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. Half Million Words in “Don Quixote”
One of the earliest of still popular novels, “Don Quixote," is 

also one of the longest; it is estimated to contain 461.000 words. It 
was begun in prison.

Takes Nine Years to Make Table.WOMEN and THE HOME A clever woodcarver has made a table of 113,540 different pieces 
of wood, taking nine years to complete it.

SCOTCH CANADIAN CLUB
PLAN. L IN MAY

stage manager had called her to the 
phone. He stood within hearing dis­
tance while she talked. He heard her 
say something like, ‘Yes ... yes. Oh, 
God!’

“Well,” went on Norton, "we 
finally located the cabby who had 
driven her home. This took a few 
hours, but when we had got him he 
remembered her well, owing to the 
fact she had her make-up and cos­
tume on and acted queer and excited. 
From the stage manager’s evidence 
and the cabby’s statement it is ob­
vious that she got home about a 
quarter to 10 the latest. Our in­
vestigations in the Ballau home re­
sulted in finding a towel in the linen 
basket of Miss Ballau's room. The 
towel was smeared with rouge and 
lampblack. We found out that the 
basket had been emptied that after­
noon by the laundryman. Therefore, 
the towel with the rouge and lamp- 
black on it was placed there during 
that day.”

The detective opened a cupboard at 
the side of his desk and removed a 
bundle. Unwrapping it, a woman’s 
gown was revealed.

“Have you ever seen this before?" 
Norton asked.

De Medici regarded the gown with­
out moving. . . . A costume, 19th 
century . . . Italian, flashed 
through his mind. Her costume in 
“The Dead Flower!” No. . ..

“I see you recognize it,” Norton 
said. “Miss Ballau’s dress in your 
show, eh? Never mind,” Norton con­
tinued. "We found this dress on the 
fire escape outside the window of th' 
Ballau library. This dress and"—he 
stopped, opened a drawer in his desk 
—“and this crucifix. Do you recognize 
it?"

“Yes,” murmured De Medici invol-

AND WITH THE SPRING COMES 
A GYPSY CARAVAN TO LONDON

Dorothy Dix’s Letter Box
Should a Girl Take Her “First Chance” 

in Order to Have a Home of Her Own?
The Wonder-Working Wife Whose Hus­

band Yet Complains of the High Cost of 
Living — Is a Year and a Half Too 

Long for a Couple To Be Engaged?

THE FLORENTINE DAGGER
By BEN HECHT.

Gaily Garbed Figures Are Seen 
For a Brief Time in 

London East.

INSTALLMENT VI.
THE LEADING CHARACTERS.
JULIEN DE MEDICI, a play- 

wright and direct descendant of the 
famous Italian family of murderers. 
He rejoices that the finger of sus­
picion for the recent murder of her 
father points to his fiancee.

FLORENCE BALLAU, beautiful 
and talented daughter of Victor Bal- 
lau, the murdered man she finds 
lying on the floor with a Florentine 
dagger in his heart and a candelabra 
by his head.

JANE, the Ballau housekeeper.
NORTON, chief of detectives, who 

believes the crime to be merely a 
case of suicide.

Norton points to the fake moustache 
that is clutched in the dead man’s 
hand and says that, and the disorder 
ed condition of the room indicate 
that Ballau wanted to divert atten­
tion from his self destruction. Nor­
ton, however, overlooks a discrepan­
cy in Florence’s account of how she 
rushed home from the theatre in re­
sponse to a telephone call. She 
doesn't tell him of the telephone call. 
At the inquest Norton asks Jane at 
what time, on the evening of the 
murder. Florence came home. Norton 
strengthens his theory of suicide by 
proving that Ballau was bankrupt 
and desirous of Florence collecting 
his insurance money if murder could 
be established, as no money would be 
paid in case of suicide. Florence 
again neglects to mention the mys­
terious phone call, but De Medici, 
whose inherited morbid love of mur­
der still exults over his fiancee's evi­
dent guilt, realizes that Norton, too, 
must know something, and is only 
playing a crafty game. Julien is 
called to the stand. De Medici offers 
his support to Florence, but is re- 
buffed—she disclaims any intimate 
knowledge of the murder. Dr. Lytton, 
a scientist of note, realizes that 
Julien is under the impression that 
the murderer Ballau while under the 
sinister influence of Ills family's 
memory. After receiving a special 
delivery letter. De Meriel suffers a 
sudden shock.

