THE STRANGER

By JOHN GOODWIN

flaney, slinking back from his
post of vantage behind the ivy of the
window, hurried round the wing of
the house, and made for the hall
MHig eyes were shining with the light
ot triumph. He made for the book
in the hall, and swiftly copied Joan’s
mame and address on an envelope.
Mhen, hurrying to the garage, he
wheeled out a bicycle and pedaled
rapidly down the lons drive through
the park.

Slaney reached the high road,
awheeled to the left and after five
minutes’ hard riding came within
* \ew of the hamlet of High Cleave.
3 2unding a corner somewhat reck-
fessly, he mnearly ran down a tall,
phabby individual tramping along
the dusty road. Slaney swerved, and,
nwithout apology, rode straight on,

" The shabby man halted abruptly,
nd stared after the cyclist. He
gtared with extraordinary intentness,
making no protest, but following the
rider with hiseyes. Slaney, quite un-
gonscious of any such scrutiny, cov-
ered the remaining quarter mile and
Jeaned his bicycle against the post-
office, which was the first outlying
thouse of the hamlet. He entered, and
%00k a telegram form. A little out
of breath, Slaney spent some appreci-
eble time and thought in concocting
he message, which he handed to the
girl operator. She looked at it with
gurprise,

“What d@’you call this?’ she asked

ertly.

“It's all right miss. Senqd §t just
Bs it is,” he said, and, paying the fee
demanded, went out.

He cycled back to Knayth, but saw
hothing of the man he had passed on
the way out ard who doubtless was
@already through the village. Slaney
took no interest in him. His own
heart was bursting with joy of a great
pchievement.

“The best day’s work ever done for
Callahan,” said Slaney with an evil
Bhuckle. “I win over this!”

It was ten minutes later when the
fall stranger emerged from under the
edge and again tramped forward
long the dusty road at the same
ven, unhurrying pace. Though elder-
, with a fringe of gray hair over
is temples, he held himself erect
/ith a soldlerly carriage. Despite a
Shabby attire, he had the look of one
ccustomed to command. His fea-
tures were distinguished, the mouth
glightly crued; a gray, pointed beard
grew on his chin. His eyes were of
a faded blue, looking straight ahead
pf him with a sheathed, brooding
Btare.
He turned into the postoffice, and in
pleasant voice asked the girl for
WO penny stamps.

“Not much business to trouble you

ere?”” he sald, smilin® as he took
hem.

“Very little indeed, sir,” she said,
pdding the “sir” unconsciously in
Bpite of his seedy clothes. “Though

ve had a job just now,” she added
artly, “that's more like a Chinese
puzzle than anything—" The girl
‘checked herself as if remembering her
pflicial position. “Anything else you
Wwant?”
I should like,” with a glance roung
fhe place that took in every detail,
¥a packet of Union Jack tobacco. I
hing I see some on the top shelf
there.”

The girl had to get a chair in order
{0 reach it. While her back was
urned the stranger, with remarkable
fleftness, slipped his long brown hand
bnder the wire postoffice screen and
fbstracted a telegram from the top

f the file. It was out of sight in his
pocket long before the girl descended.

e paid her for the tobacco, thanked

er politely and went out.

A little way out of the hamlet the
ptranger seated himself against a
ferrce and smoothed out the telegram
fprrn. It certainly read a little pecu-
farly for a village postoffice.

“ ‘Misled,” London.

“Zsip 11xo0 7 Bqzz xsia Mivkowi qe
Wfo Wimmksqe Fogxoec.

“Five.”
brows contracted,
tut a grim smile twisted his mouth.

Jeing a stub of pencil, he began
Blowly, and with evidently an effort
pf memory, to jot down fresh letters
tmderncath the apparently meaning-
ess forms given above.

Toward the end of the task the
pallor of his face lightened: a deadly,
threatening light crept into his eyes,
and his teeth shat together with a
Bharp click.

. This was the message hidden in
the cipher:

“ ‘Misled, Liondon,
W.JOAN AYRE 7 FIRR

AMBETH IS THE

EIRESS.”

CHAPTER VII.
In the Name of Charity.

Joan, standing beside the goblet,
answered Mr. Deane’s agitated
fuestion and searching stare with a
fook of wonder.

“What am 1I?” she echoed. Joan
fndicated her plain blue frak with a
light smile. “I am what vou see. A
rorking girl—a typist in the city.”

“You are English?” asked Deane,
still gazing at her.

“I was born in America—the South-
ern States,” said Joan, a little puzzled
by his queries.

“And your
Mr. Deane.

“Joan Ayre.”

