SIDE TALKS,

By Rath Cameren.

THE WOMAN
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The Wife Who Tells.
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WHO ENOWS.

‘come means just that much more for
‘her to spend, for keeping his income
a secret from his wife. Nor can one
blame the man whose wife tells her

details of his business, for learning
to keep his own counsel. And there
are also wives who while anxious to
be of real help act unwisely on the
little knowledge which is always so
dangerous a thing to further their
husband’s business interests.

But, on the other hand, neither can
one understand the husband who has
an intelligent discreet yife and a re-
spectable business and does not make
a true helpmate of her by letting her
understand enough about his busi-
ness to be able to have some share
in 'this,: the dominant interest of his
life. ;

More Truly Married.

Such natural understanding is a
powerful - bond between them. It
makes them more truly married. It
gives the wife something to think
about outside the four walls of home,
it makes her understand that which
is so difficult for many women to un-
derstand—how hard money is to get.
it vuts her in a porition te be an in-
telligent intermediary-in case of her
husband’s serious illness. It makes
it possible for her to know just where
she stands in case of his dea?h——and
perhaps to protect her own interest
in such a contingency.
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*TWAS EVER THUS.

1 wear my silk-

en shirts and
n~scarves, a n d
o Shoes. . that cost

twelve bones, and
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guished groans.

I eat long strips

of costly pie, and

drink imported

tea; and hungry
reubens amble by, and doubtless
snarl at me. I ride around in my se-
dan, whose price was pretty steep,
and pass some sore and seedy man
who has no place to sleep. Oh, is it
right and is it just for me to ride in
state, while, blinded by my smoke
and dust, toils on some hapless skate?
Am I a sinner when I eat, or buy a
gorgeous lid, or clothe my large but
shapely feet in kangaroo or kid?
Would there be less of poverty, of sor-
row and despair, if I should from the
fleshpots flee and fill a hermit’s lair?
I doubt it, much; the wail of woe
would rise from people riled, if I
should let my whiskers grow and in
the woods run wild. If I quit buying
shirts and hats, with my spare chick-
enfeed, some girls in crowded  city
flats might lose the jobs they mneed.
The boss would say, “There’s been a
slump in spangled shirfs and " secks,
#nd so I shoo you to-the dump, and
pay you no more rocks.” It's hard to
know: just what to do, In this cleap
vale of tears; the thing that looks all
right to you, to me a frost appears.

MecGUIRE’S HOT CROSS
BUNS. For sale at all Grocers.
Retail Price 25¢. per dozen.
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MUTT'S IN A HURRY FOR THIS X-RAY

DON'T GET THEM
MIXED!

A World Hike.

- . WORLD,

e

‘The Telegram poet has had a dream,
'After eating an ext¢raordimarily heavy
supper, he went to bed thinking of
the two peoplé who recently visited

ing round the world, and the dream
which resulted from this strange mix«
ture of food and thought is related in
the ballad which we publish’ below,
After reading it, we were under the
impression that our postaster had a.
nightmare, but he will call it a dream,
o0 we Nad better let him have his own
way. One can't afford to argue with
poets, especially when spring is ap-
proaching, Here is the terrible fel-
‘low’s own story—Editor. .

MY WORLD HIKE.

y ften thought that I would like

xguﬁld the good old world to hike

And as the thought precedes the act

T've made it an accomplished fact.

I put on all my oldest clothcs

And hob-nailed boots, though good-
ness knowe,

"Tis hard enough in them to walk

But I am not the one to balk

At trifies such as that, Oh no.

I was determined that I'd go.

And being ready, off I went

, Nor ‘with me took a single cent.

, T mapped no plan of campaign out.

All that I'knew was right about

The world I'd walk, and naught would
serve

To make me from my purpose swerve.

So on the road to Port aux Basques

1 swung along. A dreadful task

Before me lay. But what cared I,

Determined full, to do or die.