they acquire them. In pathology, dual 
personality cases belong to the ill- 
defined border-land between sanity 
and insanity. It is for that reason 
that I have been inclined to ridicule 
your own obsessions, Julien. Dual 
personalities are not inherited. Bad 
blood may breed disorders. But the 
charming Jekyll and Hyde pose you 
have been trying to wish on your­
self is. scientifically, absurd."

De Medici nodded.
"Now we come to Florence Ballau. 

A high-strung, vivid temperament," 
continued Dr. Lytton. "The letter 
signed Floria and decorated with the 
dagger reveals one thing. Its writer 
is suffering from the delusions of 
persecution. Persecutory delusions 
are a common form of mental dis­
order. We all have them more or 
less. Floria is the terrified and per­
secuted thing that dwells in the soul 
of Florence Ballau. At times this 
terrified thing usurps the body of 
Miss Ballau and lives its own my­
sterious life. It was induced by shock 
of some sort. Florence may be dimly 
aware of the change after she returns 
to herself. More likely, however, she 
is merely distracted, depressed, and 
suffers from a sense of bewilder­
ment."

De Medici nodded again.
"I remember something," he said 

slowly.
"I thought you would," smiled Dr. 

Lytton.
"I had called at her apartment un­

expectedly. It was last year. I rang 
the bell a half-dozen times before 
anyone answered. Finally the door 
was opened by Florence. I hardly 
recognized her. She stood before me 
white-faced and eyes staring. I had 
a feeling for the moment that some­
thing terrible had happened, was 
happening. 1 tried to pass it over- 
such things always confuse me vio­
lently—by inviting myself in for a 
cup of tea. She stood looking at me 
almost as if she failed to recognize 
me. Then she said: ‘Father isn't 
home.’ and closed the door in my 
face."

"Excellent," murmured the doctor. 
"The perfect corroboration. And did

Hears Address on Canada by 
Mrs. B. C. McCann in 

St. Peter's Hall.
MAY QUEEN REBEKAHS 

|FORTY-TWO YEARS OLD
MAKING CANADIANS Mrs. B. C. McCann gave an inter- 

esting address on Canada at the 
regular meeting of the Scotch Cana­
dian Club held Thursday evening at 
St. Peter’s Parish Hall. Over forty 
members were present, and plans 
were made for a social to be held in 
the hall Thursday evening. May 29. 
Miss Kate McCaffery was appointed 
convener, with a committee including 
Miss Nan Gordon, Miss Nellie Mor­
gan, Miss Elsie Goldin and Miss 
Mary Dunlop. This affair will close 
the season for the club.

Next Thursday evening plans will 
be made to organize a tennis club 
among .the girls. The meeting was 
presided over by the president, Mrs 
Ellen Brennan.

Dear Dorothy Dix—I graduated from high school last spring and 
would like to go into business; but, since I am the eldest daughter of a 
large family, my parents think that I should take my “first chance." Do 

you believe that a girl who marries 
for a home only is likely to be

Mrs. R. Johnston. Only Char­
ter Member Here, Will 

Be Honored Guest.

Swarthy Leader of the Tribe Is 
Bringing Up Her Chil­

dren in Dominion. MARGARET.happy?

May Queen Rebekah Lodge cele- 
brates the 42nd anniversary of the 
organization by a banquet on Mon­
day evening, when distinguished 
guests of the occasion will be Re­
bekah officials from all over the 
province. The guests include Mrs. 
R. Robinson of this city, who is the 
only charter member of the lodge 
now living in London, and who also 
was the first member of May Queen 
Rebekah Lodge to receive the degree 
of chivalry.

