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IN A LEGATEE'S SHOES

an interviewer: *What is your

Some time ago Mr. George was asked by
“Loafing about a great city

favorite amusement?” The novelist replied:

. between midnight and dawn.” His reason he gave as follows: “At night

it is the unexpected happens. The few people about you would be in bed,
were it not for some unusual cause: love, purpose of crime, agony of ap-
prehension, or black poverty. Lonely under the stars, these people seek
company ; - they willingly confide in you; and even enlist you in their
schemes.”” Thus Mr. W. L. George has wandered hundreds of nights in
London, Paris, Barcelona, New York, Chicago, etc. He has participated
fn several exciting adventures, which he relates here, altering the names
and details for the sake of his strange companions of the night. Three of
these adventures actually happened to Mr. George; three are slightly
amended. They make up the picture of darkness and passion which
stands behind the face of every great city, and represents a hidden world
into which the daring can penetrate.

I stopped in a dark street, the name
of which I did not know, as in thel
distance I heard a clock strike. It wasi

that it was half-past two. I hesitated,
for the night was unpleasant;

rather cold, and a powdery rain fell!trees. In the middle is a tennis_lawn
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AN ELDERLY MAN IN EVENIN G CLOTHES CAME TOWARD ME

steadily, making the pavements shine
under the street lamps. On such a
night as this, I reflected, I was hardly
likely to encounter one of those wan-
derers from who adventure could be
drawn. Those who had money would
have found some asylum, while the
poor slunk in arches where I would
not find them. Somewhat reluctant to
Jose the value of my long vigil, I turned
toward the north, where lay my home.
The silence was almost absolute; some-
times, in the distance, an automobile
passed. At times a faint rumble was
thrown up by a train from the station
nearby. But not a human being was
about. Only for a while did a neglect-
ed cat, her fur sodden, follow me,
whining piteously for company.

My route took me through comfort-
able streets, where the houses exhibited
charming curtains, and where shrubs
protected modest respectability from the
intrusion of my eyes. There was noth-

Viking Square community.

tall frontages of the houses.

gested comfort within.

close that I observed it again.

white apron.

EVENING TIMES

ing for those eyes to see, however, so
wearlly I turned into Viking Square,
reflecting that with luck I might dis-
a single stroke coming from a church [cover a taxi at the other end. Viking
near by. Consulting my watch, I found | Square is a large and comfortable dis-
| trict of its' own, centered round a
it was | neglected garden, where grow a few

used by the younger members of the|
Tonight |
the asphalt of the court shone wet, and
miserably about fell the drips from the |
All these |
were alike, five stories, and varying in
color between the jet blackness of age
and new white paint. The square had |
an air of wealth, for at no window
hung the disgrace of a Nottingham cur-
tain; here and there, large boxes of
pink geraniums and marguerites sug-

As I went up the square, I thought
that for a moment I discerned a figure
on the steps of a house; then I lost
sight of it, and it was only as I drew
The
light from the street lamp touched a
It was a maid, standing
on the steps, and looking away to-
ward the northern end of the square.
There she stood, and my old habit of
interest led me to stop close np against

its outline, so that I might not be ob-
served. I could see her more ciearly
now. She was that most symbclic
figure in an English household: a 1e-
spectable, elderly parlormaid. At least,
the light touched her hair and showed
it gray, while the well-starch:d apron
stood out in stiff folds. What was
she doing? Theé idea of so respectable
a servant standing in the drizzle upon
the steps of a house at this hour was
preposterous. Evidently she was wait-
ing for somebody. Love? Surely her
years and her appearance made that
unlikely. So I thought, though I well
knew that old age, strange circum-
stance, and peril, never stand in the
way of passions. Still che was watch-
ing. I wondered for a moment whether
{ she was the accomplice of thieves, and
had grown impatient; but then she
would not commit the folly of stand-
ing in the full light.

1 have learned this much in noc-
turnal adventure, that ten seconds of
conversation is better than an hour of
observation. So 1 carefully released
myself from the lamp and, treading
loudly to draw her aftention, went up
the square. As soon as she heard my
footsteps, the maid turned toward me.
Her attitude, stooping a little forward,
was tense. No doubt she was short-
sighted, and took me for the person for
whom she was waiting. As I came
closer, she seemed to hesitate, took a
step toward the house, then came back.
1 was quite close now; I marked her
pleasant, thin old face, and the ex-
treme neatness of her clothing. 1 was
delermined to know what she was do-
ing here, and prepared to stop, intend-
ing to ask her my way. But as I
stopped, and before I could speak, she
jumped down the steps, and came to
me, an air of piteous appeal in her
eyes; her hands rising, she cried: “Oh,
Mr. Charlie, you've come at last.”