I walked to Whitbourne. There I
struck

A freight train. Hiding in a truck

I finished off the walk in state

And felt inclired to celebrate.

it was not very long erewhile

I'd stowed away upon the Kyle

And though she reiled. I was not sick,

And landed, feeling pretty slick.

From Louisburg I rushed away

And blithely wandered on my way

Through Canada, until I'd come

Unto the land of chewing gum.

And meeting there a journalist

1 said I was a socialist

Who was upon a walking tour.

He spread the story on page four

And I was asked to go and eat

With all the great New York ‘elite.

And ere I went thev left me cold

By giving me a purse oi gold.

This helped me greatly on my way

To England, where I did not stay,

But swam across the English Channel

A deed which will my name empanel

*Upon the glorious shrine of fame.

At last, unto fair France I came.

But thete my “oui” and “parlez vous”

Would not pass as it used to do

When I was out in Newfoundland.

‘The Frenchies could not understaad.

| While .as to eating frogs. Oh dear.

It was a thing I could not bear.

{ And so I wandered into Spain

Where for a time: I did remain

And made my empty purse quite full

ring

By-stabbing exen-ip a bull ring.

For sthough I'd mever triéd before

I made good as a matador.

My wanderings took me next to Rug-

sia

For I did not stop long in P'russia,

To Stop a Cold
in One Day

Be sure you get

BROMQ

The genuine bears t2i signature

Price 30c.

OUB POET TRAVELS ROUND THE | N

St. John’'s, claiming they were walk- |

d when I:went to Petrograd
'?gey told me I was quite & mdd
By dear old Trotsky I was kisse
And made a blighted Bolshevist,
He gave me vodka, called me brother,
(Then asked me if 1'd have another.)
But though quite kind, 1 had to leave

hem

For tfear they'd find I did decei:ve them

And so to Turkey I went straight

And entered through the Golden Gate.

I tried quite hard to see a harem

But they would not let me gg near ‘em

So dressed as a N{ahommeda.n

My way to Mecca egan

And th};re the proph?at’s tomb I spied

Then on my way to Asia hied.

I spent an hour or two in Aden

Winking at every native maiden

And then proceeded on my way

Landing quite safely at Bombay.

Of course, when once in Hindustan

I had to meet the Agi Khan

And also visiting Baroda

The Gaekwar gave me ice cream roda.

I went to Delhi, there to see

The Prince of Wales received with
glee

And then proceeded to Tibet

A place I had not called at yet.

At Lhassa (sounds like melodrama,)

I was received by the Grand Lama

But not the way you might suppose.

He sent his generalissimos

In chase of me. I lost no time

In leaving that unpledsant clime.

My travels took me next to China

A place enough to undermine a

Very hardy constitution.

(They're over fond bf execution.)

And so when safely in Hong Kong -/

I felt like breaking into song.

Next, on a dirfty Chinese junk

To far Japan I did a bunk

And there had tea with the Mikado

Who told me I was quite a lad-o.

At last I tore myself away

From him and south did wend my
way

Breaking the journey at Sarawak

The land of the ferocious Dyak.

Once there, I called on Rajah Brooke

And at the country had a look,

Ere sailing on the good ship Lascar

Unto the isle of Madagascar.

I next went on to Ethiopia

And drank tea from .a cornucopia

With the fair Empress of that land

Who offered me her dusky hand

In marriage if I felt inclined.

I said that if she did not mind

I'd rather not accept, and fled

For fear she would cut off my head.

1 walked across the great Sahara

As lightly dressed as Theda Bara

In her pictures, and over due

At last arrived at Timbuctoo.

From there I wandered down to Free-
town E i

Which as you know is a large sea
town

And there took ship for Santiago

And had a short stay with the Dago.

I walked on next to Caracas.

Made eyes at many a dark haired lass

And so through Mexico I went

And reached New York without a cent.

1 found my journalistic friend

Who made my very eyes extend

By saying if you want a drink

All you need to do is tip the wink.

I lost no time you may be sure

And soon reclined upon the floor. .

And when I woke I was in bed

At home, and with a bursting head,

And oh my hat, I did blaspheme.