Others invited are Percy Copeland 
of St. Marys, grand treasurer of the 
Grand Lodge of Ontario: John Martin 
of Ilderton, district deputy grand 
master for district No. 14, and the 
members of Victoria Lodge of Dor­
chester.

Mrs. A. Lucas and Mrs. Mary 
Young are the general conveners of 
the banquet with the following sub­
conveners: tables. Mrs. W. Spry; 
kitchen, Mrs. A. Kreitzer; decora­
tions, Mrs. Fred Parsons, Mrs. R. T. 
Waugh, and Mrs. Arthur Borland; 
reception. Mrs. Allen Dundas, Mrs. 
W. Scott .and Mr. L. Leith. The dec­
oration scheme is pink and white, 
the lodge colors.

Answer:
I certainly do not. I think 

she is likely to be most miser- 
able, because sooner or later 
she will meet up with some, 
man with whom she will fall 
in love, and then she will be 
filled with unavailing regret 
for the happiness she lost and 
what might have been.

Spring wouldn't be spring without 
agypsy caravan. So it wasn’t a 
surprise when a great black-covered 
truck thundered into the city this 
week and disgorged a motley throng 
of gaily garbed women, dirty chil­
dren and brown-faced men—pic- 
turesque in their dress still, but. very 
much modernized in their gasoline- 
driven home. i

They scrambled out onto the green 
boulevard at the corner of Hale and 
Trafalgar streets, a whole dozen of 
them, eager to stretch their legs after 
a long journey. First to alight was 
the grandmother and leader of the 
tribe, large and swarthy, with course 
black hair, hanging in two braids 
like dark oily ropes. Bracelets and 
ear-rings and many necklaces adorn­
ed her ample person, which was 
clothed in red and yellow and a dirty 
violet.

Native, of Portugal, she has been 
in America for 20 years. The dozen 
or so men. women and children who 
Travel with her are her children and 
grandchildren, whom she is "bringing 
up Canadian, although some of them 
were born in the United States.” 
Her trade is fortune telling, and her 
language is the picturesque broken 
English of the gypsy people.

We crossed her palm with a dollar 
and she told us fortunes which were 
priceless, and kissed our brow in 
fateful benediction. It was a pretty 
ceremony and perfectly sanitary, for 
the kiss was wafted from her lips 
to us through the tips of her long 
and bony fingers.

A Broken Story.
Our fortune wasn't by any means 

a consecutive tale. Her phophicies 
of the future were interspersed with 
sharp admonitions in the gypsy 
tongue, as naughty members of the 
family rolled on the grass below* us.

I think that the woman who 
marries for anything but love has 
no reason to draw her skirts aside 
from her sisters of the streets. She 
has sold herself just as much as 
they sell themselves. No mockery 
of a wedding ceremony sanctities 
a mercenary marriage.

intelligent man, but clumsy and 
superficial," he was thinking.

“Well, gentlemen,” Norton said. “I 
was absolutely convinced it was a 
murder on the night we found the 
body. I adopted the suicide theory 
as a ruse, and instructed my force 
to take a similar attitude. We 
harped on this theory at the inquest. 
You see, it was my purpose to throw 
the criminal off the track, and make 
the capture a bit easier."

"Marvelous," mused De Medici. 
The lieutenant's naivete had sud­
denly amused him. “A bewildering 
deception. And you got him.

Norton grinned at the man’s banter.
“Her,” he corrected. “Miss Flor­

ence Ballau.”
Dr. Lytton nodded.
“Where is she?” he inquired.
“Under lock and key.” said Nor­

ton. "We arrested her yesterday 
morning.”

"Where?" whispered De Medici.
“In New York." Norton answered.
De Medici’s eyes closed happily. In 

New York yesterday morning. . .. 
and the lotter from Rollo. Me., had 
been mailed yesterday morning. . .. 
Two conflicting incidents.

The case turned out much simpler 
than we actually expected.” con­
tinued Norton. "We got our first clue

untarily.

“Thanks.” Norton smiled.I think that the girl who marries just for a home—just for 
shelter, and food, and clothes—sells out too cheaply. Any intel- 
ligent, industrious girl can earn those for herself and keep her 
personal liberty and her free heart besides.

