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l The Haunred Taxi |

(Continued from page 6)
the police and told ’em about it. Then
they took me to the morchery and
showed me his dead body—his face all
white like it was tonight, and his eyes
staring.”

“What had happened,” queried Mr.
Martin.

“Done in—murdered,” answered
Rumble. “He was a foreigner, and
some of ’em had got it in for him.
They saw him in my cab and he made
a bolt for it, but they got him in about
a -minute, Stabbed in two places, he
was. ., . S’truth* I can never drive
this cab again.”

Mr. Martin stood in silence as
thought over the story.

“Very strange,” he muttered. “And
you.say others have seen him?”

Rumble told of the other three fares
who had turned him away.

“But some hired you and saw noth-
ing?”

“Yes, one or two. They must have
been blind,” replied Rumble.

“Not at all” corrected Mr. Martin.
“If these things are seen at all they
are only seen by certain people who
have some kind of affinity with the
subject—but there, it’s most difficult
to explain, most difficult.”

“So I should think,” agreed Rumble
heartily. “But what about me and
my cab. Do you want me to drive
vou after what you've seen?”

“Well, I confess I don’t fancy it
very much,” answered Martin. “But I
don’t mind doing it, if only to give you
a 1]‘1]\"'. You can drive me to Notting
Hill.”

“Thank you, guv’nor,” sald Rumble,
fervently. “And that’ll be the last job
I'll do. tonight, or my name isn’t Wil-
liam Rumble.”

“Yery good,” replied Mr. Martin.
“And if youre sharp you may be
home in time to wish your wife a Mer-
ry Christmas. I suppose you live near
here?”

“Just off the Bdgware Road, sir,”
answered Rumble, starting up his en-
gine.

Mr. Martin’s surmise was correct,
for the bells of many churches were
ringing in the old, old festival as
William Rumble drove his taxi into
the garage at the back of his little
home. He closed the door and locked
§t, without so much as a glance into
the iInterfor of his cab. Then he en-
tered the house by the back door,
where his' wife met him and told him
sharply that he was late. Rumble
took the rebuke quietly, and sat down
moodily by the fire.

%I wonder if he was in it?” he pon-

he

They were all very sorry for Mr.
Rumble.
« * %

It was a little more than a week

later that a clerk entered the private
office of the Fire Claims Department
of the iFdelity Insurance Co.

“This claim, sir, by a man_named !
Rumble—taxi burnt out in garage,"'
he said. “Mr. Smithers thinks it needs |
further investigation. A taxi couldn’t
set itself on fire.”

“Let me see the papers,” said the
head of the Fire Claims Department,
taking several documents ‘from the
clerk and reading them carefully.

“I'm afraid I don’t quite agree with
Mr. Smithers,” he said, “I have known
of cases like this before. Please say
the claim is to be passed.”

“Very good, Mr. Martin,” answered
the clerk.

THE END

BUZZ.

This is a very old game, but is al-
ways a very great favorite. The more
the players, the greater the fun, The
way to play it is as follows: The play-
ers sit in a circle and begin to count
in turn, but when the number 7 or any
number in which the figure 7 or any
multiple of 7 is reached, they say
“Buzz,” instead of whatever the num-
ber may be. As, for instance, suppos-
ing the players have counted up to 12,
the next player will say “13,” the next
“Buge” hecause 14 is & multiple of 7
(twice 7)—the next player would then
say “15,” the next “16,” and the next
would, of course, say ‘Buzz” because
the figure 7 occurs in the number 17.
If one of the players forgets to say
“Buzz” at the proper time, he is out.
The game then starts over again with
the remaining players, and so it con-
tinues until there is but one person
remaining. If great care is taken the
numbers can be counted up to 70,
which, according to the rules before
mentioned, would, of course, be called
Bwzz. The numbers would then be
carried on as Buzz 1, Buzz 2, etc, up
to 79, but it is very seldom that this
stage is reached.