The stranger's

ROAD
TALLBOIS

name?” persisted

The steward of Knayth allowe@d his

eyes to travel over the cotton dress,
fand the neat, cheap little shoes. He
ave the faintest shrug, and his face
esumed his normal serenity.
“Well, young lady.,” he said, smil-
ng,”” “you have broken a tradition
ree centuries old. Really, I think
shall have to hush this up.” Mr.
eane looked half amused and half
vexed. “It spoils the history of the
Rnayth goblet., I am glad I showed
pou round instead of the footman.”
“I will say nothing about it if you
prefer me not to,” laughed Joan. He
was such a nice old man, and had
een extremely kind to her. “I can
P keep a secret.”

ing a head of short, grizzled hair.
“Could you,” he said, in a gentle,
rather strained wvoice, “could yeu
spare a trifle, even the smallest
coin, for a man who has walked far
and is—very down on his luck?”

“You are the first woman I ever
knew who could, then,” said Deane.
“I must not bind you down like that.
I beg your pardon,” he added hur-
riedly. “I forgot you were not well—
this affair drove it out of my head.
Sit down and rest yourself, Miss
Ayre, while I put this thing away.”

Joan seated herself while Mr.
Deane washed the goblet out and
dried it very carefully with a fine
napkin he found in a drawer. As
he was so engaged, Mr. Pond, the
butler, came into the room. His eyes
passed haughtily over Joan, but when
they rested on the crystal cup in Mr.
Deane's hands the butler almost stop-
ped dead with astonishment. The
sacred Knayth goblet had been 1av-
ished from its recess for the amuse-
ment of a Monday tripper!

“Allow me to do that for you, sir;”
he said, advaming.

“Certainly not:” snapped Mr.
Deane, in sudden ill-temper either
with himself or with Mr. Pond. “Go
to your duties.y

Mr. Pond bowed with the air of an
offended archbishop, and walked ma-
jestically from the room. Joan was
frankly amused. Deane replaced the
goblet silently in its cell and locked
the door over it with a sharp click.

“Is there anything else vou would
llike to see?” he asked, rather gloom-
ily.

“I could stay in this beautiful place
all day,” said Joan, rising with a sigh.
“But I must get ypack—I have a train
to catch. I am ite rested now.”

Mr. Deane led her to the front en-
trance, looking relieved,  but Joan
thanked him so simply and prettily
for his esort that his smile came
back and he shook hands with her.
She bade him good-bye with a charm-
ing and very dignified little bow.
Deane stood some time at the door,
watching her depart.

“I have seen some strange things
under the roof of Knayth,” he mur-
mured to himself, “but none, I think
stranger than that.”

Joan’s slim figure retreated down
the long park drive between the
bordering oaks. She was returning
to the workaday world, after an hour
of wonders, her head almost confused
with the beauty and charm thst had
been revealed to her. Running
through it like a silver thread wasa
sense of subdued laughter. She won-
dered if the old Tallbois had turned
in their graves—and particularly Cel-
lini, that supreme artist and supreme
scoundrel of bygone Italy, at the
thought that his most cunning secret
had been solved by an obscure little
waif of modern London. Did he look
up at her, perhaps, from the smoking
underworld of Dante's hell, a curse
in his eyes? JIfor a curse, too, haunt-
ed Joan—the gilded curse of imagina-
tion. "

Near the park gates she turned
for a lingering farewell look at the
stately pile of Knayth, towering
above the trees, which seemed to
find it as fascinating as she.

In the roadway, leaning upon the
fence, was a shabby man, with a
neat, pointed gray beard. His chin
rested on his hands, and his eyes—
remarkable eves, with the same un-
moved stare in them that is seen in
the eyes of an eagle—were fixed on
the distant towers and windows of
Knayth as though they held him
with some hidden spell. His face
was drawn and grim.

But as Joan approached the gates
he turned his gaze upon her and
held it there as though Knayth were
suddenly forgotten. He remained
motionless, but his fierce eyes dwelt
on her face with an expression so
strange and intense that it was as
though by an effort of will he were
beseeching the girl to turn and look
at him. And Joan turned her head.

She saw nothing ‘more than a
tramp, leaning upon a fence. He
was under the shadow of a dark cedar
tree that overhung the road. She
was barely conscious of his presence
and, still deep in thought, Joan
passed tHlrough the gates and down
the slope of the dusty road.

At the bend half-way down the
hillside Joan paused at a field gate.
Cows were cropping contentedly
among the buttercups. Through the
plains below, shimmering in the mid-
day heat, the river wound like a sil-
ver snake. In the distance a moving
feather of white steam marked a
train that was hurrying London-
ward. Joan’s thoughts went back
to the incidents of the past forty-
eight hours, and she gave a little
sigh.

“I must wake up,” she said aloud,
“or I shall think I am living in
dreamland.”

She turned, and with a slight
start saw that she was not alone.
The tall tramp who had stood by the
gates of Knayth was approaching.
Walking slowly, holding himself
very erect, he came straight up to
Joan and halted within six feet of
her.

The plage was lonely. Joan’s heart
gave a strange flutter of. anxiety.
The man did not speak.

“What do you want?” she forced
herself (to say.

The tramp took off his hat, show-

Producer Favors
Co-op. Marketing

Glanworth, Feb. 20.

