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Toonerville Trolley That Meets AD the Trains.RANN-DOM REELS RIPPLING RHYMES
By WALT MASON 

IT MEANS YOU.
By HOWARD L. RANN 

SKAT ING.
Ytou read the r r'nfi handed down by this and that official board; 

you read, with «on 
hoard. You nay, “C 
something new."

lee ekatlng is an old-fashioned win- who was afraid her ooy would break 
ter pastime which used to be more 

gator than a giddy bachelor at an 
With league eoclsl, but Is flow get- 
ix harder to find than corn meal 
u&h without an assortment of lumps 
big as a lawn tennis ball.

Forty years ago the young people In 
town and country were obliged 
manufacture their own pleasures oit 
of any material that came to hand. I 
They did not have a roller skating 
rink to go to in tihe dead ctf winter, 
where they could inhale chalk dust 
and cut the figure eight on their left 
ear. They did not have the moving 
show or the K. P. dance, and If Any
body had suggested a game of Five 
Hundred ho would have been kicked 
out of the church without a dissenting 
voice. If tt had not been for the river, 
with its coat of ice, life In tyie winter 
would have been as dull for the aver 
ago boy and girl as a safety razor 
blade on the second trip out.

There was something about skating 
on the Ice which made a boy imper
vious to cold. He would go out after 
supper and circle around a small pond 
when nobody had seen the mercury 
for a week, but if asked to split up a 
small jag of cordwood he would al
most freeze in his tracks. It was a
bonny sight to see a country boy or .
girl come in from the Ice wearing rod cave chests. If out boys would pass 

in their cheeks and carry!ns their idle time on the river, Instead of 
fresh air in their lungs titan they , curling up over a pool table with both 

I lungs full of cigarette smoke, they 
not be in danger of playing out

I AM
OVER. TIME

lg like a frown, the reprimand to tho ne who 
odildns! Gad look! They ru always ; y.-Jnging 

t tthie you eeem to overlook—Lho nf 
addressed to you. ou read the poster on the wall that tells lu-w 
coin 1» In demand, il we would see the kaiser fall eo hard he'll jar 
his native land. You aigih, “It takes 
mighty struggle through," and seem to overlook thi# truth—the poster 
is addressed to you. The other fellow does his beat, restrictions cam* 
his ardor cool; he buys his bonds and stamps with zest, and cheerfully 
obeys each rule. He profits by the public prints, which tell of stunts 
we ought to do; but you forget that all such hints were written out, 
my friend, for you. The other fellow and his wife are ready to 
render all;- their prized (possessions, oven Life, they'li give up at the 
country’s call And will you let tho other gent give many things 
while you give few? Wake up! The country's call la meant tor you 
—yourself—for you—for YOU I

through. Nowadays people skate in a 
hot hall, full of dust and undisciplined 
feet, and run Info every variety ot 
germ and microbe known to science. It 
is no wonder that we have so many 
flabby youths with spider legs and con-
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' YuH , LADY, TH’ • 
1 5K/PPÉH WOULDN’T 
STOP FER. YUH WITH 
AU THAT THERE 

GOLDENROD in y 
YER HAND1. J

I
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some cu.iL, in sooth, to put tfcia
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m
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BRAD’S BIT O’ VERSEy

WELL ENOUGH.
Dsft

11 ZjpG&SE-st,

ri.jKs^'4

moment be your debtor don’t be bound 
with that grim fetter; have a purpose 
off your own. Well enough bats never 
made any tracks above the glade. 
Well enough htae never wended up
ward to attainment splend'hl; never 
broken fortunes mended in the 
ing marts of trade. Do not «top at 
well enough; plod along, though roads 
ibe rough. Folks who acorn each wid
er vision, take each fftep with Inde
cision, greet all progress wiJth deris
ion, are not made of hero stuff.

—CLEM BRADSHAW.