Automatically 1 replied: “Sorry I've
been delayed.” But as I spoke I knew
that she was not mistaking me for an-
ocher person. I could see the lie in her
eves, the deprecating smile upon her
lips. She knew I was not Charlie; her
intention to entangle me manifested
itself at once in hurried speech: “Oh,
Mr. Charlie, she’s so very bad, and
she’s been asking for you all night.
Please come up now. You won’t have
to stay very long. Oh, Mr. Charlie,
it’s so awful to see her so ill She’s
been such a good mistress to me all
these years.”

While she spoke, I analyzed the
situation. Evidently I was to be
asked into the house. Evidently I was
to be made to believe that 1 was the
| missing Charlie. Something strange
| and sensational must hide behind this,
not law traps for casual
Viking Square. In the
in the gilded centre of the
but not in the midst of re-
spectability. Besides, I was not wear-
ing evening clothes, and no doubt,
after two hours in the wet, I did not.
look like a good prospect for robbers.
The front door was open. The black-
ness of the hall drew me irresistibly.
1 must know what there was behind.
So, playing my part, T said: “All
right. Don’t get excited. But then
you always were excitable, weren’t
you?” I went up the steps and fol-
lowed the maid into the hall.
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| for people do
| strangers in

| slums, yes;
town, yes;

a gas lamp, combining my body with |

THE FIRE DEPARITMENT

FUNNY
BUSINESS

MADE TWO

TRPS TO A FIRE IN HOKES oD BARN

TODAY.- ON BOTH TRIPS THEY WERE
UNABLE To FIND "THE FIRE
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Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

If your boy or girl is listless or has
a loss of appetite, or seems to find
trouble in doing the every-day things
of life, watch out. Anaemia spells a
lack of rich, red blood to, carry out
the bodily process of metabtilsm (body
growth and repair). There is a dimin-
ished number of red corpuscles in the
blood. If this condition exists, and
you know it, by all means try to rem-
edy it at once.

You must understand that there is
a cause for this trouble. If some poi-
son is sapping the vitality of your
boy’s life blood, have a health exam-
ination at once.

Perhaps the cause may be a “silent,”
or blind abscess, that is, the result of
a pus formation at the roots of the
teeth, or in ‘diseased tonsils. Out into
the bloodstream goes the infection. It
starts the destruction. of the blood
cells, and the anaemia condition grows.
It is true that incorrect, or restricted
diet sometimes cause a shortage In the
iron ration of the blood; some iron
tonic or iron medicine is helpful at
such times. = A change or gain in
right food is preferred, but it is pos-

WATCH FOR ANAEMIA.

sible to receive a direct benefit from
an iron compound.

The causes of anaemic conditions in
boyn and girls, other than improper
diet, are tubercular conditions, forms
of syphilis, either congenital or inher-
ited, adenoid enlargements and neph-
ritis. Tea and coffee given young
children, or too many sweets, often
serve to destroy real appetite for more
substantial food.. This, of course, gives
an opening for anaemic conditions.

Be careful that your children have
a proper amount of sweets. Sugar is
a, good food if properly used. The
active, normal child needs it for mus-
cular action. - Give such sweets at
only the proper time. The natural
appetite must be satisfied at the meal
first.

Exercise and fresh air will do won—g}
ders. Too much inside work, or atten-¥
tion to those tasks which require con-
centration, are to be carefully guarded
against. 7 :

See your physiclan. Don’t use &
blood medicine to build up the child’s
deplefed supply. It is almost useless
and in some cases harmful.

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Olive Roberts Barton

maid touched a switch which filled
with radiance a large and wealthy
apartment. The well-drilled servant
took my mackintosh from my should-
ers, and as I, with intentional slow-
ness, withdrew myself from its folds,
1 was able to observe with surprise
the luxury of my surroundings. The
walls were covered with tapestry
panels let into white and gold frames.
The hall was bare, containing only a
table and‘two chairs, but these three

were almost priceless Chinese Chip-
pendale pieces, museum pieces, the
backs cut out in fantastic scrollii § ,
ribbons and wheels. And my feet per-|
ceived the contact of a Persian rug of|
incredibly fine make and age. Those
four articles represented a small|
fortune.

“Will you wait a moment, Mr. Char-
lie?” said the maid. She tapped at
the door of the dining room, went in.
The apartment was lit up. Al once
an elderly maht in evening clothes came
toward me: “Oh, Charlie,” he cried.
“Thank heavens you’ve come at last!”

