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CANADIAN‘RIFLE'TEAM, BISLEY, 1924, ., °

Left to right, Standing: Sgt.
Eadn & \SiHL, “Hamilton;  Sgt.” R.
P epiIRVATOINC . Portinouth ¢

Storrar,
Sgt. D). Stuart, C.M.S.C., Ottawa;

5th . C.G.A. L 'V
N RS

Some Who Were Present Tell
of Occasions Upon Which the
(_oveted Bisley Classic for
British Marksmen Was Won
--All the Victorious Crack
Shots Survive to Enjoy Their
Glory, With the Exception of
Clifford, Who Met a Brave
Soldier’s Death in France.

makes the supremacy of the
Canadian. boy, Burke, all the
more noteworthy. The name
and fame of a winner of the
King’s Prize at Bisley is her-
alded throughout the civilized
world.

oSt dsarecent
celehrity  Des-
mond Burke,
thebaniion e teen
Uyean: fold 2O
tawa lad, annexed the King’s
Prize at Bisley this summer the
accomplishment signified that
he had conquered over op-
ponents who were the flower
of the best rifle shots of Eng-
land, Scotland, Ireland, Wales,
Channel Islands, South Africa,
India, Australia, New Zealand
and Canada, about  fifteen

HIS great annual meeting of
marksmen was established in
1860, when the National Rifle
Association was formed, and the
gathering at the targets was first
held at Wimbledon where it con-

tinued for many years until Bis-
ley Commons with its better fa-
cilities: was acquired. The Asso-
ciation gives cash prizes, amount-
ing to thousands of pounds ster-

hundred of them, all seeki11g ling, covering the extensive pro-
i d 1 gram  of individual and team
what he Obtalned’ for it is the events. Of the former :the prize

greatest honor that can come
to a British marksman. Bisley
Commons  is  the = historic
ground in England upon which
the crack shots from the great
and distant Dominions miagle

donated by| the Sovereign is the
coveted object of every marksman
participating, while in thei team
prize ca}egory the Kolapore Cup
is the headliner of a great array.
It was to capture that cup that the
first Canadian shooting team
went ‘across the ocean, in 1872,
the year after the Rajah of Kola-

111 rlvalry with the surest pore offered the trophy and its
marksmen of the Motherland. substantial cash accompaniment
| for competition. The Canadians

Many among the vanquished
were. old timers of long. ex-
perience who have competed
at the renowned ranges on
many occasions and are con-
ver with all  the finest
peints of shooting, which fact

got what they went after on that
occasion/and the custom of send-
in? a feam over every year was
adopted.
CAX:\D]AN have
been very sucessful as a gen-
eral rule in the competitions for
the team prizes but it was not

marksmen
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AL B V\/’ilson,.G.G.FG., Ottawa; R.S. M. W.O.I.F. G. Goodhouse; C.A.S.C.,cOftawa,; S.S.
48th ‘Hldrs., Toronto; Pte. P. W. Selwood, Seaforth Hldrs.,
i _J.S.M. W. ‘A, Hawkinfs,
Sitting: Lieut.. H. 'W. Bishop, G.G.F.G., Ottawa; Maj. J. Jeffery, O.B.E.}] M.C/ R.C.R., Kingston; Maj.. F. Richardson, 0.B.E.,
t., B.C Majl J. B. L. Streight,"M/C., '(Commdt.)) G.G.B.G., Toronta; Capt. G..Creighton, (Adjt.) Q.0.R., Toronto;
. Cross, OLH., Ottawa; Capt. Alex, Martin, 10th Bn., Calgary Hldrs.; Sitting on Ground; Sgt. J.
Edmonton; Pte. D. T. Burke, G.G.F.G., Ottawa; Sgt. F. HoLem, C.M.G.B., Calgary; C.Q.M.S. A. Parnell, R.M.R., Westmount;

! Pte. H. J. White, R.G., Toronto; Sgt. B. W. Beauniont, C.S,,

Van.,

(G.M.), 48th
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until comparatively recent years
that they - acquired | the ! King's
Prize " habit.' Burke is the fifth
member of 'a-Canadian team to
reach that pinnacle of the marks-

man’s ambition. In the first stage
of the competition the firing is at
200, 500 and 600 yards; the bhest
300 go on to 600 and 800 yards;
then the hundred best, the King’s
Hundred, have a final test at 900
and 1000 yards, and the aggregate
score at "all the ranges decides.
The prize is a gold medal, a badge
and £250 in cash.

Canada’s first opportunity to re-
Joice over having the best marks-
man in the British IImpire came
in 11895, when Thomas H. ' Hay-
hurst of the 138th regiment, Hamil-
ton, and a resident of Dundas, ac-
quired the coveted distinction in
one of the most exciting finishes
ever recorded on the famous
ranges. It was known ‘as the
Queen’s Prize then, the late Queen
Victoria being on the Throne. The
victor on that memborable occa-
sion is still'a resident of the thriv-
ing and ambitious city at the foot
of the mountain and while he no
‘longer figures as a competitor at
the rifle ranges in the matches
of the Ontario and Dominion As-
sociations at I.ong Branch and
Rockcliffe he has a son, connect-
ed with his old regiment, who
has inherited some of the father’s
skill in marksmanship and is num-
gered among the good shots of to-

ay. )

NE of the members of that fa-
mous Canadian shooting team

of 29 years ago was William Mea-
dows, of the Queen’s Own Rifles.
Mr. Meadows has long been con-
nected with the Medical Health
Department, Toronto, and when
enthusing over the reecent victory
of the youthful Burke, of Ottawa,

he recalled many incidents con-
nected with the Hayhurst tri-

umph. “One remarkable feature
0of Tom Hayhurst’'s victory was
in tre fact t*that he shot with

a Martini rifle, that being regard-
ed by most of the marksmen pres-
ent as a distinct handicap, for the
Martini weapon wa: at that time
considered to be a. hard one to
use In such a competition ani
very few of’thos: on the ranges
adeonted it.’ . =aic Mr. Meadows.
“*fcm was in a class by himse:f,
ton, recause he did nis shooting
without the ail of the gling whici:

niost of his comyretitors were us-
ing.  The pec) #zigkit and nume.

ous other aids to the marksman
which are pe mitted 'to-day were
t1hno then. Tom vas a cool cus
“aaer-and he it not bat an eye
Jid when the curt=2st came to such
an. exciting spage that it hinged
on the last three shots to decide
whether he or Boyd, of 3rd Lan-

A, Bowen, 19th Dgns.,

| 4 the

J. ‘Bennie,
B @A &S
Hldrs.,  Toronto;

REPLICA
Chair” upon which the winner of the
Prize is carrvied around the camips
Bisley
at the Rockelifze Rifie Ranges, Ottawa, for
winner  of
Prize, which is the classic
gathering of the Dominion Rifle Associa-
This chair was made by the late W.
J. Clifiord,
tory at Bisley in 1911 when he captured
both the Wing's Prize and the Prince of
Wales’ Prize, and was carried triumphant
on the original chair.
mony, as performed at Ottawa, is similar
in all respects to that which has so long
been the yvogue at Bisley, and the chair used
is a memento of one of Canada’s)finest
marksmen rand a brave soldier who made
supreme
Two of Clifford’s rifles, which had been left
at the Bisicy bungalow, were brought back
to Canada recently by Major Streight, who
commanded the Canadian tcam this year.

Replica of Bisleys’
“Hero Chair’’ Is in
Use at Rockclifre

Ranges.

of the famous ‘Hero

Commons each year is in mnse

rovernor-General’s
of the annual

the

the Torontonian who made his-

The chairing cerc-

sacrifice in the Great War.

“Chairing” of Private Perry following hls triumph in King’s
Prize Match at Bisley in 1904.

in this country.

.1

It is a very comfortable place.
were housed in tents while attending the meeting.

- Canadian Bungalow on Commons
Is Finest Building at Bisley

HE Canadian Bungalow on the Commons at Bisley, which is headquarters for the marksmen
of the Dominion, is the finest building there.
the expense being borne by the ladies of Canada.

The bungalow has

It was erected about twenty-five years ago,
All the wood used in the structure was grown
The approach is an avenue lined with maple trees.
crack shots reside in the days when they are shooting for the King’s Prize.
tains about thirty-five rooms, an assembly hall and modern kitchen. It is comfortably furnished
throughout and its walls bear many pictures associated with the visits
Bisley covering a period of half a century.
smart regimental clubhouse and it is the scene of much social gayety during the shooting season.
Before it was established the members of the Canadian team

established a reputation as a

It is there that the Canadian
The building con-

of Canadian teams to

)

arks should gain the glory. Hay-
hurst was not the winner until the
last shot  had bheen fired. Then
our pent up emotions broke loose
as all Bisley hailed the victor. Tom
was presented to the dignitaries
present and awarded his prize af-

ter which the historie chair was
called upon for service and we
carried him high through the

camp, homage being accorded him
at the headguarters of all the var-

ious. teams. The victory was a
popular ohe, particularly because
no representative of Canada had

up to that. time carried off the

honors although the meeting - of
the Empire’s shots had been es-
tablished 35 years before. Hay-
hurst bore the ordeal well. He
was a sedate married man nearing
thirty and hard to rattle.”

HAYHURST was by no means a
stranger when he occomplish-
ed the feat which placed him in
the Marksmen’s Hall of Fame, in
fact he was rather well seasoned
for it was the third timz he had
been a competitor at Bisley, the

first occasion being before he left
England to make his home in Can-
ada. His second visit to the famous
Commons was as a member of the
Canadian team and he made a
somewhat indifferent showing.
For the third visit, which result-
ed so gloriously, he left Canada
for England some time in ad-
vance of the team, his father hav-
ing died there and his presence
was required to settle up matters
in connection with the estate. That
worry over his recent bereavement
had not affectsd his shooting, as

might ‘have been expected, was
demonstrated by his marksman-
ship throughout the competition
and particularly by his steady
nerve in the hair-raising finish.
His win is still talked of each year
at Bisley, he and Boyd having shot
to a tie; Hayhurst’s final shot which
registered an inner was challeng-
ed by the Scotsman as a miss, but
the count of -four was confirmed
and Earl Waldegrave, the chair-
man, greeted the Canadian repre-
sentative as the victor. Hayhurst’s
eyes were of the pronounced blue
variety and Mr. Meadows remarks
that most famous marksmen have
blue eyes.

The homecoming of Hayhurst
bearing the greatest honor to be

lattained by a British marksman is

well remembered here. Public re-
ceptions on a grand scale with
civic addresses of welcome and
congratulations were tendered at
Montreal, Toronto and Hamilton,
and he received numerous gifts.
His admirers in the Hamilton dis-
trict presented him with a house
and lot. To insure his future he
was settled in a comfortable posi-
tion with the Xxcise department
where he proved. to be a capable
public servant.

INE years later, in 1904, Cana-
da was favored with a second
occasion to cheer loud and long
in celebration of the Empire’s pre-
mier marksmanship honors being
captured by a representative of the
Dominion, this time with even
added zest for the winner was a
young native son, Private 8. J.
Perry, 6th Duke of Connaught
Rifles, Vancouver, He was a form-
er member of the Royal Grena-
diers, Toronto, where he was born
and lived for a long time on Lip-
pincott Street, following the trade
of a leather cutter when he be-
came old enough to work. He serv-
ed with the 1st Canadian Contin-
gent in South Africa, where he was
wounded in action. Perry learned
his shodting while with the Gren-
adiers and was a member of the
Canadian Bisley team in 1902, but
his accomplishment at the ranges
on that occasion was not much out
of the ordinary.
In the following year Perry was
42nd in the original list of those

who qualified at Ottawa for the
1904 Canadian @ Bisley team and
the chances for his being. called

upon te go abroad were decidedly
slim. He moved from Toronto to
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Vancouver with little or no idea
that 22 of those ahead of him on
the list would be unable to make
the trip but Fate descreed that such
should be the case. He got a hur-
ry up call at the ‘last minute. It
is related that early one morning
while he was on the way to work,
carrying his lunch under his arm,
a. telegraph boy who had heen
to his home after he left over-
took him with the message tell-
ing ' him . that his place on the
waiting list had been reached and
that the steamer sailed from Mon-
treal four days hence. In order
to ‘do the, journey across the con-
tinent in time to make the boat
it was necessary for him to be on

his way inside of % couple of
hours. Throwing his lunch box
over a fence he made a bee line

for hig room where he packed hisg
uniform’ and sped along to ecatch
the only train that would do. He
had started when he wired that
he was coming and reached the
steamer just in the nick of time.
During the voyage he got his
shooting eye into shape by prac-
ticing on the miniature rifle ranges
set up on the ship for the use of
the team. 4 :
A REMARKABLE circumstance

in.  connection ! with Perry’s
triumph was that’he used an old
service rifle taken out of the rack
of ”spares” ' to perform the

« phenomenal shooting which earn-

ed the laurels. This is recalled by
Tom Westman, an old marksman
of the Queen's Own .Rifles who
has been connected with the In-
land Revenue Department for up-
wards of 40 years. Mr. Westman
was a member of the Bisley team
that year from the 43rd Regiment,
Ottawa, having qualified well up
in the list. ‘“With that old rifle,”
he relates, “Perry pulled off some
of the most spectacular shooting
ever witnessed. With his ten shots
at the 1,000 yard range he made

seven bull’s eyes and three inners,
He was going at such a clip that
the registrar anticipated this vic-
tory by putting G.M., meaning
Gold Medal, after his name before
the contest was finished. The word
went along the ranges and some
Londoners who got the idea their
man had won rushed away to se-
cure the hero chair. They got back
with it just in time for us to put
Perry in it, much to their discom-
fiture as we thanked them, but
they were all good sportsmen and
joined in our jubilation as heart-
ily as anybody.

‘‘His Majesty King George, then
Prince of Wales, extended warm
congratulations to Perry and com-
plimented him on wearing the
South African ribbon. S6 did the
late Earl Roberts. The Princess
of Wales presented the prizes and
as soon as Perry could get the op-
portunity he sent a cablegram to
a young lady in Vancouver to
whom he was engaged to be mar-
ried. Then everybody found wvent
for the enthusiasm in the merry
chairing ceremony and Perry en-
joyved every minute of it. He was a
jolly young fellow, the life of the
team, and the win satisfied every-
body. At the evening, reception in
the Canadian bungalow he took a
star partin the entertainment pro-
gram/ giving an Irish character
sketch, with red wig, whiskers and
everything. I well recollect his
opening remark as he stepped on
the stage was ‘Well, who in the
divvle wan th’ King’s Proize?’ and
the roar that followed the funny
way he said it fairly shook the
rafters. Nothing of the bashfulness
of Burke recently recorded was in
the make up of Perry and he did
not need any George Crighton to
make speeches for him.

‘“Col. ‘Pat’ Anderson of Ottawa,
was in command of the team that
year,” continued Mr. Westman.
“His wife and one of his sons were
with him and they were all as
proud of the victory as Perry was.
The colonel had a reputation for
being ‘very lucky. In Ottawa ‘Pat
Anderson for luck’ used to be a
by-word in curling and other
circles. Col. Anderson, by the way,
was a member of the Canadian
Bisley team as a marksman in the
year that Tom Hayhurst won the
Queen’s Prize. His proverbial luck
was credited , with having had
semething to do with both wvictor-
ies. While we were in England Lon

Continued on Page Tweniy-0ne,
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Droll Visitors Frequently En-
liven Depressing Routine of
Government Employment
Office-Some Visitors Glad of
Work of Any Kind, Others

Harder to Please.

HAT can you
do? .z

The ques-
tion is being
asked by the

\s S u perintend-
ent of the Government Em-
ployment, Office on Front
Street of the latest applicant
for work, of whom, unfortun-
ately there are only too many
this year.

“Oh, anything.”

The questioner raises his
eyebrows. It is the usual
answeér to the formal query.

“River driving?”’ he
prompts. ;

“Well, no.
any of that.”

“Cookeert

“No-o0, but p’raps—"".

HE

silence.

“Have you any particular tracde
L _pricklayer, carpenter, tinsmith,

I haven’t done

work-seeker lapses into

motor mechanie, plumber -7

Again there comes a negative
answer,

“PDone any pulpwood cutting?”

“No."

‘Well, what is your particular
line 7’ .

“Oh, anything; I'm not par-~
ticulan ”

The Superintendent reflects that

this is where the applicant differs
from the employer. The latter is
particular. He does not want a
man who can do ‘“anything,” but
somebody who can do some one,
# particular job. However, it is his
business to find men work if he
can, so aloud he says:
“I guess general laboring work
{& what you're after?”
. The guess is not altogether right.
In a more or less roundabout way
the man makes it known that a
pick and shovel are not the tools

he is particularly anxious to
grasp. “Some light work, care-

taker or something,” he remarks
indefinitely —and the interview
comes to an end.

\PTRHIS is not a description of the

general mass of unemployed

setting out to find work. There
are many who are anxious to get
anything. It does, however, de-
scribe a type, and g fairly numer-

ous type, which . presents itself
regularly at the Employment Of-
fice and causes the Superintend-

ent to lift his hands despairingly
in the air,

“Jack of all trades; master of
none,” he comments as the appli-
cant lesaves the office.

The Superintendent, W. 8.
Dobbs, well known in connectlon
with the Amputations Association,
assumed his new duties early this
year and it is his bad luck to have
talken the position’ when the un-
employment situation is one of the
worst in years. . lL.ast year at this

time employers were looking
everywhere: for men. This, year
thousands of men are looking

everywhere for possible employers,

It is 1ot ‘a,  ‘pleasant job to
have to keep telling men, many of
whom have large families, that

there is nothing to off(-;r themn uas
they put in an appearance day

locked him over.

A Handicap Plus

A\ BIG, burly individual came the other day to the Handicap
Section of the Employment Office.

All his limbs were there.

his forearms stood out like whipcords. He looked a perfect

specimen of rugged health. e
“You don’t look as though you've got a handicap,” re-

marked the official.
“Well, I have,” growled the other.
“What is it then ?
The/man snorted. :
“] got a wife and three sets of twins, young man, and if
that ain’t a bloomin’ handicap I'd like ta know what is.”

The man in charge

The muscles of

S

.

W. 8. Dobbs, Superintendent of the Government
Employment Office on Front Street.

after day. The general atmos-
phere of the office, even during
summer days, is one of gloom,
but as is true of most things,in
this 1life, shafts of sunlight, of
humor,: or ludicrousness illumine
the dullness and help to counter-
balal)ce the pathos. All types of
humanity drift into the office and
provide unending opportunity for
the study of human nature.
HE other day a sturdy Eng-
lish yeoman, who had arrived
from his native land only the
night previous, put in an appear-
ance at the office. He wanted
work on a farm and he had ex-
cellent references. Farm work
is one of the avenues of employ-
ment that has been holding ot
well and the assistant superintend-

ent, George Hamilton, thought he
could place the man, so he told
him to wait around tor a while.
He had scarcely finished speaking

.when a wealthy farmer from about

of Toronto
He wanted

twenty miles mnerth
came into the office.
just such a man as
arrived - immigrant.” They were
made known to each other and
terms fixed on. i

“Can you come now?'" Inqulred
the farmer.

‘“Right away,” answered the
other, who had all his possessions
in two grips he had brought (v
the office. He picked them up,
delighted at having got work so
soon, and followed his new master
to the door. The farmer paused
on the way te light a cigar, and
with true Canadian bonhomle
handed one to his ‘“man.” g

Outside a  magnificent- new

the newly- !

limousines
immediately
comer’s eye. <

“How!d you like a car like that,
boss?”” "he inquired as he puffed at

was drawn up, which
caught the new-

his ecigar:
‘“Fine,”’ replied the other. ‘It
happens to be mine. Jump in.”
“Strike me pink,” gasped the

Englishman as he got into the car.
“This beats the band.”

His wonderment was then
superceded by a mixed feeling of
well-being- and incredulity. He
‘leaned back on the upholstered
-seat, puffing vigorously at his cigar

and then exchmimed as the car
moved off: ‘“Gosh. This will be
*something to tell the wife, Only

here an hour and I'm smoking a
cigar and goin’ to work in a thou-

-~
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sand quid car. I’ll be a toff for an
hour, anyway."”
T WAS the superintendent who
was surprised on another oc-
cagion. A string of men had been
seeing him, most of them with
families of from five to seven. The
procession had grown monotonous.
Finally another gapplicant whoge
shoulders Dbarely topped the
Superintendent’s desk came in.
His age was indeterminate, but he
certainly did not look like a mar-

ried man, so Mr. Dobbs remarked
jokingly, ‘I suppose you've. got a
big family, like the rest of them?”

“Twelve,”” replied the other
laconically, while the superin-

Scientist
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Nitrogen leavmg
the Earth.

Repulsed by //
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2rof. R. H. Goddard Now P

lanning to Explore the Birth-

place of Weather and Pathway of Radio Waves.

in the heavens than

H_ﬂ lGi—iER

any man made object that
ever left earth. Into a region that
is more unknown than space mil-

lions of miles away. Into the
birthplace of weather, the path-
way of radio waves, a place that
sholds life or death on our planet
in its grip. To these heights will
be directed next fall a new instru-
ment of science and adventure—
the rocket—by Prof. R. H. God-
~-dard, director of the physical la-
boratories of Clark University,
‘Worcester, Mass.

i For the present, Dr. Goddard's
high altitude rocket will be re-
strained sufficiently so that it will
not travel at such a speed that it
will escape from the pull of the
garth and fly off in space. The
moon will not be made a target
within the next year, although,,
later, Dr. Goddard expects to bom-

with a larger rocket that williex-
nlode a charnge of flashlight pow-
der on the new moon's_surface to
‘notify all obseryers of the success-

€

o

bard that weak sister of the edrth®

ful end of the 'first man controlled
astromomical journey. Given time—
and money, Dr. Goddard promises
to make Jules Verne’s dreams
come true.

Sounding the  unexplored upper
air only twenty to five hundred
miles away is more important to
science than a Vernese journey to
the moon. Speedy flights into
regions that' ‘airplanes and bal-
loons can never hope to reach are
eagerly awalited by scientists who
are uncertain regarding conditions
in ‘the higher parts of the earth’s
atmosphere through which all the
emergy from the earth’s great pow-
er plant, the sun, must penetrate.

ROPELLED by the expelled

igases that result from the ra-
pid and continuous burning of li-
quid oxygen and liquid hydrogen
or some very light liquid hydro-
carbon, the rocket will attain a
velocity ' three times that of a
high powered rifle bullet. More
than a mile and a half will be
traveled in one second by Dr. God-
dard's high altitude rocket. At

; //,; fay
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this rate the maximum trip con-
templated, five hundred miles di-
rectly upward, .would be accom-
plished within five and one-half
minutes or less. As the air be-
comes less dense, the rocket will
travel faster. In a vacuum the
rocket will travel 22 per cent.
faster than in air; its velocity will
be' ninety-seven hundred feet =
second instead of eight thousand
feet.

B
Average . \ s
o 15 Dense Nitrogen Dust
GGl A
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e it N, 22 9 Hfgﬁesf Weather Baioon
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To escape the earth, the rocket
must achieve a speed of twelve
thousand feet a (second, or 136
miles a minute.

But more important than such

a spectacular stunt is the sending

of a rocket carrying scientific in-
struments into a part of the uni-
verse never before discovered. In
Dr. Goddard's laboratory, sup-
ported by the Smithsonian Insti-
tution and Clarke University,

WA

such a rocket is now being built

“‘Among the interesting applica-
tions of the high altitude rocket
that is being developed is the
exploring of the uncharted reach-
that extend from
twenty miles to five hundred
miles above the earth’s surface,
and ©probably even higher. a
region  concerning which we know
less than we know about many of
the stars which are millions of
miles away,”” said Dr. Goddard
recently.

“@CTRANGE as {t may seem, re-

cent ‘scientific conclusions de-’

duced from ohservations of upper

air phenomena have left the ques- .

tion of this unexplored space in

a more unsettled state that it was
before these conclusions were
reached, There have been two
ways of studying the upper air
indirectly, one by observations of
meteors that. flash in the night,
and the other by observations of
auroral displays. Unhappily the
deductions from these two meth-
ods are contradictory.”

- The only bodies of appreciable
size .in the hizh upper air are the
meteors, which everyone sees occa-
sionally, as they flash brightly for
a moment, and disappear.

“Before we consider the story
that the meteors tell, however, let
us review briefly what is known
regarding the air in the short dis-
Jlance above the earth’s surface
‘that_ has actually been studied—
a distance of about twenty-two
miles by means of instruments
carried - aloft by thin rubber bal-
loons. 2

HE  weather changes take
place in a layer of air, caled
the ‘Troposphere.’ This is seven
miles thick, or not much higher
than the loftiest mountain. Even
our large storms, a thousand.miles
or more in diameter, are therefore
not much more than pancakes of
air, about seven miles thick. There
is good reason to suppose, incident-
ally, that the weather changes be-
gin to occur at the top of this
layer of air, which suggests the im-
Continued on Page Twenty-nine.
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tendent nearly fell over his chair.
The man was told that he would

be given one of the earliest jobs

offering.

HAT would you think of a
man who ‘‘turned’ down’ a
nice, soft job of $100 or $125 a
month ‘“all found,” when he was
out, of work? Officials at the Em-
ploi‘ment Office are still wonder-
ing about it.

Towards the middle of July a
man came in and registered as a

chef. Not long afterwards the of-
fice got word that a well-known

millionaire required a chef“for his
summer house in Northern On-
tario and was willing to pay $100
or perhaps $125 a month, includ-
ing board and lodging. Now the
man who had registered seemed a
decent, respectable fellow and he
was told of the position and said
he would, be glad to have it. He
had no money, however, to go to
the place. Men are often in this
predicament and it is the custom
to write to the employer asking
him to advance the fare. Having
been taught by bitter experience
the employment officials take out
the ticket themselves and also send
on the man’s luggage in advance,
addressed to his new employer.
The reason for this needs no ex-
planation, to those who are fa-
miliar with the way some men use
to secure free transportation from
one locality to another. And the
officials make /sure the luggage
does not consist of bricks or any
old rubbish, either. ;
N this case in response to the
request of the officials a
cheque for $9 was sent. The man
was aslked whether he had plenty
of clothes.
‘“Yes, I've got lots of good
clothes,” he answered, and was

told to bring them to the office
so that they could be sent on.

\

ADVERTISEMENT

YOUR INDIGESTION

i

Warns Against Doping Stomach With
Artificial Digestents.

Most people who suffer, either occa-
sfonally or chronically from gas, sour-
ness and indigestion, have now discon-
tinued disagreeable diets, patent foods
and the use offharniful drugs, stomach
tonics, medicines and artificial diges-
tents, and instead, following the advice
so often given-in these columns, take
a teaspoonful or two tablets of Bisurat-
ed Magnesia in a little water after
meals with the result that their stom-
ach no longer troubles them, they are
able to eat as they please and they en-
joy much better health. Those who use
Bisurated Magnesia never Jdread the
approach of meal time becatdse they
know this wonderful anti-acid and food
corrective, which can be obtained from
any good drug store, will instantly neu-
tralize the stomach acidity. sweeten the
stomach, prevent food fermentation,
and without the slightest pain or dis-
comfort. Try this plan yourself, but be
certain to get pure Bisurated Magnesia
especially prepared for stomach use.
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employed—George
Deputy Superintendent.

The next day the man did not
show up at the office, but later on
the telephone bell rang. It was the
head of a social organization in
the city) speaking. A man, he said,
had been to see him saying he had
come from the Employment Of-
fice, and asking for an outfit of
clothes. He had been sent on to the
Salvation Army. It was, without
doubt, our friend the chef. The
officials waited for him'to turn up,
but he has not put in an aéppear-
ance yet. : %

“What would you do with a
man like that?’ inquired the
Superintendent. “Why did he tell
us a lie about his clothes? = We
could have fixed him up some way
or other. It beats me.”

One wonders. Did the man have
hopes of the $9 being handed over
to him? Did he see a chance to gef|
an outfit of clothes for nothing?
registration as a chef
just a bluff and did he determine
to make traclk)when it was call-
ed? These questions can only bhe
answered by the man himself and,
apparently, he is not anxious to
come forward with an explana-
tion.

OME men have a penchant

for practical jokes that noth-
ing c¢an quénch. Not long ago a
man came to see the Superin-
tendent about a job. His face
seamed familiar and presently Mr.
Dobbs placed him.

“Didn’t we get you a job with
MEeSSrs Tar— ~— (mentioning a
firm  of biscuit makers in the
city) last week?”, he inquired.

The man admitted it.

“Got the push,” he volunteered,
and after the inevitable query, he
zave the remarkable explanation

‘ that it was because he had “hap-

pened to drop a mouse in a girl's
lap 2%}

1“'Quite an accident,” he added.

Now one would hardly swallow
a statement like that at one gulp.
The Superintendent didn’'t eithér.
He wrote to the firmp to find out
the real cause of his dismissal. As
it happened the man had not al-
together been switching fact from
the track of veracity.

“There was nothing accidental
about the matter,” stated the
firm’s letter in reply. “He threw
a live mouse into the lap of one
of the girls. The thing has hap-

. pened before and we cannot allow

it. People don’'t carry mice about
with them, nor
them likke that.” !
Well, well. The man is out of
a job mow, but he had his little
joke. What did the girl do, we
wonder?
ERE . is an incident which
shows a man may perform a
criminal action without being
criminally minded. A man, get-
ting well on in years, had been re-
gistering at the office but there
was little chance of ‘him getting
anything suitable as he was not
strong enough for heavy nranual
labor. From inquiries that had
been made it was ascertained that
he was a good enough man, had
worked at various iobs in the
city and had’ never been(in the
hands of the police. He was one
of those unfortunates whom life
insurance companies love to illu-
strate on their placards with some
duch query as “What about you
at sixty 2
One morning the poor old fel-
low came to the office and pre-
sented the following letter, type-
written on paper with a city firm's
heading to it:
“Dear Sir? this isto say that
i have known Tom Jonesfor a
great ma ny years he has always
be en a good worker and hon-
est and i can thorly recomend
him to any one who wants a
steady man. He has nevergiven
no trouble and is relible work-
man,
The Manager.
. Now such a screamngly palp-
able piece of misrepresentation
could only have had its origin in
a mind to which the devious me-
thods of trickery were entirely
foreign. It was a forgery, true,
but it was the outcome of a gen-
uine desire to obtain work and to
honest service. Whoe can
say what the old fellow went
through as he laboriously compos-
ed the ‘“recommendation’” and in
some hidden corner painstakingly
plodded out with one fingér the
letter he fondly hoped would ge-
cure him employment? How many

Above—¥ell known to the un-
Hamilton,

‘accidentally’ drop.
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attempts were scrapped before he
finally produced the specimen
here printed?

The Superintendent read the
letter, under the anxious eyes of
the applicant, without a smile and
promised to do his best to get him
a job. That was some time ago.
The job came along in due.courss.
The employer was given all the
facts and chuckled over the re-
commendation and, ‘“Tom Jones,”
which is a substitute for the man’s
real name is proving each day that
he is a ‘reliable workman.”

HERE is one interesting char-

acter, a big Pole, naive and
childlike in many things, who
visits the Employment Office fair-
1y regularly. Once he burned $16
in bills to get his hands warm.
He had been at work in a lumber
camp and this is how he told the
story afterwards. Zivek

“I work one week, two week,
p'raps more. 14T iﬂenty.*il;l,uf;ff
They pay m# tree fi’ dollar bills
and .one dollar. I start home but
all the trees they look alike. I
canno’ tell them. I sit down. My
hands dey mighty cold so I light
bills and hold them. Next day tote
team come along and I go back
camp.” .

Once this Pole was sent to a job
shaking hides at a factory in the
city. He worked three or four
days and-got $14.40.. . He lived

somewhere out in the suburbs and:

next day he appeared at the office
about 4 o’clock and asked if there
was any jobs going.

“You ought to have been here
in the morning Mike, its nearly
closing time now,” was the.reply.

“I start here early in the morn-

ing’t A iMiket  protested; I yalk
a  little way, - and ‘then' I ‘eat
pie. I walk again and eat
pie. I walk some more and

eat pie again., The time it flies.”

“Along with the pies,” laughed
the official, who by questioning
Mike closely found. that he had
made nearly a dozen stops and
had two or three pieces of pie at
each place.

IKE has the mind of a child
although he has the body

and strength of a well developed
men. He is_well-liked at the Em-
ployment Office and the men take

quite a fatherly interest in him.

Once he did not show up for near-
ly a year and when he came back
he was naturally asked where he
had been.

“I work six month on a farm,” °

he replied.

“Did you get much money?” the
official . aslked.

“Get nothing at all. Work all
time for nothing,” answered Mike.

“What kind of a farm was
that?” queried the. official’,cur-
iously. HELLG

“Jail Farm,” replied Mike with-
out a blink, while,
purple with laughter, could not
help but think that probably the
innocent Mike did not know he
had been in durance vile. Mike fin-
ished off the conversation by say-
ing that after he had worked on
another’ farm for three months.

“‘Did yow get any money there,
Mike?” he was asked.

“Good money there,”
Mike, ‘‘Seven dollars!”

said

CUTICURA HEALS)
PAINFUL PIVPLES

On Face'and Shoulders. |
ltched and Burned.

*My trouble began with a rash
of pimples on my face and shoul-
ders.” The pimples were hard and
red and festered and scaled ower.
They were very painful and itched
and burned so that I could not sleep
nights, I was ashamed to go any-
where my face was so digfigured,
The trouble lasted about fdur and
a half years.

“I began using Cuticura Soap
and Ointment, and after using three
cakes of Cuticura Soap and two
boxes of Cuticura Ointment I was
completely healed.” (Signed) Missa}
Myrtle A. Westover, Bolton Centre,,
Quebec.

Rely on Cuticura Soap, Ointment
and Talcum to keep your skin clear.

Sample Each Free by Mail, Address Canadi
De; t:so"cutlcul.,yP. 0. Box 26{: Mortreal.
ﬁca

ap 25¢. Ointment 25 and 50c. Talcum 28a,

ty our new Shaving Stick.
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN,
The Great Emancipator.

MONG the delect-
able treats in food
for thought which
were given to the
public during the

recent convention
of the British Association for
the Advancement of Science,

was an exposition of the
views and aims of prominent
eugenists.

The surprising thing about
the meeting the eugenists held
in Hart House was that it cre-
'Lted So little ‘interest. | True,

the great hall was packed and

the - speakers were fayored
with rapt attention, but the
manner in which the pro-

nouncements of some of the
speakers were received was
proof that human nature hds
changed very little since the
time of Noah. In Sunday
schools and churches it *is
customary to denounce the
short foresight of Noah’s con-

temporaries who paid no
serious attention to his dire
predictions: of the /flood.

(ililiey deserved i« their: faie;
we say, ‘“‘for being so stupid.”

ND yet in  Hart House

speaker prophesied the down-
fall of England within the short
space of one or two centuries, and
the probably slower but equally
sure decline of the United States
and Canada-—unless the people in
these countries took heed of his
warnings and acted on his sugges-
tions. :

Did the audience rise thh one
accord from - their seats and
pledge themselves to do every-
thing in their power to prevent
such a calamity? Did they rush
home to- warn their families and
friends of the impendi\x‘)g disaster?
Did they, as enlightened human-
itarians fly out into the highways

" and byways- to impress upon- one
and all the certain doom of the
world’s leading aemocracies?

Or, did,they go about their sev-
eral businesses as before.

Some moderns have sympathized
with the antederuvians by reason-
ing that perhaps they didn't know
much about Noah and, therefore,
were only exhibiting natural pre-
caution in refusing to recruit un-
der his banner before
in a little mental rumination. But
the Hart House audience couldn’t
plead such an excuse. Their pro-

, phet, Professor William McDoug-
all, head of the Department of
Psychology of Harvard University.
His name, which has more letters
after it than probably were in the
whole antedeluvian alphabet, and
his fame had preceded him. He
is, in short, what is gnown as an
“authority.”

They have, however, one justi-
fiable, mitigating plea  for thein
lack of action. And this must be
stressed, in the hope that, if Pro-
fessor McDougall’'s . gloomy pro-
phecy is vindicated by fact, the
future generations will temper
their condemnation of the present
one with a merciful understanding.

That mitigating circumstance
was the
William

one

Beveridge, at the same
meeting, that there was no justifi-
cation for the exaggerated pessi-
mism of some eugenic propagan-
dists in Great Britain.”

Sir William is also an ‘“‘authori-
ty.”” He is director of the London
School of Economics and Political
Science. His word, to the layman
at 1e§st, is as good as Professor
MeDougall’s. And when he threw
cold water on the latter’s verbal
fires he naturaly caused a lower-
ing of the heat that was radiating
throughout the auditorium. Per-
haps, if the truth were known,
those who scoffed at Noah did so
at the behest of one whose repu-
tatlon was as high as Noah's.

PROFESSOR McDougall based
his dark’ forecasts on what
he termed the existing ‘ad-
verse working of the .selective
birth rate’” in England, the United
States and Canada. He contended,
in brief, that the laboring classes
are having too many children born

expressed opinion of Sir’

indulging *

JOHN J. AUDOBON,
America’s Greatest Naturalist.

to them in comparison with the
number that first see the light of
day in the homes of the profes-
sional and wealthy sections. And
this proportion is increasing, he
says, so that if something is not
done to amend matters the Eng-
glish-speaking peoples will consist,
in a comparatively short time, ex-
clusively of the offspring of the
so called lower strata of society.
The British Empire and the
American Republic, lacking citi-
zens born with sufficient mental
qualities to take their place in the
yvan of the warld’s ablest peoples,
will sink to depths of mnational
degradation. !

Two hundred years from now,
that is the outside limit which
Professor McDougall sets for the
utter realization of this tragic
downfall—other races, perhaps
negroes, will be saying ‘“Once the
British Empire was mistress of
the seas,”” just as we now say
this of Spain. Or, ‘“The United
States was once the wealthiest
nation in the world,” in the same
tone that we now make similar
reference to Rome or Greece.

Professor MecDougall expressly
mentioned Egypt, Rome, Persia,
Greece gnd Spain as countries with
whose names ~ that of England
would, he feared, be inélined in a
list of formerly great \nations
which had suffered a decline
through the deterioration of hu-
man qualities. . :

But the calamity can be averted
Professor McDougall and other
speakers at the Hart House meet-
ing explained, by educating the
laboring classes to a point of view
that will be averse to having so
many children, and bringing the
more highly endowed ones to the
opposite conclusion.

Thus, .if the  teamster
say, on getting married,
ing to have only one child,”
if the professor would  resolve
I'll be daddy to a dozen,” there
would soon be no reason for the
repetition of Gilbert Chesterton’s
favorite question, “What’s wrong
with the world?” It might not
be amiss to remark here that Mr.
Chesterton thinks eugenics is
one of the things wrong with the

would
“T'm- g0-
and

world. He has, in fact, written
a. book ‘‘Eugenics and / other
Evils.”

Birth- control and eugenics go
hand in hand, it was made clear
at the Hart House meeting. Only
the learned professors would like
to see the poor man acquainted
with the secrets of this science,
which 1n Canada and the United
States cannot legally be explained.
even by the medical profession.
At the present time,
MecDougall pointed out, it was all
too evident that ‘the higher
classes are aware of and practic-
ing the science, (

S Professor

outlook justifiable by fact?

Sir William Beveridge should
be able to give a competent reply

Professor

McDougall’s gloomy

for England. In addition to the
remarks already credited to him,
SiccWilliam @ sald, “Sefarias A

know there is no solid evidence of
auny real increase of the propor-

tion of those who can be called '

unfit, and of course there is no
evidence of a deterioration in gen-
eral physique and health.”” He
added that in spite of the great
move of population from rural
districts to the citics, the average
individual is living longer now

than at any time in the past, and
in recent years there has been a
very great decline in infant mor-
talitv.

“If anyone tries to tell you that
we in Britain are degenerate,
don’t believe him’” was Sir Wil-
liam’s blunt retort to Professor
McDougall’'s statistics.

T tHe time of the eugenists’

meeting, Sir Bertram Windle,
professor of Anthropology at St.
Michael’'s College, and special
lecturer at the University of To-
ronto in Ethnology—the science
which treats of racial character-
istics and their development—
was out of the city. On his re-
turn The Sunday World sought
and was granted an @ interview
as to his opinion of the views
expressed by Professor McDougall'
and other members of the British
Eugenics Society - while in To-
ronto,

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN,
One of America’s Foremost
Statesmen.

Sir Bertram Windle,

gist, Believes Clvﬂﬁzatmm
measurably Poorer If S

Theories Had
ing Last

“I am afraid said Sir Bertram,
“that many persons become en-
thusiastic advocates of modern
eugenics and birth control without
considering all sides of the ques-
tion. " For one thing, they over-
look some natural luws. - And for
another, they seem to forget that
it is not practicable, in our pre-
sent stage of civilization at least,
to arrange the average marriage
eugenically.”

‘While Dean of the Faculty of
Medicine at Birmingham Univer-
sity, Sir Bertram was a member of
the Birmingham School Board
and was on the committee that
handled special schools for feeble
minded children. From this very
practical experience Sir Bertram
discovered the necessity of pre-

venting feeble minded persons
from having offspring. The mat-
ter is urgent in England, he

pointed out. because the number

of feeble minded is steadily in-
creasing there.
‘“And I agree, too. with the

eugenists that deaf mutes should
not marry, because their afflic-
tion is hereditary,” Sir Bertram
added. “In fact, it is unwise for
any person to marry if suffer-
ing from an incurable disease,
whether physical or mental, if it
Is commonly known to be inherit-
able. But when eugenjsts ‘advo-
cate restrictions beyond this they
need to be very careful.”

“For instance, a great many of
our men of genius in the past
have come from parents who the
modern eugenists would say were
not fit to marry. Charles Dickens
has given us good descriptions of
his parents under the guise of
Micawber and Mrs. Nickleby.
Certainly they were not a eugenic
couple. What if the ' eugenists’
propaganda had operated to pre-
vent their | mating? Well, we
should not have had Dickens.”

‘“‘History is full of similar cases.
Suppose Shaksspéare’s father, who
was a butcher, had been a disci-
ple of the birth control theory, of
the eugenists. Imagine the loss to
the world if eugenists had 'con-
vinced the parents of Sir Richard
Arvkwright, the inventor of cotton
spinning, that they had enough
children after the birth of their
twelfth. Richard was their thir-
teenth!”

IR BERTRAM had reviewed a
book entitled “Fluman Here-
dity,” by Casper L. Redfield, which
he lent the writer. In his review
Sir Bertram stated: “If the mod-
ern eugenist and birth-controller
had had their vicious way for the
past couple of centuries, the world
would have been 1mmeasurab1y
poorer in knowledge.”

This book contends that the
more distinguished members of
a family are born low down in the
slist of that family, and their dis-
tinction is due to the fact that
they have inherited the additional
exverience and faculties acquired
by their parents,, which become
greater as they pass through life.
In support of this theory it speci-
fies a number of eminent men.

“But we must beware of the
fallacy of selected instances.” Sir
Bertram warns. ‘“All geniuses do
10t come late in the family his-
tory.”

“If the practice of birth con-
trol had begun back in the Stone
Age, we should still be in the
Stone Age,” Mr. Redfield contends
in his book. “The ‘we’ of that
statement does not mean the read-
er of this, because ever& one of us
has in our ancestry a good many
persons who were later than the
tenth child. It means whatever

el

THOMAS A. EDISON,
Electrical Wizard.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE,
Greatest English Dramatist.

S AL

SIR BERTRAM WINDLE

Professor of Anth‘rop'ology, St

Michael’s College, and Special

Lecturer in Ethnology, Univer-
sity of Toronto.

migﬁt be alive as the result of that
proceeding, and if anything human
were alive they would be in the
Stone Age because advancement
comes through children produced
late in the lives of their parents,
ard not othcrwise.”

One of the most interesting
cases cited in the book is that of
Benjamin Franklin, who was ‘‘the
voungest son of the youngest son
for five generations back. He was
born when his father was 51, the
father was born when the grand-,
father was 57, and the grand-
father was born when the great-
grandfather was in the neighbor-

Two

PROFESSOR
W. McDOUGALL,

Depiartment of Psychology
Harvard University, Noted Ad-
i vocate of Eugenics.

hood of 70. The rest of the male
line is not known, but Benjamin’s
mother was born when her father
was 50.”

George Washington was ‘born
when his father was 38, the book
goes on, an‘d his mother. Mary
B'all, was born when her father
was 60. At the time of the birth of
John James Audubon, who later
became America’s greatest natur-
alist, his father was 57 years old,
and that father was the twentieth
child of a French fisherman.

{
NOTHER . ‘highly ' Interesting
% case is that 'of John Wesley,

oy

JOHN WESLEY,
Founder of Methodism.

and of his brother Charles, who
were the founders of Methodism.
They were the sons of the Rev.
Samuel Wesley, who was 40 and
43 years of age, respectively, when
his famous sons were born. And
the mother of John and Charles
was Susanna Annesley, who was
the twenty-fifth and youngest
child of Dr. Samuel Annesley, a
vicar.

‘“Where would Methodism be if
birth control had got in its deadly
work in the families of these two
pious Samuels?’”’ Mr. Redfield en-
quires.

History  teaches nothing more
clearly  than' thi§? . Sir 'Bertram
Windle observed, ‘“than that it is
impossible to tell where a genius

will be born. And we see all
around us examples of healthy

offspring from parents who are
far below par physically. And the
economic condition of parents does
not give any reliable answer to the
question as to how many children
they should have. No one will
dispute tHat those born in homes
of wealth and culture have a de-
cided advantage, other things
being equal, over the children of
the poor, because the former get
off to a good start in life. They
frequently come into contact at
the family table and in other inti-

. nate circles with the best intel-

lects. They are sent to the best
schools, and their studies are not
interrupted by financial considera-
tions. And, yet. as everyone
knows, if the world had to depsnd
for its leadership exclusively upon
the children of such families our

GEORGE STEPHENSON,
Inventor of the Steam Loco-
motive.

