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NORTHERN ROUTE BEST.
==ROM THE REPORTS and views of experis
l and others it is very clear that the northern

route is the natural and logical progression
for the new provincial highway on th
rom London to Windsor. It is safer, more direct,
more economical and serves much more thickly-
populated districts than the southern route. Tak-
g the Longwoods road to Chatham there 1s a
straight line with the exception of a small portion
and but one considerable rise, but as this has an
approach of miles
lies in the abrupt hills near St. Thomas on the
Talbot road. Under certain weather conditions
transportation over a concrete pavement is dan-
gerous even when on the level. How much more
50 when the road leads to sudden elevations.

The southérn route is a tortuous way thai
would add greatly to the expense of the province
if adopted. It is estimated that the highway will
sost $30,000 per mile. At that rate if the northern
routs: be selected it will mean a saving of elose to
a quarter million dollars And St. Thomas, as
has been repeatedly pointed out, need not be eut
off from easy approach to London, Chatham,
Woodstoek, Ingersoll and the other cities on the
highway. A branch highway could serve the pur-
poses of the Railway City. It would bring St.
Thomas into rapid touch with all the more im-
portant sections of Western Ontario and would
not rob those parts of the benefits of the highway
to which they have distinctly the greater claim.
it is to be hoped that desire for personal and
political gain in some influential quarters will not
force the adoption of the southern route as it
would be a distinet disadvantage to Western Ons
rario as a whole.

a

For physieal, industrial and commercial rea-
sons the northern route is the better way
ST. ANDREW’S NIGHT.

ATURDAY NIGHT was St. Andrew’s mughi
S again.
! members of St. Andrew’s Society at their
rooms. at the Woodmen of the World Building,
Richmond street.

St. Andrew’s Society has numbered among !

its members many of London’s best citizens of
other days. One of its first presidents was the
late Judge John Wilson, and among those who
took part at a banquet, shortly after the Tecum-
seh House was built, at which he presided, were
George Macbeth, M.P., father of Judge Macbheth,
and William Love, father of the late Police Mag-
istrate Frank Love. The leading Scotchmen of
half a century ago were Adam Hope and Charles
J. Hope, Robert Reid and William Reid, Colonel
Moffat> William Monerieff, Donald Currie, Wil-
liam Dunbar and James Dunbar, Colonel Walker,
Daniel Macfie, Alexander and John G. Maclntosh,
John J. MacKenzie, George M. Gunn, William

Gordon, Hugh Rose, Alexandgr Tytler, Walter

.nd Robert Simson, John Campbell, James and
William Durand, John Tytler, Alexander Camp-
pell, Alexander Purdom. John W. Jones, the Me-
Phail brothers and others, while a little later the
most enthusiastic Scotchman London ever helds
John Fairgrieve, now of Detroit. for several years
n snceession brought athletes to London and
condueted Caledonian games. The pipers were
James Moon, George Angus, Piper Macdonald
and others. It was during these years so many
of the children learned the
Scotch concerts were numerous,
Maggie Barr, of Hamilton,
present,

1t will be a plt}' if the records of these Scotech
wmen and many others, are not written before it
is tt 5 late. The subject was referred to on Sat-
urday night and favorably received. They were
all splendid citizens, and did their full share ia
building up London, and paking Canada a

and
Wwas

splendid

country, believing in and holding the principles |

. that made Scotland great

A eoncert is likely to be held on Burns’ night,
January 25. It is very fitting that it should be
held. No writer in all time did more for true and

wanly demooracy, than Robert Burns

MONEY AND MORAL OBLIGATIONS.

PROMINENT American journalist, just
A back from Europe, declares that because
of the stupendous finaneial obligations of
3reat Britain and France to the United States,
Mr. Wilson will hold the leading cards at the
peace meeting, and will so deal them as to domin-
ate the conference and dictate the new world
policies. We do not believe this is the mood in

which the President is going to Paris nor that !
it represents the sentiments of the American na- |
tion as a whole. Assuming such a position would |

indicate an absence of that tact and sound busi-
ness judgment upon which America has based
much of its wonderful commercial and financial
suceess. America knows that London and Paris
are good for the debts, no matter how many bil-
lions are involved. To antagonize these two great

there is not the difficulty whick

Tt was fittingly celebrated by the

Scottish daneces. |

frequently |

‘powers by selfishly using a temporary ﬁnaﬁeial{
! embarrassment as a club would be a great folly.
: No bank®r acts in that fashion towards a borrower |
| whose resources are unlimited and who can be |
. depended 1pon to liquidate the loan to the last |
{ cent. f
' Bui if obligations are to be used as pawns|
' at the peace conference what of the moral obliga-
Ttion towards Great Britain and France which
! rests upon the United States? Clear-thinking
| Americans recognize now from what they were
| saved by the valiant Allied armies and fleets dur-
| ing the first three years of war. It seems hardly
{ necessary to point out at this late day that Great
| Britain and France were fighting America’s battle
| quite as much as their own. Had the Hun in that

