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The opening was about two feet
across. Buttressed by the fallsn
trees below and screened by the liv-
ing ones, it was shrewdly hidden.
Ralph wondered by what chanee it
had been first discovered. He light-
ed a match and dropped it in.

It burned until it struck the bot-
tom. It was about fifteen feet deep.
There was the trunk of a young
pine standing upright within i,
reaching to within a foot of the top.

Obviously this was used to elimpd
in and out by.

this cave might be a private affair
of Charley’s. s

Now he could no longer doubt
that Nahnya’s secret, whatever it
was, lay at the end of this path.

He followed it, feeling himself on
the brink of an amazing discovery.
Nothing could have turned him back
now. ‘“With all yher pains to ‘keep
me in the dark, I have been a littie
too clever for her!"” he thought vain-
gloriously.

Sometimes the corridor was ten
feet wide, sometimes it narrowed

It was like an invitation to enter.:
but Ralph hesitated. Notwithstand-/?
ing the reassuring light of day anst
the solid earth of rocks and trees,
the feeling off something uncanny. |
something more than natural, would
not quiet down.

When he laughed this away there
remained very human fears.

“Who knows what may b2 down
there?’’ he thought. “And what kind
of a d{onception will I receive?'y Fi-
nally there were compunctions of de-
licacy.

“It’s hardly fair to break in on
their secrets behind their backs,” he
thought. Recollection of his own in-
juries wiped this out. “They weren't
so careful of my feelings,” he told
himself.

In the end, perhaps because he
was afraid, Ralph was obliged to
descer}d. As he would have put it,
he could not take a dare from him-
self.” Swinging his legs over th=
edge, he felt for the top branch of
the pine tree.

At the bottom of the hole he
struek aneother match.. There were
several pine-knot torches lying at
his feet. Picking up the longest, he
lighted it.

He was in a narrow cleft in the
rock extending obliquely and down-
ward into the mountain. It was nec-
essary to recline partly on his back
and inch himself along. holding the
spluttering torch at arm’s length he-
fore him. It was an awkward post-
ure in which to meet danger. But if
Charley could come through he could
he thought.

After only a few vards of this he
issued suddenly into a mueh larger
chamber. where he was able to stand
firmly on his feet. ! :

It ‘'was a kind of spacious corridor
running off to the right and left and
flogred with pebbles and sand. Mani-
festly- a stream had once flowed over
it, but at prezent the floor was dry.

The thrilling impressions of a cave
brought Ralph’s boyhood winging
back to him.

Thinking of grizzly bears and
mountain lions none too comfortab-
ly, he was unarmed, he sniffed the
air delicately. There was no snug-
gestion of animal- effluvium.  Any-
way. Charley had just passed
through. =

The torch made an extraordinary
dancing light on the walls of the
rock, reminding him of a ecertain
flaring gas-light in the cellar at
home. The cave was not like a tun-
nel with arching roof, as he had al-
ways imagined caves, but was still
a fissure im the rock, both sides
leaning obliqueély in the same diree-
tion.

Overhead the split gradually nar-
rowed; the light of his toreh did not
penetrate to the top of it.

Ralph was faced by the choice of |’

turning right or left in the corridor.
He lowered the torch to look for
footsteps. In the.patches of sand
they were plainly discernable, many
of them almost a beaten bath leading
off to the right. g
Besides Charley’s, Ralph readily
distinguished the prints of Nahnya’s
small, straight feet, and anothe
foot, evidently her mother’s. /
The sight of all these footsteps
had the effect of allaying Ralph’s
fears and of strongly stimulating his
excitement. Up to this moment he
had kept in view the possibility that

down to four. The air had that ex-
traordinary dead quality onlv to be
found in deep caves: but it was
quite pure, because the torech burn-
ed clearlv. ‘The stillness pressed on
‘his ear-drums.

The quietest room; the quietest
night out of doors was vibrant and
musical by comparison. His own
breathing sounded hoarse and labor-
ed in his ears.

Holding the torch high over bhis
head, he made his way swiftly over
the smooth floor, wrought up to the
highest possible pitch.

