his
belt for his wad, and finding it
gone, raised & ., howl, called
the proprietor of the
ing-house, and charged his
bewildered room-mate. with be-
ing the thief. The man emphat-
ically denied the accusation. The
police were called. The stranger
was searched. Nothing was found
on him. But the police were not
satisfied, and took the fellow to
headquarters. ¢

Meanwhile, the wife of the pro-
prietor commeneed her task of
making up the beds. When she
came to Nick’s she discovered a
tear in the ticdking. So she brought
needle and thread and commenced
to repair the rent. As she picked
up the stuff in her fingers, she
felt some hard object beneath,
which, on examination, proved to
be Nick’s supposed stolen hoard.

UMAN deceit also plays a
major part in many of the
cases which the local police are
called upon to investigate. Here
is a shining example of such a case.
A certain man reported that a
valuable diamond ring had been
stolen from him by a friend an}}\
sold to a jeweler on Sherbourne

_ Street. This friend, he added, had

left town and gone to the States.

Investigation naturally led the
officers to the jeweler. They found
the ringmtherq. But the story the
jeweler had to tell concerning the
disposition of the gem with him
was slightly different. The ring
had not been sold to him; instead,
/it had been pawned—and by two
men, not one. He described the
men in detail.

Advising the jeweler. to remain
mum for the present, the officers
,left, Followed further investiga-
tion, which resulted in, one day,
one of the officers calling upon
the wifs of the supposed victim.
The woman was alone.

“I want you to lunch with me
at the So-and-So Cafe, this after-
noon,” he informed her. ‘“I think
I can show you the man who stole
your husband’s ring.”

Lunch-time came. The officer
and woman mét in the cafe. They
had barely commenced their lunch
when the officer, pointing to a man
sitting almost opposite them, re-
inarked in a low tone. “See that
man?” The woman looked in the

~ direction indicated, “Know him ?”

‘“Yes,” was the woman'’s instant

response, ‘‘that's Dick-—who stole
the ring.”

A PLUMBER FOUND THE MIS5
—ING- RINGS IN THE TRAP

known local

room- -

i

“You are sure?”

‘‘Positive.” .

“Then come on; we'll get him.”

But the man had recognized his
friend’s wife. He was on his feet
in an instant and heading in the
direction of the exit.

“Stop thief!” the detective yell-
ed, as he followed the man. A9
outhrust foot orousht the fellow
to grief at the entrance, and the
officer collared his man.

Later, meeting the woman'’s
husband. the officer remarked:

“I got your friend—the thief.”

The man stared in stupefaction.

“The devil you did!” he gasped.
“Why he was in the St—”

7 The officer grinned. 2

“So you sald, but he must have
made a-quick trip back. But let’s
cut out the comedy. Your friend’s
coming up in the Police Court to-
morrow, and you had better tell
the truth now and save yourself
an exposure.”

Which the supposed.victim did.
It seemed that he and his friend
had lost heavily at the races, and
wishing to recoup their losses, had
pawned the ring o obtaia mne
money. They had concocted the
theft story to cover their delin-
quency and deceive the supposed
victim's ‘wife.,

NOTHER case of thils type>was
that of the niece of a well-
manufacturer. who,,
for no reason she could explain,
indulged in an adventure which
earned for her a badly bruised
head, many anxious hours and the
condemnation of her uncle. )

One evening, at quitting time,
the girl was found in her uncle’s
office unconscious. The interior of
the office was littered with papers
taken from surrounding desks and
drawers. It seemed like a genuine.
robbery. The girl when she recov-
ered, told a carefully detalled story
of how she had just been ready to
leave the office—she having done
some work overtime—when a man
entered the place, struck her on
the head with the butt-end of a
revolver, and rendered her uncon-
sclous. ' She had come to her
serises to find the caretaker bend-
ing over her and the premises,
ransacked. '

For several days the police in-
vestigated the case, but to no pur-
pose. They had not a single clue
to work on, save the girl’s descrip-
tion of the supposed robber. So
that they were almost ready to
give up when a repetition of the
robbery was committed. In this
case, as in the previous one, the
crook had followed the gsame pro-
cedure of stunning the girl, and
ransacking the desk and drawers.
But with this addition—that he
had left behind a note, which read,
“I've got all I want from the of-
fice. I'll get you next.”

The note was written in ink on
ordinary bond paper. Again the
girl described her assailant, and
he was, in every detail, like her
previous attacker.

The detective who had been as-
signed to handle the cass ponder-
ed the situation afresh. A vague
suspicion entered his mind. When
the girl had left the office with
her uncle, he delved ‘into the
wastepaper backet, and was suc-
cessful in finding a half sheet of
bond paper, whose shape, size, and
water-mark matched to a nic’et‘y
the half on which the threat had
been written. It was plain that Avho-:
ever had written the note had used
paper found in the office, and find-
ing the whole sheet too large for
his purpose, had carefully folded
it, then cut the fold.

Keeping the uncle in the dark
regarding his intentions, the of-
ficer had the young woman
brought before him in the inspec-
tor’s office at Court Street Station.
There, alone with the girl, he said
sternly: ‘ 2

‘“Now look here, Miss—this has
gone far enough. Tell me the truth,
or I'll clap you in the! eells and
leave you there until you come
to your senses.” 3

For a time' the girl resisted him.
then realizing that he was a stern,
unrelenting . officsr 'who meant -
what he said, shé capitulated and
told the truth. Therge had been
no robbery; she had not been
struck. She had in an idle moment
concefvecd the notion of creatiag a
scene In which she would be the
heroine. The wound in her head
she had caused by banging her
cranfum agalinst the door jamb,’
then elated at the success of her
plot, she had repeated the scene,
this time making it more melo-~
dramatic by writing the nete to

Continued on Page Ninetcen.
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Disappointed in repeated
efforts to meet and assas- €
sinate the royalist chief-
tatn, Daudet, 'the  girl

avenger obtained access
to the editorial rooms of
L’Action Francaise, killed
Marius Plateau with five
shots from her revolver and turned the sizth bul-
let to her own heart--but her howr had mnol yel
come. ;

S “librarian” of a staid

Paris office,. " Ger-
maine Boston, seven-
teen-year-old @ social
revolutionary, nas-

cent Anarchist, was a
misfit.

“I did not stay there long,” she
writes. ‘“‘Falling among old friends
from Touraine, I began studying
with them more ardently than
ever. Social questions especially in-
terested me. I wanted to know the
inside of each political party. I
read enormously.”

A bizarre assortment of authors
she lists—ILeopold Kampf, Hans
Ryner, Bolti, Barbusse; such
classics as Francois Villon, Rabe-
lais, Voltaire, Bourget, Loti, Al-
phonse Daudet; moderns like Ana-
tole France, Gyp, Colette and Willy.

Having read all she could ab-
sorb, she decided to go back to
Touraine and become an overg
rebel. She got _a: job painting
marks on freight cars. Dressed in
smock and breeches she went gay-
ly along the railway lines, carry-
ing her paint pot and brush, in-
scribing over and over again:

“K X "W (normal) ¢ 1,200—

A\ Hommes 32—Chevaux 8.”

‘“The railroad workers liked me
and bombarded me with questions
of a political and syndicalist na-
ture. Inwardly 1 laughed at the
strange method I had adopted in

order to act after my ideas. Syn-
glicalism was reviving after the
tragic strikes of 1920. This was

jus’t what I was waiting for.”
LREADY she had contracted a
savage personal animosity to
Leon Daudet, which she explains
thus:

“Wh/ile studying art in Tours I
had made my first acquaintance
with L'’Action Francaise (Daudet’s
royalist newspaper). Next door to
the art school was a hall' where
all political meetings were held.
Like the others, the Camelots du
Roi would come there. My boy
pal Jacques and I would scale
the party wall and slip in among

WHEN ATTACKED BY
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.

. And You Wili Get
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the royalists. How we
used to grind our teeth in
rebellion and disgust at
what we heard! I began
to know the mentality of
the ruffians of I’Action
Francaise. And I began to hate
fiercely Leon ‘Daudet.”

Back in Tours again she lost her

-car painting job and scandalized

the retired officers and business
men of the' district by becoming
secretary of the Syndicalist Revol-
utionary Committee.

“In the local Communist paper

I published weekly articles which .

would. have meant my arrest in
Paris, but which got by in Tour-
aine. I also tried my hand at
verse which made my friends fear
for my liberty. I was so absorbed,
I lived in such an intense fever
that freqently I forgot to dine. In
June, 1921, blinded by Marxism,
I joined the Communist party.
It required the Congresses of Lille
and Moscow to open my eyes.”
HAT she thought of then dis-
covered was a systematic
subordination of the syndicalist
social revolution to political
machinations. First she cried over
such duplicity. Then, with char-
acteristic decisiveness, she swung
to the extreme of all extremes,
founded an Anarchist group at

'Tours and went back to Paris.

There, in November, 1921, she
struck a Police Commissary who
refused to return her papers of
personal identification, accidential-
ly dropped in a street affray. She
was sentenced to three months in
the Prison St. Lazare and a small
fine. During her incarceration
she got to know Mme. Bernain de
Ravisi, chagged with espionage
during the war. This acquaintance
Germaine later used in her effort
to gain access to Daudet.

ELEASED in February,
she hurried to Tours

1922,
for a

| mass meeting which demanded of

Soviet Russia amnesty for the
mutinous sailors of the Black Sea
fleet. Returning to Paris, she
landed for the second time in the
hands of the police.

“In June, 1922, I was arrested
with a band of burglars with
whom I happened to be when the
police &rrived. I had a dagger in
my hand bag. They charged me

with carrying prohibited arms,
manufacturing ~explosives and
complicity in receiving stolen

The first charge only was
I got seventeen

goods.
proceeded with.
daystinigailcoa s o
“Gradually I was slipping to-
ward individualism. I wa§ on the
point of breaking with my com-
rades, when I was wounded at a
meeting in the suburbs. Caught
between two bodies of ppelice, we
were crying out ‘Poincare assas-
sin!’ ‘Vive Cottin!’ ‘Vive Marty!’
‘War upon war!” when the cops
charged. I had just hit a police-
man on the ground with a kno®ted
belt when he got up enraged and
struck me over the head with his
sword. My comrades, maddened
by the torrent of my blood, cap-
tured the police station by assault,
broke everything and burned the
Tricolor. Mounted troops were

Germaine’s advocate, Maitre Henri Torres, addressing the jury,
said: “I do not glorify this girl, but in order that blood shall
cease to flow an acquittal must be put in the scale to/counter-
balance the acquittal of Villain” (royalist slayer of the Com-

munist Jaures).

. .

political in motive.

of her life.

sources.

ed ‘the idea of strik-
ing at one of the per-
sons responsible, the
bitterest enemy of
the working classes
and also of the repub-
lic, the royalist ad-
venturer, IL.eon Dau-
det.

‘“‘But, frightened, he kept in the
background, asked police protec-
tion—royalist leader protected by
Republican police! Why didn’t
those gallant cavaliers themselves
—those Camelots du Roi—protect
their chieftain? They might
swoop ‘down, ten to one, to beat
wounded men and ~women with
their loaded canes, but in the open
these gentry were not very valor-
ous.”

HWARTED in direct attempts

to come face to face with the
man she regarded as an enemy of
humanity, she tried a ruse.
Feigning a purpose to betray her
Anarchist comrades, she obtained
access to Daudet’s brother-in-law,
M. Allard, who in turn presented
the girl to Marius Plateau, edi-

* torial writer of L’Action Fran-

calse, general secretary 'of the
nation-wide league organized
through that paper, and active

chief of the Camelots du Rof, or
. what may be called the Royalist
Ku Xlux.

St. Lazare Prison, Paris—“As those cold blaclk vaults engulfed me—who had twice before
been under them—I would have preferred death.”’

_necessary to restore order.

My wound healed rapidly. They
put four stitches in, but I pulled
them out almost at once.”

OR a little while, in October,

1922, Germaine worked as a
telephone operator in a business
office. But she soon lost the job.
She was living in what she calls
a “moral crisis,”” brought on by
the proposed occupation of the
Ruhr. The stormy *“Springtide”
of her life was approaching its
culminati/{on. The bitterness with
which she writes indicates her
mental and emotional state. She
had wrought herself to such a
frenzy of feeling toward M. Daudet
as a dangerous paranoiac holds
toward 'his fancied persecutors. To
her the royalist leader had be-
come the incarnation of every-
thing hateful and obnoxious. Her
resentment was increased by her
revolt against militarism. Of all
this she writes:

‘““After having done everything
to wreck syndicalism and after
having opposed the liberation eof
the Black Sea sailors, M. Leon
Daudet clamored for ‘an armed
expedition into the Ruhr, deliber-
ately accepting all the risks of war
and of sanguinary clashes with
Germany. What was passing ‘in
the head of this renegade Jew?
Wasn’t this the propitious mo-
ment to wreck the syndicalists and
communists ? Prime Minister
Poincare, influenced, they say, by
secret letters, had yielded -to the
master blackmailer of IL'Action

. of the officers.

, to revolt, or

Francaise. We were to leave our
hearths to participate in an armed
occupation. £
e AR! I worked myself into a
fury ' toward = the  ignoble
scyugdrel who. daily- ez_calted mili-
tarism.« In 1914, as a child, I saw
the 66th Infantry leave with flow-
ers on theix bayonets. Afterward

I saw soldiers on leave, muddy,
flea-ridden, lousy, borne down
with fatigue, sleeping on the

ground , crowded on.the benches
of .the' Place. ;de ' I'Hotel de
Ville af Tours, while a few yards
away officers, brilliant in their
uniforms, si}f;ped champagne in
the Cafe de I'Univers with women.
In the hospitals I saw gas victims
spitting away their lives—blind
men. opening dead eyes in vain.
In the streets I wept before the
wounded and mutilated rolling
along in little chairs.

“But what I saw always at
every place was the debauchery
The sidewalks be-
longe‘d,to them. Even old men
and little children had to make
way for these professionals of
war. When one has seen that,
one must be very indifferent not
else very cowardly.
Well, I revolted. I thought of our
million and '‘a half dead. I re-
called the sufferings of all, and
the troubled and upset consciences
because that dear word ‘“‘Patrie’,
losing its meaning of fraternity
and love, has come to incarnate
hatred and corruption. In my pro-
found anguish of mind I conceiv-

®

On the morning of Jan. 23, 1923,
the .royalists held services in the
Church of St. Germain l‘Auxer-
rois in memory .of the beheaded
King Louis XVI. Expecting to
find Daudet there, the girl eén-
tered the church armed with ' a
revolver. But her enemy was not
present and she went to the edi-
“torial rooms of I’Action Fran-
caise, gained admittance to the

This is the second of two remarkable articl
called “The 'Autobiography of a Red Rebel.” Mlle. Germaine Berton
is the girl Anarchist—hardly past flapper age—who shot down Marius
Plateau, right-hand man of the French royalist chieftain, Leon Daudet,
who was acquitted by a jury on the ground that the murder was
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A few weeks ago the Paris correspondent of The
Sunday World persuaded Germaine to write the story
She responded with six brief chapters,
from which, in summary or verbatim quotation, these
articles are compounded. The first, printed last Sun-
day, told of her childhood in a dingy suburb of Paris;
her close companionship with her father, a radical
artisan, and her girlhood in the old City of Tours,
where she went through high school and art schoeol,
developing all the while an increasingly savage dis-
like of the established order. This stage lasted till the
death of her father threw the’girl on her own re-

office of Plateau and flred flve
shots into him, Her sixth and last
bullet she turned to her own heart.
Of what followed, she writes:
“Collapsing, I algo heard Plat-
eau fall. Several people rushed
into the office, and I remember
them saying: ‘What, she did that?
The dirty little wretch! But she'’s
killed herself also.” However, the
bullet had lodged in my ribs, just
missing the heart. Within a week,
on a stretcher, I was taken from
the hospital to the Prison St.
Lazare. As the cold, black vaults
engulfed me—me who had twice
before been under them—I would
have preferred death to that living
tomb. But suicide was impossible
—1J was too closely watched. -Also
my lawyer and friend, Maitre
Henrl Torres, reminded me how,
living, I could provoke the indict-
ment of the royalists. \ And I
wanted one day ‘to have the ter-
rible joy of telling M. Leon Daudet
in public what 1 thought of him.
So I determined to live.”
EFORE her wound was wholly
healed, Germaine gave the
prison Governor his cholce of
locking her in solitary confine-
ment or having to deal with a

“rebel’”’. She got her wish, the
cell ‘where ‘“at least I will be
alone with the rats.” For ten

months she was locked in a stone

room, seven yards square. On f{ts
walls she drew pictures.
o1 drew those I loved: Balzag,

Charles Wagner, and later by my
bedside, poor little Philippe Dau-
det. The Governor came o0ne
ovening on a pretext of testing the
oill {n my lamp—really to see the
drawings. He was much amused.
Facing on one wall were Poincare
and Millerand, each pointing at
the other as responsible. There
was a military review at Long-
Chinese

champs, in grotesque
black and white. There was a skit
on the prison—the wardresses,

owls surrounded by long chains of
fleas in their natural color.” Near
the door was a portrait of a par-
venu, proud and haughty—Dbeside
him that of a man still to arrive,
humble and bent. The Governor
praised me. I have hardly re-
covered from it yet!”

N the middle of December they
H moved her from St. Lazare to
police headquarters for her trial,
Although minutely searched, she
managed to take with her (as she
hersélf reveals for the first time
here) a knife. She carried it into
the courtroom each day—ready to
cheat the executioner in case of an
adverse verdict.

But before the trial, the two all
put incredible episodes of Sister
Claudia and Philippe Daudet oc-

curred.

Sister Claudia was one of the
nuns attached to the prison—a
gentle, simple soul whose kindli-
ness would not be repulsed. They
talked much together, the rebel
and the nun, and in the end the
sister, instead of leading the erring
Germaine back Into the fold of
piety, found herself converted into
an Anarchist! :

“gister Claudia, by arrange-
ment with me, was to quit the
prison one morning shortly before
my trial and on my behalf connect
with my Anarchist friends. This
was to be her first ‘act.” But alas!
the comrades who were to have
met her were away from Paris.
The poor little sister, adrift in the
big hostile city and only casually
received by some Anarchists, took
refuge with her brother-in-law.
He, fearing a scandal, ‘persuaded
her to go back to St. Lazare. To-
day this great soul agonizes in the
depths of a provincial convent.
But there are no barred doors or
convent walls, however massive,
through which a ray of the spirit
of the century may not enter. I
will yet tear the chains of false
duty from this young woman.”

OT less arresting is the tacit
confession of a love affair be-
tween herself and young Philippe
Daudet, fourteen-year-old son of

the man she sought to kill. She
does not avow it openly, but it
can be read bhetween the lines of
her statement and the jigsaw
puzzle of the boy’'s death by a re-

volver in a Paris taxicab last fall.

Becauge Germaine had failed in
her real mission of murder and
faced the guillotine, Philippe un-
dertook the task—such is the story
the world is asked to bezlieve, and
it has not been replaced thus far
by ascertained facts. The amaz-
ing nature of the resultant judicial

which might be

Germaine, immediately after her acquittal on Christmas Bve
—“Quickly freed, I went off with my [riends in a taxicab to
the offices of the Anarchist newspaper, Le Libertaire, to spend
a secluded evening with the ones I love.”

proceedings, had the youth at-
tained his alleged end, must be left
to the imagination. Daudet pere
has always strenuously denled that
his son nourished such a dastardly
plan as parricide, but the record
is highly suggestive.

Late in her term of imprison-
ment, as has been noted, Ger-
maine drew Philippe’s portrait on
the wall beside her pallet. Here
is another extract from her story,
referring to the fifth day of her
trial:— ’

“On the eve of the verdict I
calmed myself by kissing the
photograph of dear little Phillipe
which I carried on me. “‘To-mor-
row is the verdict, little Philippse.
'Twill be one month since you
died to protect me against your

father, dear martyr, fallen so
young!” They had wanted to
take this photograph from me,

but I cried so much' they gave it
back. Caressing the blade of my
hidden knife with one hand, I kiss-
ed the photograph, now, knowing
that the next day I might have to
Join-himi2 ¥ e

HAT trial was the Parlsian sen-
sation of its week. The court
room was crowded with witnesses,
lawyers and police. In their
midst sat the slip of a girl, in-

wardly desperate, outwardly de-
mure in black frock and big white
collar. She was calm, detached,
almost contemptuous. But when
her quick intelligence showed her
an opening for a dramatic stroke
she rose to it like a flash. Asked
by the President of the Court when
she had first consgidered killing
T.eon Daudet, she replled with
caustic irony:

At the time of the occupatien
of the Ruhr, M. L.eon Daudet, who
fought the war in the trenches of
his office in Paris in the Rue de
Rome, and who was wounded at
the front in an automobile acci-
dent as he was fleeing toward
Orleans during the German of-
fensive on Paris—M. Daudet, the
adventurer, by provoking an agi-
tation in the interior, counted omn
being able to bring off his famous
coup against the republic, taking
advantage of civil war. . I saw
the danger of thist manoeuvre, It
was to put an end to his criminal

career that I determined to slay -

him and prevent the realization
of Fascismo in France.”

“Then I was asked whether I
regretted not having killed Dau-
det, and a great hubbub develop-
ed between the lawyers. Finally,
to finish the scene and get on
with the business, I leaned for-
ward and shouted Iloudly: “Oh,!
shut up! Yes, I regret not hav-
ing killed Daudet.’ ”

N his closing speech her law-

llyer, the famous advocate Tar-

res, turned to her and sald:

‘““Germaine Berton, you have
been defended by the most emin-
ent procession of poets, thinkers
and soclologists. To close an ac-
count opened with the murder of
Jaures, there must be a peace.
I do not glorify you. But in order
that blood shall cease to flow, an
acquittal must be put in the scale
to- counterbalance the acquittal
of Villain (the royalist slayer of
Jaures).”

The jury’ was out half an hour
while Germaine waited calmly, her
concealed dagger ready.

‘“In. another minute,””  she re-
lates, ‘“cheers told of my acquittal.
Quickly freed, I went off in a taxi-
cab with my friends to the offices
of the Anarchist paper Le ILiber-
taire. It was Christmas Eve. Out-
side the bells were ringing for the
Reveillon. I spent a sgecluded
evening with the ones I love—I, '
their Germaine, their big girl.”

Big girl, indéed. Strange pro-
duct of strange times. Strange
childhood—strange maidenhood—
and now strange womanhood. For
the “Springtide’ of Germaine is at
a definite end. This Anarchist and
free thinker—still Mlle. Berton,
unmarried and intolerant of mar-
riage—is preparing for the birth
of 'her first child. This savage
antagonist of soclety is proudly
and expectantly waiting to add to
the human life of a world she
thinks cruel, unjust, wrong and
hopeless. This woman so flercely
individualistic that organized fem-
inism, would seem to her a joke,
1s joyously putting on woman-
hood’s race-old shackles of ma-
ternity,

“I dream of the sweet kisses of
a little child. I feel that I could
love this little being Immensely,
without  bounds. I hope ‘to have
that joy.”

The eternal feminine paradox!

THEFT OR CARELESSNESS?

Continued from Page Lighteen.

herself. At first, the uncle refused
to believe the story, but eventually
he had to accept it.

OW a hold-up man, by momen-
tary forgetfulness, contributed
to his own appx“ehension, was told
recéntly by a detectlve who figur-
ed in the case. The fellow had been
at large some time, and it seem-
ed as if he was never going to be
caught;, when, on Yonge Street,
one day, the officer happened to
see a man who seemed to fit the
description given by the victim of
the robbery. The overcoat worn
by the bandit had been most min-
utely described.
“How d’you dp, Ed?” the officer
greeted, as he ¢'died up to the

,suspect. The fellow looked at him

blankly.

“I don’t know you,” he said.

“Probably not,” said the detec-
tive; “but I know you. I could tell.
you anywhere by that overcoat.”
Disclosing his identity, he arrested
the fellow, adding: ‘“Mrs. So-and-
So will identify tha- overcoat in
court in the morning.”

A cunning gleam crept into the
fellow’s eyes.

“T’ll1 bet you she don’t,” he rap-
ped back. ‘It’s been dyed since
then.”

ECULIARITY - of dress and
habit has time and again led

to arrest of criminals and the frus-
tration of crime. An incident of
the first kind was that of an Amer-
ican crook whosge habit it was to
wear two scarfpins at one time; of
the second, the custom of an old

expressman in sticking wooden
meat skewers in the pocket con-
taining his money. The skewers
interlaced in the pockct in this
manner saved the old izllow from
losing his roll to a pair of bandits.

These are only a very few of the

/

queer cases Investigated by the
local police, but they will serve to
demonstrate how versatile is their
work, and how prons to err is hu-
man nature.

CAPE MAY, OCEAN CITY,
SEA ISLE CITY, WILDWOOD

Excursions

via Lehigh Valley-
Reading Route

FRIDAY

August 8th
. Aug. 22nd and Aug. 29th

16-Day Return Limit.

Tickets good going and return-
ing on all trains, including the
Black Diamond. Ten-day stop-
over permitted at Philadelphia
on return trip.

For tickets and further details,
communicate with ¥, V. H G
bottom, Can. Pass. Agt., 13 ng
St. West, Toronto, Ont., Phone
Adelaida 4552.

g
e

Lehig (:y
Raibroad

€ThoRowte of The Bluck Diamend),

=




PAGE TWENTY.

THE TORONTO SUNDAY

WORLD, JULY 27,

1924.

MAGAZINE SECTION.

Entrance to the Public Reference Library on College
To the right s Benjamin Franklin, the g
“brains” behind the scheme to annex Canada to the
United States, and head of the commission which
came to Monireal to further plans fo that purpose.

Street.

The First Book Published
in Canada Was the Fruit |
of War and Revolution--
Quaint Volume, Bound
in Wall Paper, Tells of
Daring Plot to Annex
Canada to the United
States.

“to make a hurried leave.

Type of paper money the American commission brought to
Canada, and with which they paid Mesplat when they decided
Mesplat was unable fo pass the

currency and had no other means to enable him  fo leave

By LYMAN B. JACKES
N the midst: of the
steeld e grillyd owork
that” “holds thou-
sands of books in
orderly fashion and
==y secure against fire
in the St. George and College
Street branch of the Toronto
Public. Library; " there is! a
small vault where the rare
books are kept under lock and
key. This valued collection
includes only rare Canadian
publications, and amongst the
several score which have been
gathered together as a task ex-
tending over years there is the
one which forms the central
theme of this story.

It is a small volume of the
modern, handy, pocket dimen-
sion; and if dropped upon the
sidewalk of a busy down-town
street there are thousands of
citizens who would not trouble
to stoop and pick it up. 1t

bears the date of 1777, and
was printed in Montreal, by
Fleury Mesplet. The cover of
the volume is ancient wall-
paper. which still retains a
trace of the original bright,
blue design. 1Its printed mes-
sage was edited by the Roman
Catholic clergy of Montreal;
but the invisible story, that

may be read between the
printed lines, 1is throbbing
with romance, history and
love.

E we consider a book to be,

a series of printed pages
bound in a more or less regu-
lation manner, then this is the
first book printed in Canada.
If we consider a book to be
merely a folder pamphlet,
then it was preceded by two
others, printed in Quebec in
1765 and 1767. These pamph-
lets were printed by Messts.
Brown & Gilmour, who had
the first Government printing

isWeeksGroatDay

Memotabie Events in the
higtory of the Empire-

< D Charles Conway”™

August 1-—The Battle of the Nile.

NE hundred and twenty six

years ago, on the 1st. August
1798, Admiral Lord Nelson, the
greatest of our naval heroes, won
his most remarkable victory and
earned his peerage.

At this time Napoleon Buon-
aparte had made himself master
of Egypt, and was preparing to
march through Palestine and
Mesopotamia with the intention
of wresting India from the Brj-
tish crown. His supporting fleet,
. which consisted of 13 battleships,
4 frigates and several gun-boats,
was lying at anchor in Aboukir
Bay at the mouth of the Nile,
wheré Nelson arrived in the after-
noon of the 1st August with a
fleet of 14 men-of-war. The
French ships were of considerable
greater tonnage and carried more
guns than the British, and the
French admiral had 12,000 men
against Nelson’s 8,000.

Nelson found the enemy’s ships
ranged in a line close to the
shore, and without a moment'’s
hesitation ordered one of the
most daring and surprising man-
oeuvres in naval history. He di-
vided his fleet into two sections
and sailed five ships into the
shallow water betweén his op-
ponents and thée shore, in which
position they not only incurred
the risk of running aground, but
were exposed to the fire from
batteries of guns and mortars on
the shore and on an island in the

bay. The remaining 9 ships he
extended in a line on the sea-
ward side of the Frenchmen,

whom he was thus able to attack
on both sides.

The battlée commenced at 6 in
the e‘ening‘ and two hours later

#

‘talized by

the French admiral, despite his
superiority in numbers and guns,
had five of his ships out of action
and realized that his doom .was
sealed. Firing continued until 5
on the following morning, by
which time the. French had lost
11 of their battleships and 2 fri-
gates. The 4 survivors succeed-
ed in slipping out to sea. but only
one frigate escaped, the other
three being sunk by British ships
which they encountered in the
Mediterranean.

Early, in the engagement Nel-
son was wounded severely in the
head, but with his characteristic
humanity insisted on remaining
on deck to superintend the rescue

of the crews of the destroyed
French ships. About 4,000
French sailors, mostly wounded,

succeeded in escaping to the
sho.re, but over 5,000 were Kkilled,
while Nelson’s losses only totalled

896, of which 218 were killed
and 678 waunded.
This  memorable fight, which

Nelson himself described as “not
a victory but a conquest”, gave
the British the command of the
sea between France and Egypt
and put an end to Napoleon’s
scheme for the conquest.of India.

The captain of the French flag-
ship “I’Orient”, which was blown
to pieces during the engagement,
was Casa Bianca, and the simple
heroism of his young son on the
doomed ship has been immor-
Mrs. Hemans in her
well-known poem, which com-
mences:—‘The boy stood on the
burning deck’’.

Nelson’s sailors made a coffin
from the mainmast of “L’ Orient’’
and presented it to their beloved
commander, who carried it with
him on all his voyages until- he

met his glorious death at Tra-
falgar seven years later, and it
wds  in this casket that he was |

carried to his honoured resting-

place beneath the dome of St.
Paul's Cathedral. :
(Copyrlgh&e‘d)

- Montreal.

contract after Canada became
part of the British Empire in
1763.

The 1765 pamphlet was a
Catechism ' and a rare copy
was exhibited at the Caxton

‘celebration in June of 1877.

The book of the Toronto Pub-
lic Library came from a press
in Montreal-——the first, in fact,
which ever entered that city.
There was no romance behind
the 1765 Catechism; but to
understand the = wonderful
story behind the book of the
wall paper covers, and that is

. conSidered to be perhaps the

greatest treasure in the To-
ronto Public Library, it is ne-
cessary. to consider conditions
afterthed ‘I reaty Sof . Patis
which made Canada a portion
of the British Empire.

The Quebec Act had been
passed and a wave of indigna-
tion had swept over the older
British colonies on the Atlan-
tic coast. = The loose threads
that were to weave themselves
into the revolution of " the
Thirteen colonies and lay the
foundations ' of the United
States of “‘America, were al-
ready dangling across the
pages of history. = Commit-
tees that had been formed in
Philadelphia decided to send
Benjamin Franklin to London
in order that he might voice
opinion against what many
considered injustice.

T was while a visitor to. London

that Benjamin Franklin = first
entered the story behind the rare
old: bqo‘k in the Toronto Public
Librafy. He had left the Houses
of Parliament and had journeyed
up across Charing Cross. Candlés
blinked hopelessly from the fog-
smeared windows as he crossed
over into the Covent (Garden sec-
tion. It was a very different Lon-
don then from the city of to-day.
The streets were'a mixture of mud
and cobble-stone. Lamp boys and
crossing sweepers were on every
hand. The stage coach was the
means of communication, and as
Benjamin Franklin passed through
the dimly lighted streets he was

‘not considering how an industrial

revolution could alter the details
of life as he saw thén béfore him.

Thoughts of another type of revo-

lution were forming in his mind.
He weighed the chances for sue-
cess against the counter-weights
as he plo\dded along. It was a
desperate game, but to him it
seemed the only road to securing
what his party wanted across the
Atlantic.

It was while thus engaged that
he was brought up sharply by a
tall, thin man clad in shabby at-
tire. ‘The. stranger had stopped
him and enquired if he were Ben-
jamin Franklin from the Ameri-

can Colonles.. Upon being assur-
ed that he had guessed correctly,
the stranger announced himself
as Fleury Mesplet, a French print-
er, He told Franklin a ‘lengthy
tale of distress and woe and of

bitterness in Paris, and how he |
'had come to London‘and set'up

his presses in the Covent Garden
Market,
success. He wanted to know if
Franklin could tell him of a local-
ity where a French printer could
reap a reasonable reward for hard
and honest work. :

To the great. surprise of Mesplet,
Franklin did not shake his head
and walk away. Instead he gave

‘* him a golden guinea, enquired his

address and left him with a defin-
ite promise to call and see him
later in the evening.

HERE was great excitement in
the humble home of Mesplet
above the shop. Madame had
shined up the modest furniture
and put the few odds and ends in
the best of order. She was ready
Jjust in time, and had brushed the
anciént green velvet coat of her
husband when a heavy knocking
announced the arrival of the visi-
tor.
Franklin was very discreet. He
desired his deal\ings to be kept

* confidential for the predent. He

could not promise Mesplet any-
thing until he could receive defin-
ite tidings from home. But he
would pay him' to hold ‘himself
and his equipment in readiness to
sail for Philadelphia if the return
mail brought tidings that ‘there
was an opening for a French
printer there.

Little did Mesplet know of the
deep-rooted scheme, as they pour-
ed out their thanks to Franklin.

#Tittle did they know of the web

that was being spun or the long,
weary journey that lay before
them: Throughout the closing
months of 1774 they accepted of
his hospitality, and in the early
sSpring of the next year Franklin
arranged passage for them and
they sailed away.

Benjamin Franklin left Eng-
land a few weeks later. When he
arrived in Philadelphia he heard
of the fighting at Lexington and
of the preparation of Arnold and
Montgomery to capture Canada,
but the best news of all was that
telling of the safe arrival of Fleury
Mesplet and his type and presses.

During the next few months
Canada was laid upon the anvil
of  trial. The country had
been British but twelve short
years when the invaders march-
‘ed against. . it Seldom has
history - shown a more vivid
contest between the power of the
sword and the pen. The revolu-
tlonary leaders were convinced in
the early stages of the struggle
that Canadian co-operation was
essential to the cause; and while
some set out to gain Canadian aid
by bloodshed, Franklin set his

tracks towards Canada tc try the

power of the ‘French printer he
had brought out. from Leondon.

with but slightly better ‘

The first page of the -rarest book in
Toronto’s public library.

HT would be hard to find  a
parallel of a people
severely tested.
Canada had tasted but a few years
of British rule, but they liked it.
The Church
good, too, and with only those in-

more
The peasants of

officials = found ;t

tangible elements to zuard the

frontier in the vicinity of Mont--

real, the British Commander, Sir
obliged | to
withdraw his meagre forces down
Montreal sur-
rendered to the invader, and thus

Guy Carleton, was

stream to Quebec.

the stage was set for Benjamin
Franklin.

Musket and sabre, fillibuster
and vaunted boast had failed to
draw suppoi't from ths Canad_@an

peasant. The Congress of Phila-
delphia listened to and, then en-
dorsed tHe scheme thdt had de-
veloped in the mind of Benjamin
Franklin. A com‘mitteé was com-
posed of  Benjamin Franklin,
Samuel Chase, and Charles Car-
rol, and named ‘“The Commission.”
“They were accompanied by the
Rev. John Carrol, Fleury Mesplet
and Madame Mesplet, with the
printing equipment and a stock of
paper. They left Philadelphia on
March 20th, 1776. . The journey
that now may be made on the
rails of steel in a few hours, took
them nearly six weeks to com-
plete. They did not reach Mont-
real until April 29th. While cross-
ing Lake George, a careless ferry-
man failed to load his frail craft
properly. ‘The result was an ‘in-

rush of water and ruination to

the entire stock of paper as well
as several gowns of Mesplet's
wife. This explains why the Ilit-
tle treasure in the vault of the
Toronto Public Library is bound
in wall paper. It was the only
substitute that could be found in
Montreal.

Without delay the  press was
set up and a manifesto circulated
throughout the city. It was a dif-
ficult task. The representatives
of a people that had denounced

, forward by any university.
“remain the glory of Oxford ' for

_ama Canal was built,

b}

Rev. John Carral.

Reproduction of a couple of pages from the tiny volume
published by Mesplat.

Charles . Carral, who, with
Samuel Chase and John Car-
ral, accompanied Franklin to
‘ Montreal.

the Quebec Act were now trying
to_console those agalnst whom
they had raved. Vain was their
appeal. Few who received the
documents could read them. And
‘those who could, advised the
others to withstana.

N the midst of this condition the\
first news from Quebec told of
the death of Montgomery and the
defeat of his forces befors Quebec.
The Commission, realizing their
task was hopeless, made all haste
/to Philadelphia, leaving Fleury
‘Mesplet stranded in a strange city
with his wife and -press. The
paper Continental ‘money that
they pald him was refused by
merchants.

What was Mesplet to do now?
Adversity had sharpened his wits
and he realized that he had
brought the first press into the
city. With what scraps of paper
he could find he set to work. Be-
fore the end of June, 1776, he had
printéd Lie Cantique de Marseilles,
8.'book of sacred song. The profits

from that enabled him to produce
the book that is now in the To-

ronto Public Library, and next
came a book on the love of
Jonathan and David. Business
. was looking up, and two years af-
ter his ‘arrival] he started the
Montreal Gazette. Surely few
books in Canadian history have
guch 8 romance about them as the
little treasure that is safeguarded
by Dr. Locke and his staff.

By CLAIRE PRICE.

AFTI‘E‘R more than forty yeéars of

work, the Oxford Dictionary
is  finally nearing. completion.
Whether its compilation is regard-
ed as an incident in the lohg his-
tory of Oxford, or as an event in
the making of dictionaries, or as
the opening of a new epoch in the
study of the Eriglis’h language, it
is an achievement without a par-
allel. Lord Curzon, who is Chan-
cellor of Oxford University, re-
cently referred to it as ‘“‘the most
remarkable literary effort ever put
It will

centuries to come.”

If it were possible to_ compare
achievements in the field of .phil-
ology with achievements in the
feld of, say, engineering, I sup-
pose the proportions to which the
Oxford Dictionary has been com-
piled might be compared to the
measurements to- which ‘the Pan-
but. such
comparisons are obviously arbi-
trary. The Oxford Dictionary
covers the entire middle and new
HEnglish periods from 1150 down
to date. As far as it is already
published, it contains more than
400,000 words and when complet-
ed its total is expected to ap-
proach 425,000,
only approximately known,. for
the = Oxford University = Press,
which in December, 1878, made
itself, responsible for the cost of
publication, has been: generously
helped by private benefactions.
The total, however, is usually esti-
mated at $6,250,000.

HEN completed, .it is to be is-

* sued in ‘ten \"olumes, but at
bresent it exists in parts, usixally
three parts to what will ultimate-
ly be a-single volume. It has been
issued as fast as its parts were
completed, and as it stands now,
all of it has been completed and
published except parts of the
letters U and ‘W.: -Of the - letter
U, 128 compléeted pages are short-
ly to be issued and it is hoped
that sixty-four completed pages of
W will soon be ‘ready.
proved to be the most difficult
letter in the English alphabet.
the article on the pronoun ‘‘who’’

alone runs to nine columns, and

six columns more are devoted to

.. works were

Its total cost is

< pationg.

W thas'™

OxfordDictionary Nearly Ready
After More Than40 Years’ Work

“whose” and ‘“whom.” W has
also been found to abound in im-
itative words, such as “whiff.”
‘“‘whush,” etc. How wide the re-
quirements for the admission of
words has been kept may be
. shown by the fact that even such
very modern words as ‘‘whizz-
bang” are also included under W.
The dictionary (the New Eng-
lish Dictionary is its actual name)
dates back originally to an appeal
made ini 1857 ~ by Archbishop
Trench, then Dean of Westmin-
ster, to the Philological Society
“to undertake the collection of
materials to complete the work
done by Bailey, Johnson, Todd,
"Webster, Richardson and others,
and to prepare a supplement to
all the dictionaries which should
register all omitted words and
senses and supply all the histor-
ical information in which these
lacking, and above
all, should give quotations illus-
trating the first and last appear-
" ance and every notable point in
the life history of every word.”
The  Philological Society answer-
ed his appeal by resolving that
'“materials should be collected for
a dictionary which, by the com-
pleteness of its vocabulary, and
by the application of the histor-
ical method to the line and use
‘of words, might be worthy of the
English language and of English
scholarship.” -

HE society at once sent out an
appeal to readers throughout

the English-speaking countries to
send in as many quotations as
-possible illustrating the wuse of
words, from as many different

English writers as possible, espe-*

cially writers before the sixteenth
century. - Herbert Colerdige was
appointed to receive and file the
quotations as they came in, but
very soon he died and one of his
assistants, Frederick J. Furni-
vall, took up his work. Before
long, the hundreds of readers who
had responded to the appeal had
sent in more than 2,000,000 quo-
The ~work of editing
. them, however, was so great that

the very enthusiasm with which
the appeal had been answered al-
most proved a hindrance. Furni-
vall was literally snowed under,
and although years passed, the
great: project seemed to move no
nearer its publication day.

. In 1879 Dr. James Murray re-
sig:;ed as head master of Mill

. roots with her own eyes.

And Estimated Cost of $6,250,000

Hill School to devote full time to
editing the great work. By 1882
the total of quotations sent in was
3,600,000 culled from 5,000 Eng-
lish writers.

After twenty-five ‘years  of
struggling with the 3,500,000 quo-
tations the first part of Volume I.
was issued in January, 1884. The
rest of Volume 1., covering the
letters A and B, was out by 1888.

Volume II., covering the letter
C, was completed by 1893, D, to
which Volume III. was devoted,
was finished by 1897, and in the .
same year E, to which Volgme
IV. had been devoted, was out.
The first eight volumes were com-
pleted by the time the war broke

outin: 21914, They contained
‘182,017 main words of which
162,306 are in current use, 15,-
732 are¢ obsolete, and 8,979 are

alien words. Added to this num-
ber of main words, were 48,634
subordinate’ words, 85,147 special
combinations of words, and 40,-
324 ordinary combinations, a
grand total of 306,122 words, {l-
lustrated by 1,298,136 selected
quotations. By the time the
“whole project is completed, the
words will approach 425,000 in
number and the qutations 2,-
000,000.

HIS “HIT.”
He thought he'd surely made a
hit,
When for his photograph she
prayed. 3
“Out when this calls,” she-wrote |
on it :

And gave it to the maid.

ADVERTISEMENT
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Phelactine, Real Wonder
Worker for Hair Growths

(Causes Even the Roots to Come Out)

| By a unique and perfectly harmless
method, any woman. afflicted with a
growth of superfluous hair can now re-
move the disfigurement completely——
roots included—in just a few seconds.
Isn’t that glorious news? - \

The wonderful phelactine process is
altogether different from electrical, de-
pilatory and other methods herstofore
employed for the purpose. It is the
only thing that enables one to remove
roots and all in one’s own home without
expert assistance. The result cannot
be doubted, for the user sees-the hair-
A stick  of
phelactine, with simple instructions.
can be procured at any drug store. It
is odorless, non-irritating, non-poison-
ous (a child could eat it without in-
jury). The method is so thorough that
the skin is left perfectly smooth and
hairless, bearing not the least evidence
of its former blemish,
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“Kappas” writing home to all parts of the United States. Be-

low is the Kappa Kappa Gamma key—the symbol of the fra=

ternity. The golden key from which this photograph was
taken was about one inch long. 4

4

Prize winning costwmes at
the Kappa Kappa Gamma
masquerade at Lake of Bays.

Delegates of 51 Chapters
of University Girls’ “Frat,”
From Florida to Oregon,
Guests of Toronto Branch in
Great Meet at Lake of Bays.

WHAT THE DELEGATES:

MAY HAVE EXPECTED

system in Canada.

Vancouver.

TARTLING progress has been made in the last year
or two in the establishment of the college fraternity

Three of the most important

of the Greek-letter Societies have recently held their
conventions in this country.
fraternity has extended its chapters from Halifax to

At the University of Toronto alone there are

A Canadian national

officially known to exist some 32 such societies, with approxi-
mately 1,000 undergraduate, 250 faculty, and nearly 2,000

alumni members. :

To the man in the street the college fraternity is a mys-
terious secret society, which appears before the public only when
it breaks into print or the rotagravure section with some extra-

ordinary initiation.

As a matter of fact, however, these youth-

ful ebullitions, which are daity becoming scarcer, are but a small

part of fraternity life.

Membership in a Greek-letter society

is something not to be taken lightly, for it is a thing which lasts
not only throughout college life, but through a2 man’s or woman’s

whole career.

The last five Presidents of the United States

have been fraternity men; many of the women prominent in
public life or the arts have been members of women’s fraterni-

fies:

Altogether, there are in North America, according to the

latest publistfed infermation, some three-quarters of a million -

Greek-letter society members.
’H‘HE Greek-letter Society, theré—

fore, must have a far-reaching
effect on the students of the United
States and Canada.

enthusiastic upholder of fraterni—

ties could not say that this influ- -
ence was always good, but on the

other® hand the strongest enemies
of the system would hardly dare to
say that it was entirely bad. In
the last analysis, no generalization
can be made: each individual chap-
ter has its own code of ethicg and
of behaviour.

The fraternity is a
later development than the men’s
by 65 vears, the first woman’s
Greek-letter society, Kappa  Al-
nha Theta having bheen founded

women'’s

at DePauw University in 1870
It was followed /nine months
later by Kappa Kappa Gamma,
of which~ more ' anon. Inci-
dentally., Kappa Alpha Theta—
or ‘‘The Thetas”. as they are

commonly known—were the first
at Toronto, in 1887,

Kappa Kappa Gamma, onr “The
Kappas'’', have just been celebrat-
ing their coming to the University
of Toronto, by a convention, at
whi¢ch the 51 chapters, from Flor-
ida to Oregon, were entertained by
the girls of L.he one Canadian
branch. This convention was prob-
ably one of the most unusuual
gatherings held in Canada. It
brought together, in the delightful
surroundings of the Lake of Bays,
some 370 college girls from widely
different homes. It was the first
convention of its kind ever to be
held in this ¢ountry, and it was an
example to the world of what a
convention can and should be.

A gathering at which the vast
majority’ of the delegates are
voung, attractive, and unattached
girls, requires careful handling,
and when the young ladies of the
Toronto chapter learned some time
last fall that they were to be the
hoste to their sisters from across
the border, they started in to do
some worrying right away. The
firet great problem was where to
have the meeting. The wise ones

Even the most |

were afraid that if the girls were
deposited for a week or ten days
at a downtown hotel in Toronto, it
might be a difficult thing to keeép

.the delegates strictly down to busi-

ness. So someone’ hit upon the
brilliant idea of having the conven-
fion at the summer resort at Lake
of Bays.

But Bigwin is several hours from
Toronto, and the matter of expense
crept in.  Once they hall decided
though, where they wanted to have
their convention, nothing could
stop the Varsity girls. They held
a big tea dance during the winter
which helped to swell the
paign fund. Then they gave up
the big formal dance which they
had been accustomed to hold each
season, and what would have been
expended on this went also into
the fund, Other little money-
making schemes, and rigid econ-
omies, ensured the success of the
summer meeting,

HESE girls worked as hard as
ever the Rotarians did to make
their convention a success. For six
months or more the entertainment
.c@mmittee, composed of Miss
Gladys Burns and Miss Laureen
Terryberry, connived at stunts and
thought up programs. Miss Beth
Hiltz, the daughter of Toronto’s
mayor, hunted through collections
of college songs, and selected ten-

der ditties for the convention
song sheet. Miss Helen St.
John .and Miss Alida Starr

planned a remarkable stunt night.
Other members of the chapter
had duties of various sorts.

Even these days of preparation
were not without their
forecasts of what was to come. The
story goes that a member of the
National Council of the fraternity,
somewhere a good many thousands

' of miles from Toronto, suggested

making an arrangement with all
the Toronto stores during the day
the delegates would be in the city,
whereby, in consideration of the
number of visiting Kappas 320,
to be exact who would be shop-
ping. all the shops should turn
over a small percentage of .their

cam- v

amusing

receipts to the National Council of
the fraternity.

All the shops! One wonders just
how big theviady who made the
suggestion thought this city was.

During the correspondence be-
tween the Toronto glrls and the
national officers, a suggestion was
made by the Canadians that if
hotel accomodation at the resort
proved inadequate, tents could be
put up in the woods just near the
building. This suggestion, how-
ever, did not meet with approval.

The National Council wrote <back

expressing the fear that bears
might interfere with the Schemg.

" Finally the American sisters ar-
rived. Their impressions of Toronto
were brief. Mayor Hiltz received
them at the City,Hall. They saw the
town from sight-seeing busses. And
from ‘conversation with’ a good
many of them it seems that the
thing that made the greétest im-
pression was the new Union Sta-
tion—not the appearance of the
station, but the strange story’ of
ity uselessness. One giri
Texas expressed what

from

®
many

Scene from “The Girl In The Moon,” the “stunt” put o;p, during
the convention by Mu Chapter of Indiana.

thought, when she said: ‘Tt's the
funniest z;md most ridiculous thing
T ever heard in my life, A won-
derful station without any tracks
near it.”’

’[[‘HE girls Wént up to Huntsville

in. a special Every
available station official helped
them to getioffl safely. They were
the target for photographers and
newspapermen. They comprised
the largest single party of Visitors

train.

that had ever come to Lake of
Bays. and the whole district was
excited over their coming.

The trip from Huntsville to Big-
win Island is an unusual one even
to those used to Muskoka, and to
the visitors from the States it was
a Tevelation, The entire trans-
portation system on the lakes was
commandeered for their service,
and bhoth boats were crowded to
their utmost. ! The trip lies first

through a river, then through a
beautiful lake, and through an-
other narrow channel,” where at
places the passenger' can reach
out and touch the foliage of the
overhanging trees. Still the little
steamer winds its tortuous way
through the rviver, and finally it
comes out on the broad bosom of
another lake, and ties up at
“North Portage’.

Here a strange sight meets the
eye. The smallest railway train
in Canada takes the passengers
across a portage not more than a
mile in length. ¢ Two ‘engines,
neither of them much larger than
toys, puff and snort as they haul
their train of former horse-cars
up the 90 feet difference in level
between the two lakes.

By the time the delegates had
taken the second lap of the boat
trip ‘and landed at Bigwin, they
had had time to get more or less
acquainted one with another. It
was noticeable that all the girls
from across the border were very
anxious to meet their sisters of
the Toronto chapter. What were
their impressions ‘-when they did
meet the Canadians? Strange to
say, most of them were disap-
pointed. One . :girl, ;. a dusky-
haired beauty from’ California, ex-
plained the whole thing. “We
hdd expected to find the Canadian

-like, or

MONTE CARLO TO BE TWICE AS WICKED

Continued from Front Page.

the country. But then, when she
demanded that the Casino itself
also be closed, the ‘“mystery man’’
suddenly lost all interest in the
crusade against gambling.

The Duchess appealed to her
father, but he could do nothing to
help her. And this is small won-
der. Probably there would be a
revolution if the people of Mon-
aco, accustomed as thgy are to
paying no taxes, should be told that
the expenses of their government
would no longer be met out of the
gambling hell’s profits, but that
they must dig into their own pock-
ets to pay them.

Of course the Duchess was a
very disappointed young woman
And now her disillusionment and
humiliation are = made all the
greater by the knowledge that the
Casino, which she hoped to clear
of its gambling devices and devote
to some hf§nest and decent pur-
pose, is being doubled in size and
that its roulette wheels and bac-
carat tables will be capable of
working more ruin than ever be-
fore. |

HE Casino is said to pay more

than $4,000,000 a year into the
treasury of Monaco for the valu-
able privilege of fleecing the visi-
tors to Monte Carlo. Not all of
them lose, of course, but for every
winner there'are many losers, and
the Casino is always @ raking ‘in
enormous profits. j

A corporation as business-like as
the Standard Oil Company, owns
the Casino, and its shares are trad-
ed in on the stock exchanges in
Paris and other cities. Sir Basil
Zaharoff is reputed to own fully
ninety per cent of the stock.

Although the Casino is un-

\

2

Monle Carlo. the beauly spot of the Mediterrancan, where
gambling is not only protected by law bul pays the rUnRNINg
erpenses of the govermment.

doubtedly the scene of many
shocking tragedies, it is shrouded
in so much secrecy and has such
influence with the Government
that the real facts about them
seldom leak out.

A corps of carefully trained po-
licemen is always on duty about
the Casino. They devote particu-
lar attentipn to preventing sui-
cides in the beautiful grounds and
the palatial reading and drawing
rooms where the patrons of the
gambling tables are welcome to
gloat over their winnings—or, as
more often happens, mourn their
losses.

In spite of the precautions of

the police, every now and then
some despondent \'ict;m of the
gambling craze will be found dead

or dying tfrom poison or a bullet.
Then the custom’is for the police
to put a handful of gold pieces
in the pockets of the corpse to
prevent it being sail that the dead
man or woman had lost every
penny on the turn of the wheels
of the cards.

But the owners of Monte Carlo’s

- gambling hell, shrewd and power-

cannot hide the
evidence the city’s
give i Jof i the . ruin
by the Casino. There

ful as they
often pitiful
pawnshops
wrought

are,

are many df these establishments,

—dand all exceedingly prosperous.
Probably they hold on their dusty
shelves more bitter secrets than
any other similar places in the
world.

RICELESS heirlooms of jew-

elry, silver and gold plate
bearing the crests of famous fam-
ilies, high-priced automobiles, the
costliest of sables and ‘ermines—
these are the things on which
Monte Carlo's pawnbrokers arve
continually advancing money. On
more than one occasion an ocean-
going yacht has been given as se-
curity for a loan.

Not long ago it is said that a
two-year-old child was handed
over to a pawnbroker in return
for, the mojey that enabled its

the winner

parents to hurry home and raise
the money- to redeem the baby
and straighten out the other finan-
cial difficulties caused by their
losses at roulette,
MAN‘Y of the women who gam-
ble at Monte 'Carlo remain
at the gaming tables from the
time the Casino openg early in the
afternoon until closing time, which
is "'sometimes -as late 'as eight
o'clock in the morning.

They become so engrossed in the
play that they lose ailv track of
time. Instead of lea¥ing the
tables even long enpugh to get
their dinner they send out waiters
to bring them sandwiches and
light refreshments. Their eyes are
constantly'on the wheel or ohserv-
ing the cards. @ . 3

But there are those—both men
and women-—who never gamble
but make their living' by borrow-
ing from those upon whom the
Goddess of Fortune has smiled.

They spend every minute in the
gambling rooms watching to see
who is winning. As soon as some
one who has won gets ;up they
make straight for. them and en-
dcavor to touch them for a small

loan.
“Just a small one,”’ they will
plead, ‘“from one who has been

so fortunate will certainly change
our luck.” .

And there is hardly a time when
3 thus appealed to re-
fuse: to help, them.

The Casino is' made up of two
kinds of gambling rooms. One
kind is known as ‘private” rooms
and the others as ‘“public” rooms.
The difference between the two
is that the admission fee charged
by the ‘‘private” rooms is some-
what larger than that of the ‘“‘pub-
lic” rooms and that those who
play at these tables face a chance
of suffering greater losses becaus®
the stakes are considerably higher.

Will the pretty Duchess yet find
some way of putting an end to
all thig wickedness?

girls so different; and here they
are exactly the same as ourselves.”

Pressed to explain what, ex-
actly, they had expected the Can-
adian girls to be, the visitors were
reticent; but they maintained that
they had looked for a type differ-
ent entirely from themselves. And
one wonders if in their inmost
hearts they didn’t expect to find In-
dian squaws or dashing cow-girls
such as are glorified on the covers
of the popular magaiines which
feature western stories. The ab-
sence of policemen of the Royal
North-West Mounted must, too,

" have been a terrible blow.

BUT, despite this first disap-

pointment, Canadians and
Americans soon became fast
friends—more quickly, perhaps,

just because they weren’t differ-
ent. One thing which distinguish-
ed the Toronte girls was their in-
terest in sports. They had plan-
ned a golf tournament, a tennis
tournament, a regatta, and so on,
during the convention. The only
thing in which their guests show-
ed any considerable interest was
the swimming. A number of en-
tries of United States girls were
received for this. The rest of the
tournaments were fought out
largely among the local girls, It
may be, of course, that the visit-
ors had not brought along the
necessary clubs or rackets. On
the other hand, when jit came to
making costumes for the masquer-
ade with a minimum of supplies
availlable, or arranging stunts of
unsual sorts, the palm went to the
Americans.

Don’t think, though, that this
means they were less sportsman-
any more artificial than
their Canadian sisters. One thing
that struck the casual observer
was the absolute frankness of these
girls, representative of almost
every State in the Union. Of arti-
ficial aids to the complexion there
was little in evidence. Natural-
ness was the unofficial keynote of
the meeting. “Knickers’” were
the order of the day, during the
morning, but everyone dressed for
dinner.

With the exception of cam-
eramen from the Ontario Gov-
ernment Moving Picture Bureau,
a couple of press photographers,
and a newspaperman or two, no
men were allowed to interfere
with the business of the delegates
throughout the whole convention.
One might suspect that at a con-
vention held in a summer hotel
there would be considerable gaiety.
dancing, and so forth. But only
once did these 'serious young
ladies dance during the conven-
tion, and on that occasion, the
night of the masquerade, they
danced one with another. As the
convention was held during the
last week of June and the first
of July, there were a few other
guests at the hotel, but the fra-
ternity girls held severely aloof.

HE delegates found a constant

delight in
another’s
from the

listening to one
accents. To the girl
South the (anadians
talked a new language, to the
Toronto girls the Texan drawl
was something strange and de-
lightful.

Threre were many things strange
to the American girls about that
convention. One of the novelties
for them came on the night of the
banquet. There were, of course,
a number of toasts, and these
puzzled the sisters from the other
side exceedingly. After the first
toast one of them was heard to
whisper, ‘‘What are these toasts;
a sort of debate?” ‘It appears
that when our neighbors to the
south have a dinner they simply
propose the health of whomever
they wish to honor, without any
elaborate speech-making, and
without = performing the actual
ceremony of drinking, or of clink-
Ing their glasses.

\

HAT of the actual business of
the convention? What, mignt
be asked, did they have it for at
all? And in the answer there
comes out the idea and the ideal

behind the whole fraternity sys-
tem. FRirst, the convention key-
note “Individual responsibility,’

shows that these girls are not just

out after pleasure. They find
something bigger in their fra-
ternity associations, and in this

most of the
organizations.

they are typical 'of
other Greek-letter
High standards of scholarship are
encouraged, nay, rather, demand-
ed. Service to the community and

to one another is stressed. The
Kappas maintain more than one
patient at a sanitarium in Can-
ada, and perform other acts of
thoughtfulness. And withal, they
do it joyously. About their con=
vention there was nothing solemn,

although it was serious enough at
times.:
Incidentally that convention was

a notable example of what a
group of women can do without
the assistance of men. Sessions

lasted for eight days, and were
held in a \big pavilion beside the
lake. The evening meetings, after
the routine business of' the days
had been finished, were notable.
One night there was a model
initiation, at which the chapter
delegates were ghown
bring candidates into the fra-
ternity with the solemnity and
impressiveness due the momentous
occasion. Again, a masquerade was
the great event of the movement,
and hurriedly. improvised cos-
tumes turned the pavilion into a
scene of kaleidoscopic brilliance;
On one occasion a pageant
showing the foundation of the
fraternity and its progress through
the years was to take place. A
pouring rain shut off access to the
pavilion, so the pageant took place
in the big rotunda of the hotel
with blazing K logs in the huge
fireplaces, and an air of spacious
comfort that defied the rain., The
troubles and triumphs of 54 years
were reviewed in the pageant, In
which the \actors—or actresses—
donned the , costumes of the
periods they represénted. Again
the high ideals of the organization
were stressed.
NE of the most striking scenes
at the whole convention oc-
curred on Sunday evening, when
these girls of all ages and wide-
ly different ideas and aspirations,
joined in what they called a twl-
light sing-song. All of them gath-
ered around the pianao. Some sat
cross-legged on the floor, others
filled the lounges and sat on' the
arms of the massive chairs, the
rest stood or leaned on the chalr-

backs. A}l together they sang the
songs of thq fraternity, of the
South, of America, and college

songs that students sing the whole
world over. As those hundreds of
young voices blended together the
very beams were moved. The last
event ~was a ‘“banquet poudre,”
which proved a glorious success.
So you can see now why thess
conventions are so popular that
everyone who can scrape together
the necessary funds goes to them.

One-delegate at Bigwin 'had been

to thirteen such gatherings, and
as they only occur every two
vears, she has been attending

them for a goodly time. She and
most of the other delegates agreed
that the first Canadian convention
was among th€ best of them all.
Especially were the visitors pleas-
ed with the natural glory of the
country.

Camera men from the Ontarie
Government Motion Picture Bur-
eau took movies of all the activie
ties. The pictures will be put to-
gether to make a connected story
of those busy eight days, the film
will then be handed over to the
national council of the fraternity,
and it will be shown at half a
hundred college towns in the
United States. 5 :
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Veteran Stage Driver Drank
$1,638.38 Worth of Alcohol
In His Record Year, 1893

.|

WHEN FIELDING
WAS VICTIN OF
OWN OPTINISH

Oil btovk ba]osmon Made
Too Good Use of His

Senator G. C. Dessaulles
May Deserve the Title of
World ’s Oldest Lawmaker

[s in 98th Year and Still One ¢

“Pete” Le Blanc’s Diary Sub-
stantiates Claim to
Unique Feat.