“The 
together.dress and the 

But to go on.
cross were
There are a number

of vital points. We’ve questioned the 
housekeeper secretly. A sound of 
screaming came fully 30 to 35 min­
utes aftei Miss Ballau arrived home."

Dr. Lytton cleared his throat.
“You have police witnesses to the 

housekeeper’s confession?” he asked.
“Oil, yes, and several witnesses not 

of the police," Norton answered. 
“Meyerson was present, and a man 
named Carvello. But let me go on. 
We found the key to the apartment 
in Miss Ballau’s purse the night of 
the murder. I looked for it myself 
and, on finding it, left it there. Miss 
Ballau, you will remember, testified 
she had lost the key some weeks be­
fore. Which explained why she had 
to ring the bell to get in. But more

If I were a girl going to marry a man I didn’t love, he would have to 
endow me with palaces and yachts, and as many millions as Mr. Rocke­
feller has. Giving up the chance of love and romance is worth that any day.

Also, I think that the girl who marries just for a home makes 
a dishonest bargain with the man, unless she tells him, frankly 
just why she is marrying him. Not many men want a wife who 
cares for their pocketbooks instead of them.

MRS. LEE PRESIDENT 
OF SIMCOE MOTHERS Your parents evidently hold very old-fashioned ideas if they think it 

necessary for a girl to get married in order to rid them of her support. In 
former times fathers and mothers with a houseful of girls tried to marry 
them off as soon as possible and saddle their support upon the first young 
man who came along. But instead of being liabilities, daughters are assets 
now, for they not only earn as much money as the boys, but bring it home, 
which the boys rarely do.

you ever ask her what had 
wrong?"

"She called me up," De

been
Elected at Annual Meeting — 

Mrs. Ed. Pellow Rebukes 
Mothers of Today.

CHAPTER XI. 
Floria—Florence

Medici♦ answered, “the next morning, and 
apologized for the incident. She said 
she suffered from periodic headaches, 
the pain of which almost drove her 
beside herself I had come on her 
during one of the spells."

"Did she use the word ‘spells’?'' 
Dr. Lytton asked.

"I think she did,” De Medici an­
swered.

The two men became silent. The 
candles had burned down. One of 
them sputtered excitedly for a mo­
ment and then faded out. De Medici’s 
eyes watched the growing flicker of 
the three lights. Darkness would 
come His heart chilled. Flor-:
ence, crazed and standing dagger in 
hand before her father. . Vic­
tor Ballau staring aghast at the 
horrible-eyed woman who wore the 
body of his daughter, but in whose 
soul leaped the awful desires of a 
demoniacal stranger . . . the lady | 
of the dagger.

“Nothing is explained," he mused 
as the second candle drifted away 
The darkness stepped closer to the

evidence was necessary for her ar­
rest and we waited till we got it."

De Medici nodded.
“The motive, for instance," smiled 

Norton.
MONDAY—Florence.

“She . . . she!" De Medici cried. 
"From the thing with the dagger. .." 

The doctor stooped and picked up 
the paper that had dropped from his 
hands. Holding it quickly under the 
ays of the candles lie read:

Prince Julien De Medici:
I write to let you know that 

your meddlesome interest in my 
affairs is distasteful. You will 
allow the matter to drop or incur 
the anger of one who knows how 
to deal with a De Medici. I am. 

Your humble servant.
FLORIA.

Under the signature was a crude 
drawing in ink of a dagger., 

“Floria." muttered Dr. Lytton.
De Medici’s face, gray in the candle 

light, was regarding him.
“What was the postmark?" the 

doctor asked quietly.
"Rollo, Maine," De Medici answered. 

Dr. Lytton examined the torn en­
velope.

"Rollo, Maine," he repeated; “mailed 
yesterday morning. Julien."

"Yes."
"The thing is complete, it tits in. 

Hm. what a curious handwriting. Yuu 
recognize it?"

"Hers." he answered.
"Almost." the scientist murmured. 

