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monies might have stood. But he looked 
the master of nothing. His faded coat 

buttoned high, as if it sought toBy “Bud” Fisherof Enjoying HimselfJeff Has a Funny U_ a [ was
be charitable to deficiencies of tie and 
linen. I thought of a Scotch terrier at 
the sight of his shifty eyes in the glade 
between his tangled hair and beard. For 

ignoble moment I felt ashamed of 
having been introduced as his friend in 
the presence of so much beauty in dis
tress. But evidently Tripp meant to con
duct the ceremonies, whatever they 
might be. I thought I detected in his 
actions and pose an intention of foisting 
the situation upon me as material for a 
newspaper story, in a lingering hope of 
extracting from me his whisky dollar.

“My friend (I shuddered), Mr. Chal
mers,” said Tripp, “will tell you, Miss 
Lowery, the same that I did. He’s 
a reporter, and he can hand out the 
talk better than I can. That’s why I 
brought him with me.” (O Tripp, wasn’t 
it the silver-tongued orator you wanted?)]' 
"He’s wise to a lot of things, and he’ll 
tell you now what’s best to do.”

I stood on one foot as it were, as I 
sat in my rickety chair. /

•‘Why—er—Miss Lowery,” I began, 
secretly enraged at Tripp’s awkward 
opening, “I am at your service, of course,. 
but—er—as Ï haven’t been apprized of. 
the circumstances of the case, I—er—” 

“Oh,” said Miss Lowery, beaming for 
a moment, “it aint as bad as that—there 
ain't any curcumstances. It’s the first 
time I’ve ever been in NTew York ex
cept one when I was five years old, and 
I had no idea it was such a big town. 
And I met Mr.—Mr. Snip on the street 
and asked him about a friend of mine, 
and he brought me here and asked me 
to

“I advise you, Miss Lowery, said 
Tripp, “to tell Mr. Chalmers all. He’s 
a friend of mine” (I was getting used 
to it by this time), “and he’ll give you 
the right tip.”

“Why, certainly," said Miss Ada, 
chewing a gum-drop toward me. There 
ain’t anything to tell except that well, 
everything’s fixed for me to marry 
Hiram Dodd next Thursday evening. He 
has got two hundred acres of land with 
a lot of shore-front, and one of the best 
truck-farms on the Island. But this 
morning I had my horse saddled up
end I rode over to the station. I told 
’em at home I was going to spend the 
day with Susie Adams. It was a story, 
I guess, but I don’t care. And I came 
to New York on the train and I met 
Mr.—Mr. Flip on the street and asked 
him if he knew where I could find U.—
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tooSt,a"sdshI hesitatedh with_h^^rd, 

“you like this young man, 
don’t you? He’s all right, and good to
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Lowery, emphatically.
And of course he’s good to me.
e' q y5° couid have sworn it myself. 
Throughout Miss Ada Lowery s life all 
men would be good to her. They w 
strive, contrive, struggle and compete to 

i bold umbrellas over her hat, check her 
trunk, pick up her handkerchief, and 
buy for her soda at the fountain.

“But,” went on Miss Lowery, ^ast 
night I got to thinking about G—George

1 "Down went the bright gold head upon 
her dimpled, clasped hands on the table. 
Such a beautiful April st°r™-T U Tl 
straincdlv she sobbed. I wished I could 
have comforted her. But I was no 
George, And I was glad I was not Iii- 

and yet I was sorry, too.
Bv-and-by the shower passed. She 

straightened up, brave and half-way 
smiling. She would have made a splen- 

wlfe, for crying only made her eyes., 
more bright and tender. She took a gum 
drop and began her story. „ ,

“1 guess I’m a terrible hayseed, she 
said, between little gulps and sighs, but 
I can’t help it. G—George Brown and I 
were sweethearts since he was eight and 
I was five. When he was nineteen—that 
was four years ago—he left Greenburg 
and went to the city. He said that he 
was going to be a policeman or a rail
road president or something. And then 
he was coming back for me. But t 
-------- heard from him any more. And

