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Laundering the Flags of a Ship

A PACIFIC steamship that is noted/for the .fresh appearance of

its flags gives out the information that it sends them to the

laundry almost as often as it sends the table linen. Fog and smoke
soon dim the bright colors of a flag.

h

99 A Gripping Story of Love Triumphant
Over the Plots of a Master Criminal

Oh, Man!
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Limiting London’s “Skyscrapers’
ALTHOUGH the height limit of buildings in London has been

raised 20 feet, this still restricts them to 80 feet from’sidewalk

to ceiling of the top storey, a very limited neight according to
American standards. : '

|

“THE STR

Philip Presents a Brilliant Defence
Before Jury Trying Joan
Mottisfont |

“There are two stairways in thoi
building; an unnoticed entry is not
difficult. The door of the flat may !
have been left open—it often is whev; |
I am expected—at any rate, Miguel rived from the tri
got in. IL.say that he was there, the sl siplongl p to thei m:rlke:
evidence has been laid before you to i 3 y. gave one an air of im-
prove it! Had he left his signa-| . - portance to sit at the head of the
ture, it could not be more clear. And ‘ i . ; < = = table opposite a person so very im-
the devil had made things eady for portant—in Clara’'s eyes—as Judge
Miguel! There was the water, ready Wells, and a pleasurable air of re-
to his hand. The poison, he had with sponsibility in inspecting the larder
him. And Miguel makes good his | ; cvery day and checking up the freshiy
retreat. | A & § ! | {’rﬂ’ncd clothes that'lx‘vere senttup from

“The rest, gentlemen, you know. \ - elow stairs every ues.day afternoon,

, and my wife, Clara kept a neat list on a slate
ix:,adpyezzllt,b()ilsnigg:g:?dm?nister¥ng tol§ hanging in the linen, closet. Not that
4 o ! . . : ' ; - there was the dimmest possibility

the woman who had insulted and ac- | - 2 : Z that N I . ;
cused her, gave her the water that | : 3 S hiat Nora, the laundress, would carry
her cast-off lover had prepared. It anyth.ng away with her, but some-

/as subtly done, and this time the thing might get caught in the clothes
was su 'd . T Bt chute or mislaid in the laundry.
vile u:xck succeebe . - b (i . afxd It was one fine Tuesday in October
:gztpv;:;li;tt to bear e burde when Clara, counting the clean

“No more of Miguel, till he s}

clothes, noticed the absence of one
of a dozen tea napkins. She had re-
found dead, killed bi (z;n }L:nk{{‘?)l‘lwi‘ membered quite distinctly having
hand—I have not asked who Killed |
him; we are not trying the murderer

sent down cight, for there had been
1. What is that several guests besides herself Friday
of Miguel. at concerns me is
upon him were found the lying letter

afternocon when she used them at her

two-tabhle bridge party.
and the remnants of the poison he Clara consulted Mary, maid of all
had used. And enough, too. work. “Would you mind »l00king
“] have done with Miguel Casas. around the laundry and in thé clothes
ol 0 4 $ : %
Consider the question for a few mo- (hute,_ ghe asked. ? Things mignt
ments—who stole the Knayth neck- | get mislaid and I don’t want to wait

lace, alleged to be the root of the|

whole trouble? Who was the thief? |

until Nora comes again.”
Mary started to descend to the!
i e : laundry. “It’s more likely they'd get
g 2 his question—who 3 ) yd g
wa:::[ kynoe‘gse:\t/e; lbefnc:'e Lz:dv iy blown off'n the lines,” said Mary in
bois herself discovered it, that the going. “I minded Nora to fasterr the
necklace was gone? Answer, The- th;l;gs on good with that strong wind
; i : o) a-blowin’.”
ophilus Bell, this absconded ex—la‘} 2 Clara recalled that the wind had
ver on whom the police cannot lay % W baat A i e iy 9
their hands! Note that it was he )i(;'e:t;zltl ':‘l‘g:;" O"h‘ l"nda“'.f“a“‘ Was
. > that, a keen observer with a pre-
who typed the anonymous letter ac- ci;e memor:' She iek i
s v. She quiekly went into
cusing Mrs.. Mottisfont of the theft— it = ckly i
fors ixe #ttkel fiint threstens him,|and taat {hla letter wes bitded * E-\he\w?i‘xlx‘\;hl}os\:ir;f}};'x-lt;fr)l]]?gethci)h;t!:\l\f::i
makes his escape. Lady Tallbols on the very day after would blow in the directiom of the
“Jady Tallbois, maddened by the|she missed the pearls, though she northeast, that was simple enough;
gnsolence and the threat, had never | has told us all that she kept that | > enough:
'mor. need of water than at that matter secret until then! I say Bell.,
{moment. But she does not drink |directly or indirectly, was the thief!