I did not reply for a moment. I
saw that the maid was going upstairs,
1 watched my man carefully.

“] suppose you got my wire?” he
went on vaguely. He looked nervous.

“Oh, yes,” I said. I had had time

The front door closed behind ;ne
mysteriously. Almost at once, the

to survey him. He was tall, thin, per-

haps sixty. Good-breeding appeared
in all his features, and in his hands,
also in the negligent fit of his dinner
Jacket.

“Well then,” he said, “we’d better
go upstairs. Your aunt’s awfully ill.
I'm afraid she won’t last till morning,
and she wants to see you awfully
badly.”

For a moment I' was tempted to go
on with this mad comedy, but I prefer,
when I can, to be accomplice rather
than dupe. So I said: “Look here, sir,
you know I’'m not Charlie.”

“Not Charlie!” he cried. “What do
you mean?’ But I caught in his eyes
uncertainty, on his lips the depreca-
tion which I had perceived in the

| maid.

“Don’t be absurd,” I said, but in an
amiable tone. “I know quite wel]l that
I'm not Charlie, and so do you, and
you know I know. But I don’t mind
. . . . going further with thi} if you
like.”

His eyes seemed to measure me: “I
don’t see how I can,” he replied.

(Continued in our next issue.)

Total sales of hard liquor in
Sweden now average only one gallon
per year for every person in the
kingdom. .
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MORE POSTAGE NEEDED. @ 6}
Postmaster J. S. Flaglor has drawn ?

attention to the fact that many letters
for China are posted in the city with-
out sufficient postage stamps. For two
places in China, Hong Kong and Wei-
Hai-Wei, the postage rate is the same
as to Great Britain, four cents for the
first ounce. For all other parts of
China the postage rate for letters is 10
cents for the first ounce. Mr. Flaglor
said that many letters were short paid
which had Chinese destinations and he

thought that the general public was

unaware of the actual scale of rates.
When the travelers landed in Bal-

loon Land the magic dustpan dumpeu
them off right beside the forest where
the baby balloons were growing.
“How do you do?” said a voice, and
there stood a large paper elephang
balloon that had floated up to Bal-
loon Land on the Fourth of July.
“How d’ do!” answered Daddy Gan-
der. “Did you see ttwo little fellows
come this way, Mister Elephant? Each
of them was holding onto a big bunch
of circus balloons and they blew away
with them. I mean the balloons blew
away with the little boys. The boys
didn’t blow away with the balloons.”
The balloon elephant was just about
to answer, when they heard Mother
Goose’s voice say, “Here, Mister Man,
T’ll take that yellow balloon, and that

LECIURES ON PALESTINE.

Dr. E. J. Ryan addressed the meet-
ing of the A. O. H., No. 1 Division, in
the A. O. H. hall in Union street last
night and gave a very interesting ac-
| count of Palestine and the Holy Land
|as he saw them during his army ser-
| vice. He told of the general condition
of the land and of the habits and cus-
toms of the people. Dr. Ryan’s ad-
dress was heard with special apprecia-
tion and enjoyment and he was heartily
thanked. John Stanton presided at the
meeting and the vote of thanks was
moved by Peter Sharkey and seconded
by Mr. O’Neill.

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIEND
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silver balloon, and the red one with a
white cat painted on it, and the green
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one that looks like a watermelon, and
that pretty blue one, and those two
white ones. My! Your balloon crop is
a fine one this year. I never saw them
grow so large before. Cut them all off
the tree for me at once as I'm in a
hurry. I must go back to Mother Goose
Land because it’s circus day. I want
these extra fine balloons for some of
my little friends.”

“Dear me! Oh, dear me!” gasped
poor Daddy Gander. “It’s Mother
Goose herself! She musth’t see us for
she’d never understand anything.”
But no sooner had he spoken thagy
Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee ap-

“How do you d o?” said a voice.

peared, still holding onto their balloons,
or rather the balloons still holding onto
them, for by this time the strings were
so- tangled they couldn’t have let go
if they’d wanted to.

“How on earth did you two ever
get up here?” cried Mother Goo:e
breathlessly.

Then the Tweedles told her the
whole story. How they had been down
watching the circus come in and how ¢
the balloon-man had, asked them to
hold his balloons for a minute. And
how a wind hdd come along and car-
ried them up to the sky before they
could let go.

