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BOTANICAL BADINAGE.

< _#
She—Ah, dearest ome, when yoy
are gone I shall pine away.
He—Tut! tut! Spruce up.

Question for Question.
“I shall discharge our butler,” said

“Mr. Cumrox.

* “What'’s the trouble?”

“He doesn’t show me proper defer-
ence. When I am paying a man lib-
erally, I consider it his duty to laugh
at my jokes.”

“And won’t he?”

“I don’t think he can. He's an Eng-
lish butler. When in a spirit of gen-
tle and condescending badinage I said
to him, “Hawkins, can you tell me
which came first, the chicken or the
egg? he sald, ‘Which did you order
first, sir?"”

Precise.

The proofreader on a small middle-
western dally was a woman of great
precision and extreme propriety. One
day a reporter succeeded in getting
into type an item about “Willie Brown,
the boy who was burned in the West
end by a live wire.”

On the following day the reporter
found on his desk a frigid note ask-
ing, “Which is the west end of a
boy‘.’”

It took only an instant to reply—
“The end the son sets on, of course.”
—Ladies’ Home Journal.

Resigned.
The sick man had called his lawyer.

“I wish to explain again to you,” said |

he weakly, “about willing my proper-
ty."

The attorney held up his hand reas-
suringly. “There, there,” said he,
“leave that all to me.”

The sick man sighed resignedly. *I
suppose I might as well,”
turning upon his pillow.
it, anyway.”

“You'll get |

THE LITTLE WIDOW

A Mighty Good Sort of Neighbor to |

Have.

“A little widow, a neighbor of mine,
persuaded me to try Grape-Nuts when
my stomach was so weak that it
would not retain food of any other
kind,” writes a grateful woman, from
8an Bernardino Co., Cal.

“I had been ill and confined to my
bed with fever and nervous prostra-
tion for three long months after the
birth of my second boy. We were in
despair until the little widow’s advice
brought relief.

“I liked Grape-Nuts food from the

beginning, and in an incredibly short |

time it gave me such strength that I |
was able to leave my bed and enjoy
my three good meals a day. In 2|
months my weight increased from 95
to 113 pounds, my nerves had steadied

down and I felt ready for anything. |

My neighbors were amazed to see me
gain so rapidly, and still more so
when they heasd that Grape-Nuts
alone had brought the change.

“My 4-year-old boy had eczema very

- bad last spring and lost his appetite
. entirely, which made him cross
m Ipnthlmonadletofanpo-

and

said he, |

0 © ST T 0 AP+ AR s R V- —-nnr--.-vm

LR BN RS

A ROMANCE
By Leuis Joseph Vance
MBS o n
Tlastrations by Ray Walters

(Comm.mhv Louls Jesaph Vun.) 4]
S8YNOPSIS.

Garrett Coast, a young man of New
‘York ‘City, muu Dougll.' nclutock who
Invites him to y. He accepts,
although he dl-uku B uclutock the rea-
son ‘being that both are in love with Kath-
erine Thaxter. Coast falls te convince her
that Blackstock is unworthy of her
‘friendsh}; I? At the erty ‘Coast meets two
‘named Dundas and Van Tuyl. There is
& quarrel, and Blackstock shoots Van
Tuyl dead. Coast struggles to wrest the
weapon from him, thus the police dis-
cover them. Coast is arrested for murder.
He is convicted, but as he begins his sen-
tence, Dundas names Blackstock as the
murderer and kills himself. <Coast be-
comes free.

CHAPTER 111.—(Continued.)

His journey uptown im the subway
which he accomplished without misad-
venture, shielding himself behind a
newspaper, was his first taste of un-
restricted freedom—and by that token
@ delight without alloy.

At a quiet and inconspicuous hotel
in the Forties, some distance from
Broadway he registered boldly as
“Brainerd West, Philadelphia,” and
paid for his room in advance, explain-
ing that his luggage would come in
later. The open stare of the room
clerk irritated him but little, whose
thoughts were preoccupied with a hun-
dred half-formed and less than half-
considered plans.