Rounding a corner of the rock,
the flickering light fell on a human
figure standing motionless before
him. He stopped short with a hor-
rid shock of fright. 5

The torch dropped from his
nerveless hand and was extinguished.,

He slowly screwed down the
clamps of self-control and, schooling
his voice, hailed the creature. Tke
sound shattered the dark stillness
with “an incredible, unnatural ring.
The sound of his own voice in that
place terified him. The silence that
followed upon it was terrible,

There was no answer.

Very slowly he forced himself to
pick up the torch, to light a mateh,
and to ignite it again. He held it
aloft. The -figure was still there,
motionless. Ralph went forward
very gingerly, and saw that it was
not human, after all, but merely
a kind of scarecrow; a stick plantsd
in the samd with a cross-piece on
which was hung a coat and hat.

Evidently some of Charley’s work,
placed there for what purpose Ralph
could not conceive. He sat down,
wiped his face, and allowed his sha-
king merves -to-quiet-down:

Proceeding, he heard a murmur
which later resolved itself into the
sound of running water. Ralph won-
dered uneasily if there were times
when a torrent swept hetween thcse
rocky walls; he pictured himself
swept helplessly upon it, and his
skin prickled.

In such g place he would not have
been surprised by anything. The
scarecrow reassured him partly.

Plainly it had been set up to stand
more than an hour or two. Keeping
on, he satisfied himself that the wat-
er was not coming toward him. The
sound increased only in the ratio of
his progress toward it.

Soon it was close ahead, not a
loud sound; but the mausical voice
of a rapid, smooth stream. Holding
the torch high, its light was reflected
in pale gleams up the corridor. The
water was coming straight toward
him, to be suddenly and mysteriously

iverted.

e A few steps farther and he had the
explanation.

A yawning hole in the floor of the
cave received the stream entire with-
out a sound. Tt simply slipped over
the lip of rock and ceased fo be.

The absence of any sound-of a
fall below was uncanny. :

Ralph tossed a little stone in the
hole—and heard nothing. Not un-
til he lay at full length and stuck
his head over the edge of the chasm
could he hear above the soft hiss of
the descending water the distant.
muffled crash of its fall.

The height suggested by the sound
staggered the senses. Ralph receiv-
ed a new and awful concepfion of

[
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Pattern Se_rvice‘

Valuable suggestions |
for the Handy Home-
maker — Order any
Pattern Through The
Courier. State size.

LADIES’ OR MISSES’ SET OF GUIMPES. -

By Anzbel Worthington.

The gitl or woman who is deft with her
needle cau s ve Lorsolf many pennies by
making her owu di inty neckwear, Guimpes
come under th: head of neckwear, and a
good patter fov them is a very desirablé
thing to have just. now when jumper
dresses are so pi“dar.  No. 8438 coutains
two distinet guimpe patterns and offers
various ways of trimming each. No. 1
nay b finished* with a  high geck and
turnover or with“¥ neek and sailor collar,
or it mry have the- collar with points in
front and eith ¢ cuare or rounded back.
The frill is ontinnal.  No, 2 is sleeveless
and has the back s omilder edzes extend-
ing over the frovt in voke offeet. It has
a large pointed collsr

The cnimpe pattern: No. 8438, is eat in
sizes 32 to 44 inch < brst moasure. As
on the figuve, the 36 inch size requires
214 ygreds 26 ingh materigl. 6 yards of
incer<ion e B envds-edeing.. o ® e s

“To obtain this pattern send 15

cents fo The ‘Courier, Brantford.
Any two patterns for 265 cents.”

———
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Once upon a time when I was
talking with a husband and wife,
the husband started to tell a story
in "illustration of some point. i

“Henry,” said his wife, with a
queer little gesture and a tone of
calm desperation that made what she
said indescribably funny, “if you tell
that story again I know I shall
scream.” -

“But my dear,” protested her hus-
band (he is one of those rare people
who have enough sense of humor to
smile even at themselves) “she
hasn’t heard it.”

She Stepped Aside While He

Told It.

We compromised finally by decid-
ing that’ she should step aside for a
few minutes while I listened to the
story. It was really worth listening
to. Quite amusing in fact. But not
S0 amusing as her protest.

