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CHAPTER XXVI—Continued.
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*] must be golng,” she sald, rising.
“It you will glve me my envelope?"”

He crossed to the safe and got it for
her. His curlosity was stlll keen-
edged, but he beat It back manfully.

“l wish you wouldn't hurry,” he sald
hospitably, He was searching the
changeful eyes for the warrant to say
more, but he could not find it.

He was obliged to let it go at that;
but when they reached the phaeston
and the horse-holding clerk had been
relieved, he spoke of another matter.

“I'm a little worrled about Ken-
meth,” he told her. “He came down
this morning looking positively
wretched, but he wouldn't admit that
he was slck. Have you seen much of
bim lately?"

“Not very much"—guardedly—"Did
you say he had gone home?"

“] don't know where he has gone.
He left here about half an hour before
you came, and I haven't seen him
mince.”

{ “And you are worrled because he
doesn't look well?"

“Not altogether on that account. I'm |

afreid he is in deep water of some
kind. I never saw a person change as
he has in the past week or so. You
know him pretty well, and what a blg
heart he hag?"

B_hg x_md_(led; balf mechanically.

"“Well, there have been times lately
when I've been afrald he'd kill some-
body—In this squabble of ours, you
know. He has been golng armed—
which was excusable enough, under the
circumstances—and night before last,

ter, and again, so the two doctors de-
clared, the balance was {nclining elight-
ly toward recovery,

It was in the afternoon of this third
dany, when she had been reading to
him, at his own request, the sayings of
the Man on the Mount, that he re.
ferred for the firet time to the detalls
of the accident which had so nearly
blotted him cut. Upon his asking, she
related the few and simple facts of
the rescue, modestly minimizing her
own part In It, and giving her com-
panion in the catbonat full credit.

“The writer-man,” he said thought-
fully, when she had finished telling
him how Griswold had worked over
him in the boat, and how he would not
glve up. “I remember; you fetched
him out to the hotel with you one
day; no, you needna fear I'll be for-
getting him."” Then, with a slrewd
look out of the steel-gray eyes: “How
long have you been knowing him,
Maggle, child?"

"Oh, for guite a long time," she has-
tened to say. “He came here, sick and
helpless, ona day last spring, and—
well, there Isa't any hogpital here in
Wahaska, you know, so we took him
in and helped him get over the fever,
or whatever it was, This was his room
while he stayed with us.”

Andrew Galbraith wagged his head
on the plllow.

"l know," he sald. "And ye're doing
it again for a poor auld man whose
alller has never bought him anything
like the love you're spending on him.
You're everybody's good angel, I'm
thinking, Maggle, lassle,” Though he
did not realize {t, his sickness wns

when we were walking uptown togeth- | bringing him day by day nearer to his
er, 1 had all I could do to keep him | faraway boyhood in the Inverness-
from taking a potshot at a fellow [ ghire hills, aund It was easy to slip into

who, he thought, was following us, |
don’'t know but I'm taking ull sorts
of unfair ndvantage of him, telling you
thls behind his back, but—"

“No; I'm glad you have told me.
Baybe I can help.”

He put her into the low basket seat,
and tucked the dust-robe around her
carefully. While he was doing It he
looked up into her face and said: “I'd
love you awfully hard for what you
have done today—If you'd let me."

It was like her to smile stright
into his eyes when sghe answered him

“When you can say that—in just
that way—to the right woman, you'll
find a great happiness lving in walt
for you, Edward, dear.” And then she
ppoke to the Morgan mare and dis
aneco came between,

As once before, In the earller hours
of the same day, Miss Grierson took
the roundabout way between the Ray-
mer plant and Mereside, making the
clrcuft which took her through the
college grounds and brought her out
at the head of upper Shawnee street.
The Widow Holcomb was sitting on
her frent porch, placldly crochoting,
when the phaeton drew up at the
curb,

“Mr. Griswold,"” sald the phaeton's
occupant. “May I trouble you to tell
him that I'd like to speak to him a
moment "

Mrs. Holcomb, friend of the Ray-
mers, the Farnhams, and the Oswalds,
and own cousin to the Barrs, was of
the perverse minority; and, apart
from this, she had her own opinion of
& young woman who would walt at the
door of a young man's boarding house
and take him off for & night drive to
goodness only knew where, and from
which he dld not return until good-
negs only knew when. So there was no
atiteh misged In the crocheting when
she sald, stiffly: “Mr. Griswold Isn't
in. He hasn't been bome since morn.
Ing."