‘THE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY
THAT MEETS ALL THE. TRAINS.

| first mighty sweep overcome the Allies the United |
l States could not have escaped agreeing to condi- |
! tions that would have been humiliating. The |
| unpreparedness of the American nation would |
' have made them an easy vietim for the kaiser

and his war lords, forced a huge ransom, and
\later brought on long years _of agonizing |
| warfare. 1f such an obligation as this were con-
| vertible to figures compared to that debt the bil-
| lions loaned Great Britain and France would ap-

pear trifling and pikerish. Ope of the things
jthat kultur ignored was the mnecessity of
| the Washington Government will not brush it
I aside in order to secure a diplomatic advantage..
i That would be too Hun-like.

: THEY CAN'T BE TRUSTED.

{

tinues to amaze. It is a bizarre and wonder-

ful thing that has never been equalled and

will never be surpassed. Dr. Solf’s latest is a
vivid example of it. He declares he does mot

understand why the Allied nations will not believe

| him when he says that Germany is starving. Why,
| he asks, should the word of himself or his col-
leagues be questioned. If he really expeects Ger-

the most stupendous lying, deception and trickery

in the history of international affairs his is indeed

a mentality that requires the attention of a bat-

talion of alienists. Much more likely is it the

same old brazenness that no humiliation or
humbling seems to shake from its hold on the

Prussian mind. !

It need hardly bLe pointed out that if the
world is inclined to brand any statement of the
(jerman leaders as a falsehood, Germany is herself
to blame. Germany has not had the slightest re-
gard for the truth. Pacts and treaties that to
others have held sacred have been to Germany
but ‘‘secraps of paper.”” She has lied and de-
ceived at every turn. Now that she is wailing
for food is it not natural that the humane na-
tions of the Entente alliance fear another Prus-
sian trick?

{ There is but one way in which this matter of
food for (rermany can be settled, and that is by
a thorough investigatien made by experts of the
Allied governments. That well-poisoning, hos-
pital-bombing, word-breaking band of murderers

| and thiéves are no more to be trusted now than

before Foch hammered them into submission.

EDITORIAL NOTES.

1 it would be just as well to understand dis-
| tinetly that Germauy's soft words come from
necessity, not from the heart.

|
|
i

By refusing to sign the armisfice Marshal
Foch could have achieved the greatest military
triumph of all time. He let this chance for glory
go rather than sacrifice thousands of Allied sol-
diers and thereby won for himself a greater
glory

- The Hohenzollerns are going to miss another
Christmas dinner at Paris, but several of them
may possibly spend the holiday in London.

‘ 1t is now known that the ex-kaiser holds vast
properties in various parts of Europe from which
he has amassed a huge fortune. He has been more
of a success as a landlord than a war lord.

?

1
i

If the deposed erowned heads of Europe ever
take to vaudeville they should be able to put on
an excellent tumbling act.

Lord Shaughnessy is going to Europe. Borden
could do a good deal worse than add this big
Canadian to his band of experts.

THE KING HAS SPOKEN.
[London Morning Post.}
‘gallantry and constancy” to which ¥lis Majesty
George bears such just and eloquent tribute are
near to the winning of their great reward, and not the
| least previous part of that reward will be the stronger
{ friendship and respect that must grow out of the com-
radeship in arms which has endured and achieved so
much “Congecrated by the memory of the heroes who
have fallen fighting side by side in this war, animated by
the same devotion to their countries and to justice, this
affection and this memory are pledges of our future con-
cord.”* The policy of the Allies, and the ends that they
| hope to attain, could® not be more impressively or com-
pendiously expressed than in the words which King Georgs
has found to say at a moment so opportune. The authen-
tic voice of Britain has been heard, not for the first time
and not the last time, through the mouth its

sovereign

ine

1 King
|

|
\

ior of

THE MOTHERLAND'S PARY
fLondon Dalily Express.]

To uonc, indeed, of the valiant fighting ren ved
against the kaiser does . the cause of freedom owe more
| than to the cockney shopman, the stockier man from the
shires, the dour Scot, and the Welshman, with his ter-
‘ rier's grip. In France, in the Balkans, in Palestine. and
! in Mesopotamia, these men led by officers who, before
’ the war, were lawyers and bank managers, shopkeepers
and farmers, artisans and schoolboys, have filled the
months with valorous deeds, about most of whiech we are

allowed know nothing.