In his rooms, forgetful of his prom-
Ise to telephone Warburton, he threw
himself upon the bed to ponder the
next move; and exhaustion, superin-
duced by excitement, overcame him
almost Immediately. For the better
part of an hour he slept without stir-
ring, and awakened in the end only
to the shrilling, prolonged and not-to-
be-denied-ring of the telephone by the
head of his bed.

Still a little stupid with sleep, he re-
guired a moment or two to grasp the
lmport of the switchboard operator’s
| advice, to the effect that a Mr. Cr‘x,\
representing the Evening ?*
would like to see Mr. Bralnerd
| The message was repeated in accenus
peremptory before he comprehended
that he had been run to earth.

“Ask the gentleman to come up at
Jnce,” he said, and, seizing his hat,
left the room as soon as he had fin-
ished speaking.

Ascending a single flight of the
stairway that wound round the ele-
rator shaft, he walted until the car
Jegan to rise, then rang. As he had
loreseen, it paused at the floor be-
0w to dlscharge the newspaper man
| before coming up for him. As he
| stepped into the cage he pressed a
| iollar into the operator’s palm.

“Down,” he demanded; *“ground
Joor. And don't stop for anybody.”

A single minute later he was in the
street. Haste being the prime essen-
dal of the situation, he dodged round
‘ the corner into Sixth avenue, walked
¢ block uptown and turned through to
8roadway.

There suddenly, as he paused at the
apper end of Longacre square, doubt-
Ing which way to turn, what to do, he
guickened to sensibility of his soli-
Ilude and knew himself more utterly
| 1lone in that hour than ever he had
| been throughout his days.

A passing handsom pulled in to his
signal. He entered, giving the address
of Katherine Thaxter’s home.

There was a crimson glare of sun-
set down the street when he alighted
and paid bis fare.

“Just in time,” said Coast; "I was
{ to come to tea today—I begged the
| privilege only yesterday. . . .”

He paused, silenced by a presenti-
ment bred of the aspect of the house.
At every window the shades were
drawn level with the sills. The flight
Jf brownstone steps, littered with
wind-swept dust and debris, ran up to
heavy oaken doors, tight-closed. The
seal of a burglar-protective concern
stared at him from a corner of one
of the drawing-room windows. Only
,ln the old-fashioned basement were

there signs of life; the area-gateway
| stood open; a gas jet glimmered
( through sash-curtains.

Heavily Coast turned into the area,
l and rang the basement bell.

After some time the door was
opened to him and he entered, to have
bis hand caught and fawned upon by
the aged butler who had smuggled
him sweets when Coast in the pride
and pomp of his first knickerbockers
had come to stay with Katherine in
her nursery.

“Oh, Mr. Garrett, Mr. Garrett!” the
old voice quavered. “God bless the
day, sir! I've seen the papers and I
sald that you'd be bere, sir, as soon as
ever you got back home. [ knew
“twould turn out so, sir, from -the
first; I've never failed to stand up for
y04 and say you never doneft. , . .
lntlbheklhmouhjum was
80 long o coming—"

1 guess. But uﬂno
mu?muudmmdhdmu

tive certainty. dl’ L

o Gresham od—-m wm
.y?!n Soames named Knpﬂnn
auat, with whom lh had lived after

| her parents’ death.’ ;

“During my trial—yes, I knew.”
“She never believed you gullty, dr.

Perhaps you'd like to-know ‘. . .

“But Miss Katherigpe?"

The old man shook his head mourn-
fully. “Mad, sir, mad . . " he mum-
bled. ¢

Coast caught his wrist flercely.
“What's that you say?”

“I say she was mad, sir, to do
what she done, and that TI'll say.
though it cost me my phce GG
It wasn't a decent three monthl after
Mrs. Gresham passed away, sir—
you'd been—been sent away barely a
month—when she married him—"

“Blackstock?”