“Well, I'll take you both home on

my broom,” said Mother Goose, but
suddenly she thought of something.
“My goodness! I forgot! I'll have to
jump on my broom at once and go up
to Bluster Gust Land and tell Mister
Sprinkle Blow to send nice weather for
the circus. I don’t know how to get
you home.” :
. At that Daddy Gander stepped out,
and so did Nancy and Nick and the
circus: man, who had come along.
“Hello, mother!” said Daddy Gander
heartily. “I will take them home. 1
brought my magic dustpan along and
it’s big enough to hold everybody.”

Mother Goose wasn’t a bit cross. “All
vight, Daddy,” she said. “And be care:
ful that nobody falls off.”

So everybody was Happy and Misses
Tweedle got her boys home safely.

(To Be Continued)
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ADAM AND EVA--NO LIKENESS - -
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Means of Growing
in Grace

HE OON'T™
LOOK VERY
MUCH LIKE
THE SIDE-
OF A HOUSE.
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Father A. E. Tovey of the Soclety
of Mission priests- of St. Jolin the
Evangelist, known as the Cowley Fa-
thers, was the preacher’ at both ser-
vices in the Mission church yesterday
and gave memorable addresses. Fa-
ther Tovey is a veteran of the order
and has served for two periods of nine
years in missions at Bombay and
Puna, India, and for six years at
Boston. Ill health compelled him to
give up his work in India in 1920 and
he has been stationed at the head-
quarters of the order, the monastery
at Oxford, England since then. He
crossed to the United States about
three months ago to conduct missions
in Boston, where he was first station-
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ed seventeen “years ago. IHaving con-
cluded his mission work in the
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WELL, ! GUESS M
THE FIRST ONE DOWN
THIS MORNING -

OH GEE'! HERE COMES

ALL READY -

United States he is on his way back
to England and will sail on the Mar-

¥ || MR BLAKE!

MANAGER
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[GOOD MORNING,
NICE MORNING-
'You GETTING SUCH

burn on Wednesday. Ile said last
night that he expected that he would
not leave England again.

He is more than 70 years of age
and not in very robust health but he
spoke lightly of having been knocked
down by an automobile in Boston re-
cently.
ling to blame, he said.
| crossing a street an automobile next

GOOD MORNING
YOUNG MAN -

GLAD TO SEE

AN EARLY START
THIS MORNING: |

ward and as he started to cross to the
curb a second automobile on the fur-
ther side came on and collided with
him. It was nat possible to see round
' be blamed for the accident. Father
| Tovey did not even accept the offer
| of a ride to his destination but con-
| tinued his walk although both legs
were badly bruised.

His addresses in the Mission church

to the safety zone on which he was |
| standing was halted to let him go for-|

ed appeal to sermons which were full
of inspiration.

For the text of his evening sermon
he took 11 Peter 8:18 “Grow in
grace.” The means of grace were the
sacraments, he said. At Baptism the
love of God was put in the baby’s
heart. As to how growth was to be
attained, that was similar to the
growth of the body by proper food
and proper exercise. Those who tried
to grow only by spiritual food and
without spiritual exercise had spiritual
indigestion and those who did not be-
lieve in sacraments or take time to
read the religious teachings but in-
tended to grow just by being good,
grew tired of over exercise without
food, the preacher said. The manner
of growth was rescribed briefly “de-
ny theyself; take up thy cross.”

The “deny thyself” was the check-
ing of bad thoughts and feelings
which thoughts. and feelings were
quite natural and did not in them-
selves imply a wicked nature. To
overcome them was to grow in grace.
Some people thought they had lost
the fight because they felt wicked but
that was quite a mistake. The cross-
es of life were external things, and
as there was growth in grace so the

crosses became harder. Work or voca-

| tion was intended as a cross and when
| work was not appreciated that also

| was a cross. Suffering and sickness

jand the death of loved ones were
| crosses, too, and the last cross of all
| was crossing through death,

!WILL MAKE A BID
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| the stationary car and no one could |

FOR MORE CADETS

The cadets in St. John district now
number between 700 and 800 and Capt.

It was a case of nobody be-|D. V. Palin, the local organizer, fully
As he was | expects to have about 1,500 enrolled b

June 1. A public meeting in the in
terest of the cadet movement is to 1
held in the Albert school anditorim
one evening this week when Chief Ju ‘
tice H. A. McKeown, chairman of ti
Board of School Trustees, will presic
and addresses will be given by R.
McAvity and Col. A. B. Snow. \’
that meeting also the cadets will gi\
an acrobatic exhibition as well &,
phyical drills and there will be a pro
gramme of music. The meeting hus
' been arranged for the benefit of th«

|

|

}were made very graphic with apt and | cadets in West St John and the ex-
lhomely illustrations and the kindly | tension of the movement in that lo-
personality of the preacher gave add- ! cality.




