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By C. N. AND A. M. WILLIAMSON.
Authors of “The Lightning Conductor.”

Dolar Doll

Miles Sheridan Goes One Way and
Terry Goes Another

WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.

‘vresa Desmond (Terry), lovely and
unbelievably innocent, -is imper-
vnating her beautiful half-sister,

Juliet Divine, known as the Million
Dollar Doll, whose sketchy career is
unknown to Terry.

Miles Sheridan, Terry's ‘“Dream
Prince,” furnished the money for
her convent education when she
was a child. His wife is making
him wretched with her infidelity,
and in order to facilitate her ob-
taining a divorce, Miles offers the
Miilion Dollar Doll $20,000 to take
a yvacht trip with him, stipulating
that he will not ‘“trouble” the girl.
This, he knows, will give his wife
sumrmnt grounds for divorce. Juliet
{s unable to take the trip herself,
but working on her little sister’'s
gratitude to Miles, she persuades
Terrv to go in her place. Terry is
an exquisite ;counterpart of her
sister. =

Betty Sheridan, Miles’ wife, is deeply
in love with

Paul di Salvano, a handsome Italian.

Eustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek, wao
does not know of Terry's relation-
ship to Juliet, is in love with the
younger girl.

Poor little Terry, unaware of her
sisters reputation and of how she
must appear in the eyes of .the
world, starts the vovage with Miles,
who does not recognize in her the
little girl he befriended 8o long
ago. Mrs. Harkness, his old ser-
vant, Is sternly disapproving of
the Million Dollar Doll.

Miles meets Terry on deck and is
struck by her youthful charm. Sh:
reminds him of someone he knew
yeiars ago.

Terry tells her Prince she wants no
money from him. .

CHAPTER XXXV,
A SIREN’S CHARM,

""Well, you force me tos ask one
more question. What do vou want
from me if not money?"”

Terry drew a deep breath. ‘“That
~—that's almost the same §uestion, in
a different shape, isn't it?"”

“Perhaps. But 1 wish it answered,
now. I don't want some fantastic
idea sprung upon me later on.

“Everything’'s got to be settled
without delay. 1 thought it had been
already. Please let me "have the
truth.” .

“The truth is, T don't want any-
thing from you at all,” Terry said,
shamed anger trembling in her voice,
“You—you seem to talk as if 1 were
some greedy—animal!”

“You are, just that,” were the words
on Miles Sheridan's tongue, but he
kept them there. After the late
experience with his wife, which had
deeply wounded his pride and honor,
il not his heart, he’d come to beMeve
that he had lost trust in women.

He had told himself lately, that
if he never met a so-called “at-
tractive woman’” again he would be
glad. Yet here he was shut up with
one in a floating house and unable
to get rid of her for weeks.

She was the last creature of her
sex he would be inclined to trust;
but, unfortunately, he couldn’'t shake
lier off permanently by being a brute.

All he could do was to say, coldly.
that he had not intended to be rude.
Perhaps Miss Divine would change
her mind later on before the cruise
‘ended, and suggest some arrangement
agreeable to herself.

“Meanwhile,” he added,
and come as yvou like,
fear of disturbing me.
abroad, 1 understand,
ably know something

“please go
without any
You've been

SO you prob-

about life on

shipboard, if not on yachts.

On board this yvacht we'll manage
things much as if ‘Silverwood’ were
a liner ten times her size. We'll take
our exercise round the deck, when
we feel like it, without noticing each
other.a We don’t need to speak, or
even bow and smile as we pass.
That's the program.

“But if there's anything you want
that you haven't got, let me know—
by Mrs. Harkness or a steward. You
see the pmgram""

“I see.” Terry echoed.

She got up and walked away gquick-
ly, lest the moon should glint on the
tears in her eyes. )

Miles Sheridan loved the sea. He
had a bent for mechanics and liked
to spend an hour or two a day in
the engine room. There were men
on ‘board, inciuding Yale, the yacht's
captain, with whom he enjoyed a
chat; and there were plenty of books

to read. :

Though he had organized the cruise
for a grim purpose, he was not bored
as days drifted into nights and nights
into days. He was In a mood that
sickened Him of the world, and was
glad to be away from it, for, 'though
he had never loved Betty as a man+
loved the One Woman, her betrayal
of him had been a blow,

He could sit for hours on deck in
a long chair, smoking a pipe and
gazing in a half dream at the archi-
tecture of the waves; distant towers,
marble-white on gray-green hills,
built against the horizon only to
crumble, and he rebuilt again.

It was like life, he thought; the
stupendous Sticcesses and failures,
and new successes reared out of
ruined hopes as agels came and went.

Sometimes the Doll would go by,
and if he saw her through the corner
of an eye, "he would absorb himself
in a book. Seldom, however, did she
pass his way twice.