BY JOHN
GOODWIN

'THE DAILY SHORT STORY |

THE PURPLE SOCK.
—_— s

By JANE OSBORN.

Since Clara Wells had decided to
leave college after her junior year to
keep house for her father, she had
had few regrets, ¢ .

There was much pleafure to be de-

a very interesting event, but the
judge and his son were too engrossed
in political discussion.

‘“By the way,” said the father, at
the end of the meal. “Mr. Parsons is
goigg to make a speech here tomor-
row night, as you probably knows I
have the honor of being his host. He
can’t be here for dinner, but suppose
you get up a little spread of some
sort—nothing elaborate, of course—
so that we can have a light supper
after the speech. He'll stay here-for
the night—have Mary get the eas*
guest room ‘ready—and, of course,
vou'll be here to play the part of
hostess?”

“If you want me to,” said Clara.
“Only of course you'd have a better
time talking politics if I just staved
in the kitchen getting things ready.”

“I prefer to have you play the role
of charming hostess,” instructed the
judge.

From immediately after luncheon
the next afternoon Clara worked in
the kitchen preparing the spread for
the gubernatorial candidate. She was
eager to please her father and had
gone about the matter with hemusual
precision. Heér father had given no
hint as to what Mr. Parsons liked to
eat. ' So she called up the clubhouse,
where she knew her father had often
met Mr. Parsons and asked to speak
to the head waiter. From him she
was able to learn enough of Mr. Par-~
sons’ tastes to make up a suitable
supper menu that she was sure would
please her father’s guest.

When the chef had told her that he
was partial to simple country cooking
and preferred an apple pie and a cup
of coffee for late supper to lobster
Newburg or a Welsh rabbit, she had
been even more confirmed in her be-
lief that he was middle-aged, over-
weight, bald and probably pudgy.
But he was nothing of the sort. He
was a shade too tall for Clara’s ideal,
but as straight and stalwart as a
poster. Indian, with a shock of
straight, smoothly-brushed black hair,
and he really didn’t look forty.

He seemed thoroughly appreciative
of Clara’s apple pie and smiled unaf-
fected approval at her when her

“Who was it that, in cold fact, de-
sired the death of Lady Tallbols, and
swore to bring It about? This old ad-
mirer of hers, this sinister qure.

Miguel Casas, the Floridan—who fol-
lowed her to England—who deserted
i his ship—who was so hard pressed
for money that he pawned his only
| weapon, a pistol which doubtless he
! was too great a coward to use. You
. havé heard Lady Tallbois testify that
" he threatened her—you have heard
: from her own lips her estimate of his
| character—treacherous and cunning
as a snake?

“Where do we find him next? At
.Knayth Abbey, where Lady Tallbois |
i' and her lover sit alone in a room that |
' opens on the grounds. Watching them
'is this patient and cunning assassin,
' Miguel. . He has laid his plans well;

he is prepared. Miguel knows, none
| better, the haBits of the woman
against whom he seeks vengeance.
{ Her sudden passions, her invariable
| greed for water after a scene—you,
| sitting in the jury box, have seen that
! with Your own eyes, and it was no
| secret from Miguel. On that he based
{ his plan. He was content to wait for
{ the opportunity that would bring him
revenge with safety to himself. Let
us briefly reconstruct the scene.