T8,

|

THE DAY OF GLORY
[Boston Globe.]

On tue iureshold of peace, France displays the same
sublime spirit which characterized her in the war. In the
deadly earnest business of laying down terms of surrender
to the invader there is no vain glory of tinseled triumph.
France has bled too much to make tawdry show of her
deep emotions. She cannot forget the awful cost of vic-
tory, preclous though it be. With solemn dignity her
fighting men offer to sheath the sword only when their fair
land menaced so long by this evil nightmare of Prussian-
ism, shall be free.

|

I
¢ section | meeting moral obligations. President Wilson and |

‘, HE MENTAL make up of the Prussian con- |

many’s leaders to be trusted after four years of |

HoME FOMKS AND ALk THIS
WEEK THE SKIPPER HAS HAD To
PREPARE HIS OWN MEALS ON THE
CAR STOVE SO AS NOT To INTERFERE
WITH THE RUKNING SCHEDUAE.

SKIPPER'S WIFE
iS AWAY VISITING HER

g

(Copyright, 1918).

By FONTAINE FOX.

| UNCLE SAM PAYS HIS
l

_(By H. F. Gadsby.)

The Americans at the front, more
modest than their newspapers at home,
realize that it was their great privilege
to lend weight to the golar plexus blow,
bul. not to deliver it. The adversary
who knocked the Hun out was the
same old adversary who had fought
him four rounds and left him groggy-—
the Entente—that is to say, England,
‘TFrance and Italy.

This fact, which does not lessen the
high courage and the resolute intention
of the United States one jota, is nicely
discriminated in the diplomatic lan-
guage which speaks of the ‘‘Allied
powers and the United States.” In
some cases the United States is referred
to as an ‘‘Associated Power.” These
distinetions spell differences  which
should not be overlooked when
future historian apportions merit to
the various sharers in the war.

What the United States did in
war was to open such
reservoir of man power that Marshal
Foch could go forward with confidence,
incurring wastages which would bhave

this

American millions had not been in the
background. To get back® to my
metapbor, the presence of the American
armies at front lent steam. to the
solar plexus blow which Marshal Foch
delivered. It not only lent steam to
the blow which was delivered, but it
threatened more steam for any other
blow that might be necessary.

It was a matter of regret with every
| American soldier I talked to t his
| country did not get into the war sooner
! s0 that he himself could have got into
it deeper. What the American scldier
wanted above all things was a fight—
to beat up Germany—to inflict on
Hunland at least the same measure of
havoc France and Belgium have suf-
fered—to march to Berlin—to o7er
throw the kaiser—to mete out justice
to the practicers of frightfuiness—
to choke to death the kultur tikat
murders churches, universites, women
and children, with equal gusto The
American soidier came over tuned to
that pitch, and it must be a Dbitter
disappointment to him that the quick
march of events took the task out of
| his hands before his hands had reached
%Lhe throat they were itching for.
| The Unpfited States’ zest for this wag
i-‘)f freedom and humanity must be
{ measured not by the casualties, which
| were a little over a hundred thousand,
! but by the avenging spinit of its great
Qu.rmy. which was infinite. This spirit
of righteous anger was quite as keen in
the United States army, which—mucn
| to 1its disgust—fought only a lttle
| while on one front, as it was in the
| British army, which fought four years
{on fifteen fronts, and incurred three
| million casualties. g

If the United States is robbed of a
iﬁght it still reaps a great satisfaction.
The war has made it a citizen of the
world—a, big brother in the working
fraternity of {ree nations—an intelligent
and sympathetic member of that Anglo-
Saxon confederation which wag Cecil
Rhodes’s dream. I am convinced that
this rapprochement of the English-
speaking race is a far more real and
{ substantial thing than the league of
! nations which is still in the air. The
+UUnited States has discovered that its
English blood is thicker than the pro-
German water which was the cover of
its politics until the war showed who
were the friends of democracy and who
not. The old family quarrel has been
very largely healed. The United States
school histories will no longer twist the
fact of defeating thirty thousand Hes-
sians set on by a German Kking called
George the Third—an imported kaiser
with the dlvine right bug in his head—
into a victory over such English cham-
plons of American liberty as Pitt, Burke
and Fox. The Englishman is a Iree
man the world over. Whatever he calls
himself—English, or American, or Can-
adian—Iliberty is the altar taper that
purns in his heart. The Bible and Shake-
speare ang his mother tongue and
democracy is the ark of his covenant.
It will be of great assistance to our
future relations with the United States
! that two million Americans have gone
! overseas to learn for the first time at
close quarters that King George the
Fifth, the hereditary president of a
| genuine republic, has not one tithe of
President Wilson's power, if he chooses
to exercise his veto. King George could
reign for fifty years, and never be an
autocrat for a minute, while any presi-
dent of the United States can reign four
years and be an autocrat all that time
—should he be so disposed. This amaz-
ing fuct, which hits two million Ameri-
cans right between the eyes, banishes
their iast misunderstanding about Eng.
land. Yes, indeed, the Mother of Parlia-
ments—the United States parliament in-
cluded—Is no pretender to freedom. Her
democracy is a deep-seated religion and
constitutional monarchy is merely is
ritual.