Dear Aunt Maria.—~Your art-
icles on Aunt Maria’'s views of
the market I find quite interesting,
and the one on the 12th inst on
your farmer friend's views on
“Co-op Marketing” I quite agree
with. Hoping you wiil continue
still to delve into the faults and
also the good points of London’'s

Covent Garden Market. I remain,
yours, e PRODUCER.

' [ Nerves So Bad That

She Would Sit and Cry

Mrs. Mary Hocking, Madoc, Ont., writes:—
*“Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food has done me a wonderful lot of good.
1 suffered from general weakness and was so run down and my heast
and merves were in such bad shape that I would sit down and cry
and not know what | was crying about. I ako
used to have weak spells. Thanks to Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food, however, | am real well now. 1

shell always keep a box of the
Nerve Food in the house, and re-
commend them to my friends;

d'qmawonderfulne&_:in." .

His voice hesitated and seemed to
tremble a little. Joan guessed that
he was not used to begging. She
took out her worn little purse. It
contained one note, a half-crown and
a penny. She could not offer him
the penny. But the hailf-crown’was
a serious matter tb Joan. She took
it out, none the less,

“No, no!” said the man hastily,

of us, surely, is rich—1I must not de-
prive you of so much. Give me any
little coin—no matter how trifling.”

A Dbeggar who complained of the
largeness of his dole, was, to Joan, a
novelty. Yet somehow, she did not
feel any surprise. She discovered
an unsuspected sixpence in the lin-
ing of the purse and gave him that.
He aavepted it with a ghave bow and
a murmur of gratitude.

“A lucky sixpence,
Joan, smiling at him.

“Lucky may it be, for both of us,”
he replied.

I hope,” said

(To be continued.)
(Copyright, 1922 by King Features
Syndicate.)

THE LAW OF SUPPLY AND
DEMAND.

s

Price invariably reflects the de-
mand for any commodity, compared
with the supply of that commodity
available. This has been the case
with regard to the recent increase in
the price of tea. The world is faced
this year not only with a tremendous
crop shortage of over 80,000,000 Ibs.,
but also with a much increased tea
consumption, especially in Great Brit-
ain, where more tea‘is used annually
than in any other country. The effect
of this condition was felt when the
largest tea firm in Canada, The Sal-
ada Te§ Company, was forced to in-
crease the price of all their blends
in order to maintain their standard
of quality.—Advt.

bty

Have forwarded Aunt Maria’s ad-
dr#]ss to a Thorndale reader for the
quilt,

Dear Miss Grey,—Saw in the paper
a few days ago where you are a be-
Hever of autosuggestion re your daf-
fodil. As far as I am concerned, I
believe in it all right, but neveér seem
to be able to concentrate enough to
get any results.

I sincerely trust you have escaped
the flu, even though you were get-
ting in touch with it. So far we have
escaped it, but it is very “prevalent
around.

I received a very nice letter from
“Hertfordshire,” and, as I suspected,
she came from the same county as
myself, but, what is better still, from
almost the same town, just five miles
from my home. Isn’t it nice to drop
across some one like that?

‘What is the matter with all
Boxites? The letters are few and
far between these days, and I'm
thinking that if one cannot find time
during these days to write it’s hardly
likely they will when the nice wea-
ther comes and the busy time.

Isn’t Aunt Nannie having her share
of suffering? Poor, dear soul, after
being in bed so_long, to have to 80
back again. I feel so sorry for her.

Well, dear Cynthia, I must close
as I am busy washing, but took a
peek at the Mail-Box page during
noonhour and saw Eleanor's letter,
so took time to write straight away.
Wishing you the best of health and
thanking you for forwarding my let-
ters. Yours very gratefully,

“THIRTY-SEVEN.”

We are always glad to hear from
vou, Thirty-Seven, but this time as
there were rather a lot of letters to
be answered I shortened your letter
just a trifle, Am so interested that
you found a compatriot in “Hert-
fordshire.” When you exchange some
interesting letters you must let the
Mail-Box enjoy them as well. Have
forwarded your letter to Eleanor.
Have any others amongst the BQxites
tried .“autosuggestion”?

Mother of Three.

Have posted your letter to Eleanor,
and also forwarded “Lancashire
Lad’s” address. You asked for “Lan-
cashier Lassie’s,” but it is not in the
Mail-Box.

WEDDINGS

HARBORN—MORRISON.