“Miguel bursts in and confronts

the lovers. But they are two to one
against him, and the woman the more
‘dangerous of the two. It is a wasp's
nest, indeed, that the Floridan has|
stuck his head into. There is a de-
ganter on the table; he grasps it as
& weapon of defense. And a weapon
it 1s, indeed! What more simple than
deftly to slip the dose of poison from
the palm of his hand into the decan-
jter? He does 8o, and falling back be-

| HE ACCOMPLISHED
HIS HELLISH
PURPOSE
T - vitant/

RS

{and at the northeast of the Wells's
! place was the high headge that divided
the poisoned water. Well for her!
»asmummond, revolted by that sud-
: den rage—so he tells you—flings the
,decanter through the window. It
{ breaks, the water flows and collects
‘,among the flag-stones. Even in the
, morning, it is not dry. There is, how-
, ever, a victim. Merely a dog—one of
‘the Knayth deerhounds, that has
{lapped the pool of water among the
| stones, and is found in the grounds—
| dead. The cause of death? Strychnine
. poisoning.
‘" «“No one pays any attention to the
. {neident. Nothing is thought of
4¢. Who, at such a point, would oon-
! nect the dog’s death with the de-
l canter from the dining table? Miguel
| has covered his action very well. You
‘may well think it an insane trick
ifor him to play; but there is fre-
quently a strain of insanity in orim-
'inals, even in their cunning. The
man was mad with baffled desire,
{ gresdy for vengeance.
‘n'?Mlnol for the time has faliled.
. But he is safe. No aetion is taken
ainst him for his intrusion at
gmytb. Lady Tallbois has not com-
plained to the police. She does not,
apparently, want her connection with
this half-breed adventurer adver-
tised. And she treats him and his
threats with ocontempt. You have
seen her in the box. Lady Tallbols
45 bitter, passionate, vindictive, an
amazing woman, but she has one
quality—courage, Courage even to

ol clearly is still watohing,
fetill shadowing her—still hoping for
& better opportunity. And fate plays
into his hands, What happens next?
Lady Tallbois misses the Knayth
pearls. Bhe believes—or has it sug-
gested to her—that Mrs. Mottisfont
sthe truth about the pearls.

a London street, an anony-
; mous letter, most skillfully con-
i gocted, 18 thrust into her hand bid-

ding her go to Mrs. Mottisfont and
'claim the necklace. Impulsive and
» credulous always, she goes forthwith
i to act on that advice. She has told
{ you that she lost the letter. It falls
{into the hands of Miguel
!

¢ eny

Casas.
Whether by accident or design, 1 do
! not know or care—the one thing sure
! {s that Miguel had the letter, for it
i was found on his dead body and you
i yourselves have seen {t.

“Miguel, therefore, knowing Eng-
lish and speaking and reading It
fluently—was at once in possession
of the knowledge that Lady Tallbols
would to a certainty confront Mrs.
Mottisfont, at the very hour given
-—that she would find her alone, and
a scene was inevitable. The cunning
| brain of the Floridan seized upon all
| the possibilities of the situation very
! swiftly. Here was a chance well
. worth trying and everything !n his
| tavor, 12 he could only forestall Lady

Tallbois at Endsleigh Buildings. And
he took the chance. He was there

“His letter deceived Lady Tallbois.
Does it decelve you? Who but a
guilty man would concoct such a
letter, and deliver secretly such an
accusation? And it is Bell's letter
beyond all.doubt.

“Why, you may ask, should he

who prey on society live by taking
risks; they play for heavy stakes.
I remind you that Bell and his fel-
low-scoundrel Valille were the men
who first offered Joan Tallbois the
evidence that enthroned her briefly
in the estates of Knayth—and
mulcted her of forty thousand pounds
as their price! ILater, it was they
who, under a heavy camouflage,
blackmaliled her with the threat of
publishing her dead father’'s record—
a record that this child could only
wish forgotten.

“After she had lost all, and sure
rendered her place to the present
peeress of Knayth, I learned of this
blackmail, and Joan "Tallbois, being
then my wife, I commenced to set

might be brought to justice.

self. It came within a hair's breadth
of success. For if Mrs. Mottisfont
were found guilty, my own arrest

almost certain.

pear]l mnecklace

guilt, but of innocence. It was clear-
ly contrived by the same scoundrels

|a part, and a clinching part, of the
| plan. And with the tracing of the
|letter to Theophilus Bell, that plan
{ falls in ruins.

{ *“Can any sane man now believe,”
i said@ Philip, with scathing contempt,
{“that the gemtle lady before you in
{the dock stole the Knayth necklace
iand poisoned its owner for fear of
| punishment? Or that I, the hard-
ened criminal who now addresses
vou, secretly sold the pearls and had
|a copy made of them, which I was
{about to take with me to America
!as a souvenir?”