Some folks, when the road gets 
rough, sigh, and say: "That's well 
enough. I’m not going any higher, 
just to be a cloudland spyer; that far 
summit gets no nlgher; I don't want 
to scale the bluff.’’ Thu® they fry to 
fool old Fate, thus they climb with 
halting gait; eeif-albeorbed and eetf- 
c steaming, nothing higher worthy 
deeming, they're content with Idle 
dreaming, till they’re old and out of 
date. Don’t let well enough alone; 
prod it till you hear it groan. Make 
each day a little bettor, make each

If asked to split up a small Jag of cord- 
wood he would almost freeze In 

his tracks.
S*

— )1
\ saw after they got off the farm.

Ice skating prolonged everybody's would 
life except that of the anxious mother , in mldd'le life with a sudden jerk.

|

HOW TO HAVE A HOME GARDEN
-7i ONCE-OVERSWAUMAM

The skipper is very

SUSCEPTIBLE To HAY-
fever and ths. villagers 

SAY THAT THE PRESIDENT 
of the u.s. Himself couldn’t
"5T ON THE CAR CARRYING A

Bunch of goldenrod.

GROW YOUR PLANTS AT HOME, of board to Just fit inside the flat on
top of tlie soil, and press lighitiy and 
evenly all around. This makes rt 
easier to do the scoring.

Drop the seeds one by one at the 
intersections of the scored drills and 
when the fiat is completed cover them 
lightly by scraping back the portion of 
soil the scoring removed and prêt» 
down heavily with the board. The 
sell must now be watered, but to do It 
directly except with a very fine ho*d 
woukl wash and "lloat" some of tire 
line seeds. This can be prevented by 
covering tbe fiat with a piece off light 
burlap or old muslin, fitted to cover 
the top on which the wader should be 
sprinkled until the soil 1» thoroughly 
soaked.

Set the flats in. a warm, moist place 
in the kitchen, preferably a window 
where there will be good liigkt. and al
low the <*lotli to remain on tlie flats 
until tiiere Is sign of germination, 
when it should be removed, the flats 
set out of the direct rays of the sun 
until they can gradually be brought 
into Lite full e un dune a little at a

The watering of these flats must 
be done early in tlie morning of a 
bright, sunny day. so !....t the top of 
the soil will be dry be lore night to 
prevent "damping off" of the plants.

3-:9
As stated in the article on hot bede 

there is every reason why the garden
er should grow hi* plants in his own 
home whether he have a hot bed or 
noL Many of the most successful 
plant growers in small quantities for 
home use, grow them in their kitchens 
and you can' do the same if you use 
care and proper methods. Plants can 
be grown in almost any kind of re
ceptacle, but the befct medium is what 
the protessionaLs call a "flat" This 
is a small wooden box varying in size 
with different growers, but for which 
a convenient size la 13 by 24 by 4 
inches.

flu se flats can be made of other ap
proximate sizes by using boxes as near 
to the desired size as poes.ble. saw
ing them lengthwise «o that they will 
he four inches high to a portion and 
putting on bottoms. Many of our corn- 
men groceries come to the dealers in 
boxes near enough to the ai'ze of a 
standard flat to be thus used. If given 
a coat of creosote paint they will still 
bo porous and last for years.

In order that you may know how 
many fiats to prepare for your young 
plant growing, estimate that each one 
of the dimensions given above will 
produce about lt)0 puants when ready 
to be tran.-.pLanted into the cold frame 
or traneplaavting flats. The latfoer will 
held about twenty-five plants to carry 
on until time to be set out in Lue 

_open garden. For an ordinary fam.ly 
. . „ ... there will be little use for more Ilianthe young man where you work. You 11 L,;* _• tomato

understand a lot of things my giri.f-lfty This will t-i v-'
Because be he shipping clerk or Pre-sl- hopper or b P However