THE CHAMPION HIGH SCHOOL BASKET BALL TEAM O. Henry's Masterpieces
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NO STORY
“Can’t you see,” he said, “what a 

rattling fine story it would make? You 
could do it fine. All about the romance 
you know, and describe the girl, and put 
a lot of stuff in it about true love and 
sling in a few stickfuls of funny busi
ness—joshing the Long Islanders about 
being green, and, well—you know how 

t fifteen dol- 
it ’ll cost

And I drewkinson- I can tell you.To avoid having this book hurled into 
of the room by the suspicious them,” I continued, “to meet a want— 

a hiatus—a demand—a need—an exi- 
requirement of exactly five

a corner
reader, I will assert in time that this is 
is not a newspaper story. You will en- 

- counter no shirt-sleèvèd, omniscient city 
' editor, no prodigy “cub” reporter just off 

the farm, no scoop, no story—no any
thing.

But if you will concede me the set
ting of the first scene in the reporters’ 

of the Morning Beacon, I will re- 
the favor by keeping strictly my

ram—

gency—a 
dollars.”

I was driven to emphasis by the pre
monition that I was to lose one of the 
dollars on Jhe spot. *

“I' don’t want to borrow any,” said 
Tripp, and I breathed again. “I thought 
you’d like to get up onto a good story,” 
he went on. “I’ve got a rattling fine 
one for you. You ought to make it run 
a column at least. It’ll make a dandy 
if you work it up right. ’Itill probably 
cost you a dollar or two to get the stuff. 
I don’t want anything out of it my
self.” • i .

I became placated. The proposition 
showed that Tripp appreciated past fav
ors, although he did not return. them. 
If he had been wise enough to strike me 
for a quarter then he would have got

did

to do It. You ought to 
lars out of it, anyhow, 
y du only about four dollars. You’ll make 
a clear profit of eleven.”

“How will it cost me four dollars?” I 
asked, suspiciously. ,

“One dollar to Mrs. McGinnis,” Tripp 
answered, promptly, “and two dollars to 
pay the girl’s fare back home.”

“And the fourth dimension?” I in
quired, making a rapid mental calcula
tion.

get
And

roefin
pay

. j promises set forth above.
I was doing space-work on the Beacon 

hoping to be put on a salary. Some
one had cleared with a rake or a shovel 
a small space for me at the end of a 
long table piled high with exchanges, 
Congressionl Records, and old files. 
There I did my work. I wrote whatever 
the city whispered or roared or chuckled 
to me on my diligent wanderings about 
its streets. My income was not regular. 

One day Tripp came in and leaned 
my table. Tripp was something in 

the mechanical department—I think he 
had something to do with the pictures, 
for he smelled of photographers’ sup
plies, and his hands were always stained 

j and cut up with acids. He was about 
twenty-five and looked forty. Half of 
his face was covered with short, curly 
red whiskers that looked like a door
mat with the “welcome” left off. He 

pale and unhealthy and miserable 
and fawning, and an assiduous borrow
er of sums ranging from twenty-five 
cents to a dollar. One dollar was his 
limit. He knew the extent of bis credit 
as well as the Chemical National Bank 
knows the amount of H. O. that collat
eral will show on analysis. When he sat 
on my table he held one hand with the 
other to keep both from shaking. 
Whisky. He had a spurious air of 
lightness and bravado about him that 
deceived no one, but was useful in his 
borrowing because it was so pitifully 
and perceptibly assumed.

This day I had coaxed from the eash- 
' ier five shining silver dollars 
grumbling advance on a story that the 
Sunday editor had reluctantly accepted. 
So if I was not feeling at peace with 

; the world, at least an armistice had been 
. declared ; and I was beginning with ar- 
! dor to write u description of the Brook
lyn Bridge bv moonlight.