"Have you a letter of hers?"
"Yes."
"A similarity," Dr. Lytton finally 

announced, after taking a letter from 
Julien. "The letter from Rollo,

within a few hours after the murder. 
We found out Miss Ballau had re­
ceived a telephone call at the theatre 
at 9:30 on the night of the crime. The;

The great emancipation of women was the opening up of the 
business world to them, so that every girl can earn her own living 
and be free forever from having to marry for a home. No girl now 
need sell herself in the matrimonial market place. No girl need 
enter into an unloved marriage. Every girl who so desires can 
earn her own board and keep and wait until the right man comes 
along, instead of having to take any man who looks like a meal 
ticket. And for that women should thank God on their knees

Mrs. James Lee was elected presi­
dent of the Simcoe Street Mothers’

A child of about eight was having 
difficulties with a . . .. . Club at the annual meeting heldtiny intant which ! 

Thursday night at the school. Other "Child’s Eyelids Inflamed
Stuck Together and Bled"

Mr. E. P. Kimball, Entwhistle, Alta., writes:
Our little girl from birth was troubled with inflamed eyelids 

and in spite of several remedies, grew worse until at the age of six­
teen months her eyes could not be opened after sleep without bleed­

ing, a waxy discharge sticking the lids 
together and adhering with great tenac­
ity. The child's grandmothers were con­
sulted by mail, and both responded with 
a little sample box of Dr. Chase’s Oint­
ment. These were used as directed, and 
lasted until we could obtain a further sup­
ply from Edmonton. Improvement was 
very marked from the first application. 
The waxy discharge was easier removed 
and did not reappear. Inflammation sub­
sided and has not returned."

She nursed upon her lap and which 
was so swathed in a grimy brown 
shawl that it looked like a young 
papoose.

Another infant, about the same 
age. lay on the breast of its mother: 
small boys galloped about on sturdy 
brown legs; while the men hauled 

luggage from the van. examined great 
canvas tents, and puttered over black 
kettles and pans.

This gypsy family has been on the 
move for two whole months, travel­
ing all the way from Vancouver, 
through the United States and across 
the border at Windsor. Coming by 
easy stages, stopping here a day and 
there a day, but at no place calling a 
halt, they have wearied of being al­
ways on the road. (Even gypsies be­
come tired of wandering sometimes). 
And they had made up their minds 
to find a resting place near London.

Must Move On.

officers for the coming year are hon­
orary président, Mrs. J. Curnoe: vice- 
presidents. Mrs. Joe Bailey, Mrs. W. 
R. Thompson: secretary. Mrs. Frank 
Trafford: treasurer. Mrs. S. McCoy: 
pianist, Mrs. Roland Munroe: press

every night of their lives.

Dear Dorothy Dix—I have a

DOROTHY DIX.

family of seven, myself and husband
included, to care for. 1 do all my own housework, and try to help all 1secretary. Mrs. Foster: program

convener, Mrs. William Harley; re-
lief convener. Mrs. J. Mitchell: re- garden, canning fruit and vegetables and occasionally keeping boarders, 
freshment convener. Mrs. Harry ” * ....
Bradford.

Mrs. Ed. Pellow, who presided over
the meeting, gave a brief talk on

can to make ends meet by raising chickens, milking cows, working in the

Yet my husband complains of how much it costs us to live. Do you
think the budget system would help us to solve our problems and enable* 
us to cut down expenses? We own our own home and my husband is
capable of making $7 a day.

It hurts me beyond words to be made constantly to feel that it is my 
fault that our expenses are so high, and if you can offer a solution for the 
above problem it would be greatly appreciated by

AN ANXIOUS HOUSEWIFE.

“Mothers," claiming the mothers of 
today to be below the standard of 
the mothers of an earlier generation.

"There is less discipline in the 
home today." she said. “Our young 
people speak back to us today in a 
manner which we. would not have 
done twenty years ago. I am my­
self not as successful a mother as my 
mother was.”

Mrs. Pellow believes that there is 
too much outside amusement for the 
young people of today and too little 
use of the rod. too little real com­
panionship between parents and chil­
dren.

