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THE POISONED

BEGIN HERE TODAY.

A novelist, seeking nocturnal adven-
tire, waits in Grosvenor Square, Lon-
‘don. Percelving a silent figure in white
standing motionless against a railing
he Investigates. He finds a girl in eve-

dress and beside her a man. The
man declares he is a passerby who
wonders what is wrong with the girl.

To every advance made by the two
men the girl replies, “Go away.” Fin-
ally she says she has taken poison and
wants to die. The novelist asks the

man to hail a taxi to take the

b, gifl to Middlesex Hospital. On the

way to the hospital the girl fights to

p from the cab., Calling at the

ital early the following morning

the writer finds the girl conscious. She
reproaches him for saving her life.

The nurse in charge explains that

' the girl is recovering but says that she

has had a very narrow escape from

death. The nurse asks the girl to give

hér name and home address.

- NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.

A smile crossed the girl’s features as
she said: “Lady Grace Tarset. My ad-
dress is 216 Grosvenor Square.”

“What!” said the Sister, and moved
her eyebrows as if to say: “She’s
wandering.”

“Yes,” sald Lady Grace, “what’s the
matter? My father's the Marquis of
Goswyn. Perhaps someone would let
him know, since you've all been kind
enough to prevent me dying when 1
wanted to.”

There was a silence, but her words
carried conviction: “Very well, your
Jadyship,” said the Sister, but I stop-
ped her.

“Don’t telephone yet,” I said. “And,
by the way, don’t tell anybody about
this. Don't tell anybody of any kind.
Otherwise there may be trouble.

As soon as the Sister left us, Lady

/ Grace turned to me and said: “Why
did you tell her that? My father must
be awfully anxious.”

“J know, but do you think he’ll want
this to get about? Deon't you see it
get into the papers?”

“I don’t care.”

. “But he’ll care. What I want to
do, if you'll let me, is to go and see
him in a few minutes. And no doubt
he'll be able to get you removed in
an ambulance, this morning, and no-
body will know.”

She sighed: “Just as you like. ) §
know you mean to be kind. I sup-
pose 1 ought to thank you for saving
my life. I don’t”

“Life isn’t as bad as it looks today,”
I told her. “And even if it is, even
it it is agony, don’t be afraid of emo-
tion. Don’t be afraid of being hurt;
while you’re capable of feeling pain,
you are living, and all life is glorious”

She looked interested, then gave a
cynical little laugh:  “That’s all very
well. I know. Live life as fully as
you can, but not when it’s full of
misery.”

I gripped her hand closer. “Look
here,” 1 said. “I fear 'm very im-

rtinent, but, after all, events have

rought us into unusually close touch.
Tell me why you tried to kill your-
gelf. I'll Lo discreet, and if anything
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GIRL
can be done to help you, I swear I'll
do it.”

She pressed my hand slightly, and
her smile was less cynical. “You're
very kind, but I'm afraid you can’t
do anything. I don’t mind telling you.
1 don’t mind telling anything. I'm in
love with a man. His name is Carlo
Scarlati. He’s a pianist.”

“Yes,” I said. = “I know his name.”

%] suppose it’s silly of me, but I
met him after one of his concerts, and
I couldrn’t help loving him. Of course,
father was awfully angry, so we had
to meet on the sly. Oh, we were 80
happy. But it didn’t last. T don’t
know why, he was so moody, and we
quarreled. But I did love him so.
Still . . yesterday, at lunch, I just
said something, and he got angry.”

“What did you say?” I asked.

Her eyes filled with tears. “I told
him not to make so much noise eating
his soup.” The sight of her tears pre-
vented my laughing, so she went on:
4] wouldn’t have thought he’d mind
such a little thing, but he was angry.
When I came back from the theatre, I
found all my letters sent back to mc.
He said that all was over between us.
1 nearly went mad. I cried a long
time. I thought of killing myself, and
I went into mother’s room. She was
asleep. I took her little bottle of tab-
lets which she has for insomnia. But
I did want to see him again, just to
try and make it up. So I ran out just
as F was. I suppose I must have cross-
ed the square. Then I felt it was no
good. He’d never forgive me, for we’'d
quarreled before. So . . . I don’t
know. I swallowed the tablets, I
don’t know how many. I don’t know
anything. I just stood there waiting
to die.” She paused. When ker tears
stopped. I wiped her eyes. Then
bending down to her, I said:

“Now, don’t cry. Itll be all right.
T'll go »ound and see your father now;
he’ll have you taken away this morn-
ing. As for Mr. Scarlati . I'm
going to gc+ him back to you”
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My intervi’w with the marquis was
short; he obviously considered it in-
fernal impertinvuce for me to save his
daughter’s life. He also suspected me
of something or «ther, probably trying
to murder her, or blackmail him. At
the end I found ou’ that the unfortun-
ate pecer was terrifid. He didn’t care
so much whether six daughters were
poisoned; what he feared was that the
incident would get intc the papers. 1
had to do everything, t. telephone for
an ambulance, to ring the bell for the
palpatating marquis so that he might
order his car. Finally, I got him and
the vehicles off to the hospital. Of one

thing I felt sure; if Lady Grace were|.

still sleepy from the effects of laud-
anum, I had sent her somebody who
would wake her up.