She expressed so exactly what ev-
ery wife' (and husband) has felt a
hundred times.

Almost every individual has ecer-
tain stories of one sort or another
that he likes to relate whenever he
sees (or cam pry) an onening in the
conversation. There’s his favorite
funny stories, and his most exciting
adventures. and the queergst thing
that ever hannened to him, and the
‘most interesting coincidences, etc.,
ete. So long as he knows ‘how
to tell a story and doesn’t
tell the same story over again to
the same people, the fact that he is

, NOVEMBER 8, 1017, —

THAT TERRIBLE FAVORITE STORY!

repeating himself doesn’t matter.
That is, while he is a bachelor (or
she a bachelor maid). But when he
(or she) undertakes to carry an
audience of one about with him ev-
erywhere he goes, that complicates
affairs. :

No Man or Woman Wants to Play

Only for an Audience of One

It would be asking too much of
man or woman to expect them to
play only for that single audience
and neglect the gallery the rest of
their lives. We all enjoy the gallery’s
appause, however dear and import-
ant is the audience of one,

If T were asked to put up a pre-
scription for the situation I should
suggest a,very simvle one,—three
grains toleration plus two of sep-
aration.

Close the Ears of Your Mind

When you’ve heard a story so
many times that you feel like seream-
ing when vou hear it coming, just
learn to close the ears of your mind
and think of something else when it
comes. Doubtless your partner is
doing the same thing for you.

And if you find that thines like
| this fray your nerves, remember that
your partner is probhably having the
same experience. and don’t be afraid
to give both of you a little rest from
each other in any way possible,

“Yoke” used to be a favorite
simile for matrimony. “Partnership”
is more commonly used of it nowa-
days. It is an excellent change.

the goodly old phrase—the bowels
o1 the earth.

At one side two logs made a rough
bridge over the gap.

Ralph continued his way beside
the stream, crossing from side to
side, and, upon woccasions when it
tilled the Whole floor, he was forced
to wade. Here there was a faint gtir
to the air, a hint of freshness, and
he instinctively pbegan to look for
daylight ahead.

Finally he saw it far off, a crooked
exclamation-point of white.

He hastened toward it, feeling an
unbounded relief. He had been pre-
pared to face—he did not know what
—some shape of mystery or terror
in the darkness. And here was hou-
est «daylight.

An insupportable curiosity filled
him, forcing him to run and to leap
as if but a ‘minute or two of daylight
remained.

Arrived in the opening, he flung
the remains of his torch in the
water. The blessed bright sky was
over his head once more. Until ae
saw it he did not realize how heavily
he had been oppressed by wunder-
ground terrors.

At first nothing else was visible tc
him but the sky and terraces of rock
on either side between which ths
little stream came tumbling down
into the hole.

Ralph went up over the rocks like
an ape. At the top there was lusi-
green grass starred with flowers.
Trees below still obstructed his
view.

He ran on up the slope of grass
until the whole prospect opened to
his eye. There he flung himself
down to gaze his fill,

He was not disappointed. It sur-
passed his brightest imaginings. The
first glimpse amply repaid him for
the trip underground.

It was lovelier than any sight he
had ever beheld—Ilovelier than any
scene he had visited in his dreams.
It was itself, and it was new. The
artist in him experienced the rich,
rare Satisfaction of beholding a per-
fect thing.

He had to enlarge his conception
of beauty to take it in.

(Continued in Monday’s Issue.)

BECAUSE OF RED CHEEKS

HE SENT SUBSORIPTION.
‘‘Because our Jackie has bright
red cheeks, because he is full of
life, and is everything one could
want a man-child to be.”
This was the reason given by an

WAR KITCHENS®
INCOMMON USE

vide Food for Large Part
of German People

Amsterdam, Nov. 2—(Correspon-
ence)—The public kitchens establish-
ed throughout the ‘German empire
since the beginning of the war would
now be able to supply food for about
one-fourth of the pépulation, accord-
ing to a statement published by the
German war office.’ It would appear
from this statement that there were
2200 such establishments in" the
Empire and that their ordinary cap-
acity amounted. to the production in
a recent month 0£s2,500,000 quarts
of food.