«

civilization would soon be at a low

lebb.”

ATURE works in a mysterious

way, in bestowing ability, no
less than in other directions, and
in the long run ability must come
to the top. In every walk of life
to-day, as always, there are lead-
ers born of parents who, if they
had consulted eugenists, would
never have married. It is g noble
objective to seek to advance the
race, but wg must be patient. No
scientist, or other person, will
ever become so learned as to be
a reliable counselor in the matter
of who should marry—aside from
those exceptions 'mentioned—and
of how many children they should
have, TFor to be able to do so
would imply a knowledge of the
secret of life itself.”

As to mutilations, Sir Bertram
declared it to be a well-known
scientific fact that they are not
inheritable. “Ome of the best
proofs of this,” he said, “is to be
found in the experience of breed-
ers of terriers in England, where
the tails of the animals have been
cut short for 'generations..” Yet,
every pup is born with a full-
length tail.”

LFRED Russell Wallace, the
celebrated English biologist,
has deprecated eugenics as ‘“The
meddlesome interference of an
arrogant scientific priestcraft.”

And Charles Darwin pointed out
from the eminence of his re-
searches, ‘“No one can solve the
problem why, of two races of sav-
ages, one has risen higher in the
scale of civilization than the
other; and this apparently implies
braln-power.” -

Yet the moderh eugenist thinks
that if his theories were adopted
the raec would advance to new
heights.

Mr. Redfield, the author already
quoted, goes so far as to suggest
that the €ugenists are unduly
meddlesome. even in protesting
against the mating of feeble-
minded.

‘“The eugenists tell us that from

feeble-minded parents we can get
only feble-minded descendants,”
he writes, ““and are urging that we
segregate or sterilize all persons
below some illy defined standard
of mental development. Evolution

CHARLES DICKENS:
World Beloved Novelist.

tells us that the best we have came
from ancestors lower than what
we now call feeble-minded. The
eugenist professes to believe in
evolution, and at the same time he
preaches a doctrine which denies
evolution. When confronted with
this contradiction and asked to ex-
plain it, the eugenist assumes that
at some time in the distant past,
when there were giants and fairies
in the world, things just happened
which don’t happen any more. Try
to find out from a, eugenist or
biologist just what happened ' or
how it happened, that intelligent
descendants came from unintelli-
gent ancestors, and one runs into
ideas so vague and nebulous that
they are matcbed by nothing short’
of the superstitions of savages.”
There, is certainly good ground

for fearing that if eugenics were
widely practised the world would
soon be robbed of men of genius—
the flower of humanity.

OULD eugenics rob the world

of genius? And since many
men of genius—the flower of hu-
manity—have come from ‘‘eugeni-
cally unfit” parents, how great
must be the ©percentage of
able and worth while, but not emi-
nent, people who are born of such
parents"

EVERY INDUSTRY HAS

BUSY AND DULL DAYS

HAT is your busiest day? Re-
plies will differ, but most
people will unite in telling you
that Monday is the dullest. !
Of the tradesmen who supply

. food the baker is the only one who

is really busy on Monday. But,
even 80,  Monday is not his best
day. That is again Saturday. -
Taxi-drivers complain that Mon-
day is a bad day, but the railways
are usually busy enough on Mon-
days. A great many week-enders
return home on this day, and a
large number of commercial trav-
elers start out. Saturday, how-
ever, remains the busiest day of
the week for the railway, while
Friday is the dullest so far as pas-
senger traffic is concerned.
Jewelers, and luxury shops in
general, do fairly well on Mondays,
but, on the whole, Wednesday is
their best day. Saturday is quite
the worst. It 1is' interesting to
note, too, that the best selling
hours for jewelry are in the eve-
ning, after six. Nearly all cut gems-
look s6 much more attractive
under artificial light. 4

After Long, Laborious

By SAM HELLMAN.
“N DON'T see you fooling around
the garden no more,’ remarks
the frau. “I thought you said you
was gonna make a hobble of rais-
ing flowers and the such.” ;

“The trouble) is,” I tells her,
“that I ain’t been able to raise
nothing excepting the such. @ At
that, though, I'll bet anybody a
wallop in the beezer against a biff
in the kishker that I gave a start
to better and more kinds of weeds
than anybody else.”

“Why didn’t you pull ’em out?”
inquires the misses.

*“If you’d ’a’ been around here.”’
I comes back, “instead of wreck-
ing the bankroll on the rock-bound
isles of Muskoka you wouldn’t ask
such a silly question. Xnow any-
thing about weeds?”

“Only through marriage,” re-
turns the wife. -

“I suppose,” I sneers, ‘‘you figure
you’ve hooked a milk weed that
you've been milking low these
many years.”

‘You maybe, is a skim-milk
weed,” snaps Kate, ‘‘but
, “Getting back to the garden,” I
cuts in, hasty, ‘“lemme tell you
something about them weeds. I
used to go out every morning for
a coupla hours with a lotta ex-
pensive machinery I bought fron
a2 Robbing Hood do\wn in the vil-
lage to dig ’em out. I started at
one end of the garden and after
cleaning up everything for a
ccupla yards I happened to look
back, and what do you think I
saw?”

“That you'd missed a hundred
and one per cent. of ’em,” sug-
gests the frau.

“I didn’t miss no more of 'ém,”

I yelps, indignant, “than you miss
a chance to start a charge account,
but what I seen was that wherever
1I'd pick out a one-inch weed they
was two of 'em, three inches long,
in the same’place. It was just like
drawing water outta well with a
sieve.”

“You give up too quick,” com-
ments the misses. “Uncle Zeb told
me oncet that you gotta keep after
them things until you wears ’em
outls

OVieh T eers,
pens to my Kknees
times ?”

ELL,” remarks Kate, “if you

{ wants to raise peas you gotta

braize your knses. Didn’t none of

them vegetables you planted come
up ?” /

“You being my wife,” says I, “I
ain’t got no secrets from you. T
did get three radishes and one

“and what hap-
in the mean-

.beat.”

“Was they good?’ asks the
neuritis.

SEsdidnlts ‘see ‘em' do nothing

vicious,” I tells her, ‘“but they was
keeping bad company.”

“How do you mean?’ she wants
to know. -

‘“They was awful familiar with
some worms,”” I returned. L@
course, I couldn’t go' on the stand
and testify they .‘was anything
wrong about the friendship—it
maybe was a Plutonic affair

“You talking about vegables?”’
inquires the frau.

“Yeh,” 1 replies. “What you
think T'm talking about? The
latter end of a mis-spent life?”

“Why not?” returns the misses
calm. ‘“You've always been your
favorite subjects.”

“Another crack
snarls, “and I'llL

outta syou%i - ¥

“Come on, now, stupe,”’ cuts in
Kate. *I don't wanna hear about
the lower forms of life. Tell me
about them vegables you raised.”

“You still love me enough,” I
says happily, ‘“to flatter me, don’t
you? What makes you think I
raised any, besides them I told
you about?”

“Well,”” remarks Kate,
stands they is some 'things
turnips and greens that
theirselfs.”

‘“The only things I knows about.”
says I, ‘‘that raises theirselfs is
elevators, and I didn’t plant none
of them.”

“How about them hollyhocks?”
she inquires. “I thought théy
was coming along good when I
left.

“They was,” I
some baby tipped
thing to do was to make them
cuckoos shoot up like a Roman
candle lit by accident in a excel-
sior factory was to cover ‘em up
with bone-meal from contented
cows.”’

“Well?” eyebrows the wife.

“T WENT out,” I tells her, “and
bought three or four tons of
the stuff. In about a week I 'had
the most wonderful flock of s

‘“‘Hollyhocks,” cuts in Kate.

“Don’t carry that flattery too
far,” says I. “Too much is nearly
enough. What I got was a won-
derful collection of Lewis weeds.”

“What’s them?” the frau wants
to know.

Y““Didn’t you 'never hear of
Strangler Lewis?’”’ says I. “Them
things come up and choked every-
thing to death on the place. I
used to even close the bedroom

like
raises

“until
that the

replies,
me

“T under-.

eeks in the Garden
Twin Is Rewarded by Prolific Crops--of Weeds :

windows at night. I was afraid they
would climb up to the third floor
and strangle me to death, and what
would you do then, poor thing!”

‘““You’d be surprised how well,”
remarks Kate. ‘Didn’t you never
water the garden?’”’

“Did . I water the garden?’ T
exclaims. ‘I should kiss a arma-
dillo I did. By the time I got
done of a evening the Flood was-
n't nothing but a trickle com-
pared to the way our place look-
ed. You comld a put the Royal
Bank building out in the garden
and gotten the roof covered.

“I guess,” suggests the wife,
“that was the trouble. You got
the lawn too wet.”

“If that’s the case,” says I, ‘“why
didn’t the flowers grow as fast
as the weeds?”

‘“Weeds is weeds,” answers the

frau.

“Yeh, I remarks, ‘and ger-
aniums is geraniums, but what
does that prove?”’

“Everything you does,” retorts
Kate, ‘proves that if they is

seventeen ways of doing  a thing
right and no ways a-tall of doing
it wrong you always does it
wrong.”

‘“That’s a-niftign way to talk,”

I complains, ‘“‘about a bobo that
spent at the leastest two hours
a day weeding the joint and
another coupla hours watering it
and giving it attentions.”

HEY is such a thing,”’.says the

wife, “as killing a thlpg with
kindness.” i d

“You ain’t dead yet, is you?”
I retorts.

“I said Kkindness,” shoots back
the ache, ‘‘not stupidity. I don’t
understand how even you could
take a garden that was doing nice
and in a coupla months turn it
into ' nothing but a bunch of
weeds. What happened to them
tiger lilies I planted?”

“Tiger ' lilies?’ I repeats. S
jdon’t remember them lads.”

‘““Those yellow spotted things,”
she explains.

‘“They went wild,” I says, and
I hadda Kkill ’em. They was Kkill-
ing off the catnip and the dog- .
wood.”

‘*J see,” exclaims the misses.
‘“What did you do with all them
weeds you pulled out?” ¢

“I got ’em all piled in back
of the shed,” I returns. ‘I saved
’em so you could see how much -
work I done while you was away

making little bills outta my big
ones."”
‘“‘Show me ’em,” she demands.

and« I does.
““Some bunch, eh?’ I remarks,
“Wonderful,” comes back Kate.
“I never seen such a high priced
pile of tulips, marigolds, petunias,
lilacs and the such in my life.”
‘“What you talking about?” I
velps. ‘“Thiem’s weedss?

“You pulled the flowers,” says
the frau, ‘‘and left the weeds.””:
“Can’ you, beat it!” ‘I gasps.
$0Ohjhyes;,” dshe returng i v ey
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TERRORS OF THE EAST

No.

2—A Harem Night's
Entertainment.

Described by King George
as “the nerviest woman in all
England,” because of her dar-

Rosita Forbes, famous Eng-
lish woman explorer, is popu-
larly supposed to _have no
fear.

“But awwhen were 1yow most
nearly  afraid?; - she  was
asked,

“In reply she wrole a series
of four articles entitled “Teor-

remarkable career.

The second of these “Mod-
ern Arabian Nights” appears
herewith. Next Sunday Mrs.
Faorbes tells of “Blaclk Magic

in the Desert.”

By ROSITA FORBES./

HE old houses
leaned together,
whispering their
secrets above my
head.  Starlight
glinted on great
iron-studded doors that look-
ed as if they had not been
opened since the days of
Haroun al Raschid. The scent
of apricots was heavy on a
wind which blew across Da-
mascan gardens.

SPhisis the house; Tady
whispered my guide, a black
slave, so muffled in his silk
‘kufiya that only his eyes show-
ed above its folds.

A dull, scarlet door swung
open at our approach and a

Rosita Forbes has lost none of
her femininity in her many
daring exploits among desert
iribes. Gowned for the opera,
she is one of England’s fairest
daughters.

and I raged against the custom
which cloistered their successor.
Aziza smiled up at me with the
same lazy charm.

“You are thinking about me, I
know,” she said. The blue kohol
glistened beneath her eyes.

“Why do you paint so much?”
I asked. ‘It is criminal to spoil
such a picture.”

“That is what they all say,” re-
turned Aziza, ‘but, perhaps, you
wouldn’t notice my eyes at all ex-

The Thrilling Adventure
of England’s Foremost

Saw aHarem Beauty Sacri-
ficedby Her Tyrant Father,
Who Preferred Death for
His Daughter Rather Than

rors of the East,” wherein N )
she . sele¢ts the four most \w ’ the Love Of a Forelgner.
_ thrilling | episodes from her 2

Raisuli, the brigand, and Sul-
tan of the Mountains, is one of
the fierce Sheiks who bowed
before the courage of the beou-
tiful ‘explorer. He could not
but admire the daring of a lone
white woman leading her cara-
van and invading his domain.
And so he became friend in-
stead of foe.

STUMBLED down the
my one idea to get away from
the house, from the shadow which

stairs,

S cept for the kohol.” hung over iti ...
row of Abyssinians salaamed SRR e e e ph s e R
‘as 1 entered. A glrl’s YOICe TlTeig Bl iy b among the gardens which encircle

called to me gayly: “You are
welcome, but you tarried and
our desires went far on the
_toad to meet you.”

PSTAIRS T went to a large
/  room furnished with hard-
backed chairs and a few stiff
French tables. There was a piano
“in one, and the violent, unshaded
light beat down on thirty or forty
~women in European dress. I
blinked confusedly, for I had ex-
.pected a different sgetting in the
. Pasha’s harem. Most of the wo-
men were young and nearly all

better for her to be married.”

I looked my question, and
Nazek whispered in my ear: ‘‘She
loves an Egyptian, and her father
would kill her if he knew.”

N SPITE of the matter-of-fact
volce in which the words
were uttered, they were so full
of conviction that I shivered a
little and tried to reassure myself
by looking 'round the conven-
tional . room. It semed to me
that silence brooded over it like
a tangible presence. ' Nazek broke
it. e
| ‘“Would you like to see a real
Turkish\ fantasia?”’ she asked. I

“The curious dance went on, but I waltched it no
longer, for I found myself staring—staring at the old ==
women musicians. For a fleeting second I caught the
The hands looked more used lo
bridle and trigger than lto the instrument they held
and neglected. And the eyes swept over every line of
the lovely creature dancing before me, hotly, with a
fever of possession, as I had seen no women’s eyes
look at a woman.”

eyes of one of them.

stand. I could feel Aziza shiver as

-

creature below me, hotly, with a

absorbed in the dance. With a

with me, I looked at the musi-

body strained in attention, the

Damascus. I cantered between
mud walls, leaping the small
streams that rippled across my
path, but always a shadow rode
with me, and its face was distort-
ed with rage. To stifle memory
I tried to count the golden cloves
which dripped from every branch.
Unexpectedly I found myself look-

ing into a4 wide garden where an
old man gathered his peaches.
His figure was bent, but there was
a massive ' strength about his '
shoulders. He fondled the velvet
fruit with fingers that were cruel
for all their sensitive delicacy. A
stone clattered from my horse’s

rer r
W e}e pale., with brown eyes and nodded, but my thoughts were she pressed against me, with no fever of possession, as I had seen swift movement that showed her clans. mysterious player followed each hloofs', and thg man looked up. At
§ mun i Thuniiaed. Brper far away. movement to warn the others .of no woman's eyes look at a woman. sustained grace and strength, Azi- : Th irl first it was his expression of fury_,
ings, repetitively monotonous, I “Flotw does she see the Bgyp- that swift tension which held her My throat went suddenly dry . za sprang to her feet and began "HE hands of the tallest figure nl'overnent of 'Az1za. Saiasih stifled and inchoate, that struck
_found myself suddenly staring at asked my hostess in a vise. A pulse throbbed just and I felt cold sweat on my fore- posturing opposite the flushed, ex- looked more used to bridle danced as if intoxicated, acting me; and then I recognized the face

the most beautiful creature I had

tian 22" I
when Hauwa and some other girls
had slipped away to prepare for

below her jaw, and foy a fleeting
second I caught the eyes of the

y head.
.y It was some minutes before I

I felt as if an elec-
switched

cited Hauwa.
tric current had been

and trigger than to the instru-

ment ‘they held, and neglected.

the woman’s part before the pas-
sion simulated by Hauwa. Eager-

which had looked over the stair-
case the night before. My spurs

~ever seen. Tall and slight, with ol A g y St o i cnt home; but my last glimpse
8 oun musician as they swept. dared look round the room; but of, and, furtively wondering if L wen e

lines that curved subtly from slim thﬁﬁ?;ﬁe Porbid that T should Zv‘elrgevery line of the lovely the heavy faces were immobile, my imagination had run away With chin thrust forward and ¥ the one advanced while the ¢ ¥l Heieri Pasha showed him

throat to ankle, she carried her know!’ returned Nazek, and I other retreated, eluded, encourag- still gazing at his peaches.

head with a pride worthy of its

thought even her lips were pale.
“There are ways—'’ she whis-

ed by a half-surrender. It was the

old combat of sex, and every ges-

N hour later I was at Nazek's

~small perfection. M hostess, T 3 e i
Nazel lel Binagri ngticed my pered. Allah grant her folly is ture of love Aziza flung as a chal- door, scarcely knowing why I
amazement : no';hdiscovered.” Sasantiion lenge to the motionless flgure  had come. I was taken at once to
ey i : e was. a s a e door.
‘This is Aziza, daughter of EIl “Thee:nusicia.ns Iaigv.” Ahhonatau ; among the musicians. My breath the harem, where I found Aziza in
11—119131'1”}?211:1sha,‘3 frlelnii (t)f my fa& a slaye, and a group of old wo- nlada_ deh' caught in my thnoat. Would no | a mood so remote and inarticulate
& e wmilsn e TD camen and orotiched i o [ THE STORY OF THE FAIMIES. D one motice? 1 was afraid of what that in the end I sat silently be-
Nrgs ot e e corner,  They looked very anc- 2 & A e : S bind thd 1Akt
.ed at the great, heavy-lidded eyes, ient, ‘with their shriveled hands HERE is no phase o = my own eyes would reveal, so nd e iced shutters. It \was

_ridiculously painted,
derful mouth.

"It really is like a scarlet flow-
er,” T thought, as the lips curved

d the won-

and feet, but they kept their indi-
g0 wraps so closely over their
faces that only their eyes shone,
fierce and reddened, among the

more full of interest than the
persistent belief in Fairies.
Since Arthur Conan Doyle has an-
nounced his faith in the “little folk”

gnome in the woods. ‘““The little
Leastie,” as he described the figure,
‘‘warned me of ye greate peril”’—
Presumably the Guy Fawkes plot.

Incantations for summoning fairies -

kept them fixed on the dancers.
The music throbbed to a climax.
Aziza bent backward till her whole
supple body lay relaxed over the

very hot; but Aziza neither stirred
nor spoke till a slave lifted the
curtalns and, mysteriously, with
a finger on her lips gnd a dozen

back in a smile like petals before i There are many people who firmly believe in ‘“the little people,”’ i g
folds. I watched them, interested t revival of the Y peop N people, and gnomes are found in all magic s :
_the 'sun: x¢ e there has been a great r i i s 1 { ] 5 by other 1 The pantomime la 3
s the sun; i e % = o ore. What is the origin, cannot be S1LLS, L, D o backward glances, placed a bas-
“Nazek, she is astoundingly .P the swift movement o eir  dy of the “Brownies” and other | as the fairies used to be called. In this interesting article, deal R i e e e e e e a j

_beautiful,” I murmured.

drumming fingers, and then noticed
that one, strongly built and taller

hranches of fairly lore, and it is excep-

ing with another Bypath of the Occult, the writer speaks of many

tant days persists the belief in the

sense of terror waiting.

ket before her mistress.
“It was a stranger who brought

@ J LT g . 5 5 “ittl e

55 st R rse;‘é”;f%p MY than the rest, was less accom- tlonally mtriium%' fofe gowu:‘f;;’é;’ kinds of tiny folk and the lore which has gathered round them. e bl ses, we really b nof meed. bl S B T
Stess. 7 e i i j i oun U . i ¢ : ¢ ) pered, aid:
i j : plished. She missed a beat oc- the whole subject is ; HAT signs and portents-are trans- o 3 :

Her mother was a Circassian slave casionally, and her eyes were that of magle. It is, indeed, a rare Magxc IS very strongly bound up with the StOl‘y of the Falrles, T s Bl men, said Hauwa, breathlessly. Tell thy lady her skin has the

~—that's why she is gray-eyed and

eager with youth which had long

bypath of the occult, and one in which

and in the dim distant past everybody had the most implicit

“Oh, Aziza, your hair got into my

scent of peaches, so it i3 right that

e ) BESR o strageer (to Rer, comipdily . | ohtidren wenld be dellebted to actom; belief in the Brownies, the Pickies, the Spriggans, etc. tablisllr*:eaglbn;raiicgbii:islaslsctllizlguie:g R e éﬁiiinfvﬁé%ﬁ13’%5“111;?.’?3“ vl
OLEMNLY I was introduced to pany us. \. ¢ i : _J of pictures, etc. The fact is on re- '“She is very proud of her hair,” Once agaln Aziza the beéautiful
the other  guests, who had MINUTE Jater Hauwa re- It need hardly be emphaslzed that AT Lo iaus thin REb T Pl i Tl o o¢ Cord that upon the day Sir Henry  whispered Nazek. ‘She washes it came to life. A slow, deep flush
ranged themselves stiffly 'round turned, dressed in tight black In old days everybody, from the MRS .10 Gog that though universally  them far more brilliant than any blos.  [TVIDE dled—October 13th, 1905—a twice a week in spices”” but I burned to her temples and the
the walls. They all looked tireqd knickers and a dark jersey with  to the peasant, Detieved IoplEl N R b L e e b grew less. It  soms seen in a mortal garden large framed portrait of himselr, A Was not listening. Uitie  bulses, Nonedn. ier ctiinge

‘and their expressions were heavy
and dull. Everybody sat bolt up-
right and no one spoke except
_ Nazek, who addresed formal re-
marks to me. Slaves in white tur-
_bans and colorless prints brought
coffee and cold water at inter-

a scarlet sash. She looked like
a fisher-boy, and her hair fell to
her knees. She stood shyly in
the circle of her friends, blushing
and pulling her splendid hair
across her gaze. Then, encour-
raged by the drummers, she spun

the “little people’’—in fact, anyone
who doubted was in danger of being
ill-treated. Cases are on record where
both men and women were fined and
imprisoned for casting ridicule upon
narratives relating to the appearance
of fairies. X

VEN to-day there are people in

was taken from the Trows, and there-
fore ‘“‘acted like a charm.”

A gentleman well known in the lit-
erary world in London declares that
on a walking tour in the South of
England he once saw in Devonshire
a troop of fairies. It was a breezy
Summer afternoon, and these heautiful

Banshees are of course family re-
tainers to every old Irish family.
Sometimes : they are fair to look at,
with golden hair and large blue eyes,
and sometimes old and foul and ter-
rifying; but their mission .is always
the same—to announce death or some
great catastrophe to the family.

hanging among several other pictures
in the office of the editor of the
‘‘Berwick Journal,”’ suddenly fell from
its place on the wall to the floor.
Lady Dorothy Neville relates. a cur-
ious story about a miniature Buddha
from Burmah. From the moment it
entered the house ‘‘a perfect ava-

All the women were laughing
and talking, as if the dance had
released the youth in their blood.
But Aziza stood aloof, very pale
and watchful. The musicians col-
lected their instruments and shuf-
fled toward the door. The tall
figure was the last to go stum-
bling clumsily over its draperies.
Aziza slipped after them, and Na-

With a croon of delight she pick-
ed up the basket as a mother lifts
her first child and slipped sound-
lessly from the room.

It was sunset when Nazek and T,
weary with unprofitable discus-
sion, went in to see why the object
of all our solicitude still slept. The
inner room was ablaze with re-

\d]q bu.t el x}o mc?vement LA WL S oulsltatched, England, Wales and Scotland little creatures were floating up the Sometimes they wall most horribly, lanche of catastrophes” occurfed, but zelk called to her: ‘“Do not trouble (f)l:cted an}lbe; and E oS0 Aziza lay

'“1}11 ahShght Sd'yrian Eizh, With. cyos S;gdu?ﬁlg c;c:x?c;rh};tlggegh?r?t%fda’, who firmly believe! in fairfes or the side of the sunlit hill, singing and and often they groan—a series of }V};en the Buddha was sent!to the They have been well rewarded.” a h:lfcg:‘fer; p:;cgesatfllt;;etdhbzcjk’

which seeme to have burned “little 1% 1 in i r Ta v ndian Museum the affairs of the 2 ched in
¢ itati people’’ as they are generally playing on elfin instruments. groans—as of a woman dying. Anyone i sl

€reat Pitsin her fkce went to th o RoPS 9L ilangliorous  hosliation. In Cornwall there lingers an intense  Who has ever heard the banshee will = 10usehold became normal again. ITHOUT conscious volition, T  her hand. A black, fluffy kitten

piano and began singing a Turk-
ish lament. She wore a French
frock of palest green, with pearls

Swiftly she dropped on one knee
before a girl who laughed and

drew away. In mimic Hauwa

termed, and many declare that they
have actually seen them! Ireland used

to be the great home of these crea-

belief in fairies, of which there are
five well-known varieties, viz:—(1)
The Small People;

(2) The Spriggans;

be at once impressed with the fact
that‘it is nething human or animal;
nothing that can possibly belong to

It is not generally know that the
late King Edward VII. held at least
one superstitution about what he

found myself clutching the
curtains which hung across the

sniffed uneasily at the basket,
which was encircled by her other
arm. She was so exquisitely still

ing in {raveling among the W I E 1 Wh
sheiks and brigands of the O all X p ore r’ o
great  Sahara Desert, Mrs. ‘

)

: ; v ; . evidently regarded as a si of dis- 4 he shuffl - {

tound her throat, but her music went through the form of pro- tures, and, leprechauns were quite (3y mhe Piskies; (4) The Knockers: (5) }girs ;\;(;rl%eygrt]dﬂ‘l:l;e Ol?sﬂtvﬂt(})‘f ahifesai!-‘ aster to himself. He wog;xzid neer Co .I heand B s it of heel that she looked like a dream
was harsh and discordant. Another posal and rejection. Then, still familiar figures till comparatively re- The Brownies. S e ound S ohy perrit ¢ mattress to be turned on less slippers as the musicians crept statue. We crept forward, a little
girl, Hauwa, picked up an audh  kneeling, she flung herself back- oo g In parts of Scotland and England The banshee never manifests itself 1S Ped on a Friday. Strangely enough ~ down the stairs. Then came a awed. The next instant a cry wail- «

- and thrummed a tune which was
without rhythm or harmony. It
was instinet with force and tra-
zedy, and Aziza stirred lazily. With
a shrug of sloping shoulders, she
slid onto the floor.

ward till her dark hair spread
like a fan on the floor.

“That is a salutation.” ex-
plained Nazek. “Some day she
will do it for her husband.”

HE curious dance went on, but

These ‘‘Trows,” as they are called
in the north of Scotland, are supposed
to be very beautiful, with flaxen or
vellow hair waving over their should-
ers, exquisitely proportioned, very

the “little people” are supposed to be
the spirits of the race which inhabit-
ed the earth many thousands of years
ago. In Ireland it is generally believed
that the fairies are a portion of the
fallen angels, who, being less guilty
than the rest, were not driven to hell,

to the person whose death it is prog-
nosticating; other people may see or
hear it, but the fated one never, so
that when every one present is aware
of it but one, the fate of that one is
regarded as pretty well certain.

he died on this.day of the|week and
the doctors forgot the royal patron’s
wishes during the crises of their:
patient’s sudden, alteration for the
worse and ordered the mattress to
be turned, hoping to afford the King
greater relief, but he died almost

woman’s swift, passionate protest
and a man’s voice clearly: ‘“Little
heart of me, your skin has the
scent of peaches. I shall dream of
you in my garden.”

ed out, and it was so sudden that
I hardly realized who had scream-
ed till Nazek's fingers bruised my
arm.

“Allah save us; she s dead!”
NBELIEVING,

“It is her way,” explained Na- slight and tiny and generally dressed but were suffered to remain on earth. N ancient ma immediately afterwards I touched th

A N e iy 2 : glc, many stories of - A. sob sounded beside me, and I : ®
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she Is  Aziza, leaning against my knees. ang the dress of the females, like that  Druids becoming smaller and smaller Peoprandi, the celebrated astro- “So long as Transcendent orange cushions. With my hand

so lovely.”

GAZED down at a picture which
would have shattered the com-
. placency of the Venus de Medici.
Every feature appeared to have
‘been molded by a master sculptor,
“who was also a lover, and bosom

might be justified in his adjec-

had grown suddenly tense. The
thrill of her tautened muscles
communicated ‘itself to me, and I
felt as if she were waiting and
watching for sumeihing which in
a second would be revealed to

me as they beat wildly on gourd

of mortals, varies in shape but retains

the hue of russet brown or green.
They sometimes ride little cream-
colored horses with small bells attach-
ed to their manes, which make a musi-
cal tinkling sound heard often when
they and their riders are invisible to
ordinary human beings. The times
when they are most likely to be seen

jar known as ‘Farquar's pig,”

because they will not give up!\ their
idolatries. The ‘‘small people” close-
ly resemble the elves of Scandinavia.
The natives of St. I.evan relate how
on Summer nights when they are at
sea close under the cliffy they often
hear the sweetest music, and see hun-
dreds of little lights moving amongst
what looks like flowers. :

from the shore. Strangely enough

loger and magician at the court of
Louis XI., was said to be attended by
a ‘familiar’’—a tiny man not more
than nine inches high and wonderfully
graceful. He could fly through the
air, pass through closed doors and in
fact perform all sorts of marvellous

with queer stories of the

people’” who sometimes are found in

“little

magic
was profaned by the wickedness of
men the church of necessity proscrib-
ed it, False gnosti¢s have discredited
the name of gnosticism  which was
cnce so pure; sorcerers have outraged
the children of the Magi, but religion,
that friend of tradition and guardian
of the treasures of antiquity can no
Jonger reject a doctrine anterior to

come. It has been the purpose of

eyes of Nazek.

‘““Allah defend us!” she said, and
pulled the curtains apart. A
was leaning against the wall and
I had the impression af one blind

and deaf.,...The tallest musician
was disappearing round the bend

face was withdrawn, and, speech-

still outstretched I stared at Nazek
and found my own horror mirror-
ed in her face.

‘“Her father saw her last night—
heiheard:: %" iy

The volce trailed into silence
and rigid, my fingers still touching

EYES EXAMINED

: : which contained a substance resem- i ! magic to demonstrate that at the be- i
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“Londy,” The Lady Giantess, is
7 1-2 feet tall. She says she is
looking for a rich man—prefer-
ably of the aldermanic type,
‘and Princess Marquerite is only
20 inches tall. She-enjoys an
occasional cigaretle and glass
of wine. She is 24 years old.
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Among

Dwellers

.inFreakland---Girl

Cycle Demon Am-
bitious to Become
a Milliner---
“Homeliest Wo-

man’ Strong For

Domesticity.

By GRAFTON STEELE,
HISZE I maketia
good story for

t h e woman’s

page,” . whis-

pered; Col: Ed.

R SGiad e
Johnny Jones’ ‘hired boy,”
cand publicity director for the
Midway at the ‘‘big fair,” as
he ushered The Sunday World
representative toward a pile
of loose planks behind the wild
animal show, where four wo-
men were darning stockings
and discussing recipes for
salads.

ISS BEATRICE KYLE snipped

her darning cotton with a pair
of scissors. At other times she
climbs to the top of a ninety-five °
foot ladder, turns a somersault in
mid-air and plunges into a tank of
water only five feet deep.

Miss Thelma ILallemont was
braiding a thong riding whip. She
c¢racked it in mid-air and went on
describing how good lettuce, "as-
paragus tips and mayonnaise
taste. When not off duty Miss
Lallemont rides bucking steers and
wild horses.

Miss Alice Howell and Miss
Hazel Watkins were digging grease

out of their finger nails. They
have to indulge extensively in
manicuring . because they earn

their living riding motorcycles
around a perpendicular wall at the

rate of umﬁ)teen miles an hour and

its a greasy job.

You’d think there’d be some-
thing unusual, something altogeth-
er out of the ordinary about wo-
men who take their lives into
their hands at least fifteen times
a day. But not so—Beatrice,
Thelma, Alice and Hazel are just
~rdinary good-looking who,
outside the gronds or “off stage”
might be taken for stenographers
or salesgirls.

girls

“HT‘S lots of fun,” said Miss How-
ell, the motorcycle dare-devil-
ess, ‘“‘but it makes your nose shiny.
It's too bad more women don’t go

in for it. It keeps you trim and
surely makes you strong.’”

Both motorcyclists are as
healthy and strong as they”
make them and manage their
own three hundred pound ma-
chines | with ease, Miss Wat-
kins has a scar on her head,
the result of a ‘'locked back

wheel ‘in the course of her spec-
tacular ride which sent her crash-
ing to the bottom of the pit and
kept her in the hospital for near-
ly a month.

“Neither of us thought of motor-
cycle riding until 1919. We both
started in the ring but would be
gcared to death riding in city traf-
fic,”’ said Alice.

Miss Howell and Miss Watkins
thought that their accidents aver-
aged about three or four a secason.
“You never can tell when a tire
will go flat or a handle bar
break,” explained Miss Howell, Her
partner said that while riding they
very seldom thought of just what
they were doing.

“It’s just like getting used
typewriting or anything lelse.”

“Did you ever ride in the lira-
gon or the Whip?” asked MNiss
Howell. ®

The Sunday World representa-
tive admitted the folly.

‘“Well, it gives you the same feel-
ing when you come to after an ac-
cident.”

Miss Howell says that if she ever

to

quits motorcycling she will be-
come a milliner.
o LOVE it better than any-

thing,” said Beatrice Kyle, talk-
ing abgut her ninety-five foot
plunge through the air. “Of course
I am careful—the slightest mis-
step and I'm a goner. My meth-
od is just to forget that I might

break my neck, let myself go, and
there I am. No, I don’t recom-
mend it as an exercise for every
woman. You have to have a
strong heart and hands t}\at don't
get clammy easily.”

At thirteen Miss Kyle was div-
ing off bridges along the St. Croix.
Now she holds the world’'s high-
diving championship.

ISS LALLEMONT has plenty

to do besides riding bucking
steers and mischievous mustangs.
Somebody is always getting hurt
around the midway and Thelma ig
usually called for first thing. She
is a born nurse and has patched
up many a bruised body, sprained
ankle and smashed head.

Miss Lallemont couldn’t remem-
ber ever hfaving been afraid,
though she remembers her first
horseback ride. She was eleven
vears old and attempted to subdue
a frisky colt on her father’s ranch
in Western Kansas. The colt dash-
ed across the corral and stopped at
the fence. Zelma kept on going,
however, landed on her head and
was unconscious a couple of hours.
Miss Lallemont has been in the
show business eighteen years, but
made her debut in musical comedy.,
Vacations spent on the ranch
caused her to think more and
more of riding and she’'s been a
cowgirl ever since.

“I've never been seriously hurt,”
she said, touching the wood of the
box on which she sat. She leaves
it to others to become casualties
while she works on as the ‘little
mother of the rancho.”

TORONTO

SUNDAY WORLD,

ROM the lounging place of the
dare-deviless the reporter was
escorted down the broad Midway,
ablaze with color and echoing with
the cries of sour-visaged shaqwmen
grown hoarse with continual yap-
ping at the ever-gullible public.
“Hi thar, Hi thar,” Bang! Bang!
“This way, this way, Bang! Bang!
‘“The most extraordinary conglom-
eration of human monstrosities
ever agsembled together for exhi-
bition awaits the visitor to this
tent.”  Bang! Bang! ‘‘Stagger’'ng
in their perplexity.” Bang! Bang!
‘“The Bearded Lady.” Bang! Bang!
‘“Astounding, astonishing.” Bang!
Bang! ‘‘The Miracle Man.”! “Amaz-
ing.”” Bang! Bang!  ‘“All (for. the
small price of fifteen cents, young
sir,”” said he. And so on he laud-
ed his marvelous assemblage of
human freaks.

From time immemorial human

“Baby Louis,’
“Lattle  Emma,”

“Jolly Maud,’
‘Big Boss Henry.
Their aggregate
weight is a ton.

“The Three-Legged  Won der”

”H‘HE Bearded ILady was loung-
ing against a post watching
the performance of the Mir-
acle Man. It seemed 'a  good
chance to talk to her.
She had always grown a beard,
she said, and liked it. Indeed.

“The Miracle Man”—A so-called demonstration of
mind over matter.

““Are you married?”

SYies ) was the surprising
answer, ‘“My first: husband died
four years after we were married
in Trenton, N.J.”

‘Then you married again?”’

‘“Yes, and I have a five-year-old
son at present going to school in
Trenton, N.J."

“Did your first husband know
that you grew a beard?”

‘“No, not until two weeks after
we were married.”

‘How 'did he find out?”

“He came back one morning
after leaving for work,” she said,
not the least bit perturbed at the
audacity < of « the gquestion, “‘and
caught me shaving. Of course he
was shocked, so terribly shocked

Her second husband, she ad-
mitted, knew of her beard before
he married her. He met her
while she was on exhibition at a
large town in Illinois.

The bearded lady does not ap-
prove of bobbed hair. She likes
a smooth-faced man best, she says.
She sometimes gets tired of her
beard and shaves it off.

She was born in Iceland just
under forty years ago, and took
to the show game because she
knew she could make good at it
with the help of a prolific area
of whiskers.

AN or mechanical? That was
the question uppermost in the

minds of those watching the per-
“Miracle Man.”

beings have been willing to pay she thought as much, if not more that I thought he was going to formance of the

their good money to view some- of it, than women usually did of faint, but, later on, he got used The curtain had risen, a figure

c];)x;?tglut ;)}fmtge‘:;ir;iliin:n'(yét 'J*htg: ;}?- {.hoir1 paint a,?d ]now}der. Herl‘ :geit,gillringﬂ';gv7gfcasign3vgg V:L’Iel 1:)51‘21(1 had walked out escorted by an
Uy < - nost o e beard was natural and measured . 53 razor. € X

crowd, made a dash for the en- cleven and a half inches from fashioned, straight one, too—mnot eloquent attendant who apparently

trance. Inside he browsed around. chin to tip. a safety.’ was working the wires attached

L]

Continued from Front Page.

Scholes won the Diamond Sculls
for Canada. Colonel Pat secured a
drag on which the team was
driven to Henley to witness the
race and the boys deelared that his
luck had something to do with the
glorious result. That was a record
year for Canada, the classics in
both the shooting and the rowing
world coming our way.”

]P)ERRY was accorded a wonder-
ful ovation on his reteurn.
The crowds which greested him
in Montreal, Toronto and Van-
couver had been equalled before
only on Pretoria Day. Toronto
gave him a case of silver in re-
cognition of the honor he had
brought to his birthplace. He was
the recipient of various other val-
uable presents and after reaching
his adopted home on the Pacific

Coast he secured a bride, as well
as a.home for her for the people
of Vancouver presented him with
a residence. He was appointed to
a position in the Customs Service
which permitted him to continue
his shooting but he has been un-
successful in subsequent efforts to
duplicate his triumph at Bisley.
Seven years elapsed before Can-
ada produced her third Bisley
hero in 1911, in the person of
the late W. J. Clifford, who was
then a private in the Royal Gren-
adiers and by a coincidence his
home was on Lippincott Street,
the same thoroughfare on which
Perry had resided in Toronto.
Clifford was born in Brampton
and went to school in Richmond
Hill prior to making his home in
the city. He died in France while
serving his country. Early in the
war he enlisted in the infantry
and subsequently transferred to
the Air Force. One day he set
out in an airplane which never
returned. Clifford’s success at
Bisley eclipsed that of both Hay-
hurst and Perry for in addition

to winning the King’s Prize he
captured the Prince of Wales
Prize, a double feat unique in the
annals of the National Rifle As-
sociation. ' It was his second visit
to Bisley he having been ! on the
Canadian team in the previous
vear when he had to leave a bride
of three weeks in order to make

the trip. In/ the yeéar he tri-
umphed he left his young wife
at home with a baby son four

weeks old. He took hig shooting
very seriously following it along
scientific lines and using a gun
sight of his own invention which
was afterwards adopted by many.
‘When he was being congratulated
by the late Karl Kitchener that
great soldier remarked jocularly
to the members of 'the cheering
Canadian team, “If you have any,
more Canadians like this man at
home, we shall have to bar them
out of the country.”

LIFFORD captured the King's

Prize by a margin of six points
over Sergeant Ommundson, of the
Queen’s Kdinburgh corps, a for-
mer winner of the high honor
and regarded as the most for-
midable marksman at the big
meeting. The late Lord Kitchener
accompanied by Lord Cheyles-
more were most interested spec-
tators of the victor's final shots
and were the first to congratu-
late him. ’I‘hen\he was crowned
with a wreath of maple leaves
and chaired around the commons
while the band played “See ithe
Conquering . Hero Comes."”” That
year at Bisley was marked by
three weeks of blazing hot wea-
ther with jno rain but it is re-

called that Clifford used a water-
proof coat all the time he was
shooting on the ranges. When he
returned to Toronto the whole
city turned out to do him honor
and among the gifts he received
was a cabinet of silver from the
municipality. While this year’s
Bisley team was in England the
commandant, Major Streight, took
charge of two rifles which had

+ both

‘year

belonged to Clifford and brought
them home to hand to, his rela-
tives here.

‘anada
40 long to welcome
winner of the King’'s
William,_ A. Hawkins brought it
home to Toronto in 1913. He was
at that time a private in the 48th
Highlanders and it was his first
vear at Bisley. For several years
he had demonstrated proficiency
at the ranges but had about de-
cided to abandon shooting when
he made the Bisley team through
being the seventh mname in the
waliting list, Perry was on the
team again that year. Hawkins
is ‘andther Canadian, his birth-
place being Orono, Ontario, but
he has made hig, home in Toronto
since youth. He is probably the
most widely known = Canadian
marksman to-day for heé has been
a consistent follower of the game
with much success combining
¢lever shooting with a pleasing
personality and making many
friends. 'This year's team claim-
ed him as a valuable member
for his own sake and the
fact that he contributed much the
largest amount of individual win-
ningg to the pool which it is the
custom to share amongst all mem-
bers: of the team. At Bisley this
the Prince of Wales chatted
with him sociably noting with
much pleasure that he had ‘“won
father’s medal” eleven years be-
fore. The circumstances of Haw-
kins' victory were recalled co-in-
cident with the success of Des-
mond Burke. Hawkins won the
King’s Prize by one point over
the next high competitor, Fenby,
an Englishman when it was con-
sidered that the man who would
require the most beating was the
renowned Sergeant Ommundson,
the gold medalist who was- beaten
by Clifford. It was not until the
shooting reached the third stage
that Hawkinsg pulled into first
place. At -a critical! juncture a
kindly Awustralian who was a vet-
eran marksman coached him and
urged that he should alter his
elevation by five degrees. Haw-
kins was inclined to disagree and
compromised by altering it three
degrees but he could get only

did not have to wait
her fourth
Prize for

Jdays,”

CANADA’S FIVE KING’S PRIZE MEN

a magpie, so he altered it to five
for 'the final shot, the bull’s eye
that meant victory by the slight
margin. Lord Cheylesmore, Gen.
Sir Douglas Haig, afterwards som-
mander in chief of the British
forces, and Earl Waldergrave con-
gratulated him ere he was chaired
in triumph around the camps. This
vear he was!a leader in ehairing
his young countryman, Burke.

ORONTO went wild once more,
over Hawking’ return. In
Montreal the late Sir Wilfred Lau-
rier, then Premier, personally con-
gratulated him and the citizens
accorded him a fine welcome but
when he reached Toronto he was
lionized in the manner meant by
those who refer to the ‘good old
many organizations turn-
ing out in procession. He, too,
was the recipient of costly gifts
including a home and a place was
secured for him in His Majesty’s
Customs at Toronto, which he still
occupies.

Of Desmond Burke, the fifth
winner of the King’'s Prize, much
has been written in the past few
weeks., Notwithstanding an ex-
tended season of lionizing calcu-
lated to have an unsteadying ef-
fect' upon the nerves of any
marksman he has been shooting
well since hig return and he has
qualified for a place on the Bisley
team of 1925. Amongst the re-
wards from his fellow citizens
for bringing honor to all Canada
is a guarantee of the wherewith-
al to see him through a univer-
sity course so the young man will
continue at school for a few years.
His head has not been turned by
the compliments he received from
tHe Prince of Wales, the ovation
which he was accorded at Bisley
as described by the team ad-
jutant Capt. Crighton, in a recent
issue of the Sunday World, nor
the warmth and volume of his
reception everywhere he has been
since he came back to Canada.
Who knows but that he might re-
peat \a.t Bisley next year and thus
establish a much to be desired
record?

“The Bearded Lady” does not approve

of bobbed-hair. She is now living with

her second husband.

Bobette’s chances be for even a first

husband if she were adorned with a
beard 11 1-2 inches long?