Now came the more delicate part of
the business. I had to find Mr. Scar-
lati, which was easy, and to bring him
back to the lady with whose karma I
had interfered. Here was a difficult
job, but by savihg the girl’s life I had
made myself responsible- for it. IfI
didn’t want to trouble myself with her,
then I ought to have been like the gog-

‘continent is a large place, and if I had

gler, avoided getting myself mixed up.
Moreover, the situation struck me as
most unpleasant. I have no prejudice
about class or nationality, but I have
known pianists, including Italian pian-
ists, The idea of remitting the ador-
able creature I had rescued into the
arms of this organgrinder was not at-
tractive. I wasn’t at all sure that it
wouldn’t have been better if she’d com-
mitted suicide, rather than marry him.
Only she’d tried to commit suicide be-
cause she couldn’t marry him. There
was no doubting it. I must hand her
over, if I could, to’the rolling eye and
the raven locks, Disgusting! Still, it
was the man who'd broken the match
off; he was no fortune hunter; perhaps
Scarlati was a decent sort.

He was easily located, for two days
before he had given a recital at the Al-
bert Hall, where I obtained the name
of his hotel. At this hotel, however,
a great disappointment would have
overwhelmed me if the habit of adven-
ture had not made me cautious. Real-
izing that my mission was delicate, and
that it might not be easy to see Scar-

«] TOLD HIM NOT TO MAKE
SO MUCH NOISE EATING HIS
SOUE.”

lati, 1 decided to impersonate one of|
the employes of the concert agency
which dealt with Scarlati’s affairs.
Thus, I still had some sort of status
when the reception clerk informed me
that Mr. Scarlati had left the hotel by
a morning train.

“Oh,” 1 said, remembering my part.
“that’s very extraordinary. We under-
stood that he wouldn’t leave till next
week.”

Fortunate shot! “We didn’t know at
all,” sald the reception clerk. “I sup-
pose he changed his plans.”

“Do you know his address?” I asked.

“No. He said that his letters were
to be sent to your agency.”

I went out, very contrite. Here was
a pretty obstacle! Evidently Scarlati
had intentionally covered his tracks.
He was fleeing from Lady Grace. But,
courage! thought I; the whole con-
tinent shall not hold him. Still, the

to wait until news of Scarlati came
through the press, Lady Grace might
. . By Jove, I'd got it. I remembered
that one of Scarlati’s eccentricities was
to refuse to play upon any piano other
than his own. The instrument was ac-
commodated with a special railway
truck, which followed the musician
everywhere. He might have hastened
his departure, but you can’t hustle a
grand piano so quickly as all that. So I
returned to the hotel. “I say,” I re-
marked to the reception clerk, “I’'m

A

awfully sorry, but I was so surprised
by your telling me that Mr. Scarlati
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MODERN MACHINERY CLAIMED ANOTHER ' .
VICTIM TODAY WHEN ARCHIE HENDERSHOTS BoOY
THEODORE ., SPRAINED HIS WRIST WHILE CRANKING

1T JUST MAKES
ME SHUDDER
-To SEE BoYs
Foow AIEOUNI'),
MACHINERY
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\_THE COFFEE GRINDER /N NOAH BAXTERS STORE

had gone that I forgot to inquire about
his pilano.”

“QOh, we've got it all clear about the
piano,” said the clerk, irritably. “It’ll
go tonight.”

“Is it properly labeled?” g

“T should say so,” replied the clerk.
“We’ve had enough trouble with that
piano as it is. You can go up for your-
self and see, if you like.”

“Up” was a manner of speaking, since
the piano was in the basement. Any-
how, a boy in buttons conducted me
through stone passages to a little room
where stood a piano already crated;
upon ‘each side was nailed a label read-
ing: Scarlati, Hotel Superbe, Brussels.

v

It was not too late to catch the
morning train, and since there was
no point in reaching Brussels in the
middle of the night, I waited for the
evening mail. Packing being a brief
operation, I had time to return to Gros-
venor Square, where I was told that
Lady Grace was ill and could see no-
body. After endless parley with thé
butler, and- further difficulties put in
my way by a bobbed, modern flapper,
secretary to the marquis, I was -al-
lowed into the sick room under the
supervision of a nurse, who reluctantly
left the room and presumably listened
at the keyhole. My sleeping beauty
was less well now.