I * “Well, Trip'p,” said Î, looking up at 
— UakUe him rather impatiently, “how goes it?”
■ Ol* UrillK Oi I18IM15 ï le was looking today more miserable,
/ i'^ttT? _„i__ _ • _—xjz;-, more chinging and haggard and down-THE only scientific treat- trodden thKa/, had ever seen him. He

ment administered without hypo- was at that stage of misery where he 
dermic injection, and which quickly drew vour pity so fully that you longed 
snd permanently removes all desire for to kick him.
liquor and drugs. “Have yru got a dollar, asked Tripp,

Guaranteed of purely vegetable com- j with Lis most faw.n,nS‘"^da^d"dod^®;
ss- - "“■»* “ ■'» I ir%;« ez, „tr.

The GiUmgratmen, is administered j  ̂ mXd"h“r.
by physicians at Gatlm Institutes throughout j ^ ,iave« sai(, j. and again I said, 
the world or by special treatment in the t<1 , «« ioudlv and inhospitably,
privacy of the home, club or hotel. “and four hesidex And T had hard

If you have a relative or friend who worjc corkscrewing them out of old At- 
is a victim of liquor or drugs write for booklet 
containing complete information concerning 
the treatment, terms, etc.

Address :
GATLIN INSTITUTE OF NEW BRUNSWICK

46 Crown St., Cor. King St., East.
Telephone Main 1685.

St. John, N. B.
«ALSO TORONTO AND MONT

REAL.”

never 
I—I—liked him.”

Another flow of tears seemed immi
nent, but Tripp hurled himself into the 
crevasse and damned it. Confound him, 
I could see his game. He wy trying to 
make a story of it for Ms sordid ends
and profit. „ ,

“Go on, Mr. Chalmers,” said he, and 
tell the lady what’s the proper caper. 
That’s what I told her—you’d hand it 
to her straight. Spiel' up.”

I coughed and tried to fed less wrath
ful toward Tripp. I saw my duty. Cun
ningly I had been inveigled, but I was 
securely trapped. Tripp’s first dictum 
to me had been just and correct. The 
young lady must be sent back to Green
burg that day. She must be argued with, 
convinced, assured, instructed, tickded 
and returned without dday, I hated Hi
ram and despised George; but duty must 
be done. Noblesse oblige and only five 
silver dollars are not strictly romantic 
compatibles, but sometimes they can be 
made to jibe. It was mine to be Sir 
Oracle and then pay the freight. So I 
assumed an air that mingled Solomon s 
with that of the general passenger 
agent of the Long Island Railroad.

“Miss Lowery,” said I, as impressive
ly as I could. “Hfe is rather a queer 
proposition, after all,” There was a fa
miliar sound to these words after I had 
spoken them, and I hoped Miss Lowery 

Mr. Cohan’s song.

“One dollar to me,” said Tripp. “For 
whisky. Are you on?”

I smiled enigmatically and spread my 
elbows as if to begin writing again. But 
this grim, abject, specious, subservient, 
burr-iike wreck of a man would not be 
shaken off. His forehead suddenly be
came shiningly moist.

“Don’t you see,” he said, with a sort 
of desperate calmness, “that this girl has 
got to be sent home today—not to-night 
nor to-morrow, but today? I can’t do 
anything for her. You know, I’m the 
janitor and corresponding secretary of 
the Down-and-Out Club. I thought you 
could make a newspaper story out of it 
and win out a piece of money on general 
results. But, anyhow, don’t you see that 
she’s got to get back home before night.”

And then I began to feel that dull, 
leaden soul-depressing sensation known 
as the sense of duty. Why should that 
sense fall upon one as a weight and a 
burden ?< I knew that I was doomed 
that day to give up the bulk of my store 
of hard-wrung coin to the relief of this 
Ada Lowery. But I swore to myself 
that Tripp’s whisky dollar would not be 
forthcoming. He might play the knight- 
errant at my expense, but he would in
dulge in no wassail afterward, commem
orating my weakness and gullibility. In 
a kind of chilly anger I put on my coat 
and hat.