The home of Mr. and Mrs. James
Morrison, 405 Park street, Chatham,
was the scene of a very pretty wed-
ding on Saturday evening, when their
daughter, Etta Mildred, became the
bride of Wilbert Harborn, son of Mr.
and Mrs. John Harborn of that city.
To the strains of the wedding music
played by Mrs. William Phillips of
Thamesville, the: bride, becomingly
gowned in blue taffeta with gold lace,
and carrying a shower bouquet of
| Sweetheart roses and sweet peas, en-
| tered the drawing-room with her
| father,

The ceremony, which was perform-
ed by Rev. Dr. H. W. Crews, pastor
of Park Street Methodist Church,
took place at seven o'clock, just in
front of an arch of palms and ever-
| greens, inlaid with daffodils and lily
jof the valley. Nearly thirty-five
guests were present. . Miss Maud
Harborn, the bridesmaid, wore blue
silk with cream radium lace and cor-
sage of sweet peas and fern.. The
best man was Mr. Gordon Morrison
of Detroit and little Jewel Morrison,
sister of the bride, ushered the guests
into the drawing-room. Mrs. Mor-
rison, mother of the bride, wore a
Mmecoming beaded gown of blue
satin, with touches of henna, while
the groom’'s mother, Mrs. Harborn,
| was in black satin, heavily beaded.

f The groom’s gift to the bride was
|

the

a string of pearls, to the bridesmaid
‘n ring with garnet setting, the best
| man, green gold cuff links, to Miss
| Retta Shaw. Miss Viola Wright, Mr.
! Lyle Shaw and Mr. Frank Harborn,¥
i brooches and pearl cuff links, and the
| bride’s mother a leather club bag.

{ Mr. and Mrs. Harborn left on a trip
{ to Toronto, Niagara Falls and other
| places, and after March 1 will reside
i in Detroit. The bride donned a blue
| velour coat and hat to correspond for
| Wraveling. i
! "Out-of-town gudsts included Mr.
{ and Mrs. Charles Morrison of Detroit,
| Mr. and Mrs. Will Shaw, Mr. Lyle
Shaw and Miss Retta Shaw of Tur-
nerville, Miss Pearl Harborn of De-
| troit, and Mr. and Mrs. Wm: Lattimer
{ of Dresden, and Mr. and Mrs. W.
Phillips of Thamsville. The ocecasion
also marked the twenty-fifth wedding
anniversary of the bride’s parents.
| GEORGE—HARRISON.
Special to The Advertiser.

Ailsa Craig, Feb. 20.—Miss Barbara
Harrison, daughter of Fred Harrisor
of this place, was married Saturda:
to Alfred George of London, formerly
of Ailsa Craig. ¢ i

The knot was tied by Rev. Mr. Mc-

| Cormick at the parsonage, the young
| | couple leaving o'clock trai

%

raising his hand in protest: “neither i

IN BASEBALL

Bv JOHN J. McGRAW.

Analyzing the Players on McGraw’s

All-America Team of All Time—
Infielders and Outfielders Who

Contributed

Innovations

to the Sport.

(Released exclusively through the North
American Newspaper Alliance.)

ARTICLE 41,

I doubt if anybody will dispute my
selection of Eddie Collins as the
greatest second baseman of all time
and, therefore, entitled to a place on
the All-America team of all time. At
any rate, there is no doubt in my
mind about it. In picking him I have
been fully mindful of the greatnes:
of such men as Napoleon Lajoie. It’s
pretty hard to select any team and
leave Lajoie off. Still, Eddie Collins,
in my opinion, is entitled to the
honor,

There is nothing that Collins does
not know about playing that im-

EDDIE COLLINS,
McGraw's choice "as the greatest
second baseman of all time.

portant position, The Giants played
against Eddie in several world’s
championship games in which we
were defeated. T hgve been a staunch
admirer of that young man’s abllity
ever since. I saw him make his first
play and as a pivot man on a double
play I don’'t remember ever having
seen his equal. As an all-around
man he is superb. Not only does he
play the game, but he thinks it. Rare
are the occasions when Collins does
not anticipate the play. To cross
him is almost impossible. And he is
just as forceful on the offensive as
the defensive. His mental attitude
is an inspiration to his fellow play-
ers, .

In the selection of a shortstop there
is no going behind the returns. I
doubt if there is a baseball man in
the United States who would not
select Hans Wagner for shertstop for
any team, no matter how great, with-
out a momen’s hesitation. I have
never heard of anybody pointing to a
man as the possible peer of Wagner.
He stands out above all. In these
memoirs I have already devoted a
chapter to show that I think Hans
Wagner the greatest ball player that
ever lived, regardless of position.

If Wagner had any weakness as a
batter we never discovered it. On
occasions he would strike out on an
outeurve. The next time up he was
likely to hit the same kind of a curve
out of the lot. L

Wagner had a faculty of hitting
bad balls as well as good ones. He
would make up his mind to hit, and
hit he would, regardless of what the
pitcher gave him. He always stood
in the far corner of the box and
would run into the ball, swinging
with a deadly accuracy. On the de-
fensive, Wagner could throw from
any position, and he had a pair of
hands that never failed him. It was
a common saying among players that

contains No Narcotics.
When your child is restiess,
peevish, sieepiess, or when con-
vulsions threaten, it indicates the
ravages of worms and that the
little one’s strength is being
pped and d ined. Milier’s
Worm Powders get promptly at
the root of the trouble and restore
the digestive organs to a healthy
aondition. Soid by all druggists.