What would the

When the Sunday World pho-
tographer reached the C. N. E.
grounds- it looked like even-
money betting that the head of
“The Long Haired Canaki,” the
[ireeater from the New He-
brides (on right), would @ be
decorating a pole within a few
minutes. Chief Amok, the
Bantos Head-Hunter (on left),
was “all set” to operate with
a weapon which might have
seen service in an adjacent
hamburger steak booth. Homi-
cide however, was happily
averted and the Canaki is still
using his head to swallow fire,
lift weights and perform a host

Mary Bevan, World's Homeliest

Woman, who esteems domestic

virtues above arts of feminine
“make-up.” \

to the wax figure’s hips. The fig-
ure ascended the platform stiffly,
just as mechanical figures should
ascend platforms, A match was
held before the figure’s eyes. It
blinked not. The attendent pung¢gh-
ed it, shook it, moved it to and
fro. The mechanical outfit did not
even bat an eye. The attendant
turned to address the patrons. The
figufe fell to the floor. It remained

stiff and motionless, not a muscle |

of its face or body moved. ige
must be mechanical.
Then of course, came the de-

' nouement. The figure was a real
man after all. He first conceived
the idea of imitating a mechanical
figure while watching one in a
store window. This figure walk-
ed, sat down, stood up and moved
like' a real/ man. ‘‘“The Miracle
Man” was 'a littte fellow attend-
ing school at that time, and when
asked by the school to contribute
to a concert 'it was staging, gave
his first performance. An eminent
comedian who witnessed his ex-
hibition took him under his wing
and ne has since perfected his im-
itation to such an extent that the

of other impossible feats.

“T AM Henry Boston Burnett,

the jolliest fellow you ever
met. Was born in Prescott, Arkan-
sas, fed corn bread and butter
and milk, Haw, Haw! You think
I am fat! Not at all, just a good-
sized man, that’s all. Six hundred
and ninety four pounds I weigh,
I look like a load of hay, they say,
I am six foot two without my
shoes, and never was known.to
have the blues. I am twenty-nine
years of age, sorry to say have
never been engaged. Have had
proposals frequently, but the
single life is the life for me. I
eat what I want, no more, no less,
and don’'t want to get thin—it’s im-
possible, I guess. I was excess bag-
gage, said Uncle Sam, so I have
decided to stay the way I am. Eat
all I want, be jolly and gay, and
take life easy the rest of my‘ days."

HE four fat persons on' exhibi-

tion together weigh more than
a ton. Two thousand four hun-
dred and fifty four pounds was
their aggregate weight. They all

sleep well and eat better.

‘“Little Emma’” weighs but six
hundred and thirty pounds and
has such a dainty little waist. It
measures but eight feet two
around. She stands four feet eleven
inches high, was born and raised

in Toledo, Ohio, Good luck to
Little Emmal!

“Jolly Maud” another of the
quartet' hails from Galesburg,
Illinois. She weighs five hundred
and sixty-five pounds and has a
forearm that measures two feet
five and a half inches, near the
wrist.  Anyone fond of mental
gymnastics may figure out for
himself how far he could fly if
she ever cut loose with it.

The reporter conceived the idea
that a picture of Jolly Maud strad-
dling a pony would take well. Just
in point of contrast, you know. He
suggested it to her.

“‘But why a pony?” she cried,
just oozing wf{th interest. ‘“Oh!
do bring ‘“Gyp’’, I've always want-
ed to ride “Gyp”, the dear little
thing.” :

" (“The dear little thing”) “Gyp”
is one of the elephants that takes

part in the animal show. It
weighs just slightly under four
tons!

‘“‘Baby Louis” is Louis Kauff, a
bouncing 19-year-old New Orleans
baby boy. He weighs five hun-
dred and sixty-five pounds and is
still growing daily. He claims to
be one wonderful dancer and
makes a considerable|hit with the
ladies. Just imagine him cud-
dling thee up—O fair young thing!
'\ All the fat people are single and
are quite a sensitive lot. They
never go outside the show when
they are on exhibition .in a city,
one of them confided. All wers
engaged by the show when it was
visiting their native town and they
were spectators of @ it. Perhaps
they are afraid someone will kid-
nap them the second time!

1 Y face is my fortune,” said

the pretty maid. That's also .

true of the Homeliest Woman in
the World. 'She confirmed this
herself,

“No, T have no illusions about
any Prince Charming,”

she re-
United States Treasury Depart- ‘e
ment made use of him in its cam- pl'ied £6 8. ausiian. ) il
paign for subscribers to Liberty widow, with four children.” 4
Bonds. He holds the world record “Like to hear the story?” she
for controlling his muscles,  he asked.
says, and can go three hours and “ B gk ’ ’”
twenty minutes without ‘“batting “SlfreSt Hing jBglue, Let.:s go? \
an eye.” Besides, he holds the ‘When my husband died in

world’s record of twelve feet for
a fall without ‘turning a hair.”
(O)F course the C.N.E. Midway

had its fat people. Every mid-~
way does. They grow a trifle stale _
with a too frequent repetition of
their ‘display of superfluous flesh

but everybody loves a fat man.
The Sunday World reporter did,
too, so in he went!

“Big  Boss Henry’’ in other
words Henry Boston Burnett who
weights 694 pounds and measures
six feet, seven inches around the
waist tells his own story.

London, England, six years ago; I
was alone with four little kiddies
to feed, clothe and educate. I se-
cured employment in one of Lon-
don’s many factories, and for a
yvear managed to make things go
somehow.”

Mary told of how her boss at
the factory, knowing of a contest
the London Daily Mail was staging
at that time to determine just
\who was the ugliest woman in the
world, persuaded her to enter it

on a dare. Her boss thought that
with her more than distinctive
profile she stood a good chance

Continued on Page Twenty-seven.
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C?'hamp‘ion Pedestrian From Yorkshire

- Thinks Nothing of 25-Mile ““Saunter’’;

Knows Toronto Better Than Major

John Holroyd-Also Has Re-- E

markable Knowledge of
{3 the Calendar,

e

By ELTON JOHNSON.
THERE came to live in Toronto

not so long ago a gentleman
and his wife from Huddersfield.”
Yorkshire, And in the short time
since his arrival, John Holroyd
has come to know this city far
better . than nine-tenths of the
citizens who have lived here all
their lives.
A\,For Mr. Holroyd is a walker—
not by vocation but by avocation.
Hardly had he and his wife
stepped off the train and taken

residence on Indian Trail, High
Park, than he began/to explore
Toronto—on foot.

Mr. Holroyd doesn’t simply

{axﬁe a little jaunt around High
Park. Oh, no—he starts off quietly
and walks down through the Park

to Sunnyside, along the Boule-
Vardisand: /then ' upy to' /King
street. By the  time. he has

reached Yonge street, he is just
reginning to find his legs.
1.Up Yonge street he goes, at a

);il;isk walk but with ‘observing
fjf;{es. Up and up he goes, past
Jpllege, ' Bloor, St. Clair ahd

Englinton. How disdainfully he
lopoks at the lazy folk who gaze
at him from the T. T. C. car win-
deows!

. When he reaches the end of
the' car line in North Toronto, he
decides it is about time. to think
of  going home. Not that he’s
tined—it is just as well, for he'’s
a long, long way from home.

}g{;{e retraces his  steps down
Yonge street and walks west on
St.. Clair Avenue till he reaches
Runnymede, and then a few min-
utes more and he’s home on Indian
Trail, telling his wife what a fine
city' . Toronto is.and what a nice
little walk he has had.

e) course, Mr. Holroyd do:ésn’t
\

/take quite as long a walk
every day. That particular jaunt
isu-about twenty-five miles long.

But for his first month and a
half in Toronto, he averaged fif-
teen miles a day. Then he took
A, position with a departmental
store and he has had to confine
his walking to the evening. Tired
as . he is after a hard day’'s work,
heé still must take his three or
four mile constitutional.

Mr. Holroyd has never made a
cent by his walking proclivities,
bit he was known to Yorkshire
residents as one of the champion
walkers of England. A few years
ago, he walked from Huddersfield
to Land’s End, a distance of 882
miles. He took his time about
it, and did the distance in 33
day’s, 9 hours and 35 minutes.

On his watch chain, Mr. Hol-
royd wears a medal presented
him by his admirers after this in-
teresting feat. 7

MR. HOLROYD has another
52 hobby besides walking—and

that's remembering dates and
facts., 'This Englishman has never

forgotten anything he has learned

JOHN HOLROYD.

by heart—and he has learned the

most amazing and complicated
things.
If you tell Mr. Holroyd you

were born on May 21st, 1897—
he will tell you in a flash of a
second that your natal day was
a Friday. You can’t stump him
—he knows the calendar front-
ways, backwards., sideways and
up and down.

It has all been a question of
studying rows and rows of dates.
His mind is crammed with them
and he never get$ mixed up. He

knows what day of the week
every date has fallen since the
birth of Ghrist and before that.

All the changes in the calendar
made during the last 5,000 years
ot so do not affect his ability to
give you correct days and dates.
He knows more about the calen-
dars of history than probably any
other man in' Toronto.

In his native town of Hudders-
field, he knew the birthday of a
thousand or more of the resi-
dents. Every: morning he could
tell a friend the names of those
residents who were celebrating
their birthday that day.

ALT_HOUGH he has been in To-
ronto only a short while, he
is already developing his knowl-
edge of the natal days of our
leading citizens.

\ He does it this way—he has
a note book with 365 pages, one
for every day in the year, When-

ever he) hears of a local man or
woman who is celebrating -his or
her birthday, he jots it down

in his noteboolk.

'or example, if John Jone's
birthday is on August 25th. he
writes the name ‘'‘John Jones” on
the page allotted to August 25th.
He will soon. have three or four
names. on every page and is
learning them by heart.

It won’t be long. he hopes, be-
fore he can, in Toronto, equal his
Huddersfield record.

\The next time
Holroyd say to him:

“This is August 20th’”’ (or what-
ever date it . is). ‘Tell me’ the
names of some of Toronto's resi-
dents who are celebrating their
birthday to-day.” :

And without a second’s hesi-

you see Mr.

aec
1

: Hobbiés of Toronto Men

DAVE SPENCE; M.P.

{

» LUEBERRIES are the hobby of Dave
Parkdale in the House of Commons.

he loves blueberries for themselves alone.

:hat being his business,

Years ago the late Bob Gamey launched him upon this hobby.

Spence,
An authority on most fruits

Mr

representative of

Gamey extolled the virtues of the abundance of blueberries of Mani-

toulin and the mainland up that way.

Mr. Spence became acquainted

with them at first hand and has been their ardent admirer ever since.
. For a long time he has been known among his intimates as the ‘“Blue-
berry King.”” He is said to be happiest when he holds a basket of
blueberries in one hand and is allowing the fruit to roll around the

palm of the other hand.
ig the most hardened of sinners.
fblueberries. in the hereafter.

habits and delights to tell all about it.

i

e /

To his mind the careless packer of blueberries
with no hope of any association with

He has studied the blueberry and its

American’ Writer

off the
perhaps

tation, he will reel you
names of three or four,
five or six, Toronto folk who are
marking that day another mile-
stone in their lives’ progress.

Truly, a remarkable man is Mr.
Holroyd, late of Huddersfield;
England.

Hon. Chas. Dunning
Pounds Sand Again

Visits Foundry in  England
Where He Worked as
Lad.

"H“VVENTY-ONE years ago “Char-
ley’” Dunning, a Leicester
foundry lad, went to Canada with

only £2 in his pocket. The other
day he went back as the Hon.
Charles A. Dunning, Prime Min-

ister of the Province of Saskatche-
wan and one of Canada’s ablest
men.

‘“This is a big contrast to my
departure,” Mr. Dunning remark-
ed as he stepped from his first-
class carriage, ‘‘for when I went
out I traveled steerage!”

Mr. Dunning visited the foundry
where he worked as an apprentice,
took his coat off, and set about
filling a mould with sand and
ramming it down. ‘It doesn’t seem -
so hard as it- used to do,” was
his comment.

The present-day apprentices
didn’t believe him, but they cheer-
ed no less heartily!

Born SaméDay as
Prince of Wales

Declares His
Likeness Ceases There.

Hh‘ one were to step on to the
magic carpet made famous in

the Arabian Nights and visit the
far corners of the world, there
could be nothing to outdazzle the
record of Norman Reilly Raine,
author of many stories. He writes:
“I was born in Wilkes-Barre on
the same day on which Edward,
the Prince of Wales, was born in
England, which point our

mutual interests diverge. The ac-
quirement of knowledge was in-
terrupted, or supplemented, per-
haps, by several trips to the Old
World between the ageg of one
and twelve years, to which early
depravity I owe my present love
of roaming. Educated in the
United States and England. The
years immediately preceding 1914
found me a newspaper reporter
on. Buffalo, papers until the Big
Story broke in August and T
donned a Canadian uniform. Was
given a commission on the field
and walked the chalkline of ele-
mental emotions for nearly five
hectic years, during actlons at
Ypres, the Somme, Vimy Ridge,
Passchendaele, Amiens, Arras and
subsidiary = engagements. After
demobilization at . Moronto: i In
March, 1919, the seed of my
youthful voyagings came into ac-
tive germination and bore success-
ful fruit, for since that time I
have covered most of the globe.

JUDGE HELD RECORD
AS SLAYER'S COUNSEL

HT has lately been remarked of

Mr. Justice Avory, who presided
over two recent sensational trials,
in England, that he ‘“‘jokes wi’
deefeculty.” This is a mistake. Mr.
Justice Avory is a stern judge, but
he has a keen wit which he ex-
ercises mercilessly! When he was
a K. C., a criminal once leaned
on the dock rail while he listen-
ed with a troubled expression to a
very uncomplimentary descrip-
tion by Mr. Avory (as he then was)
of his character and record. The
man in the dock interrupted at last
with, “You will be accusing me of
murder next.” Counsel” stopped,
turned over a few papers which
lay in front of him, and then, in
his cold, matter-of-fact manner,
said, *“To which murder do you
refer? I have here particulars
of three in which it is said you
have been concerned.” For the
rest of the hearing the prisoner
remained silent.

Before he became a judge, Mr.
Justice Avory was said to have
defended more murderers than
any other man living.

ACTOR DISCOVERS

from

SAW A MILLION
BUFFALO WHERE

Y (ITY IS TO-DAY

Clol, James Walker Recalls

Adventures in Karly
Days of West.

OLONEL JAMES WALKER,
of Calgary. one of the first
members of the Royal Northwest
Mounted Police, ‘has gone to
Scotland for the season. He has
been connected with the Canadian
militia since 1866, and even now
is attached in an honorary capac-
ity to the 15th Light Horse and
the 2nd Canadian Mounted Rifles.
‘He recalls many picturesque
and exciting incidents of his ser-
vice on the prairies.

“One morning, while in the
Cyprus ‘Hills, near where the city
of Medicine Hat now stands,”” he
said, ‘“Colonel French and I stood
down on

on a rise and looked

herds of buffaloes, a million heald

of them at least.” i
OLONEL WALKER, who had
under him as an | officer

Jeffrey Dickens, the \ son of

Charles Dickens, the novelist,

was one of the men of the force
who .made the first great trek
across the western prairies.

“There were no railways in
those days and few trails.” said
Colonel Walker, ‘‘and it was no

transport eighty
wagon loads of equipment across
trackless country, not to mention
300 half-controllable horses.
. We had a hard time of it, with
the scarcity of water and fuel.
The buffaloes were numerous.
Sometimes they stampeded across
our trail, and to save men ahd
horses we had to throw our trans-
port wagons in their path. A
“The Indians did not trou-
ble us much, though once or
twice they threatened to get out

easy task to

of hand. Our duty was to pro-
tect them from American whis-
key runners—‘'bad men,’ they
were called. The (Indians  soon

realized that we were for and not °
against them. '

‘““As for houses, except a Hud-
son Bay fort or two, we did not
see one for four months.

“It is a different tale now. On
my way to Montreal I passéd
through Winnipeg and other
great western cities, traveled on
a luxurious\ train over country
which I ‘rode across _tired and
hungry fifty years before, and
saw thousands of acres of wheat-
lands where there had been only
prairie grass.” &

Inaiian Woman Aids
Mothers of Her Race

A new departure in Indiamn wel-
fare work, has been undertaken
by the State of Nebraska. Mrs.
Addier Boucher, a full blooded
Sioux woman, who also is a grad-
uate nurse, has been assigned to
work among the Indian women on
all of the reservations in the
State. She is to operate under
the provisions of the Sheppard-
Towner Maternity Act.

Her work will be to consult
with Indian women and advise
them on all problems relating to

maternity, care of mothers be-
fore birth, and the care of chil-
dren after. e

She took a special course in the
Illinois Training School at Chi-
cago.

" A NEW “FRETWORK> BRIDGE IS HOBBY _
O T OF MME JERITZA o S an artist, Mrs. Knowles has

ERE is an amusing new story

of @y P Huntley,  ithe
English comedian. To the stage
doorkeeper at the Gaiety Theatre
he said mnot long ago, “Do you
know, my favorite hobby is fret-
work.” ‘“Really, Mr. Huntley, I

didn’'t know that,” was the reply.
“Yes,” answered Huntley, “I work
on Monday and fret all the rest of
the week.”

UNCOMMON TROUSERS.

The grammar lesson proceeded
smoothly enough until the teacher
asked a small boy what kind of a
noun ‘‘trousers” was.

‘“It's an uncommon noun,” was
the reply, ‘‘because it's singular
at the top and plural at the bot-
tom.”"—Good Hardware. /

‘“M LOVE to play any kind of cards
but bridge is my weakness,”
says Mrs. Marie Jeritza, the Met-
ropolitan Opera star. Every New
Year, I make a resolution to quit
playing ecards; but I break #t be-
fore a week passes by. It is real
relaxation for me. I am lucky
at cards, too.
“But then I have other hobbies:
I love riding, walking, swimming,
automobiling, and, tennis. I 1liké&
walking best because it refreshes
me most and gives me an appetite.
Automobiling I prefer in the open
country where I have natural sur-
roundings and no traffic interfer-
ence. But nothing can be com-
pared to ocean bathing on-a hot
summer day.” 3

j

- personality,

" important societies

men Painters

B. HAREK.

By IRENE
O.series of sketches of Toronto
women artists would be com-

plete without the name of Eliza-
beth A. MacGillivray Knowles. Al-
though other cities are « claiming
her art and her personality, To-
ronto, she will assure you, will al-
'Ways( be home to her, and she
spends here every moment pos-
sible,. Those who had the plea-
sure of spending delightful hours
at the Knowles studio on Bloor
Street some years ago, when these
artists gathered about them the
brightest lights in art, music and
literature, will find those gatheg-
ings hard to forget.

Wherever Mrs. Knowles so-
journs, be it New York or Boston,
or the smaller cities of Ontario or
Quebec, the same happy tales are
wafted. back to us of the hospital-
ity of this gifted woman artist.
And gifted she is and original be-
yvond a great many talented wo-
men.

HE has been called the Rosa

Bonheur of the barn yard, and
a very apt title it is, for her studies
of the gaily feathered fowl are
well known, both in Canada and

the United States, not only for
their « delightful originality, but
for their piquant understanding

of characteristics of the valiant
cock and the more sober hen and
chickens. And this unique talent
for transferring ' the ‘very nature
of the feathered tribes to canvas
has ‘been < no accident. Mrs.
Knowles is an ardent student of
her models.. She will sit for hours |
studying them, busy with their
various very important occupa-
tions—for what could be more im-
portant than ghe doings of the
hens and cocks and chicks, as you
will soon realize if you will watch'
their preoccupied air of serious
undertaking. And she has caught
these characteristics and im-
mortalized them. To her a hen
is ot merely a hen—it is a living
each one different
from the other, and displaying a
special ¢harm of its own. ' The
“Lord of the Barnyard’ struts be-
fore her eyes and she catches the
thought in his quaint mind and
mirrors it again for her onlookers.

AND what is the result? Ex-
quisite\little pictures, many

-of them miniatures, painted with

all the care and precision of the
artist. who paints tiny portraits
perfect in every detail. Quite un-
like the portrait miniature paint-
er, she cannot persuade her models
te pose for her, so she has to study
them, and then with splendid
technique and imaginative charm.
She paints the feathered tribe with
true understanding and keen art--
istic ability. Little. life-stories
they are too, and full of poetry,
such as ‘“‘Maternal Cares,” with a
typical motherly old hen fussing
over a brood of chicks; “In Dur--*
ance Vile”, a charming little color

‘study of a disgruntled cock, the
feathers drooping disconsolately;

and ‘{The Bully”, a character study
of farm life.

Mrs. Knowles has become ex-
ceedingly well known across the
border, where she has been Signal-
ly’ honored by some of the most
in America,
having been made a member of
the, National Association of Wo-
of New York, the
Washington Water Color Club, the
Pennsylvanian Society of Miniature
Painters of Philadelphia, and the
Brooklyn Society of Women Paint-
ers, as well as having been elected
tosvy theif i Gamnt,’ Siars *clubs: of
Canadian waomen in New York
(business and professional) which
has been lately formed.
ALTHOUGH Mrs.

made a distinct specialty of
her dramatic little miniature pic-
tures of the barnyard, she is equal-
ly at heme with all’ nature, her
tree  studies Dbeing delightfully
treated. Her pictures, both large
and small, have been widely pur-
chased both in Canada and the
United States, and are included in
many notable collections.

No important exhibition in Can-
ada is complete, without at least
one of her poetic conceptions.

Mrs. Knowles comes from a dis-
tinguished South of England
family—the Beeches, of Oakley
Hall, and on her mother's side is
a descendant of the Dyde family,
famous for their scholarly attain-
ments, as well as their military
achievements.

Knowles has

had a thorough artistie edu--
cation and has had the privilege
of study under her husband, Mr.
MacGillivray Knowles. Her friends
know her also as an excellent
musician, but she has concentrat-
ed so completely upon her paint-
ing that the general public know
her best through it. Mrs. Knowles,
with her artist husbangd, is spend-
ing. the summer in Wiarton, teach-
ing and sketching, and in the near
future expects to hold an exhibi-
tion of her work in Toronto.

THE SUBJECT OF PETTING.
Girl: I can't agree ‘with you on
the subject of petting.
Guy: How I wish we could get
together on that subject!—very-
body’'s Magazine.

.

NO.

14-—MRS. MACGILLIVRAY KNOWLES.

s

James

“holiday.

“You Go See Boss Woman,”’
Was Answer of Wily
'Seeker of Jobs.

By P. W. LUCE.

HOUGH he has been trying
it hard for many years, H. H.
Stevens, member of Parligament
for Vancouver Centre has' not
vet succeeded in getting his east-
ern colleagues to recognize the
Oriental menace in British Co-
lumbia. No man ‘who has not
come into intimate contact with
Chinese, Japanese and Hindus,
secems’able to realize how diffi-
cult it is to keep these Asiatics
from getting what they are after.

To illustrate this point., Mr.
Stevens tells the story ‘of a friend
who found a tall, bearded Sikh at
his garden gate as he was leaving
tfor the city one Summer moxlning.

The Sikh bowed ceremoniously,
waved his hand comprehensively
to include every vegetable patch
in the garden, then made his of-
fer in these words:

“I scrape wa, fix um, turn um
over; clean . caterpillars, scrape
um;: water all; out um weeds:;
cit um ' hedges, and . fix all and

cverything.” . )

The householder declined the
offer most emphatically, shooed
the Sikh from his domain and

went his way to business.
ETURNING in the evening,
he found the Sikh busy ' in
the strawberry patch, cheerfully
killing caterpillars. The remain-
der of the garden was clean of
weeds and trimmed to perfection.
‘““What the deuce are yvou doing

here?” _asked the householder.
“I most /[distinctly "“iteld yvou: T
didn’t want you around the place.”

Without looking up, or even
stopping in his efficient labors,
the Sikh clarified the situation in
a few words, pregnant of mean-
ing to every married man:

“You go inside house: sgee
boss womsn!’ *

The explanation éf the “boss
woman”’ was quite simple and

most convinecing.

“I/thought we might as well
get the job done first as last,”
she said. “You know quite well
you'll never get around to it this
side of Christmas. So long as the

garden remained in that state,

1'd have had a dozen Chinks,
Japs®* and Hindus at the back
door every day asking for the
Jobssar By . the way, dear, I'll
need two, dollars to pay the
Sikh.” .

A DEPUTY ORGANIST
AT 9 YEARS OF ACE

IR HENRY WOOD, the famous
conductor, who is said to be
thinking of retiring from the con-
ductorship of the promenade con-:
certs at Queen’'s Hall, London, was
a musical prodigy. He was deputy
organist in a city church at nine
yvears of age, and he gave organ
recitals at the Fisheries Exhibi-
tion in 1883, when he was 13. At
18 he was a song-writer; at 19 he
was a conductor, and in this ca-
pacity has won fame. g
It was in 1897 that the 28-year-
old Henry Wood started the prom-
enade concerts, and frorh that day
to this they have gone on with
ever-increasing success.
Sir Henry’s first wife, who died

.in 1909, was a Russian Princess.

, “The Beautiful

Diplomatic Sikh Gardener Was 5

- A Match For H. H. Stevens, M.P.

DUCHESS’ HOBBY IS

COSTLY X-RAY WORK

-RAY work is not a hobby mahy
would choose, but the Duchess
of Bedford has practiseéd it with
success, at a cost of many thous-
ands of pounds, for the. past ten
years. The Duchess in in charge
of an X-ray department in a hos-
pital at Woburn built by herself
twenty years ago. She frequently
helps at operations.

Incidentally, the duchess is one
of the most notable sportswomen.
She can handle a horse, a rod, or
a gun as well as most men. - An-
other of her accomplishments is
that she has an extraordinary in-
fluence over wild animals.

HELD BEAM UNAIDED

HAS WAGED WAR

ON FIRE DEHON
FOR 60 YEARS

Latimer, Ottawa,
78, Holds Record ag-
World's Oldest | Firge
fighter.

“T OVE your work,” is the maxima

of Inspector James Latimer, of
the Ottawa Fire Department, who
celebrated his 60th year of service
as/ a fireman this week and whao
proudly claims the world’s record
of beinig the oldest firefighter in
the world.

Hale and hearty at the age of 78
yvears, Latimer still answers the
fire gong, and despite his age’ he
is irrepressible when a bhig blaze

breaks. He is continually on the
job and literally sleeps in his uni-
form. Inspector Latimer joined

the Ottawa Fire Department in
1864, finding the life of a shoe-
maker too prosaic. He has li\'e({
a life' of action and is still \going
strong.
H’,[‘ IS said that Latimer’ wears
the fireman’s uniform :even'
when he is out of Ottawa on a
Fighting fires is meat
and drink to him. “Do I advise
young ‘men to be firemen?” said
the veteran firefighter. ‘“No, un-
less they are keeh, as the life is
a hard one and if a man is yellow
it will be soon be found out.”
Inspector Latimer left Ottawa
for California about 50 years ago.
A fire broke out at Bateluma .Cal.,
where he lived. “Somehow or
other the flames attracted me,”
he said, ‘“‘and before long theﬂz
hired me to be fire chief.” TLati-
mer said that fires had an unac-
countable attraction for him and
somehow they seemed to chal-
lenge him.

E returned to Canada in 1879
and rejoined the fire depart-
ment, and since then has been con-

tinually en the job. He is one of
the finest looking men in the de-
partment. Straight™ as a whip,
clear-eyed, keen of hearing ‘and
mind, he gives the impression of

an age much younger than he
really is. )
ITnspector Latimer is known

throughout” Ontario as: being one
of the most courageous fire-fight-
ers in the Dominien. He:is ex-
ceptionally proud of his family's
record in various wars. He served .
in the Fenian Raids, one of his
sons served both in the South Af-
rican and Great Wars, and four
of his grandsons served in France
with the Canadian Expeditionary
Forces. Two paid the supreme
sacrifice and two were severely
wounded.

TO SAVE CHILDREN SCIENTIST'S HELP

ATS off to Mrs Langley, of

Waterloo, Ashton-under-Lyne,
England, a woman of supreme
courage! A short time ago Mrs.
Langley, who .is the wife of
a cotton operative, held up a
heavy beam for twenty minutes
trying to save her chldren

the roof of their house collapsed
at midnight.

Mrs. Langley and two of her
boys were seriously injured, and
her husband and two other boys

had narrow escapes. Yet if it had
not been for this self-sacrificing
mother the accident might have
been a tragedy.

when

PROVED UNTIMELY

STORY is told concerning M.
A. P. Trotter, the electrical
scientist, that he was once lunch-
ing with a friend at the Athenae-

um Club. As he approached the
table Mr. Trotter exclaimed, “I
will never again help on any-

one with his coat.” When asked
the reason for this sudden resolu-
tion, he replied: “A few minutes
ago I saw an old gentleman strug-
gling with his coat, so I helped
him| on with it, when he turned
round and said, so sweetly, “Thank
you so very much, but'l was try-
ing toitake itioff.’?

[

Noted Author’s Fair Wife -

MRS. F. SCOTT FITZGERALD,
beautiful wife of 'the noted writer, who was the inspiration for his novel,

and

Damned,” a book that has received considerable

comment sjncq its first appearance. Mrs. Fitzgerald is the heroine of
the story. She is shownA here in a charming photo taken at her summer
home at Great Neck, L. I., with her pet dog.
#

/
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Physically Backward Children Gain Health
While Studying at Open Air Schools in Parks 20 YEARS AG0
| WERE BY BIKE Poor womans Efforts Avait

“Trees Are Walls of Class
Rooms and Sky is Ceiling

. —Birds and = Squirrels
Visitors.
By H. R. C.

HO wouldn’t love to attend
school in the woods with the
birds and squirrels as visitors;
with trees to gaze upon in place
of bare walls, and with the blue
lsky as celling? Children like to
‘read about such things in fairy--
tales, and delight in them as un-
realities.

Two such schools actually exist
in Toronto during the summer;
High Park School dnd Victoria
Park School. Both are well at-
tended. Here happy youngsters of
all ages attend from 9 a.m. to 4
p.m. for six days in the week. In
gazing into their ruddy faces one
would scarcely believe that they
are children of poor health 'who
are unable to attend regularly at
day. school throughout the year.
The teachers’ do not insist on too
close application to studies, for
health is stressed more than book
knowledge.

The desks are arranged in rows
right out in the open. The classes
are not close together, however,
and there is no noise or confusion.
‘Writing is the first daily lesson.
This is followed by an easier one
in which every ‘pupll consumes a
bottle of milk. More lessons, then
a play hour.

N afternoon sleep is encour-

aged. Clean white cots are
there, and the children must all lie
still for two hours before con-
tinuing the day’s lessons.

For the play hour there are
swings, both natural and artificial.
Most of the ‘wee tots prefer na-
ture’s swings—and great times
they have on the swaying branches.

“You certainly keep good order
here. Perhaps that’s because you
don’t spare the rod?” I suggested
to the principal of one school.

An attentive class at High Park open air school. \

In the afternoons the children have a short sleep in individual cots.

‘“We keep no strap and inflict
no corpqral punishment,” he re-

_plied proudly.

Think of that! The discipline
was excellent, yet no c¢hild had
to be reprimanded. ;

“I: maintain  good iorder. ‘hy
means of a f‘credit’ system,’”’ ' he
went  on: “Hach ', child | gains
merit by doing good. I do not

~ Penmanship Expert One

S
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J. A. Baker, Master. Scribe, H

as Had a Stand oh Yonge

Street 32 Years—And His Art is Still Improving.

.

By CLAR O’NEILL,

ORONTO, like

large city, has
famililar downtown street char-
acters. Some of them by regular
appearance in one place become
landmarks, and a few of the rarer
types come to be regarded also as
institutions.

One of these institutional per-
sonalities is J. A. Baker, the pen-
manship expert. Everybody
knows his rendezvous on Yonge
Street, just above Queen. He's
been thereabouts for the past
thitty-two years, winter and sum-

every 'Z)t.her
its quota of

Z

xaer. - If he took a holiday those
wNno go that way daily would feel
less at home. A seemingly neces-
sary part of the surroundings
would be missing.

“I love my work,” Mr. Baker
said to me in the course of a re-
cent chat..““I have been at it all
my  working life. =~ When I was
only seventeen I was employed by
the Board of Education to teach
penmanship in the Toronto Pub-
lic schools, and 1 afterwards
taught in the old Toronto Business
College. And since then I have
been in my present line,”

R. BAKER @ wrote ./ “Sunday
World” ' for me with the
flourish that has adorned thou-

sands of visiting cards penned by

him. He repeated the words sev-
eral times, and comparisons
showed an almost ' machine-like

similarity in, the formation of the
letters. Of ‘course, he ig able to
write severely plain styles, too,
in fact I think He is not balked by
any order in penmanship.

Indeed, he is quite expert at

Of Downtown Landmarks

|

what he calls “Concentrated writ-
ing,” which consists of writing up-
sides down and Backwards at the
same time.
watching.

It is a ‘‘stunt’ worth

4

But he Hoesn't consider that he
knows all that is to be known
about his art. ‘:.[ am  improving
every day,” hel said, proudly.
“That is because I  am always
learning something new in  the
work.”

Mr. Baker is fifty-one years old,
and .attributes his excellent health
and perfect vision to a 'life'of good
habits. He is a member of several
fraternities, and a good ‘“mixer,”
but he doesn’t smoke nor drink.
He is proud of having helped the
police unravel quite a number of
forgery mysteries.

//
s

allow  the element -of fear—a
paralyzing thing to mental growth
—to enter my pupils’ minds. It
would defeat my purpose, which
is to inculcate in each the habit of
self-government and confidence.”

The writer had the pleasure of

listening to a speech delivered by

a iten-year-old  boy. ! He . spoke
clearly and intelligently, was quite
self-possessed, and faced his
youthful audience with the air of

a trained lecturer. !
oW do you handle a child
who rebels against author-

ity ?”’ the principal was asked.
“T consider the case carefully,
I examine his text books, school

R 1
I record and medical history sheet.
"1 give him an

intelligence test.
Very often a fractious child is not
responsible for his acﬁions.”

The dinner bell rang. Every

day is a picnic to the open-air
pupil. Lunch is served in a large
open-air tent. The: squirrels know
the bell, and: come . boldly for
their share of the dainties. Chil-
dren hunted up partners, washed

hands and faces in the ever-flow-
ing trough, and stood in little
groups. Monitors took their places
at the tables ready to serve..

“We're the smiling pupils of
the High Park Forest School,”
they sang, and, at the word of

command, “Mo tables—aquick
march!’”’ away they went in order-
ly procession to their places.

Are open-air schools a ,succeég?
Here is the answer in part: At
Victoria School the average weight
of gain according to Department
records for last summer was .15
pounds, and the greatest individual
gain 19 1-4 pounds. Any school
system = which emphasizes the
development of ‘‘a healthy mind
in a healthy body” cannot fail to
produce wonderful results.

JOYRIDESOF  She Paid the Price That

Weék-Ellders Then Saw

the Country-—Now They
Eat It Up.

By I. L. K.

T was not an uncommon thing
for the whole family to go
driving twenty years ago, even
as to-day. But then, it was a
bicycle that served as the means
of transportation. Sunday was
the great day, and those who did
not own a wheel of their own
rented one at a very low figure
and disported themselves on
country = roads. Riding part§es
usually contented themselves with
just a short jaunt out of the ‘city,
ending with the inevitable picnic
spread. The present time offers a
sharp contrast, when every Sunday
the family packs into the motor
car, often with the intention of
piling up a higher mileage than
the Sunday pefore, and ralsing
the family record another notch.
Sunday = driving  under these
conditions differs in many other
ways from ‘the gentler sport of
two decades ago. Driving, then
meant a slow comfortable speed,
which gave one the opportunity
of observing the country. The
modern week-ender eats it up
in dust form. And what is left
cannot be seen, for it is speeded

bicycle shops used to do
a brisk business renting out
wheels. To-day one has to hunt
high and low for a shop that will
let out a bicycle for a day, and
even then one is assured that he
is being done a great favor, and

is the cause of a tremendous loss

of money in depreciation, etc., to
the proprietor.

ET the bicycle is not alto-
gether disappearing from the
earth. It is too early yet to look
for it as a relic in the museum of
the great god Transportation.
There is still a strong demand for
the wheel and indeed, it possesses
‘advantages now that it never had

before. There is no vehicle more
elusive and more capable of
squeezing itself through heavy

traffic, Triumphantly it will slide
past the motor car at a busy in-
tersection, and there is no niche
. in the city traffic so 'small that
a bicycle may not enter into it.
But the world must have speed,
and the  Dbicycle has, with .the
horse, lost much of its popularity
in favor of faster contrivances.
Maybe an odd one lies neglected
and rusty in a garage,
ghostly body, silently mocking its
modern companion. AR 1
“Look out young fellow, you're
slated for the discard too,” it is
saying in its ghostly way. You're
too 'slow. They’ll be flying in the
air, ten years from now, for their
week-end trips. And then you'll
be allowed to rust too.” 1

\

its slim, .

Heartless

ed Not Against Bitter
Fate.

HE woman hurried along the

street. The rain was stream-
ing down in torrents, but she
seemed heedless of it, and the
hurrying passers-by who brushed
against her on either side.

On her face was an expression
of determination—her lips were
set in a firm line. She had a
mission to accomplish, and she

must see it through.

She had set her hand to the
plough, and she would not look
back., Upon the result of her er-
rand- dependéd much.

If she did not succeed her chil-
dren would have to go hungry.
Those dear litle hands would he
held out to her in vain, pleading
for food with which she could not
provide them.

“No,” she said to herself as she
pushed on and on; “I must suc-
ceed.”

At length she paused before a
door. Over it two words 'were
written:

“This is the place,” she muttered
half aloud. “Soon I shall know
the worst.”

She made a great effort and
crossed the threshold.

ER fatal moment had come.
Bravely she stood facing the

tall, white-robed figure before her.
On his’ face was a smile which
showed in strange contrast to the
strained look on the face of the
woman.

‘“What do you want?” he asked.
“Tell me, and I will do my best.”

She bowed her head. She had
heard those words before. But
she knew that it was more than
possible that her request would
be refused. And, even if it were
not refused, there would be =a
price to pay-—a great price.

“I am doing this for my chil-
dren’s .sake,” she answered, in
low, vibrant tones. ‘‘It is for their
sakes that I have come to ask
vou what I have come to ask. For
myself, T would not do it!”

HE looked beyond the white-

robed man to where: a tall,
dark woman was sitting, a half-

contemptuous smile on her thin,
red lips.  She knew the methods
of the man in white with such
as this suppllant woman. He
might grant her request, but she
would have to pay—pay to the
lagt drop of blood.

\ Still the man stood facing his
visitor; still that same wsinister
smile lurked in his eyes.

The woman stretched out her
hand. \ \

“Have you no heart?” she asked,
a break in her voice. .

‘“No,” he answered curtly. It
was almost as though he rejoiced
in the fact.

‘{‘Not even for the sake of my
little ones?’ she said /appealing-
ly. :

fan Demanded

<&
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This Conny.Wasn ’t
Oxford Graduate

By BONUS.

Recently while riding north in
a Yonge Street car I got into con-
versation with a young English
visitor. He was ' desirous . of,
alighting at Balliol Street, and
asked me to point out the stop
to him.

Just before we reached the
stop the conductor yeHed out
‘“Ba-loi-el,”” strongly accenting
the second syliable.

“There you ave,” I said.

My companion, who had been
listening attentively to the con-
ductor, turned on me a look of
incomprehension and intimated
that I must have made a mis-
take, clinching his contention
with ‘“He didn’t say anything like
Jalliol.”

The Inglishman
first syllable, and
pretty flat. )

At my suggestion we approach-
ed the conductor, but not wuntii
the debated stop had been passed.

“Was that not Balliol?” I
asked, pronouncing the word in
English fashion, in deference to
the stranger, |

“It was Ba-loi-el,” replied the
conductor.

‘I knew you were wrong.” re-
torted the othevr. ‘“‘Doesn’t sound
anything like Balliol.”

Realizing that unless I handled
the matter bluntly the argument
might be protracted to the city
Iimits, ¥ said: “Look here, let's
spell the thing. Isn’t the name of

accented the
his a was

that street B-a-1-1-i-0-127 Aok |

‘“Sure!” ejaculated the conduc-
tor., “Ba-loi-el.” A

The visitor's face assumed a
pained expression, His cheeks
blanched as if he had been bru-
tally struck. It was as. though in
an otherwise friendly country he
had been given a stone when he
asked for bread.

When the doors flew open at
the next stop he steadied him-
self with an obvious effort, but
before alighting he faced the con-
ductor, and in a voice that was
audible all over the car, said
simply  ‘“Baa-le-ol.” I never
realized before how much sting
could be put into a single word.

HERON POSES

FOR PICTURE
AT THE ISLAND

Bird Which Alighted In

City Yard Not Shy of
the Camera.

R. NORMAN W. BYRNE; 31
Main Street Bast, Hamilton,
has sent The Sunday World a

picture 'of the blue heron which
/ he thinks may be the same one

that was recently reported to
have landed in a yard on Rhodes
Avenue, Toronto.

7

"as she took out her purse.

The Blue Heron

4

“No, not even for them.” His
tone was curter still.

Suddenly something seemed to
snap within her.' She had failed
~—failed miserably—and she knew
it

‘“Then give me 2 pound of stew-
ing-steak,” she said to the butcher
Fond
as her children were of sheep’s
heart, they would not be able .to !
have their favorite dinner that
day.

She crossed to the tall, dark
woman in the cash desk and hand-
ed her a coin.

She had failed, but she had paid
the price of her failure.

o Twin Learns That the Captains of Industry

Got Their Education a Long Way From Home

“PMHE wife’s nephew was up to
see me to-day,” I tells “High
Dome” ' Finnegan. :
“What’d he want,” inquires the
old:iside-kicker. [ 'At touch 21
“Nope!” says T “He \ju’st
wanted 'to borrow some advice.’”’

‘“Borrow advice, eh?’” remarks
“High ' Dome.” “T  hopés: you
@&dnlt loan ' him/ none, You'll

never get it back and besides you
won't even get no interest from

him. What'd he wanna know?”
‘‘He  wanted. to know,” I re-
turns, “if he should oughta go to

college or go to work.” <

“Youre a swell guy: to ask
that,” comments Finnegan. (“What
do you know about either?’”’

“What!s . that''got to\do with
it Ak Akinwantyl \to iknow. i E iean
back up this opinion, and that's
all  anybody wants when they
asks for advice, ain’t it?’’

“What’d you tell him?” asks
“High Dome.”

“T told him I’'d think it over,”

says I, ‘“figuring I'd have a talk
with you in the meantimes and,
maybe, by coppering your ideas.’
on the subjects, give him a real
good' hunch.”

‘“How old’s the Kid and what
doest he wanna be 2 inquired
Finnegan.

“HE‘S‘ about' eighteen,” I an-
swers, ‘‘and has got no more

idea of what he wants to be,than
a deaf Zulu Indian has of the
eleventh and thirteenth verses of
the Iinish national anthem. I
has talked to the lad maybe a
dozen times in the last ten years
and ievery time I seen him he’s got
a differeent hunch. From his line
of blah-blah to-day I gets the no-
tion he’s willing to take on a-lotta
dough and a smear of cultures
and’—

“I ‘see,” sneers, ‘High Dome.”
‘“He don’t wanna win the Derby
and be Premier of HEngland, too,
does he?”

‘He could be approached,” I re-
plies. “but, on the square, what do
you think I oughta tell the boy?
The family is\ sorta got a idea
that I should oughta know.”

‘“On the theory, I _suppose,”
says Finnegan, ‘“that not knowing
nothing you ain’t 'got no prejud-
foes2
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‘““‘Nope,” says I. “He just wahted to borrow 'some advice.”r

“That’s probably it,” says 1,
blushing under, the compliments.
“You've seen Harold. What’ll 1
tell him?” . ) A

“Yeh,” returns
‘“I’'ve, gseen him.

“‘High Dome,"”
Let him go to

college—one about a thousand
miles away from home.”
“Why so far,” I asks, ‘“when

they is a good one right in his
home town?”

“MN IKE I told you,” answers

Finnegan. ‘I’'ve seen the
kid and what he needs most is to
learn how  to stand on his
own dogs. The way he siz-
ed up to me he’s been tucked
in the hay every night and his
mamma’s been- kissing the bruise
on his knee. What he needs is a
long stay in some place where
they'll kick bruises on  his knees.
As a matter of facts I thinks it’s
a mistake to send any lad to a
college within five hundred miles
of where he's been brung up.”

“Why?” I wants to know.
‘‘Because,” explains ‘“High

Dome,” ‘“they is only two things
you can learn at college~—how to
think straight and how to get
along with other men, and the
last one’s the best bet of all. Did
you ever notice that the univer-
sity graduates that cleans up after
they gets out ain’t the fellers that
stuck in their rooms and oiled the
midnight burns nor the bobos that
was swell footballers or such., but,
the"” .
“If you cuts out the athletes,”
I interrupts, ‘“‘and the guys that
study real hard, who’s left?”

‘“When you’ve skimmed them
off,” returns Finnegan, ‘you get
the cream.”

‘“Them being?” I asks.
“PMHEM being,’” replies ‘High

Dome,” ‘“‘the babies that was
fairly good at the studies they
liked and rotten in them they
didn’t and who was leaders in
their classes.”

“How do you mean, leaders?” I
puzzles.  ‘“What in?"
? “In leading,” explaing Finne-

gan. ‘‘Like you know, I went to
college a coupla years. It don’t
take you long to find out that cer-
tain boys is got the gift of making
a dozen or twenty other boys fol-
low their lead in anything they

does. They knows what they
wants to do’—
‘What makes you think,” I

cuts in, “that Harold has got them
qualities?””

“I don't know a thing about
him,” says ‘High Dome,” ‘“but
the way to find out is to slap him
among a crowd of strange hoys
two nights’ ride from home, boys
that don’t know what a bearcat
he was In high school and how
much jack his old man is got and
don’t care.”

“I don’t follow you, feller.” says
I. “If he’s got them swell quali-
ties youn is speiling about, why
cant he show ’em around home?”

“For an acre of reasons,” re-
turns Finnegan. “A  boy that
goes to a university near home ig
bound to have a lotta friends in
the same college—bobos that went
tol high school with him, lads that
he played around with and such.
The results is he goes on where he
left off, keeping the same Mals,
dancing around with |\ the same
gals and being petted and pitied
by the same mamma. Everything
is so soft for him that he ain’t got
no reasons for going out and try-
ing to make guys that don't know
him follow hir the which he’d
have to do in real life later on.”