Tripp, submissive, cringing, vainly en
deavoring to please, conducted me via 
the street-cars to the human pawnshop 
of Mother McGinnis. I paid the fares. 
It seemed that the collodion-scented Don 
Quixote and the smallest-minted coin 
were strangers.

Tripp pulled the bell at the door of 
the mouldy red-brick boarding-house. 
At its faint tinkle he paled, and crouched 
as a rabbit makes ready to spring away 
at the sound of a hunting-dog. I guessed 
what a life he had led, terror-haunted 
by the coming footsteps of landladies.

“Give me one of the dollar;—quick !” 
he said.

The door opened six inches. Mother 
McGinnis stood there with white eyes 
—they were white, I say—and a yellow 
face, holding together at her throat with 
one hand a dingy pink fiann-l dressing- 
sack. Tripp thrust the dollar through 
the space without a word, and it bought 
us entry.

“She’s in the parlor," said the Mc
Ginnis .turning the bark of her sack

it.
“What is the story?” I asktd, pois- 

with a finely calculated

“It’s a

ing my pencil 
editorial air.

“I’ll tell you,” said Tripp, 
girl. A beauty. One of the howling- 
est Amsden’s Junes you ever saw. Rose
buds covered with dew—violets in their 
mossy bed—and truck like that. Shes 
lived on Long Island twenty years and 
never saw New York city before. I ran 
against her on Thirty-fourth. street. 
She’d just got in on the East River fer
ry. I tell you, she’s a beauty that 
would take the hydrogen out of all the 
peroxides in the world. She stopped 
me on the street and asked me where 
she could find George Brown. Asked 
me where she could find George.Brown 
in New York city ! What do you think 
of that?

“I talked to her, and found that she
farmer

on

On the side line near the struggle,
With his eyes intent upon it,
Stands the ever watchful Bennett,
He it is who plans the battle 
Names the day and place of conflict ; 
And beside him ready, waiting,
Is the lean and lanky Hank.
Rating every man’s endurance,
He it is who when strength faileth,
Or through injury men faileth,
Or through lack of science waver, 
Calmly, boldly takes their places,
And imbues all with fresh courage,
And oft saves the day and honor; 
Women, old men, braves all praise him, 
For his modesty and courage,
Thus it is thro’ strife and battle,
This great tribe uphold their colors, 
Thus in war and friendship welded, 
Grey and Red is ever blended.

Verses by

Feb. 7, 1914—St. John High 
School and St. Andrew’s
Church at Y. M. C. A.............40 18

Feb. 14, 1914—St. John High 
School and Intermediates at
St. John Y. M. C. A.................81 33

Feb. 27, 1914—St. John High 
School and Fredericton High
School at Fredericton.............. 43 16

Feb. 28, 1914—St. John High 
School and Provincial Normal
at Fredericton............................

March 8, 1914—St. John High 
School and St. Andrew’s 
Church, at St. Andrew’s
Church...........................................

March 6, 1914—St. John High 
School and Intermediates at
St. John Y. M. C. A..................81 17

March 18, 1914—St. John High 
School and Fredericton High 
School at St. John Y. M. C.
A.....................................................

March 14, 1914—St. John High 
School and Intermediates at
Y. M. C. A. Gym.....................

April 1, 1914—St. John High 
School and Courtenay Bay 
Mission at Courtenay Bay
Hall Gym.....................................

April 18, 1914—St. John High 
School and St. James at St.
John Y. M. C. A. Gym .... 44 21

April 16, 1914—St. John High 
School and St. James at St.
James Church 
St. John High School basket ball 

players :—
Ronald Dummer (Ron) (orward. 
Harold Clark (the Angel), forward. 
Allan Robinson (Hank), centre. 
Richard Day, guard.
Murray Nixon, guard.
Randolpli Bennett, forward, manager. 
Aubrey McAndrews (Pie), centre, 

captain.
H. S. Basket Ball Team 1913-1914.