! A quick wave of laughter greeted
his words and swept around the
court.

i *“Aye, we laugh now!” said Philip,
{ “but remember that Joan Mottisfont
has stood upon the brink of tragedy.
But for the death of Casas, with the
evidence of gullt upon him, and the
clearing of this web of lles, the subtly
cruel! plot would have succeaded. No
effort of mine would then havesaved
her.” His eyes flashed, and his
voice rang olear. “The truth is made
manifest. Well was it written, ‘Let
the innocent have faith, for the pow-
ers of hell shall not prevail against
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take such a risk? Gentlemen, those |

the law afoot, that these scoundrels;
They | |
found themselves in danger, and their | !
return thrust was this diabolically |
subtle and daring plot for the de- |
struction of Joan Mottisfont and my- |

{who evolved the typed letter—it is|

4 | cided on our verdict; my fellow jurors
§ lare unanimous.”

N raigns gravely, “find
4| guilty or not guilty?”

x| This time nothing could stop the

N admitted that the chain of evidence

| alone. Mrs. Mottisfont, I congratulate

\ | great detective was lost in Mr. Philip
N | Mottisfont.”

E'S MEDITATIONS

By J. P. Alley

| —DAT WHRITE MAN

| Jlwaut kesP DE GRAVE-
"NIHD;, HE- SAY EF ALL DR

|| FOLKS N DAX wuz T

| ISE  UP DEYD: TELL A

| | whoLE LoT, BUT DEY

| fWOULDN” TELL ME NOTHIN®

HAMBON

| el

FINE FEATHERS.
Jeff—Howdy, Vi'let!
| Violet—What Feu doin’, bloclkin’
| de trafilc at mah front gate, Jeff
| White? You just kin shuffle dlong!

| wuds of conversation wid vou, Vi'let.
Violet—Ah reckon there ain't much

! ; Econversation Ah wants to have wid a

|
i
!
|
L

i

and trial as an accomplice would in> |
evitably follow and my conviction be |

“Now that this flood of evidence |
has been lald before you you wil |
sea that the finding of the sham|
in Mrs. Mottisfont’s |
room is a further proof, not of her |

them!"” :

His voice ceased suddenly, and he
iseated himself. A husheg &ilence was
| followed by a swift, swelling outburst
{of applause which the ushers could
hardly check. When it was stilled,
the deep tones of the judge heoke in,
as he turned his face to the fury.

Mr. Justice Judd's swmming up
was a short one, and every word of
it in favor of the accused. He mar-
shaled the facts rapidly and clearly,
giving the testimony its due weight.

“I must point out to you also, gen-
tlemen,” he concluded, “that the
prosecution has been able to produce
no evidence that Mrs. Mottisfont ever
as much as set eyes on the Knayth
necklace—much less that she stole
and sold it. nd whether she know-
ingly poisoned™lLady Tallbois, in the
light of the evidence you have heard
concerning the man Casas, i{s a ques-
tion I will leave to your common
sense, with no further comment. That
is all I have to say, gentlemen, and
you may consider your verdict.”

There was a pause, and the jury,
instead of rising, remalned seated.
For barely a minute there was a
rapid consultation among them, and
the foreman, in answer to a question,
rose and turned to the judge.

‘My lord, I find there is no neces-
ity for us to retire. We have de-

's
C

i “Do you?’ said the olerk of ar-
the prisoner

“Not gulilty.”

{applause. Seldom had such an out-
burst been heard in the New Balley.
When it dled down, the juldge ad-
{dressed Joan.

“Mrs. Mottisfont,” he said gently,
!“your innocence of this charge has
been . established before the world.
You jeave the court a free woman,
and the sympathy of us all is with
you for what you have gone through.
{ “I have one more thing to say,
jon a statement that has most gener-
ously been made to me through the
police. Though their work in connec-
tion with Miguel Casas has been
both ekilled and valuable, yet it is

{which has so triumpbantly cleared
the accused, was divined, collected,
and welded by Mr. Philip Mottisfont

vou both on your defending counsel
and your husband.”

“My lord,” said Philip’s friend
from Scotland Yard, rising in the
body of the court, with a smile, “a

“And the great counsel gained by
the bar,” said the judge.
(To be continued.)