GIC MUSIC

One of the players is sent out o fthe
room, and the rest then agree upon
some simple task for her to perform,
such as moving a chair, touching an
ornament, or finding some hidden ob-
ject. She is called in and some one
begins to play the piano. If the per-
former plays very loudly, the “seek-
er” knows tha she is nowhere near
the object she is in search for. When
the music is soft then she knows that
she is very near, and when the music
ceases altogethel& she knows tha she

l Valentino’s Double

TIBOR MINDEZENTHY,

An Austriah nobleman who re-
sembles Rudolph Valentino, movie
star who died several tmonths ago.
He has come for ttyouts

THE OTHER MAN

Perhaps he sometimes slipped a bit—
‘Well, so have you.

Perhaps some things he ought to quit—
Well, so should you.

Perhaps he may have faltered—why,
‘Why, all men do, and so have I;

You must admit, unless you lie,
That so have you.

When painting some as black as ink,
As some folks do,

Perhaps, if we ewould recollect,

Perfection we would not except,

But just a man halfway correct,
Iike me and you.

I'm just a man who’s fairly good,
I'm just like you.

I've done gome things I never should,
Perhaps like you.

But, thank the Lord, I've sense to see

:I:lu: rest of men with charity;

They’re good enough if good as me—
Say men like you,

When the tax collector appears at
Melanesia, off the east coast of Aus.
tralia, a tom-tom is beaten to warn the
)\'igagcrs, who run to the woods and
iide.

(Continued from page 4)

in the begintilng, palled upon them.
They tasted the bitter frurt of repent-
ance. By this time they judged, the
watchman might have been discover-
ed, and have added to the hue and
cry. For through the ever-falling
snow, the cold bleak dawn was break-
ing. They ceased to sing, and they
saw no humor in their plight.

And then, as, for no discernible rea-
son, they happened to be passing a
subway near Van Cortlandt Park, a
blue shape sprang upon the running
board, and Hank, admitting himselt
beaten, stopped the car.

“We're pinched{” said Pudge. “Well,
I don’t know that I'm sorry!”

The door was opehed, and the red
face of Terence Malone was framed
in the opening.

“Saints preserve us!” he said richly.
“An’ you'rre still there!”

And then madness descended upon
Pudge, and he took with Terence the
same line that he had taken, earlier,
with the unresponsive watchman.

“And where else would we be, you—
you—you omadhaun!” he said sav-
agely. Now, he had not the least
notion of what an omadhaun might
be, but somewhere he had heard an
» Irishman use the wotd. *You and your
whistling! Setting every cop in town
on our trail, when we wanted nothing
better than to go home and to bed.

He shook his fist in the face of Ter-
ence, who recoiled, his blue eye pop-
ping.

“Ye're burglars!” sald Terence
weakly. “It's me duty to run ye in—"

“Burglars your grandmother!” snap-
ped Pudge, aroused. “If we were bur-
glars would we have stayed with the
cab? When we got away from you
wouldn’t we have sneaked for the sub-
way or something, and made a get-
away? Do burglars steal such stuff
as this?”

He seized a polar bear and smote
Terence full in the face with its fur-
ry weight.

“You've made mischief enough!” he
said, springing out and threatening
Terence with .some other animal.
“What are you doing here anyhow?
This isn’t your post!”

“Im off duty!” said Terence feeb-
ly. “'m on me way home to Christ-
mas dinner and the bit tree for the
young wans—"

“Oh, you are, are you?” said Pudge
bitterly. “After keeping us out all
night, you’re on your way home! Glad
I don’t pay taxes here to keep you
and your like in uniform! Well, home
you shall go, in Hank’s cab, here, when
we've done with you. But now—now

Do Your Christmas
Shopping Late

“But—" began Terence, bewildered.

“Get in!” roared Pudge.

And in Terence got. Don’t blame
him too much. Pudge was berserk
at that moment. And, once they had
him in, and were bowling pleasantly
southward, with only an occasional in-
terlude to dig out the wheels, where,
in open spaces, the snow had drifted
badly, they told him about Billy. It
was somewhere along the way that
Pudge got his really great idea, but he
kept quiet about it until they had
run the dispirited gantlet of police
that still hovered about the mansion
in which the Frothinghams lived, Ter-
ence, ‘still daseéd, assured them that
all was well, and would, in due sca-
son, be explained.