the

The American army came over,
be remembered, t0 pay the
lLafayetie, that being the pretext spread
abroad by politiclans who would fain
appease the anti-British vote.

There was a German baron, as the
intelligent reader will recall, who had
quite as much to do with the American
Revolution as the Marquis de Lay-
fayette, and no doubt the pro-Germans

the!

a boundless |

DENFIELD TEACHER,
LEAVING FOR LONDON,

GIVEN SEND-OFF |

DENFIELD, Dec. 1L—Much regrel
ts felt at the removal from here of
Nr. and Mrs. C. E. Johnson, who
have recently taken up their residence
in London. For the past nine years
Mr. Johnson has been a faithful and
afficient teacher of the Denfield Pub-
tic School. Both he and Mrs. Johnson
will be greatly missed in the commun-
‘ty, as they were ever deeply interest-
ad and active in all religious and
philanthropic work, Mr. Johnson hav-
ing been superintendent of the Bap-
st Sunday School fcr some years.
The hest wishes of a wide circle of
(riends follow them to their new
jiome. On the &ve of their departure

i

Mre. Johnson was presented with a

life membership by the Women's Mis-

on Circle of the Baptist Church, ac-
companied by an address, which was
in part as follows:

“Dear Mrs. Johnson,—It is a cause
of sincere regret to us as individuals
and as a circle, that vou have found
it necessary to sever “your connection
with us, and we desire to express to
you our deep appreciation of your un-
tiring and faithful work with us in
the service of the Master. As a circle
we shall mise the stimulus of your
presence, your thoughtful advice and
practical help, but we rejoice that in
the new sphere to whieh you are going
God ecan use your consecrated giits for
many years to come we b it

““And now, dear Mrs. Johnson, may
God aid you to succeed in His work
in your wider sphere, with even
greater results than in the psst, and
as we say ‘“‘farewell” to you as one
of our circle meribers, we take great
pleasure in presen! to you this life
membership as a slight token of our

appreciation and love, and may you
ever bear in mind that a warm wel-
come awaits you and yours back to
the hearts and homes in Denfield.
“Signed on behalf of the Denfield
Raptist Miession Circle.
“LILLIAN MATTHEWS,
President.
‘.. H. ROSSER, Treasurer.
Miss Dodge of Strathroy has been
engaged as \teacher of the Denfield
public school to succeed Mr. Johnson,
resigned.

“CRAIG” CHURCHES DO WELL.
AILSA CRAIQ, Dec. 1.—The churches

of this district have been up and do-
ing in the purchasing of Sabbath school
Victory Bonds. Beechwood and Nairn
Presbyterian Churches have taken
$250 between them, Carlisle Presbyter-
ian $50, Ailsa Craig Anglican and Bap-
tist $50 each, and Ailsa Craig Pres-
byterian having passed the $100 mark

are into the next $50. These are 15-veat
bonds.

in the United States would have paid

American
But the * real
tense of paying Monsieur Lafayette off,
Cousin Jonathan went to the help of
John Bull, who sent him the Pilgrim
Fathers and with them all the free
institutions of the mother country. It
was @& safe bet that the Englishmen
who had already beheaded a king for
democracy’s sake would have no heresy
of despotism to their new home. Thus
was created a debt to Oliver Cromwell,
shall we say, which was in as much
need of payment as that to Lafayette,
who was—pardon the impoliteness—a
democrat by force of circumstances,
and not a militant republican like the
great protector.