»“ * »'• h«trt-ju,t the >;« °n aZf?W S
little boy he was when he was ten. _mnne Vt)lir
So think of him as such, and decide i:hcly , -, T wen to grow
the kind of girl you'd like .Mt boy ones to aUoWorto have. Into what sort of hands at least a few exn-a ones w anow iur
ij-ould you have that little Mow fall'.- lot of niante and nm

dear girl, not a girl in chiffon scarf- enough for jour garden at Shutting 
not a suffragette in a linen cage out;me' . h M„3 0,
-not a refrigerating plant, who «its ei-er you'mny dwhle towaiting for a™ to ^po»/ tat. "^"^e only’ the best seed cb

KNOWS and loves' him Just the t?toe

same' minimum. The best plants are those
which are planted at the right time 
and grown on continuously until set 

If tlie seeds are not good and

INVESTIGAT; INVEST.4:18 "invest- that your past investments were not 
based on result of study of conditions, 

and wave them out ot on your part
So and so recommended It, or some

body else was doing it led you to put 
to your money and time, and failure 
was actually invited by your until ink
ing foolishness,.

You don't use your own brain-child 
to help you, so the legitimate offspring 
of your own gray matter has never 

to man's stature and under-

Whenever anyone says 
menV’to you, you hold up your hands 
depreratingly

'<ass. f. K*
<**«

a I g i
Every investment you ever tnade 

was a failure; so you put aU invest
ments in the same class and have even 
given up saving by self-denials.

Perhaps you are past mydle age, 
only a few doll are ahead, ana thoughts 
off the possible poverty of the last 
years of your life make you shudder 
in anticipation.

Well, your attitude Is all wrong in 
the first place. Fear won't get you 
anywhere and fear will paralyze the 
initiative and money getting energy 
you Still possess.

If you look back you may realise

The Riverside
Most dependable moderately 
priced watch in tho world % io

grown 
standing.

Get Into the thinkers* daes before It 
Is too late.

The utmost yen can save, say five 
hundred or a thousand a year for ten 
or twenty years at compound interest, 
but say—figure it yourself. ,

Limited, Montreal
oducts in Canada 
n, U.S.A.

WHY DOESN’T HE PROPOSE? to a while as the title boy he was 
when he was ten. Think of him that 
way next Sunday when he comee. Ask 
him what kind of a boy he was th< 
He'll tell you. I never saw a man who 
didn't have a big, warm place in his 
heart for the little grimy cues he was 
when he was ten.

llllllUllllllll ! ADVICE TO THE MARRIED$, and she looked so sweet with her 
street things on—all covered up and 
nice. I forgot and I asked her to take 
in a show the following night. And 
that was how it began. Soon the men 
at tlie office found It out and they 
stopped making remarks and casting 
glances behind her back—hut I felt 
that what was to their minds just as 
I had what their lips had said. I lov
ed her by that time but 1 was still 
ashamed of her. And this Is the 
queer part. You will, no doubt, say 
that cnee I married her I could ask 
lier not to wear those things, but it 
didn't seem to me tlie things she wore 
as much as the fact that she wore 
them. The fact that she would want 
to wear them. In other words. I did 
not feel that she was as nice as she 

she looked-—and 
locked things square to the face and 
asked myself if I wanted for my wife 
a girl who had let herself be laughed 
at by that set of freg faces at the 
office. I got to hate the whole bunch 
by that time, so I just quit and came 

Quit her and quit them. It was 
ramk in me, for I'd been going with 
her for a year, but it was no use. 1 
couldn’t marry her. and I know it i?n t 
half as hard 1er her as for me, for 
I'm much older, and I had never loved

THE FATAL CHIFFON BLOUSE.
invariably returned, so In your case 
the result would be the same.

Your old Aunt Sophie 
typewriter, which she can work over
time, thanks to her early training as a 
stenographer. But from wh*t 1 have 
Been of your poetry I could not well 
advise that you bt(y a macMne. unies» 
you have au Independent income.