The greeting that Frothlingham re-
ceived from the sleepy but still im-
possible hallboy seemed to settle ihe
last doubts of Terence Malone.

“Tis all right, ’m thinkin’,” he said,
rubbing his hands over his poor brow.
“But ’tis not accordin’ to regulations—

“Here!” said Pudge. They were in
the hall, and Hank and the bell boy
and Frothingham were bringing in
their purchases from the cab. He took
the clothes of Santa Claus. Skillfully
he attached the balse beard and whisk-
ers to the face of Paifelman Terence
Malone. “Put on the duds!” he com-
manded. “You've got to play Santa
Claus. Maybe the kid’s old enough to
recognize his father—but he never saw
you before!”

There was a little argument, While
it endured, Frothingham held converse
with his wife, and five minutes later,
with lips that smiled and eyes that

were two blazing question marks, she |

let them in, clad in a kimona, with
beside her.

Billy’s eyes grew wide at the vision
of Santa Claus, gift laden. Neither
for his father nor his Uncle Pudge had
he eye or word.

“Oh-00!” he said. “There is a Santa
Claus!” .

(Copyright 1920, Metropolitan News-
paper Service) /

After carrying, for three years, a
pair of six-inch forceps, left in her
abdomen during an operation, Mrs.
Florence Tapp of Fulham, England,
died recently following an effort to
remove the instrument.

Because of dullness among factories |

of industrial centers of Brazil, the

cities.

SAYS EARTH LIKE GOLF BALL.

That the earth is built on the prin-
ciple of the old-fashioned metal-cored
golf ball is the contention of Dr. E.
D. Williamson, the scientist who has
just concluded a series of investiga-
tions into the subject. The metal core
of the earth, he says, i8 pure iron or
an alloy of iron and nickle, having a
thickness of not less than 4,200 miles.
Qutside of this is a layer of iron and
rock on top of which is strata of rock

which in turn is covered by the earth’s
surface consisting almost entirely of
| granite.

IS COW GUILTY?

Is a motorcyelist or a cow at fault
when the two meet, is a gquestion be-
fore the magistrate at Te Aroha, N.Z.
Robert Troughton, a farmer, sued
leged to have been caused when he
collided with Jackson’s cow. Jack-

1

| son counter-claimed $260 for his pedis
greed heifer killed by the motoreycle.
Troughton says Jackson is guilty of
negligence in allowing the cow to
roam the road, while Jackson claims
that Troughton drove the machine

carelessly and if he had kept a proper
lookout he would have seen the cow.
So the magistrate is scratching his .
head in perplexity.
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YOUR FIRE

But they won't help you rebuild or refurnish

your home.

THAT’S WHERE WE COME IN.

LOCKHART & RICHIE LTD.

114 Prince Wm. Street, Saint John, N. B.
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FIRE INSURANCE

THE FIREMEN MAY FIGHT
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Has started a movement to keep work- 'm
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Xmas Sale
A Very Close Buy has en-
abled us to pass the Lower

Price to our

Better Values Than Ever!

Customers

we’re going home—right, straight Before a crowd of 50,000, racing m

has found the object she was intended

dered thinging of the taxi which he
had just locked in the garage.
Presently the smell of sizzling saus-
ages filled the house, but awakened
no enthusiasm in the breast of Mr.
Rumble, :

to look for.

WANTED ALL HE SAW
Father—“I hope you like
Christmas dinner, Willie. Did

your |
you |

Liverpool and Manchester, England,
are to be connected by a modern auto-
tobile road, which Wwill cost nearly
$15,000,000 and give eploymeht to
2,000 men.

home! And you’re going with us, to
tell any fool eop we meet that itls
all right. Sée? You got us into troub-
1&; and now y6u’'ré géing to be our
escort home!”

clubs of Siena, Italy, recently held a
horseback race, the course being three |
times around the market square in |
keeping with a medieval custom of |
the city.