RINE

—

Wagner never made a wild peg ‘in
his life.”

Hans Wagner will go down in base-
ball history as the greatest of all
time. I believe that he could have
pilayed several more years than he
did. :
There have been many great third
basemen, and I have had several on
my teams, but in my mind there is no
question that the honor of the All-
America third baseman of all time
should go to Jimmy Collins, Inei-
dentally, Jimmy Collins and Eddie
Collins are not related.

I select .fimmy for his general ex-
cellence as a fielder, a hitter and a
man. He was a great fellow on and
off the field and a credit to baseball.
Jimmy Collins was particularly adept
at going for bunts. The art of bunt-
ing had just come into being when
Collins began playing third base and
he was one of the first to solve this
style of play. I remember very well
a game in which we had the opposing
third baseman standing on his head
trying to handle these tantalizing
little jabs. Collins was playing the
outfield. He was called in. In a few
innings, it seemed, he had completely
blocked our efforts.

Jimmy Collins was an originator,
the real pioneer of the modern style
of_playing third base. He is clearly
entitled to the All-America honors.
In the outfield I have selected Hugh
Duffy, of the old Boston champions,
as the All-America left fielder. Fans
of today do not remember Duffy
quite so well as the younger men, but
they shoyld. Not only was he a
marvelous fielder, but he was one of
the hardest hitters the game has ever
known. Duffy is not a large man
but, my, how he could sting that
ball! In Boston old fans still relate
some of his picturesque catches in
the outfield,

Duffy first played center field for
the Bostons. After they won the
championship in 1807 ana 1893,
though, he was shifted to left field
and playved there to the end of his
career. Duffy is one of the few men
to hit as high as .400. He also was
a great base runner and had team
spirit,

Ty Cobb is outstanding as a center
fielder,®a base runner and a batter.
There is little use in me going into
@etails about him. Everybody has
seen Ty Cobb and knows his ability.
The mere fact that he led the Ameri-
can League so many years in succes-
sion, and is still a premier with the
bat is sufficient. His aggressiveness
is even a greater factor. There have
been many ball players who could
play the outfield as well as Cobb, but
none of them had his combination of
speed, aggressiveness and quick
thinking,

I doubt if anybody will dispute Ty
Cobb's claim to the honor as the All-
American center fielder of all time.

For many years I have selected
Willie Keeler for right field. Poor
Willie died on New Year's Day, 1923,
after a long illness—heart trouble.
When he passed out ane of the great-
est lights that ever shone in baseball
was dimmed. I played on the same
team with Keeler, the Orioles, and I
knew him like a book, knew his abil-
ity in every department of the game,

At bat Keeler and myself were a
team that helped to win many a pen-

| Fashions for Men l

}
Scratch a Match.

Special to The Advertiser.
By A. T. GALLICO.

New York, Feb. 20.—The drawing
today does not represent a secret
pocket in a man's coat, but is an
invention to make life easier
the smoker. The idea is that a flex-
ible piece of emery cloth, big enough

into the inside of a suit or an over-

coat material. This provides a con-
venient moisture-proof spot
scratch a match. h

For use with your gray double-
breasted tweed suit, I recommend
plain white, light gray, or solid blue
shirts, with soft collar attached.
Tweed is not a formal suit, and so
stiff collars are not necessary. The
possibility in cravats is large. Any
combination of colors except those
inciluding browns and tans may be
used  successfully. For shoes, you
will do well to have black oxfards,
and socks that will harmonize with
the cravat, or plain black. With the
black 'suit you should wear black
shoes and black socks. Shirts de-
pend upon whether you like a  stiff
collar or not. Almost any style shirt
will go all right. Plain white, with
1 tie of pronounced color, is always
300d with black. A delicate solid
slue tie, or a black tie, is also inter-
:sting with a black suit.

Plain gold studs with tuxedo are
aot worn much now, but they are

nant. I led off and he followed. If I

‘| base runner I have no hesitation in

'All-American team as the extra out-

for

to strike a match on, may be tailored
coat and covered with a flap of the

to

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

¥ be permitted to say so, Keeler
and I practically revolutionized the
style of hitting to advance the run-
ner, a form of attack that had néver
been given much attention up to 1894,
In previous chapters I have discussed
Keeler at length, giving many in-
stances of his greatness, Space will
not permit repetition here.

As a hitter, as a fielder and as a

naming Willie Keeler as the greatest
right fielder of all time—God rest his.
soul!

It has been very hard to leave Joe
Kelley off that regular outfield. In
recognition of his greatness and to do
him justice I have placed him on my

flelder.

