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THE STOLEN BABY.

BEGIN HERE TODAY.

A novelist, seeking nocturnal adven-
ture, offers to give a girl a lift in a
taxi. They go from Paddington Recre-
stion Ground to a poor part of London.
The girl informs him that her sister is
slck In a hospital and that she is on her
way to feich her sister’s baby from
her sister’s home. The seeker of adven-
ture takes the girl and the baby to
Elgin avenue and, as the girl alights,
he notices a coat-of-arms weorked on
the baby’s coat.

Slow at following the girl he loses
track of her. He returns to the piace
/where the girl went for the baby and
finds it a rear entrance to a nursing
home. He tells the matron that a baby
has been kidnaped.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.

“Kidnaped !” repeated the black silk
colossus in a tone of horror. “Unthink-
able!”

“But I'm afraid it’s happened.’ ’

“Unthinkable! You are evidently
unaware of our system. None of our
night nurses may for onc moment
leave the lady mother and: her infant.
Every infant is registered. At birth
the infant is attributed a reference
card with counterfoil. No person may
remove the infant without producing
the counterfoil.”

“] jumped up, furious: “I can as-
sure you that my little friend Rhoda
didn’t wait to hand in'the counterfoil.
I tell you, she’s got one of your babies.
She wasn’t the sorl of girl to be en-
titled to a baby with a coronet on its
slothes.”

“Ah! Oh! A coronet.”

“Yes. Haven't you got .a lady of
title in the home?”

The night matron raised her eye-
brows. “We have, I think, three
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patients who are not of title.”

“Well, anyhow, there was a cor-
onet.”

“Now you mention it,” said tae
matron, “this is an interesting fact.
Do you happen to remember the cor-
onct?”

“Well, ycs. There was more than a
co-onet, there was a coat-of-arms. Of
course, 1 didn’t see it properly in the
hurry, but on one side there were
three castles.”

The night matron jumped up,, quiv-
ering like an extensive jelly. Her usu-
ally purple countenance assumecd =
dirty brown tint, which was her way
0! growing pale. “Three castles!” she
murmured, and tottered out of her
chair toward the bookcase, from which
she drew Debrett. Her sausage-like
fingers trembled; she found the page
she wanted, and reeled back against a
cupboard o? which the doors creaked:
“It’s impossible " she was gasp-
ng. . The duchess . oh,
nonsense.” 8She grew ocalmer. “Look
here, don’t you remember the rest?
Wasn’t there also, in the upper cor-
ner, three lions?”

“Well, now you mention it, there
was something like three crouching
cats.”

The night matron sat down with a
crash. Then, in a whisper, she said:
“Her grace the duchess of Farnshire
B his lordship John Asdrubal
Peter Mark Redvers Merwin <
born a week ago stolen, Oh,
what are we going to do?” For a mo-
ment she buried her face in her hands.
Then, suddenly, she looked up, and I
saw that Mrs. Gold’s Nursing Home |
was properly organized, for the night|
matron brightly remarked: “After all,
Im only indirectly responsible. The
night sister has charge of her grace’s
floer. I will ring for her.”

We waited for some minutes, dur-
. ing which I kept silence, and the night
matron read “The Morning Post,”
which had just arrived, so as to con-

.

.ey that she was not going to stay on
1y level. The night sister was a tall,;
raunt, Scotch-looking womam, in hos-i
pital garb. She closed the door be-|
_aind her, stood in front of the desk,
| expressing no surprise at having been

l}

| sent for.

‘ “Oh, by the way, Sister,” sald the

]

| nothing to report?”

t “No."

| “This gentleman comes to me with

]a singular tale. 1 suppose you would

| did not move. Then, in less words;

]Hmn 1 had myself used, and with

| rreater dignity, the night matron re-

! ited the story which I have already

!

:gentleman’s story, Sister. Evidently

it is perfectly ridiculous.”
“Not at all,” said the Sister.
“How do you mean? I thought you

| night matron, “I suppose you have
like to hear it.” The Sister’s features
told. She ended by: “That is this
said that you had nothing to report.”

for the moment.”

Excitement invaded me. Something
bhad happened, then. “How do you
mean?” said the matron, acidly. “You
know quite well you are supposed to|
report anything that happens.”