“Yes, sir. . . She didn’t know
what she was doing, sir. I've thought
it was what I've heard called infatua-
tion. She didn’t know her own mind
when he was talking to her. He car-
ried her clean off her feet, so to
speak. So they were married
and went away.”

“To Germany, I understood, sir.”

“You've heard—"'

“Never a word—not a line. I some-
times wonder at it, sir. She left me a
bit of money to run things on till she
returned, but that's gone long ago.

,‘*___

!

He
a-mnm,mmm

'l'bl object of their regard pushed
his spectacles for a better view.
"Well?" be inquired, not without &
suspiclon of grim resentment, who
was not wea.thaud to lm:lmr at his
own expense. ~ :

It happened, however, that Coast’s
amusement sprang from = another
cause; his own utter irresponsibility,
which alone had led him to the chand-
lery, he considered hugely diverting.

“l was just thinking,” he sald, smil-
ing, “that now would be a useful time
to buy a boat.”

Huxtable, possessed of an inherent
predilection for taciturnity, lable,
ever and anon, to be sore beset if not
wholly put to rout by the demon Cu-
riosity (a familiar likewise legitimate-
ly handed down to him by several gen-
erations of New England forebears),
with a mute nod to signify that he had
heard and now awaited without preju-
dice a more explici* declaration.

|y

..« Carried Her Clean Off Her Feet, So to Speak.”

sir, and I've had to draw upon my
savingg. She must know,

Blindly Coast turned and reeled into
the servants’ dining-room, where he
fell into a chair by the table, pillow-
ing his head upon his arms.

A passion of blind, dumb rage shook
him by the throat; blackness of de-
spair succeeded that; he sat motion-
less, witless, overwhelmed.

An hour or two passed before the
butler aroused him with an offer of
biscuits and a decanter of rare old
port;. all the house had, he protested,
fit to offer to his Mr. Garrett.

Coast ate and drank mechanically,
without sense of taste or refresh-
ment. Even the generous wine lay
cold within him.

Still later he asked for writing ma-
terials and scrawled a few lines to
Warburton, briefly requesting him to
look after Soames and advance him
money from time to time, according
to his needs, pending the return of
his mistress.

Then, rising, he stumbled forth into
the night, at once unconscious and
heedless of whither his feet were lcad-
ing him, walking far and blindly un-
der the sway of a physical instinct
dumbly demanding of him action and
exertion.

Midnight found him on a hilitop far
beyond the city limits, insensibly com-
forted by the great calm of the tran-
quil countryside, blanketed with kind-
ly darkness, lighted only by the arch-
ing stars. . There was a wind of free-
dom in his face, sweet with the keen
tang of the sea. Before him there
was only the mystery of chance, the
grateful oblivion of the open spaces;
behind him_ g lurid sky, mthuin.
the city of his nciation.

“A boat,” Coast added, “‘preferably
of the center-board cat type, with a
hard-working motor auxiliary.”

The Huxtable mind, which you are
to believe typical of its caste, like a
ship wisely navigated, moved cautious-
ly in well-buoyed channels. It clung
to tradition, whether in the business
of boat building, which it pursued to
admiration, or in the lighter diversion
o humor, to which its attitude re-
sembled that of the ancestor worship-
ing heathen Chinese. Premonitory
symptoms of a reversion to type In
the matter of wit were betrayed by

the corrugation of the Huxtable
wrinkles.

“To go sailin’ in?”

After this utterance, tradition

flapped its wings and screamed; Hux-
table himself condescended Lo
chuckle; Coast, to a tolerant smile.

“Possibly,” he conceded. “Have
you such a boat?”

“lI might have,” Huxtable admitted
cautiously. “Come along.” He rose
and led the way through a back door
into the boat yard.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Take Your Cholce.

“Don’t you think, Dr. Fourthly*
said his literary parishioner, “that the
larger, fuller intellectual life of the
present day, with its freedom from
the baseless: fears and superstitions
that have kept the human sou! in
bondage through the centuories, has
been a potent agency in bringing
about the demonstrated and well es-

tablished increase (n the ' average :

duration of human'life?”.