L Progressive Leader ]

Publishes World’s

By IRENE

B. HARE,

&

of Senaté’s Most Energetic

. - —————— %
Members. Tiniest NewspaperJ Remarks. ¢ EVM.“, s e T By REGINALD HARDY.
b : : ThA e e B "’I;EE;E‘;%”[ t:lll‘;li](rglll;l‘tkb[;’l? DWARD LEBLANC, 24 Kent
ONORABLE GEORGE CASI- By P. W. LUCK. 3 A ¥ : Street, Ottawa, Veteran stage-

MIR DESSAULLES, of the
Canadian Senate; is probably the
oldest legislator in the world and
he is still going/ strong. Senator
Dessaulles is in his 98th yeéar and is
regarded as one of the most en-
ergetic members of the Canadian
Red Chamber,

“Get up in the morning early
and wahlk to your work,"” is the ad-

N the debate on the last budget

he prege'ﬂted to the IFederal
House, the Hon. W. S. Fielding,
Minister of Finance, had occasion
to make a few remarks concern-
ing the production of oil in Can-
ada. He was advocating the re-
moval of the bounty of fifty-two

and a half cents per barrel, paid
by the Government for all crude
in Canada,

genius (which is more than half
“a, capacity for hard work”) of
one of the younger and ore
promising of the artists and invite
them to become members of the
society. This honor has been be-
stowed during the past year upon
Miss Minnie Kallmeyer by the On-
tario Society of Artists, and so pop-
ular is her work that her pictures
have been reproduced in the pho-
togravure section of the local

driver and one of the capital’s old-
est residents, remembers/the good
old "days when a case of gin cost
only $4.75, and a gallon of rye sp]d
for the unbelievable price of $1.25.
Mr. TieBlanc, who in the early days
of Ottawsa, drove a stage. coach
from a hotel at Richmond into the
city twice daily, claims to have
drunk '$1,688.38 worth of alcohol
1893, - This was his

vice  of the venerable Senator, petroleunt 13)r()du<,ed v weeklies a number of times. One in.'the year ! !
“and you will feel good the rest which in 1922 amounted to $93,- of her outstanding Piutlnes record year, his average year's con-
. 636, chiefly from wells in Ontario

of the day, but you want to make
sure you get to bed early!” Sena-
tor Dessaulles practices what he

and New Brunswick.
The Minister of Finance sug-
gested that the bounty should be

“Harting’s Wharf, Boothby Har-
bour, Maine,” was bought by the
Government this year, and hangs
in the National Gallery at. Ottawa.

sumption was slightly lower than
this figure. When the reader con-
siders the low cost of the liquor,
he will naturally begin to think

preaches, for he is to be seen Cil’t, in fl;;";fl g‘ﬁ;ytvilvigxon;ﬁz It is a splendid specinien of the that old ete LeBlanc was a
= iz . 14 ’ i dating 24, artist’s work. showi . : :
daily walking from his home in Sbolishad s’ yeat dater iwith: the irtist’s work, showing the rich, bit of a toper.

Sandy Hill to the House of Par-
liament, a distance of a mile and
a half. He is in good health and’
attributes it to steady hours and
moderation in all things. ' He is
very partial to apples and bananas.

Born at St. Hyacinthe, Que., on
September 29, 1827, Senator Des-
saulles lived in the thriving village

SIR NEVILLE PEARSON
is the publisher.
newspaper in the world,

of the smallest

further proviso that the bounty
should apply only to concerns
which had regeived it in the past.
"H“O justify, this attitude, Mr.
Tielding mentioned somewhat
casually that oil had been found
in western Canada, adding:
“There is a widespread convic-
tion that 'we are on the eve of

yet controlled coloring which &he
uses. She {s a master hand at lay-
ing on fresh color, and is withal
an excellent draughtsman.

Miss Kallmeyer was one of the
first - artists of Toronto to recog-
nize the beauties of “Bellefon-
taine,” at the forks of the Credit
River, and has in her studio at
her home in Rosedale some very
attractive Autumn' scenes of de-

“1 was often a trifle whiffled
but never blotto,” the old fellow
will often boast with a twinkle in
his eye, ‘“and the liquor never did
me a bit of harm.” His claim to
having stowed away such an ‘as-
tonishihg quantity of booze is sub-
stantiated in his yearly diary in
which have been entered day by
day his various purchases. For
example, here are a few typleal

Senator Robert M. LaFollette of
‘Wisconsin, who was chosen with-
out one dissenting vote to head
the ticket formed by the Confer-
enceé for Progressive
Action, ins convention at Cleve-
land, Ohio. The choice of a run-
ning mate was left to the Wis-

5 : > i rear 935

s i s : o Al Sees : . oil discoveries in the far  lightful setting and: crisp hand- entries for the year 18¢ o g g

'1.nd S(L‘\V it grow from l.p(‘)pllld, has just made its ‘appearance In greflttand far north.. The ‘develop- ling. She ig one of those few art- 5 gallons proof whiskey....$9.756 ~ \ consin Senator and the National
i oo bundied g 90000 Comaone L dE chuplished, D 08 1\;;2?11: of g;'ea,t oil .wells in. that ists whose large “pictures are even 3 zallons Fyeah Sivees o s o288 Committee. Photo of Senator
people. He is a Irench-Cana- - National Institute for the Blind,  quntry would be a.blessing, as  better than her small sketches. ST DOLEISHAOE EYgle v e cia o 22 Dediollotte maas Jfiasnbicion
dian  and was Mayor of his and is printed in embossed tybe. adding s0 much to the natural re- There is a power and - a finish Tucdse of gin. ..x, SRR 4.75 l:}fltelphe.ha'q been }_chosen‘to head
home town for 25 years in Jt is called the Moon, and is made sources of the Dominion.\ But about them which is commanding, T such prices it is no great g S kosresstyo Micker.

succession. He was elected by up of six pages, measuring from the Treisury’s point of view, while they could never by any ttor f6r wonder that: the e
acclamation = every  time, - ex- inches by 14, containing only 760 this might also be a disaster, for c¢hance be labelled “overfinished.” AL the thermometer was at 32 or

cept once, when he was presented
against his will to oppose a friend.
He was elected a member of the
House of Commons in 1877, and
for. diligence on behalf . of his
country was called to the Senate
by Earl Grey in 1907.

NOTHER venerable member of

words.

AMBITIOUS BAKER BOY
IS NOW A BARONET

NE day. a number

of years ago,

we might be called upon’to pay
immense sums in bounties, under
the Bxisting arrangement.”

Mr. Fielding’s remarks were
promptly seized upon as excellent
arguments by oil stock concerns.

Display advertisements, circular
letters, pamphlets, dodgers, and
‘all the other publicity propaganda

Miss Kallmeyer was a _pupil of
Mr. MeGillivray Knowles ' before
she left, just before the war, for a
year of study in Paris and Mun-
ich, as well as extensive travel In
other parts of Europe, and enjoy-
ed the advantage of criticism from
some of the best teachers in those
art centres. She worked indefat-

cellent women artists who were
having the beneflt of criticism hy
Mr. Schnell, well known in Amer-
ican cities.

This artist is' cosmopolitan to a

~ such as the men artists have, as

shhe feels that every avenue that
will help a woman to paint better
and better should beé eagerly seiz-
ed upon. i

lover of the ‘“‘cup that cheers,”
might well cry, as did Omar Khay-
vam, “Fill me with the old familiar
" juice,” without worrying that his
pocket-book would suffer as a re-
sult.
Under ‘such c1rcumstances it is
not hard to imagine such a jovial

35 degrees below zero, were much
benefited by a glass of whiskey or

gin. Now the farmer spins into”

town in his car, covering the long
distances in from one-tenth to ones
twentieth the time. He does not
need the stimulants to keep his
blood running as in the old days.

. - s = SRy hers “Pete” calling for ‘drinks
the .Senate is Hon, George 4 poor boy left his native town of the oil stock salesmen, were igably, studying and sketching, St. marked degree, not only in birth e ke P ¥g:58;lea§ange,, s Startgthe drr :
CGrerald King, father of Hon. (Dr.) of Lossiemouth for HEdinburgh, used to cunningly convey the im- Ives, Cornwall, being a pet °'r0’und but in training. Her work shows Ab DE. ‘rom - her ar‘ wor. ‘7. 9 g i heérty and comradely |
*J. H. King, at the . present time and endéavored to obtain employ- pression that Mr. Fielding was a for the latter, and continued her the benefit of all the influences which she deyotesithe major manner. : '
Minister of Public Works and re-  ment in the bakery of Messrs. Mc- confirmed optimist  regarding  art education upon her return to ;"hlc}i have s;n:croténded her‘t' Slhe part of her time, Miss Kallmeyer 3ut it is a different thing now, °
g 7 lt Ia ) § 1 y : D) 3 Can: o . Soatty s not a copyist of any, particular : i curler i 1z Mr. LeBlanc. With rye
presenting . British Columbia in Vitioiand Price . the bitcait firt northern oil f191ds, and that his Canada, under Mr. J. W. Beatty. sk 5 is an enthusiastlic curler. She is declares Mr.
! , . : BT 4 & s 5 origin- / { P g
political sagacity had certainly school, but with her own jorig 5 eerbar oF ohb oL INE Gaak Tadal selling at $4.25 a quart, Scotch

the Government. Senator King is

The foreman told the boy, whose

saved the Dominion from future

HE studies and works untiring-

ality merely shows by the breadth

whiskey at from $5 to $6 a quart,

60T AUTOGRAPH

iir%??rﬁ“ %fisa%e:lggsd is still able to name was Alexander Grant, that bankruptey, the obvious moral of Iy, and the ever-increasing OF her work the wide sources clubs, and though she does not, ;‘L% and rum at $4.50 a quart, one doe:s

TIon. Jokn Yeo  of Hast: Prince there was no vacancy. Grant called which was that now was the time charm of her work which she ex- which have ' contributed to her a rule prlay' “f‘ ”“}[‘}y Q;f th" not feel inclined to indulge one's

is 87 years of age and is one of  again, and every day for a week (° Si&n on the dotted line and pay  hipits is an unfailing proof of her  SlgioSs : matchos awdy from HoLOmt: o, good-nature to such an extent. The

the most popular members of the ]'° I=} : o i ht : the first instalment on a block of ] abs g = : Fhough a great admirer o6f the is indefatigible in the bm‘w comparison in prices is enoqgh to

eV e has s distinguishoni he left a note in which he stated stock. keen absorption. ¥ach year she thoroughness and completeness of game. - make the connoisseur of liquors

catest “arhile . hisA: friend Sip he could make better cakes than el : 80€8 to some spot of beaury, study abrbdad, and though her ‘A large part of thls§ummm* the wipe away a tear at the thought.
4 i HE e&piel 'of one of these oil either in Canada or in the United artist expects to spend among the

George Foster, the eloquent Par-

anyonge else in the firm.

work shows a strong influence of

AS t providential that liquor

A s e o ; N ey ped]érs was retailed to Mr. States, several Summers having the American School, she-is a Laurentian Mountains, in Quebec, S 5 'W z

L‘Sﬁ‘gﬁgf;ag“ n:‘é:;)"be‘? :)'E thlz stf;f- In the enhd his .Derblsrtellce was Fielding. been spent in the Catskill Moun- Canadian ' through ang through,: and many delightfully crisp sket-- sold at such comparatively O]evel' Stlategy on COH

Ry T»ewa‘w:led Wwith a job., To-day he : The Little Gr M list 1 tains, where she gained the advan- and knows and  loves Canadian ches of the beauties of that mar- low prices in those days. Travel in gratu]ationq of Kin 'S
ROCEa i e the AbBs ot the is chairman of McVitie and Price; e 2 : III € s ey 1 ﬂﬁ‘ 1 e?ei( tage 'of intercourse with kindred landscapes, and gives the credit vellous country, which few of us . .'i fok was Aot So fast and eney ok g

Goniitors. show that they dveraps = De recently gave away £100,000 to attentively, t e“i ex;‘)refsed his  minds. At Boothby Harbour, for her vigorous brush-work and  up in Ontario know very much AR £ : Secretar

61 years, and as they don’t do " charity, and his career op}pion in his qu et‘ way: Maine,  in a recent Summer’s pure color to her Canadian train- about. should be included in the then as now, and we are 'tf)ld that Y.

very much work, they should all beenl cmwrtled by St'he txaistow:g. of ]tf thO?f«elYl‘OI'thet'él wellslecould work, she was invited to join and ing. She is an ardent advocate of  exhibition which she, expects to fa,rmettis ref[urmng tokfetglgl1yh\3§§1::

eac . a/ - baronetey. Sir exander’s gush as w as o0se salesmen Work With a o y e Sl 5 SR i ’ e Authion { rom the city on mar ay, w

jyeach the century mark. greatest  friend' is Mr. ; can spout, poor old John D. Rocke- A Sdrdda Sl & bt e I‘QtOntO iremts hoe ",t 4 ik = HR  title of champlon auto-

MacDonald; they were poor feller would have gone over the ‘graph hunter of the world is

Jail Mates Offend

Horatio Bottomley

together

in Lossiemouth.

hill to the poorhouse long ago!”

Famous Biologist

Liked Chaplin Films

Author of “Ul ysses” Dislikes Writing ;

claimed by Mr. W. R. Bray, of
Forest Hill, London, -~who since
1900 has made 15,000 applications

Hobbies of Toronto Men S I M 112 Bad foi oy
cormer Editor Complains =~ of S Jacques Loeb Also Enjoyed De- S trang e} l ent an} lth a Ey es’ chfiiesd PZZiideilzr‘g:’iszl;?sgiZdiz;
Sobriquet “Old Wheel- tebtive Stoties and Best. the Peace Table; M. Vedrines, the

batrow.”

ILD excitement has seized the

hoven.

Who Spent Seven Years on One Book

only one has to be a psychologist

airman; Admiral Beatty, signed in
the Lion during the Battle of
Heligoland; Admiral Jellicoe, sign-

. ; > HT 18 rather interesting to Jealn e b SHLRIDAN' ; to understand, and one has to ed in the Iron Duke; Marshaly

inmates of Maidstoné Gaol as & that Jacques Looeb who, when ARIS—" Rognon de veau— | F'llTlOUS Irish Author [LoOkS know the Irish. Foch and Earl Halg, who both
th('s result of a coxnp}aint to tl?e he died last{ February, stood eas- he read out on the menu. Gas n 1 C OYCE has. lived twenty years signed on the battlefield; Sir
F i e LR iy, ambdng . the first half-dozen “Let’s have that.” I said., “I Like Intellectual Com- in torture! ‘His mode of life ' Stanley Maude, signed at Bagdad;
L L niepios that for biologists of the world and who  love kidney.” ‘ munist Leader. tortures him. He doesn’t have . Field:Marshal~ Allenby; Mme.
EoInoitime DaSFv B_Ott.oml‘éjy’ Wh‘{ in perspective years may rank My companion was a fellow BEEEEARS ¢ i iein a.hotel or in a dark  Botchkareva, who commanded the
/Eliletl;al:celzxnat;yb:eisklrlxlozi?(]);;r;cicgf . with Newton, Darwin and Galileo, journalist, an Englishman, red- stumble on his subject of interest. kS bt heirant F daotak Russian  women’s ‘“‘Battalion of
tain o dtes S was only en- wauld feeg o by Hildsell ol Se6 bearded, young. a Socialist. - Hopeless. He sat there in his in- where to live, and always “to-  Death”; and Marshal Joffre,
lightened when someone inad- : Chaflie Chaplin’s latest adven- “You have it,” he said; ‘Il different. detached way - and morrow—-or the day after”’— = signed at Buckingham Palace.
vertently, but in friendly tones, tures on the screen, and read de- choose something else. smoked a  cigar. He wears they are going to move into an Enterprise is . obviously writ
addressed him as “Old ‘Wheelbar- tective stories. “I never could eat kidney since apartment or a villa somewhere, large over such celebrated “cap-

row.” Bottomley strongly resented
the indignity, and, refusing to take
the matter as a joke, reported it

In a vivid biographic sketch of
Loeb Robert Duffus says:

I read James Joyce.”
“What was that, Ulysses?”’

glasses, tremendously strong, that
appear to dilate his eves to a fan-
tastic degree.— He has a tiny little

and their friends do try to help
them, but they always fail to
find perfection, and so they hang

tures” as the foregoing, and one
can easily scent a series of inter-

\—with what 1;8511“ is 111]01 kniown. One despairs of giving an ade- L' : “imperial”’ under his lower lip, he &1119“& little while longer” where esting adventures ~ before the
An open secret among the prison- Ly - ; i L & : (A _ ; \y are. » : oRiath . Takien
ers, the incident is the subject of qua-te. picture of this most al- I n'eve_L read itr—they S.dld it might be an intellectual Com- ot it Appadns James Jovee s dau.ntless g a .‘og;’1 » ;
suppressed merriment and forms truistic' and lovable of mechanists, cost $50 if one could get it, but munist leader from Moscow. one a great scholar and a careful acpxeved his objective. 2

the sole topic of surreptitious con- this crusader of materialism, as it I never could get it, not even at of the Soviet delegates. writer. It took him seven years But there is another “Rich-
pelsiony chsoMahiout the L prison. leaps out from his books, from — $50.” We talked about travel and to write Ulysses. He malkes mond” in  the field, another

Curiosity is rife as to whether the
offending person is)to be let off
with a simple reprimand or to re=
ceive condign punishment. Al-

his letters, and from the accounts
of those who knew him best.

“TPhere is a cheap edition now
in Paris—60 francs’
“Sixty francs? T11 ..get

it—

places to live. Mrs. Joyce said
her husband wished to go to the
South of France to write, but she

notes all hig life through, and it
may happen that just the right
note for the present chapter is in
a certain notebook at.the bottom

c¢laimant to the title of the “auto-

graph king,” and Lance-Corporal
S. B. Williams, of the Australian

i ¢ Sl : He worked almost without re- did not  wish to. Joyce said kst 3 . o lai
i e b S s o mission. Before he, was out of ek kidney, pleaso—what did he  nothing. J mentioned Ireland. 1 plOn2 0 the trutks pied up tn  fmesrial Foren, BUC, SO0 S DR
ing-glass in his cell and to indulge bed in the morning he would be . Say about kidney ” ;holl.'ght }}I“El leilg{lth ha.‘\-e ;t‘;u%l‘i:)l; He remembers that note, and he hunter of the world, recently at-
o N B N T planning experiments, and after a “Read it for yourself.” ]ﬁi.l{ngﬁc"‘l,;s insild];l?-o;xtemptu- must have it. It may be at the ~ tained his crowning tri;llmpél ﬂh;y
};ng.z‘;tcse.aO%f\?il(;lf_g;yhzoiggi}; gg(?(i long day “in the labotatory he “There he is” THIE (sl Dt ous, Mrs, Joyce talked about }\J\?ltlt(o}‘wn aolf tt?lz tcljtl;]nelib Ozré(r)%ile%fi Igfnu;l‘zgd gltfeer?utograp o -
health. He has become only a would spend the evenmr in study. ion points across the restaurant: children, their education and evo- but Joyce must gét at thatinote During  the \./var he collected

Joyce remained silent.

trifle ‘thinner. Quite the most Tort thing calfs: ihe svirtiall “he often dines here—the woman lution. skinati before he can work further. That  over 1,000 autographs of notable
noticeable thing about Bottomley, ke ly Y A i iAy‘ is his wife—Irish. too” L said the only effect of taking is the way in which he works and personalities.  The following is
who still works in the printer’s Hendr il o vacauany G I T Taavad t g my daughter, to a passion play = 430 o4 in which he lives, ' More- his’own account of how he suc-
shop, is his surly demeanour. If became  more  and  more ‘his Sl ORI S R R was that the mnext “day, when over, he is nearly blind and suf- ceeded in his final triumph:
appearances go for anything, “H, suignce: Yet t?_us~ never meant a gpeak to them. When he comes :}slwd to go and fetch some nails Tarh torturas. of pain fram = pes “Having -written a letter to
B.” is taking his incarceration with njgu;_-o‘wmg of'l‘us.lnteyest&;. I have baok: hel tdile’ s the iTames ‘x‘m picture hanging, she asked: Ll R diseiay ot iHGa aveT Wik Lord Stamfordham, the King’s
a pronounced lack of fortitude, for mentxgned his devotion to Ana- T hrdsa el 0tk s foraorias Do you want ordinary nails, or ing to him is‘ not a joy nor is private secretary, I ‘went to-
he has developed a peérpetual tole France. He read enormous- Porss ; i : nails like those that _crucified ’ Ii\?in Buckinsharn Palac’:e I was stop-
scowl. In marked contrast to that ly not only in his own field and “Tell me about him—it’'s awful Christ 2’ : g, >)ed ot gateﬁ' by' a police
of Bottomley is the ever-cheery alded scientific fields, but in al- that I haven’'t read the book.” o once WDV, MR IO VER LD iergeant who  asked me, ‘Where
countenance of Gerard Lee Bevan, most  every . area. of /| human “Youwll hate it—but it’s a speech: o you , know'" he KNIGHTHOOD FOR MAN S Ou"g'Oill"’"f ‘I have a letter
the city financier, who lives in the thought. He could and did con- > SR asked. “what the Irish think ‘L for }I:ord S rorahan e e
hope that a substantial portion of verse ' on even terms|'with such . S8reat book. A cldssic. One of N.R.L’ over the head of the cru- ONCE LONDON BOBBY L :

hig sentence will be remitted.. In

men as KEinstein and Sir Ernest

the great books of the world.”

cifix means? They' think it

means Iron Nails Run In!”

plied, ‘“Right,” said the sergeant,

who sent a policeman to conduct

chapel, one baritone voice of un- Rutherford, - the physicist. He And then, during most of dinner 2 VERY Ollcemdn in  Tondon,

deniable quality is heard in the could meet on their own ground CEHA ithe Widney di poth. T 4s I said I should do a bust of E e Dd : 1 Lt m‘f‘Iaci‘:’S& fthe yard. . .
hymn-singing above those of all the world’s foremost chemists, T 5 s & L him for the Dublin Nathnal Gal- nglan nas e..Lrne( n turn I was passed on from
others. It is Bevan’s.- astronomers, physicists, botanists enjoy it!) he  tells me about lery.  Joyce 'half = smiled¢—the pleasure that a one-time comrade one footman to another, who res
iolozists ey Bt i , ; only time. Asked why I didn’t i 4 ; peated the original answer, ‘A
biologists and political  econo- Joyce, but it wasn’t until the end SRl 5 t SR of theirs Has been knighted by Totiar N0 foords Sinrdrandn =
ATTORNEY JENERAL RTON mists. . He loved simplicity and’ = of the evening When ths Io stick to sculpture. I’ sai the King. The recipient of tHis iy SN0 g O T ON0 ot
g L A symmetry in all things. In music E R A Wasn't -a paying proposition and honor, Sir James Olive, has had a My uniform seemed to ecarry meé
ONCE WENT HUNGRY Boys are the hobby of Charles Luther Burton, manager of the he adored Beethoven, and his fd e ksl na‘rted that I really CHEY writing wz%she;’lsmr. O.;le caﬁ wonderful career, having risen ?h{ouﬁlh. ﬁ“_ last Ifwas‘ ushered
L Robert Simpson Company’s He is the biggest Big Brother in rare attendances at concerts was interested in what he had to usvelllehte Swith a o bencil, an from the ranks to become Deputy :‘lc])r(c)lhmﬁ presence of Lord Stam-

T one time almost starving in
London; to-day the Attor-

Toronto.

Although one of the busiest of business men and a member
of half a dozen clubs, he finds time to give a lot of thought and con-
siderable active service to the interests of the growing boy, and he has

were invariably for the sake of
hearing this revered master. He
maintained that no imaginative
person mneedéd to go to the thea- .

say about Joyce, = who, for an
hour and a half after he had
joined us at our table had hardly

work anywhere at any moment.
‘“You like writing?”’ he asked.
“Yes—I love it, don’'t you?”
He looked at me with an ex-

Comniissioner of the Metropolitan
Police, the second highest post in
the force.

He started, .« his career as '3

‘Why, you wrote this
letter yourself,” said Lord Stam-
fordham. ‘Yes,” I replied, and
handed him the autograph ale-

ney-G‘ene;al of G'l;?&t Britatn—-—: been & tower of strefigth to the Biz Brother movement. . Oie who. has tre when he had a good book, yet 4t all spoken. We had coffee Bll;;’ss_lf,rl v%‘i‘ypat:ﬁtegg.d just  said arcoélstta]i%’le ig Whi?‘?h@"l"f&ll(lc)lf‘;__t?l' bu‘r‘rI‘;ord N
R e Budiandlo pkoiy. of Rl watched him working at his hobby declares that he often make, diffi- he would slip away to see each and Joyce had ordered cham- Aft ard when e ihad Mol B ek Gdeeblin e M prise : ¥ 5 ;
Patrlck Hastings, K.C, g y § 0 akes a erwards, w a at Scotland Yard, where he soon pressed, surprise at the success

“I was not always a successful

cult task a joy, bringing to it a

rare sympathy with adolescent youth and

a very human understanding of the problems that facé city boys. He

Chaplin film as it appeared.
casionally, too,

Oc-
he read detective

pagne, but it did not help him to
talk.

parted in the dark street and my
companion was accompanying me

obtained the rank of Chief Inspect-
or., To-day he has charge of the

of my strategy, congratulated me
on my perseverance and said that

lawyer, if any Attornev-General stories out of pure delight in solv- ) homeward, /I asked him: ‘“What administration and organizati t I deserved success He ass
can be so described,” Sir Patrick has studied boys from every angle, and knows how to make them like ing - problems. His joy in nat- AT first I thought he was an- in the world is the matter with tthénll{}?ttf&f,(:;ilt“],:u[:)(:,llﬂf:\n1?;11”1:1‘;1,92_' me that he would make n:;m;i‘(i
s%ys.t ;l’il‘lme w?s vzhlen I wzllkje‘-;](’il the kind of good he wants fo do for them. All who are interested ‘in le‘ra‘é gea:luwb cou}d vnob have been noyed at) having been asked Joyce?” ; ing 25,000, with which he has been quest known to Their Majesties.
i 1 % str%e StO gt ‘f)Vt boys' welfare work in Toronto regard him as a tip-top authority on b bty NG AR L join us, but I am told he is “Nothing——that's his way. He connected for fifty-two years. Later a special message person-
searcely any boots upon my feet. iy i s i : g ; was ds'bensmve as a poet to the ; : { probably was enjoying = his eve- When the Chief Commissioner, Sir ally delivered my album with
T have knd¥wn what it is to go for about everything that enters into the make-up of a boy. Mr. Burton color; light, and mov¥ément of the always like that. I tried every: ning!”’ Williant' Horwood, is absent, he slgnatures of both the King and
days with only one meal a day.” plays golf, too, and is an €athusiastic worker with the Kiwanis. world. = topic of conversation, hoping to But there are explanations, Queen.”

has complete control of the force,

Political -
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[MAGINATIOE
HAS POWER TO
DESTROY LIFE

Startling Cases Show a
Man’s Own Fancy May
Kill Him.

HAT imagination can cure, or
at least alleviate, certain ail-
ments, probably no medical man
would deny. It can even simulate
pains and diseases; but it is cer-
tainly startling to learn that it has
the power actually to destroy life.
That this is so is proved by a large
number of well-authenticated
cases.

A porter on a Siberian railway
was accidentally locked in a re-
frigerator van attached to a train,
On the arrival of the train at its
destination the wvan was opened
and revealed the man’s body’ still
and cold in death, lying on the
floor, on which he had written in
chalk a pathetic record of his suf-
ferings from the intense cold, to
the last message, feebly scrawled
with his failing hand: “I am dy-
ing. Good-bye!”

The amazement of the discover-
ers of this tragedy may be imagin-
ed when they observed that the
temperature of the van was nor-.
mal—about 50 degrees—a cir-
cumstance which was explained
by the fact that the refrigerating
apparatus was out of order. The
intense cold so graphically de-
scribed had existed only in the
dead man’s fancy. He had been
killed by his own imagination!

TILL more striking evidence of

the power of imagination is
furnished by the recent report of
a tragedy in Paris.

An art-student living in the
Latin Quarter had committed some
offence which so roused the anger
of his fellow-students that they de-
cided to i‘)unish him. He was haled
before a mock court, solemnly
tried, and condemned to execution.
He was led from the judgment
chamber to a neighboring room,
dimly lighted and with black-drap-

ed walls, where .a masked heads-
man, axe in hand, awaited him by
the side of a block.

The condemned man, now reduc-
ed to a state of abject terror, was |
blindfolded, and made to -place his
head on the block. The executioner
then took a wet towel, and, raising
it, brought it down sharply on the
man’s neck.

For a few moments there was a
profound silence, broken at last by
shouts and laughter. “And now for
the funeral!’” shouted one hilarious
student, The victim of this cruel
joke was raised. His body hung
limp and heavy in the execution-
er's arms. He was dead!”

FEW years ago an eminent

French doctor was permitted
to test the effect of imagination on
a convict under sentence of death
The man was blindfolded, strapped
on a table, and told that an artery
would be opened and that he
would be allowed to Qleed to death.
Close to his head was placed a
bowl of water, which, when releas-
ed, flowed through a tube and
dripped into a basin on the floor.
The preparations made, the doctor
slightly scratched the convict’s
neck with a needle. The tap was
then turned on, and the water be-
gan to drip, drip, drip at short
and regular intervals.

Five minutes passed, and then
the tap was turned off. The man
was lifted from.the table. He was
dead. The dripping water had
drained hig life away as effectually

as  if each drop had been his
heart’s blood.
f SOMEWHAT similar experi-

ment was tried not long ago on
two other convicts, also under sen-
tence of death. In one of the pri-
wan cells a woman had died from
s very virulent attack of Asiatic
cholera. On the following day one
of the doomed men was placed in
the infected cell without any
knowledge of his danger. his fel-
low-convict was taken to another,
perfectly sanitary, cell, which he
was told was the one in which
the cholera vietim had died.

So. terrified was this man that
before he had been many hours

in the cell he developed symp-
toms of cholera, from which he
SnGt o within twenty-four hours,

fhis companion, however, who had
actually run the risk,but had been
fenorant of it, was none the worse
Yor his adventure.
N another case, a. young woman,
deserted by her lover on the
eve of her marriage, decided to
commit suicide. She bought suffi-
clent carbolic acid to kill half-a-
nozen people, drank it, and died
within a few hours, leaving behind
a confession of hwr act.

When, however, a. paat-mortem
examination was mada, no trace
whatever was found, e%thwer of a
corrosive acid or of amg eisoun.
She had consumed «. 'marrrress
fluid, believing it to have been
carbolic acid.

i
Hotel at Hog’s Hollow, Witness of Half a Century’s Progress

in Transportation

This structure at York Mills (familiarly known as Hog’s Hollow) was built when all the traffic in and out

of Toronto moved at such a leisurely pace that a rend_ ezvous for rest and
travelers journeying at such distance from the city limits.

tostimony to the succor it yielded in the ante-O.T.A. and pre-motor era. e D)
prietor, has lived there with his family for the past forty-five years, and when he moved in the building

had already been up several years.

refreshment was essential for

Its original bar is still in existence as a mute

David Birrell, the present pro-

Twin Got a Rest On His Vacation

That Requires More Resting At Home

Love-sick Youth and the North Wind Made the Holiday as Refreshing

as a Piece of Hard Labor.

o HERE you been?” inquires

“High Dome”’ Finnegan.
“You ain’t seen me for a coupla
weeks.”

fOutside Yof BtHat/ faetyed T ne-
turns, ‘“the whole thing’s been a
flop.”

“The which hag?” he comes
back.

“My. yvacation, feller,” say' [I.

“Didn’t you know I'd been to the
shore?”’

‘““That explains it,”” replies Fin-
negan. ‘“‘“When I first got a flash
at you I figured you’d been stok-
ing a furnace in a swamp. You
look all bhoiled and bitten.”

““And broke,” I adds. “My guess
is' that they is, at 'the ‘leastest,
eight billion and eleven mosquitos
around Buyme-by-the-Sea  that
took on anywheres from five 'to
three pounds while I was
there''—

“Mosquitos?”  cuts in ‘High
Dome.” *I didn’'t know they had
them things at the seashore.”

“I didn’t know it, either,” I re-
turns, ‘‘nor did the Jesse James
running the roost nor the hop-
head that -wrote the blah-blah
telling about the place, but they
was one trouble.”

“What's them?”’ asks Finnegan.

‘The mosquitos knew it,” I tells
him.
started a daisy chain around my
ankles, but before the. week was
out they was o farailiar they was
biting my teugue every time 1

, opened my mouti.’”

“What’d you do about
“High Doimte”’ wants to know.

“Do, about it?” 1 yelps. “What
in hell do you think I did about
it? Did you ever try to reason
with a mosquito?”

‘‘That ain’t what I mean,” ex-
plains Finnegan. “Didn’t you
raise no rukkus with the hotel
baby that said they wasn’t none
of them things?”’

nyeds

“Did you ever try to reason
with a summer resort Ali Baba .
and his haughty thieves?” 1 re-

turns. ‘I did ‘'make some cracks
to him about being pained to
find they was mosquitos in his
deadfall, and all that cuckoo said
was that it was the first time in

twenty-seven years he’d even
heard about any one hearing
about having seen one. ‘Don’t
wory,” he soaps me ‘they only

bothers you when the wind is
from the north.’

“How do you know,” I comes

back, ‘if you ain’t had none in
twenty-seven years?”

‘“‘The grandfather of one of
the old settlers told me,’ he
answered.

the wind from the north

HHS
very often?” I continues.

“‘Tirst time I've seen it come
from that diection in twenty-seven
years,” he anssures me.

“How was it,” inquires Fin-
negan, ‘‘when the breeze blew
from the other points?” |

“I dep’t kpow,” T raeturmp ‘32
was always from the north. The
only other winds 1 even seen at
Buyme was in the mah gogrg sets

“The first night the stingers:
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water and comes out quick

covered with what I know ain’t.”

the porch-puffs was playing with
all the times.”

“Oh, well,” says ‘“High Dome,”
‘“‘vou can have everything at them
summer resorts.”  You got  some
good bathing, didn’t you?’

“My worstest enemy should get
better,” I growls. ‘‘The first' day
I goes out,for a dip in the drink
the tide is so low I has to walk
out a mile or so to get the bot-
tom of my feet wet. I asks a
bimbo when the tide goes up high
enough to cover your toes and I
finds its great. about 38 im the
morning if the wind is in the right
directions.”’ :

“What’s wind got to do with
the tide?’” inquires Finnegan.

“At Buyme-by-the-sea, 1 tells
him, ‘the wind had everything
to do with something and some-
thing else again with everything.
It seems that when the wind was
from the north a lotta oil and
other kinda garbage was shunted
over to our side of the wet. One
morning I turns the room over
to the mosquitos and beats it to
the beach. The water’s way up
and I figures on a regular swim.
I trips merrily into what I thinks
is water and comes out quick
covered with what I know ain’t.
Besides the oil I'm all 'stuck up
with sea-weeds, stuff that was
thrown outta the kitchen and all
kinda flotsammies and jetjanes.
2 guy taking a quick look at me
would ’a figured I was going to
a masked ball disguised as a
dump heap.”

i OW was the food?” asks Fin-
negan.

“You could, 'a gone further,”
says I, ‘‘and done no worse. The
hotel advertised that they served
fresh vegables
own trick gardens, but the only
thing 1 ever saw growing within
a mile of the hotel was something

I thought was spinach, but which
turned out to be sedgegrass.
‘“Where’s them fresh vegables?”’
I asks the waiter, waen he slips
me o bunch of asparagus with the

label of the can mixed up with
et

“We didn’'t have no luck with
our gardens this year,” he ex-
plains, “on account’—

HTSdenows’ o L Cleits Gin,, foni “the
account of the wind being from
the north.”

“That’s right,” he admits.

‘“Anyways,’”’ remarks “High
Dome,” ‘“you got yourselfs a swell

coat of tan. The wind musta been
in the right' direction for that.”
“TI got burned good and pro-
per,” says I, “and believe me, fel-
ler, I suffered some. Every night

" when I'd hit the hay I’'d find the

flop all full of sand. I raised the
devil with the flat-foot that was
supposed to take care of the
rooms, but I knew what she was
going to say before she said it.

‘“What did she said?” asks Fin-
negan.

“You know,” I answers weary,

right outta their

AMOTLEYFEW Analytical Chemist Has Clients
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Curious-Minded Person
Finds Food for Faney
At Owlish Hour.

By A. H M.
'HREE o’clock in the morning
. is an unnatural hour. Build-
ings which by day are hives of
industry assume weird shapes.
Sinister shadows loom along
streets which five hours later 'will
be thronged with thousands hurry-

ing to prosaic occupations. The
timid glance nervously into the
shadows and hurry on, the ro-
mantic feel a strange thrill, the

curious are exasperated.

There is nothing so stimulating
to the person with an active curi-
osity as viewing humanity on a
three o’clock owl car. Why are
all these people out of bed, and
where have they been?

Slouched in poses of utter
weariness on ~the semi-circular
geat at the rear of the car are
two men. Rough clothing and toil-
blackened hands speak eloquently

of the factory. Just two of the
army of night workers who help
keep the wheels of a modern city
turning. In a few minutes these
men will reach home and possibly
a cold breakfast, waiting since the
night before. Thén a heayy sleep
extending past noon and another
night's work. A grinding life.
But life, all the same.

AN arm is extended to the signal
button. A woman stands up
and moves toward the exit. In
one arm she carries a baby sleep-
ing peacefully, in the other a
bulging handbag with a strand of
pink silk trailing from its hastily
closed mouth. Her eyes are tear-
reddened, her jaw firmly, almost

tragically, set. Her shoe laces are
untied, and as the exit door opens
her coat blows open, revealing a
dress only half buttoned.
haste of fear shows in every move-
ment,

Tragedy here. Perhaps a quar-
rel. Hot words and hotter tears,

possibly even a blow. Then home °

to mother. !

A youth lurches to the exit.
From thim emanates a distinct
odor of liquor, but he does not
seem very hilarious. There is a
glint of dread in his eyes. Either
thinking of the remorseless alarm
clock and another day’s work with
a fagged brain, or  a pati'em
mother waiting for her son's rve-
turn. Possibly even a young wife,
as yet unused to midnight watches
for an erring: husband.

HE workmen have gone now.
Only three passengers are left
—three unsolved problems. A girl
who looks to be little more than
eighteen. Quietly dressed, too.
Might have been one’s own sister.

Riding the three o'clock car, to
and from where?
The two men drowsing in their

seats are just ordinary citizens.
Lodge meeting night, or a quiet
poker session, one would guess.

The wives will be told of import-
ant business conferences. Stories
to wives are not noted for their
originality.

And now the sky is turning grey
as the inquisitive one nears his
home, an hour and a half after
last edition time. What will he
tell his wife? = Oh, for a convinc-
ing story just once!

The'!

“that you couldn’'t keep the sand
outta the room when the wind
was from the north, unless 1T want-
ed that the windows should be
kept shut all the time.”

“How’d you kill time?” inquires
“High - Dome.” “Was they any
live birds there?”

“I’ve seen peppier boys at a fu-
neral in a rainstorm,” I tells him.
‘“The livest bimbo I ran into there
was a guy that’'d been a delegate
at the Democratic convention and
he used to take me off in a corner
and tell me just how he voted on
each of them ballots. His room
was next to mine and I could hear
him mumbling in his sleep: ‘“Ne-
cessary for a choice, 732. Nobody
having received the necessary
number the clerk will proceed to
call the roll. Alabama 24, and
so on down to the Canal Zone.”

“I suppose,”” grins Finnegan, ‘“he
done that on the account of the
wind being from the north.”

‘““Besides him,” I goes on, ‘“they
was a flock of raw rah-rahs and
hob-haired corset-checkers. When
I didn’t hear that delegate calling
the roll I was kept awake by them
flappers and their young swines
swapping smacks and going
through a line of gurgly talk that'd
remind you of a sick dove cooing
to its crippled mate.”

“You must be getting old,” says

. “High Dome,” “if little things like
billing and cooing and mosquitoes
and such like can get your goat.’

“Maybe,” I admits, ‘“but you’d
age some too if you had to sleep
on sandpaper with a blistered back,
battling mosquitoes and hearing a

frayed-out delegate and a lotta
love-sick simps doing their turn.
I feel about as rested as a guy

that’d carried a ten-ton safe up
Pike’s Peak and come down with
a coupla telegraph poles in each
hand.”

“Yeh,” sneers Finnegan. “I'll
bet you go back to the same dump
next year.”

“Buyme-on-the-Sea ain’t so ter-
rible,” says I..5“I slept under blan-
kets every night.”

Victims of Corroding Suspicion

High Spots of Human
terest in Prosaic Down-
town Office.

By <~ GERTRUDE E. S. PRINGLE.
DUSTY, old-fashioned office
tucked away in a quiet,

down-town corner of Torontg is
far from suggesting anything out-
side of the commonplace of busi-
ness. But although so prosaic-
looking, with its big desk, office
chairs and long table covered with
.a litter of bottles, packages and
‘ore specimens. it is at times the
focussing point of strange dramas
“in which fear and suspicion are
the impelling force.

For this is the consulting of-
fice of an analytical chemist. The
many bottles have been seized in
stills, and are there to be analysed
—the contents usually being found
to be sulphuric acid and water.
The packages, among them  being
fertilizers, stock foods and other
commercial preparations, are
there also to be examined, some-
times for a cautious investor who
wishes to estimate their real
value, or again it may be to test
the efficiency of the plants that
produce them.

The really interesting business
that finds its way there, however,
would not be guessed at from any
of the bottles and packages on
the receiving table. Neither com-
mercial rivalry nor the prudence
of ‘intending investors' makes such
a story as does a victim of corrod-
{ing" suspicion. For instance, one
day a thin, elderly woman, with
sad eyes and a pathetic droop to
her mouth, entered and approach-
ing Mr. Chemist’s desk said, in a
voice of suppressed emotion, “I
‘have come  to consult you about a
very serious matter—-a matter of
life or death.”

Mr. C-—courteously seated his
visitor and asked “What can I do
for, you?”

“You can find out what is pois-
oning me by inches,” she told him.
And then by degrees the story
came out. The lady lived with a
sister, and didn’t get on very well
with her because of her son
Jimmie, who was very mischiev-
ous. It seemed the maiden aunt,
driven to exasperation by Jim-
mie’s pranks, had pounced on
the boy and administered corpor-
eal punishment, Since t hen a
strange thing had occurred.
Whenever she had donned a cer-
tain wrapper she had developed a
sore neck, an irritant poison evi-
dently having been used. When
she didn’t wear the wrapper there
was no irritation, so it was quite
clear the material had been

im-
pregnated with some deadly
poison. 2
The chemist examined the

wrapper, especially the neck of it,
but there was no indication that
it had been tampered with.

“Don’t you think you had bet-
ter stop wearing this if it irritates
vour neck, and drop the idea of
having it analyzed?’ asked the
chemist.

‘“No, indeed. I don’t care how
much it costs me. I'm going to
find out about this poison they’re
using. You know,” she continued.
“there are subtlé’ poisons  that
«gradually kill their victims, like
that awful woman in history used.
You know whom I mean. Lucretia
Borgla.”

‘When she appeared a few days
later to learn if ‘anything had

In- !

A suspicious hubby thinks his spouse has mixed a little deadly poison
with the daily lunch.

been discovered, she was inform-
ed there had been. A close exam-
ination under a powerful micro-
scope had disclosed—cowage.
“COVVAGE.” explained the chem-
ist, ‘s what we call fine,
little barbed vegetable hairs such
as are found on the hazel nut,
Sometimes doctors use them to
produce an irritation of the skin.”

The maiden lady was non-
plussed. Her jaw dropped. ‘“Then,”
she exclaimed, ‘it isn’t poisonous
or dangerous.”

“Not at all,” stated the chemist,
adding, ‘I think someone has been
playing a practical joke on you.”

And so it proved, for Jimmie
finally confessed that being very
“mad,” as he called it, with that

lady for whipping h (‘only Ma
can do that,” said Jigamy) he had
sought the advic d help of a

voung druggist, who gave him the
harmless but irritating cowage to
rub ! in; the ' 'neck' of " hig
wrapper.

NE day a man who had been

most happily married for
twenty years to an estimable
woman, entered the office and
with a troubled manner exlaimed,
“I say, I want you to analyze my
lunch, for I think my wife is tired
of me and is trying to poison me.”
Then he opened a package and
displayed an appetizing looking
pile of sandwiches wrapped in a
snowy napkin.

The chemist looked earnestly at
the man and saw that furrows of
anxiety lined his brow and his
eves' were full ‘of  furtive\ fear.
‘“See here,” 'he said, ‘‘all you want
is a change. Go off by yourself
for two months, and I give you my
word you won’t have any more of
this trouble after that, for I assure
you, it is just the state of mind
you have worked yourself up to.”
After some urging the man was
persuaded to take this course, and
he evidently did lose his suspicions
during his absence and came home
cured of them.

“In many cases,” declared the

aunt’s -
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chemist, “men who take dope get
the idea that someone is trying to
poison them, and of course a wife
is the one mostly suspected.”

T was a strange request that one

woman made. She wished the
air in her 'bedroom analyzed, as
she was perfectly certain her nus-
band was systematically poisoning
it and gradually undermining her
health. The chemist was able tor
the time being to remove this idea
from her mind, but in a week she
was back with another complaint.

Another woman came in with a
sample of baked beans for an-
alysis. She expressed herself as
convinced that her relatives wish-
ed her out ' of the way;-and thv
had therefore put some poison in

her portion of beans. “What
makes you think so?” asked the
chemist. ‘‘Have you experienced

any symptoms of poisoning?”

‘I have,” she said. ‘“After I had
eaten them, I looked at myself in
the glass and saw I was .as pale
as a sheet, with eyes bulging out
of my head. I felt awful sick.
too.”

“What else did you eat besides
the beans?” !

“Just bread and butter and tea.
Oh yes. After supper I thought
I had better take an emetic, as
‘they all looked as if they were

plotting against me, so I ate a
tablespoonful of mustard to do
away with

the effects of the
poison.” .

‘Then that would explain your
looking pale and feeling sick,’”’ the
chemist remarked.

But no. The beans must be
anulyzed. She was convinced they
contained poison. “And if you
find poison, I’ll have the law on
them,” she remarked, clinching
‘her thin hand. “I want you to
g0 ahead and analyze them. I
.don’t care what it costs. My life
is at stake.” d

So the chemist took the order
and put the beans through the
tests for the discovery of poison,
but they proved to be immaculate-
ly innocent of such contents. The
client,' on' this being explained to
her in a very convincing way, gave
up the idea of a plot against her
and became cheerful again.

In such few cases where poison
is really found, the matter becomes
one for the court to take up, and
on the subject of court cases the
chemist is mum. He will' tell
nothing about them. But cases in
which poison is suspected, whether
Justly or wunjustly, only happen
now and then. More common Is
It for the office to be brought
soaps, chocolates, cakes, shoe
polishes, face creams, hair tonics,
and ore specimens for analysis,
the idea being for the clients to
reap financial benefit from obtain-
ing a knowledge of what the
samples submitted contain.

SNOKE IS RELISHED
WHEN JUST ONE MATCH

Q MAN never craves for a smoke

so much as when he is re-
duced to his last match.

He fills up, produces his match-
box, and fishes out the last match.
In nine cases out of ten—the
world of smokers may be appealed
to on this point—the last match
is an absolute duffer, a cripple,
a'\mere. stump.; ‘Bither it is:all
head and no stick, or else it is,
all stick and no head.

All day long the friends who
dipped into this matchbox took
good care to leave that wretched
stunip severely alone. They went
for the healthy, full-grown, adult
matches, and with distressing un-
animity put that miserable cripple
on one side for you.

And infallibly you get it.

The thing goes out, although you
take every precaution. You are as
as solicitious to cherish the flame
of that match as ever a mother
was for the life of her child. |

You stand in a shelterea daoor-
way, you make a shield with your
hands, you wait until the wind
ceases, then you strike.

The feeble thing gives
ghost after an ineffectual splutter,
2a0d Tou are left in the emntw
streel with a choice bhot ungtowme
pipeful between your {eetn 3
the match famine ravaging your
heartstrings £
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“Spring Cleaning” is one of
the wittiest comedies pro-
duced on Broadway. Its
dialogue is more than bril-
liant; it is natural and true.
The play was written by the
English dramatist, Frederick
Lonsdale, and is the second
play of his to be given in
America. Like the first,
‘“Aren’t We All?” “Spring
Cleaning” has been a big

"BROADWAYS CURRENT
STAGE SUCCESS

success in New York.

T IS, of course, a radical
procedure to introduce
a lower class young lady
to a_ select, exclusive,
ultra-smart company of
London fashionables.
But this is precisely
what the gentleman who
is one of the two heroes
of this story did; and when you
know the circumstances which
moved him to this drastic piece
of business we feel sure your

_sympathy will be all with him.

Richard Sores had been happily
married to Margaret Sones for
nearly ten years. He was a nove-
list and quite successful. Margaret
loved him and was contented. Thev
had two nice children. Over the
Sones household the sun shone
clear,

3 X\t the beginning of the tenth
year Margaret became inspired
with the thought that all was not
well - with her, that she was not
getting her just share of life’s
amusement. She recollected that
for nine years she had been en-
tertaining her husband’s friends
and that .she had been terribly
bored by them. During this per-
iod she had effaced herself, her
personality, her attractions, for
her husband’s benefit.

‘When a beautiful woman uncov-
ers a vein of thought something
unusual must happen, and it did
in the case of Margaret. Coinci-
dent with the new development,
or because of it, came new friends
for Margaret, and with new friends
the inevitable, but altogether reas-

He was Ernest
Steele, whom possibly a score of
women had found very agreeable,
That is a character sketch of him:
. Of Margaret’s other mew-found
friends they speak for themselves.
As, for instance, Fay Collen:

“Darling, I'm whacked to the
world. Ten '10 five this morning
when I got home, up at half-past
nine, at it all day. Heavens, what

.a life! Margaret, darling, a cock-
tail, with a little absinhe in 1it. I
say,kwhy weren't you at Billy

' Sommers’ lunch? It was too amus-

. ing. Billy turned Jacques out of
his bar, and mixed the cocktails

. } e

himself. What he put in them
the Lord alone knows. All I know
1s that tney affected poor Jane

50 much we all became hysterical
watching her go upstairs. And
then the champagne. We had to
drink it out of tankards to make
it appear beer!”

And Lady Jane Walton:

“No, darling, I'm feeling not too
terribly well. I intended to go
home to bed, but I met Archie
and made him buy me a new hat
instead. I left
paying the taxi.
hasn’t backed a winner all day!”

Mr. .Archie Wells (Note to read-
er—the name is Wells, not Wal-
ton):

“I'm rather depressed, old fel-
low. Been walking about all day
bored to tears; nothing to do, no
one to talk to—awful!”’

Now salutations to Mr.
Williams:

‘“Hello, darling—how sweet you
look! Oh, what a perfectly gorg-
eous cushion you’ve got—how di-
vine! I must get one like it. Well,
none of you will know how ter-
ribly upset I am. I've had a ter-
rible row with my hoosier. I've
been trying to get a certain color
undervest for ages and the brute
got them for me; but because
Reggie Vale liked them he gave
them to him. <You've got no idea
what terrible things I've said to
the beast. I'm furious!”

Mrs. Connie Gilles:

‘““Hello, everybody. Billy Som-
mers is coming right up. Hope you
don’t mind, but my poor Willie is
fainting for a cocktail. You know,
I heard my husband is going to
Aix. I do hope he won't be in
Paris on Sunday; most trying if he
is—T'l1 be there too. He'd want
me to go out with him and I loathe
refusing anybody, even a hus-
band.”

ICHARD SONES practiced a

good deal of forbearance but
an impasse in the family came
about when Margaret positively
refused to accede to his wish that
the dinner Margaret had arranged
for her friends on this particular
evening should be the last under
the Sones’ roof and that she should
immediately accompany him on a
six monthé__ to France.
When Mar%t retired from the
interview with her determination

Bobby

unshaken and her indignation
heightened, Richard turned to
‘Walters, the butler, and flicked

the ash off his cigarette in a re-
flective manner.

‘“Walters,” he said, ‘how many
years have you been with me?”

“I was with you ﬁvé years be-
fore you were married, sir,” Wal-
ters replied.

Richard—‘“That makes fifteen in
all. Surely for two people to re-

him downstairs’
Poor darling, he !

Just use Rinso where
vou used to use bar
soap—for soaking,
boiling, or in your
washing machine.

rinsing
glistening as you never could get
them before. :

Only spots where the dirt is ground-
in, such as neck bands, cuff edges,
and the like need a light rubbing,
and a little dry Rinso rubbed on
these spots quickly makes the dirt
disappear.
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Making wash day pleasant—

HE hardest part of wash-day,
rubbing, rubbing, rubbing,
given way to the new method of
soaking the clothes clean with Rinso.

This wonderful new soap gentlg
loosens the dirt and a thoroug
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leaves things white and

Rinso is sold by all grocers
and department stores
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By FREDERICK LONSDALE *

main together for fifteen years,
there must be something more ex-
isting between them than mere
master and servant.”
Walters—“Yes, sir.”
Richard—*“In fact, it would al-
most entitle one to ask you an in-
timate question, Walters.”
Walters—*“It should, sir.”
Richard—“Tell me, ‘Walters,
have you ever taken a great risk
in your life?”
Walters—“If I . had,
shouldn’t be your butler.”
Richard—‘That’s terribly. true.
Tell me this: If you saw someone
you liked more 'than anything in
the world being a little foolish, in
folly that must cost them great
unhappiness, would you stop at
anything to save them?”
Walters—* At nothing, sir. I
should do anything in the world I
could to save them.”
Richard—*“Well, that’s what I
think, Walters. So I am going to
take ‘the risk you never have.
Give me my hat.”
Walters—‘“Are
again, sir?”
Richard—'‘Yes, but I shan’t be
long. .. . How many have you
laid for dinner?”
Walters—Nine, sir.”
Richard—“Theén lay for ten.”

IT,

"HORTLY before the hour for

her guests to arrive for din-

ner Margaret was greatly perturb-

ed. Nervously she spoke to Wal-
ters:

‘“Are you sure my husband
didn't leave a message to say he
would not be in for dinner?”

“‘I'm positive, madam,”’” Walters
answered evenly.

Could it be that the husband
really intended to be present at
one of his wife’s dinners?

“But why have you ,laid for
ten?” Margaret queried. Nine in-
cluded: Richard -*Bnt-tenw. v ?

‘“The master told me to, mad-
am.”

The irritating mystery had to
be left to solve itself. Margaret
turned away from Walters to
greet Ernest.

Ernest gazed at her with adora-
tion. “You know,” he exclaimed,
“you look terribly pretty to-night,
Margaret dear!” i

Margaret—Do 1?
a terrible hurry!”

Ernest—‘“Then - you always
must! I dressed very slowly be-
cause all the time 1 was dressing
I had a long talk to you.”

Margaret— How did you do
that?”’

Ernest—"“To your photograph
on my dressing table.” -

Margaret—*“1 have never given
you a photograph.’”

Ernest—*‘No—it
careless of you. You gave one to
Connie. It was so attractive that
one day when she was out I bor-
rowed it from her! ' I told it all
the divine things I think about
you, all the wonderful things I
want to say to vou!”

Margaret—“Ernest, I want to
ask you something. Have you
ever said all these things you say
to me to other women you have
known?"

Ernest—“To every one! (He
catches her hand as Margaret
rigses, piqued). You asked me!”

Margaret—-‘“But I didn’'t expect
that answer!’

Ernest—*“Would
lied to you?”

Margaret—‘“No. but i

Ernest—“But if I didn’t ' like
you as I do I should have. I've
said similar things to every wo-

sir; T

you going out

I dréssed in

was awfully

you rather I

" “Let me introduce Y Ou:!

man I have ever known, but I
never meant them before.”

Margaret—‘You mean that?”’

Ernest—*I have never really
cared for anyone before in my
life. I have never known the mis-
ery of being separated from a per-
son; that wild desire to speak to
them in any way, and failing that,
an irresistible passion to be with
them. It's the first time in my
life that I've been at the mercy of
any woman!”

Margaret—“Ernest, if T were to
go away for six months, would
you mind very much?”’

Ernest—‘I say—you’re not go-
ing to do that?”

Margaret—(smiles) Would you
mind?”’

Ernest—*“I « .couldn’t iibear "it:
You’re not thinking <of doing
that: 2} g

Margaret—“No!”’

Ernest—*“Margaret, darling—

never give me a shock like that

again!” !
Margaret — ‘‘Just one more
question. You do think of me

differently from the other women
you have known?”

Ernest—“To compare my . af-
fection for you with other wo-
men is sacrilege!’”’

ARGARET'S friends were

now beginning to arrive and
she left KErnest to announce
that dinner was ready. The lit-
tle company of gay and congen-
ial spirits sat down and the din-
ner began in a little flurry of
banter during which the devout
wish was expreassed by all pres-
ent that Richard had changed
his \mind after all about coming.

But' Richard, alas had not. As
a, matter of fact he was right
there. The door opened and

Richard entered, his entrance be-
ing a sign for a general falling
of faces. Richard, however,
smiled pleasantly.

“Kvening,”” he
genially.
sorry, Margaret, darling!”

Richard advanced to his seat
at the table and continued in his
pleasant tone:

‘“To tell you the truth, as you
all are friends, as it were. I de-
cided to have a friend., too. but
I had the greatest difficulty in
finding her!”

Margaret—“Finding her? Who
is she?”’

Richard—‘You’ll like her aw-

greeted them

fully.”

Margaret—‘‘Is it anyone we
know ?” :

Richard—I don’t think so.
Funny little thing—I left her
downstairs doing what she called
a little titivating to meét the
pretty ladies.”

Margaret — ‘“Well, Richard,
what is her name?’”’

Richard—“Her nameé! (Ap-
pears to be thinking). That’s
annoying! She did tell me, but
I have forgotten! Lily some-
thing—I ‘say, this is bad-—I

should hate to hurt her feelings
by having to ask her name again,
Oh. here she is!”

“Sorry I'm so late. So -

YOUNG woman, bright in
facial decorations, clad in a
Httle velvet Jjacket and satin
skirt with a white fur collar

around her neck, was ushered in

by Walters. She gazed around
her coolly. :

‘Do come in," murmured
Richard politely. “Forgive me,

I did not quite catch your name

”»

The QGirl/—‘“Mona."”
: Richard—(closes the doors) “I
thought it was Lily something?”’

Mona—*“It was, but I always
change my name to suit my
company.” i

Richard—“Quite right; and
before I introduce you, let nde
explain, ' The only reason that I
can think of that dinner parties
are given in our ‘clasg of life is
that it gives husbands and wives
an excuse not to have to sit
next to each other.”

Mon‘a-‘——(laughs broagly) ‘‘He’s
a comlic, isn't he?”

Richard—"That being the case,
let me introduce you. This is
Lady Jane\, The obvious thing
now is to introduce you to her
husband, but, alas, he is not
here and has no idea where she
is. But don’t be alarmed that
she is not cared for. She . is.
Not by numbers, as you are, but

by one. Let me introduce you to
him-—Mr. Archie 2

Archie — (rises in indigna-
tion)—-*I consider you, sir, a
downright cad!”

Richard —- (to Mona) “You

you have only to look at him to
see that he hasn’t the slightest
sense of humor. (The guests
rise angrily). Pray be seated! I
have taken the precaution to
have the door locked on the out-
side and until I give a particular
ring it will not be opened.”

Bobby— ‘How absurd A

Mona — ‘I say, what’s
name?”’

Richard—*I have happily for-
gotten it for the moment!”’ They
sit down reluctantly). %

Willie—*I give you one minute
to opéen that door!”

Richard—*I ought to tell you
before you become violent that I
have a reporter downstairs won-
dering why he is here. In the
event of a scene, or the least un-
usual noise, Walterd has instruc-
tions to release him.”

ARGARET’S guocsts Jooked
at each other in consterna-
tion. Husbands could very well
be ignored in private life, but to
make a party like this the sub-
ject for a sensational newspawer
story—Lady Jane nearly fainted;
Connie was horribly outraged.

his

“This {8 too awful!” Lady
Jane gasped.
Bobby—*I.et me out of this

room. I'm going to faint.”
Richard—*“I'll let you iump out
that window with vpleasuyre. if
you like.”
Margaret—(pale with vexation
and humiliation) Will you open
that door ”

h D H &
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Richard — (shakes his
gently) ‘“No!”

Connie—'‘I've never been so in-
sulted in my life. You beast!”

Richard— “Why? Because I ask
this lady to meet you?”

Connie—"“Lady!”

Jane—‘If you possess the slight-
est shred  of decency, open that
door and let us go!”

Richard—''This is amagzing. I
should have thought you would
all have loved her! I would have
thought her very honesty would
have appealed to you. Look—
there’s no pretence about her.

head

" Look at her hat, her clothes, her

lips—everything her 1is
honest!”

Connié—*I'm suffocating!”

Richard—“Well, this is inter-
esting! ‘I never heard of an ama-
teur player refusing to play with
a professional! So why should
you object to meeting this lady?”

Willile—(rises; Connie holds
him back) ‘‘Look  here—this is
too much!”

Connie—No, no. Willie, we
can’t have this terrible thing made
public!”

Willie—'“Very = well,
make you pay for this!”

Mona—*1 say, ain’t we seeing
life to-night!”

Connie—‘‘Be quiet, you horrid
woman!”’

Richard—(to Margaret) ‘“Mar-
garet—in recollection of  the
months of civility I have shown
your friends, I must ask you, for
one evening, to see that they are
civil to mine! Allow me—" (He
places a chalir for Mona at table).

Mona—(sitg; the others rise).
‘“That’s a good one on my behalf
—our side’s having the best of it
at present!”

Margaret—(endeavoring to cen-
trol her emotion) “I would like
you all to know that I will never
speak to him as long as I live.”

Richard—“Why?” |

Margaret—'"“That you could
have dared to bring this woman
here to-night!’” :

Richard—' My dear, aren’t you
losing  your sense of propor-
tion 2 '

Archie—'‘Have you the horrid
audacity to compare these ladies
to this woman?”

Richard-—'"The \ reverse; I
haven’t the audacity to compare
this lady to them! She.started life
without their chancea.

Willle—*“Perhaps you will tell
us the exact meaning of all this?”
. Richard-—‘“Certainly! My wife,
whom I adore, unknown to her-
self, is on the verge of leaving
me. With a little more encour-
agement from you all, which you
won’t hesitate to give, she will.”

Margaret— (in a suppresseéed

about

buti: L1

voice) “I will leave you this very
night!”

Richard—*“There you are! You
see, I didn’t exaggerate! So sure-

1y I am entitled to show her what

‘sort of a life she is leaving me
for, and what, with all my faults,
is going to take my place? I have
asked this lady to come here for
the purpose of 1illustrating my
point.”

AVING explainéd his purpose,

Richard turned his attention
to Ernest who had preserved an
interested silence throughout this
scene, Ernest met his taunts and
ironic insinuationg imperturbably.
It was only when Richard sprang
the point-blank question of
whether he loved Margaret hon-
orably énough to marry her were
she free that Hrnest allowed the
mask to lower. There was a
breath-catching moment of sus-
pense which even affected the
others and then HErnest answered
coolly, “Yes.”