From my personal. association with
Kelley on the old Orioles and from
my daily observation of his work, I
am strongly convinced that Joe in his
day was as good a man for the posi-
tion as any of those who preceded
him or followed him. In considering
this matter I have gone.over all the
great ones, including such men as
Geo_pge Burns, Jimmy McAleer, and
many others. Some of them were
weak in certain spots, like hitting or
base running. Joe had no prominent
weakness. He was fast on the bases,
could hit the ball hard and was as
graceful an outfielder as one would
care to see. He covered an immense
amount of ground and had that
necessary faculty, so prominent in
Speaker and others, of being able to
place himself where the batter would
be likely to hit the ball,

Joe Kelley was a great ball player.
I wouldn’t be satisfied if T didn’t have
him on my all-star team.

I have a hunch that some old
friends—maybe some old strangers—
will write in and ask me to explain
why I left certain men off my team.
It is enough to explain my selections,
It would be impossible to discuss
those left off.

In the next chapter I will explain
my selections of pitchers.

(Copyright, 1923, in United States and
Canada by the Christy Walsh Syndicate)

THE USELESSNESS OF RAGE.

By Thornton W. Burgess.
Senseless rage will nothing gain,
But leave behind it needless pain.

—Old Mother Nature.

Rage always is foolish. Yes, sir,
rage always is foolish. It is foolish
because it is without sense. It is
ungoverned. Always it has been so,
and always it will be so, Just take
the case of Sammy Jay.

As soon as Sammy Jay discovered
that someone had been taking the

peanuts he had hidden away he was
sure that it was either Happy Jack
Squirrel or Chatterer the Red Squir-
ral, and straightway Sammy flew into
a terrible rage.

“I'l drive them out of the Old
Orchard!” he declared. “That’s what
I'll do; I'll drive them out of the Old
Orchard!”

So Sammy started to look for
Happy Jack and Chatterer. It didn't
take him long to find them, for both
were in the Old Orchard. The in-
stant Sammy spied Happy Jack he
flew right at him, screaming at the

Bl . igs

Happy Jack dodged around the

trunk of a tree.
top of his lungs. “Thief!
Thief!” screamed Sammy. “Thief!
Thief! Thief!” He darted at Happy
Jack as if he intended to pick out
his eyes. Happy Jack dodged arouna
the trunk of a tree.

“Thief yourself!” retorted Happy
Jack. *“What right have you to eall
me a thief? You haven’'t seen me
steal anything.”

“You HRave - stolen my
cried Samymy Jay.

“How do you know I have?” de-
manded Happy Jack. “You haven't
seen me steal any. If you have lost
any peanuts go catch the thief {f
there is one, and don’t blame people
until you know whether or Lot they
are guilty.” All the time Happy Jack
was dodging around the trunk of that
tres, and Sammy Jay was darting at
him and trying to strike him with
his sharp bill.

Suddenly Sammy caught sight of
Chatterer the Red Squirrel in an-
other tree a short distance away. It
was a tree in which Sammy had hid-
den a peanut. Sammy forgot Happy
Jack. He flew straight over to that
other tree. Just as he.reached it a
piece of peanut shell dropped from
Chatterer’s paws. Sammy saw it. His
rage became so great that for a
moment he couldn't find his voice.
When he did> find it he screamed as
if he would split his throat. He flaw
at Chatterer just as he had flown at
Happy Jack.

Now Chatterer can move quickly.
He hadn’'t the least trouble in keep-
ing out of Sammy Jay's way. In fact
he enjoyed~dodging around that tree
trunk. And as he dodged, he in his
turn called Sammy Jay Names. Ycu

Thief!

The Flome Wedding

By JULIA HOYT

{of their
peanuts!’ |

The home wedding is less expensive
than the church wedding, and is gen-
erally more informal. Unless the
house is very large it is of necessity
less formal, for there must be fewer
guests. They are in closer proximity
to each other, and,.besides, the at-
mosphere. of one’s own home is less
ormal than that of a church. *In my
pinion, though a home wedding may
be very pretty and appealing, it can
never have quite the solemnity or im-
pressive beauty that a church wed-
ding, when rightly handled, can have.
From the large number of letters 1
have received from readers of my
articles, I have gathered that many
people are confused in their concep-
tions of what really constitutes an
informal wedding. If my personal
opinion were asked, I should say that
if I were to be married at home 1
should have my wedding as simple as
possible (which does not mean that
it cannot be lovely), and I should cali
it informal,

But let me answer one of my cor-
respondents’ questions immediately.
No matter how informal the wedding,
no matter how few the guests, the
bride may always wear a vell, pro-
vided she wears a white dress. A
girl may wear a velil and‘ orange
blossoms but once in her lifetime, and
the only thing to prevent her is her
own desire to be married in a colored
dress. : .
If a girl is married in a traveling
dress, or even a light-colored one, it
presupposes a very informal wedding,
and consequently she has not more
than one attendant. Also, if the
bride does not wear the wedding