“0, yes, 10 be sure,” said the Rev. |
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moutry of Scotay
friendless 1ad was Donald 8mltlh. the,
man of whose brains, energy and sat-
rifices Canada owes much ior hor
pnum iy, o o

In ‘the dlyl when Smith—
now Lord Strathcona—began his life
in the employ of the Hudson Bay com-
pany, the Canadian north was a coun-
try of the terrible. For thirty years,
isolated ‘on the ice-bound coast of
Iabrador he labored in the hardest
service on the continent, that of the,
Hudson Bay company. In his strip:
ling days, as a trader, he tramped
the mighty, silent north from end to
end, planning, bartering and bargain-
ing with the grim and stoic'natives of
the wild. From the time that Smith,
a sturdy “highland laddie,” left Mon-
treal for his labors in the north his
life was one of hardship, suffering
and sacrifice.

The lessons in the school of suffer-
ing which awaited this lonely but
courageous boy were hard ones, but
Donald Smith learned them all. When
he was 29 years old a romance of the
heart came to lighten his years of
banishment. A girl of the wild, fair
as a rainbow on the snow, crossed
his path and from then the bleakness
of his life began to lose its austerity.
She was the daughter of a trader

I "IF

and an Indian woman and he married
her.

Throughout his 30 years in the
northland Smith gave his leisure to
reading and studyiny., He became a
thinker and a reasoner and in his
work he learned to use his power of
brain. From this point his advance
was gradual but sure and in 1868,
when he was 48 years old, he was ap-
pointed governor of the company with
head offices at Montreal. He was well.
equipped for his mighty duties. He
had learned the lessons of generalship
and in the years that followed he
proved himself a commander of
forces, primal and artificial.
times during his governorship crises
arose that put his powers to test.

The activities of Donald A. Smith
outside the Hudson Bay company
brought him into the politics of Can-
ada. His political creed was a disre-
gard for party interests and, while at
the outset he was a staunch support-
er of Macdonald, the Conservative
premier, later on, because of the
severe criticism and accusations laid
against the party and because he was
convinced that the party was not
conducting itself strictly along square
lines: he withdrew his support and
brought about the first defeat of Mac-
donald.

Donald A. Smith, silent, reserved
but powerful, was one of the great-
est legislators that ever had 'a geat
in the Canadian house of commons,
His career as a lawmaker was one of
honesty and genius.

In 1896 Lord Strathcona received
the culminating honor of his great
career. He was made the first holder
of the newlycreated office of high
commissioner for Canada in London.

Four years later he received world |
fame through his gift of the Strath: |
cona horse, & body of 28 mounted om- |
cers and 512 men, enrolled from all
overthocuudhnwut.!orurﬂooin e
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She—I wonder who originated the
saying, “There is always room at the
top?”

He—S8ome hotel clerk, I guess,

IT IS CRIMINAL TO NEGLECT
THE SKIN AND HAIR

Think of the suffering entailed by
neglected skin troubles—mental be-
cause of disfiguration, physical be-
cause of pain. Think of the pleasure
of a clear skin, soft, white hands, and
good hair. These blessings, so essen-
tial to happiness and even success in
life, are often only a matter of a little
thoughtful care in the gelection of
effective remedial agents. Cuticura
Soap and Ointment do so much for
poor complexions, red, rough hands,
"and dry, thin and falling hair, and cost
80 little, that it is almost criminal not
to use them. Although Cuticura Soap
and Ointment are sold everywhere, a
postal to “Cuticura,” Dept. 21 L, Bos-
ton, " will secure a liberal sample of
each, with 32-page booklet on skin

| and scalp treatment.

By Way of Excuse.
“Youngleigh has ' some
fdeas.”
“What, for instance?”
“Well, he says it is mean to profit
by other people’s experience after
they've been at all the trouble and
expense of collecting it.”
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