Offering our usual line of High

Grade Goods for téheﬁ_) Christmas
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“Merry Christmas” ventured his wife
presently, as she put the meal on the
table.

“”ome to you, old girl,” replied
Rumble absently, taking his seat at the
table, and making a brave show at
eating his supper. His wife observed
his eyes, which seemed to look right
through her into the beyond.

“What’s up?”’ she asked.

. Tt was some time before Mr. ]}umb!g
veplied. Then he repeated Mt.' Mar-
tin’s words:

“Most difficult to explain—most dif-
ficult,” he said; after which his wife
interrogated him no more, but went
in silence to bed.

Rumble sat until the fire died down.
In its fading depths he could see a
face—a gaunt face—with an Imperial
beard. « ¢

“I wonder if he’s there?” he asked
himself, again and again, 'until the
guestion obsessed him. Then he rose,

and, opening the door very quietly,;

crept down the garden to the garage.
With trembling hands he unlocked the |
door antl peered in. The back of the
taxi faced him, and it was some mo-
ments before he dared go round to
the front. . . . ‘

Had anyone been at hand they
would have heard a terrified exclama-E
tina, and the sound of a lieavy body
ogainst the garage 8ide as Ruihble |
¢laggered backwaffls from what he
gaw. . . Following this, a silence;
then the sound of the opening of al
etrol tin. . . . A little later, William |
tumble might have been seen hurry-
ing on tiptoe back to the house.

t was m neighbor who roused the
alarm whilst Rumble was undressing.

“Mr. Rumble, your cab’s afire!”
came the ¥oice, and Rumble hurriedly
ran downstairs and down the garden
to the garage, whilst his wife looked
on aghast from a back window as the
flames shot up, casting a warm, orange
glow on the snow-coveréd neighbor-
hood.

It was clear that nothing could be

done, and soon everyone ceased to try.{

have all you wanted?”

Willie (much shocked)—“I
think not, father!”

“Why?"

“Because if I'd had all T wanted I
should have eaaten up a .Christmas
pudding, a turkey, two ducks, ten sau-
sages, eighteen apples, two pounds of |
nuts, five pears, sixteen oranges, three
boxes of dates, two bottles of prunes, '
and a dozen bottles of lemonade!”

HUNT THE RING.

For this game a long pieces of string |
is required. On this a ring is threaded. !
and the ends of the string are knotted
together. The players then take the
string in their hands and form a circle,
while one of the company who is called |
the hunter, stands in the centre. They !
must be passed rapidly round and
round, and the players must try to pre-
vent the hunter finding out who holds
the ring. As soon as he has done this,
he takes his place in the circle, while
the person who held the ring becomes
the “hunter.”

WHAT A DRUGGIST OUGHT TO
KNOW

should

1—How little chocolate may be used
in frosted chocolate before the cus-
tomer compldins?

3_What is a good book for a boy
eleven years of age?

3—What is the first class postage
rate on a two and one-half ounce let-
ter?

4—What effect has the safety razor
had upon the drug trade?

5—What cold cream is best to use
before the application of what rouger
Of what powder?

6—What is a good 15-cent cigar?

7—How many years will a box of
$2 a pound chocolates remain “fresh”?

The cattle plague in Palestine and
Transjordan has caused a quarantine,
and owing to the prohibition against
cattle slaughter, prices of most food-
stuffs are mounting.

We wish our customers and friends a Merry
Christmas and a Happy New Year

DO YOUR SH
Taxi by

OPPING BY TAXI

hour or trip.

Shopping $2.00 per hour.
Trins arranged for at low prices.

(_omtortable heated

Sedans and Meter Cabs.

We cater to the City trade.

Donahue’s Taxi Service

CZcal Taxi tc Admiral Beatty Hotel
47 Waterloo Street, Saint John
'Phone Main 1787
~* 7~ ANYTIME ANYWHERE

~ IYPEWRITER BARGAINS

We are over-stocked with typewriters which we have re-
placed with Underwoods and are offering them at the following

Ridiculously Low Prices to clear:

Smith Premier Typewriter . .