“Then,” sald Richard, ‘“as I'm
only concerned with her happi-
ness, she shall decide.”

Margaret arose. ‘“‘Unlock that
door at once,” she commanded, a
new hoarseness clouding her
voice.

“It was never locked,” Richard
blandly informed her.

<z
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An astonished gasp ran around
the room, then a general exodus
began for the door.

“Good-night, Mr. Sones,” Con-
nie ejaculated malevolently as she
passed Richard, “and I'm happy to
think this is the last time I'll ever
see you.”

“Thank God,” returned Richard
fervently, ‘“you agnd I have at last
found one thing in common!”

“I shall see you again, Mr.
Sones,” Willie paused in the door-
way and accompanied his words
with a threatening look.

“No doubt,” said Richard. “I
expect I will be on the jury.”

Ernest made his exit urbanely.

“Forgive me,” he said, turning
to Mona, ‘‘for not offering to see
you home, because I am sure
that Mr. Sones would like to.”

To which Mona phrased, in re-
.ply, a terse but calm-voice',d. sug-
gestion for Ernest to visit the
nether regions.

And so the more dramatic part
of the evening ended.

Mona left Richard after con-
soling him for his regard for her
future with the thought that “Lhe
world consisted of a combination
of human elements, all necessary,
and that she was one of these
elements. She also imparted to
him fragments of feminine wis-
dom, for example, that since he
had humiliated and hurt his wife
before others by his effective. but
clumsy plan, he had best wait for
her to come to him first.

“Because,” said the experienced
Mona, ‘“‘as long as you don’t go to
her she’s thinking of you and not
of the other fellow. But the
moment you put your foot inside
her room she’ll know why you've
come and she’ll know she’'s won.”

Margaret did come to Richard.
And the interview was bitter.
First, Margaret told him that sbe
had burned the manuscript of his
new book, in which he had incor-
porated her friends and ‘their modse
of life, page by page, in revenge
for what he had done to her;
then she acquainted him with the
fact that she was going to Ernest
—he would marry her; of course,
but she would go to him on any
terms—rather than stay with
Richard. |

Richard had by now taken on
some of his wife’s bitterness. Mar-
garet’s words were sinking into his
soul.

“Well,”” he sald grimly, “I wish
you luck. At any rate, you’ve
told me enough about yourself to-
night to know that my life with
you is over. And even if I wished
it—and I don’t—it would be too
absurd for us to try again, because
it would be hopeless.

'ARGARET suddenly sat down
on a chair and stared at
Richard.

“So I owe it to you,” Richard
continued, “to tell you that if your
happiness lies in the direction you
think it does, if these friends you
have made are so much more to
you than obviously I could ever
be, you can go to them, because b &
don’t want you.”

Margaret—‘I'm glad.’”

Richard—~(crossing to the door)
“At the risk of being considered by
you a superior person, I would
like you to know that I will fur-
nish the necessary reasons for you
to gain your freedom and, assum-
ing that at any time Mr., Steele
fails you, you may, through my
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lawyers, always count on a sub-
stantial allowance.”
. Margaret—“How very generous

of you.” ’
Richard—— Not “at “all’ — T'm
thinking enthely of myself. I

chould hate the thought of you
being alone in the world—without
money. . . .

Margaret-
about that.”

Richard—*“That will be my
prayer. But in the event of it not
being answered you know you will
be provided for. Walters will let
me know when you have left this
house and when you ' have, I'll
come back.  But don’t' hurry.”

Margaret—<(forcing her words)
“Where are you going?”

Richard—*“To give you your
freedom, I have to leave you.. So
the moment I have done so you
can ring up your friend Mr. Steele
and tell him that you will be free
to marry him at the earliest pos-
sible moment.”

TILS

ERNESTMnow Ernest is a para-
dox., Ernest is, what we popu-
larly know as a rounder, but he
is essentially unknown to himself
or to others. He is a product of-
irresponsible environment and his
own laziness and takes what is

easy to get. He rarely has a
chance, ndr does he find it neces-
sary to assert his own character,
and so he drifts on. But when
Xrnest jolts up against actual life,
when, for instance, he sincerely
falls in love, then 'he is a very
decent fellow indeed.

So when Ernest received a call
from Margaret soon after the dis-
turbed dinner party, to come and
take her, he knew exactly what he
was going to do. Meanwhile the
ever sage Mona had decided to
take a little hand in the matter
too, She had not left the Sones’
household as it was thought but
had listened in, had seen, and sur-
reptitiously had phoned Richard’s
club that his wife wanted him.

Richard called back as soon as
he got the message. FErnest, just
arriving, answered him and invit-

You needn’t trouble

ed him for a conference. Richard
came over—in a hurry.
Ernest calmed him, blandly,

banteringly, but calmed him; told
him it was he his wife loved, and
showed him that neither he nor
Margaret were the only ones to
blame, /

‘“You thought,” he explained to
Richard, “like the rest of fhus<
bands. You thought that you mar-
ried her and that was all that was
necessary. With pride you assured
Yourself because you had married
her she would be different to all
other women.” And as to him-
self, he pointed out that if it had
not been he, Ernest, it would have
been. some other man. He then
bade him good luck and they
parted—friends. ;

And that is all there {s. As
Margaret observed some time later
that evening, “I am glad you did
what you did to-night because I
would so much rather be 'angry
for/ a little while than gorry for
always.”

® @8 w»

The Spring cleaning was over.

The Sones house was in order.

(Copyright, 1924, by Frederick
Lionsdale, released by arrangement
with the producers, The Selwyns.)

Next Sunday.
‘“Little Jessle Jamesn.”
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she could be proud.

Linda’s distinguished in-laws refused to take her seriously,
but they openly admired her burnished tresses. More and more
she felt the urge to impress them, to make them see her worth.
Finally she took a step calculated to unfailingly produce a sensa-

tion.

A tale, with a delicate touch of pathos, concerning an Eng-
It was written by a daughter of former Premier

lish family.
Asquith of Great Britain.

_Her husband’s family—an ‘‘intellectual” group-—-seemecﬂ
to think that Linda’s beautiful hair was the only thing of which

J

F course, she was “far from being
the only person to be irritated
by them. Only they struck her

at a peculiar angle; she couldn’t
escape from them. They were, so to
speak, a life sentence. And bump-
ing your wings only made the feath-
ers come out. She had been, she re-
flected, \so feathery once. Besides,
when, ak she put it to herself, she
tried to keep her own end up, they
would put their fingers in their ears
mentally, just as if she were a noise.
They always behaved as If the
language of their thoughts was Rus-
sian to her (which it was), and when
they talked, tosher they instinctively
translated what they had to say into
words which they would never have
used with one another. So whenever
she was with them she spent  her
time between being bewildered and
being humiliated. What if they were
clever? Cleverness isn't everything.

One day she ovet‘qeard her mother-
in-law saying: “It's not so much
‘that poor Linda isn’t very intelligent
—lots of unintelligent people are so
understanding—but it's such a Dpity
that she can’t be a little more ac-
quiescent. She was so much sweeter
before she married.’” ‘

“That is our fault,” her daughter
had retorted.

It was so characteristic of them,
ILinda thought furiously, even to see
that. And why poor? Because she
was not like them, or because she
was not -liked by them? And how
dared they assume that either con-
stituted a cause for pity?

“I don’t know why she should be
so on the defensive,” Susan had con-
tinued. ‘“We welcomed her with
open arms.”

““And open minds,” Lady Tarleton
added, ‘jonly 1 suppose that our
arms have never quite closed round
her and that she wants a niche in
our minds. We haven’'t given her
that, either, have we?

‘““Perhaps not,””’ her/” daughter
agreed, and then, with that resolute
attempt to do her justice which
Linda found most unbearable of alli
“‘She - has such lovely hair—a real

burning bush.”
]L’INDA'S hair was beautiful. It
flamed riotously all
: head. But for it her face would
have been entirely commonplace—a
little mouth, too little; a nose llke
two nostrils in an inexperienced full
face drawing (you felt that it could
not exist at all in profile); pale blue
eyes with rather pale eyelashes; and
a pretty white skin always on the
brink of freckles. But nothing em-
phatic;
tention except her hair.

It was her hair which might make
people think her romantic if they
didn’t think. )

It was her hair which had first
made Dick’s eyes wander towards
her, and had subsequenty made him
follow them until its glowing mass
became entangled in his thoughts and
his dreams, and out of its glinting
fabric a web was woven from which
he could not escape.

At dinner at Tareiton, with a hun-
dred ideas like colored balls in the
air together, and every one (so it
seemed to Linda) talking at the same
time and yet managing to hear what
every one else said—sometimes, she
couldn’t imagine why, a silence
would follow one of her own re-
marks. Dick's eyes, lit by the in-
tellectual battle that he loved, would
soften a little as he saw the light
itself nestling in the red gold soft-
ness of his wife's head, and his
thoughts would wander—was it to
her or to his image of her?

Linda enjoyed talking -about books.
Like all people who don’t read much,
she was always tremendously im-
pressed by the last thing that she
had read, urging it upon every one
else, Iach book to her was a wild
thing which she had w:med, strange
and remote asg a desert island, dis-
covered by her resource and courage,
Not, of course, that she had not been
brought up in cultivated circles.
She had once know a great friend of
W=~ L., George's. But when she
brought this cat out of her bag as
if it had been a beautiful purring

Persian full of slow pride, Lady
"Tarelton, looking past her with
shortsighted friendly eyes, had mur-
mured absent mindedly: “W. L.
George,  dear? NYHOU R W e
George?”’

And Linda, instead of feeling

elated, proud to be able to confound
such gross Ignorance, had, on the
contrary, félt small and crushed as
if, by some absurd loaded dice of
providence, only the things that her
mother-in-law knew about had im-
portance.

Lady Tarleton’s effortless pre-
eminence wag a continual source of
surprige to Linda. Haphazard in her
methods, shortsighted, with friendly
absent minded manners, how had
she managed to be an influence, a
comfort, and an insgpiration to so
many different and divergént péo-
ple?

Susan appeared far more positive.
Penetrating and clear with a cer-
tain hard fineness, mastering with
difficulty = the {impatience of her
fastidiougnéss, but softening all the
same under her mother’s gentle
chidings. ‘After all, darling, pre-
tenses are so consoling.”

‘‘Pretendings,'’ Susan  amended

over her,

nothing to arrest your at-

with a smile.! ‘“You are so much
nicer than I am, mamma.”

Lord Tarleton was gentle and re-
mote and aloof. Linda would twine
herself Into his arms—half creeper, "
half cat—and he would say: ‘“There
there,” patting her negvously from
the depths of his embarpassment.

“I never know what she is think-
ing about,” he would explain ¢6 his
wife, who would answer gently. ‘“She
is Jjust purring at you, it is rather
nice, don't you think?

‘“Well, you may be right, my dear,’”
he would agree\ vaguely. He found
his daughter-in-law disconcerting,
,“They are all very good at their
books,”’ Lindal would explain to her
family—and the phrase clearly con-
veyed a perfectly definite meaning to
them.

‘“What can she and Dick
about when they are alone?’
asked her mother desperately.

“Perhaps they don't exactly talk,
dear."”’ :

“But Dick! think of Dick!"” /

His mother thought of him. ‘‘There
is always her hair,” she murmured
vaguely. /

‘“Well, he can’t stay entangled in
that forever.”

‘“Perhaps not. But we mustn't—
whatever we do, we mustn't try to
unwind him.”

“Dick of all people!"”—Susan was
bitter — “with his uncompromising
sensitiveness.” ;

“Don’t you think,” her mother pro-
tested gently, ‘“‘that we are a little
inclined to want everything paid in
our own currency?”’

‘“Dick’s currency.”

“Perhaps in a sort of unconscious
way he wanted to escape from it.”

Susan met this without flinching.
Then they heard Linda's high, tink-
ling laugh and her high shallow
voice saying, “I find it s0 difficult
not to see both sides of a question.”

Her companion's answer was Iin-
audible, but the breeze brought thém
a giggle from Linda,

Susan raised her eyebrows. ‘‘Paper
money,”” she sald, ‘Tissue paper
money."” j

EMI-CONSCIOUSLY Linda tried
t6 keep Dick away from his
family as much as possible. She

didn’t enjoy belng at Tarleton. There
were always people sitting about talk-
ing, talking, talking. ‘I don’t see
why they think themselves so clever,”
she would say sarcastically. “Any-
one can talk.”

But all the same these eternal con-
versational orgies mystified her. One
could discuss people and clothes and
books and plays, but when one had
explained that something was ‘per-
fectly rotten” or ‘‘perfectly lovely”
there was really nothing more to be
said; whereas the Tarletons and thelr
friends went on and on and on until
everything got so buried in words that
one really didn’'t know what one was
talking about.

And their standards were 50 queer.
Dick, who never looked at another wo-
man,talked so oddly about marriage,
and when she laughed a little coyly
to show that she knew that it was
nonsense, no one said, as her father
certainly would have done, ‘“What
doeg little Mrs. Home Ruler think?”
And ' when she had commented
brightly “We women know all about
you men,” there had been a startled
silence interrupted by a young man
in spectacles asking, ‘“What exactly
do you mean by all?” To which ghe
had not unnaturally answered: “Ask
the "cat.” :

At that moment Lord Tarleton had
come in and sald, “Cats? What cats
are you talking about?” And there
had been an awkward pause, breath-
lessly curtailed by Susan’s saying, “I
love the little short-haired gray ones.
They have so much more outline than
Persians.”” And the young man had
looked at her with loving eyes and
murmured, ‘“Yes, you would—you, who

love trees ih Winter, shorn of oblit-
erating leaves.”

They were wrong headed, Linda re-
flected. 'That was what it was. Trees
were meant to have leaves. And
what did they mean by obliterating?
They always seemed to get their words
wrong. It was so confusing. ‘Mar-
riage is such a silly form of hate,”
Susan had sald earller in the day,
and nobody had corrected her. No
doubt it was talking so much that
was at the bottom of all the mis-
chief,

Linda often longed to ask Dick
about his family. There were, she
felt, a large number of things that he
could explain to her. But he always
looked so puzzled when she asked him
questions.

On the night of the ‘eat conversation
Susan was sitting In her mother’s
bedroom. %

‘“And’ marriage Is ‘called a sacra-
ment,”” she sald bitterly.

For a moment Lady Tarleton’s
short-gighted eyeés looked over the
wall that sacrament had been to her
into distant spaces of unknown, vivid
realizations.

‘“I think perhaps it is,” she dis-
gented gently—almost apologetically..,

“And one has to bé strangled for
life by a few red halrg?”

LADY TARLETON smiled.

“We all have our réd hairs,
At least T do hope we

talk
Susan

don’t ,‘we?
have.”

“But not nothing else—absolutely
nothing else.”

“No one could be more positive
than Linda. As she says herself, she
alwayes knows her own mind.”

‘“Yes,”” Susan was still - bitter,
“‘when once I make up my mind,

b

“I love you,” he
said, kissing her
passionately.

I make up my mind,’ as if there
were the smallest hope of ever un-
tylng it.”

“I think, darling” — her mother's
voice was very soft—‘“you -would he
happler if you never thought of the
word ‘mind” In conversation with
Linda. Just face the fact once and
for all that ghe hasn’t got omne.'”

‘“There are so many years to come.
What will Dick do?” Susan moaned.

Dick tried to be {impartial, or
rather, equally partlal to both sides.
Thinking of hls wife, he would feel

her curling herself into his arms like .

a little warm fluttering bird with a
frightened, beating heart subsiding
gently into confidence; or he would
see her tousled scarlet head spread-
ing over the pillbw and her half-
awake, wholly surprigsed eyes:' begin-
ning anew each morning to get acus-
tomed to, the world. And when she
murmured: ‘““What did Mr. Dyke
mean by ‘obliterating leaves? ” he

would laugh and kiss her and burn
his filngers in her bhalir,

As for his family—well, they didn’t
need protection. I.ove~how much he
loved them; admiration—how much he

agdmired them; confidence, in the
sense ‘in which It meant trusting
rather than confiding—all of these

things he felt. But defending them
would be like defending an army
against a humming bird—an operation
which could only be necessary if the
army knew the meaning of a hum-
ming bird. y

In dealing with the relations of
his wife and hig famlily, Dick in-
stintively sought refuge In metaphors.
Insidiously they would ' lead him
astray until he drifted away with
them out of reach of reality.

Dick was rather llke hly father,

‘“ A ND it never gets
Lady 'Tarleton’s shortsighted
eyes were almost touching Lin-

da’s halr as it swirled about over her

pillow,

“No; it has always been the zame,"
Linda sald.

Susan was getting a little tired of
the zest with which Mr. Dyke believ-
ed In free will. Tt contrived to make
her so regpongible for hergelf-—mot on
broad generoug lines of theories and
achievements and personallty, but in
the most exasperating precision and
detail. 'The fact that Mr. Dyke, who
was in lovée with her, thought her
habit of biting her nalls and all of
the other tricks with which she had
for years carried on a sort of trench
warfare, divine exhalations of her pér-
fection was not really consoling. It
wag more restful to assume that her

any darker;”

great height (which she hated) had
been foisted on to her by God and
that when she was irritable it was

because she was tired, But Mr. Dyke
could admit none of these comproni-

Her
was the shooting up of her soul; her

ises between delties. tallness
irritablility, sparks from the fire of
her intellect. All of which was fa-
tiguing to Susan, who was, in addi-
tion, annoyed with Mr. Dyke for be-
ing called 'Demetrius—an annoyance
which ghe admitted would have been
more justified by his philosophy than
it was hy hers,

The topic wag being dlscussed af-
ter dinner.

“After all,” Dick sald, “if you tell
a woman she Is beautiful you give it
and ghe accepts it as a compliment to
herself rather than to God.”

“And pray, when did you last tell

a woman she was beautiful?” asked
Linda roguishly.
Susan ignored her.

“I suppose one does  stamp. one's
own looks—trade mark them, so to
speak,” she agreed. “But admitting
that you pour expression into your

eyes, what about their shape? Surely
you can’t be asked to accept responsi-
bility for a poached egg when you
wanted an. almond?"’

“Your own poached egg,’”” Mr. Dyke

spoke with gravity, ‘“i¢ 'better than
anyone else's almond.”

“Clearly,”” Susan was dry, “But
not befter than one’s own almond

”

would have been.
“One man’s almond js another man’'s

poached egg,” sald Dick flippantly;
but Mr. Dyke was not to be put off
s0 eagily.

“It is. immaterial whether it is a
poached egg or an almond,” he ex-
plained almost reproachfully. ‘“The

point ig that it is your own.”

“There s a time for everything,”
Linda sald, ‘“No one wants a poach-
ed egg for dinner or an almond at
breakfast.””

1 ICK laughed. Mr, Dyke looked at
Linda, opened his mouth, and

then shut it again.

Susan gald under her breath, ‘“What
on earth does ghe imagine we're talk-
ing about?’ and then reproached her-
self for her odious habit—of which
she was always guiltily conscious—of
saying things under her breath hoping
that they would be heard.

“I  think,’”” = Lady  Tarleton  sald
gently, ‘“that in’a way people achieve
their own lookg. Not the outlines,
perhaps, but the filllng in. A way of
walking, a way of moving your head,
certain laughs, certain gestures, so
that it ig .not really your height that
counts but your carriage, not your
mouth that matters but the way you

smile,””
“Olearly,”  approved Mr. Dyke,
“clearly.” And he cast & surrepti-

at Linda with the se-
feeling 'that to her it

tious glance
cretly satisfied

would probably be  everything but
cleax

But Susan was out of temper.. ‘I
shan't feel responsible for the color of
myhair till' I dye 'it,” she said, ‘‘Will
you, Linda?’

There was a horrified pause, as

everyone except Dick believed that

Iinda’s hair was the only thing for
which she could conceivably feel proud
of being responsible,

“T ghould never dye my halir,” the
victim explained, ‘any more than I
would ecurl it if it weren’t naturally
curly. As mother says, nature knows
her own business best.”

Lady Tarleton said gently, ‘‘She
certainly did in your case, my dear.”

“I can’t see why one shouldn’t re-

ceive credit for transforming a mouse \

into a raven or a fox.”” Susan, who
was cross, couldn’t get her teeth out
of the subject.

“I shouldn’t have thought you went
in much for changing yourself,” Dick
retorted quietly.

Sugan flushed.

‘“In your sister change would bs
disloyalty,” flashed Mr. Dyke,

“T always longed to have red halir,”
Liady Tarleton smiled at them all, “I
wanted it so badly that I used to
look through my whole hair colored
crop for one symptom.”

‘“Think,” Susan laughed, “if you
had plunged quite young and achiev-
ed your own head.”

“One achieves so many fallurey as
it is,”” observed her mother a little
grimly.

Dick and Iinda walked out on to
the terrace.

‘“Your family are always achieving
things,” she sald plaintively.

He was silent.

"VVollld you like me. to achieve?’
she asked, curling into him,

‘“The important thing ig to be,” he
said gently.

The moon caught her, Her head
was lifted up to him like a thirsty
flower.

‘Yl love you,” he said, klssing her
passionately.

As she entered the drawing room
she began smoothing her hair,

“TYATHER'S made a riddle,” Linda,
who wag reading her letters, in-
formed an unexpectant break-

fast table. ‘Why are twg/ men no

match for one woman?”’

Susan, who was feeling gulilty, tried
to look puzzled.

‘‘Because no woman c¢an make @
match with more than one man.”

‘“How clever,” Lady Tarleton said.

“I have neyer guessed a riddle in my

life. It would be so nice to be able

to just once before I died.””

‘“And he wrote it himself,” Linda
explained triumphantly. ‘Father’'s a
funny one,” she added. ‘“Why gome-

times I feel I must go home just to
have a good laugh.”

“How nice,”” murmured Lady Tarle-
ton a little wanly.

‘“Not but what there’s a funny side

to  everything,” ILinda continued
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brightly, ‘“but father’s a rare one for
seeing it. I don’t know what he'd do
here,”” she added candidly, ‘‘though,
of course, it's not everyone likey a
Joke.” %

Demetrius felt strongly that she
ought to be told—what, exactly, he
didn’t know. Nevertheless, when

breakfast wag over he asked her to
show him the kitchen garden. Linda
was delighted. She arched her neck
at him, smiled through half-shut eyes,
allowed the smoke to come through
her lips in slow blue coils—in fact, she
treated him just as if he were one of
her own ‘‘young men.”

“I do like a woman to be womanly,
don’t you?’ she asked sweetly, un-
conscious that to Mr. Dyke a woman
was invariably either a goddess or a
female. -

‘“What exactly do you mean by wo-
manly?”’ Demetrius was always anx-
fous to be sure that other people knew
what they meant.

“Feminine,’”” Linda explained. ‘‘Mo-
ther always says men should be men
and women women. Of course, not
everyone can have a way with them,
but that's no reason. for behaving
like a man.”

Mr. Dyke was bewildered.
had never known him so silent,.

“Susan’s not like other girls,’’ she
went on.

‘“Your sister-in-law is not a girl”
Demetrius interrupted. ¢‘‘She is a wo-
man.””

It sounded rather lame.

“Quite,” Linda agreed, ‘‘she’s never
been young. That's what it is. Of
course, it keeps nien off, her being so
like a man herself.”

Mr., Dyke stared.
less,

“Of course; I dare say she’d change
if ‘Mr. All Right came along,”’  his
companion added magnanimously.

“‘How dare you talk about her,’”” Mr.
Dyke shouted. ‘How dare you, you
shallow, empty headed—you—you
thing? God hasn’t given you eyes you
could  see with.’”” ' Demetrius was
spluttering with hate.

Linda shrank back. Then she said
in a low voice: f‘Shallow—empty head-
ietfi‘;" That's what they think me, isn’t

Then ghe burst into tears. “I didn’t
want to come here. I never asked to
live 'among clever people.” :

Mr. Dyke was horribly embarrassed.
He didn’t know what to do.

‘“Please, Mrs. Tarleton, please don’t
cry. I didn’t mean it—really I didn’t<
I lost my temper. You see I—I love
Susan, and couldn’t bear the way you
spoke of her. You do see, don’t you?"’
Demetrius pleading became suddenly
human.

Linda, who dearly liked a love af-
fair, dried her eyeg and dabbed a
little powder on her face.

“That’s all right,”’ 'she said. ‘I'm
a bit hasty myself.” And then—‘All's
fair in love and war.”

Mr. Dyke felt abashed. She 'had,
after all, been very generous.

HAT night Linda thought—or
rather, the words ‘shallow,
empty’’ went round and round in

her head.

Yes, that was what they thought
about her. She had always been an
allen to them—somebody else’s pet—a
nasty little yapping dog—the sort they
never would have dreamed of having
themselves. ~ Of course, they patted
her. It was the easiest thing to do.
And then Linda thought of herself—
tenderly and a little romantically.

She had been sweet and gentle and
pretty, soft and alluring and womanly.
Intelligent—yes; but not intellectual.
‘What wag the point of an intellectual
woman? ‘‘Intuition,” reflected Linda
with satisfaction; that was what she
hag got. Women arrived by instinct
at the point which men reached—more
slowly—by reason. The eternal fem-
inine, ever since she had first heard
of it, had always dominated her con-
ception of life. The functions of the
two sexes were quite distinct and dif-
ferent. Charming women weren't
llgneant to bother their pretty heads.

Linda

He was speech-

an by plodding logic dominated the

aterial world, while woman attract-
ed and distracted, keeping hidden
away her primeval wisdom.

Femininity. XLinda knew Jjust the
blend of the sentimental, the platitud-
inous, and the coy out of which it was
made. In her world women turned
men round their little fingers; the
male wasg manager without his know-
ing it. It was a matter of being dainty
and pouting, of having pretty ways,
and not showing how clever you were.
And as an outlet there was always a
giggling freemasonry of female
friends.

But after her marriage somehow or
other her values wouldn’t fit into her
new life. Dick never complained of
the food, never grumbled about the
money she spent, never objected to her
gentleman friends—in fact, from the
point of view of being managed he
could harflly be said to exist. When
she had told him that Bertie had kis-
sed her in a taxi, he had said: ‘“Poor
Bertie,”” which had seemed to her an
altogether absurd thing to say, though
not quite so absurd as Susan’s ‘‘Sure-
1y not as bad as that’” when Linda told
her that Bertie was ‘‘quite the
gentleman.” ¢

The Tarletons really were as queer
ag they could be. ‘‘Quaint,” she cal-
led them to her family, because one
must be'loyal. You couldn’t talk any-
thing over with Susan. She really
didn’t seem to know what you meant.

“1 always think that we women
should stick together,” Linda had ex-
plained to her. ‘I tell my young men
straight out: ‘Don’t you believe that
women can’'t be friends. It may suit
vour book to think so, but it’s not
true.’’

Susan had agreed rather vaguely,
while Linda continued: I always say,
‘Now, dont you play the Lords of Cre-
ation. We women can do quite well
without you,” ”’ and Susan had answer-
ed: “I have never seen a woman who
could. I can’t myself.”

Linda had been quite horrified.
Nice women didn't’ talk like that.
‘What would her mother have said?

The relationsg between the Harrises
and the Tarletons had always been a
little strained. Mr. $arris had said
to Lord Tarleton: ‘“Well, the young
people may regard us as old fogies, but
we're not too old to remember kissing
time.”

And Mrs., Harris had said to Dick:
“Whip her when she’'s naughty and
kiss her when she’s good. That’s the
language a woman understands.”

But it had clearly not been a lang-
uage that Dick understood.

Mrs. Harris had always been anxious
to explain_to Lady Tarleton what a
1ot of chances Linda had had, her
stories ending triumphantly with
phrases like: ‘‘And we all know how
difficult it is to make a naval man
take ‘no’ for an answer.” But Lady
Tarleton had clearly not known,

HEY were an odd family, Linda
reflected; ignorant with all their
book learning. What Iirritated

her most of all about them was their
ecalm way of not seeinig things. There
was nothing they couldn’t overlook
if they wanted to. She herself would
frequently explain to her mother, “I
just ignored 'him.” But it always
meant a toss of the head, a deliberate-
ly turned back, an ostentatiously hum-
med tune. Lady Tarleton, on the
other hand, simply didn’'t seem to

/
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notice. She would look at you with
smiling friendly eyes, and what you
had said or done was Irretrievably
lost, dissolving altogether in her non-
recognition. Susan was much less
masterly than her mother. If you had
annoyed her she would look through
you, not at you; ‘and her snub would
set you on your feet again.

‘“You can always make things
vanish,” Linda had heard her say to
Lady Tarleton, ‘‘with your unseeing
and. all-seeing eye, reducing irrelev-
ant, disagreeable things to  their
proper unimportance. I endow them
with my indignation and, of course, it
gives them a new lease of life.”

That mother and daughter adored
one another, Linda could ®ot deny.
And yet how odd they were together
—always generalizing. Lady Tarle~
ton never seemed to take a proper
mother’s interest at all. She asked
no questions, laid down no rules, in-
vited no confidences. And yet what
was it that Mr. Dyke had said? That
their whole relationship was irrigated
by understanding. Linda remember-
ed wondering if he meant ‘irritated,”
put, of course, that wouldn't have
made sense either.

Poor Demetrius! To think that he
was in love with Susan! It seemed s0
odd. Susan, who was so tall and erect
and firm, so pitiably without what
Mrs. Harris called the ‘'je ne sais
quoi.”

1t really was odd, Linda thought,
put she brightened a little when she
remembered that there was, after all,
no accounting for tastes. i

“Mr. Dyke wants to marry Susan,
she told Dick, a little triumphant at
being able to impart such exciting
information.

“poor .Demetriug; she will never
marry him.” Dick didn't seem at all
surprised by her news. "People, are
always wanting to marry Susan. !

Linda was wide eyed with amaze-
ment. { /

“Do you mean to say she’s had sev-
eral proposals?’ :

Dick laughed. ‘Dozens. But she’s
go uncompromising. She says that
every marriage represents a certain
lapse of fastidiousness, Of gourse
% see what she means.”

“] don’t,’ snapped Linda, and she
left the room.

*My precious!”
her in the passage,
his arms. 3 .

He still loved the things| she didn’t

Catching up with
Dick caught her in

see. -

Linda felt that her knowledge of
Mr. Dyke’s secret created a bond be-
tween them. She would sit down next
to him and have a little talk.

“] do like books,” she would say.
““T've always said to father. ‘There’s
a great -art in writing.! He would
tease me so when I was little and
“What sort of a stocking are

say: )
we knitting to-day? Blue, 'l Dbe
bound.” "’

Mr. Dyke never knew what to
answer.

“your father must be an excep-
tional man,” he would murmur truth-
fully. %

“] wish you knew him, Linda
was eager. ‘‘He’s so original. He
says a man who’s made a good joke
has done a good deed. He told Mr.
Norris—that’s our clergyman — 80.
“Healthy laugher,’” he said, ‘wholes?r'r}e
laughter is & benefit to ma.nklnd."

“And what did Mr. Norris say?

“ITe quite agreed. He says you
please God if your play heartily and

heartily.”
W[l);gmetrius was a little digappointed

by Mr. Norris, who clearly didn't
come up to the Harris star{dard.
Susan said to him later in the day,
“Do you think it is qult’e honorable
to draw poor Linda out?” i
«Mrs. Tarleton is a nice womarn,
he answered unexpectedly. And
without her red hair she would prob-

been a happy one.”
AP %S happy,” murmured Lady

marleton, and then, gently rebuking

san, “‘So is Dick.”
Su‘flaznisn't being in love:; Sit's logir';g
hat makes you happy,” Susan sa
;)zesleonatel;. «J¢’g like the difference
between beauty and charni. VVI’!B.%1 is
left when your beauty has gone, when
the tide is out, and all the hlddgr;
hoots and sardln% tl?s are Ieveale ?

arm is high tide forever.
C}}‘lsrome tides go out and leave star-
fish and llttled ;1>1nk L:he:rsxd %nd the

set reflected in wet 8 .
su}'};:;s safest all covered up,”’ Susan

sald harshly.

INDA became more and more con-
[L sclous of the way ner in-laws
harped on her hair. . “One would
think it was my only feature,” she
would say, resentfully, and, indeed, it
did sometimes seem as if it were the
only cushion on which the whole fam-
ily could fall baclk with relief.

Susan had refused Demetrius, who
had returned to London, but there had
been no talk about it. Linda wanted
to know from Lady Tarleton exactly
what he had said.

“T don’t know, dear. I dldn’t ask.”

“It was most  unnatural,”’ Linda
thought, and, as she was feeling cross,
she added, ‘“Susan is getting on.”

“Qetting on, dear? Getting on with
what?’”’

Tt was hopeless, Linda thought. One
couldn’t make them understand any-
thing. They simply weren’t normal.

After Mr. Dyke had left for the
station, she had gone to put her arms
around Susan to cheer her' up.

/

‘“You can confide in me, darling. I
know all about it. Just treat me as
if I were your own sister.”

Susan had looked altogether bewil-
dered.

“Did he try to kiss you? ' I khow he
was terribly in love.” .

Susan had looked at her for a mo-
ment with the most absolute contempt.
Then she had given a short laugh, and
said: “Linda, you are impertinent
without bemng funny.’” |

Linda had complained to Dick, bu
for once he had taken his sister’s side.

‘“My dear child, you can suroly see
that that wasn’'t a question you could
ask or she could answer.”

‘I don’t see it at all,” Linda had
sald. - *‘Unnatural, that’s what. you all
are,” and she had refused to kiss him
good-night. Y

It was not till some time after that
that she discovered that  Susan was
writing a book,

“Did you find the plot abroad?” she |

asked, wonderingly. 3
Increasingly she felt the  necessity
of impressing the Tarletons. But how
was one to set about it? :
Love aflairs were no good. They
never seemed surprised or shocked
or even interested. Nothing that she
did or was affected them at all, ex-

cept with slight distaste. They
praised laboriously. They reproved
rarely. They commented ' never.

There ' wds only one way in, which
she dazzled them—her hair,  And
even that, she supposed, she had not
achieved. |

She remembered the conversation
with Demetrius, and how Susan had
sald, \“I shan’t feel responsible for
my hair until I dye it.”” Then she
looked at herself in the glass. Her
head really was lovely—spun out of
‘cellos and\yviolins, squirrels:and ma-
hogany, and October. 'Surely it was
much more her own coming from God
than from a beauty specialist? Yet
she had been told that it was “not
the gift, but the thought that mat-
tered.” That clearly was what the
Tarletons meant.

Every cliche was to Linda an open
sesame. Suddenly she felt that she
understood her. in-laws. They were
revealed to her in the terms of little
ching vases, with ‘“A present from
Margate,” bazaar tea cosies and shell
work boxes. Isn’t the concrete, too,
a metaphor? Reading without tears,
the picture of the cat that precedes
the word, the image of a Madonna
which does duty for a conception, all
of that process of simplification and
consummation which takes refuge in
or rises to symbols—had not Linda
discovered it when suddenly the Tarle-
tons were revealed to ner in the
phrase,” ‘It is not the gift, but the
thought, that matters”?

O one was staying at Tarleton. Tt
was just a family party. It would

gfter all, Linda thought, have

been imposgsible to do it in front of
strangers. ‘

Dinner had been characteristic.

Lord Tarleton had said that it was
surprising how few people went to
Iceland. The whole family had agreed
that P. &. Wodehouse was a man of
genius, and that if you were foolish
enough not to see his profound, éx-
quisite distinction, you need only put
it next to Galsworthy, ‘ladics and
gentlemen,’” = presumably. to show
breeding. :

Linda had sald, “But I thought
you didn’t like slang;” and Dick had
answered,. ‘“‘That is where the gen-
ius comes in.” :

Linda had protested, “But Mr. Galg-
worthy is very intellectual,’”’ and Dick
had said that the danger of making
a rule about humanity was that either

* your characters were exceptiong, or

elge they were not human beings, and
Susan explained that profiteering un-
happinesss’ was artistically = rulnoys,
and that she could forgive people
everything except being misunder-

stood,

Linda had said, ‘Christ was mis-
understood,’”” and Susan had retort-
ed, ‘How oynical you are.”

Then Lady  Tarleton had come to
the rescue with, “What a lovely geold
dress, dear. It catches glearas from
your hair.’” o

Linda straightened herself; she toss-
ed her head. All of the gentility which
had been alike her standby and her
downfall fell from her.

‘“You llke my hair, don’t you?" she
sald. i

Because the tone of her voice was
painful to them all, ILady Tarleton
smiled a little vaguely. Susan curled
her lip. Lord Tarleton averted his
eyes and withdrew his attention, and
Dick looked straight.at his wife.

. “Well,, T ‘don’t’ .suppose you ever
guessed {t, for all your cleverness. But
it’s dyed.”

Lord Tarléton heard the last word.
‘““Who has-died?” he asked.

Susan said consolingly: “No, I never
should have guessed.”

Lady:Tarleton murmured, ‘“It's verv
pretty, all the same.”

Lindg lookeéd at them. Where had
her bombshell disappeared to? No
one had even asked her how she had
done it,»by what means the miragle
had been’ achieved. |

An overwhelming feeling of digcotiry
agement came over her. Tier eyes fill-
ed with tears. Uncertaigyly, as if she
couldn’t quite see where \she was go-
ing, she left the room.

“It was brave of her to tell us,”
commented Lady Tarleton, with gentle
decisiveness. ¢

Dick dashed.out after his wife.

“My darling,” he said, ‘“‘my very own
absurd, magniftecent llar.’

(Copyright, 1924.)
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Court Raises Shopgirl to Circle of Nobility

Romantic Evidence Given in Scottish Case in Which a Young Woman Success-
" fully Set Forth Her Claim to a Distinguished Name.

Has the Modern Woman
Put Away Old Shyness? AndgecomesSecond Cousin of

Some Students Declare That

Men Are Now More Retir-

ing Than the Gentler
Bex
RE men now more retiring

than the gentler sex, whose
shrinking nature was
until quite recent

shy and
proverbial
times?

Has the woman of to-day lost
much of the modesty that was
her greatest charm?

Sad though it may seem, some
students of the situation answer
“Yes’ to both of these questions,
though with all her faults—and
they are many—the modern wo-
man is not nearly so bad as some
writers and preachers would have
us believe.

Do you realize that until short-
ly before the war woman was a
slave to fashions, conventions,
and repressions of the most ab-
surd and galling kind?

Her body was encased in a
kind of armoured sheath which
prevented her from moving free-
ly and naturally. She wag com-
pelled to swathe herself in an un-

lovely, uncomfortable, and un-
healthy skirt which reached to
the ' ground - in front, and was

provided with a train-——whose
sole purpose appeared to be to
collect the dust and the microbes
off, floors and pavements.

A small  foot (often pinched
and deformed in a ' tight shoe)
might be allowed to peep out
now and then, but that was all.
If she raised her skirt an inch or
two when crossing a muddy road

she was instantly condemned as
“fast,” and the followers of the
late unlamented Mrs. Grundy

predicted that she would come to
no good.

We have only recently admit-
ted that she has legs, and even
now it is considered more proper
to refer to them as ‘“‘understand-
ingsg."”

QUITE suddenly woman was

freed frfrom all these tram-
mels of dress. At the same.time
she found herself allowed to do
thengs th/qt she had only valnly
dreatit™™of. She might go to a
dance without a chaperon, and
dance with the same partner as
often as she liked without pro-
voking a scandal.

It was freedom unheard of, and
like the schoolboy just home
for the holidays, she resolved to
make the most of it, and muke

the most of it she did, with, in
many cases, appalling results.
Often, far too often, she has

succeeded simply in making her-
self rather vulgar and rather
cheap. One of woman'’s main
charms is the mystery that sur-
rounds her; the mere man feels
that there 1is an unfathomable
side to her character that he will
never know, something ‘as elu-
sive and as attractive as the
will-o’-the-wisp. But if she casts
off all reserve the mystery de-
parts and she cheapens herself in
every way.

Lack of restraint in manners
and in dress results in vulgarity.
The short skirt is in itself an ex-
cellent thing, for it gives a free-
dom of movement which makes
its wearer naturally graceful. No
one, again, can deny that the
open-necked blouse has done a
great deal to improve the gen-
eral health of women. But
there are low necks and low
necks, short skirts and short
skirts—and why, oh why, are
the shortest so often ' worn by
those whose “understandings”’
least deserve to be paraded be-
fore the world?

AN hak had his freedom for

so long that he has grown

used to it, and he is prevented

from kicking over the traces to a

great extent by the painful shy-

ness that marks his young days.

The girl grows up much garner

than the boy. At fifteen she pos-

sesses twice the self-assurance of
her eighteen-yogar-oid brother.

Watch them together in the
company of others. She is per-
fectly self-possessed and any na-
tural shyness that she may have
is helped out by the knowledge
that she is attractive. He is red-
faced, tongue-tied, and miserable:
he doesn’t know what to do with
his hands, which seem several
sizes too large; and he cannot
forget the pimple on his nose,
which blossomed out, as they al-
ways do, just as he was setting
out for the party.

Men, too, in spite of.all their
boasted freedom, are in many
ways far more hide-bound- by
convention than women ever
were, At school and all through
life a man is forced to conform
to the usual type. He must dress
as they do, talk as they do, be-
have as they do.

If " heitries’ to" strike out’' 'an
original line in any of these things
he is certain to be accused of
“swanking,” and to be Jlaughed
out of it by his friends.
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Our Princess

COMPLEXION  PURIFIER

is ‘the preparation you require. It clears the

skin of freckles, moth patches and other dis-
colorations. Is an excellent home treatment for
blackheads,  rashes, pimples under the skin
eczema, ete.  $1.50 postpaid.. kK

We remove moles, warts, superfluous hair sue-
cessfully by Flectrolysis. Over 30 years' experi-
ence. Booklet ‘“A’* mailed free.

HISCOTT INSTITUTE. LIMITED
61H [ollege St., Toronto.

]

~cipal Court Bench

Woman is far luckier. She
must  follow certain broad lines,
but ske has plenty of scope for
originality. Supply . twenty wo-
men with identical clothes to
wear, and each will contrive to

give hers some little personal
touch.
VERY woman has in her a
strong desire to show her

individuality-——she wants to cre-
ate an effect. to be striking. And
if she lets this, desire run away
with her, she ends by shocking
people instead of exciting their
admiration.

Woman is still enjoying the
first delights jof freedom and 18
celebrating the occasion by do-
ing all the things that were pre-
viously forbidden, She is still
having a glorious time with her
new freedom, but she will settle
down ere long. |

The real womanly modesty 1s
there all the time, and, though
a few may have overstepped the
bounds, women are at heart as
good and as modest as they have
been since the world began.

WARE WONAN,
JUDGE WARNS
CARELESS MEN

Issues Volume to Exposc
Wily Females’ Traps.

JUD-GE ‘WILLIAM ' N, GEM-

MILL, of Chicago, who has
served many years on the Muni-
iniithat clty,
has assembled his experience for
the benefi\t of hig fellow-men and
put it in book form. The volume
has to do with affairs of the heart
and the many traps the wily. fe-
male sets for men.

First he advises all men to be
cautious in their language to a
woman. When she says some-
thing subtle, he adwises silence.

“Don’t ever tell a woman she
would look well at the altar,” ‘he
writes. ‘‘She can sue. you for
breach of promise and get dam-
ages. If you make a flattering re-
mark and ask her how she would
like to live in your house, you are
sunk. She can sue and recover
damages. According to law, he
is engaged to her. If he is en-
gaged and he finds ' something
wrong with her moral character,
.he is absolved.

“ TOHN RICHMOND clipped a

love poem from a newspaper
and sent it to Virginia Roberts.
The girl thought he wrote it. She
sued on that poem and recovered
$4,000.

“Emmanuel Johnson drove
Hulda Smith to see some lots he
had bought. He ‘asked her
‘which one do you prefer?’ She
told him. Although he never
asked her to marry him, she sued
on the lot and got $2,000.

“James Ellison said to a girl;
‘You say you are a good cook. T
love good cooks. They can have

me.’ She sued and recovered
$2,000. He never mentioned
marriage.”

i MAN also has recourse to the
law, but seldom takes it to
sue tor breach of a marriage pro-
mise. This fact almost bears out
the belief that the men are mar-
ried by the women. If they escape
they are delighted and never sue.
“There was a man who took ad-
vantage of thel law, and. he was
John Gross, of New York, who
sued Anna Hochstein for breach
of promise. Her answer was that
ge had deceived her, given her a
aste ring for a diamond, gave her
flowers he didn’t pay for, owed
his landlady and his tailor, and
had told her marvelous yarns
about his courage. The court held
that the promise of marriage, be-
ing based on mutual good. faith,
had been broken by him.”

HOUSEHOLD
JUGGESTIONS

IR

A PRETTY GARNISH.
Finely chopped parsley is such an
attractive addition that almost any
dish with a cream sauce will look
more appetizing if a little is added.

A TIP TO YOUNG SON.

Dad’s old fishing rod rveel is just the
thing to let out and wind the string
when flying a kite. The string will
not become knotted as it does when
wound over a stick.

AN UNAIRED ROOM.

To freshen the atmosphere of the
room that has been closed for some
time, put some ground coffee on a
saucer and in the centre place a small
piece of camphor gum. Light the
gum and as it burns the small amount
of coffee consumed with it, will pro-
duce a most refreshing odor.

MUCH MORE ROOM.

If you haven't much closet room,
the best solution for hanging clothes
is to run a pole through the middle
and hook coat hangers over it. An
old broom handle resting on a hook at
either side of the closet will fill the
bill. Incidentally, it is a splendid
method of keeping one's clothes free
from wrinkles as they must be hung
up correctly—or. not at al:

Nephew
of Strathmore is Her
Father.

By F. F. WETMORE.

N Edinburgh, the Scottish capital,

a most romantic legitimacy
case has come to decision in the
legal courts. A shopgirl has been
granted claim to the highest lin-
eage. She has -been formally plac-
ed in an exalted circle of nobility,
and even royalty. The affair, with
its accent of mystery, stands quite
in the tradition of that long cata-
logue of startling law suits in Bri-
tish aristocracy. :

A year ago England celebrated
one of its most glamorous wed-
dings. The Duke of York, second
son bf King George V. and Queen
Mary, married Lady Hlizabeth

' Bowes-Liyon. This nuptial rite rais-

ed the liveliest interest and ap-
plause in England. The young
Duke was extremely popular/ as
are all the children of the King
and Queen. He was unassuming
and amiable and a devotee of the
beloved British sports. The bride
~was the daughter of one of the
oldest and most aristocratic fam-
ilies of Scotland. The Bowes-Liyons, '
with an imposing list of peers
among their members, ranked as
the best of Britannic blood. And
now they were allied to the royal
family. One of their daughters
had become the Duchess of York
and possible Queen of England.
England, and especially Scotland,
responded with sentimental mus-
ings to this' congenial romance of
the kingly omnes, and the happy,
fortunate girl of the Bowes-Lyon
clan was celebrated with univer-
sal homage.

In the ancient, learned town of
Edinburgh lived a shopgirl, who
worked at a store counter for
meagre - wages, ate her frugal
meals, and read all the newspaper

narrations, full of splendor and
" circumstance, of the marriage of
King George’s son and Lady Eliz-
.abeth Bowes-Lyon.  An intense
eagerness filled her. Her thoughts
groped hpotly back into memory.
+ The name of Bowes-Lyon had
been mentioned very queerly in
her life.

ER own history, as it had been
told to her, was sufficiently
strange. Toward the énd of the
vear 1904, a Mrs. Collie, a widow

who lived at Edinburgh, received ;

‘a letter signed ‘Lizzie Mackay," a

name she did not recognize. The
writer stated that on the following
day she would call on Mrs. Collie
with a Miss Smeaton and an in-
fant child. The proposition was to
have Mrs. Collie rear the babe, a
girl, until it was five years of age,
when it would be taken from her
to be brought up in surroundings
of culture and education. The re-
muneration to Mrs. Cellie would
be six shillings a week. On the fol-
lowing day the two women ap-
peared with the child. The widow
accepted their proposal. She un-
derstood the infant to be  Miss
Smeaton’s. The little girl’s name,
was to be Constance. Lyon was
mentioned as her last name.
Mrs. Collie reared her charge,
Constance - Lyon, with dutiful

of; Present Earl

Glamis Castle
home of the Bowes-Lyons.

has been declared by Scottish law courts a

(the: Glamis of Shakespeare’s

‘“Macbeth’’),
To the right, Constance Mary Lyon, who

ancestral

daughter of, Hubert

Ernest Bowes-Lyon, and a legitimate member of the Bowes-Lyon clan.
T{er facial resemblance to the Duchess of York, who was formerly

Lady Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon,

Hubert Ernest Bowes-Lyon,
nephew of the Earl of Strathinore,
and first cousin of the Duchess
of York, proven by evidence to be
the father of Constance Lyon.

is very pronounced.

exactness. For a time the pay-

ments of six shillings a week came '

regularly from Lizzie MacKay,
then they fell into arrears. Mrs.
Collie agreed to reduce the rate to
four shillings a week. The little
girl reached the age of five, at
which time it had been said those
who had brought her would come
.to claim her, but no one appeared.
Mrs. Collie kept the child as her
own. Money came irregularly.

In 1912 the widow died, and the
child passed to the care of her
daughter, who was married to a
Mr. Henry Bain, a commission
merchant of Aberdeen. Constance
Lyon grew to blond-haired pretti-
ness, and after she had finished
with school she took service in a’
shop in Edinburgh. She worked,
and wondered who she might be.
Now, in this vague moody story

. Bowes-Lyon who was

{

““Burn the Make-up Campaign’’

the the

Make-up” is
which has a membership of 500 movie players pledged to
‘keep their complexions free from paint except when actually working

“Burn
Angeles,

- before the camera.

edict of the

‘“‘Be yourself” is the slogan.

Non-Make-up Club of Los

Collgen Moore, shown

building .a fire, founded the club. %

one thing was sharply clear in the
girl’s mind., She had been told that
in 1905, when she was one year
old, Mrs. Collie had taken her to
a rendezvous with her parents.
There was the Miss Smeaton’who
had brought the infant to the
widow, and there was a tall, sol-
dierly man, Mrs. Collie remember-
ed his name mentioned as Mr.
Bowes-Lyon.

HIS Constance Lyon was the
shopgirl who so eagerly read

the accounts of the resplendent
wedding of the Duke of York,
King George’s son, and Lady
Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon. She had
often mused about her mysterious
parents, especially about the man
of military seeming who was her
father; and now the union of the
Royal House of Windsor and the
Scottish House of Bowes-Lyon
raised her interest to an impas-
sioned ardor. Her father’s name
was Bowes-Lyon. Here certainly

were inferences to haunt the
brain of a humble Edinburgh
shopgirl. Might it be that behind
the dark mystery of her birth lay
the fact that she was of the aris-
/tocratic Bowes-Lyons? Might it be
that she was a blood relation of
this glamorous Duchess of York
— by marriage a kinswoman of
British royalty ? The rapturous
girl determined to find out.

With the aid of Mr. Bain, into
whose household she had come
after the death of Mrs. Collie, she
discovered that during the year
that preceded her birth there had
been stationed at Edinburgh, as an
officer with his regiment, the
famous Black Watch, Hubert Ern-
est Bowes-Lyon, third son of the
Hon. Hubert Ernest Bowes-Lyon
and grandson of the thirteenth
Earl of Strathmore. He was thus
the nephew of the present four-
teenth Earl of Strathmore. The
Duchess of York is the 'daughter
of this Earl of Strathmore.
Hence the Hubert Ernest
stationed
at Edinburgh during the year
preceding the girl's birth was the
first cousin of the Duchess of
York. The Miss Smeaton who was
the girl’s mother had lived - in
Edinburgh during this time.

HEN Mrs. Collie had taken

the year-old Constance Lyon
to visit her parents, Miss Smea-
ton and Mr. Bowes-Lyon, she had
been accompanied by her son-in-
law, Mr. Bain. And he now iden-
tified pictures of Hubert Ernest
Bowes-Lyon, cousin of the
Duchess of York, as the Mr.
Bowes-Lyon he had seen—in other
words, identified him as the girl's
father. The shopgirl then under-
stood that she was by blood the
second cousin of the Duchess of
York, and likewise by blood, a
marriage relation of the royal
family of Great Britain.

These were glories to intoxicate
a pretty shopgirl of Edinburgh.
But the shadow of illegitimacy was
cast over all the splendor. No
public honors could she claim over
the grandeurs of her family, no
part of the estate of her clan
could she claim.

Then Constance Lyon and her
benefactor made new discoveries.
In the year 1905, a month after
the birth of Constance Lyon, Hu-
bert Ernest Bowes-Lyon married.
He married Miss Smeaton of
Edinburgh. The wife died in 1914,
leaving her husband two recogniz-
ed children. Hubert Ernest Mal-
colm Bowes-Lyon and Douglas Ian
Gordon Bowes-Lyon. The husband
was alive.

The shopgirl’s parents had mar-
ried a month after her birth. Un-
der the Scottish law children born
out of marriage are legitimatized
by the subsequent marriage of
their parents, provided that at the

time of / birth there was no
legal forbiddance of the mar-
riage of the parents. No
cause for such legal forbid-
dance could be discovered in

the case of the parents of Con-
stance Lyon. The girl could have
herself formally declared Ilegiti-
mate. She could have the law
pronounce her by right of blood
and statute a full member of the
Bowes-Lyon clan, cousin of the
Duchess of York and relation by
marriage of the Royal Family of
England.

Thus |[the obscure shopgirl would
instantly become a personality,
with an interest in the Bowes-
Lyon properties and the glamor of
great family and even of royalty,
about her.

@ONSTANCE LYON appeared
before court in Edinburgh de-

-manding that her birth and legiti-

macy be declared. The father she

~ Constance Lyon Establishes Her Noble Birth
Duchess of York——
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named, Hubert  Ernest Bowes-
Liyon, made no contention against
her. The suit was not opposed.
The girl brought undeniable proof
of her case, including the certifi-
cate of her birth. The court grant-
ed her the position she claimed as
a Bowes-Lyon, and a relative by
marriage of the Royal House.
The father in the case has not
spoken. He preserves silence over
this * strange, shadowy romance,
now so vividly revealed. He has
no comment to make upon this
child who had been provided for
and hidden away in obscurity, and
who has so suddenly appeared.

The. Duchess of York, formerly
Lady Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon.

[ The Tulip Dress \ @
; - — )

NEAT AND ATTRACTIVE,
The bodice of this dress is made
of white crepe, printed with large
tulips and foliage in natural
colors. The skirt is of black silk

crepe,

|
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Li ’ of Frankness
- [LJorothy Dix| "
fatrimony

Because Most of Us Hate to F ace the Truth, We Are
Guilty of Making Our Wives and Husbands and
Children Deceive Us in a Thousand Litile Ways

YOUNG man was telling me about what a wonderful wife he had,
;' and he wound up his panegyric by saying:

“ A ND the best thing about her is that I don’t have to lie to her.
I can tell her the plain, unvarnished truth; and you don’t know
what a relief that is to a man, because
most of us are poor, bungling, amateur
Uars, who can never put up a convincing
lie, and we hate to do it. Makes us feel
rotten. But most women wish the role
of Ananias on their husbands and they
can’t get out of it, so you see why I am

burning joss sticks to my luck in having
. a wife that I don’t have to deceive.”’

CONGRATULATED him. I can conceive

of nothing that would do more to make
marriage a picnic instead of a penance
than to have a life partner who is big
enough, and broad enough, and intelligent
enough to stand for the truth, instead of
having to be continually placated by a thou-
sand little deceits. It takes time, and in-
genuity, and diplomacy, and finesse, and
effort to work a husband or a wife, yet the
peace of many households depends on this
being done, and upon the commonest facts being presented dressed up
in a fancy masked costume that disguises what they really are.

EN and women are always complaining that they are deceived by

their husbands and wives. When they are, it is almost always

their own fault. They will not endure the truth, and so they force
their wives and husbands to lie to them.

T does not add to a man's pleasure when he ig going to stay down-
town and play poker w;th the boys to have to phone to his wife that
some extra work has come up at the office, or a man has come in from
Ottawa whom he has to see, or that he has to sit up with a sick friend.
On the contrary, he loathes it. It leaves a bad taste in his mouth and
he has a contempt for his weakness in trying to deceive the woman who
trusts him, and a still greater contempt for her greater weakness in
demanding to be deceived. }

HE has made a lar out of him because she has not the sense to
realize that a man has a right to some personal liberty, and that,
no matter how much he loves his wife and his home, he likes to get
- off once in a while with men and enjoy men’'s fun in men’s way. It
would add immeasurably to his pleasure and to his respect and affec-
tion for her if he could frankly tell his wife just exactly what he was '
going to do and she would say, ‘“Fine. Have a good time. Hope you
will have a great game. (_Zome in softly and don’t wake me up.”’

UT not one man in a thousand dares tell the truth to his wife about
why he fails to punch the home time clock occasionally at the
appointed hour. If he did, friend wife would have hysterics all over:

the place and vision an evening’s harmless diversion as an unspeakable
orgy. And so husband lies to keep the peace.

ND just as wives make liars of their husbands, so do husbands
make liars of their wives. Women don’t like to deceive their
husbands one bit better than men like to deceive their wives.

HEN a girl gets married she expects to find her husband a wise,
tolerant, understanding, broad-minded man, with whom she can
deal on an honest, above-board platform. And she gets the shock of
her life when she finds that she has to camouflage every unpleasant
fact that comes up in their daily life, and that he has to be jollied into
doing the things that he ought to do, and that he actually wantsite have
the wool pulled over his eyes. X
Heaven knows, it is no fun to her to have to uséxthe tricks of a
harlot to get a new dress or a hat out of him. She despises herself for
being a legalized gold-digger and him for being an easy mark as she

does it. x
* ® *® * » L * *

Dorothy Dix’s Letter Box 1

e

DEAR DOROTHY DIX—I am engaged to a young man whom I love

very much and who seems to love me. ‘I made him promise to stop
smoking, and he did for quite a while. But the other evening we went
to a dance and while we were sitting among our crowd, and all the
other boys were smoking, he coolly brought out a cigarette case filled
with cigarettes and lighted one. ! ;

I was so angry I didn’t speak to him the latter part of the evening,
and he has not been to see me since. Whenever he gets angry he nearly
always stays away until. I do the making up. Must I make up with him
the first time I have a chance or wait for him to make up with me and
promise once more to quit smoking? SOMEBODY SAD.

|

5 }
AN SWer: /

Inasmuch as you are entirely in the wrong, you should be the one to
make the overtures toward a reconciliation. You are wrong because you
had no right to force him to promise you to quit smoking because you
happen to have a foolish prejudice against it.

Of course, smoking becomes a vice if it is carried to excess. So
does eating, so does water.drinking, so does exercise, so does every
good thing. But the most learned scientists, and those who have given
the greatest study to the éffect of the use of tobacco on the human
system, are agreed that smoking in moderation i& harmless and often
beneficial. So before you ask a man to sacrifice a pleasure find out
first if you are justified in depriving him of #.

EAR DOROTHY DIX-—I married a very pretty girl because I was
very much in love with her, but I find she has the worst disposi-
tion I have ever known. Nothing I do pleases her. She is hateful
to my family. She does not hesitate to make a scene if she gets angry
at any place, and it surely is embarrassing and makes me feel and act
like a whipped dog.

She has absolutely no control over her temper, and has never been
able to get along with her own family. I can’t see how I can go on
the balance of my life with her, but she has some very good qualities,
and I don’t want to break up my home. Is there any cure for her?

A WORRIED HUSBAND.

Answer: - }

The only cure for a temper like that is brute force, and. unfortu-
nately, our super-civilization does not countenance using that. So the
more of a gentleman a man 1is, the less fitted he is to deal with a
virago wife.

The trouble with us all is that we are cowards. We loathe scenes
and strife and arguments, and so we encourage the high-tempered to
give full rein to their passions.

A child with a violent temper soon finds that it can get whatever
it wants by kicking and screaming for it. It takes so much strength
and nerve and courage to cope with a high-tempered youngster that
the parents give up the attempt and let it go its way unchecked. When
it is grown it has established a reputation for bheing hard to get along
with, and everybody avoids rousing it as the easiest way of keeping the
peace. Then it gets married and terrorizes some perfectly innocent
man or woman, who will meekly submit rather than be in a perpetual
wrangle or publicly humiliated.

It has been my hard lot to be inlimately associated with several
high-tempered people, and I never knew but one who was cured. This
was a man who had literally Ekilled two sweet, gentle, lovely women
by his ferocious temper. He married a third wife, a red-headed woman,
with a temper so much more wviolent than his that she literally
terrorized him into hecoming a mild and gentle individual. £

It I were you, Worried Husband, I should tell my wife that I was
convinced that she had a form of insan®ty. and I would have an
alienist give her a thorough examination. Perhaps the prospect of
being locked up in a lunatic asylum would make her control herself.

DOROTHY DIX.
Copyright, 1924. o3t
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SAYS CANADIAN
~ SPORTS ATTIRE

NOT IMMODEST

English Girl Gives Inter-

esting Account of Brit-
ish Athletics.

HERE is nothing immodest
about the dress of Canadian
zirl athletes. At least, that is
the opinion expressed Ly Mrs. D.
J. Armour, an English-Canadian
girl, who has just returned from
a visift to her home in the Old
Tand. “As a matter of fact,”
said Mrs. Armour to The Sunday
World, “I.think that they're a bit
mid-Victorian about sporting dress
over heres. Over there we run in
short trunks, and generally in
much lighter garb than Canadian
gifls wear. Here the girls fre-
. quently wear big garments that
catch the wind. Then many wear
gartéers. English trainers won't
allow round elastic garters. They
claim that these cause  varicose
veins.”

Girls’ athletics are better or-
ganized in England, Mrs. Armour
gays, and yet the individual is
given more scope.

“The girls over here go in too
much for team-games. They don't
seem to have learned the value of
independent effort. You have
some excellent runners, but if T
have been properly informed run-
ning was ‘discovered’ here sud-
denly when your girls did so well
at the Exhibition races. There are
many other things that are just
waiting to be discovered in the
same way.

 “In HEngland we have got be-
yond - emulating the men. Ath-
letics are developing for girls to
suit their own need. We play or
we don’t play according to gur
taste, and not because of mascu-
line fancy. I don’t think Cana-
dian girls have got that far yet.
They still look to men for leader-
ship .in sport,

“Your system is different here.
In the Old Country a girl joins a
club whers all sorts of athletics
are gone into. Here, if she wants
to play softball she joins a soft-
ball team. If she wants to enter

. MRS. D. J. ARMOUR.

UNDESIRABLES
AT SUNNYSIDE
AR ANNOYING

Small Minority of Over-

competitive swimming, she joins

a §wimming ctub. Our clubs, s
a rule, take in all branches of
sport. | Thus it is necessary to

join only one. But when a girl
xcels in some sport, her coaches
will not let her waste her time
and her strength tinkering with
half a dozen others.