She seemed to know by instinet
when he was on deck, and to choose
another time for her walks.

If the girl had accepted her wages,
and the French novels, Sheridan
would have thought of her scarcely
at all, except to turn dMNtastefully

from the prospect of flaunting him- {

self with her by and by on land. But
she had thrown eight French novels
and ten thousand dollars on the floor
of her cabin: and he could not help
speculating upon her mentality,

It: intrigued him, too, that a type
of these self-indulgent dolls should
contrive to keep the figure, face and
throat of a 17-year-old girl, while a
well-bred woman of 27 or 28—like
Betty, couldn't escape the burden of
fat, and a double chin, without stern
dieting and pouring down of acia
medicines, prescribed by secret spe®-
ialists,

This doll, however, touched no
wine. So said Mrs. Harkness, having
got the information from Robexts
who waited on Miss Divine at the
table.

Sheridan. being told, had remarked,
“I'm not interested in \hes Th\mes
habits, my dear Harky. All the
same he was in erested; a mere mat-
ter of curiosity.

And from one or two things the
old wom..n had let drop before this
gently administered snub, Miles had
gleaned that his ex-nurse was weak-
ening in her disapproval of the girl
Not being a brute, Sheridan was
mildly glad. -

Rather deadly for the wretched
girl to be haunted by the graven
image Harky could be, when her
conscience was on the warpath!

It was true: before “Silverwood”
hadwheen a week at sea, Mrs. Hark-
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ness had succumbed to the charm of

the siren.

(Copyright, 1923, Wy the Bell Syndicate.)
Tomorrow's instaliment deals with

a twisted ankle and a plucky spirit.
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Savings

‘Gome ToOurStore andSeeOurBargains

S

LAWN MOWERS At Reduced Prioes.

'3 BOXES MATCHES for ............

. 25¢

SCREEN DOORS AND WINDOWS
At Reduced Prices.

GARBAGE CANS,

reg. $2.00, for .... $1.00

4 Tungsten 60-Watt Bulbs for ..

.. $1.00

bargains.

GALVANIZED TUBS, a few

seconds at

ALUMINUM WARE

vesasssas. $1.00 to $5.00
Preserving Kettles ......... $1.50 to $4.50
avssaveassesa. S200 to $4.00

Tea Kettles

Potato Pots ..
‘Wash Basins
Teapots .....
Percolators
Tin Boilers
Galvanized Boilers ....

All Copper Boilers’

coeseves. $1.25 each

" “Tin Boilers, Copper bottoms . ..

ENAMEL KETTLES, sall sizes at bargains.

. $1.25

. $1.50
$1.50
$1.00 each

Wagons, each
Kiddie Cars
Wheelbarrows

8250ea.ch

We Have COPPER WEATHER STRIP For
Three Sizes:

Doors.
/ 8~

$1.50 $1.60

per door. per door.

Sma!l Wagons

CHILDREN’S
TOYS

For Kiddies—Lots of Fun.

Medium small Wagens ..

STEEL
WOOL

Supreme.
3 Boxes
for . 250
Bargains in all
. kinds of

1%,

$1.75

We have a lot
kinds. Get our

WASHING NACHINES.

you buy on Dollar Day.

SILVERWARE

Knives, Forks
and Spoons.

of different
prices before

per door.

SPECIAL ATTENTION

MOTOR OIL
To auto owners: Here is a real bargain. in

b-gallon lots ....

This is only for Dollar Day.
Auto Sponges, a real bargain. .

. T5¢ per gal. *®

BARGAINS IN

CUT GLASS

FOR DOLLAR DAY.
See Our Bargaine.

LUNCH BOX,
i "$1.00,

BOTTLE.. 69¢
This is a real

Bargain.

. COLEMAN
AUTO PUMP,

‘Su our Large
Chamois .

..2be¢ each

$1.50 | cos 7 $5

W. A. O’'DELL HARDWARE

389-303 TALBOT ST. (OPP mnr)

- PHONE 187,

It’'s GOOD to be a woman;
A PRETTY "woman

Or even a

PRETTY GOOD woman;
For women get so much pleasure
Out of their own REFLECTIONS.
For when a woman

LOOKS into her mirror

She generally sees

A work of ART.

But when MEN

Look at themselves,

[N

They only see

What funny things
Copyright,

I “You Said It, Marcellne"’

———7--——Bv MARCELINE #'ALROY
ON REFLECTIONS.

NATURE does—

I think, myself,

Nature was so SURPRISED

At the average man’s face

That she deliberately -l

Covered her MISTAKE ™

With a prickly growth,

Which .man, ARTLESS as always,

Daily SHAVES OFF.

But woman,

For all her ARTIFICIALITY,

Is too artful

To take anything

At FACE value,
So, men should worry!

1038, Premier Syndicate, Ine.