‘There are in the German empire
563 communes having 10,000 or

(50 of these now are without public
kitchens. The majérity of towns re-
port establishments providing mid-
day dinners only, although all the
kitchens' are equipped for supplying
at least two meals daily.

In Berlin there are now 66 public
kitchens. The number of persons
who obtain food from them fluctua-
tes in a remarkable manner. In re-
cent weeks the number of partici-

pants has averaged about 170,000
daily.

Rippling@ 'Rhymes

HEARTRENDING.

It must be trying to the soul sto
do at home one’s peaceful stunt, and
hear each day the query droll, “Why
aren’t you fighting at the front?”
Perhaps the stay-at-home can spring
a reason why he spills no gore, but
it must jar like everything to tell
that reason o’er and o’er. The
matrons view him with disdain, as
for the soldier boys they knit; their
glances say, ‘“Your life is vain—why
don’t you try to do your bit?” _The
blooming damsels coldly gaze upon
the friendless, outcast wight, and
say, ““We’ll have no truck with
jays who stay at home when brave
men fight.” The children see him
pass their school, and cry aloud, a

American contributing for the relief
of Belgians.

Another man who sent a subscrip-
tion, wrote that he had just com-
pleted the building of a little home,
and the thought entered him that it
would not be fitting to enter it if
he did nothing for the homeless,
starving little ones of Belgium.

In some places local committees
have put boxes in public places, with
an appeal posted over them telling
of Belgium’s need. In other places
good work is being done by raising

| community contributions. It - has

been found that a good round sum
is always raised in a community
where influential citizens- take the
lead.

The Central Belgian Relief Com-
mittee here feels that these examples
will be an inspiration to Canadians
to come forward with greater held
than ever for ithe relief of this af-
flicted nation.

"No ' fewer than 10,000,000 ara
dependent for their very lives on the
food which is sent from this eontin-
ent. These ten million people are not
allowed to be heard in their own be-
half. Thev can onlv rely on the
people who are conducting the Re-
Hef Ccommission,

T &hEnentiong will be thankfully

received by the Belgian Relief Fund.
o

FIRE LOSS,
By Courier Leased Wire

Toronto, Nov. 2.—The Monetary
Times estimate of Cannda’s fire loss
during Oectober is $704.605 as eom-
rored writh the Seri-mhber - loss of
$1,301.700 and $1,077,815 for Oec-
tober of last ‘year.

Loss  ‘of child life this month is
azain high, one-third of the fatali-
iics being, children either playing
with- matehes or fire, quite a few
adult cases arise from exploded eoil
stoves. This year to date 171 lives
have been lost in fires.

ribald horde, “The corkscrew is this
slacker’s tool, while other young
men ply the sword.” He may have
reasons good as wheat for staying
home and baling hay, while martiai
neighbors go to meet the prune-fed
Prussians in the fray; but who will
listen while he tells the reason why
he doesn’t go? Men say, “If you’d
be wearing bells, you ought to swat
your country’s foe.”

WATERFORD

——

(From Our Own Correspondent).

Waterford, Nov. 1.—Squaw win-
ter is here with snow and cold
weather.” After this spell is over
probably we will have our Indian
SUMMEr, - o o ;

Messrs. Leonard Harrison and T.
C. Savage left on Tuesday afternoon
for the deer hunting in the North-
ern country. They will be absent for
a couple of, weeks. :

Rev. Frank Anderson is spending
a couple of weeks in Winnipeg.

Hallowe’en evening was the night
of nights here. Very .early in the
evening some appeared on the
streets in their fancy costume. A
{number. of blackened faces were
seen among the boys. One would
have thought this was a negro_set-
tlement. No harm was dene. Every-
where there was a party this year.
The Rebekahs held one ‘at Mr, and
Mrs. Arthur- Merritt’s, the B.Y.P.U.
and their friends were at Miss Clara
Chambers’, Miss Florence Marchand
invited her young-friends to see her
and - Miss Church . also enter-
tained The “Methodist  Sunday
School held a social evening at the
Methodist parsonage. All were
masked parties and. much enjoy-
4ment was found in guessing  who
your neighbor happened to be.