In my younger days, when I was 
not unhamk-ome, I used to call on 
tlie editors in person and recite my 
poems to them wl-tii the flashing smile 
I had learned from my father, a prom
inent comedian. This way of selling 
verse has two advantages: You know 
the editor Has digested your efforts, 
and he cannot throw your poem into 
the was be basket without putting you 
there. I sold many poems in tliis way, 
though I looked vainly to see them in 
print. And then I remembered that 

and receiving 
left the office

By Aunt Sophie.
“I am a poetess," writes a little Mta- 

bride, "and have succeeded in 
my husband Ignorant of -tine 

fact. The habit of concealment has 
grown on me since I have been writing 
verses, and not a single editor knows 
that I have written real poetry.

"One off my poems an ‘Elegy Writ
ten in a Hemlock Swamp,’ has been 
refused by some of the best maga
zines in America, 
know is how can I keep Inkstains off 
my lingers. I think my husband is 
getting suspicions about what I do 
during my leisure hours. He saw tlie 
Ink on my finger 
hands white?"

My correspondent, poor little dear, 
couldn't have come to a better teacher 
than her old Aunt Sophie. My poor 
child! So you, too, were born under 
the unlucky star of Poetry! Your lit
tle poem beginning "My love is true, 
my love is brave, but not a nickel can 
he save!’’ is so touching that It 
brought leans to my old eyes. Poor, 
poor little girl!

Ink Is indeed a stubborn liquid. 
Much of it has been spread on white 
fingers and white paper when it mlgnt 
with far hotter grace have stayed in 
the bottle. If you must Write, my dear 
I would recommend the use of a pen
cil. Manuscripts written in pencil are

Are you a girl waiting with bated 
breath for the man among men to pro
pose? And are the days passing into 
years while you wait? Have your 
friends assured you that.he Is "wast
ing your time"—that he has no "ser
ious Intentions" and a lot of other 
pleasant sou tiding things? Let me tel* 
you something. He may have the 
most serious intentions in the world— 
but there may be some one small 
thing which keeps him silent. Seme 
more trifle—some little mannerism 
that gets on his nerves—some trick ot 
speech—eomo eccentricity of dress. 
The smallest tiling feminine can loom 
mountain big on the mascllne horizon 
and seal with science lips. that long 
to speak.

Lot me tell you what a chap told mn 
not long ago. We wore talking at 
girls. And lie said "I loved a girl— 
and I hate to tlidnk it, but I’m sure she 
loved mo. I hate to think of it be
cause I just couldn’t marry her. You 
see I have queer Ideas about some 

couldn’t. She work-

Murray Sharpe of this place 
spending a few days in St. John.

The teachers and scholars of the 
day school are to be congratulated 

few upon their effort to raise enough mon
ey to purchase an organ for the use 
of the school. If our colleges and high 
schools have musical instruments to 
ufo in opening and closing their de
votional exercises, why not our pre- 

k at I paratory schools? May this movement 
tll° become provincial.

Mr. Geo. Gambltn from the Nar
rows, was visiting friends and rela
tives in this place lust week.

liter

The Boy He Used to Be. Ain’t It the TruthAnd while he sits there telling you 
about that boy you’ll be finding out 
more than you ever knew before oflast THE SUNDAY EXCURSION.

Decision to go.
Unaccustomed Sunday rising 
S l retching.
Yawning.
Feverish tollwt.
Gulped breakfast.
Hush for the train.
Queer looking fellow pr.'-.senger:-. 
Relayed arrival.
Disagreeable weather.
Chilly boat rida 
Strange food.
Résultant indigestion.
Druggist's nauseating prescription. 
Decision to take the early train back. 
Rus'li for the early train back.
Mi - :’.;r the early train back.
Black despair.
Wondering how to kill the time.
Nap on the park bench.
Tapping on the shoulder by tho wa tch-

Frantic rush for the last train hack. 
Delayed departure of

Queerer follow passengers.
Pinto In tlie back.
Rainy arrival home.
Monday brag about, the swell time.

What I want to

Bley s. How can I keep my

after reciting my poem 
my check, I invariably 
with the poem in the back off my head, 
where the printers couldn’t get a Line 
on it.