Miss Grierson drove on, and the
most casual observer might have re-
marked the strained tightening of the
lips and the two red spots which came
and went in the damask-peach cheeks.
But it was not until she had reached
Mereslde, and had gained the shelter
of the deserted library, that speech

camse,

“0 pitiful Christ!" she sobbed, drop-
ping Into a chalr and hiding her face
in the crook of her arm; “he's done it
at lnst!—he's trying to hide, and that's
what they've been waiting for! And
I don’t know where to look!"

But Matthew Broffin, tiiting lazily
in his chalr on the downtown hotel
porch, knew very. well where to look,
and he was watching the one outlet
of the hiding place as an alert, though
outwardly disregardful, house cat
watches a mouse's hole.

CHAPTER XXVII,
The Quality of Mercy.

On no less an authority than that of
the great doctor who came again from
Chicago for a second consultution
with Doctor Farnham, Andrew Gal-
braith owed his life during the two
dayas following his return to consclous-
uess to the unremitting care and de-
votion of one person.

Beconding the efforts of the physl-
clans, and skilifully directing those of
the nurses, Margery threw hersell into
the vicarious struggle with the gener-
ous self-sacrifice which counts nelther
ecoet nor loss; and on the third day
she had her reward. Her involuntary
guast and chargs war distinctly bet-

the speech of the mother-tongue, Then,
after a long pause, he went on: “He
wasna wearing a beard, a red beard
trimmed down to a splke—this writer-
man, when ye found him, was he?"

She shook her head. "No; 1 have
never geen him with a beard."

The sick man turned his face to the
wall, and after & time she heard him
repeating softly the words which she
had just read to him. *“But if ye for-
give not men ., ., . mnelther will
your father forgive. . , )" And
again, “Judge not that ye be not
judged.” When he turned back to her
there were new lines of suffering in
the gray old face. .

“I'm sore beset, child; sore beset,”
he sighed “You were telllng me that
MacFarland and Johnson will be here
tonight

“Yeu; they should both reach Wa-
haska this evening."

Another pduse, and at the end of t:
“That man Broflin; you'll remember
you agked me one day who he was, and
I tell't yo he was a speclal oflicer {or
the bank, Iz he still here?"

“He is; 1 saw him on Lhe street this
morning.*

Again Andrew Galbraith turned his
face away, and he was quiet for so
long a time that she thought he had
fallen asleep. But he had not,

"You're thinking something of the
writer-man, lassle? Don't mind the
clavers of an auld man who never had
a chick or child of his ain."

Her answer was such as a child
might have made. She lifted the big-
jointed hand on the coverlet and
pressed it softly to her flushed cheek,
and he understood.

“I thought so; 1 was afraid so.,"” he
gaid, slowly. “You say you have known
him a long time; It canna have been
long enough, bairnie.,"

“But It 1s," she inslsted, loyally. “1
know him better than he knows him-
self; oh, very much better.”

“Ye know the good in him, maybe;
there's good In all men, I'm thinking
now, though there was a time when
I didna believe It."

“] know the good and the bad—and
the bad Is only the good turned up-
glde down."

Again the sick man wagged his head
on the plllow and closed his eyes,

“Ye're & loving lassle, Maggle. and
that's a' there 1s to It," he commented;
and after another Interval: *“What
must be, must be. We spoke of this
man Broffin: 1 must see him before
Johnson comes. Can ye get him for
me, Maggle, child?”

She nodded and went downstairs to
the telephone, returning almost Imme-
diately.

“l was fortunate enough to catch
him at the hotel. He will be here In &
few minutes,” was the word she
brought; and Galbraith thanked her
with his eyes.

“When he comes, ye'll let me sen
him alone—just for a few minutes.” he
begged; and beyond that he sald no
more.

It was after the click of the gate
latch had announced Broffin's arrival
that Margery drew the shades to shut
out the glare of the afternoon sun,
lowering the one at the bed's head so
that the light no longer fell upon the
instruments of the small house tele
phone set mounted upon the wall be-
side the door.

“Mr. Broffin ia here, and I'll send
him up,” she sald. “But you musta't
let bim stay long, and you mustn't twy
s talk too much.”

1 s |ttt « T T

The sick man promised, and as she
was golog away she turned to repeat
the cautlon. Andrew Galbraith’s eyes
were closed In weariness, and he did
not see that ehe was standing with her
back to the wall while she admonished
him, or that, when she had goune to
send the visitor up, the earplece of the
house telephone set had been detached
from Its hook and left dangling by its
wire cord.