In the forefront of the conflict,
Rushing forward into battle,
Went the fawn-eyed pensive dreamer, 
Whom the bovs have called “The An

gel;”
And beside him, towering ov’r him. 
Straight and tall with curling tresses, 
“Ron” the warrior fought and wrestled ; 
Where the fight was fiercest, strongest, 
In the very midst, the center.
There stood "Big Chief Pie,” the cap

tain;
He who with determined mein
Dares to jump and spring and reaching
O'er the head of his opponent.
Hurls the trophy, homeward, forward ; 
Standing firmly near, and guarding.
Are two strong hearts? Day and Nixon, 
Much alike in form and nature,
Steady, sure and self reliant,
Straining every nerve and sinew,
That their tribe may be victoriousl

The Times presents today a group 
picture of the St. John High School 
basket ball team, the fastest team by 
which it has ever been represented. Dur
ing the last winter it played sixteen 
games and lost only two. The picture 
also shows C. D. Howard, the x. M. L. 
A. physical director, who coached the 

The following is the record:

was

team.
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•ri
was going to marry a young 
named Dodd—Hiram Dodd—next week. 
But it seems that George Brown still 
holds the championship in her youthful 
fancy. George had greased his cowhide 
boots some years ago, and came to the 
city to make his fortune. But he forgot 
to remember to show up again at Green
burg, and Hiram got in as second-best 
choice. But when it comes to the scratch 
Ada—her name’s Ada Lowery—saddles 
a nag and rides eight miles to the rail
road station and catches the 6.45 a. m. 
train for the city. Looking for George, 
you know—you understand about wo- 

George wasn’t there, so she want-

2085
Dec. 81, 1918—St. John High 

School and U. N. B. Freshmen
at St. John Y. M. C. A............ 17

Jan. 1, 1914—St. John High 
School and Intermediates at St.
John Y. M. C. A......................... 43

Fell. 5, 1914—St. John High 
School and Intermediates at 
St. John Y. M. C. A.................. 20
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had never heard 
“Those whom we first love we seldom 
wed. Our earlier romances, tinged ^!h 
the magic radiance of youth, often fail 
to materialise.” The last three words 
sounded somewhat trite when they 
struck the air. “But those fondly cherish
ed dreams," I went op, 
pleasant afterglow on our future lives, 
however impracticable and vague they 
may have been. But life is full of reali
ties as well as visions and dreams. One 
cannot live on memories. May I ask, 
Miss Lowery, if you think you 
could pass a happy—that is, a contented 
and hormonious life with Mr. er Dodd 
__if in other ways than romantic recol
lections he seems to—er—fill the bill, as 
I might say?”

“Oh, Hi’s all right,” answered Miss 
Lowery. “Yes, I could get along with 
him fine. He’s promised me an automo
bile and a motor-boat. But somehow 
when It got close to the time T was to 
marrv him, I couldn’t help wishing— 
well, just thinking about George. Some
thing must have happened to Mm or he’d 
have written. On the day he left, he and 
me got a hammer and chisel and cut 
a dime into two pieces. I took one piece 
and he took the other, and we promised 
to he true to each other and always keep 
the pieces till we saw each other again. 
I’ve got mine at home now in a ring-box 
in the top drawer of my dresser, I guess 
I was silly to come up here looking for 
him. I never realized what a big place 
it is.”

And then Tripp joined in with a lit
tle grating laugh that he had, still try
ing to drag in a little story or drama to 

the miserable dollar that he craved.
“Oh, the boys from the countin' forget 

a lot when they come to the city and
may-

T
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Nerves Were So Bad
THOUGHT SHE WOULD

GO OUT OF HER MIND.