“Yes. In due course.” i

“Now look here, Sister,” said the
matron, standing up, “no complaint has
ever been made against you, and I do
not want to make one now, but there
are limits to what you may keep to
yourself. There are limits to the in-|
ithiative which you are allowed to show.|
This gentleman suggests that the|
Duchess of Fuarnshire’s baby has been
kidnaped. You know something about
it. You will please report it, and
forthwith.”

Evidently the matron had a strong
character, for the Scotch woman was
forced to talk:

“About twenty-five minutes to one,
last night,” she began in an even mon-
otone, “I was engaged on my last
round upon the first floor. In so do-
ing I entered the bathroom. The blind
having been pulled up, I was able to
notice, across the well, that a light
was burning In the dressing room

‘olcid to the duchess’ room. This
being against orders, or unusual, I was
about to proced. to that room, when I
observed on the blind the shadow of
two persons.”

“Who is in charge of her grace?!’
asked the matron.

“Nurse Marden. She Is single-
handed. I therefore proceeded to that
room and found Nurse Marden engag-
ed in clothing a baby for the street.
A young person was in the room.”

“There!” 1 shouted, “I told you so.”

“Go on,” said the matron, “please.”

“I asked for an explanation,” said
the Sister. “The young person first
attempted to run out of the room, but
. . ..” a grim smile for the first time
covered the Scottish features. “I soon
stopped that. She thereupon burst into
tears, and I resumed possession of his
lordship. As for the other baby . . .”

“The .other baby!” shrieked the
matron. “How do you mean? Do you
mean to say there was another baby?”’

“Naturally,” sald the Sister. “It was
proposed to exchange the babies.”

“By Jove!” I cried, “now I see, Look
here, I told you I saw the girl meet
somebody. That person gave her the
baby.” The matron looked at me with
lesser contempt.

“Possibly you are right. Please ro on,
Sister. What did you do?’

“] considered the situation. It is
pever well to act in a hurry. So I
locked them into the room while I
went out !nto the corridor to think.
However, [ retained possession of his
lordship. He was fortunately asleep.
Then, deciding apon my course, I went
into the room and obta'ned from the
young person a complete confession.
Her alster is very undesirable, and had
proposed to send her own child to a
baby farm to be done away with, as
is asual. ‘It seems, however, that she
did not have the heart to go on with
this. So she entered Into a plot with
the young person and with Nurse Mar-
den, since they are three sisters. The
intention was to sabstitute the other
baby for his lordship, and to send his
lordship to the baby farm.”

1 feit a lump in my throat as she
recited this story. It was tragic to
think of the poor young mother, un-
able to keep her child, and resorting
to a desperate expedient to give it a
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chance in life. The Bister went on piti-
lessly. After a while the matron
stopped her.

“Very well, Sister, I see. But tell
me what happened at last.”

“] brought his lordship back into the
room, took his clothes off, put him back
in his cot, and caused the young per-
son to dress up the baby she had
brought In his lordship’s clothes. Then
she took him away.”

“What!” shouted the matron. “You
gave her his lordship’s . . .?” You
made them dress up that baby in his
lordship’s clothes? But . . . but why?”

The Sister again smiled her grim
smile. “Matron,” she said, “as you
know, we always avoid scandal, so far
as we can in a business such as ours,
pbut when I am in charge I am entitled
to do what I think for the best. Most
lad'es, you will agree, would have pre-
ferred that I should dismiss the young
person and her bay, and say no more
about it. But, as you always know,
Ler grace the Duchess is not only
young and popular, but very fond of
social advertisement. I felt that she
would be very grateful to the home if
we could procure for her an opportu-
nity of figuring in the newspapers, if
we could give her a chance to appear
in the witness box as the heroine of a
sensational case.”

' ture by W. L. George, “The Slipper

“] don’t understand,” sald the

matron.
“Don’t you see,” said the Sister,
“that with my evidence, and with the

fact that the young person carried
away the baby in his lordship’s clothes,
the case is complete. I asked the
young person where she lived. Of
course, she lied, but being excited, her
imagination was not working very
well; she sald Hampstead. As I hap-
pen to know that Nurse Marden’s
parents live near Elgin Avenue, I was
certain that the young person would
return there with the baby. I there-
fore telephoned the police, who were
waiting for the young person when she
reached her doorstep. She was arrest-
ed at five minutes past one.”