“ATHOUGHT,! (say: I, 1t “was
the boys that studied hard
and didn’t play around.  that

got the persimmons.”

“It all depends on what you
calls persimmons,” replies “High
Dome.” “If you thinks teaching
at $1,600 a year is persimmons or,
being a chemist or a engineer a,t'
$1,800 is the persimmons, then
them’s the bobos that get ’em.

But you gotta remember, bimbo,
that the bjg money in this 1life
don’t go to the booksmart babies:
it goes to the lads that can make
other guys do their stuff.” .\

“I gets your point,” says I, ‘“but
don’t them qualities of leadership

gotta be born in a guy?”

“They do not,”” snaps ‘High
Dome,” ‘They can be developed,
but the chances of developing ’em

is darn sight better away from
home than they is around it. You
can’t imake a king with coddling;
it takes bruises to make a boss
and chafes to make a chief. The
best swimmers is guys that was
thrown into eighteen feet of water
and told to help theirselves out.”

“l ISTEN here,” says I, “We is
supposed to 'be amusing.
Don’t you think our readers Iis
gonna think this is awful serious,
preachy stuff.”
“Maybe,” he admits, ‘but this
is the time of the véar that'folks

is thinking of sending their sons
and daughters to colleges and so
many of them is got the wrong
idea. If a boy or girl of eighteen
or so ain’t to be ! trusted away
from home, they ain’t to be trust-
ed with life,"is they?’’ |

Sl Yeoursald it returns. ‘“What

about a drink?” G
“Where,” inquires “High
Dome.”" ‘‘is the about about it?”

Apparently this is the | bird
which was picked up in the Island
Lagoon two years ago and which
lately has been seen in the city.

~ ful eyes.

A -
‘“The photograph was taken on

"Mr. John McClelland’s lawn at 27

Chippawa Avenue, on Centre Is-
land,” says Mr. Byrne. ‘The
he‘ron has been play:;ing around
all Spring and flew on to the lawn
and then calmly strolled around.
I cornered him by the children’s’
doll house and he let me walk up
and take this picture] after which’

he flew away in his dignified
manner.”

“You will notice, if you look
closely, a bhand on his right leg

just above the foot. It seemed to
have a number Iimpressed on it.:
Two years ago wescaught a baby
heron in the lagoon and turned it
over to the Island authorities, so
perhaps this is the same bird
grown up.”

Mr. Byrne concludes his letter
with  the question ‘“Don’t you
think' he (the heron) has soulful
eyes?”  We eagerly express. .our
opinion in the ‘affirmative. This
bird’s' eyes reflect an intelligently
contented mind. He has the
power’to wend his way far from
these parts, but of his own voli-
tion he prefers to live, move and
have his being in the Logical
Liocation. Of course he has soul-

[How Well Do You Know Toronto?

|

Here is a Toronto street scene.

Do you recognize it? The

Sunday World will pay Two Dollars to the first person who
names correctly the 1ocation shown in this photograph. Replies
must be written and mailed or delivered to the City ' Contest
Editor, The Sunday World, King and Bay Streets, Toronto. No
replies will be considered after Thursday night next. The re-
sults will be announced in the News Section the following Satur-

day.
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Delicious |

HE bright sunlight of
an April morning fell
through the tall,
half-curtained win-
dows directly across
Mr. Wiombold’s break-

s fast table, placed
Just in front of the friendly recess
of the bay window. Outside a rose
garden filled the air with puffs of
perfume that drifted lazily.
through the half-raised sash. The
table .was! set for two, Mr. Wom-
bold ‘having lately formed the
practice of breakfasting with his
secretary, Miss Armitage. At the
master’s place lay the morning pa-

pers neatly folded by Otu, his

man-sérvant.

The room wag empty as Mr,
Wombold entered. He was a tall
man whom accumulated years had
bowed, lean with the fleshlessness
of age, with scant white hair
fringing a high, narrow forehead.
Deep-set eyes full of absent brood-

. ing,  ‘angular features touched
upon their bony prominences with
_a pinkish pallor, a mobile mouth
withered by fime, all served to fix
the impression of a recluse who
had not so much renounced the
world- as wearied of it.~ He was
dressed with care, even daintiness,
vet moved with a large, slow ges-
ture as if accutomed and indif-
ferent to the niceties of attire: In
his hand he held a volume of Mae-
terlinck containing studies of some
recent experiments in psychic re-
search, which he intended ' to
peruse in the garden ‘after break-
fast. ;

Mr. Wombold seated himself at
the table, laid the volume of Mae-
terlinck to one side, and lifted the
newspapers, glancing idly at the
headlines.” As he laid aside the
last one, he noticed beneath it a
small square of cardboard. It was
of the shape, size and texture of
the ordinary business card, and
bore in its centre a curious mono-
gram composed of the letters H
and F. Nothing else appeared on
the card.

Mr. Wombold gazed at it, at
first, with the same abstraction
and indifference with which he
had handled the newspapers; but
the card, as if by some subtle and
impelling attraction, held his gaze
until - it gradually focused, into
, alert eonsciousness. The colorileft
/his face, which sank to the sickly
yellow of old ivory..

A moment later, a stertorous in-
take of air, as if he was regaining
his breath by a=determined mus-
cular effort, sent the blood surg-
ing back into his neck and face.
He rose tremblingly, and violently
pressed the button of an electric
call bell set in the wainscoting at
his side. Otu answered the sum-
mons. ¥ )

“Who has been in here?” Mr.
Wombold demanded, glaring at
the Japanse.

{‘None, sir.””

'““Where have you been.”

“I am attending the preparing
‘fruit at the kitchen.”

“Did: you put those newspapers
here,” \

Yest sip

. “Where did that come from?”
4 He« pointed.  to the card, but
did not touch it. Otu examined
it, 'and shook his head.

bl anots see i it’A ther sajd. - T
doan’ know.”

‘“Where is Miss Armitage?”

“She walk out some lil time.
Back ver’ soon. I guess.”

Mr. Wombold turned from him
with a growl that sent the Jap-
anese scurrying out of the room.
He took up the card very gingerly’
in the fingers 1of one hand and
turned it. over. The under side
ywag blank. He carried’ the card
to the  buffet, where stood a
bronze cigar holder and'ash-tray.

He laid it on the tray and,
lighting a match, held the burn
ing wood to the cardboard till i
was vwholly consumed. Then he
left the room for the lavatory,
where he washed his hands.

When he returned, Miss Armitage

was in her place at the table.
‘“Has any one called here this

‘morning ?”’ "'Wombold asked omit-

ting any preliminary greeting.

“No . one that I know of.”

“I found a-—a business canrd
by my plate. Do you know how
it got there?” .

Miss Armitage drew her pretty
brows into a slight frown of per-
plexity.

‘I am sure I couldn’t tell you,”
she’ said. “I went out to mail
the letters you dictated yesterday
evening, There has been no one
here that T know of.”

Mr. Wombold stepped into the
recess \of the bay window and
looked out over the rose garden.
The sun was warm; the flowers
glistened with ardent life; a linnet
in one of the rose trees caroled

shrilly. It was a most practical '

and reassuring scene. _

As he came bdck to the table,
Otu began serving breakfast. All
the same, a pregccupation so pro-
found settled over Mr. Wombold
that he entirely neglected both
the food and Miss Armitage’s ef-
forts at conversation. Presently
he arose, and, leaving the volume
of ' Maeterlinck behind, sauntered
out into the garden.

Even the full tide of sunlight in
which Mr. / Wombold stood sub-
merged failed to warm him, or to
irradiate the dark flood of recol-

TROUBLED conscience is the magic mirror in whose

depths the image of a wrong lives forever and at the
revivifying touch of memory it springs into life to haunt us, "
and the spectre can only be laid by righting the wrong.

forty years since he had seen that
monogram. Time .and success,
wealth and long undisturbed se-
curity \had given to his sense of
safety a complete finality. It had
taken him some moments even to
remember what the thing was.
Now, in miniature imposed by
the perspective of the years, as if
he looked through a reversed tele-

.scope, he saw again the quaint,

winding streets of the old New
England village, with their; shad-
ing, elms, their board sidewalks,
their raustere, peak-roofed dwell-
ings. 'He saw the little shop un-
der its wooden awning, where two
young men, playfellows and
schoolmates, had bravely started
their first Dbusiness venture as
partypers. . It seemed to him he
could still smelk, above the odor
of the roses, the strange, mingled
aromasg of that dingy interior—
gpices from the tropics, salt fish
that carried the tang of the ocean,
the pungent smell of vinegar, the

“clean perfume of new linens and

calicos.

It had been a store of general
merchandise, and he had been one
of its proud proprietors, His name
had not been Wombold then. The
firm’s initials had been fashioned
into a monogram, whichk had
come to stand as its udistinctive
emblem—almost, one might say,

its trademark. It appeared on its

stationery, in its advertising, on
the sign over the door. It was one
of the many things of which the

young partnerg had been so proud
—*“H” and “F” combined within a

circle.

‘Yes, forty years had passed since
he had seen it.

But for all their pride and all
their gay young confidence, the
firm of Hart and Frazier had not
prospered. It was hard to say
what had been the matter, except
that they were too’ eager, tbo con-
fident, too'daring. They had done
much business, they had handled
large sums,| but they had ‘also ac-
cumulated heavy debts. In the
end, when failure became inevit-
able, they had agreed to turn all
their assets into cash and pay
their creditors pro rata, as much
as possible. Then they would
work together, as comimon labor-
ers, if need be, to settle the bal-
ance.

Part of this program, the liqui-
dation of the assets, had been car-
ried out. Then, one night, Fraz-
ier had disappeared, and with

~~-him had gone all of the firm’s

money. Hart was left to face utter
ruin alone. How he had borne
this betrayal, how he had met the
disaster, how he had struggled to
bear the burden, what life had
held for him, whether indeed he
had lived\ or died, the old man
meditating in the garden did not
know. The night through which
he had fled, driven by the mad re-
bellion of all his youthful hopes
against a premature defeat, had
never lifted, for him, from that
little New England tewn which it
had engulfed. i

Under another name, with the
stolen money as his capital} and

. with the experience gained from

the. failure, in the generous and
fruitful West, fortune had come
to him. By sheer force of will,
later "by habit and at last in very
truth, he had forgotten.

And now, like a strange blast
of air blown out of some cavern-
ous depth of time, had come this
monogram. c

‘Well, reflected the 6ld man, they
would have a merry time trying to
bulldoze :him! He had taken pains,
before he fled from Bracksford,
to ascertain that a partner who
abscbnds with the firm’s agsets
commits no crime. That was why
Hart had been' powerless to pur-

sue him, because he had not had ;

the machinery for the apprehen-
sion of crimingls at his commgnd.
Asg for any civil liability, that Wwas
barred long ago by the statute of
limitations. ‘' Legally, he was im-
mune, hef\could laugh at black-
mailérs.

He elung to this theory of
blackmail. There was something
human, material, normal and un-
derstandable about it. Flesh and
blood men did such things, and
could be dealt with in the flesh. He
was not too old to do battle with
opponents who could be seen and
felt and pointed out. They mere-
ly roused his courajge and stimu-
lated his dormant energies.

The other alternative he refused
to consider, though it was that, he
knew, which made the heat of the
sun so oddly ineffectual. He had
dabbled too much in the preter-
natural, and had cultivated too
far a mystical attitude of mind,
to be oblivious to 'the occult im-
plications of the incident. Such
ideas, he realized, grew on one im-
perceptibly.

He was sorry now that Miss
Armitage had pointed his atten-
tion in the direction of spirituals
ism and psychic 'phenomena,
though when the suggestion was
made, in the period of ennui fol-
lowing his retirement from busi-
ness, he had welcomed it rather
gladly.

HT WAS several days later that
Mr. Wombold, returning from

an afternoon TMrotor ride, found /
Miss Armitage at her desk in the

“A man called to see you while
you were out,” said the secretary.

Mr. Wombold ,glanced at the
card ,she held out but made no,
move to take it., He received the
announcement without any vis-
ible sign of emotion, merely seat-
ing himself heavily and for a mo-
ment staring in silence at the
wall.

“What kind of a man was he?”

he asked, when he had mastered
the contraction in his throat.

“Why, he was a large man—
rather slightly built, perhaps about
thirty-five. He had brown ‘hair
and eyes, but he was somewhat
gray, and had a kind of worried
look; He is hard to describe ex-
actly—rather odd looking.”

“How, was he odd?”

Wombold  put the question
harshly, in a ‘tone that 'grated
with sharp insistence. The puzzled
frown on Miss Armitage’'s fore-
head deepened.

‘“Why, He was dressed rather
queerly, for one thing, as if his
clothes had been laid away ‘for
thirty years or more. I noticed
he wore one of those old-fashion-
ed stiff white shirts, and he had
a queer flat collar and bow tie.
His coat was'long and his trous-
ers weren’'t creased, but ironed
smooth 4ll round, and he had a
low-crowned derby hat and but-
toned shoes. He was pervaded
by a Iigeneral air of antiquity, one
might say.”

Wombold was leéaning forward
with his fists knotted on the

arms of his chair. His deep, brood- -

ing eyes burned upon the girl's
face.

“ I told him you were out for
a ride,”” she went on, ‘“and he
asked if your carriage would be
long. I said I thought you would
be back in an hour, so he left his
card——""

“Did he have a beard?” the
old mam interrupted chokingly,
his face suddenly gone gray.

“Yes, a short brown beard.
Why, Mr. Wombold ?”’

Mr. Wombold had fallen back
‘into the depths of the chair, with

‘one whispered syllable that the

girl did not understand. His ash-
en cheeks stood out in high re-

lief against the dark upholstery.‘

Miss Armitaigee sprang to his side.
“Your heart? Mr. Wombold, did
you say it was your heart? Oh,
Mr. Wombold, are you ill?” |
He opened his eyes and regard-

od her strickenly, with the dumb -

reproach of one who has received
dreadful tidings. Presently the
lifetime habit of combat reassert-
“ed itself, and courage and resolu-
tion dawned in his ‘gaze.

“Better in a moment,”” he
whispered, ‘“Don’t leave me. The
card!”

Miss Armitage lifted it from the
desk where she had dropped f{t,
and held it out.

“Keep it!” he ordered. “I am
not yet convinced.' It may be a
trick: I am going to know. Help
‘me to the couch.”

After two days of troubled cogi-
tation, during which he had
steadied his nerves by the exercise
of that steadfast will which served
him in lieu of physical strength,
Mr. Wombold .fixed upon two
methods of, invéstigation, the one
material, the other psyghic. One
Jfor other of them, he felt, should

/ disclose the nature of the forces
that menaced him.

To carry out the first, he em-
ployed a well-known detective
agency, instructing the superin-
tendent to ascertain the origin of
the last card received, and the
identity of the person who had
presented it. He waited for a re-
port before resorting to the second
line of inquiry.

The report, when {t came,
proved baffling. As far as the
mysterious caller who had ap-
peared before Miss Armitage was
~concerned, absolutely no trace of

him could be discovered. *

In short, the search of the de-
(tectives had ended against a blank
wall. With a sickening apprehen-
sion, Wombold turned to his al-
ternative line of research.

‘“Make an appointment with
Mme. 'Charleroi for to-morrow
afternoon,” he told Miss Armi-
tage. 5 \
The seance was held in Mr.
Wombold’s library, none being
present but himself and the me-
dium. The shades were drawn to
half length, filling the room with
a mellow, golden gloom.

Mme. Charleroi, g small, stout
woman, garbed in black, and with
the flat features, high cheekbones
and neutral complexion of the
Baltic littoral, was a noted psy-
chie, enjoying gn eéxclusive clien-
tele among the\ well-to-do and far
removed from the common. class
of irresponsible charlatans. ,The
aged magnate had consulted” her
often in recent years, not infre-
quently with jremarkable results.

The two cénfronted each other
now in an accustomed comrade-
ship, the medium impassive, Wom-
bold under a severely repressed
strain that showed in his intent
. eves and the slight, nervous move-
ments of his lips and hands.

‘“Tell me\ what comes to you,”
he said. “Allow a free inflow of
suggestion from across the bor-
dex”’ ; \

Mme. Charleroi leaned back and
closed her eyes. She was motion-
less for ten or fifteen minutes,

|

“Get some hot water!” she

&

The listener gasped.

“Go on!” he stammered.

Suddenly the quality of Mme.
Charleroi’s voice changed. It
assumed a masculine ring, genial
and cheery, yet with a note of
reproach in it.

‘“‘George, you remember that
mortgage I put on my house to
meet the Macey Woolen Com-
pany’s bill, don’'t you? George,
They’re going to foreclose that
mortgage. -1 can’t’ meet ©every~
thing, and if I( lose my . home
there’ll be nothing for my family
but beggary. I'm trying fo see
you_ll R

“Henry, have mercy!” :

Wombold’s stifled cry broke tho
thread of the medium’s mono-

. logue. Mme. Charleroi's body

was wrenched violently to one
side and she opened her eyes.

‘“What’s the matter?” she de-
manded. ‘“You hurt me!”

!  Wombold sat staring at her in
a paroxysm of fear.

“Did anything ‘happen ” re-
peated the medium.

He made no answer, but con-
tinued to stare as if her presence
was blotted ‘out for him by his
own fearful fancies. Mme.
Charleroi rose and rang the bell.
Miss Armitage answered it.

‘“You’d - better look after him,"”
the medium said\ to her. ¢He's
had a shock.”

T was three days before Wom-
bold left his bed, and when

he reappeared it was as if five
or six’years had ejapsed, sc much
older and more broken ‘did he ap-
pear. He seemed to have become
a haunted man. -
Mr. Wombold had now defin-
itely surrendered the idea of any

human agency as responsible for
the phenomena: he had experi-
enced. His preoccupation with
spiritualism ;| deepened, and his
studies | became more absorb-
ing, though he no longer resorted
to Mme. Charleroi or even per-
mitted her to be mentioned. He

still  employed the  detective "

agency, however, directing it to
make discreet inquiry as to Henry
Hart’s relatives and their history.
he learned in this way that Hart’s
widow still lived in Bfacksford,
and that the family had finally,
after years of hardship, settled
the last of the claims against the
old partnership though not until
anxiety and stress had cost the

. life of Hart himself \while still in
his early manhood.

Since the sitting with Mmae.
Charleroi, Wombold’s sleep had
been fitful and dreamladen—
owing in part, perhaps, to the

freer and more nutritious diet *

solicitously urged on him by Miss,
Armitage, coupled with a lack of
his usual exercise. In his somnolen#
brain visions of a far-off boy-
hood mingled with broken images
of present surroundings, as if two
distinct personalities, each with
its own distinct | mnemory, strug-
gled for dominance. He would
wake suddenly from these con-
fused fantasies into a painfully
vivid consciousness in. which every
sense was strung to abnormal ex-
pectancy, Only by the severest
self-discipline could he quiet him-
self again to slumber.

He woke thus one night, about
the spectral hour of two in the
morning, with the distressing in-
tuition of an alien presence ' in
the room. He listened, but could
hear nothing more than his own
panting breath.

By the dim glow of the night
lamp he could make out the re-
cumbent figure of Otu on a cot
at the other side of the room.
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The sight of the Japanese, and of
the vague shapes of familiar arti-
cles. in the room, reassured him.
He could neither see nor hear
anything to justify his alarm, and

» presently,, with practiced self-

control, he recomposed himself
to sleep.

Some time later his dreams,
which had flowed through his

mind  in  the usual incongruocus -

jumble of sense images, resolved
themselves into the definite im-

ipression of burial. He seemed to

lie entombed, a mass of earth or
stone pressing down upon: him
with an intolerable yet hopeless
weight. ) ;

As his consciousness rose to the
waking plane, this impression
took on the poignant reality that
constitutes a  nightmare. He
strove to cry out, to move, to es-
cape. He groped wildly with his
hands, which encountered a heavy
object lying on his breast.

In an aceess of .terror, \he
sprang to a sitting posture with
a Bhriek. The/thing = slipped to
his lap and lay there, massive,
hard, ponderous. His hands ex-
plored its angular outline as he
screamed again. In an instant
Otu was by his side and had
switched on the slectric lights.

Fairly - awake, but .tr{emb]ing
with,/ fright, Wombold hastily ex-
amined the object that lay in his
lap. It was a large business
ledger, musty, worn, and stained
with time. Stamped upon its
mildewed cover was the infernal
monogram.! y

In the trance of fear, Wom-
bold opened its yellowed 1eaves,
His own handwriting stared up
at him out of the ghostly past,
over a guilt-haunted hiatus of
forty years. With a thick sigh,
the old man fell back uppn his
pillow in a dead faint.

Almost " as frightened as his
master., Otu ran into the hallway
crying out for help. He was met
almost iInstantly by Miss Armi-
tage, who pressed by him into
the room.

“Get the housekeeper! Get
some hot water!” she ordered as
she saw 'Wombald’'s white face
against the pillows.

Otu ran to obey. In a few mo-
ments he returned with Mrs.
Crane, the housekeeper, followed
by one of the maids with a
pitcher of hot water.

Miss Armitage’s vigorous meas-
ures were already restoring a
semblance of animation to the
master’s bloodless visage. His
hands stirred feebly, and pres-
ently he opened his eyes. Mrs.
Crane who had mixed a stiff doss
of whiskey and hot water, brougHht
it to, the bedside. and Wombold
revived - under the potion; but
with restored consciousness his
nervous terror also began to re-
turn. He caught Miss Armitage’s
hand. |

‘“Where is it?” he begged.
‘“Where is the book?”

The girl shook her head.

“Don’t think of it now,” sha

/ said. “Don’t think of 'anything,

till morning.” /

“But I must think of it!” he
cried. “What was it? Where has
it gone? "Was it the ghost of a
book? Didn’t You see it?’? He
turned to Otu.

“Sure, I see,” agreed the Jap-
anese. 4

But by this time Wombold was
babbling feverishly, Paying little
attention to those about him.

“Do things!like that have their
astral counterparts? I saw it. I
felt it In my Hands. Am I to:be
drawn back into past time where
all these dead' and gone things
are assembled? Shall I see him
}}lm there? Oh, Henry, have \a
little. pity on me! 111 send it,
Henry. I'll pay it back—every
cent, with interest. Now! Now!
Get Carringtgn! Get him on the
telephone! I must send it to-
night.. Oh, let me alone!”

He shook off the restraining

{women, and
have 1left his bed for thewé)el;le(E
E?rgnethbelo}:v stairs, if to quiet
s ey had

ALk e not promised to

After some  difficul '
A;\rmxtage_ sucteeded in tirougil&;
Mr. Carrington, and induced him
to  come to the Wombold - resi-

business cards,
ing printed

unusually sunken in
features, and he was wrapped in
a listless apathy such as belongs
to the period

Miss Armitage
and took’a seat by his side.

ordered as she saw Wombold’s white face ‘against the pillows. |

general character of
but having noth-
them except a
circle enclosing a monogram com-
posed of the letters “H” and “F.”
thoughtfully
through her fingers for a moment,
then slipped them into her pock-
went out into the hall,
mounted the stairs. On the floor
above she knocked at Mr. Wom-
bold’s bedroom door. There being
no audible reply, she entered.
Wombold lay in an easy °
window. * He
looked as if he were just emerg-
ing from a grave illness.
had exchanged its wonted
a tissue-like
his great eyes seemed
is emaciated

early conval-

came
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regarded her vacantly, without
changer of expression. 1

“Mr, Wombold,” she saild, “I am
going away. I have come to say

- good-by.”

“Good-by 2"

“Yes. I am going back to my
home in Connecticut.”

‘“What for?”

“I—I am’ going to be married,”
Miss Armitage confessed with a
blush.

The old man sighed.

“It goes on,” he said, ‘“just the
same, doesn’t it? Life, that is—
it goes on and on tillythe end.”

“Mr. Wombold,” cried the girl,
“I can’t bring myself to go away
and leave you in this condition,
a prey to all these superstitious
fear/s. You have been very good
to me, and I want to talk to you
a Jittle. Won’t you listen?”

He acquiesced with a ' listless

dropping of the eyelids.
“Do you remember six years

“ago,” she went on, “when I applied

at your bank for work? 'I had
just come from the Fast. I had
come on purpdse to find you,
Mr. Wombold.”

OMBOLD glanced at her with
\
a ,vague interest.
“Find me?” he repeated.
“Yes. When you gave me &
place, . I tried\,,from the first to
make myself so efficient that you
would make me your private sten-
ographer. "When you did that, I
worked harder than ever, hoping
to ma.ke;myself so indispensable
that you’ would always' keep me
with you. I succeeded in that, as
yvou know. By the time you re-

tired from ,business, three years .

ago, I had my plans all laid. I
knew from little things I'd seen,
like not starting anything on Fri-

day, and avoiding the number
thirteen and so on, that you were
superstitious. - So/ I got you into
the Way of studyinig occultism and
spiritualism. I was so'sure of my

plans-that I even hagd these cards
‘printed then.” \

She held up the ‘'package of
cards. Wombgold’s color had come
back; and his eyes took on sonie
of their old-time-brilliance as he
stared wonderingly at her.

“You had them printed—those
cards? ° What for?? Q

“For my plan. But, tell me first,
even if nothing mysterious had
happened to induce you to pay
back the money, wouldn’t you still
be glad you did it?”’ j

“Yes,” he said 'strongly. It

lshould have been done'long ago.

I have wished to do it, but I was
held' back by my pride, by the
shame of confession i

“I know,” she hastily interrupt-

ed. “I thoughts;that was it. Ahd now !

I want yeu'to know that it was
I who placed one of these cards
by your breakfast plate last April.
The story of the man who called
to see you and left one of sthem
was just a fabrication on my part.
There wasn't any such man.”
“But Mme. Chajrleroi?”” he ob-
jected, in dazed amazement.
‘““She gets her percentage of the
thirty-five thousand, never fear.
Jt. may be /betraying her to tell
you so, but/ I think you ought to
know. As for that old ledger, 1
had it sent to me from home.
It was I who came in and put it
on your chest that night.”
‘“You!” he cried. “In mercy’s
name, who are you?” \
Her merry laugh had neverthe- °
less a trace of tears in it as she
caught his hand and answered:
~ “My dear old friend, I am the
granddaughter of Henry Hart!”

s |
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“A wrong, very great and very
old,” she whispered. ‘There is
sgme one to communicate with
vou-—a troubled spirit. He speaks
the name of Hlenry Hart.”
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reputstion preparations may prove
dangerous to your health.

Put up only by The T. Milburn Co.,
Limited, Toronto., Ont. -

-4

that with which sympathetic
grown-ups regard the tragedies
of childhood. :

From the deepest recess of ths
hottom drawer she drew out a
small package of cards, of ths
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E fell in love,"" yod-
eled Will JTromantical-
ly, ‘ ‘With a pictured
face.’”” Then he added
as an afterthought:
**Ah, ah!”

“‘Oh, let up,” growl-

ed Jack Warren. ‘I

say, I'm not going to be introduced

to this girl all togged out like a mov-
ing picture fellow!”

"If you want to interest Fl:peth %
Aunt Harriet observed, ‘“you couldn't
find a surer way. She's mad about
mediaeval junk.”

L * -

HE. girl who was mad about
mediaeval junk was Elspeth,
American, on a visit to London

and crazy about it; Jack Warren was
a husky young native from Elspeth’s
country;. Will was an English artist
friend of Jack’s, who had persuaded
thé latter to pose for him in the cos-
tume of a seventeenth century knight
of the road; and Aunt Harriet was
the chaperone who escorted Xlspeth
and seven other girls from an Ameri-

. can school.on their London trip.

Add to this combination Malena,
Will's wife and Elspeth’'s sister, and
a firm Dbeliever in reincarnation,
though she was a perfectly nice girl
otherwise, and we have most of the
elements which,entered into the great
adventure of Elspeth and Jack. A

Up to this time Jack -had not met
Elspeth. He had seer heér picture in
Will’s studio and it had fascinated
him. He could not explain just why.

‘“It’s not only seéntimental interest,” -

- he said vaguely, ‘‘I—er—the first time
I saw it I got a shock.”

This of course dehghted Malena.
It fell in so mce]y with her own pet
ideas. Malena had declared decisively
that three hundred years ago she was
a gypsy. And if she had been a gypsy
what might not Elspeth and Jack have
been in that bygone life?

Elspeth, sensitive young woman that
she was, became a convert.

“I believe that there's somethlng
in Malena's idea that we've all lived
before,”” she said to the gathering “in
Will’s studifo. “I couldn’t love the
old places and 'things as I do if I
hadn’t known them Jefore.”

Elspeth had just returnmed from a
tour of London; she had burrowed
through the Tower and, a baker's
dozen of ancient churches and she was
in a proper mood to support her sis-
ter’s favorite theory.

“And then there’s the people we!
fear without reason,” she
‘“Why, when Captain
Paulton came in his eyes gave me a
shiver.
but I know you scared me awfully—
sometime, somewheres."

' Unawares, Elspeth had touched on

_a something that was a thorn for

Blinor, Will's sister. Between Cap-'

"tain Ken Paulton and Elinor there was

no end of love, but Elinor could not

=~ quite rid herself of a feeling that

everything was not well with the
brave Captain. - Maybe it was Malena

resumed™

I beg your pardon, Captain,

.

— i 5
heroic . mien.

Elspeth, if she'd stop reading those
silly old romances she’d be better off.”

Elspeth—“Oh, but I just love ro-
mance! I hate our old stuffy modern
life. 'What chance has a girl to be a
heroine or anything? The old times
(Wwere better—I wish—'’

Nora (an old Irish family servant)—
“Whist—1"’

Malena—*“She's off again!"

Nora—*"Tis Midsummer’s Fve.
Don’t wish to go back or you’'ll find
\Oulself lost oti- the Road to Long
ago.’ L

At this warning Tubby Tompkins
gave a weird groan. Tubby was an
inmate of the studio above Will's and
nis chief reason for existence was to
paint a' composite Venus—a composite

for which it was naturally essential

that he have many successive models.
This was one of the things his sweet-

_heart. Dolly, star of various Follies,

had against him.

“Did you ever fihd that road,
Nora?’”’ Elspeth asked wistfully.

Nora—‘‘Sure and I did, and there’s
many & one in the old green land has
seen a red and green light on the
road and followed it down and down.”

Blspeth—“And what did they find?"’
{ Tubby—*“A red and  green light?
They found a drug store'"

Elspeth—*Sh— A\

Nora—‘They ¢ found
selves!”

Dolly—"I know I was Mary, Quepn
of Scots, once.”

Tubby-——“And I was Willlam the
Conk."” L

Dolly-—~‘“You were nof. You were
probably some eold Turk with a
harem.”

Nora—*‘““Whist, now! Ye’'d better
not be making sport 6f such things
bn Midsummer’'s Hve."”

Hlspeth—*“No, no.
Nora.”

Nora—‘‘On Midsummer's Eve the
good little people are listening around
and strange things ' ye Il hear and
strange sights ye'll see—" W/

Harriet—‘Oh, you give me
creeps!”’

The lights had been turned out save
from one shaded lamp and at this
precise moment of Nora's witching
recital the door at one end of the
studio opened and framed in the shaft
of golden Jight stood the stalwart
figlire of ‘a cavalier of the seventeenth
century, plumes, hose, knife and
. The door was in the
direct vision of Elspeth. A shriek
escaped her that chilled the blood
of her friends. The figure disap-
peared.

“Good Heavens!”
‘Elspeth—you’re ill!”’

“Oh—71 say—'’ Hispeth turned a
white face tol Noga. “Did—did you
see anything?”’

Nora was not sympathetic.
she said, *“I saw nofhing."

their own

Tell us more,

the

gasped Malena.

“YCS,”

HEY got Elspeth into bed at once
and ordered her ‘‘sleep it off,”
if she wanted to enjoy the mid-
night supper that Will and Malena
were planning for the night. Elspeth
agreed with them.
Malena, and ' the others tiptoed out
of the room. The solitary light was

THE

Mldsummer s Eve, the doctrine of reincarnation, and a Girl and a
Man in love with each other’s photographs--- well, of such stuff is
Romance made.

; “You are so good, Jack,” Elspeth murmuréd.

actually the ro-
to belong only to

«would be to knew
mance that seemed
the long, long ago! Elspeth cuddled
herself closely under the cover and
felt the weariness oozing out of her
tired body.. The Prince Charming of
r‘omance—would he ever come to her?
He must be I}old, he must be brave,
he must be handsome;
and dare for her. That was the only
type. of man that she could ever
sincerely love. They spoke to her of

he must do’

unwillingly lowered, and FElspeth
passed out on the wings of the moon-
light along that famousg,Road to Long
Ago.
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As I strolled down’ the way,
Sing hey, downey, down, down, down'
I walk-ed by a castle grey—
Sing hey, down, down, down!
A maid she peep-ed out at me!
Oh! Oh! Save us from sin
I knock-ed at the lock-ed gate—

REAM GIRL !

By Rida Johnson Young

&

W‘ill. her brother-in-law, was now a

devil-may-care adventurer, and it
"was he who was singing the ribald
ditty quoted above.

“Where am I?’ Elspeth asked, dazed.

- She was accompanied by the gentle-
man in the antique garments whom
she had seen in that visionary moment
three hundred years ago. Tis name,
too, by a queer coincidence, was Jack.

Espeth’s escort did not answer her
query, but she was approached by the

" hero?

Harriet—Aunt me no aunts! I am
no kin to thee, thou gutter scullion!

FElspeth—Oh, Aunt Harriet! What
language! I thought it was'a dream,
but it's a nightmare!

Jack—You know this little maid,
good wife?
Harriet—Know her? , To my cost

Three weeks ago she hired herself as
a serving wench.

Elspeth—I1 did not, and I'm not 2a
wench.

' Harriet—Hussy! wouldst glve the lie

in my teeth?

Blgpeth-—Well, T wouldn’t say you
were a liar, but you are very eco-
nomical with the truth,

That she was scullery maid was o'nly
one of the surprising things Elspeth
found out about herself. Elspeth alsc
discovered that she actually was a
ward of Lord Strangevon’s,'the latter
being no other than Ken Paulton in
another life; that he was planning to
marry her for her money, and to do
80 would have no scruples, in discafd-
ing his present wife, Elinor. She also
discovered that Malena was a gypsy,
just as she had sald three hundred
years later that she had been, and
that she brazenly permitted hergelf to
follow the adventurer Will; and that
Tubby, the aesthetic seeker after a !
perfect' Venus, was demoted to the'
lowly estate of tapster in the riarriet
Inn.. A

But the insults and cuffs of that old*’
harridan, Harriet, were as nothing
compared to what was to follow. The
wicked Lord Strangevon was ‘on .the
warpath. He had set out of iiis castle
and was hurrying as fast as his horse
could gallop to overtake Elspeth and

.make her his wife.

Elspeth turned in desperation
Jack. !Would

to
¢ help her escape this
dreadful fate? Then she cauzht her
breath. Why, he might be the hero
of her ideals!

Jack was agreeabse, and just as he
promised the | protection of his
doughty arm 'the diabolical lori hove
upon the scene.’

But, alas! what can one mah do
against an entire company of villais?
Feeling the blows of a score of cud-
gels on hist back, Jack yelled, ‘‘Help!
Help, in God’s name, help!” md El-
speth’s face fell.

‘“He’s callmg for help!” she
claimed, tearfully “If you wers
man you'd save me yourself!”

“If T were six men I might,” answer-
ed Jack, briefly, between dodggs.

“At him, men,” roared Lord Strange-
von, otherwise Captain Paulton.

“The coward—ol, the coward!” cried
Elspeth,” as Jack took a valiant leap
out of the window. ‘“Where Is my
Oh, where is my hero?”

Im,

QBACK, however, had ‘a motive for
escaping ingloriously through\ the
window. Every hero has brilliant

ideas. ° The ' motive was quickly ap-

parent to Hlspeth when, dressed in
festival robes, she was waiting the
arrival of the priest who was on this
day te make' her and her unscrupu-
lous guardian man and wife. Out of

ex=

“Thou
but

note)
I know,
I would aid
Set a candle in the window by
the great stairs when thou canst be

Elspeth—(reading the
dost hold me a coward,
judge me mot hastily.
thee,

alone. I will come. Jack.” Oh, hé'll
saye me! Oh, Jack, the dream is turn-
ing out all right.”

Unseen by Elspeth, Lord Strangevon
had enfered. Tubby nearly died with
fright. ~He couldn’'t scuttle off too
soon from the presence of the wicked
noble, content with and grateful for
a few hearty kicks. ,Thg baron then
turned his attention ‘to Elspeth.

“I see thou wearest thy weddlng
gdwn '’ he observed.

Elspeth—~“Only because they took
my proper clothes away. I know this
gown was made by an upholsterer. I
look like a sofa.”

Ken—‘“Where ig thy vell, and the

i pearls I sent thee for thy head dress?”

Elspeth—I won't wear them. I
tried them on and I looked like a
plece of French pastry with a nut on
top.”” ~ -

Ken—‘Ceage thy wild talk. The
priest will be here within an hour.”
*Blspeth—*Oh, mno. Youw cannot!
Oh—please! Elinor's your ije,_ by
law." i :
Ken—‘ My will is my law.” (Ha

seizes her around the waist).
Elspeth—"“Go away—go away!”
In the stauggle with tHe gruesomely

amorous baron, Klspeth dropped Jack’'s

note. XKen (the baron) found it. He
read 'it, gave an evil smile and went_
away. Poor hero—poor heroine!

Ken had no sooner disappeared than
the secret panel slid back and Jack
sptang sthrough. )

“Oh, Jack—Jack!’ Elspeth came
running to him flercely wiping her
lips on which Ken. implanted a
masterful kiss. :

Jack—“Mine own dear little Bess!”

Iilspeth— “Why did(you rTun away
and leave me yesterday?”

Jdek—So that I might be allve and
succor thee to-night.”

Elspeth—‘‘But they might kill you.”

Jack—‘Tis an hour before the priest
comes to thy wedding. I ‘shall not
leave thee until thou bidst me go.”
(He creeps dautiously to the window
and looks out).

Hlspeth—‘ “What are you doing?'’

Jack—‘‘Malena is keeping watch.
‘When all is clear she will come forth
into the courtyard with a lantern and
we shall pass out through yonder pas-
sage. Then—then wilt thou go with
me to the-—the prie;t?"

Blspeth— (dreamily) “I don’t know.
If I were only fsure you were the hero
I—I do like you.” A

JackLi-*‘I know well/I am no mate for
thee. Thou art‘a lady born. I wager

“thou canst ¢ven play on this new

fa,ngled/ organ, like the gentry—"

Elspeth—(starting up) ‘‘Sh—what
was_that?”’ ~

Jack—*Twas naught.”

Elspeth—¢I heard a bolt shot—try
the door, quick.

Jack—/‘Huh, hush, sweetheart.” (He
tries the secret panel.)

Blspethi—“It’s locked! Oh, I know

jagain, But it was a fact that each £ light S had ; T !know

‘tig - FomE Tl A turned c.vut A shadi 01;1 mot;]n lg a Ja..ck Wﬁl’rrep what mtierest 1li At thelrasiden lotimeiin mistress of the inn, tHe shrewish the wall in the castle chamber Tub- i’t/s locked. Oh, I'm af‘raid o
me en proposed t ) 5 filtered /Ainto the studio throug] ace she in him? He- was ordinary—like Aatne. TTattietis sl tna Mitarea by tumbled out, his access bei d it's all true and we're in awful

time she would have given anything  cyrtains. \ one of the million others. St. George he is for England » , 66 nundre g eigg made i a g mHayive

; e Dhoteg Hedo Jon e ans. years later, was to be known as Aunt  Dpossible by a secret sliding panel, anqa  Ganger. We're not dreaming

to answer yes, that vague, mysterious For some time Elspeth lay weaving No, no—the man for her must be— St. Denis he is for France — ; Harriet th'e e ST fn his Hahd Ha Hald a te—from bolted the door. They know you're

feeling came up. It, seemed as if | waking dreams. Her coming to Lon- the man_for hér must be+— Honi soit qui mal y pense! ool .school S Spe € chaper- B note—fro R

Ken had done something to her some don, the relics of the’'days of ro- The lace curtains played queor ¥ 0 z / Bl

t;me before—a. rid!cﬁlouq notion;  mance and chivalry that had fascin-  pranks with 'the moonlight. Little JLSPETH had her wish. She was in Holty, tolty!” remarked that lady, Jack! From Jack!” cried Elspeth e e caug‘ll‘t. lltge.

Often she called herself many kinds ated her on all sides in her rambles, gnomes flitted about. A witch here— the land of the brave and bold Dbutting her hands on her hips bellig- in tearful gratitude, ““Oh, he has not  sweatheart, but thouf Shlafi no’;hee

of a goose. Malena's talk, Nora’s superstitions of a fairy there. It was Midsummer's and in the age of chivalry, to wit: erently. ‘*Thou.are back at last, my  forgotten me!” ashamed.” Shriek algud for 1;9 D o 131’
“Oh, I wish vou'd stop that!” Aunt Midsummer’s -Eve, and finally the Eve, of course. Everything seemeg the ¥ngland ruled over by James I. lady gadabout!” Tubby—*Thou art to put a light in “11.1 Ulilvl'k me_a thief. Call, and ca

Harrie,t exclai;ned impatiently. “MA1- apparition, if it was one, played upon to blur before Wispeth’s eyes; She first: saw the country from an KElspeth—Oh, Aunt Harrxe?, are you thy window. When the coast is glear qu1‘ck1y. ! SRl

ena is getting queer and as for  her sentimental chords. How fine it  blinked; her eyelids gradually and |[inp. here, too? Oh, Aunt Harriet! he will come.” / \ Elspeth—'No, no! :

/

CANADAS.

(1) JAMES McINTYRE—The Cheese Poet.

HAT do 'you .4do
when you find that
your .friend of half
a i lifetime has
written a poem?
When someone
who has been so
simple and
and competent comes to you with

a scroll of paper inscribed with

verses in a neat hand. ‘

You make some kind of weak
joke, accept the document, read
it over slowly trying to look at
once pleased and critical. :

Then you hand.it back and #ay,
what? That it is rotten and that
vou are thoroughly ashamed of
him? And where did he get Ahis
mad rage to tie up commonplace
ideas in tight knots of words?

You do not. You say,! “That's
fine! When did you do that? You
should keep on at that sort of
thing. Have you any others? If he

flashed another you would fall
dead and you would dederve to
for jay-walking on Parnassus. It
is a dreadful thing to tell a poet
his stuff is bad and few there be
who have the courage to do it. It

is nearly always bad. The 'good
poetry of the world would 20
into quite a small book; the
mediocre poetry would flood the

land; the bad poetry would fill
an' ocan. The muse is a promj}s—
cuous lady and she will be enter-
tained whoever goes' down to
obloguy.
HF A man invents something and
it is a bad invention or is not:
needed he usually finds out about
it in his lifetime. Not so the bad
poet. Nobody tells him. A con-
spiracy of silence follows him to
the grave. And as a result some-
where in a corner of each of our
1lbraries is a collection of publish-

ed verses by men who never
found out. Ontario has a marvel-
louw collection of bad poetry. Fif-

_ky years ago every town boasted

direct

its bard who could be relied upon
to rush into rhymed speech on the
slightest pretext = and some of
them never found out how funny
they were. There was James Mc-
Intyre, the cheese poet' of In-
gersoll. In those days cheese was
merely something to eat. The
word cheese had no slang impli-
cation. To-day, however, ‘“cheese
poet” fs right..

In 1884 he published a volume
of his. verses called ‘Musings on
Banks of Canadian Thimes” and
sent them all over Canada.  _The
replies he received were the kind
you take for complimentary if
you cannot' see the writer’s face.
So in 1889 he rushed into print!
again with all the old poems and
some new ones and some of his
press notices. |

NE summer day, in 1883, Mc-
Intyre visited Port Stanley
and gazed out over the blue ex-
panse of Lake Erie. This is what
it did to him and also what he
did to it:
In winter time ’tis sad and dreary,
For to igaze on stormy Erie, ¢
But here in summer time this port
1t is a fashionable resort
For then it is always cheetry
For to gaze upon Lake Hrie.

Or in a steamer you can sail

All independent of the gale

Or here the youth can ply the oar
And view the fast receding shore
And be happy witﬁq his dearie
On the bosom of Lake Erie.

No one here need ever weary

On the borders of Lake HKrie,

‘With quadrille parties at Stanley,

And games and sports all so manly

Or bathe in waves with friends
near thee

You fear not storms of Lake Erie.

HE exploits of the local fire

brigade have always been duck
soup for these sweet singers.
Whether the poet’s imagination is
gtirred by the uniforms or by the
bright apparatus or perhaps by the
large quantities of oyster stew
necessary to maintain an amateur

fire-brigade’s esprit de corps, is
hard to determine but few of the
bards are without & stirring ods

: Iz 7,
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or two for the brave lads who
fight the flames when there are
any. Here is MclIntyre.in a light
vein on the occasion of a Fire-
man’s Soiree in Ingersoll. As an
‘historical document it leaves much
to be desired. It is hard to tell
just who blew the horn. Per-
haps everybody had one.

Our youth and beauty here
rayed,

In honor of the fire brigade,
And now every man is ready -
To obey the bugle of Brady.
And always willing for to dally
At the trumpet sound of Wally
To the fire they rush at once,
Led on by gallant Captain Vance.
The firemen now their only strife
It \seems to be a race for life
‘Which engine first shall reach the

ar-

fire
And cause the wild flames to ex-
pire.
Note how the mood changes
when danger threatens. Here is

the story in imperishable num-
bers of the great fire in Inger-
soll. It is worth the loss of a
house and a couple of sheds to be
put on the map thus finely.

'Twas on a pleasant eve in May
Just as the sun shed it’s last ray
The bell it vang, citizens to warn
For lo! a fire appears.in barn.
‘An ancient barn near hotel stood
The joining buildings all were
wood
This barn, a relic of the past

There farmers horses were made

fast.