As a matter of fact, this debt to
Lafayeite was very much of an illusion.
The French Revolution did not oeccur
until twenty years after the American
‘Revolution, and_ any tips Monsieur
Lafayette, the Girondin, got on free-
dom, he got from the TUnited States,

i
a

|
|

|
{

|

!
|

not been possible if these eager, chafing|

!
|
|
!

who, as I said before, got th;r! from
Oliver Cromwell and his assoclates—
that is to say, from England. The debt,
to use a mixed metaphor, is on the
other foot. It was France that should
have paid the debt to George Washing-
ton—Dby fighting, for instance, on the
northern side in-the civil war—and not
the United States that should have
paid the debt to Lafayette. Not that the
debt to Lafayette wasn't worth paying!
But there was another creditor, nearer
akin, who had stronger claims.

Now that the war has opened the
minds of ten million Americans overseas
and countless Americans at home to
these forgotten facts, the debt to
Lafayette sensibly dwindles, and the
debt to OMiver Cromwell bulks larger, as
it should. The debt to Lafayette had
the good fortune to retain its identity
while the debt to Oliver Cromwell had

| the bad luck to disappear in the hodge-

hatreds that went
melting pot. From
that melting pot, somehow or other,
has emerged the old Anglo-Saxon
spirit of freedom—aquite a different
thing from the devil's stew the kalser
would have cooked with his doctrine of
dual allegiance. ° Briefly, the debt to
Oliver Cromwell was an honest debt.
It had to be paid some time, and what
difference does it make if Lafayette's
name was on the back of the note? A
good debt is like a good ‘man-you can't

podge of Iurgpean
into Uncle Sam’s

| keep it down.

|
{
I

{

| otte. They are, as you might say,

|
i

i
|

\
|

it will !
debt to

I wen't say that the million Ameri-
cans overseas love the Englishman any
better, but I will say that they under-
stand him better. They don’t like his
crust of ceremony-—which is merely his
armor against his best emetions—but
they have got far enough under to find
a warm heart and a true friend.

When Uncle Sam's boys come march-
ing home they will bring back an inter-
esting story about that debt to Lm’z;y&

e

up with it. They would have remem-
bered it with more pleasure if the
French had forgotten it oftener. For
the French are a thrifty people, and
when two miilion Americans come over
to pay an old debt they believe in col-
lecting it in full with compound interest
—dating from the time that Lafayette
first shook hands with George Washing-
ton. The French peasant, the French
tradesman, the ®¥fench innkeeper—these¢
must all be close readers of history. At
any rate, they all seem to have been
well informed in regard to that little
outstanding account with Lafayette,
Any American soldier will vouch that he
paid it again and again. He couldn’t
buy an egg or a cigarette or a bottle ol
vin blanc without sensing the fact that
Lafayette was getting his back, good
and plenty.

Moreover, the United States Congress,
in an access of gratitude to Lafay=tte,
passed a law to the effect that ony
damage unnecessarily committed by
American troops on French soil should
be recouped at the French wvaluation.
The United Stiates was the only nation
that allowed quixotism to go that fur.
All the other Allies knew what brisk
valuators the French were, and kept
the little matter of property damage
and ground rent for the trenches in their
own hands. They have had no reason
to regret their caution, as may be sup-
posed, when I tell you that a French
peasant who suffers fifteen dollars worth
of damage to a fifty dellar cart will in-
variably put in a claim for three hun-
dred dollars. This is why I divide Ger-
many's debt of sixty-eight billion dollars
to France—as assessed by La Belle
France herself-—-by six, knowing as I
do the Gothic tendency to put a brown
stone price on a wattled cottage. When
Uncle Sam looks over the French bill
of damages his boys have piled up, he
will wonder why he left the debt to La-
fayette around loose that way. He will
wonder, too, which debt he likes better
—the debt to Lafayette which all his
fellow-country have collected, or the
debt to Oliver Cromwell which nobody
tried to collect at all. -

- The Advertiser’s
Daily Short Story

{Copyright, 1918, by the McClure *
Newspaper Syndicate.)

HERO MINE.
B8y R. Ray Baker.

for

Verna Pomeroy had
heroes.

“I will marry the man who goes
thrc'o.ugh fire, water, blood and irongfor
me,” was the way she expressed it.
Many there were who would have been
willing to go through water, provided
t was not too deep; and also through
blood, as long as it was not &f their
own or of their shedding; but as to fire

a mania

'and iron—well, the former was a little

too much to expect and the latter was
diffictit.