{ Hke you.

| puson dat looks like somethin’ de cat
! brung in outa de garbage can!

{ Jeff — 'Tain't mah fault Ah’'s
{ small, is it, and has to weah mah old
| clw’'es when Ah’'s wukin’' in de livery
| stable?

| Violet—Wal, ‘tain't mah fault,
| neither, so you kin jest take yo'se’f
| off.

| Jeff—But, Vi'let, listen, honey. Ah
| wants tof axe vou—ain't you gwine
| to de ball wid me?

| Violet—De bazll?

| you-all talkin' 'bout?
| Jeff—Lawsey! Ain't you heard?
| De grand ball dat de lodge am givin’'?
| Violet—'Cose Ah
| ball, but what you got to do wid an
i elegant ball like dat?

{  Jeff—Ah's axin’ you—will you go
! wid me?

| Violet—Whee! Dat am funny—
| me go to dat ball wid a little shrimp
No, suh! Ah’'s gwine wid
Rufus Jones.

Jeff—You ain't sho’ noff goin' wid
dat big niggah, is you?

Violet—Ah sho is! He am de
bestest dressed gentileman in town
and Ah’s spo-tin’ mah new red silk
dress, so you all bettah git yo'se'f an-
other gal. Good-bye.

* »

What ball 1is

*
Rufus—'Evenin’, vl'let!
ready foh de bAll tonight?
Violet—Ah sho’ is—mah feet
won't keep still.
Rufus—You is lookin’' po'ful
in dat red dress!
Violet—Ah reckon ycu and me is

Is you

jest

fine

at dat—Lawsey! Who dat comin’
down de street?
Rufus—Who you-all lookin’ at?
Violet—Dere—look—in de yaller
cap and de purple coat wid de green
vest and de red trousers. Lawsey!
Ain’t he grand!

Rufus—Why, dat's Jeff White—

knows ‘bout dat | ang march? We sho’ is gwine to be | desired

gwine to be de bestest dressed folks !

|

|

|2 Grand Potentatess+—even

|
|

1

\
|
i

| tonight.

! - i dressed-up in dat
| Jeff—Ah jest wants to have soms | Ryutus, you jest wait heah a minute—

y
CYelice® Davis .

don’'t you know he's de Grand Mys- |

terious Potentate of de lodge? And he |

am dressed in his robes for de ball |

All
scrumptiousness?

Vielet—De Grand Potentate?

"\hnT,‘Ah got to speak wid Jeff—Oh,
seff!

Jeff—Who dat callin’ “Jeff” when |
dey's addressin’ de Grand Potentate?

Violet—'Scuse me, Mistah Po-
tentate—you Jeff—Ah’s been waitin’
half an hour foh you.

Jeff—Ah ain’t got time foh talkin’
—dere waitin’ foh me to start de do-
in's at de lodge.

Violet—You sho’ is lookin’ mighty
fine tonight!

Jeffl—Yes, dere ain’t but one Grand |
Mysterious Potentate—and Ah's it! |

Violet—Lawsey! 1

Jeff—Ah’'s hurryin’ ‘cause day |
can't open de ball widout me leadin’ |
de grand march.

Violet—Lawsey!

Does we lead de |

de handsomest couple———

Jeff—'Pears like Ah recollects |
hearin’ you say you was gwine to de |
ball wid Rufus Jones. !

Violet—Me goin’ wid dat niggah? |
When de Grand Potentate done axe |
me to potentate wid him? f

Jeff—Now you all is comin’ to yoh
senses. |

Violet—Does de lady dat goes wid |
de Grand Mysterious Potentate get to |
weah de ’'flicial robes, too?

Jeff—Dere ain’'t nobody else kin
wear ‘em ’cept de wife of de Grand
Mysterious Potentate. !

Violet—De wife! Golly! Ah reck—z
on Ah’'s give up half mah life to be’
all dressed up like dat! |

Jeff—You all knows dat all you
got to do is to say de word, Vilet,
and you kin!

Violet—Is you all proposin’ to me,
Mistah White?

Jeff—Sho'! Dat’s {t!

Violet—Den Ah reckon Ah'll have |

{10 accept, 'cause Ah does want to be |

it Ah|

has to take in washin’ to support a |

lazy, good-foh-nothin' niggah!