McIntyre does not say whether
the town was destroved or not,

Probably with’no place to tie a
horse, the chief industry of the
communlty was-at an end.
Our once fair town is now in woe
And we have had our Chicago
But soon a nobler town will rige
For Ingersoll’s all enterprise.

The last stanza is at once re- .

agssuring and admonitory. This is

evidently a poem with a purpose.
For water far town need yot seek
As there is river and the creek
Just find the means it to apply
And then all fires must quickly
die.
MCINTYRE as may he suspected
did not live: by hisg poetry but
he made it work for himp never-
theless. He was a furniture make-

and dealer and now and again

er
his complete works contain a saucy
little ad. which has evidently been

too good to lgt die. He sings:

McIntyre has a few rows

Of the latest styles of Bureaus.
And when there was borne in

on him the fact that his ancient

and honorable craft could 'be bet-

ter’ done by steam he burst into

the following eulogy of the new!'

means of power. He Is quite sure
he is the first in the field:

‘We now do sing a new theme

It is prodigious power of steam
And our little fast steam horse
How he works with mighty force
Instead of hay and oats we thrust
In his mouth chips and saw dust
‘Which heats the blood in his veins
Then how he saws and bores and

planes.

He never troubles with the botts
But all the time he gayly trots
And every day he is full able

To make many a chair and, table
‘Work for him is only’ sport

He feels so good he oft does snort
As he trots along his course
Our frolicsome steam horse.

He would have had better re-
sults, one imagines, if he had had
his engine firmly bolted down to
the floor, even if it had lent itself
less readily to poesy.

(O)U poet goesg afar afield and

like many another poet might
better sometimes have stayed at
home/ Listen to this tragic tale
entitled the “Shoe Black.” Here
is sorrow sorrowfully done:

Gent on sidewalk held out his
foot
‘While boy
boot
But at this time, how sad, alas
An unruly horse did o’er him pass

in gutter brushed his

The child for friends he sad did
lack

They said he was but a shoe black

Kind hearted man_the poor child
bore

To a soft cot in back of store

But he didn’'t get better. When
he asked about his prospects of
recovery.

The nurse she gently answéred no
But to your dear mother you can
g0 \

In his sleep he had a dream
Shining up boots it was his theme.
Thus he carries the homely and

into the realm of
the sublime. It sounds like Sher-

commonplace

wood Anderson except that one
misses the libido.

He was generous to other poets
was Melntyre. Like many
other of his sort he thought he
would outlive Whitman and mar-
velled that a man who did not
rhym® could get into print at all,
Rhyme is the chief feature of
poetry with our punk poets. Of
‘Whitman he says:

For erratic style he leads the van
Wildly wayward Walt Whitman
He done grand work in civil war
For he did dress many a scar

And kindly wet the hot parched
mouth

Of mnorthern soldiers wounfled
south

an=4{

JAMES McINTYRE.

UT above all James MclIntyre

was the poet of cheese and
cream and milk and butter and
curds and whey. Once only he
admitted hens and eggs to his
song in that undying airy quatrain
where he sings:

And in Ontario the hen
Is worthy of the poet’s
For % she does well
praise
Bgstowed on her for her fine lays.
For the rest cheese is his cen-

tral theme. Get the immense
sweep-of this cosmic concept;

pen
deserve the

To us it dis a glorious theme
To sing oOf milk and curds and
cream

Were it collected it could float

On it's bogom’ small steam boat

Clows numerous as swarm’ of bees
Are milked in Oxford #6 make
cheese.

And when black melancholy settled
over the land at the low price of

milk products, who camse to the
encouragement of the farmers?
MeclIntyre! By the thousands he
distributed this cheery message.
As a result they bore up and the
cheese industry survives to this
day:

Pmce\ soon will rise, though now
'tis low, \

“And brooks of milk will
flow

Were it collected in one stream

There would be floods of milk and

onward

cream
E. WAS an untiring celebrator
of‘ cheese, and ‘when the
great. ‘seven  thousand ' pound

cheese was made tQ send to the
World’s HExposition -in Paris he
dipped his pen and sang his most
famous lay:

We have seen
Cheese
Laying quietly at your ease,
Gently fanned by evening breeze,
Thy fair form no flies dare seize.

All gaily dressed soon you 11 go
To thd great Provincial Show
To. be admired by many a beau

thee, ' Queen of

/ In, the City ofgToronto.

It takes a smart man to rhyme
that last ‘one.
Cows numerous as swarm of bees}
Or as leaves upon the trees, '
yIt did require to make thee please
And stand wunrivalled Queen of
Cheese.

May you not receive a scar as

We have heard that Mr. Harris
Intends to send you off as far as
The great World's Fair at Paris.

Of the youth beware of these
For some of them might rudelyz

squeeze
And bite your cheek; then songs
of glees
We could not =1ng o’ Queen , of

Cheese.

73 !
We’'rt thou suspended from balloon

You'd cast a shade, even at noon,
Folks would think it was the moon
About to fall and crush them soon.

Some flight of fancy cleaving
the blue empryean! But he had
to finish the poem some way and
this is as bad as any other.

So MclIntyre. lived and sang and
died. He saw that there was, in
every library, a copy of his poems
for posterity to muse upon, but
he was withal a modest man. He
was a  shrinking vielet:- bheside
James Gay, of G&uelph.

(Next week James Gay, Master

Poet and Laureate. of Canada).

not be a coward Just to save mysalf!
Oh, 'Jack—the window—go-—go now!’*
Jack—I will\not leave thee now.’
Elspeth— (Joyfully) ‘“He's not
afraic'{!" g :
Lord Strangevon, with a following of
rough serving men, stamps into the
room.
Jack—(flinging himself down before
them) ‘T cry you mercy. I am a poer

fellow and ‘sore hungered, or I would -

not have sought to rob you."
Elspeth—‘‘Oh, don’t believe him!”
Ken—“Thou art like to die with that
lie in thy mouth. Mayhap it was an~
other gallant who sent this lettens
eh?”’ (He shows the note.)
Elspeth—‘‘You spy upon me!™ .
Ken—‘‘Assuredly—when _thou dest
stoop to play the wanton!”
Elspeth—‘Oh!”
Ken—(striking Jack)
(To his men)  Seize him!"”
Jack starts to run up the grand
stalrcase.
Elspeth-—‘‘Oh—he's going to run
away again!” / - kol

LSPETH was wrong.
At the head of the stalrs Jack
halted and wheeled about. And
then a strange thing happened. Jack
seized a mace that hupg on a stand
of armor and with it he began to bowl
over Lord Strangevon’s men as quickly
as they came up to.him.

There never was such a battle be-
fore. With each swing of Jack's arm
a man went down; with each clout of
his left fist a man toppled down the
stairs.
slow Jack threw away his mace and
simply grabbed two men in succes-
sion and knocked otheir heads to-
getlier. : ¢

‘“Thou dog! |

When this method became too Y

Elspeth had jumped én a table and
was cheering with excitement. /' She 3
was Jack's only audience, but.she
rooted for him with a will. Soon the
hall was, strewn with' bodies, and
when \the last man had gone Jack

gave one leap and landed on the cow-
ardly frame of Lord Strangevon, . Flat
on his back went that sinister répre-
sentative of the feudal system, and
Jack put his foot on his chest. :

“There!” he exclaimed, wiping a'
heated brow. ‘“Am I the hero?”’

“Oh, my Douglas Fairbanks!’ ecried
Elspeth happily. ‘“You are the hero!
You are my hero!”

‘And " into his-.arms she flew. s
Into his arms? i
A~ scream rang through Will's

studio as Hlspeth rolled off the couch
and struck the floor with a bump. ‘ She
sat up and gazed wonderingly about
her. As she did so she caught sight
of her heroic savior standing nearbw.

#0Oh,: Jack,”’  .she whlspered el

thotight T had lost you on the roadl"

.Ts.ck—(astonlshed) “Well—well, er—-
you see you didn’t.”

Elspeth—"Oh, Jack; you weren't
hurt in that fight! Oh, tell me, dms‘
t hurt you to hold me?”

Jack— ‘It doesn’'t hurt at all.” '

Elspeth—‘Oh, how good you are!
How good you are! (8he lifts up her
face and, after a momentary hesita-
tion, Jack kisses her. She cuddles in
his arms and after a while begins to =
look around.) Why—why, this is the /
dear oldisstudio—and this is the same
negliges I wore——'*

Jack—‘Now you're coming to.”

Elspeth—(fully awake) *“Yes, yes!
This is real-——Oh—oh, my soul! If it
was all a dream, who are you?” 5

Jack——“If you ’ll give me a minute to
explain——

Efspeth——"Go away—oh, I'm fright-
ened!”’

Jack—'*Oh, I say, please. I know
I'm a guy in these togs——"

Malena enters the room.

Elspeth—“Who—who is that man?"

L

i

ND then Elspeth learned the mys-
tery. of the man whom she-had,
as It appeared to her dazmed .
senses, pulled out of her dream. She
learned that the man in the antlque
costume that had so startled her be- !

{

i

“fore she went to sleep, ‘and the msdn -

in the same c¢ostume who had' with
such perfect coincidencs appeared the
moment she awakened, was Jack War-
ren, clad In the armor of the old
English knight of the road in which
he had been posing for Will

And Elspeth had kissed him. Had
told him she loved him. Had ealled
him her protector and a dozen other
similarly foolish fiames! Her cheeks

burned in shame. e

But there could be only one ending
to such a romance as Will'’s costume
and ¥Elspeth’'s dream had started.
After all, Elspeth had found her hero.
She could hardly have found a young
man who could topple over a hundred
men in as many seconds in real life,
and it was quite a privilege to have
found him so opportunely in a dream.
And when Jack said pleadingly: |
“Don’t you be cruel to me and remind :

me that the best ten minutes of my | -

life were just the edge of a dreamy”
Elspeth succumbed.

The supper party that night inelud-
&d also an engagement. Or rather a
double engagement, for Ken, having
expiated his original sin of three hun-
dred yaers ago under the heel of Jack
in that memorable fight, Elinor, on
the advice of Elspeth, banished her
doubts, and took him for better er
worse.

Which is all as fitting an ending ax
could be devised for a mad Midsum-
mer's Eve tale, such as this.

(Copyright, 1924, by Rida Johnsoen °
Young and the Estate of Victor Her-
bert, and released under arrangement |
withh the SHuberts.)
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Refreshes Weary Eyes
When your eyes feel dull
and heavy, use Murine. It in-
gtantly relieves that tired feelin
+#~makes them clear, pright an
sparkling. Harmless. Sold and
tecommended by all druggists,
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Feminine Beauty Course

T

7

For Public Schools Now

Minneapolis Board of Education to Make Unique Addition

to Curriculum.

HOULD a beauty course in the
public schools in this day of
cosmetics and bobbed hair be clas-
sified/as a fad and a frill or as
a necessity? \
, Or, rather while publicofficials
are trying to devise ways and
means to 'reduce 'taxes, is it pro-
per, to,teach girls mawcelling,
manicuring and hair bobbing at
the expense of the public treasury?

Unless the unexpected happens
the Minneapolis Board of Educa-
tion will uphold the position of
Supt. W. F. Webster and intro-
duce a beauty course in the Min-
neapolis public.schools despite the
opposgition of A. P. Ortquist, presi-
dent of the Board.

After a heated ' discussion  at
.a recent board meeting the deci-
sion was reached to ascertain
Wwhether there is a demand  for
such a course, and if a sufficient
number of girls register .for the

proposed courserto install it in the |

schools,

”H“HE demand for such a course
has been established in no un-

mistakable terms. Within/a week,

\ as the result of ne\{/spaper pub-
' licity,

more than fifty aspiring

beauty specialists registered. The
school board unquestionably as
the result of this’ showing will
order the ‘course installed at the
Vocational High School.

Here, is the position of Supt.
Webster:

“It is /none of the concern' of
the Board of Education what are
the new beauty styles for women.
The school board does not set
these styles. The American wo-
men have decided for themselves
that they want bobbhed hair, and
that settles it. We must guide \our-
selves accordingly.”

“The new style, that of hair
bobbing, has created a new de-
mand for a particular kind of ser-
vice. This demand is as real as
is the demand for dressmakers
or milliners. Thousands of yqung
ladies are taking courses through-
out the country to train themselves
as beauty specialists, particularly
hairdressing and manicuring. The
environment is nof of the best. It
is a profession, There is no rea-
son why the!schools should not
teach the profession to these girls
and young women, thus making
.a real savings for them in money
and affording them with a better
environment. It 'is just as \im-
portant as machine work and man-
ual training.

S’mall Tables Have Come

Into Real Popularity

QMALL' " tables
@ their own!

Right now two, or three small
tables are more favored than the
‘large so-called library table. They

have comle into

it in so easily bheside the daven-

port, ‘or’ easy chair, and with a
small Tamp make the coziest kind
of reading mnook! The popular
consgle table is deserving of its
favor when one considers the num-
ber of needs it supplies. It ren-
ders: pleasing service in the din-

)

]

ing-room, takes an important
place in the hall, when that room
happens to be small and narrow,
and is of no end of use in the
living-room. Of course these
tables are made in many different
styles, but pnrobably the most
popular to-day is the gatéleg, as

it is generally suited to the fur-
‘nishings of the average home and
can be used as a full table, as, a
console ggainst the wall, or as an
end table with the sides down.

Americans Know

Little of Britain

Rebecca West Found Servant

Who' Thought Welsh Were

Negroes.

i y
Although she undertook and suc-

. cessfully carried out an extensive

lecture tour  in: Amevica, Miss\
Rebecca West does not often speak
i1, publiciin England. Recently,®
when the English Speaking Union
gave a luncheon in her honor,
there was a large audience of Eng-
lish people and of Americans, who
certainly were not less keenly in-
terested 4in the personality of the
author | of\ “The Return of  the
Soldier” and ‘“The Judge,” than in
what she had to say.. |

Ior more than half an hour she
spoke easily, entertainingly and
with practical point about her: ex-
periences and impressions in the
United States, dwelling particularly
on |the two countries’ \colossal
fgnorance of each other. In the
Middle West the chairman at/one
of her lectures on the modern
novel tried to find out from some
persons in the anteroom *what she
had written.  “The Judge,’ was
the whispered reply. So the chair-
man announced her as ‘the well-
tnown contributor to ‘Judge,” the
American comic paper.”’

When Miss West arrived at New
York the hotel servant told her
there was another English lecturer
upstairs, « Lord ' Birkenhead, and
added, ‘“We think he is a lovely
boy, - To see him come in and out

‘of the elevator—it's just lovely.”
The girl went on to 'say that Mr.
Liloyd ' George 'was coming and

if You Are Tempted

To uSe éppllcatinns of any kind ‘to
remove that growth of hair from your
face, try it on your arm or leg first,
wait for ten weeks or longer and the
growth will have returned.
' ELECTROLYSIS
which is not painful when ‘properly
used, is positively the only permanent
remedy. Satisfactory resulfs assured.
A8k for booklet ‘“A’"; it's‘free.
Canada’s oldest established derma-
tologists; 32 years’ experience,

[ 61H College Street, Toronto.

1

Hiscott Institute Limited}

hopefully asked if he was anything
like Liord Birkenhead. )

‘“‘Not  ai bit,” said y Miss K West.
“He 1is Welsh.”

‘“What’s that?" /

“Oh,” Miss West replied, “they
are a curious people, much given
toreligious revivals and music.”

“I understand,” said the girl;
‘they are your Negroes ?”

Soap should never be rubbed on
to white silk. It should be dis-
solved in the water before you
begin to  launder the garment.
*Rinse: in, warm _water. To this
you may add half a teaspoonful
of blue ink 'to prevent a yellow-
ish. appearance.

[’? Three-Piece, Sutt j
. 3 J

CHARMING FALL STYLE
The $uit illustrated is made of

black milgrad, piped with black"
silk braid.

Having Baby Photographed is Important Event

But Very Often Over-Careful Preparation by Anxious Parents Puts Child
in Apprehensive Frame of Mind, Resulting in Stiff and Resentful Pose.

Jhe
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PEERS DEBATE
| WOMEN'S VALUE

IN POLITICS

Lord Banbury Says They

Lower Dignity of
Parliament.

“ ANY men cannot understand ;
the woman's point of view,” ;

déclared TLord Astor, recently,
when the Inglish House of TLords
was - discussing, ' the motion to
allow peeresses ‘in their own right

jt_o sit and vote in the Lords.

“Fewer than two dozen peer-
esses will be affected by the Will,2?
added Viscount Astor, whose Am-
erican-born wife has so distin-
guished herself in the Commons.
“he House of Lords ought to re-
flect more accurately the opiniqn
of the 8,000,000 women voters in
the country. On a large number
of questions there is a womgin’s
point of view; many men differ
from it, but that there is such a
point of view is unargugble. Be-
sides, in the House of Commons
women have proved an enormous
success, and one woman, Miss
Margaret Bondfield, occupies a

~.seat on the Treasury bench.”

“@F course, all the Lords have
not wives like Lady Astor,”
said the bold Lord Banbury, from
the height of his seventy-three
years, in moving the rejection of

the bill.

‘I have never met any one, ex-
cept members of the Labor Party,
who do not regret that we have
women in the House of Com-
mons.”

“Hear, hear!” cried Lord Birk-
enhead, whom many will recall as
the estimable ‘“Freddie’’ Smith.

“One of the ablest members of
the House of Commonsy’’ Lord
Banbury went on, ‘‘said only this
vear of the inclusion of women in
Parliament: ‘What we have lost
in dignity we may have gained in
efficiency.” For ages, this House
has been regarded as the ideal of
Parliaments. Are the noble
Lords 'to sacrifice the dignity of
this House on the chance of gain-
ing a little efficiency ?” i

ORD DARLING, noted for his

wit, who for years has adorn-

ed the bench, broke a lante for
the Peeresses.

FOUR PRETTY STUDIES OF HAPPY,CHILDREN.

Best Camera Studies of Little Ones

/

Visit to Studio Should be

Happy Affair, Not An
Ordeal.

/ By/DORIEN LEIGH

o OW perfectly sweet they
look! I really must have
them photographed!”

What young mother has not
experienced this sudden pride in
her earnings, and a desire to re-
cord for all time the preSentment
of her very own aorsels of loveli-

@ness. Having baby photographed
\is | quite rightly an important
event, . but'y so often the over-

careful 1)1‘ef)a,rati0n will have a

disastrous, effect on the child’s

mind. The admonition. TS e
very good ‘and obedient, and sit
quite still,”” 'may be frequently |
heard in these days of general

, understanding of the psychology

of childhood, and the little one
arrives at the studio in an ap-
prehensive frame of mind which
is not conducive to ,the produc-
tion of happy child pictures.
Nurse dresses tne mite in unagc-
customed . clothing which the
child does not associate with play
and happiness, and the final
whisper of a bribe of some Kkind,
if the child’s behavior warrants
it, creates the feeling of an or-
deal to' be faced more or, less
bravely—or worse, a shy stiffness
and  resentfulness hard to over-
come in the short time spent with
the nhotographer.
In these times’ no student of
° child ‘ways would dream of using
a studio specially planned and de-
corated to suit the requiremen'ts
of upgrown: sitters. The ideal
studio is essentially a ehild’s room,
gay and sunshiny with color and
simplicity, on the lines of a mod-
ern nursery where one may sit
on the floor or a stool as the fancy
pleases, and where all sorts of
jolly things may happen as easily
as in one’s own home, with fam-
‘iliar toys not too precious to be
understood, and one can trans-
form oneself into.a woolly bear
or Peter Pan in his boat at will.

NE of the hardest things to
break down is a child’s re-
serve and it can only be achieved
by thosz who understand’ and
really sympathize with the child’s
outlook, and who can.  therefore

meet the little one on equal terms,
for any attempt ‘“‘to come down to
their level” is quickly detected and
any preétence is urnerringly seen
by their clear eyes. On the other
hand, they are eager to respond to
the advances of those who have
not lost their own child vision, and

welcome joyfully the acquisition of
a new and genuine playchum.
The modern child is a compound
of logical deduction, vivid imagin-
ation, merciless criticism, and is
correspondingly frank of speech.
It is 'futile’ to.try time-worn
expedients, such as ‘“‘watching for
the dicky-bird to come out.” or
in making any promise impossible
to ~ fulfil; but such enthralling
make-believe games with the
new play-fellow, as transforming
the carpet into a seashore where
one may gaily paddle, will result
in the dainty clothing being, re-
moved, ‘ag “it' is| getting fvery
wet,” thereby allowing the artist
to obtain the much-hoped-for
studies' of rounded limbs and nat-
urally graceful gestures.
VERY conscientious school-
mistress once told a child
portraitist, half-seriously, half-
Jaughingly: ‘“Your mission in life
seems to be to destroy what I
carefully -~ build up. I inculcate
self-control, ' concentration and

For Chilly Evenings

CHARMING CAPE

A printed design on silk, this
cape coat is just the thing to give
the desired proétection from the
cool air these evenings.

COAT,

' Obtained in Playful Surroundings

other excellent habits, while you
endeavor to awaken latenti mis-
chief and wilfulness, to pro-
duce dancing eyes\ and roguish
dimples.” f

One often receives the quasi-
compliment-condolence: ‘“Whait
marvellous patience you: have!”
An absolutely undeserved tribute
to the child photographer, who
revels in the spontaneous grace
and vivacity of the little subject,
and who feels gloriously trium-
phant when one of the graceful
and evanescent postures Iqa,ve
been captured in picture form.
' Childhood  has so many de-
lightful phases,'and its utter free-

dom from self-consciousness is
among the chief of its charms.
Who does not love the serious

gaze of the rapt little listener to
tales of  fairy (lore , or giant’s
prowess, or the studious earnest-
ness of the small boy who has
succumbed to the fascination of
“‘Jography” ' and  its attendant
tales of @ world-wide adventure.
and by contrast, the merry gaze of
the little reveller, who can only
be lured from the studio by the
promise that ‘“some day soon she
shall again come ar\]d play ?”’

LONDON WOMAN WAS

VERY BUSY BURGLAR

ONDON cannot yep hoast a
bhobbed hair bandit, but is do-

ing its best to make up for the
deficiency by having discovered an
expert woman burglar. She is Mrs.
Bertha Crouch, who recently re-
ceived  'a sentence of fourteen
months’ imprisonment for com-
mitting at least a dozen robberies.
. Discovery of her record came
accidently, the woman having heen
‘arrested for a minor offence. As
a matter of routine her finger-
prints were compared with those
in Scotland Yard and were found
to tally exactly with those left in
several North ILondon houses
which recently have been entered.
The police found that during the
day Mrs. Crouch conducted a
small business in the suburbs and
was regarded by neighbors as a
model of propriety. At night, how-
ever, she was accustomed to go
out alone and the police establish-
ed that she spent much time re-
connoitering houses she later rob-
bed.

She worked with unusual skill,
picking locks and forcing doors
without awakening the sleeping
inhabitants of the houses she bur-

. gled. In her defense at the trial

it was alleged she was “seized with
an uncontrollable impulse to pos-
sess things.”

Fuller's earth made into a paste
with household ammonia will re-
move medicine stains from linen.
Spread the paste on the stains, let
it dry thoroughly, and then wash
out in lukewarm water.

\' LADY ASTOR.

/“The age of chivalry is passed
when women watched the ances-
tors of the noble Lords tilt in the
lists,”” declared the learned Dar-
ling. ‘“In this age we watch cow-
girls at a tournament. So why
should not women sit in this
House? Would their presence de-
tract from its dignity? If I were
to say what I think”

Smiling, I.ord Darling checked
himself.

“But I won’t,” he exclaimed, and
was silent.

STRANGE ANIMALS

ARE USED AS PETS

O longer content with the wolf-

like Alastian or the pug-nosed
Peke as a pet, the society woman
in London is taking to the wilder
or anyway less tame-looking an-

imal as a comnipanion for the
dally constitutional. ;
On, Sunday mornings in the

park several curious looking' pets
appeared lately. One woman has
caused some commotion by be-
ing accompanied by a  small
cheetah, and several tame foxes,
chiefly of the silver variety.

A lemur, a monkey, a gayly-
hued parrot and a tree bear, a
quaint little animal whose natural
home is out on the west coast of
Africa, are some other freak pets.
Several L.ondoners keep snakes as
pets, but these have yet to be seen
being taken for an airing in the
park.

LEFTOVER CROQUETTES,

Wrap the left-over croquettes
in waxed paper and they will be
good next day, either cold, as
the filling for a sandwich, or
heated for just a few minutes in
the oven.

To clean a saucepan that has
been burnt inside. fill with hot
water, add a piece of soda; and
leave to soak for a few hours.
Then put on the gas and bring to
the boil, and the burnt matter
will peel off quite easily.
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'Women Upholds the
;éz;)m[lhci Feminine
Question ? Go-getter.

]Dorothy Dix|

“There’s No Other One Thing on Earth That
Would Do So Much to Promote Domestic
Happiness as for Women to Choose Their

Husbands,” Says This Feminine Love Doctor.

i \

~%

“NI'L’S perfectly scandalous the way girls run after men in these days,”

said a middle-aged woman. “A girl, to use her own phrase, ‘looks
’em over’, and picks out the man she wants to marry, and he hasn’t got
a ghost of a chance of escaping her, )

“@QHE knows w(uu she wants and she

goes after it.- She calls him up at his
office and makes dales. She takes him out
in her car. She invites him to. dinner.
S’h,,e pursues him relentlessly until she gets
vim.”

8 HEN I was young we let the men do the

courting, and a nice girl would have died
before she permitted a man to kKnow that she
had thought of him before he thought of her.
‘Why, we always pretended to be surprised when
a man told us that he loved us, and when he
popped the question we said that this was so
sudden and we never thought of such a thing.
1 don’'t know whether the girls of to-day ac-
tually do the proposing or not, but it wouldn’t
They are bold enough for anything.”

surprise me if they did.

£ ELL, what if they do?”’ responded her friend. “Good thing, I

say. If there is any one thing that a woman has got a right
to do, it is the right to pick out her husband and the father of her
children, and to my mind there is no other such idiotic convention as
the one that has prevented her from doing this freely and, openly and
as a malter of course. i

A8 ERNARD SHAW says that women always have been the pursuers,

" and that no man would ma.rx'—y if some woman didn’t drag him to
the altar. This is true, to 5 certain degree. But women have always
had to conduct their love campaigns under cover, and get in their work
by stealth and subterfuge and this has cramped'their style. !/

£ WOMAN couldn’t go frankly up to a man and tell' him that he
looked good to her, and that she was an A-1 cook and a nickel
‘murser, and that if he would marry her she would make him a happy
and comfortable home and be a real helpmeet to him. i,
“Nor could a rich girl say to'a poor man: ‘I love you. You are
the sort of two-fisted, hustling man I admire, and I would just love
to give you the money that would give you a good start in business
and save you years of anzious struggle.

“NO. ALL that the girl could do was to sit on the anxious seat and
wait for the man to happen to notice her and lay little traps for
capturing him. Sometimes the man noticed her, and sometimes ‘the
traps worked, and sometimes they failed. Anyhow, the girl had the
degraded feeling of a remnant on the bargain counter that anybody
could take home with him if the right one didn’t want it.
/ ——— i
“H T IS far more decent and modest for a girl to come right out flat-
footed and let a man know that her intentions are honorable, and
mean marriage, than for her to try to snare him in the dark, without
his knowing that he is being lured into captivity. ! !
“Goodness knows, if there is one thing that a woman should be '
permitted to pick out, i is the man with whom she has got to spend
the next twenty, or thirty, or forty years, during which time she is
going to get mighty weary if she has not got something that fires her
fancy and comes up to her ideql. For women are mighty choasey, and
husbands are just as much a matter of taste as onions.

L0 O WOMAN knows why one especial man is the one man she desires
out of the whole ruck of humanity any more than she knows why
she picks out one particular hat out of a whole millinery store. She just

simply knows that she would pawn her soul to get the one, and that
she’d/loathe the other as long as she lived if she had to take it as a
makeshift. ;

"HF EITHER the man or the woman has to be suifed in a marriage,

it is much better for both parties for the woman to be. For one
thing, every wife is ten times as much married as her husband is. He
has a thousand other interests\and diversions outside of his' home,
and if his wife isn’t all his fondest fancy painted he can absord him-
self in other interests ung find plenty of other companionship.

“BUT a woman is tied to her home and her family, and unless she can
find her happiness in it, God help the household and God pity hei-.

Unless & woman loves her husband.and feels that he is worth workinq
for and sacrificing for, she finds neither pleasure_ nor profit in life.

G MOREOVER,‘a happy and a contented wife is a good wife. The '

woman who has got the man she wants strives with might and,
main to please her husband and serve his interests. It is the women .
who have had to'take the men they could get, instead of the men they!
desired, who are the disgruntled, discontented wives who don't care
whether their husbands like what they do or not. It makes a lot of
difference . whether ~a woman's married her opportunity or her
preference. .

¢ OMEN are wiser in matters of the heart than men' are, anyway,

and there would not be so many foolish marriages 'made if
women could be the pickers instead of the pickees. Many 'a well-edu-
cated, 'intelligent woman knows that she /would make a life companion
of whom some intellectual man would never tire. Many a middle-aged
woman, who is filled with the maternal instinct, knows that she could
make. some widower with a houseful of children supremely happy. But
the men, taken by the pretty faces of silly young flappers, marry beauti-
1 morons and girls young enough to be their daughters, and live
miserably ever after.|

TRy
“PIMHERE is no other one thing on earth that would do as much/ to
promote domestic happiness as for women to choose their hus-
bands, and so I say all honor to the modern girl who is a matrimonial
go-getter. Here's wishing her luck.” DOROTHY DIX.

Dorothy Dix’s Letter Box

—
[ [
EAR DOROTHY DIX—I am a widower with two children. I lost
my wife some years ago and have never remarried, though I am
now only thirty-eight years of age. Did I do wrong by staying un-
married all these years, or should I have got married again to give the
children a mother? I felt that I had no right to burden any woman with
some one else’s children. Was this the right view to take?
! MR 9gn PN L

S b oS 5
Answer: Ve ) ;

I imagine, T. J. L., that you have never come across a woman whe
appealed strongly to you or else you would have let her decide the
question about whether she were willing to raise another woman's
children or not. This being the case, you were wise to stay single, for
marriage for anything but love is a losing game. oS

4

Generally speaking, it is a good thing for a widower to remarry,
provided—and mark well the word PROVIDED—he makes a suitable
choice of a wife, for the widower must consider the interests of his
children as well as his own in the woman he puts at the head of “his
house.

Many men don’t do this. I have seen plenty of widowers marry
young, frivolous girls no older than their own daughters, and I have
seen men marry cold, selfish women, who hod no pity or sympathy for
children in their hearts. Such marriages as these are bound to bring
misery on all concerned.

Bul there are plenty of good, kind. sensible women who give a
mother’s love an# a mother’s tenderness to their stepchildren. and
who make for them a home where they can grow wup under their
father’s influence.
an Anfliction.

Also _you have to consider yourself. Children grow up quickly
and go about their business of life, and you will’ find yourself a very
rorlorn and lonely old man unless you have provided yourself with @
companion for your old age. DOROTHY DIX.

: Copyright, 4924, )
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Such women never consider their stepchildren {
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Bearded Lady Doesn’t

)\

_Jlast

Approve of Bobbed Hair |

”

of winning, and he was desirous
of helping her, as he knew all
about the four kiddies and of how

Continued from Front Page.

anxious Mary was that they should

jha\:e an education, )

“You know the English,” she
'said, folding and refolding her
hands philosophically. “They will
not take a dare.”

The prize offered by the London
Daily Mail to the.winner of the
contest amounted to one thousand

pounds, the equivalent of five
thousand dollars in Canadian
nioney.

The face of the ‘‘Homeliest Wo-
man in the World” is not disfig-
ured—it is just naturally lacking
in charm. She entered the contest
and shs won  it.

“What did you de with
money ?” she was asked.

“Most of it went into the bank,”
she said, with the homeliest of
homely smiles. It was a genuins
smile though, nothing forced or
superficial about it; it made one
think of home-made apple  pie,
inches deep, plum pudding and
'strawberry jam with whole straw-
berries in it. \

With-the publicity given her by
the promoters of the contest, Marv
found little difficulty in securing
a much better paying job with
road shows and circuses, she says.

“And since then many tidy little
gums have been added to the bank
account,” she added, 4for the fu-
ture welfare of the kiddies. That's
why I am following the show
(game. 1 am doing it for them.”

Her oldest boy, John, who is 21
vears of age, she said, is attached
QA H.M.S. “Marlborough,” - now
stationed at Constantinople. Har-
iold, another son. is now serving
jhis third year of apprenticeship
to an engineer in Folkstone, Eng.

“Dorothy and Evelyn, my two
daughters,” she continuzd, happy
to be talking about her children,
‘are also doing well. Dorothy, the
>ldest, is a milliner, and Evelyn is
ittending boarding school.”

¥hen the ““Homeliest Woman in
the World” was asked what she
‘hought of paint, powder, lip-
iticks, rouge, vanity boxes and
ther articles of the ‘“‘malke-up’’
<it, she emphatically declared
hat she simply did not believe in
hem, at all at all.

‘“A-home and kiddles is much
setter,” she said.

Mary Ann Bevan, “the Home-
liest Woman in the World,” has
oeen in the show business four
years, and is:forty years of age.

the

MHE  Three-legged Wonder,”
was next in line. Francesco
Lentini was born in the village of
. Rosolina, Province of Siracusa,
Sicily, Italy. He is one of a family
yf twelve children, but all the rest
ire ordinary people.

Lentini said that the only cause
joctors can- give for his strange
tbnormality is that the mother
xas to have given birth to twins,
yut at a certain period one of the
yodies stopped deveéloping. UD to
‘he age of six years Lentini was

| ible to use his third’ limb for -
walking and running. But at the
end of the sixth year his body

bezan to outgrow his third limb,
so that at present this is six 9’1‘
seven inches shorter than its fel-
lows. :

“When .1 was quite young my
family nioved to Amnierica, ’ he said.
«\Wherever we went, of course, I
was considered a curiosity, and

: 7 Sk ; £
while at first critical gazes Wer
enibarras/sing I‘gradually became
used to them. It was natural for
sveryone to suggest to my p@rents
that I be put in the show business.
But my father said no, at least

BoL untit ofters T ha(l ”the bene-
t of.a good education. -
- ST cohurse. it was a great shock

0 arents that I was born as
(['UY\?;E. Il)’)ut when they found that.
[ was perfectly normal e\'gry othqx
way they, too, becane DhllOSOD'hl-
eal apout it. I have been travel-

Hine most of my life.”

cenlt. more

s fifteen per
thé—lne tl?xz;t azerage man and claims
to be able to speak fmmj \an_g‘ua,ges.
1entiniz came to America 11 1@98
and has been with I’.lnglm;g
Brothers, Barnum and Bal'le)v,,
Walter 1. Main, Buffalo Bl]II{:

Wild West and other shows.

v

is the father of three well-deve}?lp-
ed children, two boys and a girl.

the beautiful blond
who

A ONDY,"

H—" girly “Yiady Giantess,”
seven feet six inches tal,ll
stockinged “tootsies,’ 'is
a rich man.””’ This
she confided in a whisper.
She likes short fat men. tap.~ Bhe
story looked good, so the reporter
procured a step ladder that was
stinding in a corner of a tent and

stands
in cher
“looking for

continued the conversation, he
perched on the top of it, she seat-
ed.

vrpell ‘us some more about this
man you are looking for,”’ she was
invited.

«wywell, I like the J)rosp'erog,s—
looking kind,” she said, adjustllng
herself more comfortably among
the cushions on her ‘“throne,” from
which she looks “‘dowi’’ on all and
Nm‘ff\iixtist they of necessity be pos-
sessed of rotundity beyond | the
yyverage to interest you?’” the re-
porter asked, anxiously to find out

" just what chance he stood should
he ever take the notion to woo a
“Giantess.’” /

Her answer conveyed the idea
thiat she thought the sort of men
in question combined the good
provider with the . extravagant
lover.

Here the reporter disagreed.
Not with the providing part of the
statement but with the lover end
of It, always having imagined the
dashing cavalier ‘type as more on
the lean side thzwm otherwise.

But heé couldn’t convince
so he switched the talk to
torical topics.

“Tondy’”’ was born

her,
his-

in Luzanne,

" “Duchess

Switzerland, moving to Holland
with her parents when only seven
years of age. She was always
taller than the average, measuring
more than six feet when only
fourteen years of age.
a cabaret dancer for a while in
Holland before taking to the
shows with which she has been
engaged ten years.

Her age, she says,
four.

ROM the *Tallest Lady in the
World” to the ‘“‘Smallest!”
The midgets were having their
dinner in one-of the vans especial-

ly furnished for them.

“Prince Dennison,” ‘Princess
Marguerite” and ‘“Lady Little,”
Leona,” “Baron Ray-
mond'” and ‘“Baroness Simone,”
the smallest twenty and the tall-
est thirty-six inches in height, com-
posed the troupe.

They are of Krench and Belgian
extraction and with one exception
all have normal-sized brothers and
sisters. : 5

The women of the troupe do not

believe in bobbed hair. *“For the
girl of sixteen to eighteen years
of ageé it is all right’ .said ‘Prin-
cess Marguerite, “but for a woman
older than that it does not look at
all dressy,” she said.

The - midgets purchase ' their
wardrobe 'in Paris each year and
remodel it over ‘here as the
fashions change. The women of
the troupe talke considerable
pride in ‘their chic appearance.

is twenty-

; ‘‘Prince Dennison” does not
believe in marriage on, the/ road,
but for later on, he -8aid. they

are all thinking of marriage, and
he believes it quite possible for
them to have children.

All are at present, single.

She was /

Numerous invitations are re-
ceived by them, they say, to at-
tend social affairs. They avail

themselves of them when they
can, but this is not often, as
they are.very busy. At home

they are treated just the same as
normal sized persons, and, on the
whole, are more than contented
with their lot.

“PIMHE Long. Haired ' Canaki”
eats fire, lifts * immense
weights  with his hair and does

a lot of other impossible things.
He claims he is impervious to
fire because he is innocent of sin.
In his country he says that is the
way they find out the guilty ‘ones.

When a member of the tribe
is accused of a crime, irrespec-
tive of his station, he Is forced
to walk over red hot stones. If
he is burnt in the -process. he is
guilty and punished accordingly.
If the red hot stones do not burn
him, he is innocent, and allowed
‘his freedom. That ‘is according
to his story.

It sounded =~ ‘fishy,” '‘and’ we
told him so. Thereuvon he swal-
lowed a lighted  cigarette for us,
, bleww smoke from his lungs, and
then coughed up the cigarette

still intact.

He may have  held it in' his
tongue. The reporter was about
o tell him of his suspicions when
the freak was called away to
stage his “Dance . of the Wild
Men” on the platform in front
of the tent.

“Chief Amok” claims to be a
Bantos Head Hunter. a member

of one of the ferocious tribes of
warriors whocut off the heads
of the enemies they have Kkilled
and use them to decorate the
huts of their villages.

o

The stretch run in the American League race—
New York pitchers off form, and Ruth holds up
team—Local fans hope for a Detroit or Washing-
ton Victory. g

‘.

¥

’

into the run

REE teams turn

. down the stretch in the American
League season, each with a good
chance of winnirig the championship,
and with a fourth team. also a con-

tender. The margin that separates
the Yankees, Tigers and Senators at
the moment of writing is not suf-
ficient to indicate the winner. It
doesn’t mean anything. When three
teams have alternated in the league
leadership within a month of the close
of the season anything may happen.
This is especially true when the tem-
porary lecadership Las not been
snatched as the result of a sudden
spurt, but has been the effect of con-
sistent winning ball. It %s true that

the Yankees played better ball earlier ~

in the season than they have played
recently. Otherwise the race now
would be no more interesting that it
was a year ago at this time when the
New Yorks, thanks mainly to a super-
lative pitching staff, plus Babe Rutk’s
batting, were far in front and certain
contenders for the world's series.
Babe Ruth has done his part. He was
never s0 useful to his club as he is

now. On an average he wins about
two games a week w?th a timely or a
territic Yxit. ; He 18" at-present the
mainstay of the team. The club that
can stop Ruth has a good deal better
than an even chance of beating the

Yankees. It is to be admitted that
the task of stopping him does not
grow easier as the years go by. On

the contrary, it becomes more diffi-
cult. He is using his head more than
earlier. Despite his powerful batting,
which threatens to break his kome-
run record, he thinks more about a
~ictory for his club than about what
baseball reporters have so aptly de-
scribed as his four-ply wallops.

YEAR ago the Yankees had by

far the strongest pitching staff in

the major leagues. Most man-
agers who have won pennants have
depended upon three fine pitchers to
put them up there. Now and then,
two properly entered and supported
have proved enough. Huggins hagd
five of practically equal merit, and
equal cansistency. He could count as
first string men Hoyt, Pennock, Bush,
Shawkey and Jones. The only one of
them who has pitched back to his
1923 form is/ Pennock. If he and Ruth
were not on the team, it would be
floundering in the second division.
Hoytl has done pretty well, tkough he
has had some disastrous spills which
have enabled Washington and Detroit
tu press uncomtortably close. Bush's
health tas been bad, and /Jones has
had a lame arm most of the season.
The veteran Shawkey is no longer cap-
able of pitching {irst division ball, per-
naps not major league ball. 1t looks
to be his last season with the Yankees
unless he shows a great improvement
until the end of the season. New
York's worry about its pitchers 1is
plainly revealed oy the emergency
purchase of Al Mamaux from the In-
ternational League, and thre irequent
use of Gaston, whose experience has
been limited, but is.now being tumult-
uously increased every three or four
days.

BL"J‘ even with middle class pitch-
ing, the Yankees stand a good

chance of splitting some world
series money because of the batting
strength of the ensemble. Last year,
with the same offensive weight sup-
ported by great pitching, the team was
for all practical purposes, even in short
series,  unbeatable. Lacking In pitch-
ing, this year the Yankees are as
strong offensively as ever, perhaps a
shade stronger. That is why they are
called by many to repeat. The fact
ought to be emphasized that the pres-
ence on a team of a great player like
Ruth is a more serious matter to the

opposition than the mere number of
home runs he makes would indicate.
There is some WOrry aceru-
™~
O

By J. V. McCAREE.

- the race.

/ the American lLeague race,

ing to the pitcher whenever
the’ ““Babe’. is'in the game. There
1s. worry to retire the men in front of
him before he comes to bat with
somebody on. If he makes one of his
well-known homers the task of the
next man up is easier, owing to the in-

jured feelings and jangled nerves of !

the pitcher. The blighting influence of
a ‘Ruth extends to 'every member of
the opposing team. It makes every
man tenser, and this is a mental con-
dition favorable to misplays. Converse-
ly, when Walter Johnson is in the
box there is something in the nature
of a well-nourished onus on every man
who faces him. There is more than
the six feet of sinewy Johnson there
is the shadow he casts, the lengthen-
ing shadow of defeat. So we might
say that even if the Yankees had Ruth
just as good a player as he is to-day
but without his formidable reputation,
they would be much further back in

F wishes instead of baseball bats
could decide a league championship,
Washington would win, not only
but the
world’s series. Where is the baseball
fan in the world who would not expe-
rience a thrill to hear or to read the
announcement of the umpire in the

first game of the world’'s series: ‘“The
batteries will be, for ~Washington
Johnson = and Yuel?”’  Toronto, i of

course, has a special interest in De-

troit because of the universal admir- |

ation for Ty Cobb; because of the re-
lations between the Toronto and De-
troit teams since Dan Howley became
manager, and because-of the link es-
tablished between Detroit’s sensational

bid for the pennant and the respect

Toronto fans have for Frank
O’Rourke, There was a similar liaison
between Toronto and Boston when
Dick Rudolph one of the main-
stays of the Braves in their extraor-
dinary and successful fight for the
National League championship. @ But
even the fans who are pulling for De-

troit would find their disappointment
greatly mitigared snoula Washington
snatch what the baseball writers in
their inimitable way have nicknamed
the gonfalon, now and then bursting
into print through the inattention of
the proorreader as the ‘‘gonfalcon.”
New York has convinced thousands of
local enthusiasts that it will win the
pennant, but it has not the advantage,
if it-is an advantage, of a strong local
sentiment in its favor. There is an
idea that both New York teams buy
their championships instead of win-
ning them. They have unlimited bank
rolls to summon into the breach when
stars are in the market and the night
is dark.

was

ASHINGTON'S advance to a
threatening position is common-
ly attributed to the magnetic

personality of Stanley Harris, the
Youngest manager in the big leagues,
Who' has inspired the team with some
of his own confidence and enthusiasm.
Undoubtedly he has created that cele-
brated Will to Win which is the first
essential to victory. But this menta.
attitude is founded on the prosaic fact
that Washington has the best pitching
staff in the major leagues. For years
Walter Johnson was the pitching
staff. Now he is merely the first
among equals. He is supported by
Ogden, Zachary, Zahniser, Marberry,
Martina and Russell, all capable of
performances of the highest order. It
includes the only two pitchers whose
names begin with “Z” who ever play-
ed in a big league team, we suppose.
’I‘]}s\ infield is not working as well as
mijght be hoped for, and experiments
continue in centre fiend. O’Rourke has
greatly strengthened the Tigers, who
have suffered greatly from injuries.
The pitehing is brilliant in spots,
though not as good at present as that

of St. Louis. Sisler has four pitchers,
Shocker, Wingard, Davis and Dan-
forth, going at top speed, and in the
opinion of Joe Vila, of the New York

Sun, he might claim the pennant (i.e.,
gonfalon) now if only he had Ken
Williams. in left field.

GIRL PADDLERS
HAVE ADVANGED

THEIR PASTINE

Much Real Progress Shdwn

This Summer in 'This
Excellent Sport.