Little girl, liston to my warning 
Do not write poetry! Say to yourseUt’ 
every night, before retiring : "I do not 
write poetry! I cannot write poetry! 1 
will not write poetry!” In time you 
will be able to repeat this formula 
without straining either your voio© or 
the truth.

things and I Just 
ed where I did and the first time I 
saw her I was crazy about liar—she is 
a wonderful 'looking girl—I jù.vt watch
ed her all day and never even noticed 
howr she was dressed or what she had 
on. till one of the other fellows pars
ing her desk glanced at her and said 
to me with a wink, "case of I see your 
back again." I looked and saw at 
once just what he meant. And really 
her blouse wras the thinnest and sheer
est I had ever seen and under it she 
had about two Inches of lace held on 
by two straps off ribbon. It was true 
what he said—all her back was vis
ible except that three Inches just 
above her belt. And when she turned 
I saw her front—a deep, deep V.

Wasting your time ? Why for a.1 
there years lie’s been giving you a 

, . chance to do that for which you were
a girl before; but she « young. created. While you have been waiting 
perhaps she didn't really love me. ! 
hope she didn't for I can’t do anything 
about it."

Did He Demand Too Much?

out.
replanting must be done. ju.-:l tiiai 
much time is lest out of the growing 

The best seeds are the cheap-
for him to "propose" he has boon wait
ing in that «mall-boy wry mem have— 
for you to start on the j^b God made 
for you—the Mothering of a Man.

■ the lact trainseason. -
est, a: any price you are likely to be 
called on 'x> pay.

He hopes she didn't. Without a ----------- --- For soil to be used in the flats or
doubt she did—and does love him. A ftory is told off a medieval Sul- other rcceptaek.-* get
Without a doubt si: would have mad© tan who had all the mirrors rq- , •potting soil" if it can be a ad. All
a good little dear li't’.o wife all "coy- moved from his palace so that he 6cedsnren and florists have it for sale
ered up and nice." But ju*t because might avoid the pain of seeing his :vt aU times. If not within your rein Reckoned Up.
she could not see the harm she was own face. This Sultan called on his uso a g«l0d gnrden loam, one wine : certain small tradesman, finding
doing hereof she Is left behind to won- Grand Vizier on© tiav and by uccHint | , well enririied with manure and business growing, decided to pur-
der and to wait. To ask herself a happened to catch wgfit of his roil pc- ^rtiliz.-r last season, sift It l'ree from rh-:,a horse.
thousand times "Why?" Why did he tion. His hideou-snciss overpowered cc,ar50 detrltis with the veal sieve and was ;l very poor Judge of horse-
treat her so? And d ubtless she will him and he broke into violent Fobbing. n,5.ft i*. through a liner sieve to mike flLAh, and the animal he bought from
write some g usai- Riper saying "I'm In th!< outburst the Vizier joined. it q, tor the seed flats. Give it a the local fair was distinctly dear even
a young girl in luv > with a young Finally the Suitan calmed down wiped dusting of fine, slake lime, and one of at t}le jow pnœ he had given for it.

I am sure that he loved me but Ms eyes and got ready to smoke end bonenieal, mix well and fill into the Soon afterwards the horse, owing to
he never asked me v marry him.” Of; talk. But not so the Vizier. He fIat3 t0 w;tliin almost tbe top. Just be- the carelessness of the boy in charge,
course he loved i >r. hut she did not Fobbed on and on. [ore you are ready to plant the seeds, was unfortunately so badly hurt, as to
represent his idovl. His dream of a At length tlie Sultan got angry and Tim pian ting in flats or pans iihould necessitate its being slaughtered, 
little wife respcc: ; by all men. Did exclaimed: not be done broadcast, as this lays on hearing of the accident, the
ho ask too much ? After all, isn't a "Why do you weep longer than 1, Bomo 0f the seed» so close together tradesman rushed to tlie spot, 
chap entitled to his i I :ils? And after Vizier?" that later when you come to thin them "You your.g villain ! " he roared to
all shnii’i ln't a t-'-i !• ve Ideals for "Alas!” the Vizier replied, "you ()Ut tilose remaining are disturbed in ,},« boy "do you wish to ruin me?
herself9 wept. O commande of the fa'thful, ihe proce5S. A t>etter way is to sow who's going to pay for this, I'd tike to