(Continued In Our Next Issue.)

With the opening of the Banff-Wind-
ermere Highway in the Canadian Rock-
ies, a 6,500-mile scenic roadway is com-

CIVIL SERVICE MEN
BECOMING ANXIOUS

Conference Friday toDiscuss
Economy—Will There
be Drastic Cuts?

Ottawa, Jan. 29—What will be done
with superannuation in the clvil ser-
vice? The call to deputy ministers and
the Civil Service Commission to meet
the Government on Friday to discuss
civil service economies has sent a flut-
ter of excitement through all the Gov-
ernment offices with questioning as to
what is likely to be the outcome. Will
there be drastic cuts in the civil ser-
vice? The question is asked on all
hands but coupled with it is the

Stop Coughing
The simplest and best way to stop

coughs, colds, croup, bronchial ‘flu?
and la grippe coughs is to take

CHAMBERLAIN’S
COUGH REMEDY

pleted.

Every user is a friend,

further query as to what the inten-
tions of the Government are in regard
to the institution of a proper scheme of
superannuation.

In the views of a number of civil
servants, it is here that one way out
of present difficulties may be found. A
proper superannuation scheme and no
further additions to existing staffs for
a defined period, would, it is claimed
in some quarters, form a remedy for
much of the over-stafing which at
present exists.

Last Year’s Plan.

A special committee of the House
of Commons which investigated the
clvil service last year recommended a
superannuation plan, as removing “one
of the greatest deterrents to efficiency
and curtailment of staffs in many of
the departments of the public service.”

But the report came late in the ses-
sion. Legislation based on its findings
could not be introduced. But the Prime
Minister announced that at the open-
ing of the coming session the Govern-
ment would have a superannuation bill
along the lines of the committee’s
recommendations.

MEETING POSTPONED,

The W. C. T. U. postponed its
regular meeting this week so that th:
members could attend the afternoon
session of the Social Service Congress
in St. John’s Stone church.

A pilece of concrete road is reported
to have ‘‘exploded’” recently, due to ex-
pansion caused by heat of the sun.

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—HE’S GOOD ON INVITATIONS - - - .
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[~ WELL, IF YOU WANTA
CALLUP AY AAOM AN AST ,
LER IF T CAN STAY FOR

SUPPER, IT'S GARFIELD

| SUPPOSE YOU WOULD
THINK THAT A MILLION
DOLLARS WAS A LOT
OF MONEY , EVA.

MORE MONEY
HAS FLEES.

ﬂ MERE TRIFLE FO US,
EVA! (F | CAN PUT OVER

MY BIG IDEA WE'LL HAVE

THAN A DOG

THERE YOU GO, SAYING
IT'S NO GOOD BEFORE.
YOU EVEN KNOW WHAT
THE IDEA 1S! WELL, |
GUESS FOLKS ONCE THOUGHT
ALL THE GREAT INVENTORS
WERE. FOOLS.
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CAN MAKE THEM BIG
ENOUGH AND SOLID

I'LL REVOLUTIONZE
MODERN CIVILIZATION

BUBBLES),
ADAM ?
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" Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

CnsiNnun

Sometimes, as a benefit to the
depleted system through wasting dis- |
ease or as a result of seasonal habits, |
a change in diet becomes necessary.
But change in diet must not be
entered into haphazardly. It should
be made only upon the advice of your
physician, if serious impairment of
your health is to be avoided.

One may not be in the right physi-
cal condition to stand a change in
diet, without careful preparation. But
he may not be aware of this condition.
If anything should go wrong the
changed diet is to blame and not the
careless action of the individual con-
cerned. One is simply courting
trouble to institute a complete change
in diet without knowing the actual
body condition, through a careful
health examination. Often people
regard a change in diet with no more
concern than a change in clothes.

In the changing of any diet, spe-
cial care must be given to the fats.
These are not only a source of heat

IN Linl.

to the body but are very important in
regulating other food processes. Vege-
toble fats and those of nuts and oils
will be found more favorable when
¢ \ging diet. The reason is they
are more easily digested than the
animal fats. Their nutritive value is
just as great while the flavor is more
pleasing and palatable.

Too much salt retains uric acid and
therefore too much splt will cause
catarrh and other simjfar troubles. It
must also be practically avoided in all
rheumatic troubles. Too little salt is
the cause of malnutrition, owing to
deficient assimilation of food.