After Rhoda had been sentenced to
twelve months’ imprisonment, a chiv-
alrous man of some fortune made her
a proposal. She is now married and
well ‘established. His lordship grew
up to’dissipate, with the assistarice of
wine dhd women, the remainder of the|
Farnshire estates. The Duchess bene-
fited by eight hundred and forty-four
columns of publicity. On the whole, I
have done no harm.

Another story of midnight adven-

of Red Brocade,” will start in our next
issue. ~

SEAT DECLARED VACANT.

The Westmorland County Council
yesterday declared Everett J. Parker
disqualified to sit as councillor repre-
senting the Parish of Derby on the
ground that his declaration had not
been filed in time and seated Albert
Bryenton, of the same parish, whose
election had alsp been protested. It
was announced that the courts would
be called on to settle the validity of
Mr. Bryenton's election.
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By BLOSSER

EVA, DO YOU KNOW
THAT CIVILIZED MAN

IS HEIR TO 36 BoDiLY
AILMENTS AND THAT
ININETY FIVE PER CENT

‘;OF THEM ARE DUE TO

1EATING MEAT, PASTRY
‘.IAND BREASE ?

WELL,
WHAT AR
J} SHALL

ﬂ SHALL BECOME.
A VEBETARIAN ,EVA !

FIRST ADAM DID AND
AS NATURE (NTENDED
MAN TO LIVE.!

OH, ADAM,

YOU'VE GOT

ANOTHER
FAD!

LIVE AS THE

IS IT A FAD TO

7

WANT TO

RID MYSELF OF (NDIGESTION

AND DYSPEPSIA® THERE.

ARE A MILLION PEOPLE.

IN THIS COUNTRY WHO

LIVE ON FRUITS AND VEQETABLES!

/ WHAT SHALL
| ORDER FOR
DINNER TONIGAT;

N

‘WELL, = LETS
HAVE A STEAK
AND MINCE—

PIE FOR TONIGHT
; ®

HELLO THER

YOURSELF ?

DANNY = TAKING A
LITTLE SPIN FOR

=
€,

NO, IM
SPEEDIN’

HERE DANNY, YoU

HAD BETTER TAKE
THIS SIWER DOLLAR-
YOU MAY RUN OUT OF
GASOLINE

OH GEE! A

( THANKS.WILBUR

NICE OF WILBUR

S THAT WAS PRETTY

TO GIVE ME A WHOLE
DOLLAR LIKE THAT-

A DOLLAR

DADDY, LOOK WHAT )
WILBUR GAVE ME

SINCE HE GOT THAT
RAISE IN PAY. I'LL SAY-

- - By ALLMAN

To BLY

HE'S GETTING
PRETTY LIBERAL

{ had sold enough pop-corn to trim a
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Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

A HEALT .

i LADDER

Article I

We have been told in a poetical or
philosophical way that heaven is not
reached at a single bound, but that
we build the ladder by which we Tise
and we mount to its summit round by
round. It is just as true and even more
so in regard to our building and mount-
ing the health ladder.

Proper, vigorous, efficient exercise is
really the bottom rung of the health |
ladder. It is the one safe, hngenic'f
method by which thousands of people, |
who pose as semi-invalids, may greatly
stimulate their eppctite, digestion and
red-blood-making. In all the seven ages
of man, the exercise game should be
played with spirit.

Man wants to live long, but he goes
about it in the worst way in 756 per
cent. of adults above 21 years of age.
Some day, by accldent or otherwise,
he gets in touch with his physician.
The information he gets almost takes
his breath away. Then comes the trans-
formation, almost pathetic in its at-

tempt at enforcement. He is ready and
willing to undergo any kind of treat-
meni, submit to any regimen, do any-
thing: or go anywhere, if assured that
his 1ife may be extended.

The proper time to become fully in-
terested in life expectancy is not when
the undertaker is looking for you, but
when one’s life title is still clear and
unmortgaged and there is blue sky
overhead.