‘“We have many  clubs, and a
much higher percentage of our
female population actively inter-
ested in athletics, than you have
here. Over all is the Women’'s
Amateur Athletic Association; the
clubs are affiliated with it. Many
new clubs have grown quickly,
for England is on the crest of the
same wave of interest iny giris’
sports that has swept Canada.

“Among our team-sports are

net-ball, =~ hockey and rounders
(like softball)). But .we also do
a good deal of running of all
kinds, ineluding sprinting and
cross-country runs. Then there
ig eycling. 1 haye done 600 miles
on a cyele tour. There is also a

_big yecarly race from London to
Brighton. We also throw the
weight, discus and javelin. Scull-

ing is very popular.”

A great deal of care is taken of
the physical well-being of
athletes in England. Mrs.
mour stated that upon entering a
club a girl undergoes a medical
examination. Her progress in
athletics 1s carefully watched by
experienced coaches,

‘‘I believe,” concluded Mrs. Ar-
mour, ‘‘that the English\ system
gives .a . girl a more intensive
training than does yours, and at
the same time keeps her well
within the bounds of safety.”

Mrs. Armour has won many
medals and prizes and has bheen a
regular contributor to English
sporting magazineées that deal with
girls’ athletics. -

girl |
Ar- "

wrought Citizens For-
get Themselves.

By BILLY D'ALESANDRO.

T 18 a truiss of sport that fans |

get up an i{dol and then procded
to tear it down. This apjlles {o
teams as well as to individuals.
This sbirlt has bsen developed un-
til it has becoms a perniclous evil
in- girls’ goftball at ﬁunnyslda this
year,

The reason is hard to find, but
the fact remains that every time
certain successful. teams make
their appearance on the west end
diamond its playeérs are subjected
fto abuse that is not within the
bounds of common politeness and
courtesy, and certainly far beyond
the limits of sportsmanship. It
has created an unwelcome atmo-
sphers several games,
discouraging to athletes and offi-
cials alike. /

The boxfight fans of the worl
were golidly behind Jack Dempsey
in hig climb inte pugilistic heights,
but not long after he had toppled
Willard into the resin dust at To-
ledo ths young champion was sub-
mitted to verbal and written at-
tacks which questioned his. loy-
alty, his honesty and even his cour-
age. Babe Ruth heard the appro-
val of baseballdom in every major
league park and paper in ‘the
United States when he was malk-
ing his great record in 1921.. In
1922 he was booed and humiliated
all round the ecircuit. ; g

Therefore, it appéars that indi-
viduals and teams in sport can
offend by being nothing more than
successful. Such appears to  he
the case at Sunnyside, -and the
players, officials and well-mean-
ing fans are becoming disgusted.
Probably it is only thoughtlessness
on the part of thess ‘‘grandstand’’
managers and ‘“participant-bait-
ers.” Probably it is something
elge,
same,

These
would-bs
fact that
the sport

in

‘“bleacher-coaches’” and
umpires overlook the
the girls are playing for
and the fun that ean be

and is '

15 HER
FavorTe Sroer

AND SHE (5

HIGH SCORER IN -

TEE INTER - CHURGH
LEAGUE -

How 5ve :
CAN LAND ON EM.

Four HOME RUNS IN
ONE GAME —

TTHAT MARL
S TRIKE HAD
ME NERVOUS

~PltcHER FOR

i ey
s === CHAMPIONS
.&,\\__\’/ VEE N Easy
: ; C?-»Qr_w LEAGLE
ALSO ASUNDAY SUROOG

NEACHER

but the effect remains the

derived. The game itself 1s the
thing; spectators are incidentals in
comparison with softball itself. It
ceasesg to be amussment for a lady
splaying in amateur sport when per-
sons in the stand hurl invective
at them that labels the offenders

_as everything but gentlemen.

The problem, as could be expect-
ed, has also affected the umpires.
These ' officials are subjected to
this unwarranted abuse, but in
their case the barb does not pierce
so deeply. In a measure.they are
used to it. But nevertheless the
leagues’ officers are finding in-
creasing difficulty in obtaining
capable umpires. The arbiters in
many ‘cases refuse a return en-
gagement after one session of this
misguided ‘ loyalty to the losing
team.

It ig an evil that can only be
remedied by theé fans themselve/s.
A little common sense tinted with
sportsmanship brought to bear on
the situation would help immense-
ly. In the Beaches’ Men's Soft-
ball League players on the coach-
ing lines are forbidden to ‘'‘ride”
the' opposing players, even in a
friendly manner, for fear that the
crowd be worked up to the point
where their ‘“‘rooting’” becomes oh-
noxious. The result is a well-be-
haved and appreciative section of
spectators.

The condition applies not alonse
to Sunnyside. Other girls’ leagues
are affected.’ A, little more
thought and consideration by the
fans will make softball a better
and a4 much moré appreclated
game for the ladies who play it.

NO records of the Jewel Syn-

dicate would be complete
without some particulars of that
amazing man known far and wide
throughout = the underworld of
cosmopolitan crime as The Chief,
and to his more intimate associ-
ates as The ¥mperor. Here for
the first time is laid bare sonie de=
tails of his career. It shows the
gradual evolution of the thief into
the speclalist, with a passion for
organization—quite a new feature

in crime. 7

Thig cosmopolitan criminal died
in Italy, where for somé months
he had lived th obscurity, sur-
rounded by thé luxuries purchased
by the wealth obtained from his
robberies. It was not until after
his death that it was known for
certain he wasg the head of the
famous confederation of diamond
thieves who for so long had pitted
themselves against soclety and ths
detective ' forces of all civilized
capitals.

The following was written by
him. not long beforé his death,
and represents an unvarnished ac-
count of a career devoted to crime,
to which he brought to bear all
his acuteness of mind, together
with his love of adventure. His
nationality was a mystery, but
from facts which were obtained by
the police it would appear that his
mother was an Italian woman who
at one time lived in London, and
his father an American of Latin
descent.

“r COMMENCED to fend for my-

self”—declared the Chief in
the personal notes he made on his
career, and in which may be found
the well-known meglamania o.,t
the true erook—*at the age of ten.

At this age I was taken to New
York from I.ondon by an aunt.
My mother had died; my father,
a shifting creature who mysteri-
ously came and went at intervals
(I suspect he was a card-sharper
and travelled the liners of the At-
lantic) was also dead. Thus I was
thrown carelessly into the hands
of my dead mother’'s sister, a
woman who intended, as I soon
found out, to get rid of me as
soon a8 we were in America.

“In New York I was lost by my
relative. Joining a band of
Bowery kids I qulekly became a
juvenile outlaw, and existed by
thieving. ' My hands were against
all cops. 1 was in daily danger
of being caught and sent to an
orphanage. This 1 dreaded more
than anything else; for my street
companions told strange stories
of the horrors of existence in these

= BY MUNRO BLAIR
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L startling events.

: .In the final instalment of this enthralling series is set forth\
the life story of one of the most remarkable criminal figures;
ever cox.mected with dinmond stealing on an elaborate scale. B);
his genius for organization he built up the syndicate which

became both the despair of the police and th icti
he robbed of their sparkling treasures. n ose victims whom

exaggeration that his career was like a

It may be said without
movie story of incredibly

J ¢

vast buildings where the joy of
life was crushed out of children
by officialdom, T slept rough, be-
coming a nomad, and caring little
so long as I had something to eat
and a refuge at night.

“Stealing Dbottles of milk was
my main employment and T be-
came most proficient. I would sell
my booty for a few cents to tene-
ment dwellers, who of course knew
the fluid wasg stolen. T soon grasp-
ed the fact that the business need-
ed organization, and before long
i _had enrolled several juvenile
thieves who brought in their bot-
tles before most people were well
awake and to them I pald a fixed
price. Thug I was able to estab-
lish myself as the kid with brains,
and incidentally if anybody was
caught red-handed it was my un-
fortunate cat’s paw.

“THIOWEVER, ambitlon prompt-

ed me to rise to higher
things. When T was about four-
teen I was taken in hand by a

skilled ‘“filch”—or pick-pocket—
who worked the Broadway at
night, Under his skilled tuition

I learned to mingle with the night
crowds and relieve the unsuspect-
ing of their wallets and watches,
The booty I brought to my master,
who doled me out a portion of
the money rained from an aged
fence or freceiver of stolen pro-
perty-—a Jew living in a fine house
on the Riverside Front. I soon
grew dissatisfied with my portion,
however, and one day having taken
a beautiful diamond ring I went

“direct to the Jew and demanded

to be dealt with at first hand.”
‘“He gave me one hundred dol-
lars for the ring—and no doubt
I was migerably swindled, but the
sum of money and the glorious
sparkle of the diamond fired my
ambition. I can say with truth
that from that hour I was a dia-
mond thief—the lustre and sheen
of the gems fascinated me, All
my energies seemed concentrated
on the idea of perfecting myself
in acquiring precious stones which
could so easily ba converted into
large sums of money. It was at
this time that T first began to live
in an apartment—a squalid place,

2 J

.
it is true, but my first home-—in
3 mgnsion which was used as a
place of rendezvous for many
crooks. «
1ng were 'so crude that only can-
dour will permit me to specify
them. I even descended to play?

the part of the highwayman and
the thug.

“O)\N one occasion T noticed a

clubman who seemed to have

revelling good and plenty..
Apparently he wished to cool his
fevered brow with a walk, for he
dismissed  his luxurious -car and
started off unsteadily in the direc-
tion of West Drive. I had a neat
little sandbag under my coat and
followed his trail with the skill®
of a leopard. Three blocks later
I was close behind him. Making
sure there were no prowling copé
in sight, T suddenly struck at his
head. 'T-fc dropped like a log, and
on going through his clothes 1
folund not only a fat wad of crisp
notes, but a beautiful gold watch
and a fine ring. He came to while
I was making off, and for this 1
was gla‘d,_zm I had no ambition
to go to Sing Sing on a charge of
murder.

“The bartering of the booty led
to an acrimonious dispute with the’
Jew and I realized that my weak
spot was the liquidating of the
stu_ff I stole. It was the starting
point of my masterpiece in'crim-
inal organization—the perfecting
of a system whereby the best price
could always be obtained from
robberies. Needless to say it took
many vears to accomplish this.

o OWEVER, I had my ups and
downs. A falling chalr one
night proved my undoing and I

been

found myself looking down the
barrel of a gun. I did not at that
time carry a shooter, -or there ,

might have been murder done.
Instead I thréew up my hands. A
term of two years in Sing Sing
gave me time for reflection.

“On leaving I went gtraight to
my friend ‘The Nabob’ and asked
for .the loan of a thousand bucks

°

“My early methods of proceed- @&

and also for some money to en-
able me to travel to London: as a
diamond merchant of credit and

renown, To him I gave the out-
line of my scheme. e seemed
impressed and promised to act as
my New York agent. i

“I spent some time in London
looking around, - I soon decided
that the fileld was immense and
that the harvest must be great.
But I also discovered that Scot-
land Yard was Dby no means
asleep and that it would be nec-
essary to weave a very fool-proof

plan if I should realize my am-
bition: The International, Dia-
mond Syndicate, Unlimited. I

went 'to Amsterdam, Berlin and
Paris and in each of these places
.I interviewed certain respectable
merchants who were in fact con-
tinental fences recommended to
me by ‘The Nabob.” Gradually
1 laid the foundation for the sys-
tem of rapid liquidation of booty
which had always been my dream
and eventually proved a reality.
“While«dn London I had a mis-
adventure. It was my own fault,
and the jolt it gave me cured me
of running ‘after light-o’-loves—
the bane of most criminals.
“M WAS marking wealthy women
a fashionable West End
hotel—a dame who advertised her
riches by wearing some diamonds
that made my mouth water when
I intercepted a flashing eye-glance
from @ young girl who sat around
in the lounge waliting (as I know
now) for something to turn up.
‘Well, I fell for it, and got friendly
with Lady Desmond, as her. paste-
boards proclaimed. I got on
famously with her, and even con-
fided in her. Yes, confided!—this
will show the extent of my in-
fatuation. Eventually, one day,
she failed to show up for an ap-
pointment. 1 was waiting for her
in the lounge of a famous hotel
when suddenly I noticed a man in
conversation with the chief clerk
of the bureau. One glance was
enough—it was a big detective
from New York, and the very one
who had arrested me. He was
showing the clerk a photograph
and glancing in my direction. I
didn't walit to say farewell, but
made a dash for it. It was a hot
chase, but I got away.

in

“I turned up in Paris some
hours later, out of breath, but
cured of love adventures. Since

that day I cut them out of my life,
and I consider that to thig fact I
owed much of freedom from police
interference.”

“Three months’ continental work
enabled me to enroll eight pro-

fessional diamond stealers.. You
may be sure thig caused me some
head work and some heartache, I
sifted them as if I was a student of
the third degree. Finally I was
satisfied with my selection, and a
more comprehensive gang ' “of
speclalists it would be difficult to
find. 'Their names are well known
in the records of criminology-—
such experts as ‘Lally,” the gentle-
man thief; ‘Flash Harry,” the Jew-
ish professional, who finally ‘rat-
ted’ and went to the ' Grizzard
gang, and others whose exploits
are recorded in police annals and
in the tears of those who suffered
at their hands.” :

“With infinite labor I organized
a Bureau -d’Espoinage—a bright
idea on my part, and which proved
my greatest factor of success. 2y
enrolled all the camp-followers of
wealthy people—the malds, valets,
waiters. ladies’ companions, etc.,
—and paid them handsomely -for
information concerning sparklers
and the habits and movenients of
those who owned them. All this
information flowed into my ‘office’
in code. and was turned into read-
able stuff by ‘The Snank,” a dere-
lict I picked from the gutter, and
who had a nose for this sort of
stuff.”

“Soon the syndicate was in op-
eration. In London, Paris, Berlin,
and down along the sunny ‘Way
of the Blue’ where the fashionable
men and women gather, the ex-
ploits of ‘the hidden criminals be-
gan  to. be : reportetd. Here a
Duchess lost her gems while in
the train; there a mysterious bur-
glary deprived a great musical
comedy actress of her treasured

gparklery, received from a light
the British peerage; again . the
newspapers  bhrimmed with the

story of an amazing coup in Ber-
lin where a-princess was robbed
of some almost priceless heir-
loomg under circumstances of
mystery.

‘“The police began to sit up and
take notice. How I enjoyed it all
—the thrill of the exploits, the pre-
cision with which the coups wera
worked to their appointed end!
Besides, so perfect were my plans
that we got top .prices for the
stuff; how different from the old
days when the ‘fence’ always
managed to ‘do down’ the thief
who ran'the risk!”

this

ERE narrative of the

Chief abruptly ends. Much
that he later committed to paper
was destroyed at his own request.
In his later days the spell of the
opium sgeized him, and knowing
that he might one day fall into
unfriendly hands, he thought it
prudent to obliterate written mem-
ories which might prove incon-
venient. An artist in crime, he
brought to bear upon his profes-
sion, as he called it, a delicacy of
labor worthy of a better cause.
When he fell thréugh the down-
dragging lure of the julce of the
drowsy poppy, the gang rapidly
melted away.. He was the Chief;
without him th¥y seemed able to
do nothing.
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 YOUR SKIN YET?
~ IFNOT, DON'TI|

Sportswomen Who Yearn
for Tan Need Not
- Burn.

By ALEXANDRINE GIBB.
AVE you shed your skin yet?
LI have. This is the time of
year when the sun burns the skin
from ardent golfers, tennis play-
ergs and softball ‘stars—to say

nothing of scaleless mermaids. |
' If you have managed .to keep
your skin intact so far this sum-
mer you might just as well ¢ling
tightly teo /it for another season.
If your smarting flesh is like raw
beef you can alleviate the burning
by a simple application I discover-
ed too late to help myself.

Apply witch hazel bandages just
as soon as you enter the club-
house and above all before you
have a shower. Water on your
burns will cause additional burn-
ing and in some cases bring blis-
ters to the surface to trouble you
for days. Buy a large bottle of
witch hazel and &keep it in your
club logker. Dip your handker-
chief in it and apply liberally to
the scorching you received from.
the hot rays of the sun. Cold v
cream is always an asset, and if
used previous to your game will
to a certain extent prevent sun-
burn. /

The beauty of the witch hazel
treatment for those who long for
a nice brown skin in place of the
fiery red is that if it is applied im=-
mediately your skin will become
the desired shade without much of
the discomfort attached to the
usual attaining of the summer tan.

BEATRICE HEAD.

Third baseman for Hampden Park,
and ' a reliable bat wielder.

The Art of Swimmzingw

| The B‘e's.tL

Ways to Acquire the Best and Latest
Strokes and How to Improve.

_LESSON No. 3
System of Elementary

S

 Schooling in Swimming.

wyg

By L. DE B. HANDLEY.
Coach of American Women’s
Olympic Swimming Team
and Ieading Authority
“on Natation.

RACTICAL, and comparative

tests with many methods of
elementary schooling in swimming
have demonstrated conclusively
that the crawl system Is best.

Experiments have shown that
the beginner taught by means of
the crawl not only acquires the
rudiments of watermanship in the
shortest time, but gains proficl-
ency far more rapidly also. There
can bé no question, therefore. con-
cerning the advisability of follow-
ing the crawl method.

In undertaking to learn to swim,
the novice should not overlook
the importance of seeking favor-
able conditions for practice, or
progress may be needlessly re-
tarded. : {

Confidence iz one of the greataest
factors in gaining skill, and noth-
ing so makes for confldence as
bodily .comfort and a feeling of
security. ;

A pool affording waist-deep
water  at approximately blood
temperature provides ideal ocon-
ditions, as the knowledge that bot-
tom is within easy reach inspires
;-g sense of perfect safety and the
Jack of a chill in the water in-
creases assurance and miflitates to-
ward n‘nmcular relaxation.

If no pool answering such re-
gquirements 7 ig  available, effort
should be made to find soms
peach offering the wanted condi-
tions as early as possible and also
some upright surface such as a

e

Regarding the

THELDA. BLEIBTR;EY, Amer-
ica’s pioneer female aquatic
star, is ‘the greatest professional
woman swimmer in thaaworld,” ac-
cording to an annc;uncement we

read recently.

That is certainly a difficult title
to contest. For one thing, Miss
Bleibtrey probably can teach the
rest ‘of her sex almost all there is
to know about swimming. But for
another thing, the number of well
known &portswomen who have
turned professional is almost neg-
ligible.

Aside
only -other

Miss Bleibtrey, the
recall is

from
swimmer we

/' Annette:Kellerman. Other’fields of

sporting activity have been invad-
ed hardly at all by the woman
professional, Mrs. May Sutton
sundy's sister is the only tennis
player of nbte we know who has
undertaken to educate = in that
sport, (in golf there is nary a one.

L reason for this overwhelm-

ing amateurism in women's

sporting ranks undoubtedly is that
the women, when it comes to tak-
ing lessons, helieve they can learn
more from the men. A second very
important reason is that profes-
sionalism is never likely to. tempt
the average woman athlete. She is
too much interested in the game
for its own sake. And that is as
it should be. ¢

We do believe, however, there is
room for women professionals, in
gome sports, notably golf and ten-
nis. To. the largest number of!
women these two games do not
come naturally. A good player,
we contend, is born good. But
since most of us are not naturally
talented, some professional teach-
ing will help considerably.

A man professional cannnot pos-
«ibly teach a woman as much
about a correct game of golf as a
good woman player can. Why?
Because the problem is not the
same in both cases. The swing is
different, the physical equipment
is different, and even the mental
attitude ig different. Golf courses
are designed to fit women's play.
‘Why not methods of teaching?

ANENT this subject of teaching
and taking lessons, a club-

THE SPORTSWOMAN

(Title registered)

Demand and Supply of Female “pPros’’—What
Not to do in a Bunker-

By NITA HOWARD.

/

Mi HELEN WAINWRIGHT ILLUSTRATING POSITION OF
ARGSMS,‘SND LEGS IN CRAWL STROKE WHILELEXTENDED O
oy : SPRINGBOARD./

mate of ours who never took a golf
Jesson and who never intends to,
put her opinion this way:

U] don't think lessons teach you
much. Practice is much more im-
portant. Getting out on the course
and hitting the ball around ig sure-
ly more instructive than watch-
"ing some professional trying to
make a living by wasting half of
the tims he is supposed to bs
spending on your lesson, for which
he charges at the rate of half a
dozen golf balls for each lesson.
Practice is the thing.”

With which we disagree, vlol-
ently. It is quite true that the
vast number of women come away
from their goif lessons, no matter
how 'many or @ how expensive.
knowing only how to swing. They
swing beautifully, but not where
the/ball is. Yet, if they keep at it,
théy cannot help but learn.

Nothing is so important in any
sport as the fundamentals. And
unless you are a, natural-born
player, only a teacher can start
you right. That is why we think
the average woman should learn
by lesson. The younger she gets
started right, the better.

HERIE are certain things to be

done when your ball gets in a
bunker. " These are not the ones:
' First, get very angry at the ball.

Second, take a hard, wild swing
at it. This will enable you to hfh
jt much deeper into the sand. Do
this again, if still angry.

Third, decide to get way under
the ball, and dig so deeply into the
sand that the ball moves one inch.
By this time, having taken three
strokes, throw your niblick away.

Fourth, take ' a straight, full
swing, and follow through as
though you were driving off the
tee.' This will cause the ball te
move from the bettom of the
bunker and nest quietly on a
clump of crass on the front of the
trap.

Fifth, swing again. If you are
lucky, the ball will come out. That
makes five strokes. Just call it
one, Why spoil the fun of the
game?

There really is nothing to do
with a bunker but come out of it.
It requires an easy forward and
lifting shot that is simple enocugh
to learn earfy in the game.

OF BODY,
N A

[

dock, wall, rock pile, etc., from
which to push off in getting under
way. The body floats a deal easier
when starting momentum s im-
.parted to it:

The first step of the proapective
swimmer should be to stand with
bac® to pool side or upright, bend
one leg at the knee, resting the
foot on wall, then extend the arms
forward on the surface, hands
touching, take a deep breath, sub-
merge the face and push off
smartly with ralsed foot, immedi-
ately stretching out full length,
with body forming a straight line
from fingers to toes.

Under the impetus of the push-
off even the tyro will glide along
for a few yards without sinking
and be miade to realize that it is
easy to stay afloat. The experi-
ment also gives the correct idea
of the position to assume in swim-
ming the crawl.

After gliding motionless a few
times the kick is taken up. Again
starting with a push-off-——one al-.
ways should In getting under way
—and once more stretching out
flat, face submerged, the novice
sets to threshing the legs up and
down alternately, but simultane-
ously, so that one will rise as the
other drops. The legs are held
almost straight, but completely
relaxed, allowing for some play at
knees and ankles; the feet are
pointed and turned the least bit
inward, pigeon-toed. The thrash -
should be rather fast, but easy,
applying very little energy, and
the distance between heels should
not exceed eight inches at full
opening. Most people are able to
perform this action at the first
trial.

Next one tackles the arm move-
ments and it is .advisable to first
try’ them standing, but bent for-
ward #rom the waist. Thrusting
one arm forward along the sur-
face, the other backward, and
turning the head toward the lat-
ter, one proceeds to sweep the
arms alternately in circles. each
passing close to the thigh in the
downward and backward move-
ment, well above shoulder-line in
the upward and forward inotion
The head is turned to the right
throughout the forward half
circle of the right arm, to the
left through the same act of the
left arm.

This timing of the head turns 1s
particularly important, as it con-
trols to a large extent the equilib=-
rium of the body in . swimming.

So, soon ag the head and arms
are working in unison, one ai-
tempts the action in combination
with the leg drive, starting as
usual from a push-off ‘and setting
the feet in motion first.

It is advisable to roll heavily
from side to side, keeping the deft

shoulder down and  the head
twisted to the right during the
entire forward above-surface

sweep of the right arm, then
rolling over and holding the op-
posite position throughout the
forward sweep of the left arm.

‘When the head, arm and leg
movements can be combined for
half a dozen consecutive strokes it
is time to introduce - swimming
respiration. J

As it is necessary to breathe in
by mouth, out though the
nostrils, an unfamiliar praeess, it
will help to first acquire the knack
while standing on bottom. Ons
takes a quick, deep breath by
mouth, closes mouth, then dins
the face ' and . exhales slowly
through the nostrils under water.
When free bubbling at the nose
imarks the exhaling, standing
practice is concluded.

The novice now takes a few
strokes, noting on which side he&
or she -rolls more readily and se-
lects that side for inhaling. But
when breathing is started the
head no longer turns to both sides.
It is twisted to inhale, remaining
twisted throughout the forward
movement of the arm on that side,
but it then returns to normal and
stays straight, face submerged,
while the other arm glides for-
ward and the swimmer exhales
through the nostrils under water.

The introduction of swimming
respiration completes the elemen-
tary schooling, and most begin-
ners cover the ground in one or
two half-hour sessions. After
that it is a case of gradually per=-
fecting the action in compliance
with the requirements of the stan-
dard crawl.

This is the third of a series
of articles on the art of swim-
ming. The fourth will describe
the standard action of ayms in
swimming the crawl stroke.
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the  ‘‘fam-
chauffeur,
having been
summarily dis-
missed a week
previously, Val-
eria Latham was
cleaning the two-seater
her father had given her for a
twenty-first birthday present a
month before. during the
week she had cleaned and driven
the limousine, ~ which now
stood in the steam-heated garage,
and although Valeria enjoyed mo-
toring, she! had no more use for
car-cleaning than has any girl
who regards her manicure set as
an important aid to beauty.

A month before her brother
Jimmy—Ilearning stock-brol{ing in
London—had arrived for one of
his rare week-ends at home at
Horton Lancing, raving about the
wonders of an old school pal of
his, Featherstone, who,
being with a fat income
and cursed with the wander-lust,
had adopted exploration of the
Amazon and hazardous specula-
tions in Brazilian enterprises in-
stead of prospecting in the Wild
‘West of London.

‘“He’s a wonderful chap Jim-
had announced. ‘“Doesn’t
know what fear is! Handsome as
a god, in'a thin, rugged sort of
way, you know—hard eyes, strong
jaw sort of thing. Lived for a
year among savages known to be
partial to a nice bit of underdone
white man, and finished’ by refus-
ing’ to be their chief. /Oh, he's a
marvel-—said all sorts of nice
things about you, Val!”’

“But I've never seen him or he
‘me!” ejaculated Valeria, flushing.

“I know that, but he'’s seen the
photograph of you I have in my
rooms. He says you’re the most
beautiful girl he’s ever seen. You'd
love him."”

Here, she told herself, was a
real A superman. One to
whom the dissipations of civiliza-
tion-dwelling males were utterly
foreign. In short, though never
having seen him in the flesh, Val-
eria Latham fell wildly in iove
with her mental image of this
wonderful Keatherstone. Thoughts
of him occupied her mind to the
exclusion of all else, and with her
mother’s consent she instructed
Jimmy to bring his hero down to
Horton Lancing. Jimmy had
promised to do so, and with flut-
tering heéart Valeria had awaited
the materialization of her dream
king, and then'/, three days ago the
horrible awakening had come.

NE short paragraph in the

morning paper had shattered
her idol. In bald words it was re-
corded that the police had raided
a gaming house in the West End,
and among those present was one
who although being in an advanc-
ed state of intoxication had got
away as far as his flat. He had
heen followed and captured there,
and had then announced his name
as Malcolm Featherstone. Subse-
quently he got off with a fine of
fifty pounds; but Valeria'’s dream
was turned to nightmare,

Of ¢ourse,” Mrs. Latham had
remarked on hearing the para-

graph read, ‘it’s quite impossible
for us to receive such a dissolute
person here. ¥ must write and
tell Jimmy not to associate with
him; he’ll corrupt the dear boy.”
‘“Yes,” agreed Valeria, dully.
“He must be a regular beast.”
Jimmy had been instructed ac-
cordingly, and, although Valeria
had found no difficulty in dismis-
sing Welsh for his lapse from
grace, she found it impossible to
dismiss Malcolm Featherstone

THE CAUSE OF SICKNESS

Almost Always Due to Weak and
Impoverished Blood.

herself

Twice
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Apart from accident or illness due
to infectfon, almost all ill-health
yrises from“one or two reasons. The
mistake that people make is in not
realizing that both of these have the
same cause at the root, namely,
poor blopd. Either bloodlessness or
some other trouble of the nerves will
be found to be the reason for almost
pvery ailment. If you are pale, suf-
fering from headaches, or breath-
lessness, with palpitation = of the
heaxt, poor appetite and weak diges-
tion, the cause is almost always poor
blood. If you have nervous head-
mches, neuralgia, sciatica and other
nerve pains, the cause is exhausted
nerves. But run down nerves are
1lso a result of poor blood, so that
lhe two chief causegs of illness are
pne and the same.

If your health is poor; if you are
pale, nervous or dyspeptic you
should give Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills

fair trial. These pills act direct-

on the blood, and by enriching it
glve new strength to worn out
nerves. Men and women alike
rreatly benefit through the use of
this medicine. If you are weak or
niling give Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
a fair trial and you will be pleased
with the beneficial results that will
speedliy follow.

If your dealer does not keep these
pills you can get them by mail at 50
cents a box from The Dr. Williams’
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

" the

from her mind. Therefore, the
angry glint in her eyes; the trucu-
lent pout of her lips as she finished
cleaning her car. y

“Hang men!” she muttered
aloud, striving to push the car
back into the garage. The ma-
chine refused to budge an inch,
and with all her force Valeria
tugged at it. “They are always
causing worry and trouble!” she
gritted, still pushing. Then, as
two-seater refused to move
she straightened herself prepara-
tory to another attemmpt. “Yes,
hang men!” she gasped.

“Permit me, Miss!”

At the sound of ‘a deferential
masculine voice Valeria jumped
round and met the respectfui and
perfectly solemn eyes of a young,
clean-shaven, ruddy-faced man,
He [had removed his cap,showing
a thatch of close-cropped dark
hair, a stiff white collar and neat
black tie surrounded his neck, and
his tightly-buttoned clothes of
dark tweed, well-polished boots
and alir of alertness proclaimed
him in large letters ‘“‘manservant.”

Instinctively Valeria knew he
was what Jimmy’s activities. in
chauffeur-hunting had resulted in,
and irritation at being caught in
the undignified position of heav-
ing at a recalcitrant car brought
a sharp note to her voice.

‘Who are you?’” she asked
brusquely. i

“Name of Crew, Miss,”’ replied
the young man. ‘Mr, Latham in-
structed me to ' present myself
here for a month's trial as chauf-
feur.”

“Do you mean Mr. James Lath-
am?”’ sald Valeria. ;

‘“Yes, Miss.”

“Then why didn’t you say so?
Mr. Latham is in America. Try
to be explicit!” Valeria spoke
sha;ply, annoyed at this servant’s
air of superior tolerance. KEven
now there was something infuriat-
ing in his calm acceptance of the
correction.

ILLIAM CREW slid into the
order of things at Horton
Lancing with the smoothness of a
well-oiled engine, and after her
first brusquerie, Valeria's attitude
toward him became first tolerant
and then Xamiable. Inside a week
she found herself rather admiring
Crew’s clean-cut type, his obvious
efficiency, his deferential manners
and lack of anything approaching
airs or sycophancy.
Valeria was a keen golfer, and
although she was quite capable of-

driving the smaller car to the golf

club-herself, it became a practice
for Crew to take her to the:links

each morning and call for her
later in the day.
The reason she gave to her

mother for this alteration of habit,
for before the coming of Crew she
had always driven herself, was
that it disciplined the new chaffeur
and kept him from getting slack:
but really, in an effort to forget
Featherstone, she had become in-
terested in this silent,
man-servant. She told herself that
it was her duty as a girl of edu-
cation to improve the mind of in-
feriors with whom she .came. in
contact. The drive to and from
the linK’ Yave her an opportunity
of doing %o. -

‘“Do you like service in England,
after your travels, Crew?” she
asked one morning as, sitting be-
side him in the car, she watched/
his calm, impassive face. 5

Without shifting his eyes from
the road ahead Crew answered
gravely. \

“I'm perfectly satisfied,
you, Miss,” he replied.

“You don’t find things dull?”

Valeria watched his face as she
spoke. He really was extraordin-
arily good-looking.

“A slight lack of intelligent com-
panionship. Miss,” he- answered.

“If you have any inclination to-
ward reading I could lend you
some books. Good books, you
know."

‘T should be honored, Miss."”

ALERIA glowed. How simply

splendid to help mold the mind
of this man who, though traveled
and experienced, was naturally of
the limited outlook of his class!

“T'll look some out thew,” she
said. “Tell me, Crew, compared
with other countries, how does
England strike you?” '’

“Favorably, Miss. The old coun-
try has much to recommend it.”

The chauffeur’s tone was that of
a man who has observed closely
and speaks from a considered opin-
ion. “I have been about the world
a good deal, but desire to settle
down in England,” he added.

“Why?” asked Valeria.

‘“‘Oh, for many reasons, Miss. The

thank

country is more beautiful. The
girls are more—" Crew stopped
abruptly, and with a gleam of
mischief in her eyes Valeria
prompted him. :
“Yes, Crew,” she queried, ‘“the
girls are what?”
. T was about to observe, Miss,

that the English type of feminine
beauty is very much more to my
taste than that of other countries.”

efficient -

Crew stretched forth two long arms, gatherecj Bobby Mason up

Valeria was silent, but ‘a little
thrill of pleasure made itself felt
deep down. She had for a second
glimpsed the man behind the ser-
vant.

“You are evidently a man of
observation, Crew,” she sald with
a smile.

“Yes, Miss,” replied Crew a little

deliberately. “Beauty in every form
appeals to me.” 2

Speaking, Crew shot a fleeting
glance at Valeria, | There 'was
nothing in the least disrespectful in
the look; but something in those
steady eyes wiped patronage from
Valeria’s mind and left her trem-
bling and flushed. For that second
she felt she was talking with a
man of her own class. Metaphor-
ically speaking, for that instant
Crew shed his chauffeur’s cap and.
livery coat. 1

Thought  was suddenly jarred.
Crew had allowed the car to burap
into a pot hole.

“I’m sorry, Miss,” he said. ““These
roads are extremely bad.”

Valeria, thinking of the' photo-
graphs of Featherstone she had ad-

mired, the stories of Featherstone
to which she had thrilled, mentally
regarded Crew as the hero. Oh,
why hasn’t Featherstone the con-
trolled \dignity of Crew and Crew
the education, birth and position of
Featherstone?

UT facing facts as they *were,
Valeria looked out some of her
books which would not be a great
loss if defaced by dirty thumb-
marks, and taking them down: to
the garage, extracted a promise
from Crew to read them It was
something in the way the chauf-
feur handled her books  'which
brought ,a flush to her face.
was really’ a— ‘“Oh! If only he
wasn't a chauffeur!” she thought.
And if Crew had already won
Valeria’s interest and respect dur--
ing the week which followed he
also found fdvor with Mrs. Latham.
In a thousand little ways he show-
ed ‘tact and consideration. And
then one morning he set the seal
to his value.

Having taken Valeria over to the
links as usual, he returned to find
Mrs. Latham in a flurry over. a
newly arrived cable from her hus-
band in America.

“Oh, dear!” she said when Crew
presented himself for orders. I
really don't know what to do. This
cable has just come from my hus-
band. It’s in code, and although
we have the code bhooks here, I
don’t know which it is. . The whole
thing is Greek to'me. 1 think,
Crew, you must fetch Miss Valeria
from the links at once. It may be
trgent!”’

“I hardly think that should be
necessary, Madam.” Crew spoke
in his usual calm, efficient way.
“May I be permitted to see the
cable 2y iy

Mrs. Latham, ' accustomed to
lean ion peobple, handed over the
flimsy without demur.

Shyiss Ti8n AL B @ icode.
Madam,” he said after a brief
‘and interested glance. “If youx

have the book I will decipher it
for you.”

The book was produced and in
a few minutes Crew had written
out the translation and handed it
to his mistress.

“Tell James take up Feath-
erstone’s Brazilian options.

“Latham.”

“There you are, Madam,” said
Crew. ‘‘Apparently it refers to
some business transaction which
Mr, James will understand. I

would suggest you advise him.”
“Really, Crew,” smiled Mrs.
[Latham, gazing at the chauffeur

He '\

.dance;

. hope we

in a fascinated®'sort of way, ‘‘you
are most capable. I must really
increase your wages at the end
of the month.”

‘“Thank you. Madam.’\' said
Crew, and returned to the garage

. with' a smile on his lips

Hearing of this incident on her
return from golf, Valeria agreed
that as a servant €rew was a
find. Privately she told herself
that for some girt he would be
a find as a husband: but. of
course, she decided, the class
from which he would choose a
wife would hardly appreciate his
qualities. “Qh,” - she ''thought,
once more. ‘if only Crew wasn’t
a chauffeur!”

ESIDES Valeria Latham’s

beauty, the fact that she
played an "astonishingly good
game of golf made her extremely
paopular among the young bloods
of the golf club. These, being a
modern girl, she treated as good
friends rather than potential
husbands.

Most of her male pals knew
just how she felt toward them
and accepted her as a ‘‘jolly
good chap’; but one, Bobby Ma-
son, was one of those tensely sus-

ceptible youngsters ‘who take
every inconsequent  glance and
light word as a soul message

and declaration of passion.

This had always rather amused
Valeria; but when two days be-
fore the Whitsuntide Club dance,
when her mind was still full of
Featherstone and Crew, he sud-
denly stopped in the middle of a
round and proposed to her, .she
was annoved. /

‘“Oh; dear Bobby!” " she said.

“Please don’t be so intense. We've |

always been good pals,
always shall
there never
er—deeper.”

“Why not?” Bobby had asked.

and I
-be; but
can be anything—

‘“‘Because I ‘don’t love you,”
sald Valeria. “Now come along
and' play up; I'm two up al-

ready!”

Bobby took this dictum with as
good a grace as he could muster;
but he was a spoiled young man
and contrived to show Valeria
that he considered himself ill-
used.

But ‘beyond thinking Bobby
rather an ass for his behavior,
Valeria thought little more of the
matter until the night of the
then seeing a Supplica-
tion for kindness in his eyes she
unbent and gave him the supper
dance and the last ‘extra.”

Crew had driven her

: over in
phe car, and was going to call
for her again - -at 2 o’clock. She

,had experienced some trouble in

getting her mother’s' sanction to
attend the dance minus a chap-
erone, rand the only thing which
made made it possible to Mrs.
Latham’s mind was that ‘‘that
capable Crew’” would be at the
wheel of the car going and re-
turning.

The effects of two dances with
Valeria had soothed Bobby Ma-
and

son, during the “extra,”
[e_elmg that he was deserving of
kindness, Valeria consented to

his sefeing her home in the car.
. As is the case with most sport-
ing club dances, they rather over-
ran the clock, and when at last
Valer}a and Bobby entered the
luxurious interior of the car, it
was well past 3 o’clock.

EATING herself, and feeling

the smooth running of the

six-cylinder car, Valeria was
seized with a sudden whim. It
would be nice to go home the
long way, by way of Dallow Hill,
and watch the sun rise over Mer-
riton Moor, she thought, and
acth}g on the spur of the mo-
ment, she raised the speaking
tube and gave Crew the necessary
instructions.

Touching his cap in “acknowl-

and bumped him into the road.

edgement of the order. Crew
swung the big car round, and a
sudden smile flickered across

Bobby Mason’s face. hut he  took
good care Valeria didn’t see it,
and spoke with a steady voice.

“By gad, that will be top-hole,
Val,” he said, settling down into
the depths of the cord wuphol-
stery. “You've been jolly nice to
me this evening. I wish you’d
reverse your decision about my

proposal.” :
“Don’t . let's talk ' of ' that;

Bobby,” she said. “I = meant

every word I said then. You're

a nice pal; but as a husband—"

With a quick movement Bobby
tried to get possession of Ther
hand; but Valeria avoided his
grasp.

*“I don't believe you girls know
what you do want,” he said,
flinging himself back angrily.
“You jolly well want teaching!”

“Don’t be rude, Bobby,” said
Valeria. “If you don’t behave
vourself T shall stop the car and
have you put out.”

Anger snapped
eyes, and for a second or two,
while the car having mounted
Dallow Hill, slowed down to en-
able its occupants to see the glory
of the raising sun, he sat silent.

Valeria saw the red glow over
the deep green of half-lit moor-

into Mason’s

land; saw the goldlined clouds
asprawl across the sky: was
vividly conscious that Crew’s

lean face was turned toward the
riot of color; recalled his words
about beauty appealing to him,
and was glad the notion of com-
ing this way had .occurred to her,
and then, abruptly, she felt
Bobby Mason’s arm ‘around her
waist; felt her chin forced back
by his other hand, and the next
instant

his hungry lips were
pressing hers.
‘“This i1s what you want.”. he
laughed truculently, ‘‘caveman
stuff1”

UT the next instant he was in
receipt of a little cavewoman
treatment. « Valeria’s left hand
had come Into violent contact with
his face;) her right shoulder, sud-
denly hunched; drove into his chin.
“You beast! You cad!” she cried.
“How dare you? Get out of the
car''at once!l”

+Thrown back panting, reading
the anger in hef eyes, Bobby Ma-
son gazed at her venomously.

‘“Nothing doing, Val,” he said.
“You may be able to play with
other fellows, but.not with me.”

“Play with you! Play with you!’”’
gasped Valeria' in horror.

With a grin Bobby Mason lean-
ed forward toward her, and seiz-
ing her in ‘his arms strove to kiss
her again. For one wild second
Valeria struggled in silence, and
the smoothly the car came to a
standstill.

Abruptly Bobby released his hold
and, robbed of mobility, Valeria
watched Crew get out of the driv-
ing seat; watched him approach
the door on Bobby's side; felt the
sudden rush of morning air as the
door was opened, and then gasped
as with. calm deliberation Crew
stretched forward two long arms,
gathering Bobby Mason up as
though he had‘been an ailing c¢hild,
and dumped him into the road. '

“This is: where you alight, sir,”
he said with a faint smile, and the
same calm dignity as that with
which he announced the reaching
of a destination to Mrs. Latham.|

Too astonished to speak or move,
Valeria watched Bobby Mason,
cursing with amazement and af-
front, struggle to his feet; saw
him aim a vicious kick at Crew;
saw his foot gripped by a lean
strong hand, jerked forward and
upward and  then as he waved
frantically for equilibrium, saw
Crew catch him by the coat collar
and heave him reeling across
the road to vanish with a squelch
into the ditch.

Then the paralysis of astonish-
ment and outrage slipped away.
Only was she conscious that one of
her own caste, cad as he had
shown himself to be, had been
assaulted by a man of lesser breed;
manhandled’ by a menial, and in
a second she was on her feet.

“How dare you!” she flared at
Crew. ‘“How dare you!”

With narrowed eyes Crew re-
garded her white, passionate face.

“T imagined I was doing you a

il
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service, Miss,” he said calmly. ‘It
had not occurred to me you were
a consenting party. I'm sorry.”

Valeria flushed deeply.

ST wasn’th 1 wasnit!?| she exs
claimed furiously. ‘“But—but you
had no right to act as you have
done without my instructions.”

In silence she watched Bobby
Mason, - crumpled and muddy,
scramble from the ditch.

“Shall I invite the-er-gentleman
to re-enter the car, Miss?” inquired

. Crew: calmly.

Valeria coldly,
“put  you have allowed my mo-
ther’s praise foor your apparent
ability to go to your head. Who are
vou to lay hands on your—your—""

“No,” replied

“My : betterd Miss?” suggested
Crew helpfully, y
For a second longer Valeria

glared. at him; then turning- she
reseated herself.

“Take me home, please,”
gaid, a tremor in her voice.

“YVery good, Miss,”’ said Crew,
and closing the door he paused
for an instant to watch Bobby Ma-
son footing it sulkily down the
lane, and then, slipping into his
seat, drove on.

Sitting watching Crew’s back,
Valeria knew the films had, during
the last few seconds, slipped from
her eyes. Crew was, to her, no
longer just a chauffeur. He was
a man, a man who had protected
her physically; a man whom in
the flesh and in fact had showed
himself possessed of all the qual-
ities with which she had mentally
endowed Malcolm TFeatherstone.

WACHING home, and entering
R the hall, Valeria knew by the
smell of tobacco smoke and the
presence of his hat and coat that
during her  absence, Jimmy, her
brother, had arrived on one of
his unannounced visits.

She was too tired, too excited
by the happenings of the last hour,
to speculate as to the cause of his
visit. She supposed he was treat-
ing himself to a long Whitsuntide
holiday. Then, as mounting the
stairs she thought of Crew, she
recalled the cable he had decoded
for her mother; possibly Jimmy's
presence - had something to do
with that; but reaching her room
she dismissed the subject from ‘her
mind; and although after getting
into’ bed  thoughts of ' Crew,
Teatherstone and Bobby Mason
filled her mind. she at length fell
asleep.

But not for Iong.. The sun com-
ing through her bedroom window
aroused her, and glancing at the
little carriage clock on her mantel-
piece she saw it was ‘half-past 8.

Recalling recent events, she was
thankful for Jimmy's presence in
the house. She must find him and
tell him about the affair between
Crew and Bobby Mason. She was
very doubtful whether they ougl}t
to retain a servant who had laid
violent hands on one of thpir per-
sonal friends. Yet, dressing, g'he
dreaded the idea of dismissing
Crew: it would be to her almost
a personal "loss:

Her dressing completed, she
walked . down the landing, knock-
ed at Jimmy’s door, and was sur-
prised to find the room ‘empty,
although the scent of cigarette
smoke proclaimed he' had only re-
cently vacated the crumpled  bed.

Descending to the hall, AEllen.
the housemaid, told her Mr. James

she

"had gone down to the garage, and

without a hat Valeria followed.

HE garage yard was empty,

. 'and  crossing ‘over to ‘the
apartment which in pre-motor
days had been a harness room,
she’ heard ' Jimmy’s - voice| ‘and\
entering saw her brother, pipe in
mouth, leaning against the mantel-
piece; while ‘“‘that capable Crew,"”
with the butt of a cigar. between
his white teeth, sat on the little
table, his legs aswing. £ :

Neither had heard her approach,
and at her appearance both _look—
ed round quickly. Crew sll(_i to
his. feet and standing upright,
flung the cigar butt into the grate.

“Hallo, Val!” said Jimmy, s@ep—
ping acrgss"to the table and pick-
ing ‘up a paper— ' Kr—didn’'t ex-
pect to see you about:so ea&rly after
last night’s orgy!” i X

The mention of the previous
night brought a sudden frown .to
valeria’s face; but momentarily
her mind was occupied by a new
§nterest. The paper Jimmy. had
sought to hide was unmistakably
a trans-Atlantic cable!

* Knowing Crew’s eyes were on
her, she kept hers on her brother.

“What’s brought youl .down
here?” she asked. ' “Started your
Whitsuntide holidays already?” :

“Matter of fact, I'm on busi-
ness, vVal,” said Jimmy.

She saw Crew glance quickly at
her brother; but he met the chauf-
feur’s eyes with a grin‘and con-
tinued. “Featherstone here has
just sold me some Brazilian i

“Featherstone!”’ exclaimed Val-
eria, ‘“Teatherstone!”

. Jimmy laughed.

‘“Yes,” he said.

“He's just con-

%,

]
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and, turning, was about to leave
the room when Jimmy grabbed
her arm.

‘““Don’t .go. yet, Val,k ‘he ‘said.
“TPhere’s a bit of explaining to do.”

She looked at her brother, her
eyes very bright, her face sud-
denly white, her lips vivid.

“I'm afraid Mr. Featherstone
will find it difficult to excuse his
conduct,” she said.

“Don’t be a goose, Val,” laugh-
ed Jimmy. “Featherstone hasn't
any need to excuse himself. I'm
the lad for that job—‘Feather’ is
white all through—it was I, not he,
‘who got lagged in that police
raid! I got away and made for
Feather’'s’ flat, and had just told
him what had happened when the
‘peelers’ turned up. Like the
brick he is, he feigned tight, and
let them think he was the Johnny
they’d been doing the marathon
with. You see he knew the Guv-
'ner and the firm would kick up
the dickens of a fuss if I got my
name in the papers, so he took the
blame and appeared in the court
for me 4

Valeria gasped; and, still keep-—‘
ing his hold on her arm, Jimmy
suddenly saw her eyes soften and

deepen. Then, with a chuckle, he
continued:
‘“ ‘Feather’ was coming down

here with me the next week-end,
you remember, but I got the
mater’s veto, and, knowing that
I had becn commissioned to en-
gage a chauffeur in Welsh’s place,
he made me appoint him to the
post as a quid pro quo for what
he’d done for me. He said he just
had to meet you in the flesh after

-
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seeing your photograph

Valeria flushed, but now there
was a smile in her eyes.

“That doesn’'t excuse him for
coming down here under 2a false
name,” she said.

“Tt wasn’t a false name,” laugh-
éd Jimmy. ‘“His name is Malcolm
William Crew Featherstone, and
if you want confirmation of that
you can have a squint at the stock
the Guv’ner’s just bought off him
through me. Guess you owe
‘Feather’ a handsome apology for
believing rotten things about him.”

SOFT laugh came from Feath-

erstone.

“Am I forgiven, Miss Latham?”
he asked, his grave eyes on her.

“It’s about fifty-fifty, isn't it?"
asked Valeria softly. ‘“After read-
ing those improving books I lent
you, perhaps you will mend your
ways.”

“They’ve Dbeen  a godsend,”
laughed Featherstone. “My pillow
wag awfully low before I'd decid-
ed if I was sacked this morning
to take them with me as a keep-
sake.”

“By gad!” exclaimed Jimmy,
dashing from the room. “I must
cable the Guv'ner the deal’s gone
through.”

But he didn’t send the wire un-
til midday; and then it read:

“Brazilians yours; Featherstone
and Valeria engaged. Jimmy.”

They were married two months

later, and Mr. and Mrs. Latham
regard their son-in-law as the
most capable man they know;

which in itself ig rather an aston-
ishing state of things.

Speaks Modestly of Himself—His Famous

Impromptu Plays Were the Result of Long
Preparation—How He Undermined the

Morale of the Opposition.

M

ox HAT Baseball Has Taught Ty
Cobb”’, in. Collier's Magazine
proves, on examination to be
a summary of what Ty Cobb has
taught baseball, and that is perhaps
,more than it has been taught by any
other player. It cannot be said that
the article is ‘exactly a revelation, for
Cobb’s performances are pretty gen-
erally known, since he i.acknowl-
edged to be the greatest player of
what American writers are fond of
deseribing as ‘“‘all time,” meaning
that he is the greatest player hither-
to. It .is perhaps not so generally
known that Cobb has reached his
present eminence and has been a big
league star in face of a physical
handicap that might have sent many
other players of his same mechan-
ical equipment to the bushes. Cobb
has a weak throwing arm. Needless
to ‘say it: is his only weakness but
it is enough, had Cobb not possessed
the keenest brain that has been de-
voted to the playing end of baseball
to have prevented him from becoming
famous. He is fast but he never was
the fastest man in the major leagues
and for three or four years Dpast
there have been a dozen men who
could outspeed him down to first
base, or tear in faster for a short
fly.
HAT made Cobb supreme were
W his brains, plus his ambition.
He has always had the ambi-
tion to do whatever he is doing just
as well as it can be done, and that
means better than ninety-nine people
out of a hundred will ‘take the
trouble of -doing it. When he came

into baseball the game was thor-
oughly = standardized. Hundreds of
men had become famous in it at dif-
ferent times. There had been terri-
fic batters, scientific hitters who
could lay down a batted ball almost
as precisely as though it were a bil-
liard ball and they were using a cue
instead of a bat; great base runners,
tricky players, notorious base stealers.
It did not seem a promising field
for the introduction of new ideas, and
yet Cobb set himself deliberately to

devise means of redueing to the
commonplace plays that had rarely
been attempted, We cannot say

that he revolutionized the game. We
doubt if he ever made plays that pre-
viously had not been made. Neverthe-
less he introduced an element into the
game that was lacking, and that
never will be lacking again'as long as
there are ambitious players with
Cobb’s example before them. To de-
scribe that element in a single word
would take too Jlong, so we de-
scribe it in several words, and re-
mark that, what Cobb put into the
game was a mental and moral strain
upon every member of the opposing
club. He was not a mere goat-getter.
There were many of those before him.
He employved psychological methods
te. undermine the morale of the oppo-
sition, and they proved fatal on many

fided in me that he expects to get = occasions. )

the sack this morning for trying
to teach young Bobby Mason man-
ners."” ¢
YSTIFICATION, and, some
A emotion which Valeria could
not describe, sent the blood rush-
ing to her face. The man to whom
she had lent improving books; the
man to whom she had always
adopted a patronizin%r gajir.s Hof
superilority; the man whom she
‘had accused of  allowing her
mother’s praise to turn his head
and upbraided for striking his
betters, and the man for whom in

the small hours of that morning

she had realized her love was not
Crew, the humble chauffeur, but
Malcolm Featherstone, the man
of wealth and position, who had
been caught in a state of intoxica-
tion in a gaming-house raid! Even
now he was masquerading under
a false name, making fools of her
mother and herself.

These thoughts flying: through
her brain brought wrath to her
eyes, as she regarded the men, but
he met her gaze squarely, meeting
her anger with admiration.

““‘So you are a mountebank, as
well as a gambler ” she said?

COBB himself uses the phrase

“‘establishing a threat.” He be-
gan to build up a play for a

critical situation long before that
situation arose. Some of the dazzling
unprecedented plays which he is sup-
posed to have improvised on the spur
of the moment were really thought
out long in advance and developed
in forgotten games. He took the op-
portunity to establish the threat in
games in which the Detroit Club had
a safe lead and where it did not
matter greatly if he should be caught
out on a play. For example, he noted
that a fast man on a single to the
outfield, if he rounded first base at
good speed, went half way to second
before the ball was thrown there ahead
of him. 'Then he returned to first
base safely ahead of the ball. He
thought it might be possible to reach
second on the single if only one of
the opposing players would be S0
obliging as to make a bobble, and he
calculated that he had ‘six chances to
favor him:

1—The fielder might fumble the ball
as it took a bad bound.

2—It might slip from his hand.

3—He might make a perfect throw
but the ball might take a bad bound.

4—He might make a bad throw.

5—The second baseman might drop
his perfect throw.

6—The second baseman might make
; perfect catch but the runner still
evade him.

T

By J. V. McAREE.

WELL, in a game that didn-t mean
anything in particular Cobb

would continue to second on
his single to the outfield, He might
be thrown out or one of the six
chances might favor him. In either
evgnt, when in a Succeeding game the
situation arose, all the outrielder;
would be looking for him once mor;
to try the desperate chance. Every-
one of them would be rather ‘tenser
than ever, more eager, and this is z
frame of mind that multiplies the
chances of an error, and as often as
not Cobb would stretch his hit into
a double at a ecritical moment. He
would then be in a position to score
on another single. Many a bal] game
he won by having thus established
the threat in the minds of the other
players. Once he was on the bases all
were more or less nervous. They did
not know what he would try next., At-
tcfntion was focussed upon him..’l‘he
Ppitcher was thinking more of kEim th
of the man he was pitching to,
other base runners. A genei"al sit-
u?t!on had therefore  been Created
highly favorable to the Detroit team
Ty says that there never was much'
truth in the oft-heard remark about
him running wild ©on the bases. He did
qot r.un wild, He just ran intelligently,
bearing in mind the probable mental
state of the opposition which he had

been at pains to create in previous
games.

COBB told the interviewer that he

could always get a man from

first to seconqd if he happened to
b'e on third and with practically no
risk. The man on first would start for
second and the catcher would throw
the ball to second. But Cobb, as soon
as the ball passed the pitcher would
cart for home, and the second base-
man, instead of paying any attention
to the man coming from first would
throw to the plate to cut off the run.

As soon as the ball was thr

would dart back to third ang“{; Sg?eb
because he had nevéer intended to
make the dash for home while the
other base stealer would also be safe
Because the opposition knew that ii
never was safe to take a chance with
Cobb, the second baseman would
make the play for the plate, knowing
that the base stealer would be 'safe
His play for the plate would be the
correct one with Cobb but maybe nnt
Wwith most other players. The play ‘15
not muech used now, for with the
lively ball there is no longer the im-
portance placed upon a runner ad-
vancing a base. At any moment a bat-*
ting fusilade is likely to start and a
couple of runs, Jaboriously compiled
by forcing runners ahead base at
a time, are wiped out. In this respect.
the game has changed and for the
worse.

an
or the

Y COBB says the greatest pitcher
he ever saw was Hddie Plank,
formerly of the Athletics, He had

speed, change of pace, curves and
above all, brains. Moreover he had
the knack of shooting the ball to the
plate from three or four positions.
After he lost his fast ball he remain-
ed for years in the big leagues be-
cause he had developed a slow ball

that was a money earner, and the
last game he pitched he won or lost
by the score of 1-0. The particular
pitcher Ty found the hardest was
Carl Weilman, who used to be with
St. Louis. He did not put much on
the ball, but that little was enough
to keep the grasping Tyrus from get-
ting hold of ‘it. For a long time Doc
‘White, the Chicago left hander had
Cobb’s number. Ty could not his his
drop ball. Then he tried the expedient
of standing a couple of feet behind
the plate, and as White had still to
pitch to the plate and not to the
batter, Cobb found that he could see
the drop and connect with it. There-
after White did not strike him out.
Cobb says that the greatest ball team
he ever knew was the Athletics of
twelve or fourteen years ago. It was
the smartness of this team that drova
the other clubs in the league to com-
bination signals. The Athletics would
make a man at bat force the opposing
pitcher to waste a few balls, and in
two minutes would have collected ths
battery signals. )
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OW IT EFFECTED A REVOLUTION IN IDEAS

Professord-ArThUR THOMSON

THE DISCOVERY OF THE

=

CETNRE S e oS

“Pinch of Salt” Projects Elec-
trons at Speed Sufficient to
Carry Them Five Times

Around Earth"in a Second

composed of electrons.

. The Theory of Electrons—An atom of matter is

of miniature solar system, the electrons (particles of
' negative electricity rotating round a central nucleus
of positive electricity, as described in the text). In

the above pictorial representation
whirling electrons are indicated

Electrons move with incredible speed as they pass from

one atom to another.

B ETAT the discovery
of radium implied

was only gradual-
ly realized. Rad-
ium captivated the
imagination of the
world; it was a boon to medicine,
but to the man of science it was
at first a most puzzling and most
attractive phenomenon. It was
felt that somé great secret of
nature was dimly unveiled in its
wonderful manifestations, and
there now concentrated upon it as
gifted a body of men-—conspic-
uous amongst them Sir J. J. Thom-
‘son, Sir Ernest Rutherford, Sir W.
Ramsay, and Prof. Soddy—as any
age could boast, with -an appara-
tus of researchias for beyond that
of a,hy other age as the Aquitania
is beyond a Roman galley. With-
~in five years the Secret was fairly
mastered. Not only were all kinds
of matter reduced to a common
b"ba,sis,' but the forces of the uni-
verse were brought into a unity
‘and understood as they never had
been understood before.

The Discovery of the Electron.

HYSICISTS did not take long
to discover that the radiation
from ra‘dium was very like the
radiation in a ‘“Crookes tube.” Tt
was quickly recognized, moreover,
that both in the tube and in rad-
jum (and other metals) the atoms
of matter were somehow breaking
down. £
However, the first/ step was to
‘recognize that there were three
distinct and different rays that
were given off by such metals as
radium and uranium. Sir Ernest
Rutherford christened them, after
the first three letters of the Greek
alphabet, the Alpha, the Beta, and
Gamma rays. We are concerned
chiefly with the second’group and
'purpose-here to deal with that
group only, (1)
The ‘‘Beta rays,” as they were

_at first called, have proved to be :

‘one of the most interesting discov-
 eries that -science ever made.
They proved what Crookes had
surmised about the radiations he
discovered in his vacuum tube.
But it was not a fourth state of
matter that had been found, but
a new property of matter, a pro-
perty common to all atoms of
matter. The Beta rays were later
christened electrons. They are
particles of disembodied electric-
ity, here spontaneously liberated
from the atoms of matter; only
‘when the electron was isolated
from the atom was it recognized
for the first time 4as' a separate
entity. Hlectrors, '(therefore, are a
‘constituent of the atoms of mat-

ter, and we have discovered that

they can be released from the
atom by a variety of agenci'es‘
Electrons are to be found every-
where, forming part of every atom.
“An  electron,” Sir William
Bragg says, ‘‘can only maintain a
separate existence if it is travel-
ing at an immense rate, from one
three-hundredth of the velocity of
- light upwards, that is to say, at
least 600 miles a second, or there-
abouts. Otherwise the electron
sticks to the first atom it meets.”
These amazing particles may travel
with the enormous velocity of from
10,000 to more than 100,000 miles
a seoond. It was first learned that
they are of an electrical nature,
because they are bent out of their
normal path if a4 magnet is
brought near them. And this fact
led to a further discovery: to one
of those sensational estimates
which the general public is apt to
believe to be founded on the most

‘___—ﬂﬁ——‘___.__w

Lodedod
7/
We picture an atom as a sort T
of an atom, the
in the outer ring.
abstr/use speculations. ' The phy-

sicist set wup a -little chemical
screen for the “Beta rays” to hit,
and he so arranged his tube that
only a narrow sheaf of the rays
poured on to the screen. He then
drew this sheaf of rays out of his
course with a magnet, and he ac-
curately measured the shift of the
luminous spot on the screen where
the rays impingéd on it. But
when he knows the exact inten-
sity of his magnetic field which he
can control ‘as he likes—and the
amount of deviation it causes, and
the mass of the moving particles,
he can tell the speed of the mov-
ing particles which he thus di-
verts. These particles were being
hurled out of the atoms of rad-
ium, or from the negative pole in
a vacuumi tube, at a speed which,
in good conditions, reached nearly
the velocity of light, i.e., nearly
186,000 miles a second.

Their speed has, of course, been

_confirmed by numbers of experi-

ments; and another series of ex-
periments enabled ' physicists to
determine the size of the particles.
Only one of these need be describ-
ed, to give the reader an idea how

~second,

men of science arrived at  their
more startling results. Y
Fog, as most people ‘know, is
thick in our great cities because
the water vapor gathers on the
particles of dust and smolke that
are in the atmosphere. This fact
was used as the basis of some
beautiful experiments. = Artificial
fogs were created in little glass
tubes, by introducing dust, in
various proportions, for super-
saturated vapor to gather on. In
the end, it was possible to  cause
tiny drops of rain, each with a
particle of dust at’ its core, to fall
upon a silver mirror and be
counted. Tt was a method of
counting the quite invisible partic-
les of dust in the tube; and the

. method was now successfully ap-

plied to the new rays. Yet:another
method was to direct a slender
stream of the particles upon a
chemical screen. The screen glow-
ed under the cannonade of partic-
les, and a powerful lens resolved
the glow into distinct sparks,
which could be counted..