If you combined the curative prop~
erties of every known “ready-made”
cough remedy, you_ probably could
not get as much real curative mﬁl‘
as there is in this simple home-made
cough syrup, which is easily prepared
m(? tfe}w mmubesamht 2,

et from any 2 ouncez
of Pinex, pour it into a 16-oz. bottle
and fill the bottle with syrup, using
either plain granulated sugar syrup,
chriﬁej molasses, honey, or corn
syrup, ae; desilll'ed.be"‘lt‘he ::::ll\t is 16
ounces of really er syrup
than you could buy ready-made and
saves easily $2. Tastes pleasant and
never spoils. :

This Pinex and Syrup preparation
gets right at the cause of a cough
and gives almost immediate relief.
It loosens the phlegm, stops the nasty
throat tickle and heals the sore, irrie
tated membranes so gently and easily
that it is really astonishing.

day’s use will usually overcome
the ordinary cough and for bronchitis]
croup, hoarseness and bronchial asth-
ma, there is nothing better,

Pinex is a most valuable concen<
trated compound of genuine Norway
pine extract, and has been used for
generations to break up severe coughs.

To avoid disappointment, ask your.
druggist for “2., ounces of Pinex”
with full directions, and don’t accept
anything else. Guaranteed to give ab-
solute satisfaction or money frompt-,
&zefunded. The Pinex Co., Toronto,

dress and veil, it is usual for her to

wear a hat, :
The home wedding is usually man.

DYSPEPTICS QUIT
STOMACH DRUGGING

aged in much the same manner as a
church wedding, perhaps the only dif-
ference being that the bride does not
have as many bridallattendants. As
a general rule it is possible for her
to have only from two to four ushers,
from one to four bridesmaids and a
maid.or matron of honor. i
At the home wedding the bride's
mother receives the guests, and the
father rarely appears until he brings
his daughter into the room _for the
ceremony. The bridal procession c¢n-
ters precisely the same way as it
enters the church.
The Assembling of the Bridal Party.
For this reason the second floor of
the house is usually reserved for the
assembling of the bridal party. When
it is time for the ceremony the ushers
come down the stairs first, then the
bridesmaids, maid of honor, and last
the bride leaning on her father's arm.
If the bride’'s father is not living, and
she has no brother to do this office,
#he comes in walking with her mother,
who stands behind her throughout
the ceremony as is the custom for
the father. This is the same in a
church wedding.
A room should be provided, prefer-
ably on the second floor, where the
ceremony will take place, where the
clergyman may don his surplice and
after the ceremony remove it. This
room also serves as a reception room
for the bridegroom and the best man. |
It is always an advantage when the |
room in which the ceremony is per-|
]
1

formed has two entrances. The main
or hall entrance is then used by the
bride and her attendants, and the]
other by the clergyman, the bride- |
groom and the best man.

The furniture is usually moved out
entirely or is pushed up against the
wall. It is not customary to provide
seats for guests at a home wedding |
except for old people. They stand
while other guests arrive, and remain
standing throughout the c-m'emony;
and reception.

At one end of the room is an im- |
provised altar of flowers, praver |
bench and perhaps a smail railing. |
The bridegroom enters with his best |
man following the clergyman and|
awaits the arrival of the bride, faving |
the guests as he would in a church. |
The guests should have arrived a |
few minutes before the houtr

stated |
in the invitation, as the ceremony is |
supposed to take place at the time |
indicated.

When the clergyman and bride-
groom enter for the ceremony, the
mother leaves her place at the en-
trance where she'stood receiving and
goes to the left side of the altar|
with the rest of the bride’s famiiy |
group. Sometimes a small space on
each side of the altar is measured off
with white ribbons to prevent the
guests crowding too near and thus
deprive the family of their rightful |
place.

The Ceremony.

As the bridal party enters the
bridegroom comes a little forward
to claim his bride. The entire bridal
party stands in the same formation
as it would in church..  Ushers smml;
on both sides, the bridesmaids and !
the maid of honor at the bride’s left. |
the best man at the bridegroom’s |
right, and the father of the Yride|
stands a little way behind the souple. |

During the ceremony the bridal|
party have their backs to guests, and |
the clergyman faces them as he would |
in a church. ;

After the ceremony the bridegroom |
always Kisses the bride before they
receive the
friends. 1t

turn to congratulations

is absolutely |
against all tradition for anyone to |
kiss her before her husband does. |
After they kiss, the vlergyman con- |
gratuiates them and withdraws. {

The bride’s parents are next to!
congratulate the couple, then the
groom’s parents and then the guests. |
The best man and ushers simply |
make “themselves agreeable to the
guests, and particularly to the fami-
lies of the bride and groom.

Women guests always wear after-
noon gowns and hats at a wedding
in the daytime.

A Home Wedding In Washington.

The most charmingly simple home
wedding I have ever seen cccurred
in Washington several years ago. The
house was of medium slze, but the
living-room was ideal for the occa.-
sion, being abeout 30 feet long and
24 feet wide. Ona entrance led into
the hall, from which rose an impres-
sive staircase, and the other en-
trance led into the drawing-rocm.
The latter was given over toc tha
clergyman, and from there the bride-
groom and best man entered the
living-room for the ceremony.