‘The Young Chuck

Scrapes Acquain-

tance With Robber the Rat

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

Robber the Rat is a coward. Like
most cowards he is a boaster. You
will almost always find that cowards
are boasters. You know Robber is
an outcast, None of the little people

of the Green Forest and the Green
Meadows will have anything to do
with him. He pretends not to care,
but he does care. So, when he dis-
covered that the young Chuck under
Farmer Brown's barn was inclined to
be friendly, Robber began to boast.
He wanted to make himself as won-
derful as possible in the eyes of that
young Chuck.

“T take it.” said he ‘that you have
not been out -long in the Great World.
It is a very wonderful place. But
one must, K be able to take care c¢f
one's self. It is no place for one who
is afraid.”

“Then,”. said the young Chuck,
suppose yof§ are not afraid.”

“Not in the least,” replied Robber.
This was an untruth, for as I told
you before, Robber is a coward. “I've
been all over the Great World,” he
continued. ‘I have seen so much that
it is a relief to settle down here. I
don't suppose there is anyone who
has seen more of the Great World
than I have. I have been a great
traveler in my day. Yes, sir, I have
been a great traveler in my day.” g
“Then 1 shouldn't think you would
be satigfied to settle down in a place
like this,” sald the young Chuck.
“But perhaps you don't live here all
the time. It seems to me rather a

o1

=3

Hlaow
“This place,” said he, “is merely
where | sleep.”

dirty place. I suppose you go outside
to take a sun bath.”
Now, Robber the Rat does not take
sun baths. He hates the sunlight.
His deeds are deede# of darkness, and
he comeg out in the light of day only
when he must, or when there is
something to be gained by it.
But Robber knew that the young
Chuck didn’'t know theése things. He
didn’'t know that Robber had lost
hig self-respect. So Robber kept on
with his boasting. It was a great
pleasure to himself to have some-
one who would listen to him.

“This place,” said, he, “is mere-
ly where I sleep. From it I go forth
whenever I pleasé to get the things

! feel

I want. It is an easy matter to get
a living here. Vp above there are|
great bins of grain stored especially |

for me by Farmer Brown and his l
§ " ¥ £ . :

Of course, this wasn't true. but
Robber knew that the young Chuck
knew nothing about the inside of

Farmer Brown's barn. It pleased
him to pretend that all that cor n and
grain was his own. “Yes, =ir,” he
continued, “in a great room over our
heads are piles of corn and grain
that would feed all the Chucks in the
world, and all this is mine. , Those
big birds that frightened you so are
kept to lay eggs for me. Whenever 1
like having a fresh egg, T go
help myself. In the season I have
a young chicken whenever I feel like
P g
“What is a chicken?”
the young Chuck.
RObber explained that a chicken is
a baby hen, and that those .big birds
he had seen were hens. Then he con-
tinued with his boasting of the won-
derful life he led until the toolish

interrupted

young Chuck actually became en-
vious.

(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: “The Young Chuck
Begins To Have Doubts.”

TUBERCULOUS VETERANS
ELECT THEIR OFFICERS

The result of the election of officers
of the Tuberculous Veterans Associ-
ation last night is as follows: Presi-
dent, J. T. Masters; vice-president,
S. Bennett; execltitive officers, R.
Hale, J. Lee, J. Wallace, R. Nye, S.
Love, A C. Crocker; treasurer, R. D.
Swift; secretary, N. L. Philp; assist-
ant secretary, A. Berdan.

THE DAILY SHORT STOR)

POLLY OF PAPEETE.
If George and Mary Malcolm could
have foreseen the sad culmination of
their world tour (their sudden illness

with a tropical disease; their deaths
in a little one-story hotel in Papeete,
Tahiti; the consequent stranding of
their 11-year-old daughter), why, of
course, they would have abandoned
their journey.

But their vision could not pierce
the veil of the future, and events oc-
curred exactly as énumerated above.
So suddenly were they smitten that
there was no time to make arrange.
ments for little Polly. She simp.y
became a legacy to kind-hearted
Mother Kenyon, who ran the Beach
Harbor House, along with the few
effects left by her parents and what
money there war about their persons.

So Polly stised on, growing into
a shm. reserved young person, and
a great heip to Mother Kenyon, who
did well by the girl as far as lay in
her power.

‘When she was 16, two things oc-
curred. Letters began to arrive re-
garding one George Malcolm and his
wife — cautious, investigating letters
apparently written by someone who
didn’'t wish to be' let in for any re-
sponsibility until he or she were sure
of its justification. Of equal import-
ance to Polly with the letters, a new
British consul took up his residence
on the hill behind the hotel.

His name was Dean Everett. e
was very good-looking and 32. He
was unmarried and heart-free when
he came. He met Polly almost im-
mediately and fell head over heels
in love. Because he did not tell her
so—partly . because of her youth—
partly because he wished to prove his
feelings a little further before com-
mitting himself—but mostly, perhans,
because of a certain dragon-like
aspect of Mother Kenyon, who
seemed always hovering. over the

irl.