In short, a series of the most
remarkable and beautiful experi-
ments, checked in all the great
laboratories of the world, settled
the nature of these so-called rays.
They were streams of particles
more than a thousand times small-
er than the smallest known atom.
The mass of each particle is, ac-
cording to the latest and finest
measurements 1-1,845 of that of
an atom of hydrogen. The physicist
has not peen able to find any char-
dcter except electricity in them.
and the name electrons has been
generally adopted.

“The Key to Many Mysteries.
HE electron is an atom ' of
disembodied electricity; it oc-
cupies an exceedingly small
volume, and its mass is entirely
electrical. These electrons are the
key to bhalf the mysteries of
matter. Electrons in rapid rriotlon,
as we shall see, explain what we
mean by an electric current, not so
long ago regarded as one of the
most mysterious manifestations in

nature. :
“What a wonder, then, have we
here!” says Prof. R. X. Duncan.
“An innocent looking little pinch of
salt and yet possessed of special
properties utterly beyond even/the
fanciful imaginings of men of past
time; for nowhere do we find in
the records of thought even the
hint of the possibility of things
which we now regard as establish-
ed fact. The pinch of salt projects
from its surface bodies (i. e., elec-
trons) possessing the inconceivable
velocity of over 100,000 miles a
a veloelty sufficient = to
carry them, if unimpeded, five
times around the earth in a second,

and possessing with this velocity
masses a thousand times smaller
than the smallest atom known to

Electrons Produced by Passage of X-rays Through
Air—A photograph clearly showing that electrons are s
As electrons leave atoms they may Gl

traverse matter or'pass through the air in a straight

The illustration shows the tortuous path of

electrons resulting from collision with atoms.
(From the Smithsonian Report; 1915.)

co
definite entities.
ey path.
science. Furthermore, they are

charged with negative electricity;
they pass straight through bodies
considered opaque with a sublime
indifference to the properties of
the body, with the exception of its
mere density; they cause, bodies
which they strike to hin@/ out in
the dark; they affect a photo-
graphic plate; they render the' air,
a conductor of electricity; they
cause clouds in moist air; they
cause chemical action and have
a peculiar physiological aection.
Who, to-day. shall predict the
ultimate service to humanity of
the Beta rays from Radium!”

The, Electron Theory or the New

View of Matter.

HERE is general agreement
amongst all chemists, physic-
ists, and mathematicians upon the
conclusions which we have so far
given. We hnow that the atoms
of matter are constantly—either
spontaneously or under stimulation
—giving off electrons; or breaking
up into electrons; and they there-
fore contain electrons. Thus we
have now complete proof of the
independent existence of atoms and
also of electrons. S
When, however, the man of
science tries to tell us how elec-
trons compose atoms, he passes
from facts to speculation, and dif-
ficult speculation. Take the letter
“o” as it is printed on this page.

In a little bubble of hydrogen gas *

no larger than that letter there are
trillions of atoms; and they are
not packed together, but are cir-
culating as ‘freely as dancers in a
ballroom.. We are asking the
physicist to take one of these

minute atoms and tell us how the .

still smaller electrons are arranged
in it. Naturally he can only make
mental pictures, guesses or hypo-

cties

Is American Continent
Tipping Into the Ocean?

UR continents are floating in a

vast area of glowing melted
rock, like icebergs in an ocean
of pitch or-molasses. They are
balanced very delicately. If any-
thing disturbs this balance, they
will tip over; seacoasts will sub-
merge or will rise and break off
the mainland, amid furious' tem-
pests, earthquakes, cataclysms.

This is the startling -scientific
theory advocated by Sir Oliver
Lodge, F.R.S., who explains it as
follows in a recent issue of the
Scientific American:

The modern view of the crust
of the earth is that at a certain
considerable depth there isg. a vast
accumulation of semi-plastic ma-
terial, solid and unyielding for all
ordinary purposes, but yielding
slowly like a fluid- to very
long continued forces. In  this
magma the continents are believed
to be floating—floating as it
were like. icebergs in a . sea of
pitch-—solid and
to all appearance, and yet liable
to slow and regular movements, of
a kind which would be experienced
quickly by any ordinary floating
body. « Some parts might rise, op-
posite parts might sink; and this

sort of slow disturbance is known
to 'be going on. Hven in Eng-

land some  parts of the coast are

rising, so that the sea is:retreat-
ing ingother parts of ‘the coast
the sea is enroaching,  or the

 brium;

stable enough

- longer gnd then

land is sinking. But the operation
is much more striking on a large
continent like America.

Take = South America . for in-
stance, It is floating in equili-
brium; with a high range of moun-
tainsg, the Andes, on the west, and
the great river plains of Brazil
and Argentina on the east, and if
left to ‘itself would be in equili-
but the rivers Lkeep on
carrying down material from the
mountains to the sea, and hence,
though very slowly, are gradually
disturbing its. balance, like a load
shifted from one side of a boat
to the other. Consequently it is to
be expected that the‘east ‘side is

gradually sinking, and the west -

side "gradually rising~—a slow and
very slight rotation of the’ whole
continent.
UT what is.the result?
evident that a greaLt strain
must be put upon the solid mater-
ials of the continent, especially at
the edges.  The tilting of a mass

like that must be accompanied by

sudden fractures and slips. The
solid portion will be strained until
it gives way and falls suddenly
back. Such breakage is most like-
ly to:occur where the ground is
being forced up. Parts of it will
cling on until they can cling no
fall 7 with a8
smash, and very likely a splash,
since the"’breakage may easily oc-
cur under the sea at some little
distance from the coast. Hence

it is that the coast near a range
of mountains is more likely to be

Lol ADubling
to have been broken or squeezed

It 1s”

an earthquake region than any
portion of a great plain; though of
course small slips may occur any-
where, with less frequency.

Still more ' extraordinary conse-
quences have been suggested of
late.  as probably resulting from
this flotation theory, which is as-
sociated with the name of Prof.
Wegener, and is called sometimes
the Wegener hypothesis. Some
of its recent devolopments are
due to -Prof. John Joly, F. R. S.,
The moon is known

off from the earth in lohg past
prehistoric ages; and the scar left
by its separation is now the mere
residuum of a depression called
the Pacific Ocean.  Theére was no
liquid water or reasonable atmos-
phere in those very early days;
and the earth ‘'had no semblance
then of what it is now. It was
long before the formations which
are studied in geology. It must
have occured thousands of mil-
lions of years ago. But long after
it = happened this scar would be
deep, and all the water would ac-
cumulate there when water could

make its appearance. The great
bulge of land would be in the
opposite hemisphere, high and
dry.

But this state of things would
not last forever. There would be
a tendency for solid matter to fall
and move, so as to fill up the
cavity. Moreover, a great float-
ing mass of land might break up,
and a part of it drift away from
the rest. The shape of America
looks as if it had once fitted on to
Africa and Europe; the idea is

‘that it once formed part of that

great continent,

theses, ‘which he tries to.fit to the
facts, and discéards  when they will
not fit. d

At present, after nearly twenty
years of critical® discussion, there
are.two chief theories of the struc-
ture of the atom. At first Sir J.
J. Thomson imagined the electrons
circulating in shells (like the lay-
ers of an onion) round the nucleus
of the atom. This did not suit,
and Siy E. Rutherford and others
worked out a theory that the elec~
trons circulated around a nucleus.
rather like the planets of our
solar .system revolving round the
central sun. Is there a nucleus,
then, round which the electrons
revolve? The electron, as we saw,

“is 'a. disembodied atom of elec-
wtricity; we should say of negative

electricity., I.et ~us picture these
electrons all ‘'moving round in or-
bits with great velocity. Now it
is suggested that there is a nucleus
of positive electricity attracting or
pulling the revolving electrons to
it,sand so forming an equilibrium,
otherwise the electrons would fiy
off in all directions. This nucleus
has been recently named the pro-
ton. We have thus two electrici-
in the atom; the positive—
the nucleus; the negative—the
electron. Of recent years Dr.
Langmuir has put out a theory
that the electrons do not revolve
round the nucleus, but remain in
a state of violent agitation of
some sort of fixed distances from
the nucleus. !

But we will confine ourselves
here to the facts, and leave the
contending theories to scientific
men.
accepted that an atom of matter
consists of a number of electrons,
or charges of negative electricity,
held together by a charge of posi-
tive electricity. It is not disputed
that these. electrons are in a state
of violent motion or strain, and

It is now pretty generally

or centres of disturibances of some
kind in a universal ether, and that

. all the various forms of energy

are,. in some fundamental way,
aspects of the same primary entity
which' constitutes matter itself.
But the "discovery of the pro-
perty ‘of ‘radio-activity has raised

- many other interesting questions,

down; in

Llighter.
" gporitaneously becomes

besides that which we have just
dealt with. In radio-active ele-
ments, such as uranium for ex-
ample, the element is breaking
) what we call radio-
activity we have a manifestation
of .the spontaneoug change of ele-

‘. ments, What 'is really taking place
“ig a transmutation of one element

into another, from, a heavier to a
The element uranium
radium,
and radium passes through a num-

ber of other stages until it, in
turn, becomes lead. Each de-
scending element is' of 1lighter

atomic weight than its predeces-
sor. 'The changing process, of
course, 1s a slow one. It may be
that all matter is radio-active, or
can be made so. This raises the
question whether all the matter in
the universe may not undergo dis-
integration.

Another Side of Question.
HERE is, however, another side
of the question, which the dis-
covery of radio-activity has
brought to light, and which has
effected a revolution in our views.
We have seen -that in radio-active
substances the elements are break-
ing down. Is there a process of
building up at work? If the more
complicated atoms are breaking
down into simpler forms, may
there not be a converse process—
a hbuilding up from simpler ele-
ments to more complicated ele-
ments? It is probably the case

* that both processes are at work.

There are some eighty-odd

" chemical elements on the earth

to-day; are they all the outcome
of an inorganic evolution, element
giving rise to element, going back

Wonderful Experiment; Con-
ducted By Means of Artificial

Fogs Created

With Dust In

Tiny Glass Tubes

and back to some primeval stuff
from which they were all origin-
ally derived infinitely long ago?
Is there an evolution in the in-
organic world which may he going
on, parallel to that of the evolu-
.tion of living things; or is organic
evolution a continuation of inor-
ganic evolution? 'We have seen

* what evidence there is of thig or-

ganic evolution in the case of the
stars. We cannot go .deeply into
the matter here, nor has the time
come for any direct statement that
can be based on the findings of
modern investigation. Taking it
altogether, the evidence is stead-
ily accumulating, and there are
authorities who maintain that al-
ready the évidence of inorganic
evolution® is convincing enough.
The heavier atoms would appear
to behave as though they were
evolved from the lighter,

The Relative Sizes of Atoms and Electrons—An
atom is far too small to be seen. In a bubble of hydro-
gen gas no larger than the letter O, there are billions
of atoms, whilst an electron is more than a thousand
times smaller than the smallest atom.
is ascertained 1g described in the text.
a bubble of gas is magnified to the size of the world.
Adopting this scale, each atom in the bubble would then
be as large as a tennis ball. \

The -

foded
How their size
In this diagram
more complex forms, it is sup-

posed, have evolved from the sim-
pler forms. Mosley’s discovery, to
which reference has been made,
points to the conclusion that the
elements are built up one from
another.

(1) The *“Alpha rays’ were pre-
gently recognized as atoms of
helilum gas, shot out at the rate
of 12,000 miles a second.

The “Gamma rays’ are waves,
like the X-rays, not material par-
ticles. They appear to be a type
of X-rays. They possess the re-
markable power of penetrating
opaque substances; they will pass
through a foot of solid iron, for
example,

[Copyright: 1922.]

(Another instalment of “The
Outline of Science’” will be pub-
lished next Sunday.]

that therefore a wvast energy is -

locked up in the atoms of matter.
To that we will return later. Here,

rather, we will notice another re-~

markable discovery which helps usg
to. understand the nature of
matter.

A brilliant young man of sclence
who was Kkilled in the war, Mr.
Moseley,

substances are arranged in order
of their weight they are also ar-
ranged in the order of increasing
complexity of structure. That is
to say, the heavier the atom, the
more electrons it containg. There is
g gradual building up of atoms
containing more and more elec-
trons from the lightest atom to the
heaviest. Here it is enough to say
that as he took element after
element, from the lightest (hydro-
gen) to the heaviest (uranium)
he found a strangely regular rela-
tion between them, If hydrogen
were represented by the figure one,
helium by two, lithium three, and
so on up to uranium, then ura-
nium should have the figure
ninety-two. This makes it pro-
bable that there are in nature
ninety-two elements — we have
found eighty-seven—and that the
number Mr. Moseley found is the
number of electrons in the atom
of each element; that is to say,
the number is arranged in order
of the atomic numbers of the
various elements. ;

The New View of Matter.

P. to the point we have reach-

ed, then, we see what the new
view of matter is. Every atom of
matter, of whatever kind through-
out the whole universe, is built
up of electrons in conjunction
with a nucleus. From the small-
est atom of all—the atom of hy-
drogen—which consists of one
electron, rotating round a posi-
tively charged nucleus, to a heavy
complicated atom, such as the
atom of gold, constituted of many
electrons and a complex’ nucleus,
we have only to do with positive
and negative units of electricity.
The electron and its nucleus are
particles of ‘electricity. All mat-
ter, therefore, is nothing but a
manifestation of electricity. The

atoms of matter, as we saw, com- -

bine and form molecules. Atoms
and molecules are the bricks out
of which nature has built up
everything; ourselves, the earth,
the stars, the whole universe.

But more than bricks are re-. -

quired to build a house. There

are other fupdamental existences,
such as the various forms of
energy, which give rise to several
complex problems. And we have
also to remember that there are
more than eighty distinct ele-
ments; each with its own definite
type of atom. We shall deal with
energy later. Meanwhile it re-
mains to be said, that although
wa& have discovered a great deal
about -the electron and the con-
stitution of matter, and that while
the physicists of our own day seem
to see a possibility of explaining
positive and negative electricity,
the ‘nature of them both is un-
known., There exists the. theory
that the particles of positive and
negative eféctricity, which make

up Yo stome of matiag A3 Jolaid.

some years = o Showed
that when the atoms of different ’
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'THE STORY THUS FAR.

ELAINE FLETCHER s the cen-
trajl figure in the story. ‘At ten she
is left an orphan by the death of her
father. A distant relative takes her
into her home, the beautiful Nun’s
House at Tudor Green, ‘and there
Elaine grows into beautiful young
womanhood amidst comfort, luxury
and love. At 24 she seems to be a
self-possessed, rather hard and cyni-
cal young person, but in reality she
is full of a diffidence that is as great
as her pride: full of longings for high
ideals and of yearning compassions.
Ever since she can remember she has
been in love with . %

ARNOLD THORNE. He is the last
of an old and important family of
Tudor Green. For a year after the
war young Thorne seemed to have des”

generated from the promising boy who

entered the fight with enthusiasm,
and Elaine has  heard many dark
rumors and bits of gossip about him,
but she has never lost her faith in
aim. He tells Elaine he lovks her and
asks her to become his wife.

MRS. CASTLETON, Elaine’s’ guar-
dian, has one other interest ‘in_ |ife
beside her love for Elaine, ,and that is
ner devotion to

THE REV. MARK AWDREY, ‘rec-
tor of the fashionable church of: All
Saints’ at Tudor Green, and for whom
Elaine feels a personal aversion. He
is a constant visitor at®the Nun’s
House, and when he suddenly an-
nounces to Elaine and Mrs. Castleton
that he is leaving Tudor Green on a
mission to the Argentine Republic,
Mrs. Castleton is overcome with grief
at the prospect of the separation.
Elaine warns her guardian that her
evident affection. for the rector has
been a subject of gossip throughout
th'es suburb. Mrs. Castleton asks
Elaine to accompany her to South-
ampton to see Mark Awdrey embark.

# Against her will Elaine goes with her

aunt. On the way back Mrs. Castle-
ton becomes ill, and dies the next day.
Elaine is overcome with grief at her
loss. Mr. Evans, Mrs. Castleton’s
solicitor, telis Elaine that because of
a faulty will she will not inherit her
aunt’s property, and also informs her
that Mrs. Castleton had married Mark

Awdrey the day before he sailed.
Elaine goes to live with her uncle
and aunt,

MR. AND MRS. MARSH, who also
live at Tudor Green. They are Elaine’s
only other relatives. After the first
shock of Mrs. Castleton’s death wears

off Elaine longs to see Arnold. ‘But
shle learns that he has left Tudor
Green. His apparent neglect, which

she attributes to her change of for-
tune, makes her very unhappy. A few
days later, however, Arnold, happy in
the prospect of a good position, re-
turns and renéws his proposal of mar-
riage. Elaine joyfully agrees to share
nis comparatively modest income.
That niaht Arnold receives an urgent
message to call upon

PEARL ESDAILE, with whom he
had carried on a flirtation. Pearl and
Arnold had been members of a week-
end party a few weeks before, and
when Arnold goes to see Pearl she
tells him that he is the father of a
child that is to be born to her. Arnold
tells Pearl that they’ll he married im-
mediately. He writes to Elaine, break-
ing their engagement. Elaine, heart-
broken, begs him to come back to her,
but he bids her good-bye and prepares
for his marriage to Pearl Esdaile.
Elaine guesses the reason for his de-
sertion of her. X

INSTALMENT IX.
The Last Turn,

"[FHE approaching marriage was
immed\iately announced. The

Morning Post published the news
with the usual set terms, and there
was ‘‘a nice, long bit about it” in the
ocal newspaper. ‘The wedding/will
take place at an early date, and
loubtless will be a very gay and se-
ect affagir.”

Tudor Green, a little amused but
vastly interested, was talking of no-
thing else. “Have you heard? But of
course, you have ., . So Arnold
Thorne has struck his flag at last.

. Fancy! Pearl Esdaile . . . S0
I knew she tried for him, but I
thought she had given up all hope
: I wonder how she got him in
the end?”

That was the question Elaine still
asked herself day after day—all day
long and all night, too. How? Not
openly, in fair battle; not by pre-
scriptive right, \as they now pretend-
ed, nor yet in & swift, dazzling suc-
cess that rendered all previous claims

ludicrously insufficient to check her

victory. = She,  Elaine, had got him;

this other one had taken him away °

from her! How?: By .what tricks,
by what subtle arts, what magic of
seduction, had she lured him from his
old alleglance—she, who had seemed
so cheap and common, just a tawdry
doll, without intelligence' or soul?
How, then? The thing remained a
mystery to Elaine's throbbing brain
and burning thoughts.

A physical domination? No; Arnold
was not like that. But from all time
men have been captivated by some
kind of pretty face, be it ever so vul-
gar. They marry silly,  brainless
chorus girls or actresses. The glam-
our of the Iilluminated stage, the
confusion of what is real and unreal,
sxercises a spell over them. Perhaps,
met with anywhere, a girl of that
particular type, who is not yet on the
public stage, although nature has in-
tended that she should shine in lime-
light, can achieve similar results.
Once captivated men fail in judg-
ment; they no longer hear the cock-
ney accent or mark the wealth of
other evidence that proves ill breed-
ing. No, it wouldn’t do. Arnold was
not like that, either. She rejected
all surmises.

HE cried a little. Any comfort

that she felt ‘now came with
tears—and it was more and
more difficult to shed them. Often
she could not cry. '
She thought, wearily, why go on

wondering, groping in the void of in-
terrogations? The fgct was the fact.
If Arnold was marrying Peari why
not accept as another fact that he
esteemed and valued her.
Ah, but there was the supreme huin-
iliation, the sharply gnawing/ canceér
of wounded. pride, beneath the diffus-
ed angulsh of loss and loneliness.
Klaine recoiled A from \ acceptance.
Body and .brain repeated this, too,
and the mystery remained. She
could not but reject it. Instinct and
reason, alike, declared that if once
he had valued her, Elaine, he could
not really value a Pearl Esdaile.
To-day since dawn there had been
dark, cold, driving skies, with inces-
sant rain, and now as the miserable
dusk absor}ied St. Luke's Road it

. from the house,

seemed that the whole suburb was
sinking, was being blotted out of
existence in fog and mud and run-
ning water.

She was alone, sitting on the bed
in her room, losing herself in the
gathered darkness, staring at the lace

framed text on the wall and the han- .

dles .of 'the chest of drawers as they
slowly faded. Just now she had seen
her face® in the looking glass on the
toilet table—it was earth-colored,
drawn, pitiful, the face of an old wo-
man.

She felt too tired to think, too sore
to grievé. And then suddenly in this
_state of blank, despairing weariness,
there flashed into her vacant mind

the only possible explanation—the
~true explanation. e, mystery
ceased 'to be mysterious. She had

guessed, she knew.

RNOLD was marrying this girl as
‘the mother .of his unborn child,
thought Elaine. That was how
and why her rival had taken him from
her. All fell into its place; all, all was
clear—the abrupt and brutal decision,
the hastily proclaimed marriage en-
gagement, his own illogical assurances
of continued, of unchanged regard. As
Elaine thought of it—with as com-
plete a certainty of the truth as if
both of them had confessed to her—
she felt a pang of agony, a wrench of
such diabolical torture that it seemed
ag if everything she had suffered till
this moment had been a mere discom-
fort, not pain at all. It was worse
than jealousy, more bitter than de-
feat. It was like a death that will
never bring either oblivion or repose.
He still loved her, Elaine! *‘I am
obliged . . . I have no choice . . . No,
I must not say that.” The sound of
his volce was In her ears. He was
here with her now, holding her handes,
kissing her lips. He was gone again.
S‘tumblingly_ she moved about the
darkened room, not aware that it was
dark, not thinking that it had a pro-

vision of artificial light to be used f

needed, as she opened drawers and
clutched ,at a curtained shelf. Auta-
maitically, without the slightest know-
ledge of what she was doing, she put
on a hat and jacket. In a/minute she
was outside the hougve, with the rain
beating on her face.
'~ She walked fast, and presently at
the top of St. Luke’s Road she began
to run., Some consciousness of the
external world was with her then, for
she knew that she ran because she
was passing the Esdaile’s house, be-
cause she wished to get away from it;
but she did not know that she had
bumped against a tradesman’s boy,
that she and he had nearly fallen on
the streaming pavement, that a man
by a lamppost, a policeman in glisten-
ing tarpaulin cape, had called to her
loudly; and there mingled in her men-
tal impression of that hated house,
of the drawn blinds and the lamp
light that shot beneath the blinds.
of tumultuous music or singing, a
strange illusion. ,

As she hurried on and left the house
behind her she seemed to have had a
vision 'of Pearl Esdaile, inside the

' house, standing and looking at her—
! Pearl victorious, with bright yellow

hair, insolent eyes, and large painted
¢mouth; and now, still farther away
Pearl was triumph-
antly laughing, 'mocking Wwith volce
and gesture. Pearl had overtaken
her; Pearl laughed at seeing her
strength exhausted, at seeing her
forced to stop running and walk;
Pearl talked to her.

‘“No subtle arts; Elaine. O, you poor
simpleton, to think so. My crick, if
you must call it a trick, is as old as
the Garden of Eden, and you need not
be surprised at my bringing it off
again. It is done not by simulated
reticences, but by elemental savage
boldness, not by holding back, but by
granting. There is no more magic or
charm in it than can be attained by
any girl on earth who will dare while
the rest hesitate.”

With head down, and one hand
against her side, Elaine hurried on in-
to the Chase. It was deserted by. all
human beings the deer hiding them-
selves crouched in circles, with their
haunches pressed tight to the trunks
of trees, dismally clattering their
antlers as the moisture penetrated to
the ground beneath them; all its open
spaee was like the sea; its thickets
and its woods were like the grave. She
plunged into its black depths.

With as little fixea idea, with pér-
haps less sense of direction, than if ghe
had been one of those ‘incurably in-
sane patients escaping from the mili-
tary hospital on the hill, she made her
furious way; and yet, guided by some
obscure instinct, she was unerringly
following the paths beneath the trees
that led to the distant cottage and the
Common. She knew only that she
must keep moving, and that she must
move fast, that her brain was being
flogged with flaming rods, that a piti-
less force was driving her. Scrambling,
slipping, now waving her arms above
her head, now wounding her hands as
she tried to guard her eyes, she strug-
gled across the Common itself; always
fallowing the same line, always in-

stinetively pursuing those two ghosts -

of lovers who had passed this way in
the warm, bright sunshine.

HE emerged upon a high road. A
motor car screeched, surround-
ed her with a blaze of light, near-

ly knocked her down and killed her.
But she had crossed the road. She
was hurrying to those paths in the
private park. At last she was near
the river; wandering without Inward
impulse now, clambering over stiles,
wading through ditches, moving to
and fro in a meadow. :

She stood still. Tt was as If every-
thing inside her, everything outside
her, the whole world, had unegpected-
ly ceased all activity. A quick re-
vival of thought had come to her;
then this—this sudden blankness, emp-

tiness, cessation of that necessity for .

movement—and she had thought, *'It
is ag iIf 1 asked Uncle William the
time by the cuckoo clock, and he said,
‘It is not going. It won’t work; it is
destroyed. So there is no time.’ O,
what’s the matter?” She stood auite
still. with no purpose of any sort in
her mind, except a faint effort to lis-
ten—to try to listen. The rain borne
on fresh gusts of wind swept the river
and sent waves to break upon the

tow-path; but she could hear nothing,
until. as swiftly as it had gone, the
power of thought returned to her.
“Why am I here?’ she asked herself.
Then she remembered.

She was here because this was the
meadow where she and Arn»ld had

sat together in the pleasant shade of

this tree, .looking out at the golden,
dancing sunshine, while they laughed
and played with a straw hat,

She dropped face downwards, at full /

length, In the rank, wet grass. She

>

She sat as one' sits in ordinary

houses, not in God’s house.
]

writhed and howled, tearing at the
sodden ground with her hands, and
the wind carried away her cries,
drowning her voice, sweeping it from
her lixe a dead thing swept away by
the river in storm and darkness.

‘‘Cheated—cheated. . .
fromfme. He loves
you."” §

She lay there, clutching, writhing—
a victim placed upon the rack of
thought to receive the last turn of the
screws, to be bruken, done with. Pearl
had got him. His life—he, himself—
was living again in her. She had got
him—with all the dead men his an-
cestors from the beginning of time,
his children and his grand-children,
his very race—hundreds of men to be
made in his likeness, one after an-
other; she had got him, not only
now, but in the limitless past and in
the limitless future. He was so much
her own that every breath she breath-
ed was a part of him.

Stolen
me—not ,

Y about eleven o’clock that night
the rain had ceased and the wind
was dropping. The front door in

St. Luke’s Road stood wide open, with
Mr. and Mrs. Marsh on the threshold,
and the gast-lit hal! behind them, as
Elaine dragged herself up the steps.
She came in, sank on the chair beside
the umbrella stand, shivered, and
~when the gas light disclosed her con-
dition Mrs. Marsh gave a scream. Her
garments seemed to be in tatters,
mere rags plastered round her chest
and loins; she looked as if she had
been pulled out of the river and then
trailed along its muddy banks; there
was black slime on her forehead: one
side of her face had mud all over it,
and the other cheek;~washed eclean by
the last of the rain, showed a streak
of bright red bloo;l where the bram-
bles on the commén had torn it many
hours agv. She was dreadful tc see,
as she sat there shivering, and her
aunt continued to emit little screams.

“I have only been for a walk.” She
repeated this several times, staring
at them out of that terrifying mask
with fevepishly bright eyes.

“O, you must have a bath,” sail
Mrs. Marsh, after her final scream.
“And it is Elizabeth’s evening out.
O, dear! Elizabeth is not back. She
has gone to the police concert—she
asked permission to be late. It is

always so. There i® no fire. The
water in the pipes will be sttne cold.
‘William help me.”

‘“Yes, I will light the fire.”

‘No, .don’t trouble,” said Elaine,
and her teeth began to chatter. :

‘“Yes, yes. Go and change your
wet things, dear Elaine. Get her to
bed, Gertrude.”

“Yes, I should like to go to bed,”
said Elaine, staring at them now as
if she did not quite remember who
they were. “I am tired. I have been
for a long walk.”

Dr. McGrigor was there about an
hour later, and he came to the house
again early next morning.

“Is she seriously ill?”’ asked Mr.
Marsh.
20, yes, very seriously, indeed.”

“What do you appreh2nd? Rheu-
magic fever?”’

‘“No, it is brain fever,” said Dr.
McGrigor; and he told them he would
send in two nurses, one for the day
and one for the night. They need not
sleep in the house, since obviously
that would be inconvenient. He said
also that Elaine’s hair must be cut off,
at once, close to the scalp, because he”
wanted to use an ice pack.

But at this Mrs. Marsh gave an-
other of her little screams,- saying
after it, 'O, no. That we cannot
allow.”

And, strangely, Mr. Marsh support-
ed his wife’s protests and objections,
pleading to _save the hair. ‘‘All that
beautiful hafr! A woman's glory, Dr.
McGrigor. You know the quotation.
Really we have always felt that it is
our niece’s principal adornment.”

The doctor, however, was obdurate.
He said she would lose it anyhow.
It would all fall off.

““Then it must be as you wish,"

sald Mr. Marsh. ‘“Yes, excuse us,
please. We have been foolish. But

Elaine is dear to us.!’ .

The {llness went on. Those two
nurses were in charge and the house
was/ kept quiet as possible. Mrs.
Marsh, who was in the sickroom
more than the nurses relished, always
said, “Hush, please,” as she came qut
of it, although nobody was making
the slightest sound. She acted as
housemaid up there, and would not °

allow Elizabeth to enter the room at
all

‘“Do you think she’s better,
ma’am?’ the faithful old servant
used .to ask her. '

“I cannot say, Elizabeth. 1 dare

not say. We are in God's hands.”

‘“‘She goes on talking, just the same
‘to-day, ma’am.” £ /

‘“Yes, Elizabeth.”

It was frightful to Elizabeth, silent-
1y doing her work; it made her trem-
ble, the sound of that vobice upstairs
(t:loming to her through the closed

oor.

NE evening Dr, McGrigor told
them he thought a crigis was ap-
proaching. He had gone away,

but he would look in again soon.

They were in the dining room after
their supper, and Mr. Marsh said all
at once. ‘“‘Gertrude, let us pray. No,
don’t go, Elizabeth.” The servant
was at the sideboard, putting the re-
mains of the pathetically small meal
on her big tray. “Stay with us, Eliz—
abeth. When two or three are gath-
ered together—two or three,” and he
sank upon his knees.

The others knelt also, Mrs. Marsh
bending over the seat of a chair at
the table, Elizabeth rigid by the
sidebaord.

And the old man uttered ‘his pray-
er. It was Calvinistic in its severely
simple form. Unitarian in its
straightforward method of address;
of course, with no Intercession to such
kindly lesser powers as saints, to-
tally ignoring any such emotional in-
fluences as that of the Virgin Mary,
not even complicating the petition by
any reference to the divine  sacri-
fice and redemption. In a fervent but
humble voice he appealed directly to
the sole creator of the universe.

‘O, Lord God, have mercy upon us.
If it be compatible with thine omni-
potent wisdom and eternal purposes
to grant the life of this dear, csild,
we humbly beg——"" and so on. He
pleaded but did not pester, and he
wound up with the orthodox words
of submission, “Thy will be done.”

The other two said it after him.

‘“Thy will be done’”’; and then the
three of them rose from their knees.

‘““That is all we can do,” said Uncle
Willlam presently, when the servant
had gone away with her tray. “We
are in God's hands... Are you
thinking of sitting up to-night?”’

‘“Yes.”

‘“Then I will watch with you’”; and
he took out his spectacles, and ad-
justed a reading shade round the
globe of the nearest bracket.

During these days that other house
at the top of St. Luke’s Road, the
house with the number ninety-one,
was full of agreeable excitement.

Arnold Thorne was seen there but
rarely, and each time he visited it he
found another of his wishés had been
ignored, a few more of his strongly
expressed opinions flouted.

He had said they ought to get mar-
ried at once and quietly, but Miss
Pearl overruled him on this as on
every other point. She would have
none of his timid procedure.

“My dear lad,” she said lightly
and resolutely, “we are out to throw
dust in people’s eyes, aren't we?
‘Well, doing it in a half and half
style would be asking for trouble. It
would just give the show away.”
Then she pouted and smiled. ‘“And
don’t forget poor rlittle me. Baby
+doesn’t want a hole and corner af-
fair; she wants to wear a pretty
frock and show her big, gorgeous
Arnoldo to as many people as she
can crowd into St. Barnabas’. It'll
be the day of my life, Arny. Re-
member that.” =

XCEPT for this one allusion to the
prime cause of the marriage she
seemed to have shaken off all

care.

The joyous, eventful day arrived,
with pallid Wintry sunshine to bring
luck to the bride and a gentle breeze
to spread the music of the church
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. to me—so very, very good.”’

bells.
noon cabs and carriages were going

From two o’clock in the after-

up St. Luke's road. High up there
was a crowd of foot people.

The sunlight soon ‘taded. Soon it
grew dark. The pavement lamps were
it and the houses displayed lighted
windows when the first of the hired
cars came racing down the road. It
contained the happy pair; it was
carrying them to the railway sta-
tion, with confetti on their garments
and rice on the lady’s hat, It swept
past her dear old home, past the
house of the Misses Berwick, past
the house of Mrs. Wilson, past the
house of Mr. Marsh.

At Mr. Marsh’'s there were dark-
ened windows and behind one of them
Elaine lay raving in her persistent
delirium. . ]

She recovered—perhaps because of
her youth and naturally good con-
stitution, perhaps only because she
wanted to die.

It was a slow convalescence; but
at last Dr. McGrigor said she was
well—at any rate, he could do no
more for her,

Mr. and Mrs. Marsh feit that the
Creator of the Universe had given
Elaine back to them-—only they did
not get back the same FElaine who
was so dear to them before the danger
tfrom which she had been thus merci-
fully delivered. -She was different,
changed temporarily or foreyer. And
the change was not merely physical.
Her ravaged looks, her ruined charms,
grieved them and saddened them; in-
deed, remembering what her outward
aspect had been, of course, one could
not without pain ses that ugly crop-
ped hair that seemed so black and
coarse against the whiteness of her
skin, or the great dark circles round
her lustreless eyes, or the sunken
cheeks and hollowed mneck, or the
loose, shapeless hanging of the gar-
ments about her once splendid body.
But'as to all this, time would cer-
tainly help. ‘‘Time, Gertrude deay—
time, the healer.” It was the in-
ternal, the deeper alteration that dis-
tressed them so much. Even if she
had filled her clothes and flashed
her eyes, even if her voice had sound-
ed satisfactorily, there would still
have been something dreadfully wrong

with her. s

When she murmured her words o
gratitude—just such words as she
might have employed in the past—
they hurt one instead of warming
one’s heart. They were toneless; they
seemed to have no real meaning in
them. She was far. too humble and
meek in regard. to her wuncle and
aunt and far too defiant in regard to
others. She had wounded both of the
Misses Berwick, her oldest and best
friends and they paid no more visits
to the house. Although her manner
was so subdued, so unnaturally quiet,
she met people’s solicitous glances or
kind inquiries with + a disconcerting
stare. She stared at people‘—“As .1f
we might all go to the deyll,” said
almost irrepressible Mrs. Wilson, who
had paused for a little talk. Mr.
Marsh himself noticed that stare at
Mrs. Wilson and the effect produced
upon -her. .

Moreover, In St. Luke's church he
could not but ‘observe . that Elaine
did not make any pretense of taking
part in the devotional exercises. Be-
ing very weak still, she propquy sat
while the rest knelt., But siltting she
stared; despite her weakness she sat
too erect; she sat as one sits in or-
dinary houses, not in God’'s house. Ho
struggled against the feeling that be
ought to say something to her about
it, but the senSe of duty pravailed,
and he spoke.

‘“You don’t mind, dear Elaine, do
you?’ he said in conclusion of his
tenderly affectionate little reproof.

‘““No. Thank you very much,” said
Elaine in her meek, low voice. ‘‘Thank
you, Uncle Willlam. You are so good
It was
exactly what she used to say before
her illness, making hem wrinkle his
eyebrows then and rub his hands in
pleasure; but- now it was without
tone, sounding empty, meaningless.

“It is the old story,’”” he sald to his
wife. ‘“‘Apathy, When she throws

7

off her apathy all will be well with
her—because hers is a.noble nature.
Gertrude, she has great eourage. I
have had opportunities of seei
opportunities of which you were de-

prived.”’

“That .girl has got on my nerves,”
sald Mrs. Wilson, chatting with a
friend | one afternoon in Febrnary.
‘“I begin to hate the sight of her.

Why doesn’t she go away and leave

the place for good?”

N

H leaving .the place—for. good or

ill. = Mr. Marsh, laboring at her
own earnest request, had at last ob-
tained for her a suitable employment.
He had found that ideal situation’of
which he had spoken hopefully at the
beginniné. She was to go to a Mr.
and Mrs. Sinclair, who lived at Bex-
hill and take charge of their back-
ward boy of seven—backward only in
the least unpleasant manner, back-
ward not from want of intelligence,
but because delicacy and a lame leg
had precluded him from regular
study.

Two days before her departure she
went with her uncle to see Mr. Evans
at his offices in Lincoln’s Inn. The
fight about Aunt Edith’s estate was
over, or, rather, there had been no
fight. But all that often explained
law business had lended with what
Mr. Eva considered to be a great
success, in view 'of the now admitted
fact that his slde had never had a leg
to stand on. In a letter to Mr. Marsh|
making the appointment he said that
he had good news to convey.

He gave a little start as Ilaine
came into his comfortable room, and
showed quite plainly the distressing
impression that her deteriorated ap-
pearance had made upon his kindly
feelings.

““Come and sit by the fire,” he said,
with a momentary and qui'te un-
usual nervousness; and he established
her in an armchair near the cheer-
ful blaze of the broad old fashioned
grate. ‘“You have had a cold jour-
ney—and, of course, after your illness
we' must continue to treat you for a
littla while as an interesting inva-
lid”’; and, recovering his self posses-
sion, he gave a friendly or paternal
laugh as if to prove ‘that he had not
really noticed anything amiss.

Then Uncle William was made to
start; for Elaine had laughed, too.

“0, I'm ‘quite well again,” said
Elaine, sounding that short mirthless
laugh. “You know I have always been
as strong as several horses.”

After .that she neither smiled nor
spoke for some time, while Mr. Evans
and Mr. Marsh did the talking. She
sat with her hands folded on her lap,
looking white and humble, a person
utterly crushed by sickness and mis-
fortune.

Mr. Evans, as he told them both,
had finished, the business with a com-
promise. The other side was going to
give Miss Fletcher three pounds a
week for the rest of her life, and she
was to accept this bounty and signify
her renunciation of any further:claim.
A letter of acceptance had been pre-
pared by the other side, and Mr. Evans
had approved of the draft. Now hers,
in a few minutes, a representative of
the other side would see Misg Fletcher
‘wign the letter. And then—then noth-
ing would remain to be done except for
everybody concerned to congratulate

everybody else. ;

Mr. Marsh at once agreed that' this
solution of the problem was most sat-
isfactory. Seated by the table behind
which Mr. Evans was gitting, he
beamed across the dividing space of
Turkey carpet at Elaine by the fire;
and he and Mr. Evans continued talk-
ing about it. Three pounds-a week
was not a large income: on the other
hand, it' meant freedom, security; it
provided at any rate for the neces-
sitieg of life. Miss Fletcher was now
safe! And Mr. Evans confessed, with
a genuine kindliness, with really
affectionate sympathy, that he pass-
ed through more than one sleep-
less night harassed by the thought
that Miss Fletcher was not safe; and

fact, Elaine = was going away,

he felt sure that Mr. Marsh had suf- ,

fered much the same nocturnal dis-
comfort, ¢
UT to this Mr. Marsh did not
agree. He said that for two rea-

sons ‘he had not been kept awake
by it—and he indicated that his first
reason had “been his knowledge that
there was a poor little house at Tudor
Green where Elaine could always find
at least shelter and food; and that his
second reason—which he felt he ought
to put in the prior place—was his con-
§idence in the power that prevented
the fall of sparrows, or, letting them
 fall, permitted the crash only because
it was mysteriously but certainly for
their own good. = -

“Ah, yes,” saild Mr. Evans, assum-
ing the serious expression that he took
to church with Mrs. Evans on Sun-
days. ‘‘Still,”” and he grew gay again,
“it 1s a good thing—well,to bs secure.
And I am sure, Miss Fletcher, that on
reflection you yourself——"'

Mr. Marsh answered for her. It was
undoubtedly a grand and good thing.

But still Elaine said nothing at all,
andf her silence becoming irkéome, Mr.
Marsh was presently obliged to make
a direct appeal for itg conclusion.

‘“You are pleased, Elaine, aren’t
you, dear?”

“I am grateful,” said Elaine humbly.
“That is, I am grateful to Mr, Evans '
for all the trouble he has taken.”,

‘0, as to that—please don’'t mention
it,”’ sald Mr. Evans, visibly affected
by the meekness, the pathetic humility

of her tone and manner.

He and Mr. Marsh talked then of
the weather, until the representative
of the other side arrived and introduc-
tions were made. /

“Mr. Atkinson—Miss Fletcher.” Mr.
Atkinson-—Mr. Marsh. Mr. Marsh, you
know, is Miss Fletcher's uncle.”

‘‘Capital,” said Mr. Atkinson, cheer-
ful and smiling; and he sat down and
brought some papers out of his coat
pocket. Never having seen her before,
he felt no surprise as to the aspect of
Miés Fletcher. She appeared to him
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you at once and afford lasting benefit. g0c.
a box; all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates &
Co., Limited, Toronto. Sample Box free
if you mention this paper and enclose 2c.
stamp to pay postage.

day ‘with

‘contented couple.

altogether normal, if .not symbolical;
the poor relation with pallid cheeks
and a rusty black dress who assumes
an air of submissive martyrdom, but

who means to get all ghe can out of’

you or your clients, and who will play
them nasty tricks if you aren’t care-
ful.

“Perhaps Miss Fletcher will allow
me to run through this with her—I
mean, just to read it to her—and ex-
plain that any phrases that sound

- perhaps’ a little harsh are merely dull

legal jargon—quite formal.”

‘O, quite formal,”” said Mr. Evans.

“‘Quite.” And Mr. Atkinson began
to read aloud. Ie was a-young mid-
dle-aged man, with the good manners
that are worse than bad manners, be-
cause, although highly polished, there
is no solid material of instinct or tra-
dition beneath them. He had self as-
surance, yet knew that it came from
success and prosperity, not from per-
sonal merit.

The letter was, in fact, the usual
sort of thing; in effect thanking the
benefactors for their generosity; ac-
knowledging that their bounteous
conduct was altogether voluntary, a
charitable act, and what not else
humiliating to the person benefited,
who hereby and herewith abandoned
any ridiculous pretensipns of the past

and any greedy hopes of further
munificence in' the future.
‘““Phere you are, Mr. Evans. Now,

if the young lady will sign it, either
you or I can attest her signature.”
As Mr. Atkinson said this, handing
the document to Mr. Evans, his man-
ner became less like a solicitor’s than
that of a doctor—say a big physi-
cian who has prescribed a potent
dose of medicine and tells the family
attendant to administer it. Mr. Ev-
ans made all ready and invited
FKlaine to come and gulp it down.
But Elaine was slow. She picked
up the letter from its place on the
table in front of the chair that had
been pushed forward for her conven-
ience and stood there looking at it,

not studying its phrases, not really
seeing it.
Instead, she saw at that moment

the Nuns’' House as it used to be be-
fore it fell into the merciless hands
of strangers—not all empty, forlorn
and deserted, but full of warmth,
comfort, gracious beauty; with fire-
light flickering on paneled walls,
curtains at its windows, peace in its
heart. Suppose she had it now to go
to, to rest in, to grow old in—hiding
herself in it at first, then doing a
little good to others—doing as much
good as possible, later on, when her
strength came. back to her and she

. began to forget what had taken it

away. And Aunt Edith had wished
her to have it all.

“No,” she sald quietly, “I won't
sign this. I won’t accept thelr offep”
and she went back to the hearth and
threw the letter into the fire.

There was surprise, consternationy
indignant protest; each of them re-
monstrated with her in his own way.
But she merely sald no :again and
again; and they could not\shake her

resolution. She stood there as pale
as marble and as firm. Not the
slightest flush had come wupon her

white face, but her dark eyes looked
very large, and Mr. Marsh saw In
them., when the indignant Atkinson
asked to know exactly what he
should tell his clients—Mr: Marsh
seemed to see them not as much as
he habitually called a flash, but a re-
turn of force, a faint yet a flerce
light.

“I ask, what shall I tell them?”

“mell them,” sald Elaine, ‘that I
hate them and despise them. Tell
them I think they have stolen 'the
money from a dead hand—' and her
eyes really blazed—‘Dbut it is thalrs
by law. Is that enough to tell them?
If not, tell them I hope the money
may poison them—and I'd rather
starve to death or go on the  streets
than take a favor or a kindness from
any one of them.”

Outside, in that dull street: be-
hind the law courts,’ Mr. Marsh
still looked flustered) and old. Al
the way from the bottom of the stone

staircase at the solicitor’s ‘office he:

had been reproaching Elaine, and he

was still doing it. But, as he kept:

saying, the mischief was perhaps not
irreparable. They had left Mr. HEvans
making endeavors to soothe Mr. At-
kinson, begging that Miss Fletcher
might have another chance and be
allowed to change her mind.

“Never,” said Elaine, with force.

And gradually the kind old man
recovered his serenity. His rebukes
grew more and more gentle.

‘“Under mno circumstances; however
could it have been necessary, dear,
to be so—well, so—believe me, I un-
derstand your feelings. I admir®‘\your
spirlt; but—such bitter words,
Elaine! And. In your heat, I must
say, you used an indelicate expres-
sion.” ;

“CHF s the hardest girl I
met,” sai@ Mrs. Sinclair.
very hardest.”

Mr. Sinclair sald he did not a bit
mind the young woman’s hardness; it
was her lack of ordinary charm, Rer
scarecrow appearance that bothered
him.

‘“But T don’t want to part with
her,” said Mrs. Sinclair firmly. ‘“‘Bas-
i1 is fond of/her; and we'd never get
anyone elge for the same money.”

‘ever
She

And they stood looking at -each
other, both concealing secret
thoughts. The husband was of mid-

dle age, say a badly preserved forty-
five, and stout, red, bald; the wife,
no older, tall/and rather elegant, had
faded rapidly.

They ought to have been such a
They were not
poor; they lived at the pleasantest
seaslde place in England; their house
—4n that clean, ‘gay, prettily gardened
road that has a church at one end of
it and the golf course at the other—
was quite charming. Their front gar-
den was ‘‘a plcture.” Basil, their be-
loved only child, was growing out of
his lameness. Mrs. Flint, their cook,
although considerably redder and
fatter than her master, was ener-

getic, economical, skilled in her art;
Mary, the house parlor maid, if not
a beauty, was a paragon of virtue
and Industriousness; and now, as
though to crown their felicity. for-
tune had given them a young lady
who took sole charge of the little
boy, dressed him neatly, taught him,
walked him, guarded him by day and
night—and all this at about half the
wage of an ordinary nurdery gover-
ness. Yet, in spite of so many factors
in< their lives seeming to make for
happiness, they were not happy. They
had trouble—a great and increasing
trouble. Mr. Sinclair was too fond of
girls. and Mrs. Sinclair was too fond
of alecohol, and each knew of the
other’s failing. 3

Months ago, on the evening of her
arrival, Elalne had received a hint
from Mrs. Sinclaix about her Thus-
band’s weakness. 2 -

“He pays compliments, you know;
but with no ulterior meaning—really
mo meaning at all. T just thought I'd
mention it so that you'd understand
and not misinterpret.”

“O, 'm not afraid of compliments,’”
said Miss Fletcher: and Mrs. Sinclair
had her first sensation of the hard-
ness that she was to feel more strong-
ly later on, ]

» me out for a daK or two.
e

R. SINCLAIR had hoped against

hope that the newcomer would

be pretty—perhaps even more
than pretty, indulgent, to a tormented
middle-aged gentleman. But at the
first sight of her, as she entered the
dining room and sat down at the din-
ner table, his heart fell. ‘That short
black hair and. the dull complexion
knocked him out of dreamland, so far
as she was concerned.

He took no more notice of her, did
not listen for her monosyllabic answers
to polite questions, and when com-
pelled to look at her, looksd exactly
as he did at the gray faded lady on
the other side of the. table—with
introspective eyes, not mentally seeing
her. As usual, his mind became a
vast hall of memories through which
girls moved distractingly in all direc-
tions. Size, color, shape did not mat-
ter—girls, girls, girls! But this one—
this Fletcher—wasn't a girl at all
You couldn’t weave dreams about her.

It is probable that Mrs. Sinclair’s
bad habit had been induced by the
bad habit of her husband. His too
obviousg admiration of young people
of the other sex was more than she
could bear, unsupported. She knew
he was unfaithful in thought. She
could pardon his physical deterioration
and everything else except this. She
loved him and wanted him as much
now as when he was comely and
pleasant to the sight—she craved for
the glance of love, the touch of kind-
ness that was real and not merely
hypocriticals pretense to kezp her in
good humor. As she thought ot it all,
invincible sadness sank into her poor,
faithful, wounded heart, and she her-
self seemed to be sinking, sinking,
down to black despairing darkness.

But when she react&ed this stage of
her unhappy meditations she took
stimulant, either getting something
from the grocer in Devonshire road or
surreptitiously going 'into her own
dining room apd helping herself there.

Thus, on a wet day not long after
Elaine’s arrival she had struggled
agalnst temptation ever since lun-
cheon; but between tea time and din-
ner it became too strong for her. Mr.

inclair had gone to the club to play
bridge, and the new governess was °
upstairs with Basil, reading to him
while he soaked his lame leg in hot
water as the doctor had ordered. As
was her wont, she listened at the top
of the kitchen stairs. From down be-
low came the sound of industrious
Mary’s sewing machine, rhythmic,

unceasing; and the cook made cook-
like sounds moving about the kitchen,
rattled a metal pot, clanged against
the oven. Everybody was accounted
for; all clear! . She went into the din-
ing room and closed the door. There
was another door leading into the
drawing room. It stood open, show-
ing emptiness and darkness, and she
did not trouble to shut it. Even now
she continued to struggle, knowing
what the end would be,!yet struggling;

. and thus she was unusually slow about

it. At last, however, she went on her
knees by. the cellaret, put down her
glass, and fished out the freshly open-
ed bottle of whiskey that her hus-
band had only trifled with at lunch-

eon. ;

Still ‘on her knees, she was in the
act of ralsing the glass to her, lips
when a dreadful stony voice stOopped
her, and she looked round in fear. It
was Miss Fletcher, standing on the
threshold of the other room-—Miss
Fletcher, not indeed spying but there
by accident, having been sent down-
%tairs to fetch something for the little
‘boy.

“No,” said Elaine.

“No?” said Mrs. Sinclair, scrambling
to her feet and spilling some of the
whiskey. ‘““What do you mean by
no2t !

‘I mean no.” said Elaine.
good for you.

“Tt isn’
It does you harm.”
HEN Mrs. Sinclair blustered and |,
presently. whimpered, She said
with 1ndign§ttion that this was
the biggest piece olepertinence she
had ever met, and she would tell her
husband about it the moment/he re-.
turned from the club. Whimpering
she looked exactly like her young son;
as Klaine noticed she puckered her
forehead in the same way and made
Just the same noise that he did in his

grief. She told Elaine of that awful
sensation of sinking. !
; ‘“You won’t sink,” said Elaine cold-
y. »

“I don’t know. When I go over like
that, I seem absolutely to need it.”
Elaine shrugged her shoulders.

‘“Take it, then,” she said, and went
away. e

To be continued.

(Copyright: 1924: By W. B. Maxwell
in TUnited States and Great Britain.)

PUTS HEALTH
“AND VIM INTO -
O WOMEN

So Says Mrs. MacPherson
of Lydia E.Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound

Brantford, Ont.—“I was always
tired and the least exertion would put
Ihad a

pressing pain on the top of my head,
ain in the nape of my neck, and when
fstoo ed over I could not get up with-
out help, because of pain in my back.
I did not sleep well and was nervous
at the least noise. I keep house, but I -
was such a wreck that I could not =
sweep the floor nor wash the dishes
without lying down afterwards. A
friend living near me told me what
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound had done for her so I began to
take it. With the first bottle [ felt
brlfhter and got soI could wash dishes
and sweep without having to fie down,
Later I became regular again in my
monthly terms. I have taken ten bot-
tles all told and am now all better. I
can truly say that your wonderful
medicine cannot be beaten for putting
health and vim into a woman,’’—

rs. JAMBS H. MACPHERSON, 309
Greenwich St., Brantford, Ont.

If you are suffering from a displace-
ment, irregularities, backache, or any
other form of female weakness write
to the Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine
Co., Cobour% Ontario, for Lydia E,
Pinkham’s Private Text-Boo upon
S‘Ailments Peculiar to Women.” K- N
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Moss May Deceive You .

If You're Lost in Woods

OST in tM woods! . Completely

4 turned around! You know your
camp, or the picnic ground, is
north of the woods, but you don’t
know where north is. Just-what are
you going to do? <
-Almost every boy  and  girl has
heard that the one way to find notth

is to look for moss onm the trunks of
‘trees, because moss grows only on
the north side. This, however, isn’t
entirvely true.

Examine trees that stand more or
less in the sunshine and others that
grow in the dense shade of the woods
and you will find a difference. | Now
remember that moss grows best in
the shade and requires a good deal
of moisture, and that the north side

of a tree is always in the shade and ;|

holds moisture longest because the
sun cannot get to it and dry it out.
So0 moss on the north side gets what
it wants—shade and moisture—and
usually grows deepest there, even
when it is found on the otheér sides
as well. ;

This, however, does not apply to
trees that grow so close together
that their trunks get no sunshine at
all. On these the moss will grow as
readily on the south side as on the
north, and when a tree leans so that
the upper side catches and holds the
most moisture, that side will gather
the deepest moss, no matter what
side it may be.

It is here you must use your com-
mon sense in settling the question
and choose only the trees that stand
straight (and have enough sunshine
to dry all sides but the north. HEven
then one tree alone cannot always
be trusted. You must examine a
number of trees and choose your di-
rection by the majority. Then, when
you have decided which way to turn
to go north, hold to that course, don’t
be frightened, and forge straight
ahéad, stopping every now and then
to examine trees to be sure you are
keeping to the course you started
and are not circling.

‘“Where moss grows is north” is,
like many another so-called woods-

;s man’s. law, to be taken with a grain

of salt, or, in other words, a little

common sense.,

'HOW AN ENGINE STARTS CARS

O you think that a railway engine
just picks up a whole string of
elghty cars, as they sometimes

do, anq starts them off all at once?
When you stop to think of it, that is
a tremendous fe;xt;to have power to
start eizhty cars/ at once. g

But the engine really picks the cars
up one at a time. By the time it has

started the last car they are all rolling,
and their momentum helpg = to keep
them going. Once they are under way
the. engine merely has to keep.adding
to their momentum, gaining speed.
This is done by means of the
“‘slack.” There is a little s'ack, or
play, in the couplers between the cars
and in the springs to which the coupl-
ers are attached. One car may be
Julled ahead several inches without
moving the next. This slack enables
the engineer to start the first car
alone, then.the next, anq so on. In

a freight train you can hear the slack
stretched out—bang, bang, bang-—as
the cars get the pull of the engine.

You'll notice sometimes that an en-
gineer backs up a bit before he starts
ahead out of the station. By backing
up,.- the engineer pushes the cars to-
gether and puts the necessary slack
into his train. 7Usually, however, he
puts in the slack as he stops. He ca
do this because he has two setg of air
brakes—one on the engine alone, and
another on the rest of the train. As
he comes into the station he first stops’
the engine and then as the cars push
into it he sets the brakes to hold the
slack.

As you ride on trains, notice how
different® engineers handle the two
sets of brakes. One engineer stops
with a bang—he simply stops his en-
gine and lets the cars ram into it. An-
other stops as smoothly as silk, first
braking the cars to slow them up eas-
ily, then gradually braking on the en-
gine to take up the slack gently.

Backyard Playgrounds N

["HANDBALL
FOR FATHER, SON
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1h s is.another of a series of articles
on the construction and use of play-
ground equipment adapted to the
back yard. ;
By W. C. BATCHELOR.
[JJANDBALL is a game in which
il father and son can grow up
: together. Dad can break in
his boy at about the age of 10 or
12. Almost any back yard will pro-
vide ample space for a court.

Any fat wall, either wood or brick,
with a free space of léevel ground

F acts tl_1at Aren’t

Lead pencils aren’t lead pencils at
iall. The part which writes is a’mix-

ture ‘of graphite and clay. About
the only lead in a lead pencil is the

lead in the paint which is used to
color the penciis.
Brass Is Not Mined.

Many people think that the metal
brass is mined somehow or another.
As a matter of fact, brass is not a
separate 'metal in itself, but is an
alloy, or mixture,
zinc.

The bite of the black snake is re-
garded as quite: poisonous, . especially
in the south. Actually, the bite. of
a, black snake is not quite as harm-
ful ‘as a cat scratch, because the
black. snake has no poison sacks and
he keeps his teedra great deal cleaner
fhan "a cat keeps her claws.

Golf Ball Not Acid.

It is commonly suppobsed that the
inside  of golt ball down at the
core, is filled with some sort of ex-
plosive acid, In reality, there is no
golf ball on the market to-day which
has an explosive acid, or any acid,
wrapped up in it. 5

IRISH POTATOES NOT IRISH.

“Irish’ potatoes were never thought
of in Ireland until Sir Walter Raleigh
took some back after his visit to

America. Now they are one of the
principal articles of food in that
country. <

“Gold filled”’ on a “piece of jewelry
doesn’t mean that the article is filled
with gold or that it is solid gold.
‘What is does mean is that the article
is, plated extra heavily with gold.

Hobwever, ‘'sterling”” on silver al-
ways means that the 'metal is at
least 925-1000 pure silver. The
other things Jin sterling silver are

used to harden and toughen up the
more precious metal,

adjoining, will do. The court may
be any size,” but in general the fol-
lowing proportions should be follow-
ed: The wall space should be four-
fifths as high as it is wide, and the
court should be two and one-half
times as long as the wall is high.

A ‘“service” line divides the court
midwdy between the wall and the back
line. This is called a single-walled
court. 3

The game is played on the same
principle as tennis, but with_ the
hand instead of a racquet, and against
the wall instead of over a net. A
tennis ball or any similar
ball may be wused. "

The rules are simple and the game
is easily picked up by the beginner.
Its devotees claim it has all the fas-
cination of any other sport.

Copyright, 1924, by W. C. Batchelor
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MONOGRAMS FOR SUMMER DRESSES *
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GLANCE in the shop windows or
through the season’s fashion
books brings our attention to a
particular style which is proving very
popular — that of the embroidered
motif appliqued on the left front of
the blouse. Dozens of dressés for
young girls show no other decoration
except these motifs, which often take

the form of the wearer’s monogram.
Of course, it would be better to
have no monogram at all than one
poorly designed and embroidered. But
the girl who is skilful at fitting shapes
together should find a great deal of
pleasure in figuring out an arrange-
ment of her initials. A girl has many
opportunities to use such a mono-
gram, so-it is well to have one-on
hand. By transferring the letters to
a linen or poplin patch she may em<
broider them for one of her dresses,
though a better way would be to
trace the letters on heavy paper and
cut them out, then embroider over .
the paper on the linen and the letters

/ would stand up well.

In making the monogram it is well

to sketch hastily some sixX or eight
arrangements of letters to find the
most agreeable before working up
any one. THe letters need not be
arranged to read in any’ particular
form, or the 'largest need not be the
one indicating the last name, Dbut

* they should be planned merely to

make a’pleasing design, The whole
secret of monogram making is for the
letters to interlock or fit together.
Letters with curving lines should be
fitted inio a circle. Others would fit
more harmoniously into a triangle or
oval. Elongate the letters or distend
them in any way to meet your de-
mand on them.

‘In making a monogram patch for a
dress it is often prettier to use a
brighter color for the motif than the
material of the goods. For instance,
a tan linen dress could have 4 henna
or ?hine,se'“blue patch with'the letters
in tan.

ESIDES the monograms on dresses
these decorations are used in
many ways. The girl in the pic-

ture is wearing a motif on the front

of a bright band around a felt hat.
The design is a popular Chinese one
(shown in the lower right-hand cor-
ner), which you may trace out of the
paper, and if your initials happen to
correspond with any of those shown,
you 'can set righti to work tracing
them off for that gay patch on your
pocket.

Scarfs are all the rage this season,
too, and, one of the prettiest ways of
decorating these is with the em-
broidered monogram. You will see
on the scarf the girl is carrying how
this is used. A one-color silk scarf
with a bright monogram would be
‘very pretty. For sports wear a flan-
nel dress with a scarf to match is
made distinctive when a monogram is
embroidered on the pocket of the
dress and is repeated on one end of
‘the scarf. .

Another pretty combination is a
plain scarf with a contrasting bor-
der and a monogram to match the
border, the border. color being
*peated in the dress and hat.

Maybe you can think up some effect—
ive ‘ways of your own for using the
popular monogram.

res

Games of Animals

ID you ever watch bear cubs in
a zoo putting on a boxing match?

They have great. fun in these
friendly bouts, following rules all their
own.

Maybe it never occurred to you that
young animals have games of their
own and have just as much fun with
them as boys and girls have with
‘‘hide and seek’ er ‘“run sheep, run.”

Every species seems to have its own
special type of play. Kittens, as you
may have noticed, are fond of wrestl-
ing. Monkeys play ‘“tag,”” and they
seem to have a few simple rules for
their  game which they all follow.
Squirrels enjoy a game of ‘“‘follow the
leader,” young goats run exciting
races together; otters go a-sliding for
the pure joy of the sensation; even
the clumsy fur seal of the far-away,
foggy . Pribilov Islands does a two-
step on the beach. ™

Just as boys get the stamp-collect-
ing habit for a hobby, so many birds
have the collecting fad. Among thesa
collectors are the jackdaw and the
magpie. The bower-bird even builds
a playhouse to play in!

There are two kinds of play in
animals, one of movement only, which
trains the muscles and the nerves to
the work of life, and the other the
play of experiment, finding out what
other things are. And just as human
being§ who never get too old to play
are often the cleverest, so the higher
type of animals are the playing ones.