(Copyright, 1923, by Public Ledger
Company.
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BOXER SEES THE TRIPLETS
AGAIN

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.
Day by day learn something new;
Thus will wisdom come to you.

Olda Mother Nature.

People of the Green Forest
the Green Meadows soon forget
troubles that are past. Boxer, the
young Bear who had started out into
the Great World for himself, wisely
heeded the warning of Mother Bear
to keep away from that part of the
Green Forest where her home was,
and not seeing or hearing anything
more of the three little cubs, which,
as you know, were Boxer's little
brother and two little sisters, he
soon forgot all about them.

There was plenty to do, and as
the weather grew warmer,.there were
new and interesting discoveries to
be made every day. Boxer was en-
Joying life. Now and then he met
his father, great, big, Buster Bear.
Boxer had the greatest respect for
him, and always took care never to
offend him. Altogether, they were
on very good terms.

Boxer was continually fipding new
things to eat. It was gréat fum to
explore the Green Forest. All the
stronger, and more and more in-
dependent. And all the time he was
growing wiser. He sometimes did
foolish things, but when he had once
learned a lesson he never forgot it.

Now, all this time Mother Bear's
triplets had been growing and learn-
ing. Though still very small, they
were big enough now to follow her
about while she hunted for food.

and

yright, 1922, by Features
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Usually they kept close to her heels,
mlr wanted to rulo!an?

i
|
{
{
|
!
!

|

for a while, she would send them up
to a tree and tell them to stay there.
They didn’t mind this. There was
nothing they liked better than climb-
ing about in a tree. They used to
have great times together, playing
with each other among the branches.

One day Mother Bear had led them
further from their old home than
usual. She had sent them up in a big
hemlock tree, and then had gone offi
a short distance to pull over some
old logs and tear apart some old!
stumps in search of ants. You know,
Mother Bear, like all Bears, is very
fond of ants. The triplets were feel-
ing very full of life that morning,
and were as lively as only three little
cubs can be. They chased each other
about in the braunches of that big
hemlock tree, and did their best to
knock each other off.

Now, it happened that Boxer came
along that way shortly after the
cubs had been sent up in that tree.
He had nothing in particular on his
mind. He was just roaming about.
He was startled by a noise off at one
side. Instantly he stopped to listen.
There was a great thrashing about
among the branches of a certain big
tree. Now and then there was the
snapping of broken twigs and dead
branches. \

Boxer became curious, Very care-
fully and silently he stole forward
until he could see up in that tree
clearly.. Three funny little black
forms were scrambling about up in
that tree. They were having no end
of fun. Boxer recognized them at
once. They were the little cubs whom
he bhad almost ten. Boxer sat

! other,

| will officially go down in history as

mm*mm And as he |
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A Generous Response.

Dear Miss Grey.—Thank you so
much for the gladioli bulbs, which 1
recelved Monday and put in the
ground right away. I am inclosing a
letter for Busy Hands. 1 used to live
opposite the hospital in which she is
before I was married, and my hubby
brought me to the farm to live. My
lillies from Aunt Nannie are not up
vet, but I am looking for them every
day. Like True Breton, I was won-
dering if they stayved in the ground
all winter. I shall look for the an-
swer in the Mail-Box,

JUNE ROSE.

I received several letters today for
Busy Hands. I was sure the Boxites
would let me have a generou$ re-
sponse. A number of the city Boxites
have been to see her as well.

Everlasting Gratitude.

Together with a mite for our cot,
Lonesome Lue has sent me the much- |
“Bride's trousseau.” I have |
sent the copies of it which were re- |
quested, and shall keep a copy in the
Mail-Box in case others ask for it.
You've won my everiasiing gratitude,
Lonesome Lue.

Will 1t Grow?

I think Madeira vine will grow in-
doors in the summer as well, Just An- |
We might ask Betty's Mother |
time she writes.

3

to tell us the next
At any rate, I am sending you a:
package, and you can congratulate
vour friend for myself and the Box-
ites.

Just Fifty Short.