__Made in Canada,

The whole dashed' thing been a
dream.

SPIVIS IS WORRIED ABOUT HIS MULE'S TEETH.

'CHASE

Soprano.

(A) LAND OF SKY BLUE
WATER (Cadman).

' (B) MY HEART AT THY
SWEET VOICE

(Samson & Delilah).-

“THE
: Directed by WALLACE WORSLEY. ,
Blizzard, master of San Francisco’s underworld,

legless, deformed—the wierdest character ever pre-
sented on the screen. You’ll never forget him.
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CLINCHING THE BOLT.

It needed just an extra turn to make
the bolt secure,

A few more minutes on the job and
then the work was sure;

But he begrudged the extra turn, and
when the task was through,

The man was back for more repairs in
just a day or two.

Two men there are in every place, and
one is only fair,

The other gives the extra turn to
every 'bolt that's there;

One man is slip-shod in hie work and
eager to be quit,

The other never leaves a task until
he's sure of it.

The difference twixt good and bad is
not so very much,

A far more minutes at the task, an
extra turn or touch,

A final test that all is right—and yet
the men are few

‘Who seem to think it worth their
while these extra things to do.

The poor man knows as well as does
the good man how to work,

But one takes pride in every task, the

other likes to shirk;

With just as little-as he can, one seeks 5

his pay to earn,
The good man always gives the bolt
that clinching, extra turn,

QUIT TOBACCO

So easy to drop Cionrette,
Cigar, or Chewing habit

No-To-Bac has helped thousands to
break the costly, nerveshattering to-
bacco habit. Whenever you have a

longing for a smoke or chew, just :

place a harm}ess No-To-Bac tablet in

your mouth instead. All désire stops.’

Shortly the habit s completely brok-
en, and you are better og mentally,
physicefly, financially. It’s so easy,
80 simple. Get a box of No-To-Bac
and if it doesn't release you from all
craving for tobacco in any form, your
druggist will refund your money
without question.

Montreal in Fear
" of White Slavers.

A veritable “reign of terror” is
alarming Montreal’s east end citizens,
owing to the ever increasing boldness
of white slavers, who are daily mak-
ing persistent efforts to entice young
girls to leave their homes for a life of
immorality. Parents who are com-
peu;d to leave their daughters slone
do so with the greatest reluctance,
for scorea of instances of strange men
entering homes in which attractive
girls reside with their obscene offers
have been reported. In some cascs, it
is said, they attempt to literally kitf-
nap their intended victimas., The Com-
mittee of Sixteen, a Protestant or-
ganization appointed to ‘cope with
white slave activities, has solicited
the aid of the police, who are now
making an investigation. The com-
mittee has received many frantic ap-
peals from distracted parents who be-

lieve their daughters are in danger,

DUET—“SUNRISE and YOU”—(Penn).
MISS CHASE—MR. DALE—MR. McCARTHY.

 GEORGE

DALE

' '.l‘em:.g

(A) SNOWY BREASTED
PEARL (0ld Irish).

(B) WANDERING MIN -
STREL.: (Mikado).

CRESCENT THEATRE TO-DAY

“EDDIE McGINLEY,”

~ Vaudeville Comedian

Presenting his Characteristic Comic Diversity,
Fun Successes.

Edd‘e has a new Programme every
Monday, Wednesday and Friday.

For a Good Laugh Take in the Crescent.

-

e

Store Open
Every Night.

SUMMERS’

The Stere That Gives Big Values.

The Store of

500 Suits

AMERICAN PATCHED OIL CLOTHES

(slightly discolored,)

98 garment.
75 SEE WEST WINDOW,

M. J. SUMMERS, 330 Water Street

fer27,2i
L

GreaterEServ

ththththththhthththththththththththththioe

Genuine
Kotenashi
Pea Beans.

200 bags just to hand hy
3.8. Sable. Our price._is
very reasonable. ;

HARVEY & CO., Ltd.

‘Phone 1200.

—By Bud Fisher.
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