TOO MUCH EFFORT.

A small boy went to a village shop
and asked for a box of matches.
Presently he returned and said:
‘““Mother says these matches  won't
strike.”

“Won’t strike!” cried the shop-
man, irritably. “Why, look here,”
and he struck one on his trousers to
prove their quality.

The boy took the matches back, but
soon returned. ‘‘Mother Ssays she
hasn’t: time to come and strike a
match on your trousers every time
she wants a light.””

PRETTY WELL FILLED,
Teucher? “Every time you fail to
recite I put a cross after your name.”
Student: ‘“‘My name must look like
4 graveyard.' 4 .

Play “Toto” at Camp or at Parties

OTO

is such a simple camping
game that you can almost guess
how to play it from the picture,
but you'll never know till you've tried
it just how much fun it is. You can
rig up t\;e apparatus from? things
around camp. First make a base-
board three feet square, using ordi-
nary inch boards or pleces of wooden
planks 1In its centre nail three empty
coffee cans, placing them so that the
rim of each one touches the other,
just as is shown above. Next make
three yarn or string balls about the
size of a tennis ball, and try to make
a kind that doesn’t bounce easily.
Place the hoard/with three cans on
&

the floor, allowing it to lean against
the wall or a chair with one side ten
to twelve inches higher than the other.
1f you have some tools at camp you
might nail two legs on one side of
the board to raise it to the right
height. =

Line up the players eight or ten
feet from the board. Then each one
in turn tries to throw three balls into
the can. The first to get all’ three
balls in is winner. This looks easy,
but because the rims of the cans are
touching, each ball has to be thrown
squarely into its can or it will miss
entirely.

Teams of two or more players may
play each other, setting 100 for the
winning score, or another way to play
is to have one ball in a can count 5,
two balls out of three 15, and three
out of three to win the game.
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COMPANY DINNER MOVIE LESSON

Making salads is an art any girl can acquire.

Al delicious salad lIs

just the touch needed for the company .dinner which this series of

“movie lessons’* tells about.

The dressing described here will do for

many other salads besides the stuffed tomato one.
: Clip these lessons and paste them in a scrap book so you’ll know
just what to do if mother is called away and youwre left in charge of

the kitchen.

1. To make mayon-
naise dressing, put 1 tea-
spoonful mustard, 2 tea-
spoonfuls powdered
sugar, 1 teaspoonful salt
and the yolks of 2 eggs in
a bowl and mix thorough-
ly.

2./ Beat /in 114 cups
olive oil a few drops at a
time. Add 2 tablespoon-
fuls vinegar and 2 table-
spoonfuls lemon juice a
few drops at a time. When
well beaten add 2 stiffly
beaten egg whites or 14
cup cream.

3. Peel 6 tomatoes and
remove the insides.- Place
the shells on ice to chill.
Add finely chopped celery
and cucumber to the pulp
and mix with mayonnaise.

4. Refill the shells; put
mayonnaise on top. Serve
on ‘lettuce leaves and
garnish with rings of red
and green peppers. Set
these away in a cool place
until ready to setve.

. The next course for our company dinner will be the dessert,

a lemon ice, which will' be shown on the “movie lesson’ film

next week.

A City of Buried Treasure

FAMOUS traveller who had jour-
neyed over the continents of both
hemispheres was taking dinner at
the Ramsey home. The novel way

' the guest told of his recent wander-

ings in South America made Paul
and Marjorie suspect that somewhere

in hi§ great store of information were |

pigeon-holed some fine tales of ad-
venture.

“Do you know any stories about In-
dians?”’ Paul took courage to ask be-
tween salad and dessert.

“Or about hidden treasure?”’
sister added.

The visitor smiled thoughtfully. “I
can tell you a story about Indians—
though not the Indians you are used
to hearing about—and at the same
time tell you of lost treasure, but it is
not the ordinary kind concealed in a
pirate chest. Where it is no one
knows.

“The story is an old legend that be-
longs to the Inca Indians of Peru.
They are an ancient tribe, old when
ihe Spanish adventurers first sought

his

gold in their - country. ILike most
primitive peoples, they @ were sun-
worshipers, and when they found

veins of precious yellow metal in the
ground they called the nuggets ‘lost
sunbeams.” The Incas thought #¢he
‘sunbeams’ had been sent down by
the Sun-god to do good on  earth,
but had strayed in their journey. The
Incas used to dig them up, fashioning
them into beautiful objects, rings and
bracelets, ornaments, goblets, bowls
and pitchers. | But whatever they
made was dedicated to the Sun-god,
for they were sure he had sent them
the ‘sunbeams.’

“And so in their beautiful temples,
year after year, a wonderful wealth
of this yellow metal was stored up.
Then in the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries came the Spanish adven-
turers. They were driven ever on-
ward by their lust for gold. They
brought their great treasure ships to
sail back home loaded with the booty
which they took from the néw world.

«Pizarro, the great and cruel Span-
ish explorer, discovered that the
temples were the places to find gold
in the greatest.quantity, so he went
about making it his habit to conquer
the territory in which these treasure
chambers were found. He ruthlessly
killed any of the luckless inhabitants
that tried, to stop him in his march
after treasure, and so he filled his
ships: with ‘the gold of the Incas.

“Greatest of all the cities the Incas
had built was ' the Enchanted C1§y,
lying close under a great mountain.
Fiere was the temple shrine which
was supposed to be the home qf the
Sun-god. And since the god himself
was believed to live there, the most
beautiful of all the golden $tore in
the country was carried te his sanc-
tuary.

“The Incas guarded jealously from
all but their own members the secret
of the location of the beautiful city
with its treasure house of gold. It
was reached, so the story tells, by

winding and hidden passageways
over tortuous trails that only the In-
cas could pick out. /

‘“‘But the fame of the wealth of this
golden city spread, and it is probable
that some of these stories were ex-
aggerated but how they appealed to
the greedy Spanish adventurers, who
listened eagerly to these tales of the
enchanted city with its roofs gleam:
ing with gold. A

““At this time Peru was an undis=
covered country, and to the Spaniards,
following the lure of gold meant fac-
ing unknown dangers in a country
which might be full of savage men
as well as beasts.

“To pillage the unseen Enchanted
City became the aspiration of every

a moment Tom didn't

A Twisted Talk

HOMAS was to make a speech
before his English class. He had
chosen as his topic “Kindness to

dogs,”” and expected to dwell particu-*
larly upon the cruelties which are
sometimes practiced in the movies to
make -dogs do the stunts and tricks
which they appear on the screén to
perform so easily.

Thomas’ teacher had impressed
upon. her pupils the importance of
having a good opening sentence. “I'll
get something smappy that’ll make
them sit up and listen,” decided the
speaker in preparing his talk. “I got
it! T'll look ’em all in the eye and
‘Bvery boy needs a dog’.”

The slogan seemed @ exactly the
right. thing. Tom practiced till he
thought he was perfect. On the mor-
ning that he was called upon, how-
ever, he felt a tightness in the region
of his collar as he started to speak.
He tried not to appear nervous as he
looked  at his audience and said,
‘“Every dog needs a boy.” ~

A murmur of pleasure went around
the room. The students smiled in
appreciation of the clever twist thelir
class-mate had given the phrase. For
understand.
Then it dawned on him what he had
said. He coughed. He stuttered.
Then he decided to let it go. Might
as_well! §

He went on to develop his talk by
telling how much better off some of
the dogs of the show and circuses and
movies would be if they had a kind
boy for a master. When he was
through the students clapped for him.

‘I shall grade Thomas very highly
on that speech,” said Miss Hastings,
his teacher. “I was particularly
struck with the opening sentence. If
he had said, ‘Every boy needs a dog.’
that would merely have been the us-
ual thing. It was the turn he gave
it that made it effective.

Spanish marauder. Pizarro, hearing
the wonders of it, started into the
heart of the kingdom on a bloody
quest. He hunted the country over
but, strange to say, he never found
it. Nor has anhybody else ever found
the Enchanted City for it is now
thought the ruins lie down deep in the
earth. The Incas, fearing for the
safety of their gold, brought up ni-
trates from the coast of Chile and
blew up the mountain.

“They say that to-day, somewhere,
twunknown to any man for the secret
died with the civilization of the In-
cas, lies the greatest buried treasure
in the world, in the temple of the
Enchanted City.” °

SAVED HIM FROM FIGURING.

Customer: “You don't seem so quick
at figures,; my boy.”

Newsy: ‘No, boss. Most of the men,
say, ‘Keep the change.’”

GOT BY WITH HIM.

First Student: ‘“Who is your favorite
author?”’

Second Student: ‘‘My father,” ;

First Student: “What did he write?”’

Second Student: ‘‘Cheques.”

NOT A CHANCE.
First Student; ‘I can't get
electricity through my head.”
Second Student: ‘“No wonder; wood
1s a non-conductor.”

this

WHERE NOTHING
SEEMS QUEER

[ IN SNOPPYQUOP LAND

ek
LITA 1LY matter
around the world
Snoppyquop Land.
Headache, for instance,
is a\globe, whose body

like a flight
is nothing In
Take Major
whose dome
is a phono-

graph, whose mind is a blank. The
major is greatly annoyed by the
‘round the world flies—'er, I mean
fliers. As he plays sweet music the

and buzz and circle
As his head is set

fly up
his bean.

notes
around
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must run on a

on an axis and he

trolleyy around the suniverse, the
only way to get rid of the pests
is to put flypaper in his ears
or catch the Ilittle beasts with
~ his  trusty net. ‘““Good hunting.”
you wish him, ‘“‘catch as many flies
as Ty Cobb does in a season.”_ But
‘he stubs his toe on a rock, falls down
on the job and breaks his record. The

net results of all of this are that the
‘round the world fliers escape capture,
but/ go around the globe so many
times that, like the goldfish, they die
of dizziness.

A HANDICAP.
“Well, well, lost your
caddy?”’
‘“Yes,” saild he, ‘I could do the
work iall right, but I couldn’t learn
not to laugh.”

Jobi agsiid

HOW CHANGED!
Tramp: ‘Madam, I was
ways thus.”
Madam: ‘““No, it was your other arm
vou -had in the sling yesterday.’

WHY SHOULD HE?

not al-

Music 'Teacher: “Why don't you
pause there? Don’t you see it's

marked ‘rest?’ ”’
Pupil: “Yes, but I'm not tired.”

REASON ENOUGH.

Jig: ‘“You say you flunked in
French? Why, I can’'t understand
b3

Jug: ‘“Neither could I—that's why

I flunked.’

TOO FAR.
Tax]l Driver: “Five dollars, please.”
Broke: ‘‘Back up to fifty cents.
It’s all I've got.”
(Copyright, 1924.)

SOUNDED BAD.

Nervous Woman (to persistent beg-
gar): “If I give you a piece of pud-
ding you'll never return, will you?"
BReggar: ‘‘“Well, lady, you know your
ding better than I <co."
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Whats the Hurry?
FASTER, faster, faster — and
what’s the hurry?

Now it’s the dawn-to-dusk hop
from ocean to ocean—a magni-
ficent undertaking in itself, and
one more evidence that man is
slowly but surely conquering the
earth. Sometimes it baffles him,
as, for centuries the icy vregions
of the poles baffled him hefore he
conquered them, and just as the
other day, the highest mountain
won out in the fight for its mas-
tery and took the lives of two
intrepid explorers who attempted
to climb it.

But eventually the ' mountain
will give in, and some day man
will think of a way to defy its
ice-bound, jagged peaks.

There is something splendid
about man conquering the land
he lives wupon in this way,
splendid, in that it adds to the
sum of human knowledge and
human power.

But one sometimes wonders if
mere speed is a particularly
worthwhile end in itself,

Bankers will tell you that time
is money. They will estimate
the millions of dollars in interest
a banking day represents.

Business men, estimating their
time as worth so much, will
compute, in figures that make
you dizzy, how much can be saved
by shortening the trip across the
continent.

Twaddle! Who said that six
per cent. " on/ adollar ' 'isithe
standard measurement for any-
thing?

A business man gets across the
continent in four days instead of
five. Mail is carried in one day
instead of four. What of it?

Business moves a little faster.
Is your rest any sweeter at the
end of the day than it was when
mail travelled across the con-
tinent by stage? Do the roses in
your garden smell any sweeter
than they did in /your grand-
mother’s garden?

They smell less sweet, if any-
thing, for to-day they may be
the big, forced, showy wvariety
which have lost some of their
fragrance because they weren’t
allowed to take their time to grow.

It isn’t how fast we live, it’s
how happily and how helptully.

All hail the man who spans this
continent from dawn to dusk. In
itself it is a magnificent achieve-
ment, a stupendous conception. As
proof of man’s mastery over time
and space, earth and air, it will
stand out as a miracle.

But as an achievement in saving
time, its value is overestimated.

More business done and faster,
contracts signed days earlier,
money drawing interest ‘hours
sooner. All that, yes, But not a
moment for the emerald beau-
ties of the Rockies, not a glimpse
of Ontario’s highlands, no friendly
wave of the hand to the hard-
}vorking people on the great roll-
ing prairies, no time to gather
daisies or to set foot on the top
o’ the world at the spot that
marks the watershed of the con-
tinent. What a lot lost, for a little
time gained!

Make Habit Help

\ TERRIFIC grinding of the
brakes and a sudden scream.
There’s no other sound just like
it. Instinctively you know that
something has happened and you
fly to the door to see if it could
be Teddie.

Always you have pictured it—
“It might happen’”, you have said
to yourself—and it did happen
the other day to a neighbor.

Teddie lies in the hospital with
the miraculous resiliency of child-
hood detying death. 1t must sure-
ly be that he was meant to live.
But his mother blames herself.
“I said he could go across the
street to play”, she says, “and I

usually keep themi in the yard
after supper.”

But is she not wrong? Sooner
or later we all have to cross

streets, in spite of selfish motor-
ists.

One man says, “Since this‘ thing
must be learned sooner or later
it might as well be sooner’, and
begins with his three-year-old son
_to teach him the business of cross-
ing streets.

“Talking doesn't do any good,”
he says. ‘‘Children are too young
to remember our warnings. We
have to build up physical habits
for as many things as possible in
life, so that we can do them with-
out effort.”

The first time you put on your
shoes, every motion was a prob-
lem. Now you don’t know you do
it; the muscles almost act for
themselves.

‘“When the street crossing prob-
lem arose”,.he says, “I didn't talk
about it. I took him by the hand
and together we went to the curb.
Together we put our feet on the
curb, together we looked this way,
then that, and started. I' im-
mediately put into actual practice
the thing I was talking about, so
that the body would associate the
idea with the action.

‘“Is anything coming this way?
No. 1Is anything coming from
that way? No. Now we can go.
And away we went. Run a scale
on the piano a hundred and fifty
times and you’ll never forget it.
So we practiced crossing the street
over a hundred times. If you make
a game of anything a child will
learn with ease.”

The more things we can put
over into the realm of habit, the
easier it will be to live, and the
more energy we will' have left for
things that call for effort and de-
@ision.

THE MILL RUN

ANCIENT !SUPERSTITION AND
MODERN CREDULITY.

The faith demanded by Joan
of Arc is one which the anti-
metaphyisical temper of. nine-
teenth century civilization, which
remains powerful in England and
America, and is tyrannical in
France, contemptuously refuses
her. We 'do not, like her con-
temporaries, rush to the opposite
extreme in a recoil from her as
from a witeh self-sold to the
devil because we do not believe in
the /devil nor in the possibility of
commercial contract with him.
Our credulity, though enormous,
is not boundless; and our stock
of it is quite used up by our
mediums, clairvoyants, hand read-

ers, slate writers, Christian Seci-
entists, psycho-analysts, elec-
tronic vibration diviners,: thera-

peutists of all schools registered
and unregistered, astrologers, as-
tronomers who tell us that the
sun is nearly a hundred million
miles away and that Betelguese
is ten times as big as the whole
universe, physicists who balax}ce
Betelguese by describing the in-
credible smallness of the atom,
and a host of other marvel mong-
ers whose credulity would _have
dissolved the Middle Ages in a
roar of skeptical merriment.
% * *

The medieval doctors of divinity
who did not pretend to settle how
many angels could dance on the
point of a needle cut a very poor
figure as far as romantic cred-
ulity is concerned beside the mod-
ern physicists who have settled
to the billionth of a millimeter
every movement and, position in
the dance of the electrons. Not
for worlds would I question the
precise accuracy of these calcu-
lations or the existence of elec-
trons (whatever they may be).
The fate of Joan is a warning to
me against such heresy. But
why men who bhelieve in electrons
should regard themselves as less
credulous than the men who be-
lieved in angels is not apparent

Lo raer
* * *

Perhaps I had better inform my
Protestant readers that the fam-
ous Dogma of Papal Infallibility
is by far the most modest pre-
tension of the kind in existence.
Compared to our infallible demo-
cracies, our infallible medical
councils, our. infallible astrono-
mers, our infallible judges, and
our infallible parliaments, the
Pope is on his knees in the dust
confessing his ignorance before
the throne of God, asking only
that as to certain historical mat-
ters on which he has clearly more
sources open to him than ony one
elee, his decision shall be taken as
final.—George Bernard Shaw.

* * *

We were the first editor to give
hospitality to the work of Laura E.
McCully, who died recently, a wo-
man of almost overpowering bril-
liance, and we were early in recog-
nizing the rare gifts of Marjoeri®
Pickthall. Reputations in Canadian
literature have been founded on
less meritorious performances than
herein implied. We recall a poem
Miss McCully, wrote at the age of
ten. In respect of imaginative
flight, considering the age of the
writer, it was remarkable, and to
our mind not excelled by any
Canadian poet. It dealt with the
terrors of the jungle beasts in a
typhoon, and had the serious flaw
of using the word ‘‘menace’”’
where the accent had to fall upon
the last syllable. Probably the
writer did not know how “menace”
was pronounced when she wrote
the poem, but even when the col-
lected poems appeared much later
the same word and the same in-
evitable and grotesque emphasis
had to be employed in the interest
‘of rhythm. It happened to be the’
necessary word, and Miss Mc-
Cully’s art did not equip her to
find another word that would have
conveyed almost her meaning. Nor
could she alter the ‘line to put
“menace’” where 1t could be pro-
nounced after the dictates of civili-
zation. We recall one of Leonard
Merrick’s stories in which the
word being accented like “gri-
mace,” a character was revealed
just as in another of his inimitable
tales the use of ‘‘extant” in the

belief that it was a'scholarly
synonym for ‘out of ddte” was
almost a ®omplete characteriza-

tion. Words and phrases that il-
lumine personalities to us as by a
lightning flash are ‘“tasty snack,”
Stopl oft¥ I eaits!’ T finny
tribe’” and ‘‘canine’”, the latter
to avoid what many writers appear
to regard as the horrible danger
of having to say ‘‘dog” twice in
the ‘same paragraph. We have
also our opinion of members of a
well known sex who curl the little
finger when raising a teacup, and
who profess to recognize in a
cherry the only agreeable part of
a cocktail. :
IR e
RING' LARDNER.

Highbrow American reviewers
are now discovering genius in
Ring Lardner. In his latest book
they find work as fine
as any dons by any American
living or dead in that department
of English literature in which
Americans have. done their best
work, the short story. We are
Dpleased to have our own opinion
of Lardner thus confirmed. Oof
course, he writes a lot of pretty
terrible stuff as anyone must who
is under contract for a weekly
article and has entered into a
solemn covenant to be humorous
at all times. But we believe a series
he writes called ‘“The Epistles of
Edna,” contain the best satire of
a certain type American—and
Canadian—girl we have ever read.
A perfect specimen of Lardner at
his inimitable best is to be found
in “How To Write Short Stories”
and is called “Some Like Them
Cold.” Telling a story by letters
is a hackneyed and usually ob-
jectionable device resorted to when
the narrative vein is temporarily
exhausted, but Lardner’s letters
are gems. We do not at the mo-
ment recall any American author
who has quite his gift of revealing
character in the course of a letter.
It is true that his characters have
a certain sameness since they are
all morons, varying between high
grade and medium, but in this
sphere Lardner is supreme. His art,
at bottom, is dramatic, and this is
a /rarity.

==J.:V. M,

An’ how many sheets d’ya think she had in the wash thig week? ElGI:iT?
© An’ two bedspreads, an’ me supposed to get finished in two days! Well,
Mrs. Clancy and Mrs. Pumperneck are using the
roof on a Monday morning to air their grievances as well as the clothes.
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The Roof’s the Limit when it comes
to prices in some of those cute little
restaurants
ments.
the high cost of canary seed ‘and
the terrible upkeep on those imitation
palms which are used to change an
ordinary tea room into a Jardin de
Something.

with floral ' embellish-
But then you must consider

A group of

ishers” from Katz and
N e ' { Blumgelt—Skins, whiling
‘&;yg 4 Y away the noon hour on

their roof in the business
district, with a safe,
therefore
strained,
the workmen on the
steel structure across
the sStreet. o

‘‘expert fin-

and .
unre-
with

rather
flirtation

e
S are e

DTN A by

S -

A sunny Sunday morn-
ing on the roof of the
boarding house. The
“Third-floor-back’” casts
a suspicious eye at the
windows of the sur-
rounding houses before
settling herself on a
camp stool to peruse
the Rotagravure Section
while her hair dries.

The roof of on apartment building with its network of antennae is a clearing
Here on a Sunday morning you can always find an apprecia-
tvie—if skeptical-—audience fqr that story of how you got KPO on the
enough to hear clearly away out in the kitchen of

house for DX lies.

speaker, last night, loud

2 the flat.

loud

come down!”

T~

el

Ruth,

/TR

smash-up

‘“Hey, Red—Ileave that ball alone or I'll fix ya when I

As a trysting place for D. Cupid & Co., Unlimited, the roof—
away from the madding crowd and the even more maddening
policeman—is much preferable to the park.

A roof is a dandy place for baseball,

providing the team doesn’t include an embryo Babe

A job on a roof is the death knell to the integrity of
an otherwise fairly conscientious workman. What, with
a fire on the block in the morning and an automobile
in the afternoon,
things‘always going on in the surrounding® windows,
he has such a diverting time that even the union hours
seem too short.

besides the interesting
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'WHEN SUMMER HITS YOUR DOG By Albert Payson Terhune

LD Man Negley had been talking
to Mrs. Denton about the care of
her dogs in hot weathar.

instructions

She in-

terrupted his by com-

plaining that dogs shed their hair all
over rugs and carpets at tne season
when they lose their coats.

“If you'll spend just a few minutes

more care of the dog, ma’am,” said
Negley, ‘“‘you won’t have to spend any-
where near so much time picking his
stray hairs off those rugs or off your
skirts, or off the legs of your hus-
band’s trousers.

‘“Kvery morning during the season
while my dogs are shedding their hair,
I take about five minutes to give them
a hard brushing. I use an ordinary
‘dandy brush,” that cost me forty
cents. It has stiff bristles, and those
bristles get right down to the dogs’
skin. -

“I brush the coat sharply, the wrong
way, every bit of it. I put plenty of
elbow grease into every stroke. Afier-
ward I brush the coat just as sharply
the right way. I keep it up as long
as the loose hairs follow the orush,
and I stop every few seconds to comb
out of the bristles the bunchés of hair
that clog them. You can’t brush very
efficiently with the bristles all clog-
ged up.

HN that way, every morning, I get rid
of the hairs that have loosened

since the morning hefore. Not
many more cof them will come loose
during the day. Not anywaiaere near as
many as would be tumbling off all the
time if I didn’t do that hard brush-
ing.

“There won’t be any clumps and
bunches of dead hair left on him,
ready .to stick to anything he hap-
pens to rub against or lie down on.
So the floor of my house and the
legs off my trousers aren’'t adorned
by stray hairs, the way most dog-
owners and their homes are adorned
in shedding-time. Give it a try.

‘‘Besides, it's grand for the dog him-
self. It gives his skin a fine®massage
in hot weather and strengthens the
new hair that is coming in. Your dogs
will have much richer and thicker
coats next Winter if you brush them
that way every morning.

“It isn’t much trouble—not near as
much as getting down on the floor and
cleaning up loose dog hairs all the

time. And it helps drive off thz fleas,
too. That oughit to count for some-
thing.

“@Q PEAKING of fleas, you remmember
a flea-wash I told you folks
about one day last Summer?

‘Well, a dozen people on this street

have forgotten it, and they have besan

P2

X

| the grass.
‘roll in the dirt, instead, as he prob-

asking me for it again. Here jt is:

“Mix three pints of ligquor cresolis
with forty gallons of water (rain-
water if you can get 1t), in a barrel.
Rig up, a ‘dripping board’ at one side
of the  top of the barrsl. Then pick
up your dog and dip him into- the
barrel. Dip him all the way in—ex-
cept his eyes and nose. Give Lim opr-
portunity to breathe and to see, of
course. \

“Hold him there for about two min-
utes. If you can get someone else to
hold him, then spend those ¢wvo min-
utes in rubbing his coat so that the
mixture can get through the hair into
his skin. After you have held him in
the barrel for two miautes, lift him
out of it and stand nim on the drip-
ping boat so the water can drain off
back into, the barrel.

‘““While he is standinz there, rub
lots of soap into his wet coat, all over
it, except the eyes. Then set him on
the ground and turn the hose on him.
If you haven't got a hose, use some
other way to wash tie soap and the
mixture out of his zoat. Do this till
he is rinsed clean.

Then turn him loose for a good
gallop and for a chance to rell in
Look out that he doesn’t

ably will {f he gets a chance. (o}
this on a clear and breezy day, so
he can have a fair chance to dry off
by exercise, without taking cold.
OR a day or two there will be a
slight smell of carbolic acid
about him. But it is a clean
smell at worst. He will be rid of his

fleas, too; as if you had picked every
one of them out of him. He will be
clean and cool and comfortable and
free of any parasites. Do this about
once every ten days all through the
hot weather.

‘““The fleas will come back—a few

of them. TFleas are in the grass and
in the earth and on the bushes and
in a hundred other places where they
can attach themselves to the first
dog that comes by. But there will
be mighty few of them on your own
dog. And most of the fleas that are
caught in that mixture will be Kkilled
outright. \
» ‘It is the best flea-killer I know
of for dogs. And it is perfectly harm-
less. Many is the time I have got-
ten a big splash of it in my eyes
and' down my mouth, when I was
dipping my dogs.' It never harmed
me,

‘“Liquor -cresolis is not a /patent
medicine, either. So I'm not boost-
ing anyone when I recommend it.
Be sure to use the right proportions:
Three pints of liquor cresolis to
forty gallons of rain water. You can
use over again tne water that drains
back into the barrel.

ANY long-haired dogs get so
A frantic with fleas (short hair-
ed dogs, too, sometimes) that
they scratch themselves too hard,

They #cratch their tender flesh till
they get sores. They scratch out
lumps of hair, with the skin attach-
ed to it. There's a way of stopping

_ that.

“File down the sharp toenails of
your dog’s hind feet till they are
blunt and short. Be careful in doing
this. Don’t file the nail down to

the quick or so far down as to hurt
him or make him uncomfortable.
Just file erough to take the sharp
point! off the nails, so they can't
cut into the flesh when he scratches.
“If you have to muzzle your dog,
in Summer, get one of the several
kinds ‘of ‘Humane Muzzle.’ Or else
make one yourself. A muzzle that
" will let him lap up water and that
will give him room to pant. Remem-
ber, as I told you long ago, when a
dog is panting he is perspiring. He
can only perspire through his tongue;
not through his skin like you and
me. When you strap his mouth so
tightly that he can’t pant, you'are
torturing him.” .
(Copyright 1924.)

CHOLERA INFANTUM

Cholera Infantum is one of the
fatal ailments of childhood. It is a
trouble that comes on suddenly,
especially during the summer
months, and unless prompt action
is taken the little one may soon he
beyond aid. Baby's Own Tablets are
an ideal medicine in warding off this
trouble. They regulate the bowels
andssweeten the stomach and thus
prevent all the dreaded summer
complaints. Concerning them Mrs.
Fred Rose; South Bay, Ont., says:—
“I feel Baby's Own  Tablets saved
the life of our baby when she had
cholera .infantum and I would not
be without them.” The Tablets are
sold by medicine dealers or by mail
at 25 cents a box from The Dr. Wil-
liams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

LColyumnists

s

~

With the
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By DON MARQUIS
A bad, bad man is often & per-
son whose virtues are dissimilar
to the virtues of the age in
which he lives.

< If you want to make an idea
popular, make the public think
they originated it themselves.

Because majorities” are often
wrong, it does not follow that
minorities are any more fre-

quently right. \ :‘

P. G. Wodehouse, the eminent
social historian, publishes a mose
entertaining - book called *Golf
Without Tears.” Our researches
lead us to believe there ain’t no
such thing.

Cosmetic Urge

There’s a country of illusion
where ~ the lasses all a&re
sweet,

There’s a coudtry of illusion
where true lovers like to
meet.

in undisturbed seclusion
dwell the virtues and the
charms. 4
And the sweet retiring graces
which are Cupid’s strongest
arms. }

In the country of illusion are no
flaws. O Love of mine!
There all eyes are bright and

sparkling, all combplexions
soft and fine.
And there we'd
drinking love’s
up,
O my dear, were you more skil-
ful in the art of making up!
—George 0. Schoonhoven.

There

dwell together,
ambrosial

'On the Roman Road.
Over the ‘road by Jthe ‘Romans

made.
Through the quiet English
towns,
Past cottage gardens and country
lanes.

‘We came to the'open downs ,

‘Which dip and rise like the rest-
less sea. v
And break in a !long green
wave f
On the edge df England—the
grim gray cliffs
That the Channel waters lave.

Rolling before us, a farmer’s cart
Went in to a market town,
With gray stone: houses and an-
cient church
Tucked in a fold of the down.

The cart was clumsy and lumber-
ing,
And creaked
load, |
But it made our car seem an up-
start thing
On the ancient Roman' Road!
—Blanche A. Sawyer,

with its heavy

Our enemies are always mali-
cious. . 'When certain of our:
friends become so, we knqw we
must be succeeding.

In Summer. .

'Neath leafy vistas oft are passed
The pleasantest of days,
For where the greens are richly
massed
The' soul delights to gaze. {

There is that joy in verdant boughs
Played o’er by errant wind,
That doth a heavy heart arouse,

And solaces the mind.

Then let me rest in cleared space,
It need not be for long;
And I will show a different face
And turn a sweeter song.
—Florence Ives.

A charlatan is sometimes a great
man who was found out just a bit
too soon by reporters and histori-
ans; and a great man .ds some-
times—

By F. P. A.

In Mexico, according to El Uni-
versal, is the manuscript of Chris-
topher Columbus’s diary, but un-
less it has an entry to the effect
that this was the roughest trip the
executive officer of the Pinta ever
had, doubt of its authenticity will
persist.

What would be more interest-
ing would be the diary of a San
Salvador Indian about that time.
For probably Columbus didn’t ap-
prove of some of the customs and )
manners he observed. ,And such
a diary would contain an entry
saying that if he didn’t like it in
San Salvador, let him go back to
Genoa, where he came from.

The Cynic. :
He is a cynic, a slow smile

Is all he gives to “things worth
while.”

{
With men and women he is chary;
Bxperience has made him wary,

He, by his pose, protects his soul
That none may know it is not
whole.

He well could spare his bitter pains
From thiqse who see how small his
gains. -

And ig you’d have the simple tacf,‘
All his illusions are intact.

—Clair.

It may comfort the Mayor of
Atlantic City to know that some of
them wouldn’t look any better in
twenty-piece suits. «wm

Until Prohibition is utter, the
length of farewells will continue.
Guests say, ‘““Well, we must be
going,” but, to quote Gilbert, they
don’t go. A chroniic host tells us
that one departing guest gets only
about five feet to the pint.

This weather, by the way, with
its beauty of spring and its glory
of summer seems to have caught
an idea of combining, as it does,
the best features of both !

A new organization is the
Poison Ivy Tennis club, originated
by_ Miss Mayme MacDonald, who
nominated for President the playe=
er who tries to pass you at the
npt during the warming-up prac-
tice. Other members are the
player who calls “Ready” before
each service, and the umpire who
calls “Good.” ¢
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Late Hon. William Hamilton Merritt, fou1zéier of the canal.

First Sod Turned in Great
~ Project by William Hamilton
Merritt in 1824 ---Historical

Pageant to Be Part of Cele-

bration at St. Catharines This

Fall. e
*\«»ZWUST

one hundred

- el ﬁ‘ years ago the project
rw‘] of creating the
| original Welland

Qﬁ Canal, destined to

N dransfornm the

Niagara Peninsula from a

forest area into a district dot-
ted by smart towns abound-
mg in industrial activity, and
a vast garden of international
reputation, had assumed such
shape that the commence-
'ment of construction opera-
tions was assured. Prelimin-
aries were rapidly nearing
completion under the ener-
getic supervision of Wiliiam
Hamilton Merritt, and, on No-

vember 30, 1824, the first sod
was turned by George Keefer,
one of Merritt’s most enthus-
iastic aides.
event signalized the beginning
of the great commercial high-
way which is now finding cul-
,myation in the enormous
waterway being prepared be-
tween Port Colborne on lLake
Erie and Port Weller on Lake
Ontario, and which cwns the
distinction of being the great-
est construction enterprise in
the world at the present time.

”H“O commemorate the centenary
of the ceremony of turning
the first sod for the old canal, a
proposal is afoot to hold in the
coming Autumn a celebration at
St. Catharines, extending over one
week, associated with which will
be the dedication of a site for a
memorial to William Hamilton
Merritt, adjacent to the spot
where the sod was turned, at a
point where the pretentious Bur-
goyne Bridge spans the gully, in
the heart of the Garden City.
Under the will of the late Colonel
Tom Hamilton Merritt. of Toron-
to, grandson of the canal founder,
the sum of $10,000 was devised to
be expended in’‘a permanent mon-
ument to his distinguished ances-
tor, and the testator’s wish will be
carried out in this fitting manner.
The Historic Sites and Monu-
ments Board of Canada will mark
the actual site with their mem-
orial in boulder-cairn design,
bearing an inscribed brass plate.
St. Catharinés City Council and
Chamber ¢f Commerce are now
moulding plans for the centenary
celebration. A series of elaborate
historical pageants is in contem-
plation, depicting events associa-
ted with the Peninsula in which
the canal has figured prominently.
The co-operation of all the other
municipalities neighboring on the
the canal has been assured. It is
proposed that the Canadian Deep
Waterways Association hold a
convention in St. Catharines while
the centenary celebration is in
progress, with the object of mak-
ing the demonstration serve as a
stepping-stone towards greater
development of inland navigation.
No name is more prominently
associated with the history and
development of the Niagara Pen-
$nsula than that of the Honorable
Wiiliam Hamilton Merritt, M. P.

This = historical

He served his country wita dis-
tinction some years before he
commenced the Welland Canal,
being an officer in the army of
Gen. Sir Isaac Brock, and partici-
pating in the engagements at
Queenston Heights, Fort George,
Stoney Creek and Lundy’s Lane.

It was in 1832 that he was
elected to Farliament as repre-
sentative of the riding of Haldi-
mand, ang’ a biography says;
“When the result was known, the
most unbounded enthusiasm was
displayed along the canal. and the
people of St. Catharines gave way
to expressions of good feeling on

a scale of grandeur surprising for -

the times. An illumination took
place and all the paraphernalia of
general rejoicings were indulged
in,”” He was Commissioner of
Works in the Baldwin-Lafontaine
Governm\ent in 1849-50.
HE project of a waterway to
connect Lakes Erie and On-
tario was conceived in the mind
of William Hamilton Merritt. He
desired first of all to bring water
from the Niagara River to his
mill, and while thinking out a
plan developed the idea of mak-
ing such a course a commercial
waterway. The story of how he
brought about realization of the
great undertaking, despite finan-
cial and engineering difficulties,
carries with it a wealth of early
history. Largely through the ef-
forts of Mr. Merritt, a private
colmpa.ny built the first canal from
the mouth of the Twelve Mile
Creek, at Lake Ontario, to a point
on the Welland River that is now
the City of Welland, but was
known in those old days as Mer-
rittsville. The remainder of the
route was down to the Niagara
River, and thence into Lake Erie,
The new channel was only seven
feet in depth.

The capital of the company, in-
corporated by the Government of
the Province of Upper Canada in
1824, was £40,000 sterling, but
the cost of building the original
waterway was $800,000. The
members of the Welland Canal
Company were William Hamilton

Merritt, George KXeefer, Thomas
Merrit, George Adams, William
Chisholm, Joseph Smith, Paul

Shipman, and John DeCew. What
are now the counties of Welland
and Lincoln were then known as
the district of Niagara.

It was while riding home along
the Welland River after the war
of 1812-13 that Mr. Merritt first
thought seriously of the project,
and not until the year 1818 that
he decided to put into effect the
idea. Y

A supply of water for his mill
was always uncertain in the
warm weather, so he decided
upon a rough survey of the
ground and borrowed a water
level from a man ﬁ_amed Beckett,
who ran a saw mill accompanied
by. several neighbors he started
on a tour of surveying and dis-
covered that the dividing range
of land was thirty feet high. 1In
this he made a mistake as it was
really sixty feet. /

On November 15, 1824,
traets were taken by responsible
men for completing the canal

con-

as
i ‘thffif Is onIncrease

A slock certificate of the

oiginal =~ Welland = Canac |
Cornpany. It is datsa AP%.
27, 1899. ¥

There was a great increase in
the number of vessels passing
‘through the Welland Canal last.

year. The traffic recorded in the

past ten years has been:
i 7 e S T 3,513
F I I s R e g e G R
TG s s .. 2,609
U U T e e T TR 2,881
QIR ol et ey 2,914
I I e TR PR e 3,004
1920/ 50 s G A3 2
310 b gl A T e el
LY L ra o A R . 8,901
BRSO S G AT 62
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from the Chippawa to the en-
trance of the Twelve Mile Creek.
The activity of the Americans in
building the Erie Canal at a cost
of $8,000,000 at that time acted
as a spur to the Welland project.
A scene of industry and anima-
tion was everywhere in evidence
along the American side and Mr.
Merritt hoped to cause a similar
awakening. ‘At the same time a
survey was being made on the
 merican side 'to build a canal
around the Falls.

During the winter. of 1824-5
the work on the Canadian canal
got well under way and the ar-
rival of spring found activity along
the whole route, with a markead
change in the surroundings. Where
forests had been a while before
there was now an atmosphere of
life and bustle, the sharp rattle
of the axes and the hammering
of the heavy picks on the clay
banks mixing with the loud gun-
powder explosions when a blast
occurred. One hundred buildings
had risen on the summit, occupl-
ed by mechanics, laborers, tailors,-
shoe-makers and storekeepers. At .
the entrance to the ‘‘T'welve’” the
works on the harbor were inau-

gurated. A newspaper was es-
tablished at the place called Ship-

man’s Corners, changed to St.

The old canal at St. Catharines, from a picture taken forty years ago.

Catharines at the instance of Mr.
Merritt in honor of his wife, Cath-
arine.

The progress of the work was
naturally slow, the depletion of
the funds causing many a halt.
Pine and oak timbered land was
purchased for $14 an acre, a fair
price at that time. Property. of
the Indians was valued the same
as that of other property owners
and the money paid over to the
Chief of their tribe.

Frequent trips to Montreal, New
York and England, were made by
Mr. Merritt in search of capital
to be invested in the project. These
trips took months at a time as
there were no railways in opera-
tion. Few in the Lower Province
had sufficient funds to invest in
what might easily prove unpro-
fitable.

The annual report of the Canal

Company, dated December 18,
1826, thanked the Government
for a grant of 13,000 acres in

Wainfleet through which town-
ship' it was proposed to build a
branch canal to the Grand River.
Up to this time a lump sum of

$260,000 had been spent. The sec- |

tion commencing at the Wellaid
River had been completed to the
extent of 33 chains, with tow path
and water let'in, Upwards of
10,000,000 cubic yards of earth had
been removed and ten miles of the
canal finished; $6,000 had bgen
paid ‘in claims for land and £60,-
000 would be required to finish
the deep cut. At that time the
Imperial Government had given a
grant of £16,000. The next year
the Government of Lower Canada
gave £32'5,000 towards the work.
§ THE whole work was under
way in 1828, it was found
necesary to raise more funds. Eng-
land was looked to, and Mr. Mer-
ritt was commissioned for the
trip. He went by the way of New
York. In ' England he secur-
ed a part of the money
quired, if not all. On his return
&t.  Catharines village was illu-
minated to greet him. During his
absence work had been resumed
on' the deep “cut and three sec-
tions of the canal completed.
On April 29, of that year, a
vessel named the “Welland Can-
al,’ owned by Commodore North-
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‘Those(Ocksture Youn

By FRANK CHAMBERLAIN, One
of Them.
AT such a time as this when a
whole continent is flinging
false accusations against young
people because of the inexplianable
barbaric behavior of two Chicago
students, it behooves youth to rise
up and defend their standards.

“Those cocksure young people”
—one hears the jibe from plat-
form and in magazine. “They are
full of devilry, radical in thought,
worldly, sceptical in belief, egotis-
tical and materialistic.”

Why is youth everlastingly the
target for elders, and blamed for
the chaos in the world to-day? If
you elders only understood youth
a little better—but you never will,
just as we will not understand you
until we are old, £oo.

1f you elders stood with me be-
fore 2,000 students at the 1922-
1923 conference of the Canadian
Student Christian Movement. .. .if
yvou stood with me before 7,000
picked young men and young wo-
men at the 1923-1924 Indianapolis
conference of the Student Volun-
teer Movement.... if you stood
with me before the scores of other
young people’s conventions....if

you went with me to a hundred
summer camps and schools where
ig learning how to live....
take

vovth
you would thank God and
courage.

What may look like devilry on
the part of youth is nearly alwavs
just'an abounding fullness of life.
Youth’s belief is sound when you
strike its depth. Their frankness
is not an altogether unwholesome
trait. Their openness of action is
mostly healthy. Their impatience
of control is not unlike a part of
the One whose way of life they are
seeking.

OUTH. is aot as careless, free
i gnd irreligious as they are
painted. They are trying—not al-
ways succeeding, but trying—to
live straight, clean, genuine lives.
They are much more ‘concerned
with vital religion than their elders
were at their age.

Put the question of outlawing
war to a group of young people
. ...young people who have passed
through the horrors of war and
those who have grown up since
the war—and you will discover a

new order of patriotism....a
loyalty to the principles of the
Master Teacher....a love of hu-

ople’

manity. ...faith in world friend-

liness and international goodwill.
True, the young people of to-day

are different from'those of twenty-

five years ago, and perhaps it is
just as well that they are different.
They are' sick and tired of the
way some things are run and are
demanding a change, thinking
things through to find: a way out.
They are laughing at age-old con-
ventions gnd useless * traditions;
gcorning a religion d: eply buried
in a mess of dogma, doctrine and
theology. They are d¢gmanding a
real, genuine, stirririg religion,
suited to the needs of our Can-
adian life, something (worth living
for. They are seekin‘;\; adventure
in trying to live the Christian life.
They are intensely critical, desper-
ately earnest, and doubtful of ‘the
ability of their elders.

Perhaps the state anc the church
would be happier if they came,
cheery and quiet, and took their
places in the world like obedient
children.

But = “those cocksure
people” refuse to do that. They
want, as Barrie puts it in  his
“Courage’”’, ‘“‘t& také a hand in the
way things are run.”

young

. rop, a wealthy resident' of the dis-

trict, was launched and on May
9th, he invited the Lieutenant-
Governor and directors of the can-
al to a grand spread on board.
They sailed from St. Catharines to
Port Dalhousie, named after Gov-
ernor Dalhousie., and the wvessel
afterwards left for Kingston with
1,000 barrels of flour.

A grand celebration had been
planned for the opening of the
canal on October 24, 1829, but the
hand of winter interposed unex-
pectedly. ILater the weather be-
came milder and vessels were se-
cured, the schooner “Annie and
Jane’’ of York (Toronto), and the
“R. H. Boughton,” of Youngstown,
N. Y. These boats entered the
harbor at ‘Port Dalhousie, pro-
ceeded through the canal and on

up the Niagara River to Buf-
falo. After remaining a few
days in Buffalo, the boats re-

turned through the canal jagain
to TLake Ontario. Therel were
a few difficulties at the locks
but on' the whole it was
satisfactory. Thirty-two locks
were ascended in coming up
the mountain and in some places
ice’' was cut. The canal was not
much uséd in the next year until
Fall, when a brisk trade wds done.
The hydraulic, privileges were sold
to J. B. Yates, of New York, for
£100,000.

HORTLY after the rebellion of

1837 the Government of Can-
ada took over the canal and its
debts and then began Its enlarge-
ment with stone locks and a
depth of 10 feet of water, which
lasted until the present enlarged
canal, with a depth of 14 feet,
was complefed‘. This is to be soon
succeeded by a canal of 30 feet
on its mitre sills and locks of a
capacity to handle average large
ocean boats.

It may be asked how the origi-
nal shareholders of the canal
fared. The 'Act of Assumption by
the Government of TUpper and
Lower Canada provided that when
the net earnings of the canal
amounted to $250,000 the original
stockholders would get back their
subscriptions with six per cent.
added, which was effected in 1852.
Shortly after the passing of the
Reciprocity Treaty the canal tolls
were abolished in both Canada
and the United States.

One of the institutions seem-
ingly necessary on the work in
the early stages was an individual
who figured among others as a
grog-man, and his name always
appeared on the’(pay-roll. These
were the days, 'too, when taverns

L
turned the first sod for

Ve

ate George Keefer, who

the canal in 1824.

Port Dalhousie Harbor at Lake
Ontario end of the canal in

the ’seventies.

ships of at least 25 feet draught,
has been contemplated for many
years. During the past quarter &
a century exhaustive surveys have
been made to determine the feasi-
bility and cost of such a waterway,
and another has been carried out
by the International Joint Com-
mission.

Concurrently with the opening
of the St. Lawrence route for
vessels drawing 14 feet of water,
the Canadian Government began
improvements to the Port Colborne
entrance of the Welland Canal, .
consisting of deepening it to 22
feet, constructing a million-bushel
modern concrete-steel elevator,
and building large breakwaters.

The total length of the ship
canal will be 25 miles, and for all
practical purposes of navigation,
it ig .a straight line throughout.
The difference in level between the
lakes will be overcome by seven
locks of 461% feet lift each. The
direct line of the canal down the

Attempt To Blow Up Canal

W

caunsed widespread

Mayor Wilson of

placed in irons and removed
pany of the
escape or
along the canal.

1y established.

instead of into the chain holes.

\,

A thrilling chapter in the history of the Welland Canal, which
excitement, was
with dynamiie at Thorold o Saturday evening, April 21, 1900.
were shaken and many windows were
plosions at Lock 24. Smart work on the part '
Thorold resulted in the speedy apprehension at
Niagara Falls of the perpetrators, Dullman,
two former hailing from Washington and the other
Dynamite was found in the possession of Dullman.

to Welland Jail, where an armed com-
44th Regiment was stationed to prevent any attempt at
rescue, while special guards were placed at various points

In the course of a trial lasting for two days it was proven that
PDullman was the leader of the outrage.
late Chancellor Boyd to life imprisonment in Kingston Penitentiary.
Walsh died in the prison, Nolan died while on parole after serving
several years of his sentence and Dullman, who was released on parole
a couple of years ago, is also reported to have died.

What was behind the attempt to wreck the canal was never clear-
Some ascribed it to Fenians, and Nolan was reported
to have been implicated in the 'Exchange Court explosion in Dublin.
Fortunately the job was botched. Those familiar with the canal said
it was a fluke because the dynamite was lowered into the lock pit
If it had been exploded in the chain
holes the gates would have been blown out, the huge prism of water
released, the town of Merriton probably wiped out by flood and the
canal ruined for two or three years.
the greatest damage could be occasioned if it succeeded.

That, was the only attempt at destruction of the canal throughout
its hundred years of history. Whenever the country has been engaged
in war it has been carefully guarded.

the abortive attempt to destroy it
iHouses

broken by the force of two ex-
of Constable Clark and

Walsh and Nolan, the
from Philadelphia.
The prisoners were

All were sentenced by the

The attempt was made where

J

abounded along the canal and they
continued to flourish for many
years.

Quite often, after its comple-
tion, the canal would go dry in
the Summer, and it was for this
reason that the feeder was built
down from the Grand River. Mr.
Merritt’s vision of industries being
lined along the canal because of
the shipping facilities it opened
up, which to-day is a realization,
is reflected in the Act passed dur-
ing the reign of King George IV
granting incorporation, in which
permission is given the company
to select convenient sites for mills,
manufacdtures, and warehouses.

On the first-canal the locks were
of wood. On the new ship canal
now being constructed they are of
concrete, 885 feet from gate to
gate, 80 feet wide, with a depth
of 35 feet on the sills. They are
several feet higher than those on
the Panama Canal.

The first canal was built via
the Twelve Mile Creek from Port
Dalhousie on Lake Ontario to Port
Robinson on the Chippawa Creek.
At Port Robinson, boats descended
the Creek to the Niagara River,
and thence to Lake KErie.

HE short-sighted policy of 1870

léeft the Welland Canal as
much out of date in 1887 as it was
when the improvements were be-
gun in 1873 whereas a moderate
increase in length of the locks
alone would have enabled a large
part of the fleet of 1901 to de-
scend to Montreal, instead of being
confined to the Upper Lakes.
These canals, locks, and river
channels are entirely inadequate
for use by the Great Lakes steam-
ers of to-day, and can now be con-
sidered as little more than barge
size. The improvement of the
St. Lawrence and Welland Canals
to such ditnensions as would carry

face of the escarpment, and the
topography of the ‘lower plateau
permitted the adoption of these
high lifts which constitute a pecu-
liar feature of the design of the
canal and has no precedent in
actual construction for locks of
their size. The canal is being made
200 feet wide on the bottom, with
two to one slopes and, for the
present, will be excavated to a
depth of 25 feet'only. All struc-
tures, however, will be built for
30 feet depth, so that the canal,
at some future date, can be en-
larged by simply dredging .out the
canal prism and harbor entrances.

The Welland Canal is one of the
vrincipal links in the great chain
of navigation extending fPom the
Straits of Belle Isle to Duluth, on
Lake Superior, a distance of 2,339
miles, and connects Lake Erie with
Lake Ozltar§o, whose difference in
level is 3281 feet. The canal
crosses the Niagara Peninsula
about - 10 miles west of Niagara
Falls.

GIRIsOF TWENTY IS
METHODIST PREACHER

PREACHER of only twenty
vears of age is unusual
enough, but when the preacher
is a girl the fact is remarkable.
MMiss Emily Bishop, daughter of a

Chatham (England) joiner,
achieved this distinction recently
when she was ordained a lay

preacher in the local Primitive
Methodist Church.

“I was brought up from child-

hood 1in the service of the
church;”’° Miss Bishop = says.. “I
have learned to love it as I love

my own home. While I was tak-
ing a class in the Sunday school
one day, our minister asked me
to prepare myself for the exam-
ination. I gradually axrived at
the conviction that I was ¢alled io
preach the Cospel to others,”
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HE two slapstick comedians, at
whose wantics a sophisticated
New York audience had been
holding its sides, made a stumb-
ling exit. 'The jazzing orchestra
flared a final chord and halted.
The lights set like a grown in the
dome of the Coliseurn, queen of
Broadway's vaudeville houses,
dimmed blue and mysif_ic. The
painted drop lifted on a stage
darkening until the eye strained
to pierce its black density. It
was cavernous, without beginning,
without end. Like the coming of
velvet night, a soft, somber’still-
ness settled over the crowd who
waited, quieting even the echo of
hilarity. No sound came from
the depths of that darkness, no
movement, but presently a faint,
Insidious atoma. There was about
it something relaxing, yet at the
same time oddly provocative, so
that those in the audience stirred
even as they sank back. It was
strange, persistent, penetrating
hazily to the far corners without
sign of origin. It was like scented
hands laid softly across the eyes,
inviting dreams.

For an instant that intensity of
fragrant quiet held. Then a weird,
low note was struck off stage. That
which had been impenetrable
black parted suddenly. The same
mystic blue that filtered from the
dome stretched a long, shimmery
path & the parting, and into it,
arms and foot upraised, steﬂpqd
Sumara, Hindu dancer. She stood
motionless, a luminous silhouette,
while the weird note swelled lan-
guorously. Then she began to
move. Not with her body, but
with her arms first, a sensuous
ripple of muscle that played down
to their pits. Without the stir-
ring of torso or limb those arms
danced

In the second row of the or-
chestra a girl turned a vivid little
face to the young man at her side
and slipped a hand into his. The
aching strains of music, the cling-
ing scent, enthralled her because
she was with him, as love trans-
lates all things into a relation with
the beloved.

He gave her hand a perfunctory
answering pressure without turn-
ing his eyes from the stage.

The figure of the dancer was
moving forward, always in the
path of blue light. It silvered her,
the swaying, scintillant body, the
deep shadowed eyes narrowed to
gleaming slits, the painted nails
"of her feet. As the rippling arms
spread at either side with brace-
lets banding their nakedness and

palms upturned, there trailed from
the pointed finger tips a thin,
misty vapor.

The man sat forward. “By
Jove, it comes from her, that
scent, from her own body! Do

you get it, Marjie?”

“It’s nothing but incense,” the
girl supplied. “Didn't you know
that?”

“But it’s different! Makes you
see visions—sort of. And it’s part
of her. /Joveq—that’s weird!”

‘JCARER and nearer to the sub-

dl\gd footlights had come the
insinuating form, bringing the
mystery of the East to Broadway,
rousing imaginations that slum-
bered, laying its spell upon thenu.
Buddenly she whirled to one side.
Her scant gauze draperies swish-
ed about her like the sound of
water upon sand. Her bared body

repeated the rippling movement
of those dancing arms. She was
rhythm personified.

The incense wafting from her
filled the eyes and nostrils of the
man in the second row as she
passed on the stage before him.
The walls of the theatre seemed to
dissolve into night and with them
the silent throng that filled it.
He was in a desert that stretched
its lazy moonlit sands to a far
blue horizon. The air was filled
with pungent sweetnéss. Before
him in slow, sinuous beauty moved
a woman of the east with narrow-
2d eyes that tempted his,

He never knew just how long he
sat so, in a trance that was both
absurd ‘and compelling, but the
black curtains had shut Sumara
from view with the last strain of
wailing desert music when he felt
the hand of the girl beside him
tugging sharply at his.

‘“Tommy-—come out of it!
here, you know.”

The lights blazed into heing. He
blinked, looked down dazedly.

“O, Marjie—pardon! Did you
say something?”’

“I say, I'm here!
have forgotten it.”

“Nonsense!” He shook himself
free of the spell and smlleg into
the lifted amber eyes. *It's the
intermission. Come on—Ilet’'s go
out.” y

He reached under the seat for
his hat and absently draped her
fur eoat over his arm. The girl
halted in the aisle.

‘““What are you'taking that for?”

“You don’t want to come back
do) youY .~ \

The warm eyes gazed up in as-
tonishment. “Of course I do! TIt’s
only half over.”

“But I couldn't stand the regu-
lar vaudeville bunk after that
woman.”’ i

Her ardent young face flushed
—turned from his.

“I—I think you’re—well, never
mind. We'll go if you like.”

She stalked ahead with no fur-
ther attempt @t words, silent as
she stood beside him while he
hajiled a taxi. :

‘‘Shall ‘'we make it the Colony
for supper?” he suggested.

I'm

You seem to

o

“But’s it’s so quiet there. Don’t
you want to dance?”’

“The modern bunk after what
we just saw!’’

Bhe turned, one foot on the step.
“Liook here, Tom Pritchard, that
snake may have hypnotized you,
but she hasn’t me. I'm still on
earth. And—and I'd like a little
amusement, if you don’t mind!”

E helped her in, telling the

driver to go up Fifth Avenie,
and turned, expecting to see the
small face mutinous as it some-
times could be, seized by stormy
shadows that had to. be smoothed
away. Tom liked the smoothing
process. The girl he loved, was
most adorable when they had
quarreled and even her red hair
was in a temper. Instead, her lips
were quivering like those /of an
unhappy child. They were luscious
lips. He tried! to console them,
ignoring the lights of a crowded
thoroughfare. But she held aloof
from the encircling arm.

“Take me home! I don’t want
to go anywhere. If a yellow In-
dian means more to you-‘than the
girl you’re going to marry: 2%

‘“Don’t be foolish, sweetheart!”

“Just because that funny smell
got into your nose,”"she pursued,’

voice catching on a sob, ‘you
—you wouldn’t stay in the theatre
and you—you won’t dance with
me.”” i

“Of course I will!® Where do
yvou want to go?” .

“No—you’d be dancing with me
and thinking of her. And I
couldn’t bear that.”

He gave a laugh, not without
the startling realization that what
she said was true.

+ What a notion!
agination of yours

“It didn’t take imagination to
see that you didn't even know I
was there—in the theatre. To me
the fascination of the whole thing
meant you. To you—well, I
squeezed your hamnd four times and
you didn’t even squeeze back.”

M Yess—T aid:"

“Once! As if you were squeez-
ing the chair arm!”

He gathered the resistant form
into his arms.

That little im-

i

‘“Marjie—look up! Well, by
Jove, :she's’ crying! @ You big,
heavenly baby!” Yot

“No, I'm not a baby! Tom—do

you love me?”

He met the irrelevant question
in the usual convincing, masculine
manner.

“Well, then,” the smothered
voice went on as if he had answer-
ed her in words, “will you make
one tiny, weeny promise?”

‘“What is it, precious?”

“Will you?”

The soft lips were against his.
He whispered that she could ask
anything of him—which didn’t in
itself commit him to anything de-
finite.

“Then never go to
creature dance again!
will you, dear?” y

His answer came In the same
convincing pantomime. Evidentlv
it satisfied her.

“Let’s go home,” she whispered,
“and talk about our wedding.”
AN hour or so later Thomas Ad-

dington  Pritchard stepped
from an apartment house on Park
Avenue. The great paw of Win-
ter hurled a swirl of snow in his
face. His feet slipped on glazed
pavements. He had just left a
room where firelight blazed over
the bobbed head that cuddled on
his shoulder, where amber eyes
melted into gold and young lips
urged the ardor of his.

see that
Will you—

Yet through the biting cold and .

frosted streets he tramped, vision-
ing not the warmth he had left, not
the lure of fireside, but mystic
black and a supple, boneless form
drenched in moonlight.

No doubt about it,
utter, blooming idiot! Marjie had
been right! Big Tom Pritchard,
Harvard’s star athlete, son of
Thomas Addington Pritchard, bank
president; grandson of Col. Tom
Pritchard, who had fought for the
freedom of” the blacks—enslaved
by a Hindu dancer oh a vaudeville
stage!

He gazed steadfastly at the park
as he turned downtown. Above
the snow-cased trees stretched the
desert sands of his imagining, with
the shadow of Sumara moving
across their silvered space.

He picked up a taxi and drove
down to the Lambs’ Club, wander-
ing'into the grill, that arena of the
theatre where its battles are fought
not exactly to a finish, but rather
to a comfortable tie that holds
over from day to day. Pritchard
was one of those members who
from Wall Street seek in Bohemia
the thrill of interest that mere
ironclad clubs of Fifth Avenue
cannot give them.

A hazy curtain of smoke hung
over the room. From small groups
at small tables came the sounds
of friendly discussion—a little
playwright telling of his play's big
receipts and estimating royalties;
a leading man recounting the dif-
ficulties of making love to a star
who refused to let him kiss her:
a popular song writer strumming
on the bare table a tune Pritch-
ard had heard at the Coliseum.
He sauntered over and sat down,
congratulating the wizard of rag
on his latest achievement.

The other shoved out a hand.

“Glad it makes a hit with you.
Great bill they've got on at the
Coliseum this week?”’

NSTANTLY Pritchard seized on

the opening. Without acknowl-
edging it to himself, hé€ knew pre-
cisely what had headed him for
the Lambs’ grill, why he had stroll-
ed over to the table occupiesd by
this man who had vaudeville news
at his tongue’s tip.

“By the way, that Eastern danc-
eg—what's her name?” he rrompt-
ed.

“Sumara?”’

“That’s it! What do you know
about her?”

‘““Not much—nobody does. They
say she’s the daughter of a rajah
and those dances she puts over are
old religioys rites. That one
where the smoke comes out of her
;’inzers makes you creepy, doesn't
t?” b

e was an

His senses were steeped in
incense.

“Bver met her?”

‘“No. She's got a manager—

' Englishman—Sutton’s his name—

keeps her in a glass case. She
glides in and out of the theatre
without a word.”

‘“What does her press
say?’”

‘“Hasn’'t got  any, and you- can

bet she won’t need one. Squeedunk
might say her dances are too—
well, too! But the big burgs—
well, you just wait and see. She's
got the |[rah-rah boys hanging
round the[ stage door already—
waiting for her to come out.”
. Rah-rah boys! Pritchard heard
if with a sense of self-disgust. In
spirit to-night he had been one
of them-—still was. He couldn’t
8scape the fact. A joke—that's
what it was! He must laugh him-
self out of it. Immediately!

On the way downtown next day
he stopped off and ordered for
Marjorie Brice the most extrava-
gant bunch of orchids he had ever
sent her. It salved both con-
science and self-respect.

“Anvthing else;,"Mr. Pritchard?”
asked the florist, following as he
turned to go out. 3

“No, I think not "’ He halted.
In a glass case he was facing, con-
trasted with a mass of radiant
bloom surrounding them, stood a
vase of blossoms pale' as the moon.

‘““What are they?” he put, hesi-
tating.

‘“Tuberoses.””

The florist took them out. With
them came a sweetness overpower-
ing. Pritchard touched the thick,
velvet petals.

‘“Odd, aren’t” they?”

‘““Very rare now. I just happen to
have these few.” The man did not
add that they were remnants of
a funeral piece. ‘“Will you have
them ?”

Tom Pritchard shook his head.
He started toward the door, paus-
ed, turned.

‘“They make me think of the
East, somehow. Are they a tropi-
cal plant?” :

“Of the lotus family,” the florist
supplied glibly, no more a strict
adherent of truth than- any other
expert salesman.

Tom Pritchard hesitated again.

“All right; I’ll take them,” came
abruptly. \

‘Without. another glance at the
flowers he took out a ecard and
scribbled on it: “Flower of the
East—Sumara.”

Then he gave the address of the
Coliseum, and went out before he
had a chance to change his mind.