Man is an animal of highest type,
fleet of foot, strong and agile, supple
and enduring. By careless, sedentary
habits and wrong ideas of life’s battle,
he has become puny, rheumatic, short
of wind and diseased. If he continues
to take all his exercise in an automo-
bile for the next decade, he will be
without sufficient leg-sustaining power
for any distance.

We must begin to climb up the
health ladder. In the following article,
I will try to show you some ways of
cultivating clean blood.

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Olive Roberts Barton

The Market Town Fair was a great
success.

The Pieman sold out over and over
again, and even Greedy Nan said that
for once in her life she had had enough
to eat. The Pop-corn Man said he

thousand Christmas trees, and as for
lemonade! Well, it’s a living wonder
that the Daddy Gander Laad pecple
didn’t float away altogether aund ncver
come back.

Nancy and Nick had ten rides on
the roller-coaster, straight running—
no, I don’t mean to say that the roller
coaster was straight running. Roller
coasters never are! But they had fen |
rides in a row. And then they de-|
cided that they would try the Fenis‘
Wheel. !

Daddy Gander bought a whole strip}
of tickets.

It was great fun to get into one of
the little seats in the great wheel and|
then begin to mount slowly toward the|
sky. When you were up there it was!
like being on top of a mountain. You|

| could look down at the earth spread-!

ing out like a map under your feet,
and it made you feel ever and éver so
important.

Well, by and by, lunch time came,!
and then such a hurrying for baskets|
and boxes and a scurrying to find|
shady places to spread table cloths on
the grass.

All at once there was a rustling
among the tree-tops and who should,
come gliding down to earth but]
Mother Goose, smiling her jolliest;
smile.

“Oh, goodness!” whispered Missez
Sprat to Jack. I left my front porch;
and walk in a dreadful way. I do:
hope I can get back home and clean
it up before Mother Goose sees it!”

And Missez Dumpling and Missea
Blue said about the same thing. Every-‘;
body in Daddy Gander Land, or 1|
must say Mother Goose Land, now!
that she was back, was thinking of '
how he or she had hurried away and
left the morning’s work half finished.

But poor Daddy Gander! He was
the most worried person of all. And
he whispered to the Twins that he and
Tom Tinker would have to manage ta
turn the gate sign around before
Mother Goose would see it. And he;
was Just about to step on his magic
dustpan and wish himself out of that,
when Mother Goose spied him.

“Hello, daddy! There you are!” she
cried heartily. “I'm glad to know
youw've taken affairs into your own
hands at last and that you call this
place after yourself. I’m getting too
old to go gallivanting through the sky
any more and you can take my place.
Hereafter I stay at home and take it

|
|
{

“Hello, daddy! There you are!” she cried heartily.

easy and you can run things to suit
yourself.” 5

“You don’t mean it, mother!” he ex-
claimed.

“Indeed I do! And I wish to say
you were all very sensible to not waste
any of this nice weather. Steps and
door-mats and walks can wait. Fairs
don’t come every day, and one can
sweep any time.”

“Hurrah for Mother Goose!” cried
everybody.

“Hurrah for Daddy Gander!” cried
the Twins.

And everybody was happy.

(To be continued.)

Clear Your Complexion
With Cuticura

Bathe with Cuticura Soap and hot
water to frec the pores of impurities
and follow with a gentle application
of Cuticura Ointment to soothe and
heal. They are ideal for the toilet,
as is also Cuticura Talcum for pow=
dering and perfuming.

Seap 25¢. Ointment 25 and 58¢. Talcwm 25¢. Sold
throughout theDominjon. Canadian Depot:
Lywans, Limited, 344 St. Paul St., V. Montreal.

L--”-p & Soap sh vith mug.

TO TRAIN AT COUNTY
HOSPITAL.

The affliation of the East St. John
and the General Public Hospital for
the purpose of training the General
Public Hospital nurses in the care of
tuberculosis patients was affecied some
time ago and it was announced last
night at the meeting of the Board of
Commissfoners of the General Public
Hospital that Dr. H. A. Farris of the
County Hospital was now ready to re-
ceive two of the student nurses. Four
nurses at a time will receive a two
months’ course in the County Hospital.
The first two nurses will enter for the
tuberculosis care training-in the course
of the next few days.
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