New. your • - aH different because you say your face ibvf for vhom in sallow drills, made by laying know?"
You may wear : ' ^t of starched an instant, but I see it every day." n or cther traight-edge across The youngster made a rapid calcula-
h'gh collars, an 1 a.l men may stand in ------------ —-------------  the flat and with a pencil or sharp- v.onxof the damage done, and replied:
awe of you. Dut look into your own Old Gentleman i who has jivst had pointe.1 stick score driUs about a quav- Never mind, sir. It was all my 
on>1w_ail(V your own heart It's your his boots cleaned )—And is your fa- ter c-f an inch deep, both ways, an fault, au' it shan’t cost you anything.
HEART does the trick. Let your heart ther a bootblack also ray boy? inch apart, planting the seeds at tlie You can stop the cost o' the 'os* out o'
get acquainted with his heart. Step i Bootblack—No, sir: he's a farmer, intersections. If this method ho adopt- my wages on Saturday." 
thinking of him n~ the young man old Gentleman—Ah, I see. He; Cli it will be well, first, to gently level He was earning fire • shillings &
whore you work. Think of him once j .makes hay while Che son shines. j the top of the soil by laying a piece I week.

THE HIKING PARTY

y omen arrange "Day With Nature.” 
The day comos.
-Rainy.
Chilly.
You put on extra socks.
Extra vest 
Extra coat.
Sweater.
Etc., etc.
Members of party hilarious.
Street car to end of line.

» Mud.
I Auto splashes you. 
ff.MdWe mud.

Anftu:.t female hiker fall# in mud. 
Youtiirighten up. 

i- Sun comes out 
Hot.
Hotter, 

i Hottest.
? Stop for rest
! Insane chatter of the women.
I Clothing taken off.
I Clothing dropped by roadside.
I Five miles to lunch spot 
I Utter exhaustion, 
p. Lunch spot finally reached, 
jf Hungry howls for food.
V Feminine commissary chairman turns

white.
"What's the matter?"
Feminine commissary chairman 

weeps.
"I forgot all about the food!HI"
'S' too much.

what i*: known
v

__ i

WHY FIFTY.

After a grand review of German 
troops at Pcotdam the Kaiser called 
out to the officer commanding the 
Prussian Guard, In a voice loud 
enough to be heard by all the distin
guished guests who were grouped in 
front off the palace: "Pick me out a 
hundred men from the Prussian 
Guard!" Then taking the arm of 
King Edward VII, who was there, he 
said, “Come with me." He escorted 
King Edward very delicately round 
the hundred men and then said ban- 
terlngly, "Well, do you think you 
could find a hundred men in England 
to beat them?"

“I don’t know so much about that, ’ 
promptly replied the late king, "but 1 
could caeily find fifty who would try. ’

He Was Ashamed of Her.

Now everything about her was dain
ty—and sweet, but the other men all 
around me were watching for her 
"back again" every morning. And ev
ery day I was growing more fond or 
the rest of her. I liked the way her 
head bent over her work. I liked a 
little frown sho had. 
hands, strong looking little hands. 1 
liked the neat piles c'f work she turn
ed out. I liked the very click of her 
machine.
drersed- and answer id people. I libccl 
HER. And I wanted to know her out
side. «ut 
other men know, 
ashamed of her.

However, one night It rained and 1 
took her homo under my umbrella—

put' up tea in
'

itomatic electric 
Insure accurate I liked her

n the qualities of I liked the way ehe ad-

pt a new package 
quality teas.

purpose well for 
or tom, allowing 

ge but exposing the 
was so necessary

couldn’t «land having the 
In short, I was

By EDW1NA.THE GENERAL STAFF OFFICERS DISAGREE“CAP” STUBBS.

carton—is stronger, 
ight ; altogether the 
:n devised.
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