552 men—
ed him. ,

“Well, you know, I couldn t leave tier 
loose in Wolftown-on-the-Hudson. I 
suppose she thought the first person she 
inquired of would say: "George Brown?
__why, yes—lemme see—he’s a short
man with light blue eyes, ain’t he?’ Oh 
yes—you’ll find George on One Hundred 
and Twenty-fifth Street, right next to 
the grocery. He’s bill-clerk in a saddle- 
and-hamess store.’ That's about how 
innocent and beautiful she is. You know 
those Long Island water-front villages 
like Greenburg—a couple of duck-farms 

about nine

“may cast a

.forfeited
Diseases of the nervous system are very 

All the organs of the bodycommon.
nay be sound while the nerve centres 
lay be affected.

Many women become run down and 
rosp out by household cares and duties 

ending, and sooner or later findlever
Siemselves with the nerves shattered, 
rod the heart action weakened.

On the first sign of any weakness of 
either the heart or nerves, flagging 
energy, or physical breakdown, do not 
wait until your case becomes hopeless.

Milbum’s Heart and Nerve Pills will 
at once quieten the nerves, strengthen 
the heart and build up the entire system.

for sport, and dams and 
Slimmer visitors for industries. That s 
the kind of a place she comes from. But, 
say—you ought to see her!

“What could I do? I don’t know what 
looks, like in the morning. Andmoney

slic’d paid her last cent of pocket money 
for her railroad ticket except a quarter, 
which she had squandered on gum-drops 
She was eating them out of a paper bag 
1 took her to a boarding house on 1’hirty- 
second street where 1 used to live, and 
hocked her. She’s in soak for a dollar. 
That’s old Mother McGinnis’ price per 
day. I’ll show you the house.”

“What words are these Tripp?” said 
I. “I thought you said you had a story. 
Every ferryboat that crosses the East 
river brings or takes away girls from 
Long Island." „

The premature lines on Tripp’s fare 
grew deeper. He frowned, seriously from 
his tangle of hair Hr separated his 
hands and emphasized his answer with 
one shaking forefinger.

upon us.
In the dim parlor a girl sat at the 

cracked marble center-table weeping 
comfortably and eating gum-drops.
She was a flawless beauty. Crying had 
only made her brilliant eyes brighter.
When she crunched a gum-drop you 
thought only of the poetry of motion 
and envied the senseless confection. Eve 
at the age
been a ringer for Miss Ada Lowery at 
nineteen or twenty. I was introduced, 
and a gum-drop suffered neglect while 
she conveyed to me a naive interest, such 

puppy dog <a prize winner) might 
bestow upon a crawling beetle or a frog.

Tripp took his stand by the table, 
with the fingers of one hand spread upon j le arn something. 1 guess George 
it ,as an attorney or a master of cere- (Continued on page 9; fourth column)

UUlll.

I
Mrs. Archie Goodine, Tilley, N.B., 

writes:—“When I was troubled with 
my heart two years ago, I was very bad. 
My nerves were so unstrung that some
times I would almost go out of my mind. 
I doctored myself with everything I 
could get, until at last I got four boxes 
of Milbum’s Heart and Nerve Pills, 
and they have cured me. I cannot speak 
too Mghly of ttos wonderful remedy, 
and wiU recommend it to all sufferers.’’

Price, 50 cents per box, or 3 boxes 
for $1.25, at aU dealers, or mailed direct 
on receipt 'of price by The T. Milburn 
Co., Limited, Toronto, OnL

of five minutes most have

OR. DeVAN’S FRENCH PILLS ^reiiz. 
e Re

gulating Pill for Women. $6 a box or three for 
$10. Sold at all Drug Stores, or mailed to any 
c-fldreae on receipt of price. Xhi Scobkli. Dbuo
Co., St. Catharlnea. Ontario. ___ ______

" “ bet tores
Vim and

Vitality; for Nerve and Brain; Increase* “giey 
matter"; a Tonic—will build you up. 18 a box, ct 
two for $6. at drug «tores, or by mail on receipt 
6f price. IM£ SCOBXLL Dblo Co., SL Catharine*
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