Announcement was made that the 
quilt, made by the mothers during 
their social evenings, had been won 
by Mrs. E. Coyle of Perry street. The 
program included vocal solos by Mrs. 
Hartop.

two men. "The beard. the
Answer:

It seems to me, dear lady, that any woman who does the 
housework of seven and then raises chickens, and milks cows, 
find makes a garden, and cans fruit, and keeps boarders is such 
a superhuman example of efficiency and thrift that she should be 
touring the country giving lectures on how to solve the problem 
of the/high cost of living, instead of asking anyone how she can 
make a nickel go a little farther. Certainly she knows, from 
actual experience, all that is to be told on the subject, and if her 
husband fails to appreciate chat a paragon of a wife he has I can 
only make one suggestion to her.

And that is to resign the job of keeper of the purse to him for 
a little while . ,

thing he clutched..
“I follow your thoughts." murmured 

Dr. Lytton from behind his hand. 
"The false Vandyke. . .

"Yes." De Medici said. The two 
remaining candles were dying. A 
terror swept him. Darkness..
it would grow black. There were| 
candles in the table drawer. His 
hands crept slowly forward and stop­
ped. An inanition held them. He sat

But alas for their plans! 
police have found them out.

The 
And

they have been obliged to move on. 
Only the people of East London had 
a glimpse of them. Then they tried 
to get into Springbank Hut the police 
again were on their trail.

They must keep moving—only 
snatching a bit of sleep here and 
gathering something to oat in the 
next place. They have spurned the 
life of the city, with its cares and re- 
sponsibi lit ies. And so the city spurns 
them. They must keep to the open 
places, on the borders of the fragrant 
woods or out in waste pasture-lands. 
.But the head of the tribe insists that 
these woods be Canadian woods; the 
streams from which her family drinks 
must be Canadian streams. She is 
only a gypsy, but she is making Can­
adians.

Dr. Chase’s Ointment
60 cts. n box, all dealers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd., TorontoMaine, could have been written by ; riveted, unable to stir. Terror ex- 

the same hand that wrote this letter ploded a Roman candle in his head, 
to you. Yet they are not identical | CHAPTER XII

The Arrest.The difference is a difference of
tempo. Floria, the lady of the dag- 
ger. writes with a certain jerky stiff- “All.” he breathed, a sweat cover- ; 

ing him. ! 4
He plunged to his feet, beating at •

Let him wrestle with the financial problem for a space. Let him 
ascertain by personal experience just how much seven hungry months can 
eat, and what food costs, and how many shoes and clothes five growing 
youngsters can wear out. Let him deal with the butcher, and baker, and 
candlestick maker. Let him tramp the streets hunting bargains.

He will find out that he cannot run the family on twice what you do.

CLUB NEWS
TWO DRAMATIC RECITALS.

Two interesting events of this 
month will be the dramatic recitals 
at "Playerscraft." Wolfe street, when 
Miss Topley Thomas will present her| 
artist - pupils, Miss Ruth Tanner and; 
Miss Leone Kirkwood. Miss Ruthi 
Tanner appears in recital on May 19 
in “Prunella," a play by Granville 
Barker, while Miss Kirkwood will be 
heard on May 22 in “Abraham Lin­
coln." a play by John Drinkwater.

VICTORIA MOTHERS’ CLUB.
William Prendergast, principal of 

the Normal School, will address the 
regular meeting of the Victoria 
Mothers' Club Tuesday evening of 
next week at the school.

ness. Yet it was written in fierce 
haste. Hysteria. I perceived it 
from the beginning.” the scientist 
continued. "Everything pointed to 
it. A dual personality.

"Florence and Floria," murmured 
De Medici

"But 1 was in doubt at first," .said 
Lytton, “you seemed too clever at the

the blackness. 
"Lights . lights!" came in

6.a scream from his throat. The doc­
tor's voice roared a command.

"Stand still!”
The figure of De Medici spun craz­

ily in the darkness and crashed into 
the velvet-covered wall. It sank 
without a sound to the floor. The 
doctor groped toward the table.