Miss Grierson went on into the Ii-
brary after she had met the detective
at the door and had told him how to
find the upstairs room. When the
sound of & cautlougly closed door told
her that Broffin had entered the alck-
room, she snatched the receiver of the
library house phone from Its hook and
held It to her ear. For a little time
keen anxlety wrote its sign manual in
the knitted brows and the tightly
pressed lips. Then she smiled and
the dark eyes grew softly radiant. “The
dear old saint!" she whispered; “the
dear, dear old saint!" And when Brof-
fin came down a few minutes later, she
went to open the hall door for him,
gerensly demure and With honey on
her tongue, as befitted the role of
“everybody's good angel."

“Dld you find him worse than you
feared, or better than you hoped?” she
asked.

“He's mighty near the edge, I should
say—what? But you never can tell
Some of these old fellows can claw
back to the top o' the hill after all
the doctora In creation have thrown up
thelr hands. ['ve seen It. What does
Doe Farnham say?"

“What he always says; ‘while there's
iife, there's hope.'"”

Broffin nodded and went his way
down the walk, stopping at the gate to
take up the cigar he had hidden on his
arrival.

*So Galbraith's out of it, lock, stock
and barrel" he muttered, as he strode
thoughtfully townward. *1 reckoned
it’d be thatw-way, as soon as I heard
the story o' that shipwreck. And now
I aln't so blamed sure that it's Ray-
mer a-holdin’ the fort in them pretty
black eyes, The old man talked like a
man that had just been honeyfugled
nand talked over and primed plum® up
to the muzzle, 'Why the blue blazes

“He's Trying to Hide and That's What
They've Been Waiting For.”

can't she tuke her ironmolder fellow
and be satisfied? She can't swing to
both of ‘em. Ump!—the old man want
ed me to skip out on a wild goomse
chase to Frisco In that bond business,
and take the first train! Sure, I'll go
—but not today; oh, no, by grapples;
not this day!"

It was possibly an hour beyond Brof-
fin's visit when Margery, having suc-
cessfully rend the sick man to sleap,
tiptoed oul of the room and went be
low stairs to shut hergelf into the hall
telephone c¢loset. The number she
asked for was that of the Raymer
Foundry and Machine works, and Ray-
mer, himself, anawered the call.

“Have you heard anything yet from
Mr.—from our friend?"

“Not & word. But I'm not worrying
any more now, ['ve been remember
ing that he Is the happy—or unhappy
—possassor of the ‘artlstic tempers-
ment' and that accounts for anything
and everything. 1'd forgotten that for
& few minutes, you know."

*Well?" she sald, with the falotest
possible accent of impatience,

“*‘He has gone off somewhere to plug
away on that book of his; I'm sure of
It. And he hasn't gone very far, I'm
fnelined to belleve that Mrg Holcomb
knows where he ls—only she won't
tell. And somebody else knows, too.”

“Who is the somebody else?”

Though the wire was in a measure
public, Raymer risked a single word.

“Charlotte.”

None of the sudden passion that
leaped into Margery Grierson's eyes
was suffered to find Its way Into her
volece when she gald: “What makes
you think that?"

“Oh, a lot of little things | was
over al the house kst night, and there
{a some mort of teapot tempest going
on; 1 couldn't make out just what.
But from the way things shaped up, |
pathered that our friend was wanted
in Lake Boulevard, and wanted bad—
for some reason or other. I had to
promise that I'd try to dig him up, be
fore I got away."

“Well?" went the questioning word
over the wires, and this time the lmpa-
tient accent was unconcesled.

“l promised; but this morning Don-
tor Bertle called me up to say that st
was all right; that I needn't trouble
myself.”

“And 1 needn't have troubled you"

sald the volce at the Mereslde trans-
mitter. “Excuse me, as Hank Billings-
ly used to say when he happened to
shoot the wrong man. Come over
when you feel llke It—and have time.
You mustn't forget that you owe me
two calls. Good-by.”

After Margery Grierson had let her-
sell out of the stifiing little closet un-
der the hall stalr, she went into the
darkened llbrary and sat for a long
time staring at the cold hearth, It was
a crooked world, and just now It was a
sharply eruel one, There was much to
be read between the lines of the short
telephone talk with Edward Raymer.
The trap was sprung and its jaws were
closing; and In his extremity Kenneth
Griswold was turning, not to the wom-
an who had condoned and shielded and
pald the costly price, but to the other.