At the far end of the room and
directly opposite the door into the
hall stood a big English fireplace,
which was disguised as an altar. The

know Chatterer delights to see other
people angry, and especially does he
delight in seeing Sammy Jay angry.

Happy Jack chuckled as he lis-
tened to the racket Sammy Jay and
Chatterer were making. Then he
took that opportunity to go hunt for
more of Sammy Jay’s hiding places.
Presently he found one, and prompt-
ly sat up to eat that peanut. Sammy
Jay, pausing to get his breath, hap-.
pened to look over to that tree and
saw Happy Jack. Instantly he flaw
at Happy Jack in a worse rage than
ever. Chatterer took that opportun-
ity to hunt for another peanut, and
presently he found one. So it went
on, Sammy Jay tiring himself out in
useless rage, and those two Squirre}
cousins taking advantage of it toget
those hidden peanuts.

either side of the room and making

fireplace opening was skilfully draped
with lilies-of-the-valley. The rest
was covered with decorations of tea |
roses, lilies-of-the-valley and thick !
festoons of green, while on each side |
stood tall palms and banked ferns.
Directly in front stood a miniature
gold railing as at a church altar, and
there was a prayer bench covered
with a white velvet pillow for ihe
bride and grgoom to kneel upon dur-
ing the ceremony. .

When the bridegroom and best man
entered with the clergyman and stood
waiting at the altar for the bridal
procession, four little girls dressed
all in white entered the room carry-
ing long white ribbons, each holdi
an end. Two of them x'emahl)?g
standing at the door and the otHer
two walked up to the altar, thus sep-
arating the guests into groups on

aisle for the bridal procession.

At this point a stringed orchestra

|urine is cloudy, full of sediment, :

A physician says that in most cases
of stomach trouble there is really no
disease of the stomach at all, but just
too mpch acid. xcessive acid pre-
vents tural digestion, causes sour
stomach, fermentation of food, and this
upsets the liver and intestines and
causes nervousness, weakness, sleep+
lessness, and ‘‘blues.”

Quit stomach drugs and artificial
digestents. Simply take a teaspoonful
or four tablets of ordinary Bisurated
Magnesia in a glass of hot water arter
meals to neutralize the excessive acidity
and you will be all right,

It works fine. You can eat what y-u
want and sleep all night—no more walk-
ing the floor at three and four o'clock
in the morning and suffering from ex-
treme weakness and nervousness all the
next day. Blsurated Magnesia ‘is fcr
sale by all druggists in powder or *ablet
form. Try this plan for three weeks.-=
Advt.

DRINK WATER
IF BACK OR
KIDNEYS HURT

Begin Taking Salts If You
Feel Backachy or Have
Bladder Weakness.

Too much rich food forms
which excite and overwork the kid-
neys in their efforts to filter it from
the syvstem. Flush the kidneys occa-
sionally to relieve them like you re=
lieve the bowels, removing acids,waste
and poison, else you may feel a duil
migery in the kidney region, sharp
pains in the back or sick headache,
a ness, the gtomach sours, temgue
Is coated, and when the weather is
bad you have rheumatic iwinges. T

acids

®
channels often ge
one 1o get up two o1
ing the night.

To help neutralize
acids and flush off th
waste, begin drinking water. Also &
about four ounces of Jad Salts from
any pharmacy, take a tablespoonful in
a glass of water before breakfast for
a few days and your kidneys may then
act fine and bladder disorders disap-
pear.

This famous salt from the
acid of grapes and lemon juice, com-
bined with lithia, and has been used
for years tc help clean and stimulate
sluggish kidneys and stop bladder ir-
ritation. Jad Salts is inexpensive and
makes a delightful effervescent lithia-
water drink which millions of men
and women take now and then to help
prevent serious kidney and
disorders.

By all means,
water every
cian examine
twice a year.
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ARTER’S
Fountain Pen Ink

Made in Canada

: 9
Rundlie’s
yon;%Such
Liniment
Powerful, penetrating
and soothing, this time-
triedremedybrings quick
relief from menacing
coughs and colds. For
A other uses read the

directions with ev-
& ery bottle, now.
N

Use il foday

began playing the
from “Lohengrin,” and the proces-
sion entered. As it reached the al-
tar, the ushers separated, one going
to the right .of the altar :nd ths
other to the left, the bridesmaidsans
maid of honor téok up their positions
at the left of the bride, and the best
man at the rightrof the groom. The
bride’'s father stood a little behind
the. bride. The orchestra played soft
music throughout the ceremony ang
at the close Mendelssohn's “Wedding
March.” i
The bride and groom stood geceiy=
ing congratulations for about half
an hour and then led the way into
the dining-room where the wedding

breakfast was served.
)America,n

(Copyright, 1923, by North
Newspaper Alliance.)
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