' “Mr. @eorge Pitman,  of Madison,
‘Wiseonsin, spent  a -‘few' days with
his sister, Mrs, James J. Chureh.

Two American troop trains passed

‘dow. Away up

Public Establishment Pro-

more -inhabitants-e#ch. Only about,
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POLLY'S WHIZZEN-POOF

‘“Every night just after the sun
goes down, he comes out from ' his
cave in the mountains and sits at
the edge of the road,”” explained
Polly.

Dotty and David huddled closer to
her on the step.

“Did you ever see him?” asked
Dotty, her voice filled with wonder.

‘“‘Sure,” replied Polly. “And one
night when it was very, very dark he
came and sat down right there, away
up the road. All I could see was his
great big red eye, blinking and wink-
ing at me like a_beautiful big
ruby.”

“You are not afraid of anything,
are you, Polly?” exclaimed David.

Polly shook her head. '

‘“Whizzen-Poofs won’t hurt you.
They're sent out to warn folks that
there’s danger ahead. You know
Whizzen-poofs only have one eye and
it’s so bright you can’t see where his
tail and head begin. All you see is
just one great, big, red eye, winking
and blinking at you from away down
the road,” said Polly.

“I'd like to see a Whizzen-poof, all
right,” JWughed David. “I wouldn’t
be afraid of him.”

“Then you want to wateh this
rad, for he’s likely to come out
'most any evening,” replied Polly.

That night after the lights were
out, and David was quite sure Polly
and Dotty were sound asleep, he
softly stole out of bed amnd climbed
on a chair to look out of the win-
the road— right
where Polly had pointed — there
winked and blinked a tiny red eye.

David decided it must be a baby
Whizzen-poof. He thought what a
great thing it would be to capture a
baby Whizzen-poof and have it all
for his own! So, taking his popgun,
David stole out of the house and
quickly ran down the road, The tiny
red eye began to grow larger: and
larger as David neared its hiding
place.

“It’s not a baby Whizzen-poof, so
it’s ‘a. good thing I brought my pop-
gun,” said David to himself, and
he stopped to load in ' the cork.
“Course it won’t hurt him, but I'll
scare him all right! Then I'll tie a
string around his neck ang take him
home with me,” laughed David.
“David, David, ' David,” shouted
a voice behind him, and David turn-
ed and saw Polly dragging Dotty.by
the hand, running up the road to-
wards him.

‘“Where in the world are you go-
ing?’’ eried Polly as she”eaught up
with David. David pointed to the big
red eye.

“I'm going to capture that Whiz-
zen-poof,” he replied.
tightly to Pclly’s hand, and then she
burst out laughing.

‘“‘He knows me, so you both close
your eyes and don’t open them until
I say ready.” laughed Polly, and
she led the children right up to the
big red eye.

“Ready!” ~ried Polly, and the two
children opened théir eyes.

There in front of them stood a
great pile of logs, and at one end
hung a lantern with a red chimney.

‘“They always put a red light on
things like that, so folks won’t run
into them after dark. That’s my
Whizzen-poof!™

David and Notty sat "down and
had a good lavgh over Polly’s Whiz-
zen-poof with the ‘great red-eye. Then
Polly took David and Dotty home
and once more tucked them in bed.

throughk here, going east, Wednes-
day afternoon. The boys were hang-
ing out the windows, giving a smile
to the ones who chanced to see
them. 5

Mrs. James Slack spent the week-
end with Mrs. A. J, Walker at Paris.

Mr, Bruce Burns has accepted a
position with the A. Talbot and Co.,
London, and left this week to com—
mence work. .