Dear Boxites,—I think all the ity
Boxites except poor Cynthia Grey
herself were able to be at the opening
of the Memorial Hespital last week.
One of these days, when my mail bag
isn’t quite so heavy, I will be runnh;lg
up there myself to have a look at it.
It does seem a little bit of a shame,
doesn’t it, that we were just $50
short of having the brass tag on our
very own cot. I suppose the Boxites
all, know that the'cot must be paid |
for before the tag is put on, and it |

the Cynthia Grey cot. But that is
only going to be a space of a few
weeks or so, isn't jt?

Then a little note from the editor
himself the other day told me that
just as soon as the cot is paid for and
becomes our very own and the first
wee patient is tucked away In it, one
of The Advertiser staff photographers
will be at the hospital, and every one
who bas a share in it, from the wee
kiddies with their dimes to the
grown-up Boxites who have been so
generous with the!r shinplasters and
dollars, will be able to see. what has
come to pass by reason of our stock-
ing-foot pattern and our seeds and
bulbs. And, by the way, Boxites,
there are some dahlia bulbs still left,
The- city folks might call at The Ad-
vertiser office for them and leave a |
mite. CYNTHIA GREY. |

“Be Johnny on the Spot.” |
DearwMiss Grey,—Is there still a |
corner left in the Mail-Box for one |
more. 1 hope so, as I want to be that |
one. Many, many times have I peen i
going to write and send some l.lttlei
help and always it seemed either |
someone beat me in sending the need- |
ed help or else 1 walited too long, as I |
am like so many, a very busy mother. 1
I wanted very much to get a cinna- ;
mon vine, but was moving at the !
time, and they were all gone so soon. |
Best wishes to all the ecircle who are |
doing so much to help each other.
JACK OF ALL Tl;AIZES. |
't allow anyone to eat you |
agl:fr: Jack of All Trades. After
this, besides being Jack of All dees'; !
why not be Johnay on the Spot?
There’s always room for another, and ‘
you can come as often as you like. I
am sure you will find plenty of sym- ﬁ
pashy from the other busy mothers;
who belong to the minute-saving |
«club. Your bulbs are on their way, |
and I hope you have the best of luck 1

with them.

watched some of his old anger and
jealousy returned.
“(Copyright, 1923, by T.

The next story: “Boxer Degides
To Get Even.”

|
|
W. Burgess.) |

thelr property from that of the Pep-
pers.  So Mary went out searching
through the hedge, a thick hedge with
sharp twigs thagt scratched your
hands. But the schatches were worth
while for Mary found the tea napkin
—not only the tea napkin, but two

i glass towels from the kitchen supply,

a dishcloth and, very perplexing, in-
deed, a perfectly good sock.
felt sure that neither her father nor
brother had lost a sock, for she had
been so careful in checking up the
laundry lists.
dark blue, with a purplish cast—a
perfectly good silk and wool sock.
Clara's father wore all wool
time of the year and her brother wore
silk the year round, and neither of
them wore purple socks.

|
Clara carried it in and examined it |
Yes, she concluded |

carefully indoors.
with her fine sense of values and her

keen observation, it was a very, vcry?

go0od sock and in perfect condition.

|
She felt real concern for whoever |
He wouldn’t mind losing |
two, she was sure, but anyone would !
There’d al- |

had lost it.

be irritated to lose one.

ways be that extra sock /An one's

j{drawer waiting for a possible return |

of jts mate—like one love hird sitting
mournfully on its little perch after its
companion had died.

“Do vou know anybody that wears

purple socks?” Mary asked hor father |
abruptly |

and brother at dinner,
switching the conversation from a
discussion of their favorite candidate
for governor at the approaching elec-
tion. “Not a real purple, exactly, but
a dark blue with a purplish shade.”
“No, thank fortune,” quoth the bro-
ther.
thank you.”

“I confess T never notice the color |
of the socks my associates wear,” was |

her father’s

rejoindenr,
hardly

think, daughter,

g

purple hosiery. If I were a theatrical
producer, for Instance, it might be
different-—but remember I'm only a
staid and conservative old lawyer.”
He paused, smiling, ‘“Why, daughter,
would you like to meet a man who
wears purple socks?”

“Indeed I would,”
little annoyed, but
show it.
meeting a man who wears purple
socks. T don’t intend to tell you why,
either—it's just a whim.”

The next morning, instructed

sald C(Clara, a

by

Clara, Mary started out after dishes !

were washed making a round of the
neighborhood, bYeginning with the
houses to the northeast as being most
likely.

whom it belonged lived there,
the sock remained unclaimed.