“Dear God!" she sald softly, when
the prolonged stare had brought the
quick-springing tears to her eyes; “and
I—I could bave kept him safe!"

CHAPTER XXVHI.
The Pendulum-Swing.

To a man seeking only to escape
from himself, all roads are equal and
all destinations likely to prove uni
formly disappointing. Turning his
back upon the fron works in the day
of defeat, with no very clear ldes of
what he shoulé do or where he should
Bo, Uriswold pushed through the
strikers' plekes lines, and, avolding the
militant subury, drifted by way ol sun-
dry outlying residence streets and a
country road to the high ground back
of the city,

In deserting Raymer he was acty-
ated by no motive of disloyalty. On
the contrary, so much of the motive as
bhad any bLearing upon his relations
w_i‘t’{! plne young iton foundef sprang
from @ genérolis mpulse to free Ray-
mer from an incubus, If it were the
curde of the Midas-touch to turn all
things to goll, It seemed to be his own
‘peculiar curse to turn the gold to
dross; to leave behind him a train of
disaster, defiat and tragle depravity
The plunge into the labor confilet had
merely served to afford another strik-
ing example of his Inability Lo bresk
the evil spel:, nnd Haymer could well
spure him,

On the long tramp to the hills the
events of the pust few months mar
ghaled themselves {n accusing review.
No human being, save one, of all those
with whom he bad come In contael
since the day of dragon-bearding In
the New Orleans bank had escuped the
contaminating touch, amd each in turn
had suffered loss, The man Gavitt
had given Lis name and dentity; the
mate of the Helle Julle had sgerificed
what little regpect be way have had
for law and order by becoming, poten:
tially, at least, a eriminul accessory.
The lttle Irish cab-driver had sold
himself for a price; and the negro
deckhand bad earned his mess of (ried
fish, The single exception was Char-
lotte Farnham, and he told himself
that she had escaped only bacanse she
had done her duty as she saw 1L

And as the bedeviling thing had be
gun, 0 it had continued, losing none
of Its potency lor evil. In the e
world of Wahaska, which was 10 haye
been the theater of Utoplan demon:
stration, the curse had persisted. The
money, used with the loftiest Inten-
tony, had gerved only as & means o
an end, and the end bad proved to bo
the rearing of an apparently fmpas
dable wall of bitter antagonism e
Iween master and men. And the se
eret of the money's origin snd acqulsl
tion, which was Lo have peen 80 ensily
cast aslde and ignored, bad become a
goul-slckness ineurable and even con
tuglous. Griswold was beginning to
suspect that It had attacked Margery
Grierson; that It had subconsciously,
it not otherwise. thrust ltself Into
Charlotte Farnham's life; and the
days lately past bad shown him Iuto
what depths it
wretched guardian and slave,

Now that the plunge had been taken

and he had been made to understand |

that he must henceforth reckon with a
base and cowardly underself which
would not stop short of the most heln-
ous crime, he told himself that he must
have time to think—to plan,

Caring nothing for its roughness, he
followed the country road Into a valley
forest of onks. After an hour of alm
less tramping be began to have ocea-
sional near-hand glimpges of the lake;
and a little farther along he came out
upon the maln-traveled road leading to
the summer resort hotel at the head of
De Soto bay.

that was fatrly appalling, and the
healthy breakfast appetite vanished.
Griswold knew what It meant, or he
thought he did. Margery Grierson was
gone out of his life—gone beyomd re-
eall,

After that, thera was all the better
reason why he should grapple with
himself In the fallow Interval; and for
two complete days he was lost, even to
the small world of the summer resort,
tramping for hours In the lake shore
forests or drifting about in one of the
hotel skiffs, and returning to the inn
only to eat and sleep when hunger or
wearlness constralned him. On the
whole, the discipline was good. He
flattered himself that the sense of pro-
portion was returnlog slowly, and with
it some gamer Impulses. Truly, it had
been hls misfortune to be obliged to
compromise with evil to soma extent,
and to involve others, but was not
that rather due to the Ineradicable
faults of an Imperfect soclal system
than to any basle defect In his own
theories? And was not the same im-
perfect social system partly responsi-
ble for the quasicriminal attitude
which had been forced upon him? He
was willing to belleve It; willing, also,
to beliave that he could rise above the
constraining forces and be the man he
wished to be. That he could so rise
was proved, he decided, on the morn-
Ing of the third day, when he chanced
to overhenr the hotel clerk telling the
man whose room was across the corrl-
dor from his own that Andrew Gal-
braith still hnd a fighting chance for
Ife. In the pleasant glow of the high
resolve the nows awakened none of
the murderous promptings, but rather
the generous hope that It might be
true.