B.Y.P.U. “

The B.Y.P.U. rally on Monday
was not favored by the weather man
as it rained hard all day and during
the evening. Only a few delegates
braved the storm, but they enjoyed
a treat which the rest missed. Rev.
E. R. Fitch deliyered an address in
the afternoon on  “Organization,”
and disecussed the power, purpose
and fundamental principles of or-
ganization. In the evening Rev. E.
G. Dale gave an interesting address
on “The Value of the Soul.” After
showing the various estimates, the
different pcoples place upon the
value of the soul, he told that
God’s’ estimate meant the sacrifice
of his son. Rev. H. H. Bingham,
B.A., of Talbot Street Bantist
Church, London, Ont., delivereu a
lecture both afternoon and evening.
The afternoon lecture was on ‘“Have
Baptists Still a Distinctive Mes-
sage?”’ and the evening address was
the “Value and Power of the Per-
sonal Touch.” He unfolded the rare
privileges of one who does personal
work and told of many incidents
which had happencd 1n his life.

The new officers were installed
during the evening meeting, and-are
as follows: Prsident, Rev., S. H.
Lamb, Villa Nova; first vice-presi-
dent, Mr. Lorne D. Culver, Water-
ford; second .ice-president, Rev. E.
G, Dale, Boston; secretary-treasurer.
Miss Maude Fleming, Simcog' ‘super-
intendent of junior work, Mrs, H.
Crabbe, Simcoe; superintendent of
culture courses, Miss Clara’Hellyer,
B.A., Waterford; .councillors, Mr.
Wallace Haviland, Mr. Archie Cook.
Mr. McMahon. ;

Miss Eva Wilson of Vittoria sang
a beautiful solo during’the evening
meeting. ; X

The Waterford B.Y.P.U. gerved a
substantial supper between sessions
to the delegates in the basement of
the church.

Children Ory
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Dotty held|.

7 strong, rich tea—all from a'

pound package of Red Rose.’

_That seems a very large

‘\number, but then you must
semember that Red  Rose
Tea is composed chiefly of
the strong, rich Assam teas
from Northern India, which
yield an astonishing amount
of tea essence. ’

Why! You can brew five
— generous cups from about
one cent’s worth of Red Rose.
Doesn’t it seem a real war-time
economy to use Red Rose Tea,
which tastes better and goes

T. H. Estabrooks Co., Limited

DONT PUT YOUR

Lawn

but send it to us or call on the Bell Phone and we wﬂlw
- call for it, sharpen, repair and return- it in the spring. "
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¢ Xmas Cards: and
& 5 l A b ,&a., 4

Seals i o

To aid those who are now getting ready Xmas B

parcels for soldiers overseas we are making an ad-
vance showing of Xmas Gift Dressings— -

Tags, Seals and Enclosure Cards

~We would also mention “Stedman’s Overseas
Boxes” — the strongest made entainers for sol-
diers’ comforts.

: STEDMAN'S

‘* BELL PHONE 569. 160 Colborne Street.

CASTORIA-
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You Wo_tﬂd Shudder
If You Saw This—

ITTLE Belgian children—their fathers fighting,
dead, or in German bondage—thousands mother-
less, are slowly succumbing to insufficient feeding. .
A bowl of soup and a slice of bread is all they get each day.
Think of .it! : :
Their one ray of hope is to be taken to Holland and there’
nursed back to hedith by Dutch authorities, the work being financed
through public contribution to the Belgian Relief Fund. #
Fate has protected you from actually SEEING these little
walfs dying from slow starvation! Open your purse and help!
Mark your contribution for the Belgian Children’s Health Fund.
$3.70 maintains a Belgian orphan for a month. This is for
little children who are absolutely helpless and friendless. Alone in
the world. Contributions to this cause should be marked “Belgian
Orphans’ Fund.”

B (N

¢ -your ik goes Entire, through the Belgian
; Minister of the Interior (in France) to the Dutch authorities, who
administer the relief work under the app I of the Bri and
Dutch Governments.

What will you do for the waifs of Belgium? :

BELGIAN RELIEF FUND

Ontario Branch 80 King St. Wesat, te
J. W. Woods, - Chairman of Adviso
Mrs. Arthur g:;lcr. Chairman ‘3 the Cc-luu" e
Bend contributions to Miss Isabella L. G Hon. Tr 5
i or to Local Committee ,
Make cheques payable to the Belgian Relief Fund

Do not forget M s. Agar Auamsow's Canal: Boat Fusk for wovk '
emong Beigian vefugees benind the ailied lines tn Flanders. h " s
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