Having yielded once more to
temptation, it is a consolation and
a joy to say you did your best
and lost out because you were
only human. Upon the shoulders
of humanity rest the weaknesses
of © humanity—and they are a
heavy weight. -

HOMAS PRITCHARD, son and

heir of the banking house of T.
A. Pritchard & Co., having put
aside resistance, visited the Coli-
seum every afternoon after bank-
ing hours. He left a/standing or-
der for tuberoses, card enclosed.
Ashamed and sheepish, he yet

gloried in the knowledge that one
day he might dare to storm the
closed portals of Sumara’s mys-
tery. He teased himself with anti-
cipation. His senses were seeped
in incense. It was as the smok-
ing of hasheesh, and in his dreams
clinging scented arms . closed
round him.

He did not pretend to under-
stand it.
the years that followed. he had
put chorus girls in the class with
a troublesome appendiX—best cut
out. There had been no tempta-
tion from that particular source.
They *did not interest him. Nor
did the unsatisfied and dissatisfied
matrons who like a school of fly-
ing fish leap out of the sea of
matrimony to catch the gay young
fly as' he wings past. No—Tem
had been more absorbed in the
game of progress than the game
of flirtation and its
parts. He was not sufficiently
jaded to seek new thrills. He was
too unquestionably in love to go
out of his way merely to satisfy
curiosity about another woman.

Likewise he had a sense of
humor. It had been the first beck-
oning finger that called him to
Marjorie. At the reception which
had presented her‘to society she
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had stood with her mother, all in
virgin white with a ton of roses
weighing down her arm. Tom had
been startled by the vividness of
the face and hair above the young

dress, but they alone would not
have  constituted a message. It
was at the moment when she was
leaning forward to shake hands
with a fat and fatuous eligible
whose millions made him wary of
every debutante. She reached out
a hand, but instead of touching
his it went to her mouth to stifie
a yawn. Over his head her eyes,
looking bored to tears, met
Tom’s. Simultaneously they grin-'
ned. ‘And that had been the be-
.ginning.

Under the circumstances, he
told himself, it was impossible
that the charm of a vital little
red head and lips that adored him
should pale to the obvious against
the silken lure of unreality. At
first he tried to control his dréams,
to awaken when the strange sweet-
ness permeated them. The effort
wasg futile. Had.Marjorie been in
town there might have been some
hope. For her sake he would have
fought the maddening spell. But
shortly after their visit to the Coli-
seum she had gone South for the
usual Winter visit to Palm Beach.
And he was left without the pro-
tection of a woman whom he had
to protect.

Marjorie would come back to
him serenely  ignorant .of his
struggle. But Sumara might van-
ish into the far East as she had
come, unheralded. Those slum-
brous eyes, that luminous skin, the
provocative grace of her, he must
see them at close range, what-
ever the result. He could not stop
to question what that might be.
He was conscious of only one de-
sire, one urge irresistible. For the
first time—and they fall hardest
who have never known a thud bhe-
fore—a woman held the reins of
his imagination.

It must be no ordinary meeting,

though, no wailt at stage doors,

nothing cheap or smacking of the
conventional Johnny! It must be
subtle—as she was.

After careful thought he inclosed
with the daily floral offering a note

expressing intense admiration
of her as an artist and the
desire to learn more of ' the

dances of India. Would she and
her manager dine with him at his
apartment or, if she preferred, at
some hotel? It was all on the
plane of art. 'By reference to his
father as a director on the board
of the Metropolitan Opera he es-
tablished himself as something
more ' than a trifler, insinuated
himself as a patron of the arts,
It didn’t matter that he occupied
the family box only when his con-
scientious parent harnessed him
to it. The impression of distinc-
tion was achieved. |

He sent the flowers by messen-
ger with instructions to wait for
an answer,  and stationed himself
nonchalantly “within the main en-
trance of the theatre. It was de-
livered in a’ bit of wax paper, a
single tube rose stuck through the
stem of which was a card with

neither gren‘gting nor signature,
merely the words: N
“To-morrow . at six  at your

home.” {
WVRHE  Excllange, Wall Street,
the rusi of lower Broadway
the following day were to Tom
Pritchard unreal as the back drop
in a theatre,} their hurrying figures
poor mimep in .a mimic world.
There was just one obsession, one
reality. He'closed his eyes as he
drove uptoww, conjuring it.

At first he had thought of filling
his mannish 'vachelor ' apartment
with flowers to fit her as a back-
ground. Then had come the rea-
lization that ndéne could, Sumara
would bring her own fragrance,
that bewildering egsence of the
East. He conjented himself with

®

»

a centrepiece of tiger lilies and a
dinner for which his man had been
given ' carte " blanhche. He spent
the hour between five and six
marching up and down his liv-
ing room, eyes  eager, ears
straining for the bell. Romance
was about to enter his life.

She was late. Even without her
ring, without the swish of gar-
ments, he would have known when
she arrived. #That haunting sweet-
ness proekdimed her. She entered,
stood an instant just within the
doorway, a cloak the color of wine
purpled by age wrapped about her
and held at
pointed fingers.

Back of her appeared a little
man with narrow, florid face and
forehead, sandy hair, somewhat
sparse, and eyes that were a color-
less gray. They were small and
blank.

| Pritchard went forward with a
-murmured greeting something like
“This is good of you!’’ He never
knew quiter what he said.

Her voice was a vibrant con-
tralto. Low, scarcely above a
murmur, its cadence carrvisd like
organ tones.

There were no introductions. She
let him take her cloak, and thanked
him while he tried to conceal his eag-
ernessg to scan the face he had seen
only shadowed by theatre lights, qim
as the moon behind a mist. Away
from them there was a warmth about
her that had been merely suggested by
the glow of her narrowed eyes from
the stage. Her skin was of a dusky
clear smoothness without color. Upon
it her mouth, a bit too  large for
beauty, was a startling splash of scar-
let, like blood. It parted only slightly,
giving a bare glimpse of white teeth.
Her eyes, strangely enough, were not
black, as Pritchard had fancied them,
but an uncertain green that might at
times be gray. Only their border of
lash and lid was intensely black and
shadowed. So was the hair that clung
about her face under a swirl of silver
cloth that formed a close-fitting tur-
ban with pendant loops of emerald.
As she let her cloak slip into his hands
he saw that she was wearing a high-
necked garment of green shot with
sllver that  extended from under the
turban straight down to a tail on the

~floor. It was more serpentine, more
a part of her than her half draperies
of the theatre. Clad from head to foot,
it was almost as if she were unclothed.

The little man remarked that he was
afraid ‘‘the ’our’s a bit h’early to dine,
but Sumara must be h’at the theatre
by h’eight-thirty or she’s hall nervy!”

Pritchard was startled by the mark-
ed absence of h’g where they belonged
and prevalence of them where they
could have been spared. Sumara in
constant contact with a cockney! It
jarred him at first. But, on second
thought, why not? He knew some-
thing of their native shrewdness, and
in dealing with the vaudeville crowd
it wasn’t likely her manager would be
an aristocrat. She needed some one
to shield her from ugly, sordid details.
That wag probably why “she had
chosen just this particular type.

Neither were hig table manners
above reproach. He seemed confused
by the array of forks, and finally
compromised by using a spoon when-
ever possible. On wines, however, he
appeared to be a connoisseur. It was
astonishing, the amount and variety
one rather undersized\body could con-
sume without noticeable effect.

Sumara did not touch them, not even
the fluid gold of the Chateau Yquem.

“It is very well for Sutton. He does
not have to dance,” came in the rich,
reproachful contralto. ‘“He may in-
dl_llge his desires. I must relinquish
mine. That is the life of an artist.”
Her eyes gave Pritchard a
smile. “I may not even permit myself

this pleasure of dining often. Do you,-

perhaps, wonder why I indulge my-
self to-night?”’ She spoke without ac-
cent, only the measured care of one
using a tongue not her own.

He lifted his glass to her.

“Give me credit for not questioning
my good fortune.”

She did not take her smile from
him.

‘““You know how to grasp the atten-
tion of a woman. ., Curiosity! I want-
ed to see the man who found for me
those lazy, odorous blossoms that re-
minded me of India in this city .of
American Beauties. Strange—I
thought I should find you a little old,
a little tired, and looking for ‘a new.
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sensation. But you are young and
alive and you have many sensations to
experience. You will not have to seek
them—they will seek you.”

Tom Pritchard flushed, his deep-set
eves alight. The glance of this wo-
man wag like something tangible, em-
bracing him. He had no wish to
escape it, but with another present it
made him self-conscious. Tom was not
yet thirty.

LL through dinner she let it rest
upon him as if they two were
alone in the room. Sutton ap-

parently did not matter. Nor did she
make an effort to conceal the fact that
what those narrowed eyes observed
was pleasing to them. The massive
Pritchard shoulders which had so
often lunged through the opposing
line on the field were not made t® con-
quer sports alone! This Tom felt as
surely as if her lips, not her eyes, had
tolg him so, and the flashing thought
exchanged without a word was charg-
ed with potentialities.

She sat, finally, stirring her coffee,
the tiny spoon tinkling against' the
cup. Over that cup rim, gazing at
him, she played a game that was de-
vastating. Once more the desert in
moonlight—eyes half shut, lips half
varted, the potent moving figure, all
riopling rhythm—faint murmuring
misic. He could not shake it  off!
1Iﬁt!was like chains dragging him to

e,

/ She had done little more than taste
the waried courses: Tom Pritchard

did not even know what they were.

7

At eight Sutton, having emptied
his final glass of Benedictine, in-
formed he; he had better call a taxi.
Their host,"however, had a car wait-
ing for them. The little cockney,
without ceremony, though not with-
oéut difficulty, arose and made for the
hall.

That s=soft movement, as ;if abso-
lutely unconscious of - a ‘corporeal
substance, and Sumara was on her
feet looking into Tom’s rapt gaze.

‘“We are to meet again.”” she as-
serted whisperingly. ‘I shall tell you
when and where.”” \

“Soon!” prompted Tom, a bit
breathless.
“Just soon enough to make you

Want to see Sumara.”

‘T'll. be at the theatre to-morrow
aftarnoon—in the first row. Dance
for me, will you?”

‘T shall dance to you., There will’
be no one else.”

fhe gave him the long fingers. ¥le
kel “em an instant with their fra-
grajit mcesce tips! “Marvelous~<fin-
geifs—they mike a man forget €very-
thing else.” €

He bent down,.on reckless {mpulge,
and brushed his Ims not tod lightly
icross them. Their 1pints  touched

/with -a caress. - X

After she had gone_he cglld regall
| nothing definite, no word si#~s’ had
| spoken, no thought her lips had

i openly expressed. They had not dis-

the throat by long,

_ apartment to dine Sumara at

languid |,

cussed the theatre. He had forgotten
his expressed desire to learn more of
the dances of India. The impression
he had was still vague as incense,
vet stirringly potent as the word of
an oracle. He- sat wondering about

it, trying to fathom its power. At 2

a.m. he was still wondaring. Then

suddenly he sprang up. He had for-

gotten to send Marjorie his nightly
wire!

T was not surprising that
of Tom Pritchard’s interest in
Sumara crept into the press. At

first nothing more than a paragraph

in a sheet that busied itself with the
intimate doings of society, and the
theatre, the fact that a millionaire’s

son was assiduously attentive to the
mysterious Hindu dancer soon insin-
uated itself as a matter of wide-
spread interest. 2

Not that his name was actually
knotted with hers. But her pictures
appeared broadcast throughout the
country with captions to the effect
that it had become evident the beau-
tiful dancer’s patron was the son of
a colossus of Wall Street. The result,
indirect, perhaps, but evident, was
that Sumara became the magnet
that packed |them in, and the Coli-
seum booked her for a return en-
gagement. She played in and around
New York for a number of weeks,
which enabled Tom to pursue her
with less caution than was necessary.

All" the publicity, however vaguely
his own name was whispered through
it, might have proved embarrassing
had he not been too completely
caught in the gauzily enmeshing \yeb
of her personality. For the first time
in the family’s history a Thomas
Addington Pritchard failed in chiv-
alry to a woman. Fortunately Mar-
jorie Brice was still south. She had
expected her flance to join her there,
but the date of his coming had been
steadily postponed. Wires had sped,
.advising her of' hitches in the ma-
chinery of Wall Streét, of his fath-
er's urgent need of him. And be-
cause she was terrifically in love, she
believed him and in him. The bright
head with its wild, red curls bent
over a long daily letter which con-
cerned itself chiefly with the moon
on the sea and how sue svantéd him
—but, of course, mustn’t interfere
with his work. She was proud to
know  that he was of such import-
ance to his father. ‘‘Only, Tom, darl-
ing, please don’t work too hax:d. Trd
love you—love you—love you—if you
didn’t have a cent!

The letter containing this admoni-
tion arrived as he was leaving thhis;

e
most eplcurean restaurant in town.
They were dining in public together
quite frankly these days, dispensing
with the attendant Sutton. But their
hour was earlier than the fashlonable
one. and Tom enjoyed the privilege
of having the dancer practically to
himself.

He opened Marjorie’s letter as he
drove downtown. There came clearly
before him as he read not disturbing
visions of his women, but the recol-
lection of his father’s opinion of him

news

succinctly expressed several days
past:
“The laugh’s on me, boy! I flat-

tered myself I'd propagated a pro-
duet unique in this day and age:; the
son of a rich man who wouldn’t
sooner or later make a damnea fool
of himself. Can’t be done, that’s all!
They don’t come that. way. I'd rather
have had you pull it off while you
were i college—more excuse for
them when they’re young and green.
But here we are—you’re so far past
21 that you ought to know better.
Man to man—how much have you
blown in on the yaller gal up to
date?”’ His eyes under protrudant
sharp grey brows were palpably
laughing.

Tom, facing him in the most pri-
vate office of his private suite, had
met that laugh with his jaw set ag it
had been on the football field. ~ He
could have met anger with more self-
esteem.

‘“Now, don’t let’s start a row.”
put in the colossus, shoving aside
some newspaper ¢lippings as he lean-
ed forward, but refusing to displace
the laugh from his eyes. ‘I could
¢huck you out and T. A. Pritchard
and Comvany, I dare say, could man-
age to drag along without you—but
that would only worry me, and your
grandfather’'s little legacy would pre-
vent its worrylng you. What dis-
turbs me most is that this little—
ahem—affair, shall T say—"

“No—don’t say it!” broke in Tom,
abruptly vehement.

“Well—well!”  The younger Prit-
chard did not se® the light that sud-
denly lifted the laugh from his par-
ent’s eyes. It - returned instantly.

(<

““So the yaller dame knows the value’
of teasing! But whatever it is, son,
it’s making a Jjackass of you, and I
didn’t think any woman could do that
to a Pritchard.” He picked up one
of the clippings marked significantly
with blue pencil and held it out be-
tween thumb and forefinger. “‘Has
Marjorie seen any of this stuff?”
ol
“If she did, it would bring her home
by the first train.”
‘“Probably.”
“Son—what of Marjie?”’
No direct answer had come to him.

It was a question he had so frequently

asked himself during the past weeks,

shamefacedly, hating himself as he
acknowledged it, but finding no ans-
wer.

TRACH time he looked into the
provocative green—no gray!—
no, green!—eyes of the woman

who had so completely disruvted his

well ordered life his brain had ham-
mered the query: ‘‘“What of Marjie?”’

The vivid Marjie he had csught in his

arms one night, whispering that now

he had her he'd never let her get
away! The Marjie whose laughter
melted into his! .

To-night he put a further question.
What of their wedding in June?
Would it Le fair to her to go through
with it with thoughts held by those

~“scented fingers of the East? He pull-

ed up sharp. He was a dog! It was
madness—this thing that had him.
He gazed at those fingers half an

hour later as their tips crumbled a
bit of bread under the restaurant
lamp. Every move they 'made, every
gesture, seemed to touch him. On
one index burned a cabochon emerald
set in old wrought gold. Seeing it
centered in the window of a Fifth
Avenue jeweler, it had reminded Tom
of Sumara, and, as on several
occasions since, he has succumbed
with American thoroughness, He
avoided any attempt to estimate the
cost. He had even -taken a flier or
two for her when she expressed an in-
terest in the workings of Wall Street,
delighting in her/ slow, wondering
smile through lips half parted as he
handed her the winnings for which he
had refused to permit her to advance
a penny. The ecklace she wore,
lotus shaped, fashioned of emeralds
and rendant black pearls, had ‘peen
designed on ‘his order to match the
ring. Tt f&ll among the chiffons

“sWedPiwg~{rom her turban round and

round her throat. He had never seen
her without the close-fitting head-
dress that suited her so well. It was
smoky grav to-night like the gown,
a part of her, as they all were. She
sepmed all gauze and mist above the
gold glow of. the lamn, with only the
intense smiidge of hair and eyes - a
Aisturbing / gealitv. As he gazed,
Mariorie /drifted like some receding
landscape farther and still farther:
away b6n the horizon of his con-
sciousngss.

HN all *their meetings,
first. she had given

tically - nothing of her intimate
thoughts. She had told him of India
and of Egypt, of the fastn-~ses of
Africa, with eyves dreaming a..1 that
slow, never full parting of warm, wide
lips giving him the 'wleam of white
that came with her rare smile.

‘There is a Swahili love dance,
Tom-me,” she murmured once, with
the odd musical emphasis he loved to
hear her put on the seeond syllable
of .his name. ‘It is the'longing of
the savage maiden before shé becomes
wife. I would dance it for you, but
your censors—they would all come to
see it and then I should go/to jail.”

The words stimulated him to en-
vision her in the love dance—sway-
fng, tempting, escaping, luring! Her
bare arms raised,. head flung back,
eyes like slow green flames!

His breath quickened. No use fight-
ing! No use weighing Marjie’s letter
~—or the future—against this living,
palpitating present! She set his imag-
fnation racing like a charger. Her
low, lingering voice conjured for him
the oasis toward which it galloped,
tantalizingly near at times, at others
fading into mocking mirage. Visions
—promises! So far she had granted
him no more.

To-night her fingers slid across the
table, barély meeting his. |

“Tom-me—I must leave the city on
Saturday night. Tell me it will be as
hard for you »”  She paused with-
out completing ‘‘as for me."

‘“You'’re not going far,” came with
that breathlessness she always called
from him.

‘““To Philadelphia and then to Bos-

’

as at thelr
him prac-

“Tll make both those cities.”
““And then each week—a greater dis-

tance ?  Her tone snggested the
antipodes.
His hands suddenly covered hers,

pressing against the nointed fingers.
“I can't bear to think of it! Won-
der woman.” came with sudden reck-

less. almost angry, intensity, ‘“what
{s this thing vou've done to me?
You've knocked all the iron bound

principles I've lived by into a cocked
hat. You've made me forget de-
cency even-—no, it's not your fault”—
as she frowned, the wide lips parting
faintlv—‘‘the responsibility i{s mine
entirely. T thought I loved a woman
Tt was the first time he had men-
tioned Mariorie. and he felt a cad
even as he did it. ‘‘Good God, I didn’t
know the meaning of the word!
You’ve taught it to me?”’

Gently the fingers turned round
his. The eves almost closed, as if the
plea rushine from his lips were a
narantic. She gave no other answer.

‘““What’s to come of 1t?"’ he plunged
on. ‘“Where are you leading me?
Sumara’—the name was a husky
whisner—“gou know- I——"" he broke
off, his gaze fastened on the dark
shaded eyes, the red mouth. ‘“When
are you going to love me?”

The long fingers wound tighter.
Their pressure was like mounting
fire.

“Wait—Tom-me! Some time in the
dark night I shall come to you—or
call you to come to me!’”’

When he had left her at the thea-
tre in Brooklyn and was driving across
the bridge through the light pierced
night that frames Manhattan, he
struck a match and held it to his
cigaret. With it came a whiff of in-
cense. Sumara’s hand pressed to his
had set a final seal upon him.

HE afternoon sun came through a
window touching the dark purple
velvet of a long couch, and settled

on Marjorie’s mop of hair huddled into
the cushions. Shaggy as a lion’s, it
almost covered the eyes under it.
But for it she would have been lost

in her corner.- All that was visible to
the man whose hands dug nervously
into his coat pockets as he sat on
the arm at the other end was a little
figure still dusty from its journey
searching, head bent, through a hand-
bag. Her hat had been pulled off and
tossed down beside her. A traveling
coat lay in a heap where it had fallen
from her shoulders. She was all
haste, all tense anxiety.

‘‘Here they are!”’” She brought forth
a handful of newspaper clippings. “Of
course, dear, I didn’'t pay any atten-
tion to them. I can’t imagine who
sent them—some cat who wanted to
get you away from me!”

Tom Pritchard glanced through
them and knew instantly that she was
wrong. They were marked signifi-
cantly in blue pencil. The conversa-
tion in his father’'s office recurred to
him. RPRritchard senior had a way of
looking issues full in the face. Quietly,

"

7 his.

in the manner most effective, he had
forced his son to do likewise.

And because destiny always laughs
out of the corner of a twisted mouth,
the train bearing Marjorie Brice back
to Tom’s horizon had slid in on the
track next that which carried Sumara
away from It.

E had waited on the platform for
the one with thoughts following
the other;, had Theld silent
throughout the drive to Marjorie’s
home, even when her hand had crept
into his and her lips had parted as

if to question him. Now, as she
looked up facing him from the other
end of the couch, he knew he was

approaching the climax ‘he had
evaded. i
“I never knew anything so out-

rageous!” she flashed. ‘‘How dare
they insinuate that yeou and that In-
dian woman: ’ Her eyes darted to
“Why didn’t you put a stop to
it? Of course, I don’t believe a word—
but, Tommy, I haven’t slept in three
nights.”

He hesitated.. He could gather her
into his arms as on another occasion
when Sumara had come between them.
He could ‘answer as she wanted him -
to and silence all doubt. But he
chose to thrash out with his own con-
science the problem he had refused
to meet. His father, evidently think-
ing to call a halt to the Sumara af-
fair had forced this upon him. He
would clinch with it here and now.

“Marjie—] may as well be honest

v

“You can't mean it is true?” she
broke in without letting him go on.
“It gouldn’t be! It can’t! Why, you
promised—don’t you remember?—
never even to see her dance again!”

He looked away, frowning, as she
slid along the couch to him. “I'm
glad of this chance to tell you the
truth, Marjle to face it with you. I
have been seeing Sumara—been going
about with her. I don’'t pretend to
understand it myself—it’s stronger
than I am.”

Marjorie Brice sat and st:.xred at
him, a bewildered hand pushing jthe
hair from her forehead, her eyes tak-
ing fire, but not from the sun rays
that played upon them.

«T ¢an’t believe it,”” she said, daz'ed—,.
ly. “Why, Tommy, dear, you Wireq
you were too busy.even to write. 0u
weren’t playing around with her all
that time2

“Al] that time,” came In a low
monotone.
For a breath she did not speak.

Then her answer came, scarcely aud-

m didn’'t come °

“Is that why: you

south? Is that why you stayed away
—from me?”
“Yes. Marjie—'? both strong hands

went out helplessly— ‘I'm Athoroug}'&,—
ly, heartily ashamed of it.  Don't
think it was an easy fall. I fought it
like 2 madman. I couldn’t leave her,
that’s all. There’s been n.othmg——
well, not what you might thmk——bu’g
I've no will where she’s concerned—
He had been talking as if about
another person, and with the pause
looked down helplessly at the figure
hed beside him. :
cr?‘%%ere’s no use, Marjie,” ”he re-
peated. ‘I couldn’t helg 1t et
“] might have known!” she whis-
pered. ‘‘That smelly stuff that came
from her fingers—it hypno‘tlzed you.
But, Tom—I don’t care—I'll forgive
you now that it's over. I want to
i ou—""
foy‘%%yse nyot over,” he said, dryly.
“You don’t mean—that you're stl}}
going to see her—now that I'm back?
“] can't help it,”” he plunged on
with dogged desperation.
“Tom—you don’t Ilove It
ldn’t be that!”
cO“‘II don't know what to call it :
«But it's too—' She caught his
arm in sudden terrified  reaction.
“Tom—you must shake it off! You
must! I'll help you.” : 2
“You can't—no one can!” b
She was upright beside him, cling-
ing to him with both hands.
“What does that mean? Don’t you
want ,to be cured of this—this in-
nity?”’
sa"MZi‘jie"—he took hold of her two
hands as impersonally as if he had
never kissed them, and looked straight
into the eyes that made no attempt
now to conceal their panic—'caill me
a cad, a dog—whatever you like. I
deserve it. You can’t give me any
worse names than I've given myself.
I've been—I am all of them. But
I can’t help it. Nothing can ecure
me of ;Sumara. No woman can ever
rouse in me the thing she’s brought
to life. I wish to God it werewt
true. I wish I could explain it.” I
wish I didn’t have to face you now
and tell you. But I'd be worse than
a cad if 1 tried to keep it from you!”
His eyes pleaded. The hands hold-
ing her's were tense. The voice that
came from him was dull, hopeless.
‘“It’s changed me as if I were anothel
She's taken all strength—al

her!
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man.

power of resistance from me.” g
“Tom—you—you can't mean iti

Why, it—it’s impossible.” ;
“Yes—it's impossible. But there if

Now you know! I had to tel
you, Marjie. Say you understand—
please! It's a miserable mess—you
alone must decide what's to be done.’

Her hands dropped from his. She
drew away from him slowly, and bit
by bit to the far end of the couch.
The eyes on which the sun played
grew wide with the anguish of a
frightened child. The lips quivered
then set in a tight pressed line. Her
head went up.

HE pendulum of silence swung be-
tween them like the slow descend-
ing knife of Poe's tale. Five

minutes — ten — fifteen! Tom Prit-
chard waited for its keen edge to cut.

It did, finally, with a shrill, sharp
laugh from her that stopped before
it was finished. ¢ A

‘“Don’t be a hypocrite! You —
you're throwing me over—that’s what
you're doing! As neatly as if I had
nothing to say about it. You're tell-
ing me that if I marry you in June

is!

T'll be the cad. You're telling me
you don’t want me any more! You're
saying in so many words: ‘Marjie,

old dear, you bore me to death, be-
cause I've known you so long that
there’s nothing more to know about
you!* ”’
‘“Marjie—don’t!"”
“It’s the truth!
est about it?

Why not be hon-
You don't want me
any more!” Her voice caught with
the words, then rushed on. ‘‘Well,
I guess men get that way. Women
don’t! When we love, it’s not a thing
a whiff of incense can blow to high
heaven. We go on loving—Ilike foolsg!”
She tore at the ring on her finger.
“‘But I'm game! I don’t want to
hold a man who doesn’t want to be
held. TI've pride enough for that!"
She was on her feet, sobbing, laugh-
ing, as a diamoxd flashed from her
hand to his. ‘“There—there’s the last
link—now you're free! Oniy it is
laughable, isn’t it? Let’s laugh over
it together!”

He had called himself another man.
He felt it as he listened to her
laughter. Her rage—he had known it
before——would have been easier to
face. 'Or even her tears! But. the
peal that shook her body and tor-
tured her lips into a grimace robbed
him of defenses. Laughter! Again,
as in his father's office, he was help-
less to tmleet it.

“Don’t laugh!” He bent his he:
fumbling with the ring. “Mar}jeig&
don’t make this worse than it is! I
know what you think of me—what T
am. But if .you 'laugh—!

“If you could laugh with me, there'd
be some hope!” Her lips trembled as
they tried to hold the 2rin. “Don't
say anything more—don't — please.
Just go now, will you?” <

Continued on Page Forty-two.
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Hé would-be dramatist who

had never managed to get one
of his plays produced, even by his
friends, sat in a discouraged mood
with his newest comedy, just re-
turned by a New York manager,
open before him. When he read
it over again to himself and won-
dered why it did not seem so good
to anybody else, he wiped away a
furtive tear. Then he began to
think how he had tried all sorts
and conditions of New York pro-
ducers with what seemed to him
to be all sorts and conditions of
plays, and as he sat there in the
midst of withered hopes, sleep
came and brought calm to his
troubled spirit.

To sleep, perchance to dream.

To dream, ah, there's the rub.

Yes, he had a dream. He
dreamt -that he was William
SBhakespeare, and with a bundle
of plays under his arm he was
vigiting the Broadway producers.

‘What was his luck?

The first manager looked over
“The Merry Wives of Windsor’”
and “A Midsummer Night’s
Dream.”

Then he said: “I’'m afraid ‘The
Merry Wives’ will never go. The
public does not care about the
flirtations of elderly Janes. If
fhey were silly newly-weds, S0
that Madge (Kennedy could star in
it, the piece' might have a chance.

But in a farce of intrigue, you
must have pretty heroines to
tickle the fat-necked Johnnies.

‘Midsum{ner Night's Dream’ may
be poetical, but it is not a drama.
Turn it into a musical comedy.
Then you can cut out.all the plot.
Helena and Hermia must be turn-
ed Into sort of twin roles, for the
Duncan Sisters or the Dolly Sis-
ters. Kill ‘Bottom the Weaver.’
The public is tired of plump come-
dians and ‘Nobody loves a fat
man’ stuff. Make Puck the chief
comic part, with plenty of pep,
and a few spicey suggestions in

the sleeping scenes. It will be a
great role for Eddie Cantor. I
believe he could puti even that
show ovex.”
* * L ’
With three of his tragedies,
“Othello,” “King Lear’ and ‘‘Mac-

beth,” he went to another man-
ager,
“I say, young man,” said he,

“vyou do know how to put a little
kick into a play, but they are too
long, much too long. People do
not want their hortfors to last all
evering nowadays. They like  a
thrill, but it must be swift so
there will be plenty of time for a
laugh afterwards."

‘“What would you advise?”

“Roil them down into one-act
plays, and the producers will,
jump at them for Grande Guignol
bills. Take ‘Othello’—the jealous
coon murdering a beautiful white
wife, You have something there.
Properly handled, it might even
start a race %lot. And what bet-
ter publicxty!’ could one want?
From ‘King Lear’ you could make
use of the batty old gentleman,
running about with the strangled
body of his daughter in his arms,
with the two sisters who caused
all the trouble pretending to be
sorry, but in reality. plotting to
lodge the old man in tbs hoohy
hatch. You get hold of ideas,
Shakespeare, but you do not
handle them right. There are
half a dozen plays in ‘Macbeth’.
One of them should end with Lady
Macbeth saying ‘Out damned
spot’. There’'s a great curta;u =

You can always get a laugh in this =

country when a lady swears on
the stage.”
L] L ] »

A third manager wanted “Julius
Caesar” for hig favorite female
star. )

“Of course itwill have to be re-
written so ;zs' to makg a bigger
part for ‘Calphurnia,” he said.
‘“The key:to the whole play is the

»haireq beazuty, Ophelia,
“kid her along for a while and f(oi"a

about Caesar’s. wife being
above suspicion. Work up the sex
interest from that. There is no-
thing to Mark Antheny's oration
or to the quarrel between Brutus
and Cassius. They waste time and

line

no modern audience would care
Make Brutus fall in -

about them.
love with Calphurnia. That's your
hunch. Then Jane Cowl can weep
all over the place as the lady who
18 too respectable, too much above
suspicion to let herself go. And
when Caesar finds out that Brutus
has been consolling his wife be-
cause he was too much taken up
with business, then he ‘can spring
the line ‘Et tu. Brute’. if you are
really set on keeping that speech.
But the title of the play must be
‘Caesar’s Wife’. It has some box-
office value.” ’

: ® * *
But nobody would consider
“Hamlet”’ for a moment.

“Tt might have a chance here if
it ha¢ first been presented in

Yourops,” was the best that any of!

them would say for it.

“There is too much talk in it,”
was the universal verdict. ““You
can never get that sort of stuff
over the footlights. And all those

asides and soliloquies. Good
heavens man, they are as.old-
fashioned as ‘Fashion’. What you

need to do is learn to condense.
Look at thig speech, for instance.
You can say everything that he
says in just about a minute:

"“Shall T do it, or shall I mot?
That’s what I'm up against. [Is it
better to put up with my run of
bad luck, or to say ‘“Here goes
nothing!” and jump off the dodk ?
What if there turned out-te“be a
hell} after all, and I got inte it.
Thers the laugh would be on ‘me.
But ‘here comies that bobbed-
I ju}‘g

get my troubles.’ There is some
zip to that speech, and a laugh in
it]

“But even if it had all the
bopular qualities of ‘Abie’s Irish
Rose’, you could never make ‘Ham-
let' go with that ending.  See if
you can't spare enough of them
for a happy curtain. That’s what
you’'ve gotta get, a happy curtain.”

Hungarlan Playwrlghts
Are Invadmg New York

HBEVER before have there been

s¢o many Hungarian plays on
Broadway as will be produced in
New York during the coming sea-
son. Practically all well-known
Hungarian authors will be repre-
gented in the Broadway produc-
tions. Thelr list is topped by
Ferenc Molnar, Lajos Biro, Mel-
choir Lengyel, Ernst Vajda—all
intérr‘xa.tionally names
which are famillar to the well-
informed theatregoers.

known

Molnar's name will be In evi-
dence next season more than that
of any other Hungaria'n author.
According to preseht plans, in ad-
dition to the | production of his
newest play, two of his most suc-

cessful plays\ will be reproduced

i .

NEW DRAMATISTS

Ivor Novello and Constance
Collier have formed a collabora-
tion as dramatists. Novello will
be remembered as a handsome
English movie star and writer of
songs for musical comedies. Miss
Collier is, of course, one of the
leading English actresses. They
are writing under the name
of David L/Estrange. It will be
recalled that Miss Coller’s
husband was the late Julian
I’Estrange, the actor. Their
first play “The Rat’”, was re-*
cently produced in London. The
Daily Telegraph has this to say
of it, among other things:

“He was a wonderful apache
and a beautiful pickpocket, and
all the girls in ‘‘The White Cof-
fin’ loved him and fought over
and—each for her short space—
had their hour with him. but all
the time the only permanent
thing in his life was little Odile,
who kept his poor house, mended
his socks, stfrved herself that he
should eat. Yet all she got in
return was an affection of the
kind that irritated Wendy so in
‘Peter Pan’. Then'came Zelie
de Chaumet, darling of Paris in
general and the evil Herman
Stetz in particylar; she recog-
nized in the Rat a kindred spirit
and tried to allure him, with
some success. This suited Stetz,

who had fallen in love with
Odile, and tried to engineer a
set-to-partners movement. But

the Rat discovered the trick and
killed Stetz; Odile took the crime
on her shoulders, persuaded
Zelle to back her up, and S0
taught the Rat the real meaning
of love. And so, when Odile was
acquitted, she and the Rat went
and settled down on a farm and
were happy ever after.

“The authors of this play have
not hesitated to lay their colors
on thisk; but they have laid
them on also with discrimina-
tion and considerable skill, ard
are rewarded with what looks
like a popular success. As a
frankly stagy play, it fulfills its

chief duty of supplying its cast
with effective acting parts.” i

on Broadway. One of them Iis

.“The Guardsman,” which is on the

bill of the Theatre Guild. The
other play s ‘“The Phantom
Rival,” which in the country of

the author has been in the reper-
toire of the foremost theatres for
over & decade. The new play is
‘“The Red Mill,” which was in
Budapest the ‘‘big hit” of the cur-
rent season. In New York the play
will be produced by Belasco, ‘whoge
repregentatives have been carry-
ing on an intensive study of the

staging of the play in the Hun-
garian capital, where it was first

produced. This play is one of
Molnar’s most original dramatic
studies, portraying the change

wrought by Satan in the charac-
ter of a man picked out of mil-
lions on account of his outstand-
ing virtues. He is to be made a
“bad man” in Satan’s red mill.

Everything goes well in transform-~ -

ing him into a shining example of
badness, when, all at once, a grain
of sand gets into the intricate ma-
chinery of the red mill, which had
been grinding to pieces the virtues
of the unlucky victim.* The grain
of sand is his fillial love, which
ruins the machine, refuting the
conceited allegation of Satan that:
virtue is merely a matter of habit,
which, with skilful devices, can be
transformed into its own negation.

Author of ‘“Typhoon.”

Melchior Lengyel, author of
‘“Typhoon’” and - co-author of
“Czarina,” will be represented on
Broadway by his most recént play,
‘‘Antonia,” which is running now
in Budapest. One of the sensa-
tions of the Budapest performance
of the play is that the part of the
heroine is played by Mrs. Ferenc
Molnar, wife of the playwright.

Lajos Biro, who {s at present
in America, will have two of his
most successful plays produced in
New York. One of them, “The
Highwayman,” is on' the road. It
is' a comic portrayal of the story
of an adventurer who was hired
to cast reflections upon the. repu-
tation of a girl in whom an elderly
rich 'man seemed to be too much
interested. Biro’s other play ‘to
be produced in New York, “The
Yellow Lily,” which has a Europe-
wide reputation, is the love story
of an archduke and of a physi-
cian’s wife.

The newly discovered stars of
Hungary will be represented en
masse on  Broadway. Ernst
Vajda, who, until the spectacular
career of ‘‘Fata Morgana,” was
practically unknown in America,
sends three of his plays to New
York. One of these, entitled
“Harem,” was frst produced in

N\

{

Budapest during the current sed-
son and is considered one of the
representative plays of modern
Hungarian dramatic literature. It
s a comedy in the vein of the best
Parisian and Budapestian play-
writing traditions. One of its
maifn attractions is the role of the
leading lady. “If it is not played
brilliantly the play loses 50 per
cent. of {ts charm,” was the com-
ment of one of Budapest's popular
critics on the first night. How
Important this role is was shown
by the fact that the management
of the Magyar Szinhaz, where the
play was shown for the first time,
had to “borrow” an actress from
neighboring Austria in order to
have the best “first lady” avail-
able in Central Europe.

Vajda’s second play on Broad-
way will be “Grounds for Di-
vorce,” which is already known
to the thHeatregoers of some of
the great American cities, where
it has heen produced with great
success. “High C” s, Vajda's
third play which will be ‘Pro-.
duced in New York during the
coming season. It was acquired
and brought to America by Gil-
bert Miller

The Young Men.

Young Hungarian authors will
outnumber next season those of
the older brand. Ladislaus Fo-
dor is one of the “miracle chil-
drén’ among the Hungarian dra-
matists. His play, coming to
New York, the tentative title of
which is “Successful Despite
Himself,” was played in the Hun-
garlan capital under the title
“Margarethe of Navarra.” Not-
withstanding the implication con-
tained in the original title, the
play is not an historic drama.
It is the witty description of how:
a young French nobleman be-
*came on the first -night of his
marriage Prime Minister of
France and to what vicissitudes
his marital life was subjected
until, due to some fortunate eir-
cumstances in which his wife had

a hand, his , Cabinet was over-
thrown. Although the author of
this play is only twenty-four

years of age, he is praised by the
Hungarian critics as a past mas-
ter in utilizing stage effects.

Another young Hungarian au-
thor is Attilla Orbok, whose play,
“The Comet,” will serve him as
an introduction to the American
public. He is the -brother of Lo-
rant Orbok, author of ‘Casa-
nova.”

“Four Gentlemen in Dress
Suits” is the title of a play by
Ladislaus Fazekas, which will be
produced by Gilbert Miller and
Frohman. The author has a num-
ber of popular plays to his credit,
the older ones of which gained
him the surname of a “Hungar-
ian Strindberg.” Since he has
been cured lately of his misogyny
his surname was transformed in-
to a less gloomy one. He is now
-the “Hungarian Bahr,” and as
such he {s less pessimistic about
women.

Another young Hungarian au-
thor, Nicholaus Vitez will make

andthe

Condu *ted by Fred Jacob

N

AN 01712) FRIEND IS BACK AGAIN.

-———"
R
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lsa Ryan, as she appears in the

title

role of ‘“Peg o’ My Heart”,

which she has been playing at the Alexandra Theatre during the past

week.

Miss Ryan wears well with local audiences.

So, appareatly,

does Peg.

A
dramatist

his debut on Broadway with a
drama having the signicant title,
‘““Where is the Drama?”
dience is told in this play that
the drama has disappeared and
that at the same time something
else vanished which was of a far

greater value than the drama.
Despite this mysterious begin-
ning, which reminds one of the
conventional detective stories,

Vitez’s play is not a thriller . in
the ordinary sense of the word.
Though it is interesting from
beginning to end, it 1is at the
same time a profound analysis of
human nature. The leading role
of the play will be taken in New
York by XLeo Ditrichstein, ac-
cording to present arrangements.

Old age will be represented
among the Hungarian authors by
Michael Timar, who soon will be
seventy years old. He is a late
arrival among Hungary’s dram-
atists, since his first drama was
produced when he was sixty-
three. The drama which will in-
troduce him to New Yorkers is
entitled ‘Boldizsar Pupos.” It is
Hungarian not only in its title,
but also' in the selection of the
topic. That its appeal is not con-
fined to the Hungarian audiences
only is demonstrated by the fact
that it has been produced in a

The au- |

number of European cities out- ¢

side of Hungary.

. AUTHOR’S REVENGE

COSTS HIM MONEY
J

(O)I\E of the out-standing success-

es of the past season in New
York was ‘‘Fata Morgana,” by the
famous Hungarian
Ernst Vajda.

sented by

dramatist,
This play was pre-
the Theatre Guild,

which found dnly two outstanding.

successes during the season, “Fata
Morgana,” and “Saint Joan.”
‘Whether the piece will reach To-
ronto, one cannot say. It is the
story of an idealistic youth who is

Yet another version of Don
Juan has been given us by H.
R. Lenormand, that zather,
strangely original playwright,
and author of “Les Rates? and
“‘Simoun,’” both of which plays
made a déep impression Oﬁs all
who, saw them.

“IL’'Homme et ses Fantomes’;.,”
produced by Gemier at ths
Odeon in Paris, if somewhat lesg
morbid than M.
previous productions, is certamly
no less interesting. The author
has conceived an eternally new
legend, changing the Don Juan
of Spain of the seventeenth cen-
tury to a twentieth century Don
Juan, an ordinary French bour-
geois of the year 1920. Like his
famous prototype, he cannot see
a woman without desiring her.
He flits from one love to anoth-
er, abandoning each for the next
with cynical disregard of
consequences.

The hero’s psychology is grad-
ually laid bare to the audience
with almost scientific frankness.
Finally the modern Don Juan
seeks solace for his troubles in
mysticism. In a remarkable
scene he is shown communing
with the spirits of some of his
departed loves by the means of
ordinary table-turning.

s ' >
DON JUAN MODERNIZEDW

Lenormand’s-

the

2

seduced by a woman of the world,
many Yyears his senior. Ernst
Vajda took as his theme the shat-
tering of youthful idealism. You
can never tell what those funny
people the theatrical censors will
do about a frank play of that na-
ture. They barred ‘“Anna Chris-
tie” from Toronto, though it has
been praised by the leading eritics

.0f New York, London and Paris.

You never can tell how censors
will jump. However, if “Fata Mor-
gana’ ig not shown in Toronto, we
will share the fate of Ernst
Viajda’s native city of Budapest.
Vajda has decreed that “Fata
Morgana,” which is his favorits
play, will not be shown in the
Hungarian capital until after his
death. He has taken that action
because of their treatment of his
early efforts, for he wrote ‘“Fata
Morgana’” when little more than
a boy himself. It was his second
play, his first being ‘‘Aunt Rose
Marie.” :

The vicissitudes of “Fata Mor-
gana, started quite a number of
vears ago when Ernst Vajda
was  only twenty-one vears of
age. Hungary’s state theatre, the
National Theatre of Budapest,
offered a prize for a drama, hav-
ing preferably a Hungarian sub-
ject. Young Vajda, submitted a
play which was the Hungarian
original of ‘“Fata Morgana.” TUn-
fortunately for the young author,
although the jury found the play
the best among those submitted,
he did not receive the award. The
unavowed reason was that through
some indiscretion, though the com-
petition was secret,
known that he was the author of
‘“Fata Morgana' and the Jury did
not want to give preference to the
play of the young author over the
dramas of several famous play-
wrights, who is was rumored,
took part in the competition.

Notwithstanding the unfortunate
auspices under which ‘Fata Mor-
gana’ started on its career it was
accepted finally by a theatre in
Budapest. Here again a new mis-
chance overtook Vajda, which
proved fatal to the Hungarian
career of the play. What happened
was that the leading lady left the
.theatre and there was no other
actress who could take the leading
role. From one theatre the play
wandered to another, aging in the
drawers of the producers for
months and sometimes even for
years. Finally, Vajda, who had be-
come world famous in the mean

' time, withdrew his play from ithe
" Hungarian theatres.

It wag first
\‘produced in Stockholm seven years
ago and scored a success which
was unique in the theatrical an-
nals of the Scandinavian countries
It has since become a great favor-
ite in Vienna. The author, desir-
ous to have his ‘“revenge” on
Hungary's unappreciative produc-
ers, forbade ‘Fata Morgana’ to
be praduced fn Hungary during his
lifetime. This is the only play of
the popular  Hungarian author
which /has not been produced in
his native country where, since his
first and presumably last reverse,

he has become one of the ‘‘stars”
of dr amatlc literature.

it became

| WEEK-END THOUGHTS

OF A MONDAY NIGHTER |

LTHOUGH it is probable thaf

every stock company that ever
appeared in Toronto has contain-
ed actors who were dramatists,
without mentioning it one does
not hold a man’s secret vices
him. The Metropolitan

Players have been the first organ-

against

ization to contain in the course of
the season two recognized play-
wrights, who have had dramas
staged on Broadway Lengthy ref-
erence has already been made to
Harry Wagstaffe Gribble and J. C.
But

it must not be forgotten that once

Nugent 'in this department.
before, in the Summer of 1914; a
company came to Toronto with a
i it
war he

in its ranks. and
the
would have been more discussed
than he was.

Benjamin Osborne, and he

had not been for

His name was H.
was
the author of a drama entitled
“The Madonna of the Louvre.”
Since his short flutter across the
local horizon, we have never heard
anything more about him. and
cannot ‘even say if he Is any rela-
tion to Mr. Hubert Osborne. au-
thor of “Shore Leave.” and ons qr
two other bplays that have been
pfesented on Broadway.
A Prize Contest.
During the Summer of 1914,
there were three stock companies
in Toronto—Miss Percy Haswell

had one at the Princess. Miss Jes-
sie Bonstelle was operating one at

.the Royal Alexandra Theatre, and

to Shea’s Theatre came Miss Adele
Blood, a handsome blonde, who
brought with her a very expensive
supportfng cast, including players
like William Raymond, H. Cooper-
Cliffe, Maude Turner Gordon and
Marion Dentler. The company
looked strong enough, and we ex-
pected a good deal, but it suffered
bad'iy from a rush of blood to the
head. The excellent actors , did
not get a chance to show their
ability, and Miss Blood did not
impress many persons with hers.

A great deal of money was spent
on the productions, and Miss Blood

did something that startled local
drama lovers. She offered a prize
of $1,000 for the best drama writ-
ten by a Canadian, and it'was, to

" be produced as the climax of her

season. There was not much time
for anybody to write a new play,
but the local dramatists went ‘dig-
ging in their trunks for old manu-
scripts, and more than fifty were

sent in—which goes to show that

the Canadian playwrights are not
entfrely discouraged by hope de-
ferred. When the results came

out, two or three local writers whe

were known to be nursing unpro-
duced plays among their cherish-
ed possessions were mentioned.
with much kindness. but without
money or hope of reward. ' The
prize went to an unknown writer,
Mr. H. Benjamin Osborne of
Kingston, Ont. His play possessed
the famboyant title, “The Ma-
donna of the Louvre.”

{

I hate audiences;
They walk on my feet.

“I.like a funny play.

I want to laugh.”
You bet he does.

And being fat
He grunts.

Between the acts,

He jiggles and he jerks;

He loudly 'says
You wigh you were.
. Nobody knows.
He comes in very late,
He must salute.

They both salute.

‘When you can see

Than puerile lines
‘Written by Shakespeare.
Or by Bernard Shaw.

They come in late

Why she was late again.

And he’s mad.)

One act is nearly done.
! To make his peace,
He buys her chocolates,

At ten o'clock

He said it.

Between the scenes,
‘“You're wrong, dear,

And then again,

If there’s a witty line,

Her own voice say it,

‘Will happen next;

But tries agam,
Louder.

The final curtain falls.
For he has only heard
And you can pity him,

I hate audiences;
They walk on my feet.

A Hymn of Hate

There is the prosperous Moron;
He is the man who says,

I can find enouwgh sad things in life, ,
8o when I pay my money for a show,

He leans well erward so that you can feel
His breath upon your neck,

At last he hears a joke that he can recognize,
And then he guffaws loudly in your ear.

He places his two knees against your seat,
And digs right in your back;

And if you ask him kindly to refrain,

He knows some grouches who’d feel happier
If they were at the morgue.

And there's the Leading Citizen,—
At least he thinks he is,
Though whom he leads and where he’s leading them,

And stands in front of you to look around;
Ah, there’s another leading citizen,

The while you dodge about,

And try to see the unimpértant stage
Where something trivial is going on.

But surely you are wasting precious time,

How notable meets notable.

And if he has a few remarks to make,
He hardly tries to moderate his tone,—
Maybe he thinks the people sitting near
Would rather hear his views

He says that he can get the most from plays
By reading them in his own library;

And you are moved to wish

He’d stay there with them.

Then there’s the couple frlombthe suburbs.

And tramp upon your instep.
The wife must first explain

(It seems she kept him waltmg

The baby nearly ate a safety razor blade,

At least she thought the darling had,

Till grandma found the blade; b
Some one had dropped it in the bureau drawer,
And baby never had the thing at all.

When she has told her tale,

And you can hear again

The actors’ foolish repartee;

And how those two can munch! \ L

His watch begins to click.

He tells her that they must not miss their car;

They watch the drama and they watch the time,

And in the most important scene, \
They both come stumbling right across your knee.

He tells her that he fears they’ve stayed too long.

There is the talky party.

She tells the family history of the cast.
Fiske O’Hara ain’t
Husband of Mrs. Fiske.”

“Oh, surely you must know

That- Fannie Brice is married to Einstein,
‘Who wrote the Einstein theory.”

She clacks more than the star.

She must repeat it loudly,
As though she cannot laugh until she hears

Also she feels she must explain the plot,
For you and all the others sitting near;
She tells you what she thinks

And if she’s wrong, 5he does not bat an eye,

9 She asks her friend ‘how he has liked the show.
How can the poor boob know about the play,

The endless clitter-clatter of her tongue;

For you have heard but little more yourself.

>

~could take that

_he

The play was staged with all

" the excellent players mentionad

apove in the cast. Mr. H. Ben-
jamin Osborne received the money
publicly‘ and with a fine flourish.
Then some mean person discover-
ed a fact that had not hitherto
been announced. It turned out
that Mr. H. Benjamin Osborne of
Kingston was an inconspicuous
member of Miss Blood’s company,
playing minor roles therein. This
piece of news caused a sensation,
and some of the disappointed
Canadian dramatists showed signs
of being indignant. Miss Blood’s
manager immediately hastened
into the breach with an explana-
tion. It seems that Mr. Osborne
did come from Kingston. He sub-
mitted his manuscript to the com-
petition through a lawyer, under
an assumed name. How could
Miss Blood know that the young
man who walked on the stage and
faid such things as ‘“The carriage
waits,”” was an anonymous drama-
tist, nursing his guilty secret away
from all the other membhers of the
company? = Mr. Fragwley, the judge
of the contest, and that time as-
sociated with the Morosco inter-
ests, selected “The Madonna of the
Louvre” without guessing that the
author was a member of Miss
Blood’s compahy. His was such a
srﬁnall member that the point hard-
ly seemed worth mentioning until
it was raised by the ,_trouble'-
maker who first noted it.

The disappointed dramatists
explanation or
Ieave it, just as they pleased. And
some of them remained not great-
ly pleased ~whichever Way they
took it.

The Winning Play.

Whether that sort of publicity
proves healthy or not, one cannot
say, but there was a capacity audi-
ence in Shea’s large theatre for
the first performance — of ‘““The
Madonna, of the Louvre.” Why
the drama was, given that title,
nobody ever knew. It might as
well have been called ‘“The
Dowager of the Delta” or ‘“The
Serpent of the Sistine Chapel.”
for all that the name had to
do: with the play. It was melo-
drama of the most hectic and naive
description. At this late date, one
cannot remember all the .details
clearly, but a general idea of the
lines along which it ran will indi-
cate why it did not shake Broad-
way to its foundations.

The '‘play contained a tei'rible
villain, 2 man who had robbed
and ruined people all his life un-
til'the heroine got after him. At
the commencement of the play,
had married the heroine’s
mother without thinking to men-
tion to her the existence of an-
other wife kicking about some-
where. That is the sort of fellow
he was. When the old lady heard
that she was going to be the loose
end of a bigamy trial, she died of
heart fallure. Her daughter made
a blood-curdling oath over the
dead body to hound the villain,
and hound him, and hound him.
As the young lady had recently

. returned from Paris, the old man

did not know what his victim’s
daughter looked like. The young
woman got Into his office, em-
ployed as secretary, and 'began to
pull down the
that it had taken him years to
build up. She set traps for her
employer, and he walked into
them gas fast as she could build
them. 7You never saw  such a
round-eyed simpieton. He was so
easily hoodwinked that you won-
dered why he did not have a
nurse-girl. She got him to buy
heavily in copper, just five min-
utes before copper collapsed. And
80 on.

Just one thing marred the per-
fect enjoyment of the young
woman. She had met the villain's
son in Paris, and was In love with
him., The young man kept turn-
ing up and rubbing her raw con-
science every time that she was
on the point of doing in the old
man. At last the villain did a
thing that destroyed the last pos-
sibility of sympathy for him. He
discovered the identity of the girl,
and that she loved his =son. So
he began a campaign of whispers.
He insinuated the most terrible
things about the young woman’s
morals, ~and intimated that he
should know as she was his secre-
tary. The young man was aghast.
As for the young woman, her feel-

ings gave Miss Blood an oppor- ,

tunity to do so much emotional
acting that everybody felt reliev-
ed when the truth leaked out. If
you do not credit that statement,
you have doubtless never gseen
Miss Blood emote. 2

That was “The Madonna of the
Louvre”, the first and only play
for which a Canadian ever receiv-
ed a prize of $1,000.

You will note that the declara-
tion of war by the Kaiser was not
the only ghastly event of the Sum-
mer of 1914,

Z

immense fortune

Also you will probably wonder

what the plays submitted by the
other Canadian dramatists must
have been like, when “The.Ma-~
donna of the Louvre” received the
first prize.
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Elsa Ryan Stays
For Second Week

“In Love Wlth.Love is the Play
at Royal Alexandra.

* Miss Elsa Ryan, whose perform-
ances in ‘“Peg ’o My Heart” at the
Royal Alexandra Theatre last week
delighted large audiences, has ac-
ceded to popular request and will
remain with the Metropolitan Play-

‘ers for one additional week as:'guest

star., Through the good offices of
Miss Ryan, who ‘is a personal ac-
quaintance of Vincent Lawrence,

well known author of ‘In Love With

-~ Love”, the latter production-has been

acquired by the players for the week

commencing Monday night, - July
28th.
“In Love With Love” is a clean,

pright, modern comedy which scored
a conspicuous success in its extend-
ed run at the Harris Theatre in New
York last season. It provides a
tremendous opportunity for Miss
Ryan in the role of “Ann Jordan',
daughter of an immensely .wealthy
father, ‘““Ann” is a coquette with a
host of admirers to three of whom she
i8’ particularly partial, a condition
from which many uproarious compli-
cations arise. Miss Ryan, a keen ad-
mirer of the play, is especially fitted
for the part of ‘‘Ann Jordan” and
Alan Bunce, popular juvenile of the
Metropolitan Players is happily cast
as “Robert Metcalfe.” Hr. Buice
will add to his laurels in this pro-
duotion. The play is in three acts
and has not before been released for

stock. It will open the winter season |
Yiwdn  'Chicago shortly.

It necessitates

. very beautiful settings to which full

justice 'will be done and develops the
sweetest and most charming love
story imaginable. The Metropolitan
Players feel that they are most for-
tunate in the acquisition of so ex-
cellent a play and may be relied upon
for an altogether satisfactory pre-
sentation of it.

Clever Illusions

Shown at Pantages
‘Carl Rosini and Company, the
featured vaudeville attraction, now

playing at Pantages, are truly de-
serving of their billing as ‘“Creators
of Mystery.” Presenting a lavish and
spectacular program of startling il-
lusions that is the last word in mys-
tery productions. Mr. Rosini’s rou-
tine incorporates sleight of hand
and other entertaining mystery ef-
fects, different from anything you

AL, PLUNKETT,
Of the Dumbells, who has just
arrived in Toronto from Liver-
pool. The soldier entertainers are
starting at once to' rehearse ‘‘Ace
High”, their new revue, which
opens at the Grand Opera House

on August 25th.

Tommie Allen is
in Tabloid Revue

Seminary Scandals is Feature in
Variety Bill at Loew’s.

Musical cbmedy in a condensed
form has become one of the prin-
cipal sources of entertainment these
days. . The height of perfection has
been reached by many of the small-
er companies emulating the Dbig
revues. /In the production ‘“Semin-
ary Scandals”, offered during the
week of July 28th, Loew’s patrons
will have the pleasure of witness-
ing one of the most accomplished
musical revue companies seen in
Toronto this year. Miss Tommie
Allen is featured in the revue, which

is a remarkably attractive arrange-
ment. The company consists of eight
members, and altogether is an at-
traction that will surely make a
hit.

Other acts are: Willlam La Clair
and Billy Sampson offer an amusing
pantomimic travesty; Sam E. Mann
will appear in a comedy skit call-
ed ‘“Father Joy’s Boy'’'; Evelyn Earle
and Harry Mathews, ‘“Around the
World in Dance-land’’; Fiske and
Fallon in “Words and Music.”

JACK DEMPSEY, N\

Heavy-weight champion of the world, now to be seen/ at Pantag\)s

Theatre in the first of the

“Fight ‘and Win” pictures

The Moving Pictures

)

Announcements Regarding the

Silent Dramas Now in the City

have ever seen before, during the
progress of which he introduces a
humorous interlude’entitled ‘‘Chang-
ing 'a Swede into a Dane.”” The car-
mody Dancexs are a company of
five talented young ladies presenting
a series of exotic dances which are
different from the ordinary display
of similar. presentations, the beauty
of which i§ enhanced by gorgeous
costume draperies and a wealth of
scenic investiture. Dunham and O’-
Malley are seen in their latest laugh-
ing hit, “That’s’ My Business,' a
lot of fun in song, talk and comedy
dancing. Thomas and Williams,
“Those Dancing Dandies,” who in-
troduce many new steps and sev-
eral peppy songs, are very fast work-
ers and have their audience clamor-
ing for more when
their routine. 'Bob, Bobby and Bob,
come direct from the New York Hip-
podrome presenting a lively program
of mnovelty juggling mingled with
humorous surprises which make
this offering one of unusual merit.

they finish |

et

T T
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BETTY COMPSON AND SHELDON LEWIS,

In a scene from “The Enemy Sex’,

y

the feature attraction showmg at

the Hippod_rome this week.

1 mer

65 DEGREES—COOL AS A WOODLAND GLEN-—65 DEGREES

h ROYAL

S LEXANDR

M

THE MANAGEMENT OF THE

(TROPOLITAN PLAYERS

IS PLEASED TO ANNOUNCE THAT

MISS

ELSA

HAS ACCEDED TO THE POPULAR

REQUEST TO R

WEEK AND TO ACCEPT THE LEAD-
ING ROLE IN

'IN LOVE WITH LOVE

BRILLIANT MODERN COMEDY OF ENDLESS LAUGHS.

BEST SEATS

13

Ast

YAN

EMAIN ANOTHER

Eves., 25¢c, 50c, 75¢, $1.00.

Mats., Wed. and Sat., 25¢, 50c.

Mix and Tony Make
Thrilling Scene

“The Trouble Shooter” is Picture
Showing at Loew’s Theatre.

Of his many deeds of daring, few

equal in recklessness the latest per-
formance = of Tom Mix in his new
Fox picture ‘“The Trouble Shooter.”
which comes to Loew’s Theatre
week of July 28th.

Riding into the mountains to
make repairs on wires ripped down
by a terrific storm, Mix, playing the
role of a repair man, rides his re-
markable little horse, Tony, across
a narrow, swaying trestle directly
ahead of a speeding train. The
scene is one of the most thrilling
Mix ever made and it was only after
considerable persuasion that he
urged Tony to the task.

Again in a ride through a blind-

ing 'snow storm, Mix teaches the
indomitable little horse to wear
snowshoes. Between the two of

them there are more unique stunts
of novel daring than even Mix and
Tony ever attempted before.

In  the cast with Mix are such
notable players as Xathleen Key,
Dolores Rousse, Mike Donlin, for-
r big league ball player, Charles
McHugh, Al Freemont, Frank Cur-
rier, KEarl Fox, J. Gunnis Davis
and Howard Truesdale, The orig-
inal story was written by Frederick
and Fanny Natton after an ex-
haustive investigation into the work
of ' the ‘trouble shooters” in the
mountain country of the far west.
The picture was directed by John
Conway.

In the trestle scene Mix actually
risked his own neck as well as
that of his beloved horse. The ties
were far apart' and Tony had diffi-
culty in picking his way at break-
neck speed. Moreover, the plucky
little horse which fears nothing it
can see, was unable to glance back-
ward at
The sound ‘nearly  terrified Tony,
but still he placed his confidence in
the big man up in the saddle to
whom he had entrusted his life so
often in the past.

“‘I reckon it was about the tough-
est test I've given Tony since I
broke him,” said Mix.

“The Enemy Sex” is
at the Hippodrome

This Picture Was Made From
“The Salamander”” by Owen
Johnson.

How long can:a girl play about with
men, . picking them up as she would
peanuts, taking out the best of them,
and then throwing away the shells? A
girl of the present day meets them all,
men of every description, mediocre, in-
teresting, powerful, hunters, brutes and
those who seek only an amused mental
relaxation.

She attracts tham by hook or crook
in defiance of conventions, compelling
their attention in ways that at the
start hopelessly mystify them and lead
to misunderstandings. Then she
calmly sets them right ‘and forgives
them.

How long can a girl play about so
with men?

That is the plot of ‘“The Eenemy Sex,’’
the feature attraction at the Hippo-
drome Theatre this week.

The picture is based on one of the
most widely read novels ever to leave
4 press, ‘“‘The Salamander,”” by Owen
Johnson. And the story was translated
to the screen by a man who lost abso-
lutely nothing in the translation to the
silver sheet, James Cruze, the master
who directed that wonder picture of
the screen, ‘‘The Covered Wagon,”
“Ruggles of Red Gap,” ‘To the Ladies,’”
““The Fighting Coward,”” and others.

And the cast! Read the names, it ig
enough!