It was late in the afternoon of this
third day, upon his return from u long
pull in the borrowed skiff around the
group of Islands In the upper and un-
frequented part of the lake, that be
found & note awalting him, It was
from Mlgs Farpham, and ltg brevity.
10 lesd Uhan It6 urgency, stirred hlm
apprehensively, bringing a suggestive
return of the furtive flerceness which
he promptly fought down. *“I must
aoe you before eight o'clock this eve-
ning. It Is of the lnst Importance,”
was the wording of the note; and the
heavy underscoring of the “last,” and
i certnin tremulous charncteristie In
the hoandwriting, stressed the ur-
Bency.

It wae mtill gulte early In the eve-
ning when the Inn conveynnce set him
down at the door of his lodglngs in
upper Bhawnee street. To the care-
taking widow, who Wwould have pre-
pared o late dinner for him, he ex.
plilned that he was golng out ngain al
uost at once; and tuking time only
for a bath and a change, he set forth
on the crosstown walk., It lacked
something less than a half hour of the
thme Hmit et In Mlss Parnham's note,
but he attached no special importance
to that., He knew that the doctor's
dinper hour was earky, and that in any
event he could choose hls own thme
for an evening call,

It nettled him wngrily (to find that
the premonition of coming  disaster
was still with him when he crossed
this courthouse sguare and came into
the maln street o few doore from the
Winnchago entrance.  Attneking from
a fresh vantage ground It was warn-
fng him that the town hotel was the
stopping pliace of the man BrofMo, and
thiat he was tiking un unnecesaury haz-
wrd In passing It Brushing the warning
adlde, he went on deliantly, and just
before he cama within identifying
range of the loungers on the hotel
porch an omnibus backed to the curb
to dellver Its complement of passen-
gers from the lately met northbound
train,

Grigwold walked on

untll be was

stopped by the sidewalk-blocking group
of freshly

arrived travelers paus-

could plunge fts'

|

8till without any definite purpose In |

mind he pushed on, and upon reaching
the hotel he went In and registered for
a room. Here he drew the window
shades and lay down, and since the
week of strife had been cutting deep-
ly Into the nights, when he awoke it
was eveping and g cheerful clamor in
the dining room beneath told him that
it was dinner time,

it ls & trite saying that many a gulf,
seemingly Impassable, has been sarely
bridged In sleep. Bathed, refreshed
and with the tramping staing removed,
Griswold went down to dinner with the
lost appetite regalned.

Early on the followicg day ke sent a
note to Mrs. Heolecomb by one of the
inn employees; but the copy of the
Dally Wahaskan lald beside hls break-
fast plate made It unnecessary Lo tele-
phone Raymer. The paper had a full
account of the sudden ending of the

lock-out and the resumption of
work In the Raymer plant, and
he read It with a curlous stir

ring of self-compassion. As he had
reasoned it out, there was only ona
way In which the result could have
heen attained so quickly. Had Raymer
taken that way, In spite of his wrath-
ful rejectlon of the suggestion? Doubt-
less he had; and on the heels of that

eonclualon came 8 sense of deprivatisn

identify thelr luggage as it

Ing 1o

Deftiy the Man Catcher Worked Them
Open.

was handed down from the top et the
omulbus. Alertly watchful, he gquickly
recognized Broffin among the porch
loungers, and saw him leave his tilted
chalr to spunter toward the sleps.
Then the fateful thing happened. One
of the luggage sorters, a clean-limbed,
handsome young fellow with boyish
eyes and a good-natured grin, wheeled
suddenly and gripped him.

"Why, Griswold, old man!—well, I'll
be dogged! Who on the face of the
earth would ever have thought of find-
ing you here? 8o this is where you

came up, after the long, deep, McGinty | rubber, except the

Johnson; I wamt you te shake

with an old newspaper pal of

from New York, Mr. Kenneth Grim
wold. Kenneth, this {s Mr. Beverly
Johnson, of the Bayou State Security
bank, in New Orleans.”

Thues Bainbridge, sometime star re
porter for the Loulslanian, turning up
at the climaxing Instant to prove the
crowded condition of an overnarrow
world, much as Matthew Broffin had
once turned up on the after-deck of
the constwise gteamer Adelantado to
prove it to him.