If Verna had waited a few years she
would have experienced no difficulty in
finding a hero for herself. They are
plentiful nowadays, but they were scarce
when Verna was twenty-one and the
“ptrettty gftienog" 13‘ J(;nes & Jones' real
estate office on the fourth fi
Ashton building. e

Somehow Verna flgured that Don Wil-

the old debt to him by switching the;blocks down the street,

liams wasg destined to be the man. He
was a fireman in the station house three
and he clung

army to the kaiser's side..rather heroically, she thought, to th
a kinship of the I_’nitedijuggernaut that i s o
States prevailed, and under the pre-,past the Ashton on an average of at least

roared and screeched

four timeg a day. There was a man who
would at least go through fire, and cer-
tainly through water, and probably meet
the other requirements. He was a
strapping blond young nman, with
strength rippling through every muscle,
and he was very good for a hero wor-
shiréper t% loo}llc at.

“Some day he'll prove to be my hero,”
she had decided on the day Dan gollowed
his pet maltese cat in its wanderings
from the station house across the street
to the Pomeroy residence, where Verna
happened to seated on the porch read-
ing, ‘“Brave Men I Have Met.”

That's the way they got acquainted,
and since then Dan had wooed Verna
through the fourth-floor window every
week day and in the parlo? of her home
every night he got time off.

When the siren of the ladder truck
gave vent to its mournful shriek Verna
always would 100k up from her tvpe-

-

:

‘i knew it and was waiting for him. They

'

i writer, exchange a wave of the
' h;mg with an as the red demon dashed
pas

' But Dan was not the only one who
wooed Verna through the window. Ben
Vincent rode past the Ashton building
twelve times a day. His pace was not
so swift as his rival's, however, because
his vehicle was a street car. When he
approached Verna's window he always
stood on the rear platform and waved
one of his hands while the other rang
up fares.

Verna liked Ben fuily as well as Dan,
{but his life was so prosaic it offered
| few heroic possibilities. He had dark
hair and'eyes and his face was at-
tractive, but he failed to come up to the
fireman’s shoulder, and there was no
! noticeable bulge just above the elbow.
| His acquaintance she had formed
{when she moved to a residence in the
! suburbs and was obliged to use a trolley
| car twice each day.

Ben’'s dark complexion was another
ihandicap. Verna had hair that she
!erd to hear called ‘‘raven locks” and
:her eves were of a similar hue; and she
{ had read that a person should marry ap
i Opposite,
| “That's the way things stood when the
rivals met one night a half block from
the Pomeroy home. The conductor had

waved it countless times from his red
demon.

He disappeared from her view. The
heat grew more intense and the smoke
got thicker. The flames were having a
feast; they were gorging themselves.
Suddenly she saw gomething rising be-
fore her—an extension ladder. It wab-
bled and quivered before the window and
then slowly the ends settled agalnst the
ledge. She looked down, and there he
was—the man—fighting his way up, inch
by inch, through a shroud of yellow
flames and blackness.

In a few moments he would be at
the window and she would be saved.
A dense cloud reached out, enveloped
the ladder and blotted out the fireman
fronr sight. When it rolled away there
was Dan on the ladder—faltering. As
she watched he shook his head, pointed
at the flames above him and slowly
began to descend. Verna fainted.

The next sensation she experienced
was one of being jolted. She opened her
eyes and discovered she was in a street
car which was bumping swiftly over the
rajls. She was half reclining on a seat
—and she was the only passenger.
There was a step in the aisle and she
saw a bedraggled figure in a blue unl!-
form standing over her. It was Ben.
“How'd I get here?’ was her first

been calling on Verna and the flremen

{ both happened to be off duty, but Ben
had been the first to ask her for an

question after a silent moment of ¢on-
templation and wonder. :

“I put you here,”” he responded
simply. “I'm taking you home as fast
as I can. My machine (he laughed
dryly) was stopped by the fire. I saw
vou at the window and went after-you.”

She took a long breath of relief or to
get her lungs §ull of air or something.
Then she noticed that about his fore-
head was a bloody handkerchief that
his cap could not entirely conceal.

“Where’d you get that blood?"”
demanded, shuddering.

He fumbded with his transfer punch.

<1t wasn't much of a hurt,” he said,
“glthough it did bleed a lot. You see I
was able to reach you by running the
elevator, which I found standing open
There was & regular blanket of fire in
the shaft, but I guess the soaking I
got from a hose when I made the run for
the building helped to keep me from
burning up. I got the blood when |
rammmed my head into the iren F&ls o0
the fourth landing, thinking it was open.
The blow sorta dazed me, but I managed
to open the gate, picked you up in the
office and beat it backesdown the ele-
vator with you. I bet I made an awfu
dent in that gate. My head feels like it
had busted right through the iron.”
|  Verna reached up and clasped one of
{ his hands. f

“Ben,” she said, ‘“do yvou know you
}h\aveq all the qualifications of a regular

ero?"’

she

| engagement.