MYRTLE A. COOK.
QUATIC ‘sports, particularly
paddling, have advanced con-
siderably during the past season
when you take into consideration
the excellent showing the different

clubgd have made in the ladies
events.
Dominion Day the curtain was

raised and Wednesday at the Can-
adian Natonal Exhibition the last
gun was fired for the season. Dur-
ing the intervening time, Kew
Beach annexed the City Champion-
ship title on Dominion Day only
to come out next time at Sunny-
side and lose to -Balmy Beach.
This put them on. even terms and
opinions on their merits came fast
and furious, the leading question
being, ‘“Who will win the Griff
Clarke trophy?” ,Kew Beach held '
their afnnual regatta and the cup
was put up and the dfferent clubs
invited to race the quarter mile.
Balmy Beach owing to, absentees,
on holidays could not participate
with the result that Kew MBeach
number one crossed the line- first
and the famous cup now reposes
under the black and white colors
permanently. ' During the season
Ward’s Island Aquatic Club have
purchased a boat for their ladies
crew with an end to being pre-
pared to enter the C. N. E. race.
After the splendid exhibition' race
at the Ward’s Island regatta the
ladies were keenly interested in

- having their own war canoe.

7HILE reviewing the war canos
situation one ‘must not for-
get that the ladies have also dem-
onstrated that they can also man-
ipulate the small boats to ad-
vantage. During the season in the
singles; tandems, and mixed tan-
dems there was not a single mis-
hap during the race, the ladies
paddled strong and confidently.
Miss Kate Keilor won the all round
canoe championship for the ladiess
and holds the silver trophy for one
year—this cup has been put up
for open competition. Miss Gret-
chen ' Fox, of Balmy Beach, has
}_71‘0\'ed to be a strong contender
for honors in the small boat events
asl has also Myrtle Oachs and
Reta O’'Halleron, of Kew Beach.
~Advancing further into what was
[()1'111ex'ly termed ‘‘man’s sport” we
find the ladies out in ‘the frail
shell bhoats rowing. Under com-
petent_coaching from members of
thg Don Rowing - Club several
mixed ‘fours” were introduced to
tho fang at the recent regatta at the
Beach. It is surprising how well
the girls could handle the heavy
oars—they used the same as the
men—and when the stroke was
quickened they did not falter.
The foregoing goes to prove
?hat the “Sportswoman’” is com-
ing in to her own, in other V’vords,
she -is not content /to stand on
the shore and indulge in the gentle
art of criticism, but will go on
the water herself and prove her
ability to criticise.

»

‘ ™

been
water.
: A

Kew Paddlers May
Play Basketball

ORD comes from one of the
aquatic clubs that the mem-

bers will remain under the colors
during the winter months and
enter other lines of sport. Kew
Beach have discussed the possibil-
ity of entering the ladies’ basket-
ball field—they ‘have bplenty of
material and with proper coach-
ing should be out in front. Bowl-
ing is also on. the program  and
inter-club ‘matches will be - ar-
ranged. If Balmy Beach enter it

will ~provide many interesting
matches, the paddlers all have ‘a
strong swing. It\ is expected that
with the branching into other
sports, the club members will
“pull together” like they have

doing all summer on the

ELL-KNOWN
HOCKEY

PLAYERS
AND

E?OWLER’S

W

It

MpaRSHALL

. .Wm«m««m«z«m«mm«

WHEN NOT PLAYING BALL
Nou CAN FIND THEM
SWIMMING IN THE.
HuMBER - v

& Ph-MarsHALL STEPS
FOR THE MILK ON THE EVENTELLL

MorNING oF @CY 12-1907 a1 MTDENs

AND DO THEY
LOVE To DANCE?

FOOLISH
QUESTION
NO-t

\

'The Art of Swimming

N

-

Ways to Acquire the Best and Latest
Strokes and How to Improve.

R e

LESSON No. 9
Training for Competitive Swimming

By L. DE B. HANDLEY.
Coach of American Women’s Olympic
Swimming Team, and the Recognized

Authority on Natation.

HE  prospective contestant in
swimming should realize before
making any attempt to enter the

racix{g field that two things are es-
sential to success: Form and swim-
ming fitness.

By form is meant the ability to
use an efficient modern stroke cor-
rectly; by swimming fitness is meant
the kind of physical condition which
enables a devotee of said stroke to
hold it for a middle distance, at least,
without tiring.

Unquestionably a great number of
swimmers of exceptional potentiali-
ties never accomplish the feats uof
which they are capable because they
do not learn to' fully exploit their

natural resotirces.’ They begin activi-
ties unprepared and once they have

started competing they do not think .

can spare the time to study

they
Their one idea is to make

style.

 YOUTHFUL TENNIS STARS.

(‘hampigns of the (lity Playgrounds Lawn Tennis Doubles. l.eft to
right: Evelyn Jocelyn and Phyllis Lyon, defeated the representatives
of the John Fisher Playground, the score being 7—5, 6—4. Twelye

games were played during the contest, the Misses Jocelyn and Tiyon
were successful in winning all games.—Photographs by Milne Studios,
Limited.

“nique,

speed, and it seems impossible for
them to conceive that speed is de-
pendent on form and muscles per-
fectly attuned to the action of swim-
ming. :

In trying to gain speed they defeat
their own ends, as one cannot im-
prove the stroke in thrashing wildly
at top pace or give the muscles suffi-
cient practice to accustom them 'to
the work. One tires too soon.

The swimmer who is ambitious to
reap competitive honors should train
at slow gait, paying close.attention
to every detail of the stroke and re-
frain from racing until form has
come. A gafe rule is to not launch
into the game unless one can cover
220 yards in good style and finish
without the least distress.

For the rest, swimming at m~
pace may be advocated as the best
system for experienced contestants as
well as novices. In doing the middle
distances comfortably one is-afforded
the best opportunity to study tech-
while the swimming muscles
are built up and the lungs and heart
strengthened without the least danger
of strain. Too, one so trained always
has plenty of reserve energy to call
upon, in races.

A routine which can be confidently
recommended to competitors for gen-
eral use—regardless of whether ‘they
are sprinters, middle or long distance
swimmers—is to begin each practice
with an easy swim of 300 to 1,000
yvards, according to condition and in-
clination, take a rest, try a couple of
20 or 25-yard dashes, then end up with
a few starts and turns.

When an important contest is in
sight this course may be changed a
bit in anticipation of the
event, but as a program °to
steadily it cannot he beaten

Trials against time should be few
and far between, as they serve no
good purpose and make great inroads
on the vitality.

Features of competitive swdmming
which ust be given good attention
are starting and turning, as the start
may be the deciding factor in a sprint,
when the | contenders are evenly
matched, and skill in turning is an
all important .item, due to the prev-
alence of short pools in this country.

The racing start, which has proven
most generally successful, is the fol-
lowing: Contestant stands on take-
off with feet close and toes curved
over the starting board, body bent a
little forward from waist, hands loose-
ly at sides. At signal arms are swung
backward and a bit outward, the
swimmer rising on tip-toe with the
swing, then the arms sweep forward,
swimmer flexing at the knees " and
ankles as they pass the legs; finally, as
the arms continue their forward sweep
and reach full extension in front, the
swimmer leaps and launches the body
well out, trying to strike the water at
an angle which will cause an under-
water glide no deeper than eighteen
inches. A slight lift of the head and
armg after entering brings to , the
surface. The feet are started thrash-
ing as they submerge: the arms get
into action on reaching .the surface,
top arm driving first.

The racing turn is made by placing
on the wall the hand of the arm which
happens to be ahead on approaching,
drawing up the legs into erouching
position, and simultaneously pushing

follow

HE golf matches at Fairfield,
Conn., between the leading men
and women players of the United

States were scheduled to shed some
information about the comparative
standings in the sex war in golf.
Things were getting to such a point
that the Connecticut club wanted to
find out if/ the men really could do
better than the women. But the re-
sult proves nothing, and gluttons for
figures who will show one in black
and white such and such is so, will
have to go unsatisfied.

ERTAINLY the array of talent
could not have been better. The
female contingent contained in

the persons of Glenna Collett, Edith
Cummings, Marion Hollins and Mrs.
Feitner, the best there is. One of the
first three is undoubtedly slated for
the women’s national championship
next week. Max Marston present
American champion, Jess Sweetser,
Francis Ouimet and John G. Ander-
son, can stay as close to par as any
foursome in the country. The test
should have been final, but
not.

True, the men took three of the four
matches. But then, Edith Cummings
beat Marston with 3 handicap strokes.
She would have beaten him one hole
wup without any handicap. And while
the matches perhaps prove that as a
general thing the men are better, it
leaves no measurement of how much

it was

better. Sweetser beat Glenna, Miss
Cummings beat Marston, and ‘'so it
goes.

OLF is no game where it can bhe
said how much better this play-
er is than that. It is only pro-

per to speak of ‘‘on game’ or ‘off
game.”” One day a. player will make
a 100 on the same course that took
her 92 yesterday. The whys and
wherefores are a mystery. So many
factors enter into the play that it is
impossible to assort them.

That, we feel, isithe final answer to
how much better a man can golf
than a woman. The best man going
at his best will beat a woman ditto.
But an Edith Cummings going well
may anyv day take a Max Marston,
not going so well, into camp.

UDGING from the mlxed matches
we must concede (lenna Collett
less of a sure chance to take

back the American title next week
from Kdith Cummings than we did.
Miss Cummings is picking up cons'id—
erably and Marion Holllns is coming
along at break-neck pace. It will be
the toughest battle the women’s na-
tionals have seen In many a year.

Personally, we pick Miss Cummings

to hold on for another year. But
don’t quote or remind us about this.

THE SPORTSWOMAN

(Title registered)

Women golfers give men battle—The poor home-bred
Champion—U.S. field meet.

By NITA HOWARD.

AMRULY, a champion is without
honor in her own country. We
were in New York two or,three

years ago, when Suzanne Lenglen ar-

rived to play against Mrs. Mallory
at Forest Hills. The Frenchwoman
came to America heralded as widely
as the Prince of Wales. Photo-
graphers and reporters flocked around
her. And the shops on Fifth Avenue
vied with each other in welcoming
her royally. One nationally known
department store went so far as to
devote . an entire window to a life
size painting of the lithe Lenglen
in an acrobatic pose. Another shop

showed a fashionable knitted suit,
Just like Suzanne’s and the lesser
miaisons displayed everything from

TLenglen shoes to Lenglen head bands.
But no such ovation for Helen
Wills. No costume named for her,
no face powders, nothing, The only
tribute, and it is a doubtful one, is a
head vaguely resembling Helen's, or
rather, Helen's eye shade, on an ad-
vertisement for a soft drink.

NLESS an unheard-ef Altlanta

appears at the track and field

meet which will be held in Pitts-
burg, Pa., September 20, we are bank-
ing on the old—in victories, -not in
years—favorites to take the honors.
In the fifty yard dash, we'd like to~
know who could pass Marion Mec-
Cartie, the speediest little sprinter of
her kind in America. Marion and
her City Bank team, if they enter
the relay races, will be sure to make
a brilliant - showing.

For the 100 yard dash, the result
should be a toss-up between Frances
Ruppert of Philadelphia, and Helen
Filkey of Chicago.! Miss Ruppert
stands the better chance. For the
hurdles, Hazel Kirk of Newark, N.J.,
who holds national honors in . this
field, should have no trouble in re-
peating the feat.

NTRIES for the events have been

E slow. It must be remembered,

however, that this is but the sec-

ond meet of}its kind in America, and

the average school is not educated

up to it yet. Participation last year
was very limited scholastically,

Our personal opinion is thatthe Fall
is not the best time of the year for
stich a meet, if it is" intended to have
the schools interested. Colleges, pri-
vate and public schools are just or-
ganizing for the year's work then, and
have little time for outside activities.

Otherwise, the meet gathers girls
from all sections of the United States
and Canada and is becoming repre-
sentative. The officials of the A.A.U.
expect a much llarger entry list ‘this
year than lest. £
(Copyright, 1924.)
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OPENING GAMES CLOSE ESCAPE

SPELL SUCGESS

. FOR TORONTOQ

OF ‘EX’ TOURNEY ~ LADIES' TEAM

Softhall in Coliseum Drew Greensville Outfit Nearly

Crowds An Hour Before
Opening Game.

By AL. DICKEY.

O guestion about it, the softball

tournament staged by the
C.N.B. was a success. One copld see
that as early as 5.30 on Monday
night, when a goodly crowd was
grabbing; the choice seats. The
first game was scheduled for 7.00
p.m. and got away promptly on
time. There was no need to ‘wan,
because by 7.00 p.m. prac'tlcall_y
every seat was taken. Official fi-
gures show that 10,000 people at-
tended, Many were turned away.
This establishes a record for so_ft-
ball attendance. The Sunnyside
people claimed nearly 10,000 on

otary night.

RThey splendid  victory of the
Hope ladies ‘over the seasoned
Hinde & Dauch team was the sen-

sation, n\ot only of the evening,

but of the entire softball season.

That crowd of 10,000 simply went
wild. Nor can it be said that the
Hope girls won on a fluke. The H.
and ' D. girls were playing up to
their usual excellent form. They
were simply beaten by a better
team. Dolly Todd, right fielder for
Hope, made some sensationalt
catches; and Dot Price pitched an
excellent game. The entire team
supported her wonderfully. All
are wrthy of commendation. The
catcher, Marj. Ormerod, kept the
runners puzzled. Score, 11-9.

0Old Orchard’s hard-fought win
over Athenaeums was a kind of
seesaw affair. The lead changed
several times. Old Orchard’s vic-
tory was a very popular one,
though it was not the surprise of
the second game. The final score
was 13-9.

Supremes and Queen Hast was
the only game of the evening that
was not a surprise. Supremes were
favorites, of course. Most of the
fans thought that Supremes would
win in a walk. But they didn’t.
they won 22-17, a very creditable
performance for both teams. Su-
premes took advantage of many
Queen East fumbles and mistakes.
The Queenies seemed a bit ner-
vous. The freaky pitching of Iil
McMurray fooled some of the Su-
premes’ best hitters. By alternat-
ing slow and fast balls, Lil had
them puzzled, Billy Smith pitched
well.

Beat Them in Dundas
Ball Tourney.

THE victory of the Hope ILadies
softball team over the great
Hinde and Dauch machine was al-
most paralleled by another upset on
Labor, Day. The Toronto ladies
softball team had the task of their
lives to beat the Greensville out-
fit in the tournament at Dundas.

The Toronto girls won the cham-
pionship and with it the cup which
they will strive to take again next
year in order that it shall becomse
theirs for keeps. But they were
4 down to the Greensville girls
in t.he last innings. A homer,
a  single, a triple, and another
homer. tied the score, and in the
extra inning, victory went to the
Toronto ladies.

_This was the first defeat Greens-
ville have suffered in 20 games.
They are a splendid team, and
put' up a wonderful battle against
their conquerors. The sympathy
of the crowd was with them, and
they should be heard from in fu-
ture encounters,

The Toronto girls, and the Brant-
fm‘*d team, which won second
prizes, received cups and sweater
coats. A consolation prize of silk
scarves went to Galt. The
teams competing were the-Hamil-
ton Imps, Brantford, Galt, Paris,

Oakville, Greensville, Parkdale
and Toronto ladies. Over 3,000
people were present.

\

Tennis
Queries
Answered

By
Capt.
Innes-
Taylor

away from wall with hand resting
upon it, swinging the hips around and
backing water, hand toward body, with
free arm. As the body revolves feet
are placed on wall, then both hands
are brought near chest, arms immed-
iately are thrust forward and a vig-
orous kick off is taken from wall. Fol-
lows a short glide, then leg thrash is
started and top arm drives next. If
the right hand is the one placed on
wall the turn is made to the left, and
vice versa. In training for swimming
the oftener one practices, the better.
Provided regular work is done at
moderate pace daily swimming will
serve as most profitable exercise,

(Copyright, 1924.)
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Muriel D.—Can you tell me how ‘old
the - famous onglish © player, Mrs.
George W.- Hilliard is?

Ans.—I am sorry I cannot tell you
the exact age of Mrs. Hilliard. I
know that she won her first prize in
a tournament in 1884, when she was
in her teens. She has won innumer-
able prizes, and is perhaps the only
lady player-who is still playing tennis
who played with the famous Renshaw
brothers. = She won the All-England
mixed doubles ~championship with
Ernest Renshaw in 1888.

K. F.—How many times did . Miss
Mary Brown win the American cham-
pionships.- Also Mrs. May Sutton
Bundy?

Ans.—She won it three times—1912,
1913 and 1914. Mrs. Bundy only won
it once—1904." She, however, won the
championship at Wimbledon twice,
and it ‘was only because she did not
play in the American championships
more often that she did not win them.
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PerformsMarvellous Services,
From Detection of Crime to
Study of Blood Parasites.

VERY many celled
creature, which
produces in the
diijary way, starts on
the journey of life as

re-
Y=

a  single cell—the
; fertilized ovum. As
we vihave | made'” ‘clear 'in’ ' a

previous article, the usually mi-
croscopic fertilized egg cell con-
tainsg, in some way that we cannot
picture, the initiatives or ‘“factors”
for the hereditary characters of
the living creature in question. But
the microscope has begun to re-
veal the little world within the egg
cell, and it has been found possible
to map out the way in which the
factors for certain characters are
disposed in the chromosomes.
Thius in the case of the egg of the
fruit fly called Drosophila, it is
possible to say that the hereditary
or germinal factor for, say, red eye
or grey wing, lies at such and such
a level in one of the four chromo-
somes. It would be difficult to find
a wonder of microscopy greater
than this.

Yet this is but an instance of
what goes on at a level of visibil~
ity which only the microscope can
reach. We know much in regard to
the permutations
tions which take place when the
germ cell is ripening—shufflings
of the hereditary cards which
throw some light on the origin of
new departures. We know some-
thing of the manner in which the
paternal and maternal hereditary
contributions behawe in relation to
one another when and after ferti-
lization talkes place. We know
much in regard to the sequence
of events in individual develop-
ment, wherein the obviously com-
plex emerges from the apparently
simple, and the implicit inherit-
ance becomes an explicit individ-
wal. In. the seventeenth "century
William sHarvey, the discoverer of
the circulation of the blood, wrote
in: regard to development; ‘“Al-
though it be a known thing sub-
scribed by all, that the foetus as-
sumes its original and birth from
the male and female, and conse-
quently that the egg is produced
by the cock and henne, and the
chicken out of the egge, yet

and combina- |

neither the schools of physicians
nor Aristotle’s discerning  brain
have disclosed the manner how the
cock and its seed doth mint and
coine the chicken out of the egge.”
But although we do not under-
stand to-day how the factors of’
an inheritance are condensed into
the dimensions of a pin prick; or
how the fertilized egg cell seg-
ments into two, and cleavage after
cleavage continues, with associat-
ed division of labor, until an em-
bryo is built up, we do know
why it is that like tends to beget
like, why certain hereditary char-
acters are distributed in a particu-
lar way among the offspring. And
we also know the successive steps
by which the process of develop-
ment is accomplished. It is this
kind of knowledge, we think,
which must be regarded as the
crowning wonder of microscopy.
These fundamental questions of
heredity and development will be
discussed in a separate article, but
the point here is that scientific
study of inheritance can as little
dispense with microscopy as with
breeding experiments and statis-
tics. All three are essential.

Manifold Uses of the Microscope.
EVERY one knows that finger

prints are sometimes of crit-
ical importance in the identifica-
tion of a criminal. The details of
the pattern of the ridges on the
fingers vary from man to man;
they are individual. Therefore, if
a good impression is available on
some surface which has been

handled in the course of a burg-
lary, let us say, it can be com-
pared with the collection in the
album of-cyiminal’s finger prints,
and identification may follow. The
microscope has even subtler use
in the detection of crime. If
splashes of blood on the clothes of
a suspected murderer are declar-
ed by him to be due to the blood
of a rabbit which he Kkilled, it is
usually possible to test the truth
of his statement microscopically.
For the dimensions of the minute
red blood corpuscles differ in dif-
ferent mammals, and the circular
shape in all mampials (except
camels) can be distinguished at a
glance from the elliptical shape in
all the other backboned animals.
Moreover, the red blood pigment
of haemoglobin can be easily made
to assume a crystalline form, and
it is a remarkable fact that the
blood crystals of the horse can be

o ¢

zones.

Part of the wing of a wall
how the numerous scales build up its design, not
only covering the general surface like the slates
on a roof, but arranged in wavy bands and eccentric
Each microscopic scale is finely straited
longitudinally, and the light falling on these under-

goes ‘interference.” This gives the metallic
iridescence to the wings of many butterflics, greatly
g é enhancing the coloration due to pigment. o O

butterfly—showing

CRhoto: J, I Ward:)

13.—THE BATTLE OF

QUEBEC.

NHBE hundred and sixty-five years
ago, on the 13tk September, 1759,
General Wolfe! won his momor-

able victory outside the walls of the
City of Quebeo.

The slege of Quebec commenced in
the latter part of'June, 1759, when a
fromidable fleet ‘of British ships
sailed up the St. Lawren River and
anchored off thke Igle of Orleans,
where they landed an army of about
9,000 men under the! command of
Wolfe. For two and a half months
strenuous but futile efforts were made
to capture the powerful fortress, and
it seemed to Wolfe as though the
near approach of Winter would com-
pel kim to abandon the silege, but he
resolved to make one last desperate
attempt to scale the steep cliffs and
reach the plateau on which the City of
Quebeo was built. Xe selected for
his landing & small inlet, ever since
known as Wolfe's Cove, at a spot
where Montcalm, the French com-
mander, relying upon the natural de-
fence provided by
cliffs which dropped from the Heights
of Abraham to the water’s edge, had
stationed but a small guard.

In the pitch darkness of the early
morning of the 13tk September, Wolfe
eluded the vigilance of the French
sentries and landed a force of about
4,000 men, who with considerable dif-
ficulty clambered up the apparently
unclimbable cliffs on their hands and

SEPT.

knees. Wolfe led his men over the
plateau to witkin a short distance
frem the walls of the city, and

s Week’s Groat

Memorablf Events in the
higtory of the Empire-
Charles Goan)ﬁ

the precipitous

5

shortly after nine o'clock Montcalm
marched out to meet him with a/ force
of about 5,000 men. The French sol-
diers opened the battle as they ad-
vanced, but Wolfe wisely reserved his
fire until tkte enemy came within 40
yards- of his front line, and then
poured out a deadly storm of bul-
lets whic hchecked Montcalm’s fur-
ther advance. For half an hour the
battle was fought with great bravery
by botk: armies, but a series of charges
by the British troops finally routed
the French soldiers and sent the sur-
viltvors of the fight flying back to the
city.

It was while leading the last of the
ctarges that Wolfe received his third
and fatal wound, from which he died
as he was belng carried to the rear,
bat before he passed away hae had the
Satisfaction of knowing that his vic-
tory was complete. Montecalm also
died from wounds a few Fours later,
and on the 18th of the month the city
surrendered to Gen. Muiray, who
over the command of th British
forces after Wolfe’s death,

The victory at Quebec was thre
crowning triumph of one of the short-
est but most brilliant careers {n Brit-
Ish military history. Wolfe entered
the army at the age of 14 and a year
later was promoted to the rank of
lieutenant for distinguished service
at the Battle of Dettingen. He first
came to America in 1758, but on ac-
count of bad realth was compelled to
return to KEngland after playing a
prominent part in the taking . of
Louisburg. At the urgent request of
William Pitt he came back almost
immediately to take charge of the ex-
pedition against Quebec, and he was
only 32 at the time of his glorious
death.

(Copyvrighted.)
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UIIVERSITY of ABERDEETL, SCOTIARD
Ultra Microscope Makes Pos-

A PLAIN STORY SIMPLY TOLD - - THE BEGINNING OF THE INDIVIDUAL

distinguished microscopically from
those of the ass, and even those
of the domestic dog from those of
the wild Australian dingo. Pols-

ons that crystalize may also be’

detected by means of the micro-
scope. . ;
\ The use. of the microscope in
medicine may be illustrated in re-
ference to the blood. For it is of-
ten possible by microscopically
examining a film of blood, spread
on a slide, to tell what is wrong
with the patient. Microscopic par-
asites may be detected, like those
of malaria; methods of counting
the red blood corpuscles (man has
{rillions) may show they are far
below the proper number, and a
change in the normal shape of the
haemoglobin crystals may show
that something is amiss. It is un-
necessary to dwell on the medical
importance of the microscope in
determining the presence or ab-
scence of certain kinds of microbes
and higher parasites in the blood
or food canal of the patient. Along
with this physiological utilization
of the microscope we may take its
use 'in testing drinking water,
which is liable to be fouled by the
presence of bacteria and various
minute animals. Also of great im-
portance is the microscopic study
of milk, for this fluid is peculiarly
liable to contamination, and |is
suitable for the growth of various
kinds of disease germs.

OR the detection of adultera-
tion the miecroscope is also in-
valuable. The starch grains of dif-
ferent plants, such as potato,
wheat, rice, maize; are readily dis-
tinguished from one another, and
a microscopic examination may
immediately prove that a commod-
ity sold under a particular name,
e.g. as arrowroot, is not what it
professes to be. If a sample of so-
called “honey’” contains no pollen
grains, but a great many starch
grains, we may be sure that the
busy bee was not the chief agent
in its production. In short, the
microscope is a valuable detective
of dishonesty. But a use of the
microscope more important and
more pleasant to think of is in
metallurgy, where its utilization to
detect the structural features of
the stable and the transient in var-
ious metallurgical combinations,
such as different kinds of steel,
has been of ipestimable import-
ance.
A farmer can always make good
use of a lens in examining samples
of seeds, or in identifying particu-

¢ o

1

family. This illustrates

Thumb print in wax—The gkin is marked by num-
erous ridges and intervening valleys, which have
individual peculiarities of pattern, even in the same
inborn
individuality of the pattern is so marked that the
O & prints are used as sure means of identification.

variability. The |

54

(Reproduced by courtesy of Messrs. F. Davidson
& Co.)

lar kinds of injurious insects, or
in detecting the beginnings of
rusts and mildews on his crops.
But the expert agriculturist must,
of course, go much farther, es-
pecially In warm countries,’ where
the microscope is necessary for the
study of insidious fungi which are
always ready to find a weak spot
in the plants’ defences—in all
sorts of plantations from coffee to
rubber. L
The Ultra Microscope.
ARLY in the twentieth cen-
tury an ingenious. method
wag described by Siedentopf and
Zsigmondy, which is often brigfly
referred to as the ultra micro-
scope. Every one knows from
personal observation that a strong
beam of sunlight entering a dark-
ened room reveals a multitude of
dust particles, which are not seen
at all in ordinary light. The same
multitude of particles is.often seen
in the track of a strong beam
from a magic Jantern in a dark-

ened room., These dancing par-
ticles, whose abundance we scarce-
ly ssupected, become visible be-
cause they are so strongly illumi-
nated; there ig a diffraction of the
rays from their surface, and they
look much bigger than they really
are. !

In 1899 Lord Rayleigh pointed
out that a particle too small to be
seen by the highest power of the
microscope under ordinary con-
ditions might be made visible if
it receéived ' sufficiently intense
illumination, and the ultra micro-
scope took advantage of this idea.
It occurred to Siedentopf and
Zsigmondy that if the particles

s In  a 'solution could be strongly

illuminated by a beam coming
in, so to speak, sideways, :then
particles ordinarily invisible might
stand out. Their diffraction im-
ages, at any rate, would be seen.
In ordinary microscopic condi-
gtions the beam of light is thrown
by the mirror, usually through a
substage condenser directly
through the solution or thin

transparent section, up into
‘the tube of the microscope, where
an Image is formed, to be re-
formed by the eyepiece. In the
ultra microscope for examining
solutions the beam of light is pro-
jected horizontally into the so-
lution and examined from above.
The result is that particles or-
dinarily invisible are seen in a
vigorous dance, the so-called
Brownian movement. This dance
is due to the particles being bom-
barded by the moving molecules
of the fluid in which they are
suspended. By accessory devices
it becomes possible, in the use of
the ultra microsecope, to count the
number of particles in a solution
and to measure the mass of each.
This has formed the basis of ex-
ceedingly
which are unfortunately beyond
our scope in this article.

REFERENCE should be

added, however, to another
method called “dark ground illu-
mination’” which 1makes struc-
tures visible which are invisible in
ordinary conditions of micro-
scopic work. Prof. Bayliss writes:
“The central rays of the illumin-
ating beam are cut out by means
of a stop, and the peripheral rays

are reflected by a parabolic sur-
face so as to meet in a point in
the object under examination:
they cross at such an angle as to
pasg outside the field of the ob-
jective in use, which only picks

up the light refracted, or dif-
fracted, from structures in the
preparation.” The dark ground

illumination brings out features
which are invisible; in the ordi-
nary direct illumination.

The essential parts of a micro-
scope are, as we have seen (1)
the objective for obtaining the first
magnified 1mage of the object;
(2) the ocular for further en-
larging that image and trans-
!mitting it to the observer's
eye, and (3) the substage con-
denser for illuminating the object

with a cone of light. Now, in
modern times, there have been
numerous detailed improvements

il? these parts, e. g. in the quality
of the glass used in making the
lenses, and a present day micro-
scope is certainly a very perfect
instrument. Indeed. unless some
new idea is discovered, such as
those behind the ultra micro-
scope and dark ground illumin-
ation, it does not seem likely that
great advances in technical mi-
croscopy can be made, The rea-
son for this statement is to be

interesting conclusions |

Robbit |

HE GIVEL HIL KIDDIER A LELPLON ON THE VALUE OF INVENTION BUT '
PRERTO — THEY PUT IT TO ULE PUICKER THAN HE EXPECTED.

By Harrison Caby
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THERE-XIDLETS-THAT FINISHES PROF ESSOR WEASELS
FINE WORK ON TR LIVES OF GREAT INVENTORS —AN’
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sible Counting of Particles in
Solution and Measuring Mass

found in the optical limitations
of the instrument. The usc of the
microscope is not mainly mag-
nification, but resolution. “By
resolution,” says Mr. J. H. Bar-
nard, ‘“is meant the power the
objective has of separating = and
forming correct images of fine
detail.” Unless we see more of
the intimate structure, the mag-
nification in itself does not great-
ly avail. It does not help us ‘to
understand the thing better.

OW there are two factors that
determine this resolving pow-

er of the microscope. The first
is what is called the ‘numerical
aperture” of the lens, which
means, in a general way, the

number of divergent rays of light
that, the curvature of the ‘lens
will allow to impinge upon it.
Lenses of high magnifying power
are so small that they admit only
a very small beam of light. Thus
what is gained in magnifying
power may be lost because of
deficient illumination. A pretty
device to increase the income of
light in these high power Nenses
was the “immersion lens,” made
of such a curvature that when
the lens was focussed down into
a /drop of o0il, or some other
liquid, placed over the object on
the slide, ‘it received light from
all sides. The drop into which
the lens is focussed down or im-
mersed greatly increases the il-
lumination of a lens with high
magnifying power. This method
has enhanced the value of the
microscope as an instrument that
analyzes structure, or, in other
words, that discloses the intimate
architecture of things. But the
main point is that the ‘“numeri-
cal aperture’” of even the oil im-
mersion objective has at the pres-
ent time reached its practical
limit.

Yet there is a second factor
and that is the" wave length of
the light rays that impinge from
the mirror and condenser on the

of Each.

object on the -slide. But -here

again there is a limit, for as Prof.

Bayliss tersely putj it: ““Any ob-

ject smaller than/half the wave

length of the light by which it is
illuminated cannot be seen in its
true form and size, owing @ to

diffraction. Hereby is set a: lim-

it to  miscroscope / observation.”

These are different matters, but

the important point is that there

are practical limits to what the
microscope can do in the way of
anagnification and ‘‘resolution.”

But Mr. J. E. Barnard has re-
cently made an interesting sten
forward by using an illuminant
such as a mercury vapor lamp,
which is rich in blue gnd violet
radiations. It may also be prac-
ticable to utilize invisible radia-
tions in the ultra, violet, which
would further increase the micro-
scope’s resolving power. As
things are at present, the limit of
useful magnification is somewhere
about 800 diameters.

Beauty of Microscopic Structure.
E cannot close this article
without referring to a dif-

ferent subject—namely. the

traordinary beauty of many mi-

croscopic  objects. There are

endless ‘“beauty feasts” to be

ex-

found in the architecture of the .

shells of diatoms,
and Radiolarians; in the
ture of the outside of
grains and Dbutterflies’
the zoned internal
the sterns of plans and the spines
of sea urchins; in the sculpturing
of the scales of butterflies’ wings
and the multitudinous hexagons
of their eyes; in the strange
halrs on many a leaf, and the
elegant branching of zoophytes
in the intricate section of a rock
and the variety of snow crystals;
of microscopic beauty there is
no end. el
(Copyright 1922.)

pollen
eggs; in

(Another instalment of “The Out-
line of Science” will be published
: next' Sunday.)
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roned structure.

zone after another.

orderly growth.

Oross section of the spine of a sea wurchin
(Cidaris Metularia) magnified several diameters
~The remarkable feature Iis
The spine is a delicate needle
to start with, but around this there is a periodic
disposition of lime from the skin, one concentric
It is probable that this kind
of architecture gives the spine great stability,
but it is primarily an expression of rhythmic
It shows that the quality of
beauty is not confined to the outsides of animals.

/{7 -(Photo: J. J. Ward.) SO,
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IRD-VOICES poet, to say: “Happy 1is the
are silent. Cicada, since its wife has no
Most of the voice,” which was a yery mean
little vocalists thing of him.
that made the The Cicada was well known to
woods happy the ancients, for it is told that, one
with ‘their mu- time Apollo the God of Music,
sic,, haye left us. having entered a musical compe-
All  have lost tition among the Gods (this was
their notes, for long  before our C.N.E. was
after the love- known) had the misfortune to
making of the bre.ak a strihg of his lyre. Conster-
spring , and the nation! What_ to do? When sud-
nest - building, denly a Cicada flew onto the edge
the moulting of the lyre, and filled in the ‘lost

comes and
when the feath-
ers begin to fall
the birds do not feel like sing-
ing any more than a human with
a sore. throat. The moult (los-
ing the old plumage and grow-
ing the new) is a serious time
in Birddom. The birds must de-
vote their time to eating, in order
that the plumage may be heavy
and smooth and that their bodies
may have strength to, carry them
through the long distances of mi-
gration. So when August comes,
the charming warbles and twit-
terings and callings are stilled.
But August brings new voices,
sweet, too, if not powerful, for
“Now de crickets begin to cheep,
As evenin’ shadows are growin’
deep.”

and grasshoppers and crickets
tune up their violins for the eve-
ning concerts.

In the warmth of the August
day ' “the shrill Cicada,” « sends
out his long, long cry, to tell that
he has crept from his‘dark under-
ground cell into which he bur-
rowed some two years ago, and
has been sleeping ever since. A
kind of Rip Van Winkle insect is
he!

As soon as he wakened, he bor-
ed his way up, and crawled to the |
trunk of a tree, shook his wings
out. till clear and dry, then sent
forth his song that makes the
air vibrate for a long distance.
Only the male has a song, which
induced one old Grecian comic

Cicada Harvest-

Fly. Lyre-man. |

chord” with his song (the legend
implies that he hit the right nots)
and so gave the Music-God victory,
and gained the name of Lyreman.

The Cicada, Harvest-Fly, Dog-
day fly, is about two inches long,

black and green, with large clear-.

veined wings. It only lives a month
and takes two years to mature
from the egg.

Another species is- the seventeen
year Cicada, which goes through
a number of moults under ground
before its last moult on emerging.
It is smaller (about 1 1-2 inches)
the wings coming to a point over
the body. It is banded with red,
and has red veins on the wings
and red eyes. Its appearance is

Foraminifera, *
strue-

supposed to mark the coming ol !

war.
believe was 1907, and its range was

The last time it was seen, I -

from Illinois to the Gulf and Atlan- ¢

tic. If it really keeps true to time
another brood
‘Would it not be a good suggestion

is due this year.®

that the Pacifists devote some of -

their spare time to the hunting
and eliminating of the coming
brood, and so become warlike
themselves in perhaps preventing
another war.

Note—An odd coincidence

hap .
pened Just as this article was fin- |

ished and sealed for posting. A
neighbor came in with a mill-
bottle in which was a fine Cleada.
which had flown into' His car. ¥ie
wanted to know if “I had evep?
seen one 'before,” so I told him

I had just been telling about it.
Funny how things happen.

o
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Salmon leaping the falls on
way o spawning grounds.

In Frail Canoes,
Fur Traders Flirt-
- ed With Death in
~ Rapids and Whirl-
pools---Hostile In-
. dians Forced

Grand Canyon of

but not its practicability, for the

Simon Fraser to
Turn Back When

Near Ocean---

House,

640 Feet

Long, Home of

hazards of the journey were con-
sidered too many for the trans-
portation of valuable furs.

In accordance with instructions
issued to all factors and district
chiefs of the Northwest Company.
Simon Fraser kept a diary of his
journey. This historical docu-
ment is still in existence, and tells
in simple language of the dangers
difficulties, and disappointments
encountered during ten momen-
tous weeks.

the Upper Fraser,
near Quesnel. One
of the first stretches
of bad waler'to be
navigated by Simon
Fraser.

lects among the different tribes

Simon Fraser, the #ntrepid voy-

“Here we are, in a strange

" Hell's Gate rapids, a_roaring
torrent where the fur (raders

had many an anxious moment.

The Fraser River at Lillooet, where the Askettihs had a fortifi-

cation 100 feet by 24, with palisades 18 feet high. o o
Above—Statue erected fo Simon Fraser at New Westminster.
The monument .overlooks the spot where Fraser is believed to d

have camped.

i 4 : : , it o | 5 i 'S et
By HE voyage down the great ™Made communication difficult at  ager of the North-West Fur g%%ntgéffcuuﬁlt?éndzil:lvllih nduar‘;%ﬁ}_ _ ey
/i rivert comfmenced bn Sattrs all times, and signs had to be re- Trading Company, who [first less tribes of ‘savages who never e says: ‘‘The latitude of this = o0 Hi: ‘

; ¢ ; L4743 Ysri 1 ) s ; ; i : G (He i o\ ; ) : is account of this is berries. Five days later tb ar-
NORMAN FRENCH day, May 22, 1808. Chief of the  SOrted to on almost every occa-  nawigated the great river which saw the face of a white -me;n, hlo‘;é e t%ng d%?;;?fcen%‘}ngﬁewé%lﬁ worth repeating: rived at Fort Gegr.g‘e, h;vti:‘;yco?xlq—
NE hundred years little party was Simon Fraser, Sion. bears his name. ?X:xbevsvte Osgu;tllnendea\ror oulnas E};‘;{n; s 4?6 edegrees 20 minutes. I sent one of my gentlemen pleted their memorable journey
200 this summer  Who had as lieutenants the Hon. At Soda Creek, reached on the : 1f T had been convinced of this 0% &, vlfédiislﬁflmgt(?n' Rk il vl el b s
Jgh Work sail Jules Maurice Quesnel and John eighth day of the journey, a large the greatest danger was still FEW days later ‘.c?edvoiiag'ers when T left my ‘canoes I would 4y o0 (o5 00y w'/irtuem\:vsither;gg ggi?é\zze?ﬁe;?e importance of their
onn (6] G R s el o number of Atnah and Tanowtin a,rhead, and to COntl'm}e by water : reac'hed a fortx. ie ndian certainly have returned. (?tlaer towards a cure, I mixed a Dr. Bryce,. the Canadian histor-
| ed up the mouth half breeds and two Indians number ' of Atnah and Tahowtin g:%iictﬁ)i L ey etropolis Lawhere Tallogey N HORTLY after leaving the set- few drops with water, and with ian has made this comment:
[ : 5 . A A ; stands. i dquarters my finger applied this to the fore- < ifficult it is t istin-
e Braser \ S ar i e J Rt S 3 stands. This was the headq re he had ex- 8 € e fore How difficult it is to distin
of i th made up the rest of the personnel, rare curiosity, white men. Hun- During this distressing scene tlement whe head of the sick. Believing, no guish small from great actions.

River, seeking a

location for a new fur-trading

four canoes being used.
The start was made at five o’

dreds visited Fraser's camp, and
begged for proof of the existence

we were on shore, looking on and

extremely concerned. §Seeing our

of the Askettih nation, where the

braves had erected a fortification

perienced so much trouble. Fra-
ser noticed he was followed by

doubt, in miracles there were up-
wards of four score applicants for

200 might have followed their ex-

Here was a man making fame for
all time, and the idea of the great-

; poor fellows once more safe af- 100 feet by 24, surrounded by pal- i Several a touch of my finger d o H i ;

: ; 4 . £ ‘fire sticks.” A 2 i \ : ! armed Indians in canoes. €V : Y iger, an ad ness of his work had not dawned
nt coast of that vast clock in the morning from Fort o ks, number of forded us as much satisfaction as i 1 t we remained 1 7 ¥ ;

POSt on the shots were fired into the air, to to themselves, and we hastened Hoades 48 St hleRoate e times they ' attempted = to close usdalonect the cwhola 1y upon him! 4

territory then known as New

3§ ek ; Rt the great astoni i to their assistance, but their situ- 2 U 4 2 ; ample.” 2 N
Caledonia, now British COl- Fraser and Nechako rivers. An by e ston shme.nt and af ation rendered our approach peril- The next Indians encountered frightened back Dy shoutings and : i R P
L was the Bt time early departure was the rule ghtyof the Indians. Many  ous gnd difficult. were the Hacamaughs, whose  gesticulations with guns. ‘ BAND of starving Indians was O g R
) ?h; ol er had been entered throughout the journey, the dropped to the ground, quivering “The bank was extremely high ' chief took Fraser to the top of a The Coz;lst ?r;(tiliants) xt*ieler:)tfleftlly encountered the next day. The e theg rre:;olution b o jl;iz?;:ll
this' river, : : ; ; - with emotion, th ; and steep, and we had to plunge ; ; 4 i < pursued the little ~ban i men had to kill thei / g 5 k
i canoes usually being in the water en hastily and G e high hill, where 1,200 of his peo venturers, and at every stopping their horses’/for the Northwest Fur. Companhy

- from the sea by white men.
' Sixteen years earlier ( the
course of this mighty water-

e SO o e U B ‘ ; be steps into the declivity, fastened ; L e Eraser's marty. a for SLEN Ll i
way had been traced to Wlthm MITOEE: § Moo e 2000 T fanon AR GRon e ahoot Mt a lline to the front of ‘;fle camnoe scribing the greatness of his “Our! sltuation might really be oy @ - a‘.‘ % '153, Zu‘tfeggd‘ fxom s . In addition to bheing the first:
_'a ‘few miles ‘of ‘the 'Racific . for beingilate,  The party usu-. HearineVthar o imlbve Melonsing s i tohTen Some BT The Sheh ann - BgENtm et i e T @ condldered Tal Eritloal. W SWETE B S ”‘“9“"“;(1‘* ofwudrled “saimon. . white ‘man; g s e DA Sl
A ¢ B hose  ally encamped for the night be- to one of the chiefs had travel- cended in order to haul it up, On Wednesday, June 28, the W7 3dq upon‘a small sandy is-. = having ‘beeniidestroyed by jwild . which bears NIS name, oImon Fa-
Ocean by Simon Fraser, w = s ) e 1 S 7 : s exploring party reached the spot land, few in number, without pro- animals. ser built Fort Mecl.eod, in 1805,
5 : tween six and seven o’clock, and ed down to the sea, Fraser pro- while others supported it upon ; and, ’ A I T e he  fi g
name it bears. This dOughtV 5 i s their arms where the little town of Yale now visions, and surrounded by up- ] ame tlme ope canoe this being the first Fr_adlmg post
: B b slept soundly at all times.” cured his services, after a great g : stands, and from which the river wards of 700 Dbarbarians. Our had to be cut to'pieces to re- of his company in British Colum-
voyager was force Of 13}” Fourteen hours travelling by deal of trouble. A chart of the FTER this exciting adventure, is navigable by steamboats. Here resolution, however, did not for- f)allr two others which had become bia. gfhe following year he built
f it (0} 1 : : 1 . $ 7 s 2 they were given salmon, cooked by % e t , all were eaky. Fort James, on Stuart Lake, and
back by the ferocity canoe in these wild waters cer- journey down the river Awas the Chilcotin Indians strong 5 salis ups OB Alie LontEAny On July 20, a spirit of optimism on Fra-

Coquitlam Indians, at a point
which has never been clearly
established. Some students be-
lieve he got as far as Marpole,
while others place his limit at
a few miles below New West-
minster.
HE navigation of the Fraser
River in 1808 by means of
frail canoes, manned by crews
unacquainted with the country. is

St. George, at the junction of the

by 4 a. m. ) On a few occasions
‘it was 6 a. m. before they got

away, but Simon Fraser always

tainly entitled these pathfinders
to their sound sleep!

In common with the other of-
ficers of his company. Simon
Fraser set out under the i’mpr\es-
sion that he was navigating the
Columbia river, (which, near the
sourse of the Fraser, is only a
few miles distant): and he fully
expected to reach the sea where
Astoria was founded by’ John
Jacob Astor as a trading post, the

loudly proclaimed their harmless-
ness and peaceable intentions, and
assured the travellers there would

traced by this slave, the sketch
convincing the leader that from

1,he‘m on he would be faced with

many dangers. Diagrams repre-
senting whix‘lpools, eddies, rapids,
jutting and égubmerged rocks, and
portages, wene scattered all over
the crude map, which proved to
bg: singularly accurate, consider-
ing that it was drawn entirely
from memory by a savage.

The slave's information decided

~.intervals’ to ‘check our speed, as.

otherwise. we
slide into ' the

were exposed to
river. i Weiicut

ly advised Simon Fraser to pro-
ceed by an overland route for
four or five days, after which he
would have smooth water to the
sea.