Mary suggested throwing it away
at the end of her bootless search, but
Clara carried it off frantically. She
laid it between folds of white tissue

paper in one of her bureau drawers, |

feeling a sort of resentment toward
her brother and father, who had ob-
jected to its color on principle. “I'm
sure he is very nice”
sock. “Plenty of nice people Iltks
bright colors.”

That evening at dinner Clara
wanted to talk about her efforts to

Clara

Besides, this sock was |

at this |

“lI don't cultivate any freaks, |

I that anyone |
in my position would he apt to know |
intimately anyone with a taste for |

not wanting to |
“I've quite set my heart on |

She carried the sock and at'!
| every door asked if the gentleman to
But |

she told the |

father proudly proclaimed her as the
{ cook. Then after that late supper,
just when Clara thought she would
i best go oOff to her room and leave
the three men to talk politics in the
| living-room, she chanced to look at
| his feet, stretched eout perhaps a
i little more than they should have
| been toward the open fire that added
scheer to an early autumn evening.

Clara started and then suppressed
| & little exclamation. Her brother
{looked at her inqulringly. Clara
| looked at Mr. Parson’s ankles and
| then looked meaningly 4t her brother.
To be sure they were purple socks—
not a bright purple, but a sort of
dark blue that verged on the purple.
| Clara was quite sure that they were
| of the silk-wool variety that matched
the lone sock she had stowed away
hetween sheets of white paper in
her bureau drawer — her Prince
Charming’s sock, as she called it to
| herself.

Mr. Parsons, feeling the eyes of
his host's son and daughter on his
ankles, awkwardly drew up his feet.

“We didn't mean to stare,” said
Clara, “but those socks—they're just
the color: o

“They are a bit loud,” said Mr.
Parsons. “But you see there are five
{of us men at home—dad and mv
:l}xrots brothers and—well, mother gdt
{ tired of baving to sort out the things
—and she could never get 3 maid who
{ would pay any attention to the marks
| so she hit on the idea. of having uq
| all wear different colors. Dad wears
| black—insisted on it—and Tom wear;
| 8reen ones and ¥red has different
shades of gray and Sidney takes
blues and—I was away from home
| at the time and they left red or pur-
ple for me. 1t really saves no end
of confusion. TI've never lost but
! one sock since we bagan the scheme.”

Clara had jumped to her feet and
had unceremoniously gone upstairs
to fetch the missing sock, now exud -
ing a faint scent of her favorite
sachet. She showed it to Mr. Par-
sons and then, sitting down like a
little girl on a footstool at his side”
compared the texture of it with tba{
of the socks he was wearing. As she
sat with head bending low beside him
he looked at her father with an ex-
pression of kindly amusement and
admiration. It was an expression
so full of honest admiration that the
judge didn’t seem at all surprised
! when three weeks later, just on the
eve of the election, Mr. Parsons sasked
him for Clara's hand.

“I oughtn’t to ask until you know
whether I'm going to win the election
or not, but this suspense keeps me
unnerved. I think Clara would haye
me. She had a funny little girl ne-
tion in her mind that she’d marry
| the man who owned the purple seck:
| So the whola thing seems most
| natural to her. But, Judge Wells,™
| added the governor-to-be, “that soek
| isn’t really mine——"

“Don’t let that worry you,” said
| the judge. ‘“Clara knows it fsn't.
| She discoyered her mistaks the other
{ day. Our; laundress found out that
it belonged to our neighbor's ochauf-
feur, So we bought him a new palr
instead. Clara didn't want to tell
you of the mistake. She says you
| really are her prince charming after

| find the owner of the sock. It seemed ! all.”

©

DR. CHASE'S

“IWas Terribly Weal
After Baby Was Born”

no-u.bu.-nmumm&m.m.m

|

{

Mn.H.McChn,Nahl

wood, Ont., writes{

“After my baby was bem, I
was terrbly weak and rum
down, with pains acros my
back. 1 had heard so sauch
of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food that '
I decided to try it.  Three

) boxes proved enough to make
me quite strong and well again.
, I also used Dr. Chase’s Oint-
ment for a rash which broke
out on the baby, and the rash
disappeared completely in g

short time.”

NERVE FOOD
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