!

DEBTS \

! “I've been waliting for you an hour,”

Dan announced as he stepped out from
the tree against which he had been
leaning. ‘“You have been in Miss Pom-
eroy’s parlor altogether too long. 1
can’t stand for that.”

Ben had no relish for a fight—not
with those six feet of muscle—so he
kept his temper in leash.

“Sorry 1 don't please you,” he replied
with sarcasm-sprinkled coolness. A §
didn’'t know Miss Pomeroy and you were
engaged.”

The filreman knitted his brows into a
savage scowl and looked disdainfully
?own at the pebble in his highway of
ove. i

_ “Well, we aren’t,” he declared. ‘“There
is no engagement yet, but there is going
to be. She wants a man, and I'm it— |
see? She isn’'t going to tie up with a
| shrimp like you, so you better make
| yourself scarce around her. I'm Just
iwarning you, that's all.”

About this time Fate decided to take
|a hand in the affair. So a janitor went
to sleep in the basement of the Ashton
building late one afternoon and a clgar-
| ette dropped from hig mouth into a bar-
rel of excelsior. The Ashton was a
frame relj¢ of past architectural gran-
deur and the flames ate into it as a
famished lion eats into a chunk of red
beefsteak.

The janitor awoke, choked with smoke,
and staggered to safety. The occupants
of the biilding dashed pellmell-to the
street by means of the stairway and the
meagre fire escape facilitles. The ele-
vator boy deserted his post and fled
with the rest. {

Verna’s bosses were playing golf and |
she was alone in the oftice cleaning up
a pile of work. She had herself some
of the qualities that heroes and heroines
are made of. So she remained in the |
office and put valuable papers in the!
safe while fire crept up the outside and
{inside of the building and smoke seeped

through the floors.

‘““There’s lots of time,” she told her-
;splf; and kept rummaging for one very
{ important document she had been un-
|able to locate. She flnally discovered it |
on a file on the junior partner’'s desk.
Tossing it into the safe, she slammed
| the iron door, turned the knok and hur-
iried into her coat and hat.
| As she opened the office door a wave
{of heat and smoke rolled in upon her.
i She coughed and drew bhack for a mo-
! ment, then dashed for the stairway. But
| the flam®F had been there first and there
was no stairway. By this time she was |
really excited. She ran to the elevator |
|entrance and pushed frantically and

BITS OF BYPLAY

BY LUKE McLUKE
o (COPYFight. 1918.)

say was that I.
Blufftown, Ohio.
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BITS OF BYPLAY
Speaking Plainly.
I know their honeymoon is o'er,
No more they tread on air;
She calls is “lingerie’’ no more,
She calls it “underwear.”

M, Leary MNves at

Cheer Up!
Be thankful, son, for your smali loi,
And do not make e kick;
For lots of things you haven't got

‘Wiould only make you, sick.
—Luke McLuike,

The—Wise Fool. i

“Silence is golden,’”” observed the
Sage.
“Maybe that is why the average wife

js alyays broke,” commented the Fool.

This logic offers comfort cold,
And it's about as true
As that remark we've heard of ola
“This hurts me worse than you.”
Newark Advocate

Oh!

magazine editor sent
story back to you?”’ sald Brown.

“Yes,” replied Smith.

«“What did he say?'’ asked Brown.

“He said that the story was both g004d |
and original,” replied Smith.

“hen why didn’t he accept it?” de-
manded Brown.

“Oh,” explained Smith, “he said {havt!
what was good wasn't original, and
what was original wasn’t good.”
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Things To Worry About.

A Mohammedan must not wear

silk

Our Dally Sbeclal,
One good Turndown Saves Another

Oh, Joy!

No matter who is successful at
annual election of the club, Ima Hor:
blower, of East Pittsburg, will be
; the job as usual,

e
o1

Palnless.

He is a painless dentist, and
I know he tells the truth;

{t can’'t hurt him a bit, my land,
To pull a fellow’s tooth.