“But going to the sea by an indi-
rect ronte was not the object of
my undertaking,” writes Fraser,
“I, therefore, would not deviate
and continued our  journey ac-
cording to my original intention.”

For some time land portages
were  frequent and strenuous.
Walking was very painful because

impregnable fortress.

ple were sitting. , Fraser had to
shake hands with the whole lot!

 After thi§ wholesale introduction

the chief*made a long speech@e-

means of hot stones in wooden
vessels, a welcecme change of diet
from dried meat.

Three days later the party
passed Chilliwack, now one of the
most famous agricultural districts
in’ Canada. A little lowey down
Fraser was astounded at seeing a
house 640 feet long, this being
divided into compartments of
equal size, with the exception of
the chief’s residence, which was
90 feet long and 60 feet wide. All
the residents of the village lived
in this huge house, which had
only one door.

For the first time, Simon Fraser

down on the white men, but were

place the natives of the villages
Wwould be 'incensed against Fraser
and his men. The explorer thus
describes his predicament:

of one mind, ready for action and
determined to make our way good
at all hazards.

“We applied for canoes in all
directions, but could not procure
any, so again had recourse to the
chief, notwithstanding his former
illiberality. He asked . his price;
T consented; he augmented his de-
mand; I again yielded. He sti}l
continued to increase his imposi-
tion, but, at length, feeling highly
provoked at his impertinence,
exclaimed violently in a manner
not to be mistaken; he then order-
ed the canoe to be brought to our

\

{

one of the most heroic achieve- jurisdiction of the Northwest Simon Iraser to continue the of the sharp rocks. A pair of records his notice of the tide, the party. /

“ments of the early days of Can-  Company at that time extending  Jjourney by land for the next few shoes didanotlast moredion (00 1 WEter Wavipe) biden fitwolandin \“During ithe few:. days & spent
T : s i : J : - ! day, and the men finished every half feet among the Coast Indians the

ada, Harrassed by hostile an to south of what is now the state days in the company of a friend-  jparch with  their feet cut by :

treacherous natives, pestered by
petty thieves, braving the dangers

of Oregon,
Until July 3 he constantly re-

ly Indian chief whose tribesmen
carried the canoes and baggage.

flints and thorns. Long before
thel end of the journey all mem-

After some trouble with the Co-
quitlam Indians, Fraser procured
on Sunday, July 2, some canoes

treachery of the*red men is often
pnoted. Indians who had enter-
tained the explorers royally on the

food, and complained they had
not eaten their fayorite meat,
dog flesh, for a long time.

is noticeable in the pages of the
journal, and ‘eight days later ‘‘here
ends the rocky country; all the
portages and bad places being
passed, we have plain sailing for
thevresty?

On the first of August, Quesnel
was reached, where the Indians
welcomed them with fish and

IMON FRASER was born in

when sixteen years of age, and
rapidly won promotion ' because
of his indomitable pluck and en-

later bhuilt Fort Fraser,
ser Lake, and in the fall of 1807
he established Fort George.

After a long and honorab.e ser-
vice with the company, he return-
ed east, and [filled several im-
portant positions in Montreal and
other towns. He died in 1862, at
a time when his river was world-
famous as a gold producer.

SCIENTIST WILL SHOOT

ROCKET MOONWARD

Continued from Page Kighteen.

portance of high altitude weather

increasing ‘height until, at a height
pf fifty-six miles, where the air
is more than 95 per cent. nitrogen,

: ; 3ol . ra.C- 4 d 7t bers of the party were wearing low aylaid them on the maps, made from | simultaneous the temperatur B ; o
of fevers and famines, often rac feraito theiriver a8 the Colibs’ The Indian’s recogniti £ th B : arins = and reached the spot where New = way down wayia. ; ; ; i perature reaches minus 3ol
E D e e o ! o o : SUIEED A0 the mocassins supplied by natives. . Vestminster now stands. His de-  way back and tried to murder  upper air observations over a wide  degrees Fahrenheif, so low that
ing wi e . a, although on one previous white man’s superiority is well  Writing his daily entry in his . gcription of the topography is so them. At other times a gift of  territory. ° nitrogen freezes. Above this level,
rapids and swirling WhlrlD.OOls- occasion he expresses doubts as  show: by this chief’s answer to diary one evening, Fraser gloom-  precise that students believe they  salmon would be a trick to get When instrument-carrying bal-  according to Professor Vegard's
portaging over precipitous heights to his whereabouts. 2 questior as tc whether certain ily dwellg upon the natul‘“e of the have determined the exact spot a seat in one of the canoes,  as loor}s first penetrated beyond this rlpdmgs, the atmosphere consists
L bers of the Frasen’ ex- Bamla s sy ks surrounding  country, a series where he made camp, and from guide, when an attempt \_?V()Uld be region, they brought -down the un- of a very rare dust.of frozen nitro-
i i G el O ROUBLE commenced ecarly e : 8 3 ) of © cascades = intercepted  with which he sighted ‘armed men in made to steer the party into am- expected 1_nformathn that the tem- gen crystal, fairly denss up to 75
pedicion rolled iback the, map : = No Indian could do it, but  rocks and bounded by preci-  canoes reparin to attack \ perature, instead of'falling steadily  miles, and very thin abov
. for the navigators. HEighteen : : DaE g 2 bush. S : : A oL bove . this
the far west for over six hundred ; - 5 the white men can.” pices and mountains that seem though they did not actually do i i it with hEIgl’.lt, as had beer} supppsed, height. It is this frozen nitrogen
miles and failed utterly to miles only had been covered e % i ke to have no end. I scarce- S0. HIS constan arassing actually rises slowly with height; dust which gives the blue color to
e e thpbrtance Lot the when one of the canoes was part- next  morning Fraser ly ever saw anything so dreary Proceeding, an Indian village length so frightened the half- and this region of rather steady the gkv. )
ha e ly wrecked by smashing against and John Stuart went to in-  and dangerous in any country. called Misquiame was reached, preeds that a number of them an-  low temperature, about minus 63 “But nitrogen is a much heavier

work they had accomplished!

In his capacity as factor for
the Northwest Trading Company,
Simon Fraser had sought a water
route from the northern interior

a rock while descending a rapid,
several of which were encoun-
tered on the first day’s journey.
A quantity of bright and shiny

spect these rapids, and found
them to be about two miles long,
with high and steep banks which
contracted the channel in many

‘While writing this, whatever way
I turn my eyes, mountains upon
mountaing whose summits are
capped with eternal snow close the
gloomy scene.”

It is very plain that Simon Fra-

where elaborate;fortifications were
inspected. The. Fraser River In-
diang’ were subjected to frequent
raids from the Cowichans, of Van-
couver Island, and these forts
were for their protection.

nounced : their intention of re-
turning to Fort George overland,
rather than navigate the: terrible
whirlpools and rapids, where they

degrees Fahrenheit, is accordingly
" called the ‘Stratosphere.
“According to the study of
meteors that has been made by
Professor Lindemann and Dobson,
of the University of Oxford, the

gas t_han hydrogen, and to account
for its appearance as dust from

fifty-six miles up to 460 miles, the

gpeatest height at which the auroral
light has been observed, Vegard
supposes the nitrogen crystals to

of New Caledonia to the western goods, taken along for trading ‘Dla'ces . to forty or fifty yafds. ser. never thought a day would HTURNING fo the. tiber it was would be expoiffiél to tg‘z}?”gﬁ":ug’i Stratosphere ends at thirty-seven be positively charged, electrically,
/ is i istence purposes with the Indians, was  This immense body of water, come when such “gloomy scenes” s . the Indians, o alicratn u miles, in a very unexpected fash-  Jy the rays of the sun, and ‘fe-
seg. ¢ [Hic established ddts exIatence. R e passing through such a narrow  Would draw travellers from all found that the canoes had sion Fraser reconciled th;zlr‘nent;cf ion. The temperature rises abrupt-  pelled upward, rising like a foun-
S 1s mishanp. : . corners of the world to rhapsodize been left high and dry by the tide. their fate, and all took this 93 : ly to 80 degrees Fahrenheit, above tain, because of a positively charg-

As the party proceeded down space in a turbulent manner over their unsurpassed beauty and “I solemly swear before Almighty i} 1evel. There is a sudden tran-

EFFICIENGY IMPAIRED

Why Many Men and Women

stream, caches of dried salmon

formed numerous gulfs and cas-

majestic grandeur. He was neither

‘While these were being dragged

over the soft sand, a band of yell-

God that I shall sooner perish

than forsake in distress any of

sition from Arctic temperature to

ed layer of air at about fifty miles;

the hydrogen and helium, being

~ i . 3 o3 y s - - 1 "
and other food were established. cades, and made a tremendous poet nor artist; his viewpoint was A X § 5 that of a warm summer, day! unfrozen and hence consisting of
i tl : r rade ing mail-coated savages approach- our crew during the present vVoy “ s ists e i ? & ol
This precaution was necessary noise. As it was thought almost At ot ithe, | handy jut tradel o - T G age.” These scientists consider that, very minute particles, actually

in case of accident or disaster

impossible to portage the canoes
over the steep cliffs, the danger-

whom mountains were obstacles,
and nothing more.
On the fifteenth of June an old

ed with hostile intentions, but
quickly retreated when fire-arms

As the fur traders worked their
way back up the river, the na-

for meteors to shine brightly at the
great heights at which they are
observed, the upper air must be of

leaving the earth by this electric
repulsion. :

: 3 which might compel a retreat in 5 A : ? ol RS % 7 5 5 a2 % ~ % :
Are Badly Handicapped. S L o e e e T chief who had proved extremely were displayed. Iraser assumes  tives became m01‘e4.fr’1end1), rderfl 2 hundredfold greater density than "[[“HL electrostatic repulsion
A . ; a destitute condition. ere was useful suddenly abandoned the  the Coast Indians had all heard dering valuable assistance at 1£ has hitherto been supposed (being / which forces the mnitrogen
finen oYou o0 A {}11111 efgggné‘; but the vaguest knowledge of  Wwaters was attempted. Fraser  travellers, taking away with him  of suns as a result of the visit  ficult portages. At the foxﬁf\s 2 nevertheless, of only 1-500,000 the ' guct upward is, howe 4 Dt 1
health that it impairs the Pho i vorources ot ‘the Gotntry reports this in simple but im-  the Tahowtin interpreter and an- of Captain Vancouver and other the Thompson River Simon Fraser . Gitv at sea level, at a height of , however, estimated

of your work as well as your power

other Indian who had acted as

early explorers.

was called upon to give medical

sixty miles ; and, instead of con-

to be sufficiently strong to send

: A o gy Fort St. Ge the ; pressive words: 3 % i ‘ : . ick {5
to enjoy your leisure _houIiS' ;{)I‘dO‘g D rv G orge:ito : Poe Gl e o pilot. Fraser deplores the deser- Travelling a few miles farther, =~ treatment to a number of Sick  icting of hydrogen and helium, as  the nitrogen entirely off 'the earth,
tain rest, it is time you looked to and a very fair presumption that g r. uart an WO tion in these words: Simon Fraser found he could not > has universally been considered anq this would happen continuous-
the cause. .If you do not, a Sermul?; the natives would be anything men at the Ilower end of the obtain food from the hostile In- likely, it must consist of ozone, as ly if it were mnot for electrons; or
breakdow1mlajtseraln11cr>lstn§;1§fy ta.oll r(?:éles but friendly towards these ‘white rapids in order to watch the dians. H}e decided to return up A SPLENBE this is.the only gas which can take 13;2333 I:Negitlwe Shc?rﬁes' of ?ec-
sooner or o4 s 7 " < : 2 g : . . & river and get provisions from . up much heat, by absorbing. the 2 » vnich, aurore investiga-
this condition, which doctors usually interlopers, the like of which m_OtlonS of the natives, I returned Wrinkles Dzsappear imn friendly tribes, then proceed on r;lys of the sun. Pein Mot tions show must be emitted con-
describe as general debility, is c}iue they had never seen. with the other four men to the Lose Than s Miniitesl his way to the open sea. The FGR THE BABY e i on et W s eineni tinually from the sun, and which
to potm_' blgo‘d——;)llloglde\ th\%théi t}?é The alarm created at the sight camp. I ordered the best five ; 3 party was Dl‘Obﬂ?IY W&hm half ture rises abruptly above thirty-  nust ftorm 'd_ffh‘;?ld“'gl ring, and
ficient in red corpuscles. " ; : £ th 50 a day’s joyrney from e ocean seven miles, seems actually to be prevent nitrogen from leaving the

: le ©Of the palefaces often caused men out o € crew to a canoe ; b ] Fotns h ; 4 ; romenT vt
e o ~andeea11{ };our v‘:e}tli(;e sonsiderable delay Sometimes lightly loaded, and the canoe was What if you could look in your \'\hen i .dec.lbl‘o.n WE%S rea'ched, antly b supported by the.fact_ that very few e }{er\ce oo mtlo"‘?n Le
system suffers. ou lose app ’ C i § d, mirror and See your wrinkles, ‘crows- but the explorers Wwere destined Mothers should constantly be On o iaorg ever vanish just below this up to this ring, becomes discharg-

have no energy, your nerves trouble

you and you feel restless.

What you need is help to build up
vour blood and you should begin at
once to make your blood rich and

the Indians would be openly hos-
tile. Sometimes they would be
merely afraid, and refuse to trade
food for goods. Quite often a

in a moment under way.

‘“After passing the first cascade
she lost her course and was
drawn into the eddy, where she
whirled about for a considerable

feet, age-lines and flabbiness literally
melt away while you looked? You would
scarcely believe your own eyes. Yet
it is within your power to witness such
a ‘‘miracle” this very day. You need
only mix a spoonful of powdered tark-

never to see it.

The Indians who had been so
friendly a few days earlier were
now most truculent. A chief who
had loaned a large canoe demand-

guard to keep baby's bowels work-
ing freely and his stomach sweet,
for nine-tenths of the ailments from
which little ones suffer are caused
by derangements of the stomach and

level. which makes it appear as if
the meteors plunged into a cool
layer of air. and only became heat-
ed again after penetrating con-
siderably lower in the atmosphere

ed, and drops back, to be charged
and forced upward again.

“Thus ' the upper atmosphere,
far from being a region -in which
nothing ever happens, is, even .in

; 0 ) : VP o A ime 7 asvs ingly in suspense £ its i diate return, but thi ! ot are i

red by taking Dr. Williams’ PInk  peaceful  or indifferent attitude HIne G0 s BeelnE N root with a spoonful of lemon juice, ©€d its immediate return, but this = yowels. Baby’s Own Tablets are a 2 the light of our present’ rather
Pills. You will soon notice the dif- 14 Ao Gy whether to sink or swim, the men o 4 this soothing creamy lotion over Was impossible, so he was present-  10,4iq laxative for the baby. They UT another story seems to be meagre knowledge  of this | subs
ference in your health by a better wou suddenly change into one having no power over her. How- youyr face—and watch the hated lines ed with a gaudy blanket, and his are mild but thorough; , contain told by the light from au- OAY Mhe tTaes \\:here THe Sreli e
appetite and increased vigor. The of hostility, without apparent ever, she took a favorable turn. and sags vanish like magic! See your attention called to the mighty . : hor narcotics, and : : I9vh A s b p Veginal
4 ; : 3 - cor i et ; » neither opiates nor na T rorae, which reaches much higher changes begin; the place where the
2 on is that the new blood created reason, and at no time did the and by degrees led from this face become years younger in appear fire-sticks. S e A e 3 ;

reas IW']I' s o , v dangerous vortex again into\the ance! Even quite old faces are very Without food, surrounded by . 2re absolutely guaran b than the visible paths of meteors, long distance radio waves travel
{Wt DI‘-H ti‘lela(r)?zan‘; et oy 16 leader of the expedition con- Sea { : ma,t.el“ia:lly rg,juventat?d. ; o bloodthirsty savages, hundreds of and efficient ff)r e'sltilel‘h‘.tlf(l_f %ewthor'n and. appears to be prqduped by {md is further a place where thgre
BERS ’ sider it safe to trust the red man “In this manner she continued Tarkroot is not a cosmetic,” not a babe or the growing child. By eir yadio-active and other similar rays is held a balance of forces which

healthy activity, and so the system
gains nourishment and strength. If
you are weak or out of sorts begin

implicitly, or to retire at night
without some of his own men

flying from one danger to another
until ‘the last cascade but one,

make-up—it is to be washed off entirely

after it has done its work. It is de-
cidedly beneficial to the complexion. It
is difficult to believe so simple a thing

miles from other white ‘'men, and
beset by all manner of difficulties
and dangers, Simon Fraser reluct-
antly decided to return north.

action on the bowels and stomach
they drive out constipation and in-
digestion) break up colds and simyle

from the sun. In fact, Dr. I.. Ve-
gard, professor of physics in the
University of Christiania, considers

means life or death on this planet.
‘The greater part of this region is
beyond the reach of both the air-

J, here, in spite of every effort, the p
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i d Yoglfli Sagrg%tyt‘l’rl;;ﬁ pal.t S5Orocn<;n3t]§u;: R L e e this rock the men debarked, sav- mm}(tm;zz glfofg)g\xcg:;;l:l‘ctl?fllrnoé\?loor;lirl(])lgrl Simon Fraser mentions on July sold by medicine dealers or by mail of aurorae, that nitrogen pre- atmosphere ‘is only one . of ! the
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/ ;)gl;:gfrom The Dr. Willlams’' Medi- with = Simon  Fraser were ing their own lives, and con- glruggist brings the cost down to about 38 that the river on which he is at 25 cents a box from The Dr. Wil dominates in the high atmosphere, tremendously interesting ‘applica
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good linguists, the scores of dia-

trived to save the property. But

3 cents a treatment.

travelling is not the Columbia.
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and that the temperature falls with
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THE STORY THUS FAR.

ELAINE FLETCHER is the central
figure in the story. At 10 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  beautiiul young womanhood
amidst comfort, luxury, and love. At
24 she seems to be a self-possessed,
rather hard and cynical young person,
but in reality she is full of a digi-
dence 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 seems to have de-
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 him. He
tells Elaine he loves her and asks her
to become his wife. She evades the
guestion because she is somewhat
troubled by the gossip which has
linked his name with that of

PEARL ESDAILE, the youngest
daughter of a noisy, vulgar family of
Tudor Green. The Esdailes have a
great contempt for all of Tudor Green
except Elaine’s guardian,

MRS. CASTLETON, whose one other
interest in life besides her love for
Elaine is her devotion to

THE REV. MARK AWDREY, rec-
tor of the fashionable church of All
Saints. Elaine feels a personal aver-
sion to Mr. Awdrey, but he is a con-
stant wvisitor at the INun’s House.
When he suddenly announces to Mrs.
Castleton and Elaine that he is leav-
ing Tudor Green,” Mrs. Castleton is
overcome with grief at the prospect
of a separation. ..Elaine warns her
guardian that her evident affection
for the rector has been a subject of
gossip throughout the suburb. The
day after Awdrey leaves, Mrs. Castle-
ton becomes 1ll and dies shortly ar-
terward. Elaine is. overcome Wwith
grief at her loss. Mr. Evans, Mrs.
Castleton’s solic'ior, tells 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 left Tudor Green. Elaine goes to
live with her uncle and aunt,

MR. AND MRS. MARSH. They are
Elaine’s . only other relatives.  ATter
the Ttirst shock ot Mrs. Castieton’s
death wears off, Elaine longs to see
Arnold. But she learns that he has left
Tudor Green. His apparent neglect,
which she attributes to her change
of fortune, ma..s her unhappy. A

few days later, however, Arnold happy.

in the prospect-of a good position, re-
turns and rénews his proposal of mar-
rlage. Elaine joyfully agrees to share
his comparatively modest income. That
night Arnold receives an urgent mes-

sage to call upon Pearl Esdalie. She
tells him that he is the father of a child
that is to be born to her. Arnold tells

Pearl that he’ll marry her immediate-
ly. -He breaks his engagement to
Elaine, who, heartbroken, begs him
to come back to her. After the mar-
riage Elaine guesses the reason for
his desertion of her. She becomes
ill and on her recovery takes a position
as nurse and teacher to the crippled
son of the Sinclairs of Bexhill. Aw-
drey finally returnsto England and In-
duces Elaine to come up to \London
and help him in his parish work. He
repeatedly asks Elaine to marry him
and she refuses until he convinces
her that she Will be of greater ser-
yice to him in his parish work as his
wife. On his promise that she will
be merely his companion and fellow
w~orker, she gives her ronsent. Arnold
Thorne and his wife move to London

from Liverpool and Pearl comes to
Awdrey’s church. After “services
Pearl 'sees Awdrey and asks him to

call on Arngld, She admits that they
are ” unhappy together. Mark asks
Elaine to call on Pearl.

INSTALMENT XV.

Depths Below Depths.
EARL had put forward the argu-
ment of handiness when obstin-
ately insisting that their house must
be somewhere between the - Barl’s
court and Gloucester road railway
stations, and nowhere else in all the
enormous town. Arnold had wanted
the better air of Highgate or Hamp-
stead for the benefit of their little
Adela, but he gave way to Pearl's
almost frantic desire.
They settled down then among the
dismal stucco fronted houses and the
curving ugliness of a half dozen cres-

\cents similar to their own, and Pearl

seemed fairly contented. But th;ey' be-
gan to quarrel now about the child
who, growing fast, able to toddle,
to walk, and then to speak intelli-
gently, held all that remained of her
father’s heart in her tiny clinging
hands. Arnold loved her as people
love the thing that makes life bear-
able, the thing that enables one to
suffer continual loss without total ex-
tinction of hope. She was his present
and his .future. Pearl had a genuine
if unworthy, sort of affection for her,
but took no care of her; and there
were slight but alarming = illnesses

FOR JOY OF

* GOOD HEALTH

Manitoba Woman Thanks LydiaE.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound

Crandall, Manitoba.—‘‘When I was
a young girl at home and working I
had terrible pains, almost more than I
could bear, and I was not regular.
These troubles kept me so tired all
the time that I had no strength and
no ambition to join in with my friends
and have a good time. I was just tired
and miserable always and life just
seemed as if it wasn’t worth living.
I saWw so much in the papers about
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
ound, and then I had a'friend who
ad taken it and told me about it, so
I got some. Every month after tak-
ing it I got stronger and I soon did
not suffer every month. It stopped
the pains and helped me in otgner
ways. Then when my babies were
coming I was tired and worn out the
first three months and ached badly.
I took the Vegetable Compound riggt
along and must say it made a new
woman of me and able to do mywork,
and it helped me through confine-
ment. You seel am a farmer’s wife
with a big house to look after, and
three babies now. I have told ever
80 many womenabout your medicine.
Just last week I got a letter from
my old chum in the East. Her baby
was born fifteen days before mine,
and she told me she was not feeling
very well, her back aches so much
and that she is going to take the same
medicine I took. You canuse my let-
terif you wish.”—Mrs.Jos. H. Kipp,
Box 56, Crandall, Manitoba. (o]

directly caused, as Arnold thought, by
her mother’s folly and neglect. Hence
the quarrels.

Then came the tragedy of the child’s
death. Arnold, compelled to go to
Paris for four nights, left her mere-
ly ailing, and came back to find her
dying. The chest cold that was mak-
ing him anxious had
bronchial trouble, then meningitis had
announced itself; and there were cir-
cumstances in connection with the
child’s state of a nature so poignant-
ly distressing that the loss of ler al-
most deprived him of sanity. Tt
seemed that he had lost all
strength and’ power of endurance in
losing what had been his consolation
and support.

For these reasons he was, as Mark
Awdrey at once discovered, an un-
happy and despairing man,

He had been twice to Rothersey
before Elaine saw him. - On his third
visit, in the evening, Awdrey brought
him. to the house.

“I have shown him the ways of
the guiid,” said Awdrey.

“How do you do, Mrs. Awdrey?”’
said Arnold; and they shook hands.

It was over—the first meeting. She
felt no shock, no emotional disturb-
ance of any kind. She was able to
look at him and reflect about him
while he talked to her husband. lie
looked older, but otherwise he was
little changed outwardly; his grave
air was new, and perhaps because of a
long continued effort to show nothing
on the surface his face seemed much

firmer, even rigidly firm.  He Qbe-
trayed no sign .of sadness. But the
sadness was there; it immediately

planted in one the germ of a growing
sorrow for him. That was Elaine's
only feeling; she was sorry for him
in his grief.

He stayed late, talking to Mark.
She heard their voices in the room
below her long after she had gone
to bed.

Next time she saw him at the
house she felt sure he was desirous
of speaking to her alone. He seemed
to be lingering there in the hope that
some chance would give an opportun-
ity of doing so; and the chance came,
for Mark was called out of the room
by one of the church people.

“Do you mind my coming here?”’
he asked at once, looking at her
gravely.

0, no,” said Elaine.

“Your husband is bheing very good
to me,” and he looked away, and she
saw him clench his fingers. He
opened them again. ‘I wanted to say
how glad I was to read of your mar-
riage. I knew then that you were in
good hands. But now I know, I see—
well, his friendship at this moment
has been a good thing for me.”

The door stood open, and outside in
the passage Mark Awdrey began to
make a noise. There had been some
mistake about the flowers for next
Sunday, and he shouted loudly and
angrily, saying that all concerned
were a ‘‘pack) of blundering fools.”
He had ordered red azaleas, not white
azaleas. The white ones must be
taken away by the florists and the
right color sent, or he would close
his account with them.

Wihen the noise abated Elaine spoke
in a calm tone. “He knows nothing
about the terms on which you and I
once were, for a little while. Now
that you are becomimg °~ such close
friends will you tell him?” ;

*“I -had not thought of it,” said
Arnold. “Not if you don't wish.”

“No,”” she said firmly. ‘I haven't
any wish. Do what you please—I
mean, whatever your instinct
prompts. I have not told him myself.”

Mark came back, and/Arnold pre-
pared to go.

“Don’t forget to set to work on
your lecture for thosé fellows,” said
Mark cheerily.

‘“No. If you really think I am up
torit.

“Of course you are.”

Mark explained to Elaine when the
“guest had gone that he was making
him give a talk at the guild about
discipline. “I think he is going to be
useful at the guild. He is interested
—and they are taking to him.”

By the guild Awdrey meant an
evening class or assembly that he
had instituted for boys and men, and
with regard to which he would not
allow Elaine or any other woman to
help ‘or take part. The meétings
lasted two hours, and it was said
that after a <sing1e attendance men
went out profoundly changed. What
did he say to them?’ What did he do
to them? It was an affair of the
spirit, and no more. He gave them
nothing material, not food or drink
or money—a bare room and himself
But they came' again and again. He
had wrapped it round with sem-
blances of mystery. The name of it
was known only to its members, who

spoke of it ~with . outsiders as the
guild society or brotherhood indif-
ferently. They had some signs Dy

which they knew one another, many
of  them belonging to other churches
and never going to Awdrey's church.
It was a success, and the neighbor-
ing clergy loathed it.

On another evening soon after this
Arnold Thorne was there again. Re-
turning late from a sick household,
she heard his voice just as she was
about to enter the sitting-room. She
went instead into the dining-room be-
hind it, got some biscuits and a slice
of bread and butter—for she had had
no support—and carried the food up to
her room.

, Again she heard them talking late
into' the night; and she thought of
the strangeness, the incredible
strangeness of human affairs, and the
almost mocking or belittling fate that
seemed thus to amuse itself in bring—
ing together these two men who be-
tween them had governed her whole
life. They were friends, allies, talk-
ing of the problems of ‘the spirit; not
even thinking of her; neither of them
remembering at this minute that she
existed. It was as if she had become
nothing. Mark, occupied with his
newly discovered ‘companion, took no
trouble to find out if she had come
home, if she had supped. In fact, he

/deepened to.

his .

never did; but to-night, for the first
time it seemed a mneglect.

! She had a sense of loneliness, al-'
and she thought,
“If Mark were ever to fail me, what

most of desertion,

should I do? That would be the end.”

He told her in due course that Ar-

nold Thorne had acquitted himself ex-

cellently with that discourse or hom-
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Pearl, still weeping, nevertheless listened with eagerness.

ily on discipline, and that the men
and lads had liked it. ‘“‘There is
immensely more in Thorne than even

I supposed. By the way, how are you |

getting on with his wife?”’

“I haven’t been to see her yet.”

‘O, but why haven’t you?’ he said
reproachfully. ‘‘Elaine, I asked you to
go at once. Why didn’t you?”’

“I have many things to do.
not altogether idle, you know.”

“No, but you must postpone some of
the other things. I think this is
urgent. And Thorne has counted on
it. You have the address?”

Vg2

‘“Very well. Can you go to-day?”’

‘“‘No. Not to-day.” ;

‘To-morrow ?”’

“Possibly to-morrow.”

‘‘Make it possible to-morrow, please,
I want Thorne to feel that there is
tranquility behind him while I push
him into stronger work here.’”’

‘““Are you really meaning to make
him work for you?”

‘“No, to work for himself. I mean
to give him such occupation for his
higher thoughts as will save him from
brooding on his sorrow.”

Elaine went next day, obediently
fulfilling her duty as laid down for
her by Mark; and she knew by her
own intense distaste for the task that,
from his point of view, he had been
right to compel her. Only a truly
obliterated self could have undertak-
en it with cheerfulness.

I‘ am

Walking westward from Gloucester
road station, she chanced to go
through a back street instead of fol-
lowing the broader road, and in pass-
ing the open doors of a public garage
she noticed what seemed to be a queer
coincidence. The name on the garage
entrance was ‘Esdaile,” and adver-
tisement boards assured one that Es-
dailé’s cars were available at all hours
of the ‘day and night. A tall, flashy,
common man standing on the pave-
ment outside stared at' her fixedly,
then suddenly turned his back and
retired into the depths of the place.

Mrs. Thorne was at home, and ex-
pecting her.

The schooling of Mark and Rother-
sey did not fail her. As the servant
opened the drawing room door and
announced her, she was more than
calm; she was professional. It was
not the worst ghost of a bitter past
that she had come to see, not Pearl
of Tudor Green, her once successful
rival, not the wife of the man she
used to love; it was simply a case—
a bad case, if her husband had been
correct in his hasty diagnosis.

O, this is kind of you, Mrs. Aw-
drey. I am so glad to see you.”

Pearl, perhaps feeling the profes-
sional manner, was at first nervous
and apprehensive. :

‘“Do sit down. .
More comfy,”

. No, take this chair
and she gave a shrill
half hysterical ‘laugh. “T'll ring for
tea. You’ll have some tea, of course.”

‘“Thank you.”

“There! That's right. Not like Mr.
Awdrey. He wouldn’'t have tea—or
anything else. He would not touch a
thing. But how good he is, too. He's
fairly nobbled Arny for me.”

Yes, the case was serious. Elaine
sat down and studied it without seem-
ing to do so. Mark had given her no
hints or clews. She had to find out
all symptoms for herself.

An experience begun with Mrs. Sin-
clair at Bexhill and ripened by three
years of encounters with the wives
and daughters of Rothersey told
Elaine almost at a first glance that
Pearl had alcoholic tendencies. The
puffy features, the slightly congest-
ed eyes, that peculiar suggestion of
untidiness, although one would not
perhaps say that at the moment she
was in truth untidy—all this unmis-
takably told the tale. But there were

other well known signs of deteriora-
\

tion not strictly belonging to the al-
coholic taint—something that ap-
proached to a scared or hunted look,
as of a person with many furtive
shames and hidden secrets—perhaps
some dark secrets among .them. Also
there was in an excessive degree what

. the doctors call ‘‘facility of emotion.””

in the past, quickly re-
embarrassment, . and

Pearl, as
covered from
babbled.

“D/you ever see anything of the old
gang?”’

‘“What old gang?”

“Pals at Tudor Green. I suppose you
run down there pretty often?”

“No.”

‘“What, not even to see your' re-
lations? Old Mr. Marsh and Mrs. M.
How are they? Don’t you look them
upzL

“My uncle’s rheumatism . troubles
him. Otherwise they are very well”
And Elaine had a gentle kindly siaile,
and with her large “truthful eyes on
Pearl's face said “My marriage
caufed a coldness with them, to my
great regret; but I am glad to say we
are now reconciled—as Zood friends

as ever. They came to see us nct
long ago.’”
Pearl was expanding, looking at

her, considering her. ‘You're differ-
ent, you know. Changed!”

“Well, I am older for one thing.”

“0, no, it's not that. Of course,
you do look older, but—may I say
it?—you’re a good deal better looking,
in my humble opinion. O, do tell me!
Mums said you'd lost all your hair.
Was that true?

‘“Yes. I had an illness.’

“But it's grown again,”’ said Pearl
“I can see you’'ve got it all bacic;” and
she laughed good humoredly.

“That’s nature, not the shop. Not
merely your own-—as the wag said—
because you'd bought and pa:d foy it.”’

“No, it’s my own.”

“Is it as long as it used to bhe?”

’

“I haven’t measured it.”
“It’s beautiful hair your hair is,
Mrs. Awdrey. We fair ones always

admire dark hair like yours.”

Elaine let her talk, encouraged her
to talk freely. You have to make
them talk before you <can do. any-
thing. with them.

What was T saying? O, ths change
in you! Well as soon as you :came
in at that door, I said to rayself, ‘Ves,

Ve

it'’s Miss Fletcher right enoush, aznd
yet it isn’t Miss Fletcher.” If I was
sizing you up—if Mums or any one
asked me—I should say you have
gained and you’ve lost. P’raps it's
only the last remains of the iliness.”

“0, I quite recovered—years ago.”

“But your voice doesn’t sound quite
the same. I remembered your voice
so well. It isn’t so full—it’s more sub-
dued.” :

“Was I boisterous?” said Elaine,
smiling. i ‘

“Of course, not;”’ and Pearl laughed
again shrilly. “No. But you seem as
if—do you mind my saying it?—as
if a steam roller had been over you.”

“Perhaps one has,” said \ Elaine
gently. ‘“The steam 'roller that is
called life. Slowly as it moves it
catches most of wus, Mrs. Thorne—
and it goes over us, hurting us a
little or a great deal. If it has done
you any injury I should be glad if
you would tell me about it. I should
like so much to help repair the rmis-
chief if T could.”

Pearl was looking at her intently.

““O, how good you are,”” she said;
and then, without the slightest pre-
monitory indications, she burst ianto
tears. ‘“Why are you so good to me?
I don’t deserve it.”

Elaine left her chair and went and

sat by Pearl and held one of her
hands during a longish gatorm of
lamentations. Pearl -declared her-

self to be wretched and miserable;
she said that “Arny” was cruel to her,

sometimes wickedly cruel. But this

accusation remained in @ its vague
/

state. ;

Elaine stayed with her as long as
she could; and Pearl, effusively grate-
ful, went downstairs with her, clung

to her. and implored her to come
again. <
“O, you have done me such good.

O, if I’d only /had some one like you
for a friend. I wanted you so much
to come—and yet I was afraid. I
dreaded facing you. You can guess
why—I dare say. But you're above
all that. You'll come again soon?"’
‘““Yes quite soon.”
o “And—dare I ask it?—will you let
me call you Elaine? I do so want to.”
‘“Then please do.”
“But if I may—then will you call
me Pearl?”
“Yes, Pearl, if you wish me t&.”

‘name

Ve
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Alois Sauter, French inventor, with his family and mascot in his new
“‘velocar”, which gan be propelled by either hand or feet or both, and
is capable of making a speed of twenty miles per hour.
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0, Elaine!” And Pearl began to
cry again. “Elaine, may I kiss you?’*
There was a pause before the af-
firmative answer came. Then they

kissed.

Next moment Pearl was on the
doorstep, laughing gayly, calling after
her friend. :

‘“Phone me, Elaine. The sooner the
better.”’

To FElaine the interview had been
almost purely professional, and the

only difficult thing was that kiss at
the “end of it.

She went away with a feeling of
pity for the poor misguided giri who
had fallen so low in comparatively
such a little while, a fecling that
was perhaps entirely impersonal,
philanthropic; but with it, growing
stronger every minute, was a 1nore
personal and direct compassion for
Arnold Thorne. It was of him and
not of Pearl that she was thinking
all the way home to Rothersey.

When she next went to see Pearl
there was a motor car standing out-
side the house, and upstairs she found
that the hostess already had a visitor
with her.

He was a tall, common looking man
of 40, with loud garments of a sport-
ing character, and impudent, rather
bloodshot eyes. Elaine recognized
him immediately as the man who had
stared at her the other day from the
entrance of the garage, and with the
recognition and her memory of the
there came also some older
memories. Before Pearl introduced
him Elaine knew she had seen his
face at Tudor Green. He had occu-
pied himself with horses in those days

—he 'was then a riding master or
groom,
“Captain Clarence Esdalle—Mrs.

Audrey, said Pearl, making the intro-
duction. ‘“My cousin, you know. I
forget if you ever met.”

“I had not that pleasure,’”” gaid Cap-
tain Esdaile.

“Clarence is my cousin,” said Pearl
again. ‘He’s in the motor industry—
becoming quite a big pot. If ever you
and Mr. Awdrey want a car, you must
give him a turn,” and she laughed.
Then she dismissed her cousin, ”’Now
wash off, Bingo. Goodbye. Be good.”

That day Elaine’s task became dif-
ficult. All started according to rule;
and Elaine, working exactly as she
would have done in a garret of one of
those tenement houses by the railway
viaduct, induced Pearl to open her
heart. Elaine knew the words that
are like keys, and she used them one
after the other.

Pearl told her of Arnold’s great love
for the child, and of his overwhelming
grief when the child was taken from
them. ‘‘And he blames me. But I
loved her, too. And it isn’t true that I
didn’t give way to him about ner. 1
did from the beginning—even her
name. I wanted to call her Amethyst.
But no, it was to be Adela, after old
Lady Adela. Ang I did it. Then he
ought to remember. He oughtn’t to bs
so cruel. He-oughtn’t to blame me.”

‘“‘But how can your husband blame
you? I'm sure you're mistaken. It's
some misunderstanding which could
easily be cleared up.”

O, I can’t tell you. I daren’t.”
Pearl was on the sofa, sobbing, and
she grew incoherent, hysterical. “O,
it’s all too cruel. He is, O, make him
be kind to me—or something will
happen.”’

‘Pearl, I'm sure he isn’t really un-
kind—that he never means to wound
you.”

“He does. He didn’t before—before
Adele died. But he does now.”

Elaine went on staunchly with her
task, until certain words of comfort or
hope suggested themselves as obvious-
ly proper to the occasion.’ She would
have said the weords in Rothersey, and
she must say them here. She tried to
speak, and with the necessary effort
she felt once more that tearing, grind—
ing pain which she had believed to be
gone from her forever.

She controlled herself, and after a
silence spoke firmly.

Pearl, still weaping, nevertheless
litened with eagerness, but at first
did not grasp the import of the
vice that was being offered her. Elaine
reminded her that she and
were both' young, and that the surest
way of assuaging grief and finishing
any estrangement would be reunion in
their love for another child.

But then Pearl bounded off the sofa
as if she had been given an ‘electrie
shock.

“‘Not much,” she cried fiercely. O,
thank you for nothing.” She went rag-
ing about the room, and coming back
to Elaine stood before her, violent and
voluble. ““You don’'t know what you're
tail{ing‘ about. But I've been there.
Once bit, twice shy. I tell you the
time I had with Adela was worse than
murder and sudden death. Never
again, my dear; I'd sooner chuck my-
self under a train to-morrow—and I
may do that yet, for other reasons.”
She sat down, or rather collapsed on
the sofa, and wept again. Then she
was up once more, friendly, confiden-
tial, and apologetic. ‘Elaine, dear o}
thing, excuse me. I'm awfully sorry.
but I let fly like that without intend-
ing it. I can’t stop myself. Do forgive
me. Thank you. I'm sure I wish you
luck when your time comes. But, of
course, you're a bigger woman than I
am. Elaine, dear, the trouble with me
is my slimness. I'm so awfully slim.”’
And she stood with her hands on her
hips, stretching her neck high and
twisting her body from side to side.
“You can see for yourself. Besides,
Arny and I—but that’'s another story,
as the man said in the play.” Then she
came and knelt by Elaine’s chair, and
spoke gently, wheedlingly. “I know you
want to help me, and I'm so grateful.
But it’s Arnold wants getting at. Your
best way—what I want you to do— is
to speak to him for me.”

‘“No, I can’'t do that. My husband
is &

Yes,, yes, T know. And Arnolg has
been better—much better—since Mr.
Awdrey began at him. But they’re in
the clouds, you know. And Mr. Awd-
rey doesn’t know the things about me

No, you don’t know them
knows.
But you know enough now,” and there

you do.
all. There’s things nobody

were some more tears. ‘‘Speak to Ar-
onld for me—before it's too late.”

The same evening Elaine talked to
her husband of Pearl, telling him the
case was net one in which she saw
much hope of being useful.

‘0, 'don’t lose heart,”
“Stick to it.”’

“I am sticking tq it,”” said Elaine

said Mark.

“wearily.

‘“You see, what I want is to get her
to give him some peace and quiet. He
was at the end of his tether. Make
her understand that her whole future
hangs on her good behavior now.”

Elaine said she feared Pearl had
gone too far. ‘“She seems to have lost
control of herself altogether. And she
drinks. You knew that?’

“No,- I didn’t know. But I'm not

surprised. In comparison she is of no
account. It’s the other that I want to
save.”’

Then Elaine told him of Pearl’s wish
that she should speak to Arnold.

‘“Would you object to my doing so?”

“No. That is, if you’re careful what
you say to him.”

‘“When could I see him?"’

“To-night. He will be at the guild
room. Come round at half-past nine,

and I'll send him out to you.”” Then
Mark Awdrey meditated frown-
ingly. ‘Elaine, I repeat it, you must

be careful, very careful, with Arnold
Thorne.”

SWhy do you say that?”

‘““Because with him you are on deli-
cate ground '’

She felt the blood going from her
face, and she braced herself for what
she would hear next. Her husband’'s
tone and manney were so significant
that she thought he was making an
allusion to the facts of their friend-
ship. Arnold must have felt it right
to tell him, and Mark was about to
speak of it to her. He looked at her
gloomily while he pondered. She was
not afraid of any explanation that
might now be required of her. Why
should she fear?

But he knew nothing, he suspected
nothing. Arnold had not told himy; As
soon as he continued speaking she
saw that this was so, and felt an un-
anticipated relief in the slackening of
her nervous tension.

‘“Thorne’s state,” he said, ‘has
enigmatical features, which I have
pretended to ignore. Beneath the
trouble of his mind there are wounds
that I have avoided probing. ““I don’t
want them to be probed.”

Elaine understood. Mark in this
matter had the professional feeling,
too. It was his case, and he felt shy
of letting it be interfered with, and
perhaps clumsily handled, -

“I'll be careful,” she said.

The meeting place of the guild lay in
one of Elaine’s worst streets, and con-
sisting as it did of what had once been
a small warehouse built upon the back
yvards of three houses, members, with
their occaslonal visitors, were much
out of sight and sound. The two lower
rooms of the house through which you
entered had been knocked into one,
but this made a small room even so.
Unprotected gas jets were flaring in it
and some notice bills on the walls
flapped loosely as the wind blew under
them, for the outer door stood wide
open. Its only furniture consisted of
a kitchen table and two rush bottom
chairs that had evidently been brought
there from the church. When Elaine
came in from the street the room was
unoccupied except by Mr. Wright, the

converted wife beater, who sat at the
table busily and solemnly engaged in
wrapping paper round some tiny books
and writing names o1 the wrappers.

He tumbled a lot of magazines and
newspapers from the seat of the other
chair, and begged Elaine to sit down.

“I can’t go in now,” he said, with
a severe and important air, ‘but T'll
take your message at the first
chance.” And while he continued to
consult his list and write the names
he seemed to listen from moment to
moment,

There was a droning sound of a
voice beyond the closed door at the
back of the room, with a chorus of
voices at intervals, as though giving
a. response. On hearing a chorus
louder than those /that had pre-
ceded it, Mr. Wright picked. up all
his books. He knocked upon the door,
rather in the style practiced at a
Masonic lodge, and somebody gave an
answering knock on the other side of
the door. Then the door opened a
little way and he carried his books
through the aperture made for him,
into a dead silence, and the door
closed again:

He did not return; but after a little

while Arnold Thorne came out to her
and they were alone in the room.

“Mrs. Awdrey!”’

She got un and stood by him, with
the bright gas full on their faces,

“I only wanted fo say a word or
two about—about Pearl.”

“O, yes. And I'm glad of a chance
to tell you. But no words ever could
tell you, Mrs. Awdrey, my gratitude,
my immense gratitude, for what you
have done—for what you are doing.
I can only say I revere you.”

‘“No, I have done so little—nothing
really. But I would do all—all that I
could. I am so dreadfully sorry for
you—so sorry for you both.”

She saw him flinch, and she was
conscious not only of an emotion that
had made her speak with greater in-
tensity than she wished, but also of

the truth in Mark’s warning., Every
word must' be well chosen, every
thought that prompted the words -

must be luminously clear. .

‘“You don’t mind my speaking o
Pearl with frankness?”’

She saw him flinch again, and as he
looked at her it was as if he, too,
appealed to her to be careful—
appealed to her for mercy as well as
for caution.

‘““Pearl, I know, has never really
doubted your affection, but ' she
thinks——"’ .

‘“Tell Pearl,” he 'said, /in a low

voice, ‘“‘that she must look forward,
not backwards. That is what your
husband would tell her.”