The salts contained in _vegetable':,
cereals, etc., are not the same as
common salt. The vegetable salts arc
chiefly phosphates and carbonates
combined with potassium, calcium
and magnesium. J

Be careful to remember in any diet
change that the salts contain no pro-
tein, as many people consider. them
nourishing.

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Olive Roberts Barton

A VERY WISE RIDDLE.

The Wise-Man-From- Oue-Town remarked—

“What’s the next riddle? What’s the
next riddle?” called the Twins when
the Riddle Lady came next day.

“I won’t keep you waiting,” smiled
the Riddle Lady, looking around and,

nodding at everybody. “This one is s0
easy I'm almost ashamed to ask it.
Anybody could guess it with his dunce-
cap on:

“I'm not a flower,
I’'m not a tree,
But full of leaves as a pound of tea.

I’'m not a house,
I’m not a store,

1 i | o
But, pictures! Why, I've a hundred or| ;,;,5] Engineers of the Province of

_more.

“I'm not a king,

I’m not a queen,

But more pages have I than they’ve
ever seen,

No voice have I

To greet your ears,

Yet stories I've told for _a hundred
years.

“I'm not the postman,

But all agree,

That a thousand letters I carry with
me.

I’'m not a country,

I’m not a state,

But my capitals come at a furious rate.

“Pm not a camel,

Or yet a snall,

But I've two backs, tho’ not a tail.
However, dears,

As friend to friend,

I must confess that ve an end.

“Now what is it?” asked the Riddle
Lady.

“Why, you have said that it wasn't
so many things, there’s nothing left,”
said Simple Simon.

“I only said it wasn't a tree or a
flower, or king, or queen, or the post-
man, or a country, or a camel, or a
snail,” declared the Riddle Lady.
“There are lots of things left to guess.
‘Shoes and ships and sealingwax and
cabbages and kings.’ No not kings, but
everything else.”

“Maybe it's cabbages,” sald Simple
Simon. “It’s got leaves.”

“No, it isn’t a cabbage!” said the
Riddle Lady. “Nancy, can’t you guess
what it is? Or you, Nick?”

But before the Twins could say a
word, the Wise-Man=From-Our-Town
remarked, “I’ve been thinking and
thinking and thinking. “Is it a quad-
re-ped of any sort? Or a dir-i-gible?
Or an e-pluribus-unum? Or an ad val-
orem? Or a post-meridian? Or an
anno-domini?”

The Riddle Land people and Mother
Goose people looked suddenly as
though the sky had fallen on them.

the Riddle Lady is making sport o
us.”

Nancy and Nick looked at each othe:
and laughed. They knew that the
Wise Man, like many wise people, wa:
sometimes thought wiser than he really
was.

“It’s a book, isn’t it?” sald Nancy.

“Of . course!” answered the Riddl
Lady. “And here is one for you with
a hundred pictures.”

(To be continued.)

ENGINEERS MEET TODAY

The annual meeting of the Profes-

New Brunswick will be held in the
| Board of Trade rooms this afternoon.
| B. M. Hill, Provincial Road Engineer,
lis retiring as president, and officers
| for the ensuing year will be elected,
{and reports received. Several dele-
gates will attend from points through-
out the province. In the evening the
St. John Branch of the Engineering
Institute of Canada is giving a dinner
for the visiting delegates at the Union
Club.

A new radio ;;tation in Holland has
direct communication with their East
Indian colonies.

Veterans’ Associatipns'
Bovril Poster Competition
closes definitely

MARCH 31st

Each donation of $1.20
entitles to ticket-folder
containing 16 color -
posters, giving an op-
portunity of winning
1st prize, about

$55,555.00

or others of the 2,003
prizes, combined value,
£30,000, about $138,888.

Send Donation of $§1.20
and play the game.

Address donations to any of the following

organizations or their branches

Veterans’ Association of Great Britain, 2725
Park Ave., Montreal.

Great War Veterans’ Association, Citizen
Building, Ottawa.

Army and N Veterans in Canada, 121
Bishop Street, Montreal.

[mperial Veterans in Canada, 700 Main
Street, Winnipeg.

Tuberculous Veterans’ Association, Room
1

47,
Citizen Building, Ottawa. .zi

“Is it as hard as that?” gasped the
Fat Man. “Dunce cap nothing! I fear

\|

SAVE MONEY—BURN
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OKE

Gives off more heat, ton for ton, than
Hard Coal—Burns clean without
Smoke, Pust, Dirt or Soot

s14:
TON

‘Cash Price—Sidewalk or Hatch Delivery

Atlantic Fuel
Colwell Fuel Company.
Clty Fuel Company.
Consumers Fuel Company.
George Dlck.

Co., Limited.
J. S. &lbbon & Company,
Emmerson Fuel Company.
Marltime Nall Company.
R.P, W. F, §tarr.