3 Months went by while Mother Ken-
von received and answered letters
without making much of them to
Polly, and Dean watched Polly daily
growing into that winsome woman-
hood when he would feel at liberty
to ask her to marry him. All Papeete
—even Mother Kenyon herself now—
were aware of his devotion. Polly
alone, although she openly sought his
companionship, seemed oblivious to
the adoration in his glance when it
turned upon her.

Then came the culminating letter.
It seemed that the person behind all
the inquiries, was a distant cousin of
George Malcolm, an elderly aunt, evi-
dently a well-to-do woman who had
never seen Polly or Polly’s mother,
but who had heard of their journey
and its sad ending months afterward.
It seems remittances had piled up at
another port of call and authorities
there had communicated with the
bank on which the checks were
drawn.

The bank in turn had sought for
relatives or information of the un-
fortunate couple. A steamer carrying
mail which might have straightened
out matters had heen lost in a South-

ern Pacific hurricane. The whols
affair had been involved and tedious

But at last to Polly, nearing hef
18 birthday, came the information
that considerable money—or so %

seemed to her—was due her and a
summons to come home and live with
the aforesaid, aunt and receive the
care and educaticr which must have
been sadly lu'luns at the ends of the
earth.

Poll; took the letter to Dean in
trcabled bewilderment. What should
she do? Mother Kenyon thought she
should go. What did he think?

“You must go. dear, by all means.”
he adviged in what he conceived to bs
an elder brotherly fashion. “Undoubt-
edly there are advantages you can
have that are impossible here. And
—and greater opportunities for your
future happiness.”

And so it was arranged. Polly wad
to go back on the very steamer which
had brought the letter. And the
steamer would leave the following
evening when the tide served, allow-
ing Polly just time to pack her few
belongings and bid farewell to all hed
friends, from the natives to those
Papeete’'s fluctuating ponulat\on whe
had remained long enough to know
and lov® Mother Kenyon's foster
child.

An hour hefore the boat was due te
g0 Polly slipped away for a few min-
ues by herself down on the silver beach,
where a radiant moon rode the heavens
and the deep boom of the surf smote
on one's ears from beyond the reef.
Would her new home bhe as wonderful
asg the one she was leaving?

fhe sat for some moments drinking
in the beauty of the scene. Then a#
che turned to go she saw a lonely “fig-
ure pacing the shore, head bhent, some
distance down the beach. She recog-
nized Dean immediately, started to-
ward him, then thotight better of it
2nd ran back toward the hotel.

The Maronia’s whisties blew shrilly
zs Everett waited on the dock. Either
Polly had not come or elsa she had
gone aboard and forgotten him. Yet
thera stood Mother Kenvon, the nucleus
of a little group. True, everyone came
down to see the boat leave, but she
would hardly stand there so compla-
cently had not FPolly been duly put
aboard.

Now they were pulling in the gane-
plank. Now there was a steadily-
widening gap between the boat and the
rock, Good-bye, little Polly. Good-bye!

But what was this sudden whirlwind
at his side, which thrust a warm hand
confidently into his? He turned and
looked into Polly’'s shining eyes.

*“Dean, you old silly! Why didn’t you"
tell me you—you cared? Instead of
that 1t had to be Mother Kenyon. T
asked her {f she thought you did, and
she said ‘Yea’ and then—why, of
course, I couldn’t go!'*

“And youll stay at the end of the
earth with me, dear?"” asked Dean, not
yet sure of his wonderful fortune.

‘’End of the earth, Dean? cried Polly.
“Why, it's home!”

(Copyright, 1923, by McClure Newspaper

Syndicate.)

Hats and Caps.

at

Dollar Day— Fhursday

Everything in our store
Shirts, Collars, Neckwear, Underwear, Socks,
See some of the specials
in our windows Wednesday and Thursday.

big reductions.

John Graham & Co.

Men’s Furnishers and Hatters

s’l 0
RUUD

Heaters will be installed as orders are received, so come early.
This iz a Dollar Day o ffer.

one,

Our Gas Ranges are priced at $30 and up. All connections are free. Every
lady can turn work hours into leisure ones by ‘this easy installment payment
plan of $4.00 down and $4.00 a month.

DOWN

On Thursday, August 23, we will accept

GAS
WATER

0 AS FIRST PAYMENT
ON A ‘272 (Regular Price)

HEATER

and $3.00 a month (connected to your tank)

Put off no longer.

SPECIAL OFFER ON

GAS RANGES

'The First Cost Is the Only Cost.

CITY GAS CO. OF LONDON

213 DUNDAS STREET ~ Commercial Department.

There Are

Every home is incomplete without

$4.00

A MONTH
No. Repair Bills

PHONE 835