Haw, Hawl
! ‘We all know that our version ol ihe
| Siazaese national anthem: “Oh, Wot Au
iAs Siam!” ig a joke. But we learn on
TR S | good authority that the patriotic saluta
L7 EfRyE HHOWR Eyeryth!ng. g | tion In Siam is “Wotog Oo Siam!”
Willie—Paw, what is a natural uon-!n you repeat this rapidly you can

st chd o a“fgama:z‘.\ng results from it.

na

ol
ge

clusion?
Paw—The postsc
woman’s letter,

e
e

Luke McLuke Says
R The resgon why many a gir! doesn'!
Noticel | get the right hushand is because she Ir
We desire to thank the nme'm;;entiufmm of being left.
men in the “Nixie” rooms in the Post-1 Another good bet is that there
offices of this fair land for keeping tabsl \‘/Olﬂdhl’l’zi ?e (inuph visiting done if the
~ 3 men ha o it.
on Luke's whereabouts. On November!| fiis o :
3 L ailed in Bellefontaine | What has become of the o.
12 a letter was ?’“‘xf~d in Bellefontaine, | «vho used to sit in the kitchen with a
Ohio, bearing this address: i bowl on his head, while his wife trim-
Luke McLuke | med his hair?

Somewhere There are all sorts of henpecked men.
| vainly on the bell. Baffled, she stood in |

: i e | But one of the most hopeless examples
And we got it the next dax !is the fellow who has to borrow his
n the § { And on November 11
{a daze in the midst of stifling fumes|

a leiter was| spending money from his wife.
e . | mailed in New Orleans, bearing the ad-|{ And a man wouldn't mind wife
L w ) > o o = E \ . if
:E."}I':"} “1”‘; h:;lox}llr}rz.clpjnre Genac WRD L S renns | losing her temper if she would only
|ev r; m niu e at pass c‘«. . 4 ' lose the doggone thing permanently.
“Dan will save me!”’ she cried, and she Lov A i > 1
| S s ¢ ove may be blind But “it
| struggled to her feet and ran back into derful how soon marriage
the offite, throwing open a window. In Love's eves.
distinetly through the smoke she made | = PR
+ -d assembled across the stree And what has
| out a crowd assembled across the street. | Strange. iniriey %o hao
Bells were clanging as fire apparatus S0 WOIDBL. WaO | iy
He says he has no peace of mind every day?
darted up and down the thoroughfare. | Drmel . T i g o e i ’
“Dan!"” she cried, with all the power, I speak of poor old henpecked Burrs: Some men are so_useless
of her lugﬁ& fl{epeatedlty lﬁhe ‘{thd ‘nhé‘l Now this is strange, because you'll find | ﬁ‘:‘gd:hewl":g"Fl"i:}ml':‘{“l‘;‘r;
name, while ames stole closer and | i A s o 4 20 b S, 8 he) ould have
| closer to the fourth floor. His wife gives him a piece of hers. | to hang their hats on.
! Presentlty she heard an answering After a. man has lived among bluff-| . A man may be 100 busy to make
| shout and a huge, light-haired fireman | AR, G friends. But ‘vou may have noticed
| stood out in the centre of the street and ers all his life you can’t blame him for »

: that he is never too busy to make en-
ﬁ waved a hand at her, the same as he had being leary. But what we started to| emies.
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his
Luke McLuke
You know him.,

got it on the 16th

is won
will open
| And we
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to have
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“This Typewriting Gets On My

Nerves.

I Wonder Why”

¢ ALWAYS used to like running the
l machine, and took a pleasure in
turning out good, neat letters.

“But T must say I cannot feel that way
lately. Hitting the keys seems to jar my
whole nervous system, and the noise of the
machine annoys me.

“T wonder if I am gefting nervous,
There must certainly be something wrong
with me, for I am so tired in the morn-
ings and do not seem to have the energy

to transcribe the bunch of letiers which
I get every day.

“Of course, I have been working harder
thén usual to make up for those who have
been away sick. Then I have been help-
ing more at home while mother was sick.
1 suppose it all helps to tire one out ands
exhaust the nerves.

“But what was that I was reading
about Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food building up
the nerves ? Perhaps that is what I need.
There was something about worry and
anxiety breaking down the nervous sys-

tem, and 1 have surely had my share_ of:
_worry.

“That may account for my headaches
and sleeplessness, as well as for the tired
feelings which I have all the time. Well,
1 am going to get some of Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food to-day and give it a tryout.”

.. Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food is so gentle in
action and yet so potent as a restorative
that it is a great favorite with women of
all ages. It seems to be admirably suited
to the needs of their delicate nervous sys-
tems, and on this account it has come to
be universally used as a means of restor-
ing vigor and energy to a run-down, ner-
vous system.

The healthful color and appearance of
people who have used Dr. Chase’s Nerve
Food—the elasticity and vivacity of their
movements—is the best evidence of the .
benefits they have attained. 50c a box, *
6 for $2.75, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates
& Co., Ltd., Toronto. On every box of the
genuine you will find the portrait and sig-
nature of A. W. Chase, M.D., the famous
Receipt Book auther. J
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