‘“Yes, it is what I tell her, too. It
is a rule of life—perhaps the only safe
one. And if for a momont I ask you
to look in the other direction—to the
time of your bereavement 2

He had turned from her, so that
she could not see his face, and her
pity for®him was so great that in-
stinctively she almost touched him.
It was as though her hand might have
moved of its own accord and settled
on his arm in a longing to soothe and
comfort him,

‘Y only want you to relieve Pearl's
mind . in this way. She feels really
heartbroken because she thinks, she
believes—wrongly, as P* know—that
you are a little harsh to her in
regard to that great loss which you
both share equally. She thinks you
treat her sometimes as though she
had”been in any way responsible for

“No. . . ..No:mere!” : 4

He had stopped her with a» ejacu—
lation that was like a cry, and she saw
his face now, not as it had been, but
as she had imagined it, all white and
drawn, agonized, despairing. And his
voice was broken; the sound of it
wrung her heart as it had done in
imagination,

“l can’t speak of it, even to you. T
can’t speak of it, ~Don’t force me
back on what Awdrey's taking me
away from.” "

1 To be Continued.
(Copyright: 1924: By W. B. Maxwell
in tne United States and Great
Britain.)
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J. M.
HOGGE,

M.A., M.P.

Member of the
British Parliament
for East Edinburgh
and a former whip,
writes ;—

HE greatest need of the busy public man is the ability to
He cannot afford to be out of touch with events,™
and long holidays are therefore impossible.

During several

election campaigns I have put in sixteen or eighteen hours a._day
for days in succession and have relied on ‘ Phosferine’ to keep

me going.
intervals.

takes
without crying off work.

I have found Phosferine extremely useful taken at
It is easy to take—the tablet form is very convenient
—taken as it were in the stride, it keeps one in the stride.

One

one’s holiday so far as bracing oneself up is concerned
That

is the point of Phosferine—it

deals out vigour and strength and recuperation just as, and when

and where one wants it. It

iss as ol

have proved, a most

.excellent family remedy and parents will find it a health-bringing

and health-keeping tonic medicine.”

Phosferine exercises real and lasting benefit upon everybody’s system,
it invigorates brain and body naturally, and is given with equally

good results to the children as to adults.

The advantage of taking

Phosferine is immediate — it makes you well and keeps you well.

S

Influenza Nervous Debiliiy
Indigestion

Exhaustion FPremature Decay

The Greatest of all Tonics for

Neuralgia
Mental Exhaustion Loss of Appetit: Brain-fag
‘Sleeplessness Maternity Weakness Lassitude
Neuritis

Faintness Malaria
Headacte
Nerve Shock Anecmia

Rheumatism Sciat ca

Made in Liquid and Tablets, each sold in 3 sizes, the larger sizes are the more econcmical.
PROPRIETORS : ASHTON & PARSONS, LIMITED, LUDGATE HiLy, I,ONDON, ENGLAND,

Bales Agents for Canada:—Harold F. Ritchie & Co.. Ltd., 10-18 McCaul Street. Toronto.
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There Are Seven Circus Stuntl_s

That Always Bring a Laugh

& HY do people laugh?’” That's

what a circus clown has to
figure out, and the nearer he
comes to the answer to that ques-
tion the better clown he is.

One queer thing about getting
a laugh is that’ the larger the
crowd the simpler and more slap-
stick the trick has to bhe to make
them laugh. “Being a clown now
isn't like it was in the old days.”
according to Alfred Miaco, the old-
est clown in the business, past
seventy. ‘‘When there were small
shows and small crowds a clown
could be cleverer. He could ‘kid’
the crowd and make bright re-
marks to get them laughing, but
now clowning has to be more
slapstick so everybody can get it.”

- There Are Seven Stunts,

If you ever put on a circus your-
self and want to work up some
clown tricks, you dan make up the
stunts from the list of seven
things which the clowns say peo-'
ple at circuses laugh at. ¢

First, there s what is known as
the ‘‘comic fall.” HKvery one will
la.ugh when  a dignified person
shps..The old trick of the man in
the silk hat falling on the banana
pee} always gf,ts a laugh.

Next there is the favorite framp
a‘nd dog stunt. There's hardly a
circus but what has a tramp run-
ning around the ring with a dog
ol}asmg after, usually hanging onto
his coat-tails.  It’s a stunt that's
always good.

Cop is Popular,

Thgz funny cop is a popular one,
A policeman with big feet and bag-
gy trousers who is always falling
over or chasing after some one is
found in every circus.

The idea of getting wet is an- .

{other laugh maker. Squirting a
water gun or having water tum-

ble down on a clown always seems
funny to the crowd.

A man or boy dressed as a baby
and acting grown-up is a trick
that is used and mnever fails to
bring a laugh. So also is a take-
off on some famous man.

Keep Up-to-date.

The seventh of the bag of tricks
is keeping up-to-date by mock-
ing something that's in the topics
of the day. If it’'s election time,
clowns always work up some elec-
tion speeches or make up as some
of the candidates.

There’s a lot in the crowd spirit
when it comes to laughs. People
at a circus are all set to laugh, and
when some one bezins to snicker

at a stunt that maybe isn’t so aw-.

fully gooed, the laughter ‘‘catches”
and soon all that part of the tent
is swept with a gale of giggles.

(Next week: Heroism in the Cir-
cus.) 3 /

He Raced With

BACK in the days of railroading
before the automatic couplers
and the air brakes made travelling
s0 much simpler, there were many
accidents. KEngineers had to de-
pend on' the old link-and-pin

couplers and hand-set brakes.
In those days,

instead of the

engineer being able to set the
hrakes on all the cars at once, he
had to whistle a signal to the
brakemen ‘on the different cars
and they proceeded to set the
brakes.
Has Adventure.

A veteran engineer, William H.

Bird, of the Illinois Central rail-

His Own Train

of you redding this were born, he
had an exciting experience with
runaway cars. He was transferred
to a southern division, where, for
the first time, he had to work with
negro. brakesmen. He found that
they didn’t take their work seri-
ously, and he had some trouble
with them when it came to setting
the brakes promptly.

There was so much slack on
trains in the old days that they
often. broke apart, so Engineer
Bird was expecting his share of
trouble. The first accident occur-
red one day when he was going
down a steep grade. His train
parted and came together with
such force at the bottom that one
car of wheat was knocked clear off
the rail. ILuckily, however, the
car rolled down an embankment.
The train was coupled up and pro-
ceeded with one car less.

Train Parts.

But most exciting of all, and
what might have been serious, was
a race he ran with his own train.
“One time I was going down the
same hill where I first had the
accident,” says Mr. Bird, “when I
felt the slack of my train surge
ahead. I knew that the train had
parted and looked around to find
where the break was. I discover-
ed that it* had taken place just
behind the engine. It was all T
could do to keép ahead of the west
of that train. I whistled for the
brakes, but the brakesmen didn’t
bring it to a standstill as quickly
as 1 expected. So I had to race
my train, trying teo keep it from
crashing into me. The race last-
ed just about a mile before . the
train stopped and the engine was
safe”

rua{l, tells how in 1898, before any

Make Jocko Climb the String

ERE is Jocko—a monkey that can climb!

By c:n‘efully following

the directions below, you can make this frisky animal:
Cut out the body of the monkey, then its arms and legs, and

mount them all on lightweight cardboard.
Join the legs to the body by means of a
common pin or small piece of wire. ; j
of it to prevent its coming out on the other side.
and bend the other

and the hat and jacket red.

at one end
freely.

head serve
move

the
will thert

To fasten the arms gum them tightly to the shoulder
Pierce small holes at points ‘‘al’ (the arms,

tion shown in the picture.
“1y'" (the thighs), ‘“‘¢”

place pins or small pieces of wire.

as the legs were joined.

(the legs), and

Color the monkey brown,

If wire is .used, knot each end
If a pin is used let
end back. The legs

in the peosi-

“d” (the feet), through which
Fasten these in the same manner

Draw a piece of thin elastic around the pins, A and B, tying it so
that the legs are drawn up, parallel with the arms, as in the figure:
Insert a piecde of wire through “E", and draw the hands quite tightly

together.

of thread through this loop down under the pin,
“1, as shown in the jllustration by the dotted line.

the pin,

L.oop the wire on the outside of the hands.

Passya/ piece
and then over
Be careful

el

to nip the wire well together at the hands to: get enough friction to

hold the thread firmly while the elastic pulls the legs up.
thread is loose enough

By tightening and releasing the line you can make
sgthe thread in the most lifelike manner.

also, that the

Be sure,
through”- “E"’

to pass 3 i
Jocko climb

- PFANN,

£ EORGE PFANN was prob-

ably the greatest fuo{bgll
player -of the season and the high-
est scorer in the entirs country.”
—Athletic World.

The sensation of eastern football
last year was George Pfann, cap-
tain of the 1923 Cornell team, an
All-American quarterback. He's
going to answer questions about
his favorite game especially for
the readers of this page.

Pfann was a brilliant star of
last season. Many sports writers
chose him as captain of their All-
American teams. Largely through
his playing the Cornell team was
unbeaten in 1921, 1922 and 1923.

The stocky little gridder,
comes from Marion, Ohio, was a
wonderful general on the football
field. He was able to size up the
strength and: wealknesses of the
other team right off the bat, and
to make use of it. Not once dur-
ing ‘the season did he make any
mistakes in directing his team-
mates. y

Pfann can run, kick, forward-
pass,‘catch, and, in fact, do just
about everything to keep his op-
ponents going. He is an enduring
player and can stand all sorts of
hard knocks without losing a bit
of his famous pep.

Next year Pfann will /ci)achi at
his school, Cornell, and he's telling
you here some of the things he'll
tell those ‘‘green’ players that
he’]ll be starting on the football
grind at his university.

What Tricks Do You Use to Baffle
a Tackler?

The principle‘/of dBdging a tack-
ler is to get him off balance or out
of step by a deceptive move and
then go by him before he ‘can re-
cover. This deception is gener-

.all,

who"

ally a feint in one direction with
a sudden move in another.
There are several ways of
ing this.
a taclkler is coming from the side

do-
A change of pace when

is most used. Slow up and he
slows up. Then start suddenly
and you gain a yard or so. If

you have four or five yards to go ;

" this has to be repeated. 1f a man

is directly in front, run straight
at him and twirl when about a
vard away. This throws the run-
ner out of line of the tackle if it
is  properly executed. Another
way is to fake aroumd one side of
the tackler and then go the. other.

Cut Inside Player.

A “tackler from the side may
be avoided by stopping suddenly
as he is about to tackle or slow up
and cut insidee of him before he
can do the same. 5

Sometimes it is possible to drag
one leg and thus deceive tha tack-
ler. :

Running hard with the deliber-
ate intention of breaking the op-
sponent’s tackle by force is al-
ways a good plan, because it
means a yard or two mgre, even if
the runner fails to get loose.

BFST QUABTERBBACK
OF THE YEAR—

200y AT B g

How Can a Player Be Taught to
Follow the Ball?

"The player is taught to follow
the ball as he becomes familiar
with the possibilities of football
He realizes the number of decep-
tive plays that can be used, and
he becomes familiar with the pos-
sibilities of fumbling. This knowl-
edge ig in the nature of a warn-
ing, and, if sufficiently impressed,
will be coystantly in the mind of
the playes. )

Keep Eye on the Ball.

On the defence the players must
be warned continuallys to keep the
eye on the ball from the time it
leaves the centre until it is downed
again. ‘Line players must: kéep
their eyes forward on the ball.
Backs must follow the ball and
not the-interference. If this prin-
ciple is laid down and the man is

not mentally lazy, practice should
produce the results.

On the offense the ambitious
and mentally awake Dplayer will
look around for miore work after
ho has performed the duty as-
signed him. Work lies where the
ball is, and to help his team he
must go to the ball.

" & * *

&

Pfann started his football career
when he was in the eighth grade,
Te was quarter-back on the regu-
lar team. His second year in
high school he was a substitute
centre. The next two years he
played at Columbia Military Acad-
emy, where he was quarter-back
and captain his senior year. Then
he went to Cornell, where he play-
ed four years.

Next week Pfann will tell how
he uses his well-known stiff-arm
defence.

CHOOSING RIGHT CLOTHES TAKES OFF POUNDS

HF XO Ftooka:'on'y, o Jdot ~op

weight this Summer and are
having a hard time getting rid of
it, no doubt you and mother are
sighing .over the task of picking
out clothe/s to wear to school that
won’t make you look any largér.
Wearing the right kind of dresses
is very important, for while it
doesn’t really reduce your weight,
you can make yourself seem lots
smaller if you know a few tricks
about wearing clothes.

Put Away Ruffles,

In the first place, you’ll have to
make over that fluffy dress you
used to wear—especially if it has
loose ends of ribbon fluttering—
they malke you seem so much
larger. The sash that tied in the
big bow on the side will have to
80, too, for side trimming on a
dress adds to your size. And the
little /string of choker heads you
must put away, too, as they make
yvour neck:seem short and fat.

You must be careful about trim-
ming yvour dresses. Insist that all
bands and stripes run up amd~
down and never around. The less
trimming your clothes have, the
better. )
Wear Dark Colors, /
. All dark colors make you seem
smaller. Don’t think of wearing
apything very bright or with large
figures in it. Too much contrast
in material is bad for you, too.

For a' dress for school a dark
blue serge made with straight up
and down lines is best. You can
wear the beltless styles that your
tall, thin friends must leave alone,
However, if you do wear a belt, be
sure that it is about the same
shade as the dress material. Above
don’'t ever wear a white belt
with a dark dress, if you want to
keep your size out of mind.

Dresses or sults made with
three-quarter length jackets, the
kind that end just at the hip-line,
are not hecoming to you, as they
make you seem stouter. You
can’t wear a dress with a band
around the bottom of a different
colar, either.

Use Straight Trimming.

A row of braid or fur straight

down the front would make a be-

c¢oming finishing touch for &a
school dress, and beading that

runs up and down would bhe best
for your party dress. You should
wear both dresses a little longer
than th ethin girl wears hers as
long dresses make you look taller,
and the taller you are the thinner
you seem.

Leave sweaters alone,
they’re too tight fitting and
end at the hip-line. Skirts
waist are the wrong thing, too.
They cut your height right in two.
You can’t wear the little short
coat, either, but should choose &
long. beltless one.

And remember—keep,
thing dark!

A BIG DIVE.

A visitor being shown around a
lake said to his guide: ‘“‘How deep
is this one?”

“Well, sir,”” wag the reply,
don’t know the actual
last year a young Australian came
here to bathe, took his clothes off
and dived in, and we never saw
him again.”

“And did
Tina 20

“Oh, yes! We had a cablegram
from Australia. asking us to send
his clothes on.”

for
they
and

every-

“

we

you not hear from

depth, but .

The Ghost Behind

“M ISTEN!  There it goes again.
I thought that _tallg about the
neighborhood of this cabin being

haunted was all bunk. I don't
believe in ghosts, but—"

The four boys in front of the
fireplace in the shadowy cabin
drew close together, almost hug-
ging the glowing coals, as they
listened.

From somewhere back of the
cabin came a faint moan which
gradually rose to a shriek, faint
and far away. Then the shriek
ended in a series of moans.

The boys looked at 'each! other
and for a while no one said any-
thing. ‘“Must be the wind in the
trees,” asserted Tom, trying to
seem calm.

“You never heard wind in the
trees make a noise like that,”
scoffed Dickie. “I don’t believe
in ghosts, hut there’s something
queer about that noise, all right.
But I don't feel like looking into
it ‘just now. ‘Besides,
moon.”’

“1 thought this was going to be
a great place to stay over Satur-
day and Sunday,”’ mourned Stan-
ley, “but I’m ‘not very crazy about
it-now;- I’'m here to tell you!"

“hat's why the Quin boys gave
up the ecabin,”” put, in Dickie,
“They told me about hearing, this
weird ghost, but I thought it was
all bunk. It's too bad a nice cabin
like this has been giveh such a
bad name. It's only the last year
or two that the story got around.”

“Well,| there’s something to the
story, as we've found out,” laugh-
ed Terry nervously. Again the
strange cry, ranging from shriek
to moan, in different notes of pain,
came through the starless night.

There wag little sleeping in the
cabin that night. The wind and
the occasional echoes of that
ghostly sound were too much for
them. They stretched out on the
floor in their blankets, talking a
little from time to time,

In the morning they scattered
all about the surrounding woods.
Not one of them wanted to face
staying another night, but no one

there’s no

the Cabin

would be the first to suggest go-
ing home.

Night came, and after supper
they stretched out again by the
fireplace. Hardly had they settled
when suddenly the odd moan was
heard. dDickie stood up. | T did
some investigating to-day,” he an-
nouneed, ‘‘and I got an idea about
this ghost,.. I think I know how to
kill it. - L wanted 'to make sure I
had the right idea, so I waited
until to-night. Will anyone come
with' me?"’

. There was a moment’s silence.
“We’ll ~ all go,” asserted; Terry
stoutly. There was a rush for
sweaters and flashlights, then the
four boys set out

night.
They followed Dickie's lead
through the woods until they

came to where the winding trail
joined the main road. Here there
was a little rise of ground on
which Terry stopped.

‘When they had started out the
ghostly voice had 'been crying, but
it had stopped again for a while.
Suddenly there was a shrill.sound
almost at their feet. ' Three of the
boys jumped as though they had
been- ‘shot. Dickie laughed.
UEerelSiouniy ghost, gt ias o T
thought,” He focused his flash-
light on the mound. There was a
nirla of broken glasg of all shapes.
“Ol1d pop bottles,” explained
Dickie. “There was a lunch stand
here once. The wind, which rises
‘here ‘every night, played: on them,

MADE A SENSSTIONAL. TOUCH!
POWN AND OQUTWITTED THE

OTHER TEAM TOPAY VYREN
LV FASTENED BED SPRINGS TO

FOOTBALL
PLAYER

in the chilly

just as you've  seen  people get
tunes out of empty glasses.: I’'ll
get busy with this shovel 1

brought along, and we'll see what
happens.”

In. a few minutes the ‘“ghost”
was buried, and sure enough the
voice was heard no longer behind
the haunted cabin. Vi

Her Secret Society

“@QECRET societies in this high
school must be kept out,”
stated ' the principal, frowning.
“We must watch out for any
cropping up of such ¢lubs. This
must be a democratic school.”
The assistant principal, Miss
Foote, nooded her head. G agree
with you,’”” she replied, ‘“We must
do all we can. TI'll watch -care-
fully.” et
That very morning as she went
down the hall she passed little
Edna Plumber stan(lling by the
east staircase. Miss Foote's eyes
werd caught suddenly by a tiny
gold pin on the front of Edna's
dress, holding in place a narrow
strip of white. Miss Foote wallk-
ed on past rapidly wthout saying
anything. @ HOf /all ¢ the = impi-
dence,”” - she | said to . herself.
“Wearing a’ secret society ’badge

out in the open like that. I would
never have thought it of her.
She seemed such a meek little
thing.”

Miss Foote reported her, find to
the principal. ‘‘We’ll not do any-
thingi sabout 4it cuntil® time 7 for
school to be out,” he decided. *‘I'll
tell the other teachers to be on
the lookout for other badges like
that.. Some others may be wear-
ing them openly. Dear, dear, I
thought we had got rid of these
secret clubs,” he sighed.

The teachers noticed their stu-
dents carefully that afternoon,
but Edna seemed to be the only
one wearing such a badge, so they
reported. She must have just been
initiated.

8o Edna was called into the of-
fice. ‘‘She certainly looks guilty,”
thought the principal as the timid
Edna came in, noticeably scared.
‘“Now, Edna,“ he said kindly, ‘“‘just
hand me that pin and ribbon on
your dress. I don’t want ever to
see you wearing anything like that.
And you might as well tell me who
theé rest are:  We'll find out any-
way."”

“Why, why,” stammered Edna,
taking off the pin, “that’s not a

ribbon. I have such a bad niem-
ory, so mother made me—’ she
gulped.

The principal took the slip of
ribben-like paper, ‘“One bottle of
catsup and a pound of bhutter,”
hes read. 7

MAKING IT HOT.

Father: “Say!

What's this 70
on this paper?’” ;
Son: “T don't know. T guess it's
the temperature of the room.”

HIS REASON.
“1 rejoice that the world is fill-
ed with sunshine.”
“An optimist, eh?”
“No; awning manufacturer.”

WOULDN'T DO.

Schrani, who had run out of gas
nn the outskirts of a country town,
saw a boy coming along the road
carrying a big tin can. ‘“Say. boy!
ha yelled; “I hope that’'s gasoline
vou have in that can.”

“Well,! T hope it ain't,”” return-
ed the boy. ‘It would taste like
the dickens on ma’s pancakes.”

(Copyright, 1924).

A OneJ_{_a”n_ded Star

ERBERT RHOADS, a star
; high school basketball player
in Huntsville,  Missouri, has only
one hands. He is a crack basket
shooter and does more with that
one hand than some boys do with
two.

About four years ago Herbert
lost hisg left’ hand by getting it
crushed in machinery. He got an
artificial hand but found it too
much trouble and wouldn't wear
it. He discovered he could get
along just as well without it.

His parents encouraged him to
go in for sports and other things
that most people thought he was
handicapped for, and it wasn't
long before Herbert began: to for-
get that there was anything wrong
with him at all. He didn't” want
any sympathy, and soon other
boys found that Herbert hadn’t
any need .for sympathy at all, for
he was getting along as well as
any of them.

Herbert plays on the regular
basketball’ team, having made as
high as seven baskets from the
field in a single game. He is on
the track team and is very fast.
He was on the second team last
year in“football and baseball. In
addition to alt this he is a very
clever tennis player.

Having only one hand to play
with, Herbert made up his mind
to develop skill with: that to a
double degree, and as a result in
both tennis and basketpall = his

hand has attained speed and ac-

curacy that has made him a star
player. %

A Curious Nature Fact

A MINER at work in a red sand-
stone quarry near Killbuck,
Ohio, found a toad enclosed in a
cavity of a largé rock. The rock
measured ten inches in diameter,
and was located about twenty feet
below the surface of the earth.
When the rock was opened and
the toad was exposed to the air,
it hopped several times and then
fell dead. The mysterious man-

ner in which the toad came to be
shut up in the rock has not beéen
discovered. g
Toads Exist a Long Time.

There are many curious stories
about the long life of the toad:
It .is possible for a toad to exist
when encased in sandstone. . or
limestone, as these rocks are 'porus
and consequently admit air.

‘A scientist buried three live
-toads in plaster in 1777.. At the
end of eighteen months these en-
casements were opened and two
of the toads were still alive: A
number of years later this experi-
‘ment was repeated, with the plas-
ter blocks placed in water. The
result was just the reverse. Inter-
estingly enough, the plaster - had
absorbed the water ‘and the toads
died.

A Puzzle_ Trick

OUSIN NAT, who attends an
eastern college, was spending
part of his vacation with his young
cousins, Elmer and Leona.
had just returned from a circus
and \l.eona was still mystified ‘by
the tricks the magician had per-
formed. :
“There are no ‘magic’ tricks of
any kihd,” explained Nat. “Hvery
trick is based upon"isome scientific
law. A very clever magician can
fool the audience by the way he
presents his trick, and can talk a
great deal about things other than
his stunt, thus diverting his audi-
ence’s attention, but there is noth-
ing supernatural about stunts,
especially of the ‘magic’ type.
, “A trick which is very effective
is the following: Stack ten check-
er men on top of each other, mak-
ing a tower. With the back of a
table -knife strike at the bottom
piece and you can knock it out
without upseting the pile. This
may seem extraordinary, but it
only proves hat concentrated force
at one particular point may be

effective at that one point without
affecting any other point nearby
or at a great distance away. .

‘““Another trick, which illustrates
the same principld is to tee up a
golf ball, then place another wet
sand tee and ball on top of it.
With a quick stroke, aimed cor-
rectly, the bottom ball can be hit
from under the top one without
disturbing the top ball in the least,
and a drive of several hundred
vards can be made.

DYE—IT.
“I'm worried about
doctor. T.ook

Lady:
complexion,
face.”

Dr. Pill: “My dear young lady,
you will have to diet.”

Lady: “I never thought of that.
What color do you think would
suit me best?” {
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WHERE NOTHING
SEEMS QUEER.
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; Percy Periscope ) :
« CHOOIL days, school days, dear old Snoppy quop, daze—

the old Welsh folk song).
lessons .yet to

study, and the school bell was already ringing.

b Cfnony

You'd be dazed, too, if you had all your

Take

Percy Periscope, for instance—he \sits beneath the bough with his bock

and

he has the world's longest eyes, and they are turned, too.

is an open book. :
What is Percy studying?

I guess.
and Fall of the Snoppyquopian
both wrong—back up and guess

tries te read his innermost thoughts with longing eyes. In

It must be difficult, or it
excite the engine in his head so-—see how it is puffing!
Probably *“The cube root of the boll weevil’” or “The Rise

fact,
Percy's life

would
Deep

mever
stuff,

“The Charge of the Light Brigade’” in algebra!

Some job for a young half-witted Snoppy!
the
that gum out ,of your mouth and put your feet in!” at
will slam his book shut, using his beard as a marker.

with his feet stretched out in

Dynasty in Early Chemistry. il Na,
again—he's trying to learn tor say
Teacher will see lim

aisle, and will shout, “Percy, take

122 wwhighs Percy:

v

They )
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Biggest in the World.

TOT long ago a famous paint-
ing by the great master, Ru-
bens was put up at auction at
Christie’s in I.ondon and failed to
find a bid. And yet Rubens is
one of the great names in the
world ‘of art.

Pictures by Rubens have sold
for more than a hundred thou-
sand dollars. Yet/ this ' picture
-was returned to the palace of the

Duke of Westminster, whence it
came.

The reason was simple. The
picture was too large. The day

when the the picture the
greater its importance is past. No-
body = wanted it, not -even a

museum, because nobody had a
suitable place to put it.

In other words, we no longer
buy art by the yard. Size alone
is not impressive. It is quality
that counts.

Perhaps this is a good omen.
If the art world has awakened to
the fact that ‘“big” does not ne-
cessarily, mean ‘‘great,” perhaps
the rest of the world will soon
learn that, too.

A small home well kept, a little
club that means something to
every member, a little church with
a fine spirit—these are the things
worth working for.

Needless Proof

REAT ado is made in certain

literary and historical circles
‘over the fact that documents
found in the tomb of King Tut-
ankh-amen furnished conclusive
evidence of the reality of Helen
of Troy.

Doubtless these gentlemen are
somewhat nonplused by this ‘docu-
mentary evidence of her existence.
But the rest of us are neither non-
plused nor surprised—nay, scarce-
ly iinterested, if the truth be told.

It wouldn’t have made a mite

of difference to you and me, nor
to the world, had they come upon
as indisputable proof that Helen
was .a fake, a figment 'of an
ancient romancer’s imagination.
For Helen is a symbol of beau-
ty, and the power that beauty
'begets. Ane once ‘given as a sym
‘bol, the world is not easily per-
suaded to let go of it, certainly
not on the word of those who are

larger

mere sticklers for the strictest
truth. !
o029,
Studyin’ Well.
HERE'S a certain story told

in golf circles to the effect that
someone asked Stewart Maiden
how hijs golf protege, Bobbhy Jones,
was doing with his game.

“He’s having a hard time,” said
the Scotchman, who, true to his
race, is a man of few words. Then
he added a little grudgingly, “But
he’s studyin’ well.”

If that’s the case, Bobby Jones
doesn’'t need to worry about his
golf game.

If he is studyin’ well, he is bound
to get there in the end. '

Anyhow, that is all that can be
expected of him, or you or me, for
that matter, no matter what sor

ofsscore we run up. !

It’s a rule you can’t beat.

Most of us who rage at fate be-
cause we have not arrived, have
not done our lessons as well as we
should. Perhaps, in fact, one
trouble is that we are too intent on
the winning at the’ end and not
careful about the studying - pro-
cess. /

Don't keep aéking yvourself that
challenging question, ‘“Am I win-
ning ?"’

The answer may be “No” and
that answer is bound to be dis-
couraging. ' Just ask yourself if
a dour Scotchman would be forced
to admit’ that at least you are
“studyin’ well”. If the answer is
yes, you may be sure that you can’t

lose.
The Lost Ball.

“”H“HE lost ball has wrecked

more tempers than anything
else in golf,” exclaims one expert
on the subject.

The trouble is that Il.sing a
golf ball is more than a matter
of losing the price of the ball and
the time it takes to look for :t.
If that were all, the matter would
be simple. The real harm to the
player is done in the loss of tem-
per. After a long search, nerves
are jangled and the game is apt
to go to pieces if the plaver is a
novice.

‘“At the end of half an hour,
he's ready to drup another | ball
and go on,” observes this commen-
tator. A good deal of poise might
have been saved if he had come
to that conclusion sooner.

There is something particularly 3

and peculiarly aggravating, almost
devastating, about the effect on
the nerves of a frantic search,

But some people make a fetish
of finding a thing, instead of go-
ing on to the next task and replac-
ing the lost article later.

Going on is better than going
back. There is even the man who
lost ten years of his life at the
wrong job, who loses a small for-
tune in wrong investment. The
sooner he stops eating his heart
out over the lost job or th2 lost
/fortune, and starts after another
one, 1lie better.

If you're fooling time away
looking for lost balls, quit it; and
femember that you can play an-
other game while you are fussing
over failures.

" phrases are well

THE MILL RUN

BUTTON.,
non-

THE SOLDIERS’

To those of us who were
combatants in the war, that
say those on whose shoulders fell
the terrific strain- of hating pas-
sionately from Aug. 4, 1914, to
Nov.' 11, 1918, and ..after,..every
German man, woman and child,
every German name, and every-
thing of German origin from
“Parsifal” 'to wieners, are  as-
tonished to note that returned
soldiers are no longer : wearing
their buttons, When they return-
ed from. overseas, the percentage
who wore the putton on all oc-
casions was something more than
99. To-day, it is probably not 5.
We gather that half the men en-
titled’ to ' this honorable decora-
tion do not wear it at all.

Yet not three in a thousand
ever supposed when he had earn-
ed the right to wear this button
that the time would ever come
when they would cease to talge
pride or pleasure in it. They did
not suppose that a guerdon won
through risking life in the great-
est struggle in human history was
precisely the same as a prize won
as a schoolpoy for penmanship,
or for prowess in the hop, step
and jump. Nothing lasts for ever,
—love, ‘or hate or pride. Pride is
particularly impermanent. So
far as human emotions are con-
cerned the word ‘‘eternal”’ signi-
fies a period of time varying from
three weeks to four years and a
half.

is to

kG ok ok

THE “FACE OF CLAY.”

The Torontoc Telegram said a
s<hort time ago that Hon. Howard
Ferguson need not fear the “face
of clay,” and ever since the local
contemporaries of the Telegram,
including this column, have been
wondering what it meant. Goaded
by the jeers at the phrase, the

Telegram fiercely asserted its
antiquity but admitted that its
origin was dubious. It did not

say what it meant, or offgsr the
desired assurances as to its sense.
That it has, or had for the mo-
ment, .some meaning for the
author may be taken for granted,
and if it had appeared in any other
paper it  would have
excited merely a temporary sur-
prise, quickly succeeded by the
belief that it was a printer’s error,
instead of the emotions of con-
sternation and painful bewilder-
ment that it produced among the
Telegram’s readers. They are un-
accustomed to exotic figures of
speech. They are used to hear-
ing a spade called a spade, and
expect only slight variations upon
a single theme. When a man is
being praised he is desvcrlbe‘d in
simple language as being ‘‘pro-
Beck, ‘pro-Hydro, and a loyal
saldier of public ownership. When
he is disliked, readers have a/rlght
to hear him dealt with according
to the unvarying formula as ‘‘pro-
C.P.R., pro-Corporationist,’ Mon-
treal-owned - if-not-C.P.R.-owned,
Beck hating Druryite-Liberal first-
and-prohibitionist-fourteenth-Pro-
Raney - Gregory Commission,
. Knights of Columbus.” These
understood by
all Telegram readers who dre in-
clined to skip all editorials that
do not contain them, and had the
“face of clay’ not occurred in an
article which referred, if we mis-
take not, to the Gregory Commis-
sion it would have escaped notice
altogether.

Toronto
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WING SHOOTING AND BRIDGE.

At certain seasons$ of the year
the great majority of the gentle-
men of Kngland who were sup-
posed to be the leaders and in-
telligence of the land, who were
understood to guide its destinies
and control its future, went out
into the woods or on the moors
to massacre birds of various sorts
with guns, birds bred specially, at
great expense, for the purpose of
this slaughter. These noble sports-
men were marshalled by game-
keepers; they stood in rows, the
landscape was animated with the
popping 8f their guns. The high-
est in the land participated grave-
ly in this national function and
popped with distinction. The men
of this ‘class were in truth at just
that level above imbecility that
the banging of a gun and the thrill
of seeing a bird swirl and drop is
inexhaustibly amusing. They never
tired of it. The bang of the gun
seems to have been essential to
the sublimity of these sportsmen.
It wasn’'t mere Xkilling, because in
that case these people could also
have assisted in killing the sheep
and oxen and pigs required by the
butchers, but this sport they left
to men of an inferior social class.
4 For the rest of the time the
good man played a card game
called bridge, so limited and me-
chanical that anyone nowadays
would be able to read out the re-
sults and exact probabilities of
every deal directly he saw the
cards. There were four sets of
thirteen cards each. But Lord
Bramble, who had never learnt
broperly to count up to thirteen,
found it full of dramatic surprises
and wonderful sensations. SV
His Lordship dined with compara-
tive intelligence, erring only a
‘little on the |excessive side with

the port. People still smoked in
those days, and Lord Bramble
would consume three or four

cigars a day. Pipes he thought
plebeian and cigarettes effeminate.
He could read a newspaper but
not a book, being incapable of
sustained attention; after dinner
in town he commonly went to a
theatre or music hall where wo-
men could be seen more or less
undraped. The clothing of that
time filled such people as Tiord
Bramble with a coy covetousness
for nakedness. The normal beauty
of the human body was a secret
and a mystery, and -half the art
and decoration of Chessing Hanger
House played stimulatingly with
the forbidden vision, Their
(i.e., Lord Bramble et al) women
sympathized with their gunman-

ship, called their horses ‘“the
dears,” cultivated dwarfed and
cripple . breeds of pet dogs, and
vielded: the peeps . expected of
them.—*The' Dream,” by H. G,
Wells.
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The Merry-Go-Round

By R. K. H.
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Going in For

Athletics

Athletics are a
wonderful thing
to develop
stamina! Take
the case of a
baseball enthus-
iast who can
stand on the curb
in - front of a
bulletin board
tl.roughout t'hc-
entire nine 1n-
nings of a game
andg not get the
leps: bit fagged.

Ollie, of the Glee Club, goes in for football heart and
soul every fall. Here he is mentally manhandling that
opposing Left Tackle who is making such @ heart-
breaking gains against the Alma Mater.

financial Athletes who | go
in ' for.“a  sport to ‘“‘‘exer:-
e cige” descretion in the mat-
ter of odds in the betting.
Watching the game bores

D, NCAI

\'.. them—but ' they fplay’ it ‘s"',};;:;‘ s M:
‘§ for all its worth. )i\(’"* GRI‘%NTG p /
M'—f_.f gy s

)
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This ardent sportsman
makes it a point to devote
half/ an hour a day to
athletics no matter how
busy he is ‘or what the
weather may be (unless, of
course, the last edition
happens to be all sold out).

At the prize fight.
{ group of
“Abysmal Bfrutes’
humoring the Lust
for Bartle without
going through the
inconvenience of
long hard  train-
ing and the chance
of a broken nose.
or losing a few
molars.

At Forest Hills, a couple of
rabid Tennis Fiends put-
ting in an absolutely ex-
hausting day at their fav-
orite sport during the Fall
tournaments.

g3

1

Followers of the grand old game of Golf, all (tir}e:ssed' up to watch the ; 7

Professionals teach old John T. Bogie how to take a joke. * ‘ 7 i

¢ 2 The Grandstand at a Ball Game. Showing a part of the ar my/of Fans who pay athletes the salaries of Bank presidents
! in order to he able to indulge their favorite sport sitting down.

T

BadHéhiis in Dogs and How to Break Them - By Albert Payson Terhune

ON REARDON waylaid 0ld Man “Well,”” began Don, pointing rue- “Prince is even worse than Bin- are not profitable folks for a silly eggs with that horrible stuff. Then I

Negley, during lunch hour, as
the old man sat munching the
contents of his dinner 'pail in the

3 shadow of the Reardon privet hedge.

The boy was glum and miserable.
“Can’t you help me out?” he asked.

‘Folks say you Lknow everything
about dogs.”
“Son,” said Negley,' ‘“‘if there’s a

living man who knows ’everything
about dogs,” then I've lost his address
and I can’t remember his name. I
don’t make any s\xch claim. Neither
does any sane man who isn’t a liar.
I've been making a pretty close study
of all kinds of dogs for a matter of
sixty years. And I've managed to
pick up a little information about
them from that same sixty years of
study. That’s all I claim. Maybe in
another sixty years I'll know a little
more’'n I do. I——."

‘But can’t you help me out?’ plead-
ed the boy. “I'm in a peck of trouble.
It’s about those three setter puppies
of mine. Dad says I've either got to
cure them of being pests or else I've
got to get rid of them. And dad al-

ways keeps his word, What am I’
going to do?”’
‘‘Pests, hey?’! mused Negley.

‘“There’s many a pet that turns out to
be la pest. But that’s the fault of
the folks whe bring. him up. . What
kinds of pests are those three good
little 'setter| pups of What
do they do that they ought not to
do?"”

yours?

fully to a ghastly hole in a flower bed,
“Bingo dug that hole. It’s the fifth
hole he’s dug in the same bed. He
never bothers any of the other beds.
Dad says he has destroyed—-—.”

“rYHASE into the kitchen,” ordained
0Old Man Negley, ‘‘and get the
red pepper pot. Not the paprika,

but the good old genuine red cayenne

pepper. Sprinkle a whole lot of the
pepper all over that flower bed. It
won’t hurt the flowers. But it is due
tc hurt the nostrils and sting the
eyes of any mischievous pup that tried
to dig there. It will teach him that
fiower-bed digging isn’t quite as much
fun as he thought it was. One or two
sprinklings of pepper at most and

Bingo will stop digging there.”

“Then,” pursued Don, ‘“he Kkilled a
chicken, last week. Dad says if

he B

“Hm!” grunted Negley. ‘“That’s
worse. Next time he does it tie the

killed fowl around his neck with a

strong rope. Tie it so it’ll hang there

and so Bingo can’t get rid of it. In

a day or two in this weather the

chicken will be stronger than the rope.

" The puppy will have had quite enough

of it. Keep it on him for three or
four days. Before you tie it on him,
give him a few sharp whacks over the

loins with it; scolding him while you -

do it. The chances are five to one
that he’ll be cured of chicken-chasing
by ‘the time he has worn his victim
around his neck for three days.

80,” continued the boy, “Prince rushes
out and chases every car that goes
past. He barks at the cars and jumps
up  alongside them. ‘He does that,
even with our own cars. Day says
he’s got to be broken of it, or——.’

“Get an ammonia gun or any other
kind of squirt-gun,” suggested Neg-
ley. ‘Fill it with water, mixed with
enough ammonia to sting him with-
out blinding him and strong enough
to smell bad. Next time he runs
alongside your father’s car, barking,
squirt it at his open mouth. Let
him have the whole dose of it. Get
some friends of yours to go past the
house in a car, and have someone
in the car hold the squirt-gun ready.
Let two or three different people do
that, and pretty soon Prince is liable
to understand that car-chasing isn’t
worth while. Or put a weak solution
of cayenne pepper into the gun, Not
enough to blind him, mind you, but
enough to sting his eyes and throat.
What next?”’

“TDRINCE runs off after every
stranger who speaks to him,”
said the boy. ‘“He——."

“Try the squirt-gun again,” coun-
seled Negley. “Or, rather, get some
of your acquaintances to try it—
people Prince doesn’t know. Let them
go past your fence and chirp to him.
Then when he follows, let them turn
the squirt\—gun loose on him. After
one or two of them have done that,
he will grasp the idea that strangers

puppy to follow.

““Of course those two pieces of ad-
vice sound cruel. They aren’t pleas-
ant. But they are more merciful to
Prince than to have him' run over
and mangled, some day when he is
chasing an automobile; or to follow
some stranger too far and get lost
and become a street dog' or starve.
Don’t make the mixture strong
enough to torture him. Just strong
enough to sting him and make him
gasp. What 'else?” ’

‘“Mac breaks into the chicken house
and steals eggs out of the nests. He
nips off the end of an egg, and sucks
it empty. He—."

‘“That’s good for his coat and for
his general health,” smiled Negley,
‘“but it is rotten for his character,
and for the hen house profits. T'll
tell you how I cured a pup of mine
of egg-stealing. I've told other folks
how to do it,' and it has succeeded
every time. I took a couple of eggs
and blew them. Then I poured into
the holes in the eggs a thick mass of
red fepper and castor oil. T filled the

[EMORRHOIDS

Do not suffer another
Itching, Bleeding, or Protruding
Piles. No_ surgical operation re-
quired. Dr. Chase’s Ointment will relieve
yow at once and afford lasting benefit. ¢0c.
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

stopped up the hole; with wax, and
washed the outside of the eggs clean,
and put them back in one jof the
nests. Then I left the coop door ajar
and went away; first letting the pup
loose.

‘“He never needed more than that
one lesson. Few dogs need a second
one. The taste of the pepper and
eastor oil cures them of all desire to
rob hen roosts., Anything else your
Dad does not like pups to do?”

“W\NLY one thing. And that’'s the
worst,” 'said Don. ‘‘We keep
them in a kennel vyard back

of thle house.\, They bark or howl

about a dozen times every night.

The neighbors are beginning to com-

plain. . 'And mother can’t get any

sleep. They ——.”’

“I learned the cure for that,” satd
Negley, ‘“from a book written long
ago by Rogers, of the Dundee Ken-
nels. It’s mighty simple, too. I tried
it, and it worked like a charm. Rig
up a big noisy dinner bell on top of
one of the posts for their yard, or the
top of their kennel. Run ‘a string
from the bell to your window. At
night, when the pups start their vol-
ley of barking, just yank the string
and start the bell to ringing loudly
for a second or two. Dogs hate such
a sound as that. It will shut them up
more quickly than anything else will.

““After they get to understanding
that a chorus of barks or; yvelps is
going to set the bell to jangling, they

will be quiet. / Don’t ring, it long
enough to disturb the neighbors.
Just one jangle or two will be
enough.” /
(Copyright, 1924.)
/

HE Home Bank directors ask-
ed for a quick trial before a
judge—and two of them have
died waiting for it. It’s a good
thing they didn’t petition for a

slow trial.
% % *

In Italy they are adding 10 per
cent. to cafe bills to stop tip-
ping; in Canada they have sub-
tracted about 5 per cent. from
beer to stop tippling.

It was a grave mistake to prefix
all those superfluous 0's to the
local telephone numbers. When—
ever one gets the wrong number
now,. one just naturally says “O

Hell!"”
e g

It will be surprising if sonie
fellow with a third-hand flivver
doesn’'t challenge those world
fliers, sooner or later,” to a race

around\the globe.
%* ® *

One way to make motorists
slow down at every level crossing
would be to build a Government

dispensary within a hundred yards'

of it, either way.
L * ®

While we have no Insatiable
longing to take up the business
of sky-writing, we can see one
point in its favor: there is no
danger of contracting writer's
cramp.

*® ® *

However, .the sky-writer is sure
to arouse the envy of thousands
of Toronto schoolboys because no-
body can force him to use the
‘“‘arm movement” in his chiro-
graphy.
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But if sky-writing becomes an
established thing here, the man
who Introduces a good, reliable
ointment for sprained necks will
be both a public benefactor and
a keen business man. 2
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Two dinosaurs have been un-
earthed in the Red Deer Valley
this summer by the University of
Toronto expedition, and the skele-
tons are to Dbe shipped to the
Royal Ontario Museum. It is
shocking to think that the mu-
seum staff will probably spend
part of its time, this autumn,
rolling the bones. i

%* = l’t {
More Summer Correspondence.
s keioe o found ifasibag [of! onjons
on the shelf in the fruit cellar
and enjoyed them wvery much.
Affectionately,

John.
« oW .« you everlasting ninny,
that “bag of onions’” was a pack-
age of rare tulip bulbs that Aunt
Edith gave me,

Broken-heartedly,
Mary.
* * *

A controversy has sprung up
as to whether the papaw tree is
a native of Ontario. We suggest
that the' disputants refer the
matter to mamaw.

4 % *

At the approaching plebiscite,
the Government might avoid
trampling . on the tail of either
faction by simply asking on the
ballot: “Are you in favor of bob-
bed hair?” (Answer with an X.)

a * &

Complaint has been made to the
Federal Government that ' rum-
runners, on their return trips, are
smuggling silks and cigarettes
into Canada in ’ such enormous
quantities that the revenue 1loss
amounts to $20,000,000 yearly,
and retailers are constantly being
undersold. We are every whit as
indignant as the retailers. Darn
it all, not a bit of this contra-
band stuff has come our way yet.

*® * *

Is it not possible that those
eerie screams and gurgles that
emanate at times from the radio
are the voices of Martians persist-
ently attempting to open up a
conversation with us?

& * *

When an automobile salesman
tries to sell you a ‘‘coop,” the re-
tort obvious is: “Sir, I am ’no
chicken.” |

* L] L

Magistrate Brunton remarked
in the county police court the
other day that a dog leads a dog’s
life in Toronto. Not iif< 1t’s =a
Pomeranian,

* * *

Now that the Exhibition is
over, about all we can do is bash
a hole in the old straw, bay a
visit to the coal man, dig p our

medium heavies, read the rugby
our early

news, and begin to do
Christmas shopping.

If we were asked to name the
four best bodies of scrappers in
the world, we should rank them
as follows: 1, the Rritish army;
2, the Toronto City Countil; 3, the
German Reichstag; 4, the Demo-
cratic National Convention.
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The - Life ' Underwriters’ Con-
vention at Winnipeg recently en-
dorsed the establishment of a life
insurence course in McGill Uni-
versity. To prospective students
we suggest the following as a
suitable class vell:

Buy insurance,
ance,

KEven if you're broke—
Straight life, endewments;
Hurry or you'll croak,

buy insur-