Beautiful Betty Compson, Percy Mar- !

mont, the fine ¥nglish actor you saw

in Rudyard Kipling’s “The Light That |

Failed,” Sheldon Lewis, -Huntley Gor-
don, who appeared opposite Gloria
Swanson in ‘“Bluebeard’s Eighth Wife.”
Kathlyn Williams, De Witt Jennings,
Will H. Turner, Dot Farley, Ed Faust
and Pauline Bush.

It iz the story of ‘Dodo’ Baxter, a
girl of unusual appeal, who comes to
New York looking for a career, but who
finds it is far more profitable to capital-
ize her attractiveness for men. She
considers herself clever enough to be
able to handle them
anything in return.

She is (invited to a chorus
party given by a .group of weglthy
men, who soon realize that she is of
an unusual type and different from
the others present. The next day

girlg’

Albert Edward Sassoon,

the approaching engine.’

without giving |

broker, Harrigan Blood, & newspaper
owner, Massingale, a married judge,
and Blaney, a theatrical magnate, begin
to besiege her with their attentions.
She sets Sassoon and Blood fighting
each other, but falls in love with Mas-
singale. Her happiness ends when she
discovers he is a married man.

Thoroughly reckless, she goes for a
wild” ride with Garry Lindaberry, a
young man who is doing his best to
drink himself to death. They crash
through a closed road barrier and have
a narrow escape. Out of/ this situation
comes Dodo’s partial promise to marry
Garry if he succeeds in reforming. He
fails, however, and when Massingale
offers to run away from his wife Dodo
agrees to go with him.

Just as she is ready to go Garry
arrives at her flat helplessly drunk.
Formerly he was a happy-go-lucky
souse, but now he is on the verge of
delirium tremens and prays Dodo to
save him. Sacrificing herself, she re-
fuses to accompany Massingale and
stays to nurse Garry, puts him on his
feet and makes a man of him. She
then realizes he is the man she loves.

Six months later Garry stands in
court before Judge Massingale on a
charge of speeding. He, pleads guilty,
but offers as an excuse that he was
hurrying to his honeymoon, and points
to Dodo back in the courtroom. The
judge smiles grimly.

‘“Case dismissed.”

MUSICAL PROGRAM
AT THE HIPPODROME

Jack Arthur’s program de luxe in-
cludes the overture by the Hippodrome
Symphony Orchestra, ‘‘Maytime,” John
Arthur and Lloyd Collins conducting;
divertissement: Thelma ‘Baterman; col-
oratura soprano; Hrnest Dainty at the
Wurlitzer; a Hippodrome comedy crea-
tion and a Hippodrome news review.

TO DEFEND ANIMALS.

The Animal defence IL.eague of
California has registered an objection
with Will H. Hays against what it
characterizes as cruelty to animals in
the Ince picture ‘“The Liast Frontier.”
It seems the league members particu-
larly object to the treatment of a
herd of buffalo in what is supposed
to. be one of the big scenes of the
picture. This organization. has been
active in opposing films in whidh
animals are apparently treated un-
kindlyv.
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Jack Dempsey is
Now a Movie Star

“Fight and Win” Pictures Are
Starting Now at Pantages.

Staging the thrilling rescue of a
small boy from a railroad trestle,
hanging, with. the youngster, by one
hand as the train passes overhead,
then dropping into a roaring river,
is one of the exciting experiences of
Jack Dembpsey, world’s fight cham-

pion, in his ‘Fight and Win’” pic-
tures , starting this week at the
Pantages.

The champion scorned the usé of
a ‘“double”, and did every part of
the dangerous and difficult scene
himself.

This is only one of the thrills in
the new pictures. A great ring battle
is among the opening thrlls; there
is a desperate fight, later on, in an
orphanage, a thrilling rescue from
fire, and many other bits of excite-
ment, also many laughs.

A splendid cast supports Dempsey
in the new series, Hayden Stevenson,
the fight manager of ‘‘The Leather
Pushers,” Kate Price, famous for her
character work in ‘“‘Fools Highway,”
Carmelita, Geraghty, noted screen
beauty, Esther Ralston, of “Blinky,”
James O. Barrows, veteran character
artist, Chuck Reisner and George
Ovey, celebrated comedians, are in
the cast.

The feature presentation is the big
screen version of Louis Joseph |
Vance’s ‘“The Lone Wolf,” with Dor-
othy Dalton and Jack Holt heading
a phenomenal cast. Miss Dalton is
seen as the trusted agent of ‘“The
Pack” while Holt plays Michael Lan-
vard, Lovers of melodrama, tense
excitement and thrills should not
miss this unusual production.

CIVILIZING MEXICO.

A consular report states there are
463 motion picture houses in Mexico.
Forty-three of these are in Mexico

City.

A Dbreathless story of
adventure, love, speed—

plenty of chain-lightning
thrills,

MIX

in “THE TROUBLE SHOOTER”

A Syncopated Musical Fa.rce

“SEMINARY SCANDALS”’

Featuring MISS TOMMIE ALLEN

With' Company of 8

SAM E.
MARNN®

EARLE and
MATTHEWS

“Father Jey’s Boy”| “All Mixed Up”

FISKE and
FALLON

“Words and Music”
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WM. 6. LeCLAIR & BILLY SAMPSON

In Amusing Pantomimic Travesties
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been thrllled before !
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World'’s

s

PICTURES”

One Every Second Wee
--NOW SHOWING--

The World’s Great-
est Fighter in
Greatest
Picture Event.

ACK DEMPSEY

IN GERALD BEAUMON”T'S/
“THE FIGHT AND WIN

Each story complete in itself!

“WINNING HI5 WAY”
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\ =-Vaudeville Program--

THE FAMOUS
Carl Rosini and

Company
Creators of Mystery

Margaret Carmody
Dancers

In
“DANCES EXOTIC”

Dunham and

O’Malley
Present

“THAT’SMY BUSINESS”

the

Thomas and

Williams

Those Dancing Dandies)

Bob, Bobby & Bob

Direct from the
New York Hippodrome

k
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JACK DEMPSEY

will thrill you as you've never |f

An Amazing Whirl i

Of Romance and
Mystery!

Dorothy
Ba ton

Jack Holt
The hme Wolf’

From the Famous Novel By

LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE

Crashing — Smashing —
Sensational Midair Fight—
Greatest of All Man Hunts
— Underworld Perils —
And Trnpnammer Action,

“Revelation” Wlll
Be Shown Shortly

bush of a Thousand
\7 <9
iears.

A great screen drama from a pona-
lar | story is ‘Revelation’ based /on
Mabgl W agnall's “The Rosebush of
s, Thousand Years,” which will’ be
seen soon at the Hippodrome
Theatre.

Gieorge D. Baker,
imtluded
aggregates 'of the year, ntmbering
Viola Dana, Monte Blue, Marjorie
Daw, Lew Cody, Frank Currier, Ed-
ward Connelly, Kathleen Key, HEthel
Wales, George Siegmann, Otto Matie-
sen and Bruce Guerin.

“A  Rosebush of a Thousand
Years,” which grew in the courtyard
of a French monastery, had a le-
gend that remained ever fresh in
the minds of the brothers. It was a
miracle in modern times.

Years ago, according to the legend,
a pious monk planted a rosebush. In
spite of his tender care is never
blossomed. The gentle monk brooded
over it, considering it an evidence of
divine displeasure. One day he pray-
ed at the side of the bush that it
might bloom. In the midst of his
supplication a gentle voice bade him
“Be at peace,” and looking up he
saw the Holy Mother standing be-
fore him—and the rosebush had
burst into bloom.

One thing stands out about ‘Re-
velation’’—namely, it is one of the
stories that are dfferent from the
usual run. It is a story that takes us
into different spheres, into different
elements.

“The Mailman”’ is
Coming to Grand

“The Mailman,” a gigantic production,
will show at the Grand Opera House,
Aug 4th, under the auspices and for the
benefit of the Feoderated Association of
Letter: Carriers of Toronto. Mrs. Emily
Johnson, author of ‘‘The Mailman,” and
other big successes, including, ‘‘The
Third Alarm,” ‘¢ Westbound Limited;”’
and ‘‘In the Name of the Law,” asserts
that the forthcoming attraction is by all
odds, her greatest effort. ‘I have writ-
ten almost one hundred photoplays, but
none has been so intensely human, none
so utterly thrilling to me as ‘“The Mail
Man,”’ T honestly regard it as my great-
est story. To me the humble postmen
are far more colorful and picturesque
than most people realize. When we see
them plodding along their routes
through the long hours of the day, they
appear rather drab and uninteresting,
but when we get beneath their uniform
and look into their hearts and souls,
when we know their lives as we show
them in ‘The Mailman,” one can readily
see in them a world of drama.”

This story has been written and stag-
ed as a tribute to our loyal servants, the
postmen. Staunch, faithful and loyal,
he serves the nation, he brings us our
joys, our sorrows, our happiness and
our heart-breaks.

‘“The Mailman'” will' be shown at the
Grand Opera House, commencing Mon-
day, Aug. 4th, and tickets should be se-
cured well in advance, from your post-
man.

‘DAVID W. GRIFFITH
DESERTS AMERICA |

]I’I‘ seems a little beyond wunder-
standing that the most sensa-
tional cinema maker in America
should be obliged to go to foreign
studios in order to earn a livelihood.
And still we understand this is what
has happened in the case of David
Wark Griffith, A few days ago he
sailed on the Leviathan for Ger-
many, where he and his little staff
of principals will produce a film
under the management of a Berlin
company. This was necessitated be-
cause Mr. Griffith could not find a
producer in America who was will-
ing to meet his terms.
From the standpoint
complishment,
Griffith might set could be too high.
And still, faced by
tremendous success in the, films, and j
also realizing that no picture ever
made by him has lost monéy, pic-
ture men have failed to take ad-
vantage of his talents. Since he
finished ‘‘America’”, it has been
more or less of an open secret that
Mr. Griffith was ready to join some
reputaBle concern with a view to
turning out several shorter sub-
jects within the next year or so.

The story of how he struggled on

‘directed it and

in the making of ‘““America’, beset
by financial inadequacy, lack of
studio equipment and the like is

known to each of Mr. Griffith’s close
associates. At one time, Liionel Bar-
rymore, one of the’principals, realiz-
ing that unless Mr. Griffith was able

,Plcture is Based Upon ‘‘The Rose- L

in his cast oneé-of ihe blgk.

of real ac-;§
no terms which Mr.[ ;

this director’s |

to the producer that he, Barrymore,
would work. on without pay rather
than see failure overcome him. For
days and weeks, th¢ big picture was
made under circumstanceu extreme-
ly discouraging./ Only about half
enough mechanics, camera agsistants
and technical wurkers were at his
comrzand.

“Fhen came-the day when ‘“Amer-
ica)l wés. given its premier, .and the
‘Blccess which crowned it is a mat-
ter of record. Even then, the. di-
rector found it would be impossible
for - him to carry on with the plans
he had set for himself and. he again
sought some means of raising fin-
ancial assistance with which to go
into a second phase of the American
Jigtoricgl drama.

20 Iar ¥s we know, there will be
no second phase. One of them took
all” the honey Mr. Griffith 'could
scrape  together, and it will be
months bei'xre it" will be returned
through the box offices.

Meantime, lathas, in a way, look-
ed for a job. At'first it seemed that
Italy would engage him to do a na-
tional spectacle, bzt this scheme
failed. Now he is on ais way to Ger-

many, and :no one knows when he
may return. s N

There. is 'a’ ray of hope however.
There is a rumor that shortly after
Mr. Griffith returns from ¢icrmany,
he “will direct ‘an important picture
play for Famous Players-Lasky.

“THE OUTLINE OF HISTORY.”

Plans are rapidly taking shape for
the long awaited picturization of
“The Outline of History,” H. G.
Wells’. epic. of the growth of civiliza-
tion .from  the earliest beginnings.
Part of the production will be made
in’ England, in order to ‘make the
suggestions and counsel of Mr. Wells
more readily available, but the bulk
of this mammoth : motion picture
will be made here.

Production work will be carried
on under the direction and super-
vision of J. R. Bray, president of
Bray Productions, Inc., who controls
the world screen rights to the “Out-
line,” and who has been enlarging
and reorganizing his staff for some
time with this purpose in view.

While the news that actual pro-
duction work is shortly to begin on
the Wells classic will be of tremen-
dous interest to educators and
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who  have read the “Outline &
the transfer to the screen of this

‘even greater interest to the motion

picture public and the thousands
scholars everywhere, it will be of
great work will ‘unguestionably be
one of the most stupendous B feats
ever attempted in the history of film
productlon

Its importance and value, both as
an entertainment and as an ‘educa-
tional factor can hardly be measur-
ed, for the “Outline,” in\ effect, con-
stitutes the combplete story of the
growth and develgpment of the
human race.

Mr. Bray, who  left for England
recently, will confer with Mr. Weils
during his stay abroad, it is said, to
perfect the final details for the pic-
turization of the ‘‘Outline.”

In. conjunction with the motion
picture production of the “Outline’”’
arrangements will be made to photo-
graph specially iselected scenes to be
made immediately available-for use
on the Brayco, a new type of pro-
Jector invented by Mr. Bray, and
designed to project still pictures on
the screen, using film instead of the

customary  glass slides, which it is
predicted will revolutionize the
visual education and home  enter-

tainment field.

BOX OFFICE TITLES.

The Metro-Goldwyn screen ver-
sion of “Mary the Third’ is to be re-
leased under the title of ‘“Don’'t De-
ceive Your Children’-—without ar-
rangement with Cecil B. DeMille.
And the Warner Brothers have de-
cided to call the screen version of
Sacha Guitry's “Deburau,” in which
Monte Blue and: Marie Prevost are
to play the leads, nothing less than
“The’ Lover of Camille,”” presum-
ably in case somebody might recog-
nize the original title. And De Mille
himself ‘has' called Wallace Irwin’s
‘“To-morrow’s Bread’’ by the new
name of ‘The Golden Bed,” which
must send g pang through the heart
of Ae H, Woods.

But all this is as nothing. All
this fades away. TFor, behold, Fa-
mous Players is to produce ‘“The
Wages of Virtue,” and Gloria Swan-
son is to be the.angel child! All
this wipes the slate clear. Ths
movies can be forgiven anything
now.

F.B.O.

PRESENTS

EMORY JOHNSON'S

MOST THRILLING
PRODUGTION

AND

GIANT EPIC

OF
THE SCREEN

to enlist aid from financial quarters
within a few days the whole film
would go by the Board, sent word
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_ Motorists’ Association formally effected,

. of local clubs.is another A.A.A.

‘tc make any unreasonable demands of

AUTOMOTIVE SECTIOI.

faiil z
THE TURONTO SUNDAY WORLD,

A.A.A. To Follow Example

Of Ontario Motor League

American Automobile Association to Form a Truck Own-
ers’ Association as a New Division—Merger of Ameri-
can Automobile Association With National Mo-
torists’ Association Brings All but a Very
Few of the Automobile Clubs in the

Into Affiliation—
Declared on

United States
War
Motor

HGyp)’
Clubs.

Washington, BD.C., July 26.—With
the consolidation of the American Auto-
mobile Association and the National

the new, enlarged and strengthened
A.A.A. is proceeding directly to make
itself the most useful and helpful or-
ganization the motorists of the United
States have ever had, according to
advice from the national headquarters
at Washington received by the Ontario
Motor League, with which it is aﬂ’f_ili—
ated.

When, at the recent comvention of
the consolidated organizatifn in Detroit,
Judge Walter D. Meals, who was head
of the former N.M.A., in an eloquent
tribute to the men who made the con-
solidation possible, exclaimed ‘“We are
nmow one!” he signalized a new and
better day in motoring affairs, in the
opinion of motor leaders throughout
the land.

Particularly = cheering to motorists
was the prediction of President Thos.
Henry that another year, because of
the consolidation, will see the complete
removal of all discriminatory taxes on
motorists. It is the opinion ‘of Mr.
Henry that the new A.A'A., taking in,
as it now does, more than 90 per cgnt.
of the real clubs of the country,  will
henceforth wield its greatest influence

for the betterment of all motoring con-
ditions, although, he emphasizes, ‘‘the
A.AA. will make no unfair or un-
reasonable demands—merely contend
for justice always to those it repre-
sents.”

Chief among the near-future activi-
ties of the new A.A. A. will be relentless
warfare against the so-called ‘'gyp”
motor organizations. It is said that
there are now about twenty-five or-
ganizations suspected of being of the
“gyp’’ variety, and that one by one
they will be investigated and, if found
engaged in fraudulent operations, pro-

secuted to the limit. 8

The establishment -of national emer-
gency road service under the auspices
aim.
Where such service has been establish-
ed, it is pointed out, the real benefits
have been warmly praised by members.
The operation 'of emergency serviee is
now meeting with suecess in many
large cities, it is said.

The A.A.A. club extends, reciprocally,
full membership privileges to Ontario
Motor League members.

A solution to the grade crossing prob-
lem will be sought by an A.A.A. com-
niittee, which will study the whole
question thoroughly. The A.AA.,
President Henry says, does not want

the railroads, but, heé declares, some-
thing must be done by both automo-
bilists and railways to lessen the num-
ber of grade crossing acecidents and
fatalities.

Following the example of the Ontario
Motor Truck Owners’ Association form-
ed several years ago as a division of
thhe Ontario Motor League, the forma-
tion of a motor truck owners’ divi-
sion of the A.A.A. is another aim of

traffic, and the also growing problem
of building and maintaining roads for
both is a matter which should be work-
ed out by the owners and operators
of each in one organization like the
new A.A.A.

Another committee will at once take
up the building of an A A.A. home in
V_\/ashington. It is the unanimous be-
lief of the officials of the organization
that “qe present size and strength of
the A.AA., together with its ever in-
creasing ' activities, make the building
of its oxn home logical procedure.
The proposal of the plan on the floor
of the recent Detroit convention brought
out a generows..arrav of financial as-
sistance, it is saia; a6 so the erection
of an A.A.A. home i1 k& National
Capital is believed to be a neai-future
probability. ; :

Improvement in the American Mo-
torist, official publication of the A.A.A.
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Be Tt Ever So Rumble.

(It was pointed out that Canadian
Motorist, official publication of the

Canadian Automobile Association, was
the most widely circulated and best
automotive publication in  the Do-
minion), improved map service at re-
duced cost, information on every phase
of motoring readily available, are some
of the plans of the headquarters staff
vnder the direction of General Manager

: 8 @
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CLOSER THAN A SEMETIC
SCOHE

loser than a brother” may
have been a good figure of speech
at one time, but it was before the
day of the motor car. In ithe
matter of proximity, that isn't so
very close, compared with how
close a flapper can sit in the front
seat with her driver young man.

“e

tiiv will require is conjectural. Recalling
the range at various speeds, it is seen
that it probably will take 95 or 100
keurs. Certainly no time record is to be
attempted with this—the world's first
real commercial airship.

Wire Wiieeis.

Owners of cars fitted witih wire wheels
should give these partg a weekly inspec-
tion for loose spokes. While the wire
wheel is strong enough to resist aston-

SOMETHING OUGHT TO
BE DONE ABOUT IT

The tragic ironies of life have

not | overlooked the motor ear.
An eastern newspaper presents
the disheartening information

that grade crossings on railroads
and highways are increasing five '
times as fast as they are being

ishing shocks; nevertheless, such a blow
may loosen oneé or two of the spokes,
and such damage should be immediately

eliminated—Detroit Motor News.

length. Sender and receiver are arrang-
ed within a special sound proof and gas
proof cabin at the rear of the control
car,

repaired.
ed off, paint should be applied to keep
moisture from working its
inducing rust.

Wihenest e enamal assetanhs A new fan belt should be given a

good stretching before, it is put into
place.

way in and

The passenger accommodations re-

mind one of a ecross between raillway
sleeping coach and steamer. The main
room is subdivided ‘into five separate
cecmpartments; each of which has two
sofas oppositely arranged, as in a Pull-
man car. The sofas are 6% feet long,
giving ample room for two people. Kach
double sofa, or berth section, accoom-
modates four people. The backs com-
prise upper berths, the seats lower
berths, and curtains give complete
privacy at night. During the day tables
can be put up between the sofas.

In this remarkable cabin are kitchens,
pantries, storag= rooms, and toilets and
lavatories for men and women.

Lift of 180,000 Pounds.

The total lift of the ship, weight of
gas substracted, is about 87,300 Kkilos,
or. 179,240 pounds. Weight of the hull,
with fins, rudders and elevators, in-
side arrangements, outer cover, gas
cells, valves, rooms for useful load with-
in corridor, rooms for control and pas-
sengers, is 28,200 kilos, or 62,170 pounds.
Weight of engines and fuel 'and fuel

5 7 )
Ernes® N. Smith, who, points out in 2
reportythat “it’s all possible now witl
less thian a dozen real motor clubs in
the Uni¥ed States net in the consolidat-
ed orgamization.”

i

LS
] s

e,

[ : / : i
L A Recent Willys-Knight Test.

)

| Cross section at right of Willys-Enight engine on power siroke—
5 all poris sealed; complete combustion.

This chart shows how a Willys-Knight led an equal size poppet-valve

Mr. Henry, who believes that the grow-
ing comiercial and passenger vehicle

engine at all speeds—gaining from 2 to 23 horsepower.

( .

Hudson Coach at Touring Car Price.

L

The first enclosed car in history
ever to sell for an open car price is
the newly announced Hudson coach.
Mounted on the standard Super-Six
chassis, it sells at an identical mark
with the Hudson phaeton, a seven-
passenger open car.

For two or three years, the gap
between the cost of an open and an
enclosed car has been narrowing.
There have been forecasts from
time to time that this gap would fin-
ally close. Now that day is here,

Since the Fall of 1921, the Hud-
son Motor Car Co. has specialized
on its coaches, a type of body which
it created. These coaches have now
become 75 per cent. of Hudson’s
business, so that all the well known

economies of quantity production may
be applied to them. There is more
material and more lahor in an -en-
closed car than in an open one, but
the larger volume on the coaches
makes up this difference.

In the Essex, which it manufac-
tures in the same plant with the
Super-Six, Hudson has a coach which
still sells at a slight advance over
the open car price. But the gap is
very narrow—lower in fact than in
any other make of car except the
Hudson.

But Hudson and HEssex cars are
now equipped with full size balloon
tires. ¥

Both Hudson and Essex cars are
the Hudson speedster, phaeton, and

five-passenger and seven-passenger
sédan and the Essex touring car.
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Better looking, stronger

needed—at the ends.
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ZR.-3is World’s First

Py Commercial Airship

N

Radically Fibm the Big U

/1 While Similar in “Appearance to ‘“Shenandoah” it Differs

.S. Air Cruiser—Goodyear

Company Acquires Zeppelin Patent Rights—

: Maybach
R Range of Over 5

A Announced
‘ Fut

Shenandoah Has Packard Engines; ZR-3 is-
Equipped—Has
,000 Miles—Date _
of Trans-Atlantic Flight to be

Touring

in the Near
ure.

A

Under the terms of the Versailles'
Treaty, all the rigid airships in the pos-

‘| session of the German Government were

to be delivered to the Allied and associ-
ated powers. Following thz destruction
of some of these ships by th=2ir crews in
their sheds, the Allied and associated
powers took the position that Germany
must repiace these ships, either in kind
or by equivalent material. Most of the
European powers chose to take their
share of the destroyed ships in some
other material, but each also received
one or two rigid airships in acceptable
j condition. The United States, however,
rhaving announced at the outset that it
aid not wish any airships, was not al-
|10tted one of the ships which wasg in
! flying condition. Its share was repre-
sented by damaged ships, for which it
might receive equivatent matsrial if it
desired.

The United States Government in the
meantime had definitely entsred a plan
of airship development, When construe-
tion of the ‘‘Shenandoah” was well un-
der way, it was believed desirable to
obtain a sample of the rigid airships
built by the Zeppelin Torporation at
Friedrichshafen, Germany. It was ac-
cordingly requested that the German
Government be directed to replace the
two rigid airships, to which. the United
States was entitled, by a single one of
the same volume as the two which were
destroyed. This was objected to, but it
was finally agreed amonz the powers
that the United States should receive,
as a replacement for the ships to which
it had been entitled, and which had been
destroyed in'the German sheds, one large
rigid of the latest construction of awhich
the Germans might be capable. It was
laid down, however, that this ship should
be a civil type, and not a military one,
This ship has sometimes Deen referred
to as a “reparations’ ship, but it is pro-
perly a ‘replacement” »f the craft to
which we were entitled in accordance
with the Versailles Treaty. .

U.S. Airship Development.

Construction by the Germans for
United States Government of a commte};?
clal type of rigid airship cannot he dis-
sociated from the transfer by the Zep-
pelin  Corporation to the Goodyear Tire
and Rubber Company of the 1. S. patent
rights, ‘and the consequent cstablishing
at Akron., Ohio, of the foundation of a
world rigid airship industry. The opera-
tloq of the Versailles 'Iroaty, insofar as
aerial navigation was concerned, virtu-
ally had the effect of forcing certain
phases of German aviation to be devel-
oped _outs1_de the German Republic. The
practical junction of the extensive re-
sources of the Goodyear Tire and Rub-
ber Company and the engineering skill
and prestige of the Zeppelin Corporation,
toget)gér Wwith the imminent delivery to
the United States of what: is really the
world’s first commerclal rigid airship,
places the United States‘in a peculiarly
fortunate position with regard to world
leadership in  the development of
llighter-than-air navigation, While the
Z.R.-3 is being constructed by the Zep-
pelin Company in Friedrichsafen, on ac-
count of the United States Government,
it is to be delivered under the charge
of officers who are also officials of the
recently formed Goodyear-Zeppelin
Company. ’

Description of the Z.R.-3.

The Z.R.-3 has a length of 656 feet,
diameter of 90.66 feet, and a height of
101.68 feet. It is designed to be Inflated
with hydrogen gas having a capacity of
2,472,000 cubic feet. In general appear-
ance it is similar to the ‘“Shenandoah’
but in detail of equipment it is totally
different. The. ‘‘Shenandoah’” is precige-
ly what it was intended to he—a mil-
itary flying laboratory. The Z.R.-3 is a
commercial vessel, capable of transport-
ing at least 20 passengers and a liberal
quantity of cargo for distance as far as
across the Atlantic—or farther.

The hull consists of the familiar strue-
ture comprising main ring members, in-
termediate rings and longitudal girders.
Metals used are duralumin, chiefly, with
{some steel. The main rings in general
are 49.2 feet apart., The keel or cor-
ridor is in ‘the lower part of the hull.
This, corridor is situated partly inside,
partly outside, :

has the purpose of strengthening the
hull, supporting the useful load, fuel
and ballast, of distributing these

weights, and serving as a means of
communicatjon between the different
parts of thé ship.

The ~ship/ has five

{ which is fitted with a 12-cylinder,
400 h.p., specially designed Mayback
motor, of 1500 r.p.m. No gearing is used
between motor and propeller. Starting
is accomplished by means of compressed
air. It-will be recalled that the ‘“‘Shen-
andoah’ is equipped with Packard en-
gines.

The fabric of the gas cells and the
outer fabric of the hull are in general
similar to that on the ‘“Shenandoah.”

Comfort for 20 Passengers,

Underneath the bow of the ship the
main car or cabin is situated close
against’ the hull—in contrast with the
power cars, which are some distance

power cars, each

down, in order to permit the passage
of g@ir. This cabin consists of a smaller
forward part forming the control car

Y

the hull structure, 1t!

and a larger main part for passenger
accommodations.

The control car includes every mod-
ern device for the operation of airships,
wheels for elevators and rudders, en-
gine telegraph, switchboard for oper-
ating gas valves and ballast tanks, all
the instruments necessary for naviga-
tion; also the wireless station. The
latter has a radius of about 1560 miles
for telegraph and 315 miles for tele-
phone. The electric current is supplled
by a generator driven by an air pro-
peller, making 3,000 revolutions a min-
ute. \The sender comprises waves from
500 to 3000 meters. The antenna consists
of three wires each of about 390 feet

tanks, ballast tanks, special devices and
instruments, electrical equipment and
landing arrangement is 13,100 kilos or
28,830 pounds. Under such conditions
the useful load will be 40,000 kilos, 88,-
190 pounds, guaranteed. Useful load in
this case means all the lift after the
dead weight of the ship has been de-
ducted from the total lift. It comprises
gasoline, oil, spare parts, crew, pas-
sengers and freight. The speed of the
craft is to be not less than 76 m.p.h.
with all motors running full, and a
cruising speed with 5 motors of 68, with
4 motors 63; and with 3 motors, 56
m.p.h. With the normal fuel supply of
21.2 tons of gasoline and 2.4 tons of oil,
the ship’s radius of action will be as
follows.

1. With 5 motors, full speed, 46 hours,
3,600 miles.

9. With cruising speed, 78 hours, 5,-
280 miles. :

The influence of the wind's direction
and strength also will have to be con-
sidered. But careful calculations show
that the Z.R.-3 will be capable of cruis-
ing not only the ocean of atmosphere
over the United States, but far out into
either the Atlantic or Pacific Ocean as
well.

Date of Delivery.

The exact date and route of delivery
of this ghip to the United States will
be known shortly. The R.-34, In its
famous trans-Atlantic voyage, flymg
the Rritish falg, in 1919, covered 3,-
9925 miles. The most direct air line from
Friedrichsafen, to the eastern coast of
the United States is about 4,000 miles.
If storms seem to threaten this route;
however, when the ship is ready for the
trip, the route probably will be laid
down to the south, via the Azores and
elther Bermuda of the Bahamas, a dis-
tance of probably 5,200 miles. Mark
ships stationed along the route by the
TUnpited States Navy will supply . the
7.R.-3's commander with weather data.
Fuel and gas can also be supplied at

, BIG MONEYFORYOU
IN THIS NEWEST PROFESSION!

IN THE ONLY SCHOOL OF ITS KIND IN CANADA

Great news indeed! Canadians at last can enroll in an up-to-date
School of Mechanical Dentistry in their own country and receive
the most advanced training from Dental experts. Get into the.
fastest growing, the most profitable profession known. We guar-
antee to make you a Dental Laboratory expert in a very short
time. We will train you for a big salaried profession, averaging =~
from $35.00 up'to $125.00 per week.. : 7

Education or Age No Barrier!ﬂ'_‘ ;

This is the latest addition to the famous Hemphill Schools, known
favorably all over Canada and the States. We give the most
thorough and intensive training, and where a

student is ambitious and willing to advance EARN WHILE
w; have a_prdposition whereby he can earn YOU LEARN

while he is learning. 5 Day _ students
Mechanical Dentistry is the easiest, pleasant- § 2T® offcredi N
est,, most interesting work you ever saw. Be plan whereby

they are put in
touch with part
time work, We'll
help you.

your own' bose! Be successful! Don’t put off
—act right now—investigate! Enroll at once
80 as to quickly acquire a complete knowledge
of this money making profession.

Hemphill School of Mechanical Dentistry
163 KING ST. W. Dept. D, TORONTO Adelaide 7668

Director, :
L Dr. Fauman, D.D.S, L.D.8., Hemphill, Ltd,
READERS 163 King St., Dept. D, Toronte:
¥Q :‘s' Without obligation to me please send all particu-
lars relative to your coursse in Mechanical Den- .
TO-DAY tisry. ;
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Special terms to Students enrolling .up to August 15th

sea, in case of necessity. How long the
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You Can Get Lower-Priced Goodyears
With Full Goodyear Quality

R

iR

books.

mileage.

purpose.

Goodyear means Good Wear

OODYEAR builds a line of
tires to meet every motoring
need —to suit different pocket-
Each tire represents the
maximum in low-cost mileage for
the amount you invest in it.

Specially built for those whose
motoring requirements do not call
for the long mileageand road-grip
of the All-Weather Cord, is the
Wingfoot Cord. Offeringasaving
in first cost, it yields first place
only to the All-Weather Cord in
There are other Good-
year Tires at other prices to meet
varying needs and purses.

Let a Goodyear Selected Dealer in
your community save you money on
your tire investments. He can do so,
because he is one of the 2,500 selected
by us from the 10,000 tire dealers in
Canada as being best fitted for this
His business methods and
experience, coupled with the completeness of the Goodyear /
line, enable him to sell you Goodyear Tires economically and

to render valuable service. Get acquainted now—he is worth

\ knowing. :




vAGE FORTY-TWO.

TORONTO

SUNDAY WORLD, jULY/

]

el
27 1974

R TR R LA R 6 S

AUTOMOTIVE SECTION

PROLOGUE:

We left the Potters search-
ing for Junior, who started
out with an extra suit and a
stuffed elephant to see the
world . . . He has been gone
a night and a day, and the
only clue is his extra suit,
which was picked up a few
blocks from the Potter home
and returned to Ma by a
policeman . . . Meanwhile,
the city has been aroused by

the touching story. in the
Morning Beacon, which, by
one of those devastating

strokes of newspaper inspira-
tion, christened it offhand,
“The Little Boy Blue Mys:-
TER it il AS every one:can
readily recognize, this is a big
achievement, even if Junior
Potter is never discovered
. Already a song writer
has conceived the idea of
. writing “The Little Boy Blue
Blues,” with a chorus start-
ing:

My baby went away:

« And he didn’t say WHY,

He didn’t say WHERE,

He didn’t say WHICH.

“The rest of it hasn’t been
writterr, but you can finish it
yourself! .. Naturally, the
advertisers saw the advantage
of hooking up with the in-
tense interest - aroused, the
most progressive coming out
‘in the first afternoon editions
with this inspired announce-
ment:

Little Boy Blue Has Been. Lost,
But
You Can Still Find
Good Bargains
At
Waffleheimer’s.

HIS is technically known as
copy with “news interest’”....
However, all the newspapers are
‘working hard on the mystery case.
....The files are being ransacked
for_ stories of disappearances and
kidnapings....The police, too, are
busy, All local records for plain
and fancy clues have been brok-
en....A movement has been start-
ed to preserve some of the more

unusual specimens and present
them stuffed or pickled in alco-

hol, to anyone who will provide ,

them with a home.

SCENE 1.
OON in the Potter household

....Pa and Bill have return-
ed to the house after a fruitless
gearch....They are sitting down
to a fragmentary lunch when the
telephone rings....A concerted
rush, but Ma gets there first.
MA (breathlessly):

Yes....Yes, this is the Potter
residence....Yes, Mrs. Potter
speaking....What?... . WHAT?
Oh, you haven’t? Yes, yes, we’ll
be right over. Yes....take this
number down, Pa ... .1428
Grand Avenue; yes, Mrs. Potter,
yes. God bless you....Good-by.
(Hangs up and turns to Pa, bub-
bling.) They've found Junior;
they've got him.
PA:
Who? Where?
MA (scurrying
hat):
That address you took down.
Name is Potter, too. Is this hat
all right?
PA (irritably):
Of course that hat’s all right.
MA:
I don’t know whether I have it
on front or back. (Dabs at it
helplessly and grabs umbrella.)
PA:
Well, what are you doing with
the umbrella? It isn’t raining.
MA (blankly):
Isn’t it? Do I look all right? Are
my eyes red?

around for her

Yes, yes, you'’re all right. Come
on, let's go.
MA (fluttering around):
All right, all right; just a min-
| ute. : 2
PA (at door):
Come on, will you? Hurry.
(Ma hurries, and eventually the
Potters pile into their bus and
break all the speed records get-
ting over to 1428 Grand Avenue,
where they find another family of
Peter E. Potters.)
MRS. POTTER (meeting Ma
the door):
Come right in. I'm so glad we
found your little boy for you.
(The Potters troop in after her.)
They got our address in the

at

paper instead of yours. Wasn't

that frightfully silly?

Ma (looking everywhere):
Yes, frightfully. Where is
I don’t sece him,

MRS.. POTTER (calling):
Sadie! Bring the little boy that
was left here this morning. (To
Ma) Won’t you sit down?

MA:

I can’t, I'm so nervous. (Pa and

he?

Bill find chairgs and Dbalance
themselves delicately on the
edges.) G

MRS. POTTER (as Sadie comes in
leading a ragged youngster):
Here he is. Here's your mother,
sonny.

MA (dumfoundedly):

That isn’t Junior. '

MRS. POTTER (equally dum-
founded):
It isn’t your boy? Then who’s
is it?

MA (helplessly):
How do I know? I know it isn’t
" mine?
PA (decisively):
No, that’s not Junior.
MRS POTTER (baffled):
But the pevople who saw the
story in the paper brought him
‘here and said he was yours.

MA (bridling):

Well, I guess I know my own
child, don’t I? (Starting for
door.)
Come on Pa. 4!
MRS. POTTER (helplessly):
But, but what will we do with
him?
MA (truthfully):
I dunno.
MRS. PETER E. POTTER, 1423
GRAND AVENUE (as our own

Potters troop out the door and
leave her quite flat, but greatly

astonished):
Well, if that doesn't beat—
Sadie, get the police on the
phone right away!

SCENE 1L

T IS night and down a lonely
country road some forty or
fifty miles from the Potter neigh-
borhood an automobile is purring
along as if in a hurry....At the
wheel sits Tommy King, a brand-
new benedict, and beside him, as
is quite proper and appropriate,
his brand-new bride....They are
talking together, which is also no-
body’s business, but we shall tune
in just the same.

MRS.  KING (trying to coo

through the!noise of the motor):
Lover. ...lover dearest?

MR. KING (shouting):
Yes, baby-ola.

MRS. KING (shouting):
Not so fast, precious.
him’s hurry?

MR. KING (slowing down):

I'm trying to get to Centreville,

What's

MA POTTER: “They’ve found Junior; they’ve got him.”

sweetest, before it's too late. We
killed a lot of time back there
in that big town we just went
through. Or, rather, you did.
MRS. KING (pouting):
Is the bad man mad at his wifie-
ifie? Her wanted to get some
....some—well, it isn’t any of
the horrid man’s business.
MR. KING (softening, if it's pos-
sible to get any softer):
All right, baby-ola. I'm sorry.
MRS. KING:
Hollering at his poor little wifie
already.
MR. KING:
I wasn’t hollering at you.
MRS. KING:
There, you're
now.
REAR TIRE:
BANG. ..
e BHUMP
MR. KING:
Damn!

hollering at me

& PSSSSt L BLUMP
S BLUM P

MRS. KING:
Are you swearing at me?
MR. KING (in rage):
No, but' I will if you don’t shut
your face.
(We will draw the curtain here,

as we retail naught but the gentle.

and the whimsical!....Suppose we
talk of something else while the
tire is being changed....Is there
anything else you’d like to talk
about?....No, that isn’t so good
... JLet’s return to Mr, and Mrs.
King....The tire is changed and
they are on their way again, and
they are friends once more, even
though newly married, which is
as it jolly well should be....Ah,
lights! and a bum road....we
must be coming into a city....
street car track and a cadaver of
a car staggering along the rails
....Well, that might be any town
....Centreville, at last!)

MR. KING (stopping car outside

the Metropolitan Hotel):

ByJ.P.MCEVQY

f
Well, here we jare at last. I
thought we’'d pever get here.
(Alights and goes around and
opens door for{ his wife....the
porter is immiediately suspi-
cious.) I'm so tired, aren’t you,
dearest? \

MRS. KING (coylyh
Wh¥, why, yes,

Susplcious!) L
(The XKings proceed into the

hotel and register foy a room.

Turn to get baggage and are con-

fronted by porter with their bags

in one hand and leading small,
light-haired boy with the other.)

PORTER (genially):

Guess you forgot your little boy,
didn’t you? He’s been having a
good sleep back there in the
back seat. Him and his little
elephant.

MR. XING (astonished, as he
might well be):

My little boy? Why. I never
saw him before. ¢
JUNIOR POTTER (for it was in-
deed he, and still full of sleep):
Daddy, I wanna d'ink.
NIGHT CLERK (suspiciously):
He called you daddy.
MR. KING (bewildered):
I don’t care what he called me.
I never saw him before. (Turn-
ing to equally bewildered bride)
Did you?

MRS. KING (emphatically):
I certainly never did.

NIGHT CLERK:

Well, that’s funny. (To Porter)
Where’d you find him?

PORTER:

He was all covered up in the.

rar. (Doubly

back seat of their car, sound
asleep.

NIGHT CLERK (to petrified bride
and bridegroom):

Looks to me like he belongs to

you.
THE KINGS (together):
‘Well, he certainly does not.
NIGHT CLERK:
Well, he certainly doesn’t be-
long to me. You brought him
here; you’ll have to take care
of. him. (To Porter) Show them
their rooms.
MR. ‘KING:
But he isn’t ours.
gny children.
NIGHT CLERK:
Well, hew did you get this one,
: then?
MR. KING (bewildered):
. You can search me. (To Mrs.
/! King) Where did he come from?
MRS8. KING (indignantly):
How do I know? Why do you
{ ask me? (Suddenly.) I have it!
. He must have crawled into the
car when we stopped back there
50 long at that big town.
(Triumphantly,) That's it; I'm
stre of it. But who is he?
MR.*KING (to Junior, who
Weaﬁing dreamily on his feet):
Whal’s your name, little boy?
(No answer.) Whose little boy

We haven’t

is

are you? f
JUNJOR (mechanically): s
I'th you  little boy. (Tableat.)

And That's That—Until Next
Sunday. ¢

{(Copyright, 19%4. All rights, (in-

cluding dramati¢ and motion pic-
ture, reserved »y the author.

Soldier Patient Wins First Prize In

Sunday World Observation Contest

Funny Incidents in By-Play
of Life Reported by
Readers.

8 HAT was the funniest thing
I saw last week?”’ Ask your-
self this question, then write down
the answer, in not more than 250
words, and address it to the Editor,
Observation Contest, Toronto Sun-
day World., A prize of $3 will be
given for the funniest incident,
and $1 each for the second and
third, or others it may be deemed
desirable to publish.
Each letter must bear name and

address of sender, but if you do
not wish this published, please add
a pen name.

HE funniest incident reported
during the week ending July
19th, was from a returned soldier

who is undergoing treatment at
Christie Street Hospital. He asks
that the nom de plume ‘“Flip” be
used instead of his correct name.
To “Flip” gozs the first prize of
$3, and $1 each is awarded to S.
I. Orr and ‘“Dan” (another win-
ner : who prefers not to have his
name published.)

The prize-winning stories appear
hereunder in their proper order.

AST Tuesday a number of ‘‘the
boys” from Christie St. Hos-
pital were taken to the home of

Mrs. Brodie, Lambton, where they
enjoyed themselves on the big
lawn playing games, etc.

Just as luncheon was about to
be served it began to rain, and we
all trooped inside. One old chap
who was always on the look out
for an easy seat, espied a nice
arm chair being dragged into the
room behind one of the party.
He waited, until the chair came
to a stop, and then without the
least hesitation, or batting his only
good eye, he sat down—amid the
roars of laughter and also confu-
sion of the one who did the work.

SR
Christie Street Hospital, City,
) Room 400.

HE funniest thing I ever saw |

on the street happened on the
the morning of July 12th, 1924.

I chanced | to be standing on
King St., where a short street ran
north from it, and one south. At
each of these corners was a police-
man to keep traffic from cutting
through the parade, only beween
lodges.

The expression on the faces of
those motorists who came up that
south street and tried/to get across
Queen Street was too funny for
woérds. They would first catch the
policeman’s eye, smile a ‘‘Glorious
Twelfth” smile, but were directed
down King without any choice in
the matter. That ‘“Glorious
Twelfth” smile was changed to a
blankety-blank-blank expression
and they made up their minds at
once that he was ‘“‘one of the boys,”
who had forgotten to put on his
vellow ribbon.

Several times I saw the same
car and driver come back two
and three times but with the
same results. It was the funniest
thing I ever saw. It made me for-
get the boiling sun, and my tired
feet.

8.1 I.ORR,
57 Coleridge Ave., Toronto.

ASSING a fish store on Dan-
forth Ave., I saw a little in-
cident that I though was real good.
A boy came out of the store with

a parcel in his hand. He sniffed at
it and seemed puzzled. A driver
for an abattoir that collects scrap
meat and offal from the fish and
butcher stores, came out at the
same time and seeing the boy sniff
at the parcel, knowing he was
gettting the wind of the wagon,
said to him, “My word, Johnnie,
but that fish smells!” And the
driver kept the wagon even with
him all the way along, Joshing him
all the way, and telling him it was
Limburger cheese they sold him,
and that he would go and get his
money back.

I was sorry I was too busy to
see the finish of it. The expres-
sion on the two faces was as good
as a movie comedy.

‘lDAN,H
73 Chester Ave., City.

= INCENSE =

Continued from Page Thirty-four.

He did not see her swift change of
expression, the way her eyes iollowed
as he went silently to the deor, nor
the shudder that swept over her when
he closed it—as if for her it were the
closing of the door of life.

As he left the building he felt a
hideous sense of shame, yet with it

relief that the ordeal was past. Mar-
riage with Marjorie Brice as things
stood would have been a travesty —
to her as to him. He could not have
taken her into his arms with the
image of another woman holding his
brain. He was a cad; he admitted it.
And the admission came bharder to
himself than to anyone else. But ai
kast he was not the hypocrite she had
called him. He was more honest than
if he had kept faith with her. Marjorie
was too adorable to be blutfed with
an\ythmg less than all he had to glve.

N a train following Sumara by a
few hours, the subconscious sense
of shackles was gone. He would

give himself up to her spell, to all that
the mystic lure of her had called forth.
He would meet her with rapture —
hold close that overpowering sweet-
ness. He would demand fulfillinent
of the promise of her eyes. He would
make his visions vibrant, ecstatic re-
ality. Now—to-night—nothing, no one
could stop him! He was going to
her—free! Marjie belongad to another
life. Throughout the two hours of the
trip he lived in dreams. He stepped
from the train like a man walking in
sleep.

He pushed in and out of the web-
bing crowd that filled the terminus
and swung into the strzet. Soft dusk
closed round him. It woull be too
late to find Sumara at the theatre.
He could catch her betweea perform-
ances at her hotel. She had told him
where she was staying, and the num-
ber of her suite, so that he might
telephone without encountering Sut-
ton, who received all her messages,
first.

Sumara—flower of the Xast!
hummed the words to the mincr
chords of a Lawrence ifope Indian
love lyric she had once chanted to
him. The short distance to ihe hotel
was covered as if the pavement under
his feet were velvet.

He crossed the lobby, entered an ele-
vator without sending up his name. He
wanted to surprise the 100k in her eves
as they met his at the threshold.
Standing at the door, with finger
against the small bell imbedded in its
frame, he anticipated the thrill that
would bridge his sumraons, and her
answer to it. He wanted that Instant
of burning message before a word
passed between them.

But this last was denied him. It was
opened by a tall, narrow woman, evi-
dently Scotch, and as evidently a maid.
who refused emphatically to let him
into the parlor of the suite until he
gave her his name. He waited in the
hotel corridor with something of the
sensation of a bellhop waiting for a
promised tip.

When finally he was permitted to
enter, however, the sense of humilia-
tlon was dissipated by the appearance
of Sumara in the doorway leading te
her bedroom. She was wearing a
cherry crepe kimono, that made her
whiter than he had ever seen her, so
that her eyes from their black smudges
held a look of startled orilliance. It
was almost as if she had gone pale
with fright, or fear, or even terror.

The whole texture of her skin seem-
ed suddenly changed, its dusky
warmth transformed inte a cold sense
of no color at all. The black hair
clinging round her face was coarse
and without gloss, = She looked, for
some unaccountable reason, less mys-
tic dream, more ordinary woman.

But this;" Tom told himself, as he
went toward her, was due to the com-
monplace hotel surroundings, to the
fact that his appearance had probhably
brought her suddenly out of sleep, to
the surprise of his visit. Come to
think of it, jumping in on her like this
was not only bad taste, it was damned
inconsiderate! In those few steps he
gave himself a dozen explanations for
the sense of disappointment, in real-
ity inexplicable. Only one poignant
thought seized his consciousness.
There was no burning message from
her eyes to his, no choking thrill with
which his imagination had played.

He

b |
When she spoke, the contralto of her
voice was fogged and husky.

“Tom-me—why have you come? You
startle me so!”

“I wanted to see you—to surprise
you,” he found himself saying to her.

But to himself: ‘“What is lacking—
what do I miss?’ Then zigzag like
lightning through the haze of his
mind," it flashed. Incense! That de-
vastating, insidious sweetness that
was Sumara was so completely absent
that the room seemed empty. His
senses searched and, failing to find it,
he stepped back with a strange calm-
nesg and walted.

She came close—closer than she had
ever been—with a precipitate move-
ment that made him take a sudden
step to one side, and turning slender
fingers through his, gave them a ner-
vous pressure.

“You ghould not have come, Tom-
me! Go now—den't wait! Give me
the number of your room and I shall
send a note to you—to-night.”

He looked down into the face up-
raised under ‘the light that was nei-
ther silver nor gold, but strippingly
white. Yet it, was not the little tap-
estry of lines woven under the
smudges about her eyes that closed
his throat as she spoke. . It was an
essence that came to him more pow-
erful than that for which his senses
reached. From her half-parted red
lipy came: the odor of strong rye.

Tom shuddered, yet could not move,
though hig nerveless hands slid from
hers. A spell more potent than incense
of the East was upon him. y

To the woman his silence evidently
spelled refusal, for she clutched his
arm with anxiety unmistakable.

‘Tom-me—you love me, I know—
but please—please—"’ she halted.

KEY had turned in the outer

door. It shut with a bang. With

the complete air of proprietor-
ship, little Sutton entered. He jerked
to a standstill. His thin face went
beet red. Like the barrels of two re-
volvers, his eyes levelled upon Tom
until the latter had a mad impulse to
throw up his hands. 1

‘““‘So you couldn’t gtop h’away from
’er!” came in a low growl; then the
sharp, small eyes moved their menace
to Sumara. “Didn’t h'I tell you h'L
wouldn’t ’ave h’it? Didn’t h’'I say,
di’monds or no di'monds, it’d ’ave to
stop 7’
. ““‘Sutton,” she put in warningly, but
in tones unmistakably of the British
Isles. ‘“Take care! Don’t make me
angry or 4
“Or what?”’ “challenged the little

man, catching the hand that gtill
clung to Tom’s arm and flinging it off.
“Or what? What'll you do, my fine
little lady? Nothing! That's what!
But h’I’'ll tell you what h'I'll do! ’'E

+ could buy you the crown jewels and

h’t wouldn’t shut me h'up! Not
much!” His revolver-like gaze swept
from her to Tom. ‘“You’'ll follow ’er
will you? Well, now, listen to me—
both of you!” !

Tom Pritchard backed toward the
door, not through fear, but because
there had come to him once more the
odor of strong rye. He seemed to be
completely surrounded by it. Its
fumes sank into his brain, caught him
by the throat, rendered him speech-
less. The sense of it turned him sick.

“It’s all right, old man!”’ he manag-
ed to bring out finally. ‘‘“Whatever is
wrong, there’s no actual harm done.”

“There’d better not be!” Sutton’s
face went a shade darker. Once more
he turned upon Sumara. This time

Tom was blotted from the scene as
the two glared at each other,

Then words came spluttering
through Sutton’s teeth: ‘“You start
h’anythink that h’ain’t respectable,
my fine lady, and h'Ill start a di-
vorce! H’'understand!”’

Sumara’s hand struck out—her
pointed white fingers leaving purple
marks acrosg the man’s thin cheek.
Her eyes flew to Tom. But the ex-
pression of his face was entirely hid-
den by the low bow with which he
paused at the door.

“My dear Mr. Sutton, you have noth-
ing to worry about, I assure you.”

It was not until he reached the ele-
vator and, flinging back his head, took
a long breath, that his expression was
entirely revealed. It was something of
a sardonic grin that broadened until
his shoulders shook. Incense! Ye
gods! o

He stepped into the elevator, laugh-
ing: uproariously. . As he gettled back

T
in his parlor chair on the "nextfmin
that pulled out for New York, he was
still laughing—all to himself.

T course, hé should have gone to

Marjorie . with "a - full confession.

He should have admitted that, like
many men, he had lost his head over
comething that did not exist. But to
this day she belie_ves that longing

}

alone brought him back to hgr, con-
write and pleading forgiveness, with a
diamond twice the size of /the first
one in his breast pocket. No |doubt
stie is happier that way. Besides,
what devoted husband wants his wife
to know him for that which Tom
‘Pritchard’s father had once/ succinctly
called., him? Not if therejs any way
he camn escape it. /

(Copytight, 1924, by Rifa Weiman.)
;
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The following bulletin just issued by
the U.S. Chamber of Commerce at
Washington, D.C., is self explanatory:—

‘“One of the most important develop-
ments in automotive foreign trade in
recent years is expected with the re-
moval on August 1 of import duties on
non-commercial cars, motor cycles and
parts and accessories in tlie United
Kingdom, reports Assistant Trade Com-
missioner William M. Park in a report
from ILondon to the Department of
Commerce. This will be accomplished
when the so-called McKenna duties, in
effect since 1915, and carrying 33 1-3
per cent. ad valorem c.i.f. duties, are
dropped as proposed in the budget for
1924-1925.

“The principal result of the repeal of
this tariff barrier should be .the reduc-
tion in price of American cars in Eng-
land and Scotland, and a commensurate
stimulus to their sales. Despite import,
duties, more than 7,000 passenger cars,
775 motor cycles and parts and acces-
sories were shipped to the United
Kingdom last year, totalling $4,916,739.

Standing third - among our national
passenger car markets in 1923 and
seventh among truck markets, the

United Kingdom is already a well de-
veloped field for American manufac-
turers. Price reductions are certain on
imported cars; in fact, a number of
makers are now offering a refund of
the entire difference between the pres-
ent price and the price effective August
1. Importers of American cars are thus
optimistic and are expecting their busi-
ness to increase anywhere from one-
third to three-fourths when the duties
are repealed. Nevertheless, it 1is be-
lieved that no sweeping cuts in selling
price can be made, since a portion of
the duty saved will be used to equalize
the close shaving of profits during the
past, as well as to expand advertising
and sales work on broader lines.

“From a domestic standpoint, removal
of the McKenna duties will have a very
pronounced effect upon the British
motor car industry. / Following a series
of vigorous protests, in which both
manufacturing interests and their em-
ployes joined, a number of factories
curtailed production, motor car shares
were depressed on the stock market,
and public buying was slowed up by
reason of the general uncertainty. Ac-
ceptance by the public of the Govern-
ment's decision to remove the McKenna
duties and the consequent removal of
uncertainty regarding the situation, has
been reflected in an increased demand
for cars. Many of the light car builders
stated early in June that trade with
them had never been better, and that
the demand was well sustained. One
or two companies have recently an-
nounced reduced prices, and there is
little doubt that others will follow as
soon as conditidns permit or it is proved
that such reductions are imperative to
hold the business.

“It is generally- thought that some
scheme of organized action on the part
of domestic manufacturers will shortly
be inaugurated, and that such advertis-
ing will take the form of ‘Buy British
Cars and Be Satisfied.” To meet this
competition American importers are
laying plans to advertise extensively
and tactfully on the high quality and
low prices of their products. In this
respect Americans should benetit from
the intense competition and trade rival-
ry existing among the British them-
selves.

‘““The dropping of the tariff barrier
will improve the chances of other manu-
facturing countries where fluctuating
exchange does not act as a deterrent
in the expansion of their forelgn mar-
kets.

“All in all it is the opinion ampng
more conservative authorities that the
adverse effects of removal of the Mec-
Kenna duties have been greatly exag-
gerated. Some of the smalier domestic
companies may be forced | out of busi-
ness or into amalgamations with
stronger concerns, but since it has long

heen argued that there are too many
motor car manufacturers in Great
Britain, this combination of interests
may be found the one effective method
of placing’ the Industry on a firm
foundation. The British market is a
rising one and capable of much greater
expansion. A large potential demand
exists for cheaper cars, and the drop-
ping of the tariff barvier will open un
means of satislying this demand and
will -doubtless have a beneficial effect
upon motor transport as a wholc.

“The popularity of American auto-
motive products is unquestioned and
their low prices give them further
preference. Future prospects for in-
creased trade may therefore be re-
garded as brighter than at any other
time since the inception of the motor
industry.

“Very little, if any change is /ex-
pected by the London trade in Ameri-
can motor trucks sales, since they
have never been subjected to import
duties.’” ¢

Method of
Accidents.

An interesting memorandum with
regard to fatal accidents in the United
States was presented to the Committee
on Statistics of the Conference on
Street and Highway Safety at its
second meeting held in the United
States Department of Commerce.
During the year 1522, Ahere were
65,263 deaths from accidents of all
kinds. These were as follows: Auto-
mobile accidents, 11,666; railroad, 5,687;
street car accldents, 1,491; injuries due
to other vehicles, 1,680; all other
causes, 44,739. Of the 5,687 deaths due
to railroad accidents between 1,500
and 1,800 were passengers in auto-
mobiles that were struck by trains or
otherwise wrecked at railway crossings.
It is estimated that automobile traffic
is a contributing factor to 80 per cent.
of the total highway grade crossing
fatalities 'to non-trespassers,

A survey of available information
made since the last meeting shows that
the most general and complete sta-
tistics on fatal accidents are those
compiled by the U.S. Census Bureau
each year. 'While these figures are

Different Reporting

obtained only from registration States |

they cover 87.6 per cent. of the total
pppulation. Other sources of available
information are the Interstate Com-
merce Commission, the Nationat Safety
Council, the National Bureau of Casu-
alty and Surety Underwriters, the Na-
tional Automobile Chamber of Com-
merce, the American Electric Railway
Assoclation and a large number of in-
surance companies. :
Mr. W. J. Cox, secretary of the Com-
mittee on Statistics, reported that out
of 1,374 questionnaires sent to State
Motor Vehicle Commissioners, cham-
bers of commerce, safety counclls,

‘automobile clubg and chiefs of police

calling for information concerning the
methods adopted by various cities for
the reporting of traffic accidents, 405
replies have already been received.
The information contained in these re-
plies is now being collated and will be
made the subject of a special report.
Dr. L. 1. Dublin, chief statistician of
the Metropolitan Life Insurance Com-
pany told the committee that in his
opinjon the use of a standard form for
the reporting of accidents is the most
vital and important thing in connec-
tion with any movement for traffic
safety.
which is comparable when every city
in the United States use forms dif-
ferent from every other city. ‘“Bhe
form for reporting accidents,” said Dr.
Dublin, ‘‘reflects the practice in the
communitv and uniform = forms will
bring absut a uniformity of practice.”
He believes that this question should
be very carefully studied in order that
the general conference can make re-—
commendations which he believes will
have great weight with traffic officials
in their respective communities.
This matter will be considered further
at the next meeting of the committee
on statistics which will be held in
‘Washington, September 12.
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Pan-American Road Meet
In Buenos Aires Next Spring

in the United States to

Mammoti:

Recent Conference Included a Four Thousand Mile Tour of
the Highway Development Completed and Underway

Greatly Stimulate Road

Building in South American Countries, Say
Delegates | from the Latin American
Republics—Delegates Also Shown

Automotive

Plants. : b

Washington, D.C.—With a complete
picture of ‘highway transport condi-
tions in the/ United States as a back-
ground for their action, delegates to
fhe Pan-American Highway Commis-
sion have sailed for their respective
countries after organizing the Pan-
American Confederation for Highway
Education, and formulating a tentative
program for the first Pan-American
Highway Congress to be held in Bue-
nos .mires next Spring.

In each of~the nineteen Latin Ameri-
can nations represented on the tour
will be formed. a ‘“Federal National
de Educacion Vial,” a body patterned
after the Highway Education Board of
the United States, the parent organiza-
tion. These ‘Federacions’” are united
in the Pan-American Gonfederation for
Highway Educatioh, In ths opinion of
those , participating in its organization
there is thus formed an international
organization destined to have-a far-
reaching effect upon transsporxtation
facilities of the South American oRR-
tinent, and a -foundation upon which
the structure of continued friendly re-
lations can be even more firmly estab-
lished.

The organization of the Confedera-
tion was the final official act of the
delegates, who previously had sub-
mitted to Dr. Leo S. Rowe,  Director
General of the Pan-American Union, a
tentative program for the first Pan-
American Highway Congress. DY

Rowe, Thomas H. MacDonald, Chief
of the U.,S. Bureau of Public Roads, J.
Walter Drake, Assistant Secretary of
the Department of Commerce, and
other high Government officials ex-
press the opinion that the entire trip
of the Commission  has resulted in a
great stimulus to highway transport
activities, ‘both in this country and in
those represented by delegates.

The Commission closed its work in
this country with a sefries of confer-
ences in Washington, after travelling
more than 4,000 miles in ten States, in-
specting the highways of North Caro-
lina, Kentucky, Illinois, Minnesota, Wis-
donsin, Michigan., Ohio,  New York.
Pennsylvania and New Jersey. Fully

“Lhalf of the mileage coverediwas by au-

tomobile or motor bus, while the tour
itself was marked by expressions of
the most cordial sentiments by offi-
cials and the public at large for the
Latin American nations represented.
The tour was under the auspices of the
Highway Xducation Board, of which
Dr. J. J. Tigert, United States Com-
missioner of Education is chairman. It
lasted thirty-one days.

Fifty-five persons comprised the offi-
clal party, thirty-seven of them being
representatives of nineteen Latin Am-
erican nations. Under a committee on
arrangements consisting of Roy D.
Chapin (president Hudson Motor Car
Co.), chairman; Fred I. Kent and W.
A. Beatty, the direction of the trip was
given to S. T. Henry, of New York,
who has had much experience in Latin
American affairs, and who also has
wide business and personal contacts in
this country.

Delegates showed perhaps the keen-
est interest in the construction of low
type roads, such as gravel and sand
clay, but they also were given an op-
portunity to witness the agtual con-
struction of hard-surfaced highways,
such as concrete and asphalt. It was
held by the visitors, however, that the
immediate demands of their respective .
countries are for serviceable roads,
which can be brought to a higher state
of development later as traffic de-
mands increase.

Not only were the Latin Americans
shown all phases of highway transport
and the several types of highway con-
struction, but leading educational in-
stitutions of the country were visited
so they might see the preparations be-
ing made to train men of the highest -
calibre to administer highway affairs
of this country. i

In the large factories of Michigan,
Ohio, Illinois, and elsewhere they
glimpsed the manufacture of the auto-
motive vehicle, rubber tires, machinery
and accessories during the latter por-
tion of the tour, thus compléting the
highway transport pictuge of this na-
tion. The closest stud s given to
the economic aspects of nighway trans-
portation, especially with reference to
the development of rural communities.

The purpose of the Pan-American
Confederation for Highway Edteation,
according to the constitution of this
organization; is ‘‘the study and pro-
mulgation in the different countries
constituting the Pan-American. Union
of fundamental principles that con-
tribute to the development of adequate
highways,” and with the achievements
of the TUnited States as‘an exampie,
each of the delegates, | according to
formal expressions, returns to his native
country to further that object.
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