Fox Typewriter
Monarch Typewriter . .

Empire Typewriters ...
Empire Typewriter . ...
Remington Typewritéts. . .
Remington Typewritets. . .
Typewriter,

Remington

..$ 5.00

10.00
S 10.00
13.75
25.00
35.00
40.00

1 Remington

models

1 L. C. Smith 20"’ Typewriter. . .

latest model

1 L. C. Smith Typewriter ....... 35.00

9 L. C. Smith Typewriters .....
3 L. C. Smiith Typewritérs, latest

14" Typewriter,

47.50

P oo

67.50
65.00

If you require a typewriter now is your chance as these machines have all been put
in good runhihg ofdet, and will be shipped anywhere ift New Brunswick for inspection.

The New Brunswick United Typewriter
COMPANY LIMITED

- 56 Prince William Street, Saint John, N. B.

Exclusive Distributors of The Celebrated Underwood Typewriters

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT
MERCHANT MARINE LIMITED

Operating Up-to-date Steamers with Modern Equipment

REGULAR FREIGHT SERVICES

xTo Cardiff and Swansea (

xTo London and Antwerp
ly)

x¥To Bermuda, St
Monserrat, Dominica,
Barbados, St. Vincent
Trinidad
nightly).

#To Australia direct (fortnightly).

To West Coast U. K. Ports

Intercoastal Service between Vancou-
ver, Victoria and Montreal (Sum-

(x) From Saint John, N.

Kitts,

and Demerara

ATLANT!C SERVICES
fortnightly)
(fortnigh:t-

Antigua,
St. Lucia,
, Grenada,

(fort- NAfld.,

PACIFIC SERVICES

(monthly). mer),

ly).

B. (Winter)

¥To New Zealand direct (monthly).
*To Bermuda, Bahamas, Jamaica and

British Honduras {Every 3 wecks).
*Intercoastal Service between Mon-

treal, Halifax and Victoria, Van-

couver (monthly).
via Charlottetown, during
St. Lawrence River navigation sea-
son. (Every 3 weeks).

Halifax (Winter), (month-

Pacific Coastal Service, Vancouver and
San Francisco (weekly).

(¥*) From Halifax, N. S. (Winter)

To St. John's,

HEAD OFFICE—230 St. James Street, Montreal, Que.
Saint John Office—65 Prince William Street.

AENE

Latest Noveltiés; 65c. to 90c. Toys all to
Vi i eesr ] 2800
Reg. $1.50 to $15 Trains ..98c. to $9.7
Reg. $1.25 to $5 Toysl 75}:. to $3.75H
Reg. 65c. to $6.50 Dolls. -.50¢; to $4.95
1.000 Latest Fictioh (reg. $1 to $2) . .85c.

2,000 Girls’ and Boys’ Board Bowks,
15¢c. to $1.35

trade at in many instances Lowef

Than Pre-war Prices.

Reg. 35¢. to $5 Fancy Note. Paper,
23c. to $3.85

Special prices on all Leather Goods;
Fancy Goods, Treé Ornaments, Christmas

Decoratiofis, Christtnas Cards,
Sy

Make Your Selections Eatly

SALE NOW ON!

D. McARTHUR'S - 19 King Square

Noveélties,
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Scmething
Electrical

-AND -

Electrical
Appliances

ing.

Instead

LDhile Shopping

When you've made the round of the
shops in an effort to complete your
Christmas list, you'll enjoy dining out.

Shopping is tiresome and it’s no
wonder you dread the thought of cook-

you can rest, enjoy a good
meal and excellent service in our

Coffee Shoppe

|

are always welcome addi-
tions to the equipment of

the home. Make all the

Have Your Christmas Dinner

At

home folks happy with
things Electrical.

“Electrically at Your
Service”’

The Webb
Electric Co.

89 91 GERMAIN STREET.
Phone M. 2152

Res. Phone 4094

ADMIRAL BEATTY HOTEL

Where Quality and Service are Uppermost

Prompt, Efficient Service

LT