While Griswold, with every nerve
on edge, was acknowledging the Ine
troduction which he could by no
means avold, Broffin drew nearer.
From the porch steps he could both
see and hear. Bainbridge, cheerfully
loquaclous, continued to do most of
the talking. He was telling Griswold
of the streak of good luck which had
snatched him out of a reporter’s berth
In the South to make him night editor
of one of the St. Paul dailles. Johne
son was merely an onlooker. Broffin's
eyos searched the teller's face. Thus
far It was a blank—a rather bored
blank.

“And you are on your way to Bt
Paul now 7" Griswold sald to the news-
paper man. Broflin, whose ears were
alllifully attuned to all the tone varia
tions In the volee of evaslon, thought
he detected a quaver of anxious lme
patience In the half-absent query.

“Yes; 1 wans going on through to-
night, but Johneon, here, stumped me
to stop over. He said 1 might be able
to get a news story out of his slek
president.” Bainbridge rattled on,
“Ever meet Mr, Galbraith? He is the
bpuk president who was held up last
spring, yol Yemember; fine old Sedtch
gentleman of the Walter-Scott brand.”

“When did you leave New Orleans?™
Griswold asked; and now Brofiln made
sura he distinguished the note of la!:]
’f‘.“y. e T
“Two dayas buck; missed a connecs
tion on account of high water in the
Ohlo. Might have stayed another 18
hours In the good old levee town if we'd
only known, eh, Johngon?” And then
agaln to Griswold: “Remember that
supper we had at Chaudlere's, the
night 1 was leaving for the banana
const? By Goorge! como to think of
it, 1 belleve that was the last time we
foregathered in the— 8ay, Kenneth,
what have you done with your beard?"

Something cllcked In Broflin's bralm,
The finul doubt was cleared away.
Origwold was the man he had seen and
marked when the two were saying
good:by on the bunguette (n front of
Chaudlora's.

Broflin's right hand went swiftly ta
un inside pocket of his cont and when
it was withdrawn a palr of handcuffs,
olled to nolselessness, came with It
Deftly the man-catcher worked them
open, uaing only the fingers of one
hand, and never taking his eyea from
the trlo on the sldewalk. Oune last
gtep remalned; If he could only mame
age to get speech with Johnson fAret—

During the trying Interval Grisweld
had been fully allve to his perll. Ha
hud seen the swift hand-passing, and
he knew what It was the Broflin was
concenling In the band which had
made the qulck pocket dive, He knew
that the crucinl moment had come;
and, as muany times before, the says
weo fear-manin was gripping him.  Ia
the cold visenip of It he had become
once more the cornerad wild beast

10 HE CONTINUED.)

Whooping Cough.

The Bureay of Laboratorles of the
New York board of health has beom
conducting an extensive Investigatiom
of whooping cough, and Dr, Paul Luts
tinger recently reported to the Medls
enl asnocistion of the greater city of
New York some of the results of that
Inquiry

Among the most Interesting come
cluslons reached Is that the early pard
of the disease Is the most infectious,
The bacillus that Is belloved to cause
it I8 raraly found in the sputum aftey
the first week of the paroxysmal, of
whooplng, stage, so “there would seem
to be no necessity for the child to be
kept in the house for more than &
week after the whoop appears.”

Doctor Luttinger says physiclans un
derestimate the eerfousness of the dis
ease and fall to report cases, Only
26 per cent of cases In a certaln arey
were reported, and “probably not morg
than 10 per cent are wveported in
QGreater New York."

Good Men Are Scafce.

Col. B. Polk Johneon of Loulsville
who fought for the Confederacy, rud
something in the dispatches from the
front the other day that reminded him
very much of what happened when
he was serving In the western army
in the Civil war. “I remember it was
a weot, cold, rainy night In the middle
of winter,” sald the veteran, “when a
long, lean chap In my regiment was or-
dered te go on pleket duty, He
thought the situation over for a min.
ute and then he turned to the mer
geant who had brought the message;
*You go right stralght back whar yoy
come from, he drawled, 'and tell the
cap'n | jest natchelly ean’t do it 1
got a letter from Gin'ral Dragg this
mawnin’, and he sald good men was
gittin' alinighty skeerce (o this here
army, and for me to take good care of
myse't." "

Respirators for Alr Ralda.

As a resul. of the police warning

adviging people to keep all windows

closed in the event of an alr raid on
London, and thus prevent the admis-
glon of deleterious gases, there has
been & rush to buy respirators Stores
were sold out within an hour or two
The most popular form was tha, made
of either noninflammable celluluid or
mouthpiece. They
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