"Julien!" he cried. His thick fingers 
were fumbling with a match box. He 
held a quickly lighted candle aloft. 
The telephone was ringing. He 
stepped forward and lifted the re­
ceiver from its hook.

"Is this Mr. De Medici?” a voice 
asked.

“Yes,” the doctor answered.
"This is Lt. Norton on the wire, 

Mr. De Medici. Can you come over 
to my office at once?"

"What is it?”
"I haven’t time to go into any de­

tail over the phone," the voice 
answered. "But I would like to see 
you as soon as possible. We’ve found 
the murderer of Mr. Ballau."

The cab rolled through the dark 
streets. Dr. Lytton’s hand rested on 
the knee of his companion.

"All right now?" he asked.
De Medici nodded.
"Dizziness/’ he answered laconi­

cally.
"A rather interesting case, ’ the 

doctor looked at him speculatively. 
"Fear, eh? Morbid and illogical fear, 
Hm. Nothing simpler. Phobias are 
easy to trace You fainted. Fainting 
is an escape from overwhelming im­
pulses that are repugnant to the j 
conscious mind. You had an impulse.

De Medici smiled.
"He prowls around like a blind 

weasel,” he mused as the scientist 
talked.

"Yes. Obvious. Why not discuss 
it?” Dr. Lytton was saying. "Such 
things must be considered imperson­
ally. Your impulse was to murder 
me, Julien.”

De Medici shrugged his shoulders.
"Here we are," he spoke as the 

cab stopped before a lighted building.
They entered the police station 

arm in arm. The lieutenant rose to 
greet them.

"Well, come right in," cried the de­
tective exuberantly. "Glad to see 
you, Mr. De Medici."

He nodded somewhat less enthusi­
astically at the stock figure of Dr. 
Lytton.

De Medici sat down beside the 
lieutenant's desk.

"So you’ve, found the murderer?” 
he asked quietly.

Dr. Lytton, regarding the red- 
faced detective, mused silently.

“He's stumbled on something. An

But of all the mean little things that a man can do. I thiik 
the very meanest is for him to perpetually reproach his wife or 
the expense of supporting a family. Yet there are plenty of men 
who do this, and who act as if their wives had eaten every particle 
of food and absorbed every bit of heat and light for which they 
have to pay on the first of the month.

If a man is so stingy that he begrudges the money that it 
takes to support a family, then he should stay single and nurse his 
dimes in peace. Certainly it is not the fault of the wife that she 
cannot feed her children on wind pudding and that feathers do 
not grow on them.

,**.inquest. A curious balance of sin-
And the twocerity and evasion.

hours between 8 o’clock and 10 o’clock 
that night he was killed. Where had 
you spent them?. Yes, a walk in 
Broadway. But you never walk, my 
dear Julien. Do 1 remember correct-

ENGACEMENTS

A charge of 75 cents for one 
insertion, or $1 for two insertions 
is made for notices under this 
heading.

Orders for insertion of engage­
ment notices must bear the name 
and address of sender, and will 
not be taken over the telephone.

Ty? The purse gave me my 
definite conviction, however.”

"And now your theory is?"

first

De
Medici pormpted him quietly.

“The letter has ended it." Dr. Lyt- 
ton replied. "Florence Ballau and 
not Julien De Medici."

“But I may have, written it my­
self." De Medici murmured: “written 
it. sent it from Rollo. Me . . to 
myself . . . evidence to exonerate 
me."

"I thought of that," smiled Dr. 
Lytton. "Except that you couldn't 
have known I would be here tonight. 
The letter is authentic. And the rest 
unravels itself."

He beamed at the masked eyes of 
his lost.

“Dual personality, as we know it." 
he continued, “is a dramatic disease. 
Yes, the phenomenon of disassocia- 

tion. . . People are seldom born
with dual personalities except in the

As for the budget system. 1 doubt if it would save an economist like 
you any money, but. it would do your husband good to see how the experts 
proportion out an income. Probably, though, it will give him heart 
Failure to find out what they think a wife is entitled to have for house-

S

keeping money! DOROTHY DIX.

Dear Miss Dix—I am deeply in love with a girl, but will not be in a 
position to marry her for a year and a half. She is all the world to me 
and to lose her would break my heart and wreck my future. Is it too soon 
to ask her to be my wife? Is a year and a half too long for an engage­
ment? I feel as though I cannot wait another day to pop the question.

EDWARD C. B.
hildreng

SAY “BAYER ASPIRIN" and INSIST!

for A nswer:
Go to it. and heaven bless you, my children! A year and a half 

is the ideal le ngth of time for an engagement. It gives you plenty 
of time for love-making and to really get acquainted with each, 
other, and not enough time to wear out the romance.

DOROTHY DIX.

Proved safe by millions and prescribed by physicians forcry Neuralgia LumbagoColdsHeadache 
Pain RheumatismToothache NeuritisOrdinarilymost neurotic of cases, 

00000000 • C Accept only "Bayer" package
ATE which contains proven directions. 

€ ° - Bandy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets
r Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists.

Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in Canada) of Rayer Manufacture of Mono- 
aceticacidester of Salicylicacid. While it is well known that Aspirin means Bayer 
manufacture, to assist the public against imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Company 
will be stamped with their general trade mark, the "Bayer Cross."
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OPTIMISTIC CLUB.
The Y. W. C. A. Optimistic Club 

provided a happy evening fur the 
patients at the Victoria Home for 
Incurables on Thursday night, taking 
a concert party and distributing fruit 
and candy among them. The pro­
gram. which was voted one of the 
finest ever heard by those at the 
Home included attractive Scotch 
song and dance numbers by Sam and 
Dorothy Munroe: song and clog danc- 

ing by Agnes Foster, and a violin 
solo by Billy Bending. Miss Beatrice 
Brown, who gave a vocal number, 
also acted as accompanist during the 
evening. Recitations were given by 
Jean Petrie. Christine Sibbald acted 
as convener of this most successful 
evening, at the close of which coffee 
was served by Miss Griffin, matron 
of the Home.

antes to wear plumed head dresses, 
the young girl is wearing feathers in 
her hair these evenings. A cluster of 
nodding ostrich tips is often held in 
place over the left ear by a knot of 
flowers.

CelcAeA
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The most beautiful, 
the most durable, so 
the most economical 
hosiery you can buy!:

1 
% 
% 
» 
a

DON’T THROW YOUR OLD CARPETS AWAY!
No matter how old. how dilapidated (we thoroughly clean and sterilize them), 
tie a rope around them and send to us to be made into the famous
$2 VELVETEX RUGS
Bit 315 Reversible—they wear a life time. We have thousands of 
= : : recommendations from our satisfied customers.
2In Montreal, Toronto, Windsor, Walkerville, Sandwich, Ford. 
L 2 St. Thomas, Sarnia and London our driver collects your car- 
1 - 2 , pets from attic, cellar, or off the fluor.
Is <7 11 Beware of imitations. We are the only makers of "Velvetex 
.Rugs." We pay express both ways on all orders everywhere 
12,274 Send for and see our guarantee in leaflet. Phone 2485 for our 
pons representative to call or write to the
2 CANADA RUG COMPANY
G-Lie Velvetex Building, Carling St., London, Ont. Established 
&==* Sixteen Years Building Public Confidence :n Quality

MOTHER. Fletcher’s Castoria is especially prepared 
relieve Infants in arms and Children all ages of

to MADE IN CANADA

Constipation 
Flatulency

Wind Colic 
Diarrhea

To Sweeten Stomach 
Regulate Bowels S AU C

Aids in the assimilation of Food, promoting Cheerfulness, Rest, and 
Natural Sleep without Opiates

To avoid imitations, always look for the signature of GhaAYT&tAv 
Proven directions on each package. Physicians everywhere recommend it

1
— supreme among sauces 
Its excellence is recognised 

in millions of homes.FEATHERS IN HER HAIR.
London, May 17.—Perhaps because 

of the courts, which require debut-I 
%
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