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By StanleyTHE OLD HOME TOWNmade anxious with the thought that 
had occurred to me. He touched her 
hand. “Christine, it’s Charlie.”

I saw that I must play my part, so 
bent down quite close and murmured i 
“Auntie ! Auntie Christine !”

At the sound of this new voice, she 
suddenly seemed to revive. A tremor 
ran over her features, and she made 
an effort to sit up, which, with the 
swiftness of a cat, the hospital nurse 
repressed.

“Oh, what is It?” said the old lady, 
vaguely, as if aroused from a dream. 

“It’s Charlie,” I said.
It was horrible and charming: she 

smiled, and the thin hand moved about
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medical men admit. The real scientific 
definition of this condition is rather 
vague. It may therefore be described 
as a kind of self-poisoning, which oc­
curs in the body when certain processes 
interfere with the system’s growth and 
repair (metabolism). Diabetes will 
cause this condition, also certain acid 
conditions of the blood. Blood condi­
tion, partial coma in advanced stages 
of diabetes, uremic poisoning, all have 
the symptoms of what Is usually called 
self-poisoning or autointoxication.

The real scientific conception of this 
trouble does not lend Itself to any 
fixed cause, definition or particular 
treatment. There is always present, in 
any case where autointoxication may 
be said to exist, a lack of oxygenation. 
If the self-poisoning is due to this 
agent, or rather lack of it, one can 
readily avoid it by proper exercise and 
open air in most cases.

Autointoxication is belièved by many 
laymen to refer to poisoning of the 
blood stream by absorption of 
matter from the intestines. This, of 
course, brings up the condition of in­
testinal obstruction, or a severe case 
of constipation.

In reality this is not true. There 
are rare cases, perhaps, when condi­
tions of this kind happen and produce 
trouble, but not real autointoxication. 
It is possible in severe cases of strangu­
lated hernia (complete bowel obstruc­
tion) or in rare cases of peritonitis. 
Even then it is doubted by many lead­
ing physicians if the poisoning of the 
system may be attributed to absorp­
tion from the intestines.

In my observation, the poisoning is 
due more to septic matter, which is 
the result of putrefaction in the gan­
grenous tissues of the system.

That there is such a condition most
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IN A LEGATEE’S SHOES / r2-«- iicr. MS»:
At that moment I heard voices and 

footsteps above. People were coming 
down. Indeed, the thing to do was to 
run. But if Charlie did arrive? If 
the old lady signed the will? This 
woman would be destroyed. I must 
see It through. So, hurriedly, I whisp­
ered: “No, leave it to me. I’ll shut 
the door, but I shan’t lock you in. I’ll 
go up, but I promise you she shan’t 
sign.

“Promise” she said, weakly. I nod­
ded, closed the door, and returned to 
the dining room.
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||| MA novelist seeks hocturnal adven- 
He walks up Viking Square| ii|ture.

where he sees an elderly English par­
lormaid standing on the steps of a 

. house. When the maid sees him she 
Jumps down the steps with piteous 
appeal In her eyes cries: “Oh, Mr. 
Charlie, you’ve come at last.” 
allows himself to be led into the house 

„Jn which he finds costly furnishings.
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toward him and greets him as
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“Charlie.” The novelist gets the im­
pression that both the man and the 
maid know that he is not their man.

.The elderly man informs him that his The doctor paused: "Well, good 
aunt Is very ill and is waiting for him. night, Doctor,” said my host. “I’m 
The seeker of adventure tells the man afraid there’s no chance." 
and the maid that he is not the man “Not much,” said the doctor, “but 
they think he is but offers to play his Pll be round at eight o’clock. After 
part in whatever drama they have for all, nature can do more than medi- 
hlm. He is asked to wait in the din- cine.” He went out, and the elderly 
ing room. A sound comes to him from man turned toward me: “I’m awfully 
behind a closed door. He finds the sorry you had to wait. I hope you 
daughter of the sick woman locked in don’t mind. Now, since you’re so good

as to help us out of this difficulty, per­
haps you’ll come up to her. And re­
member to call her Auntie.”

As I went up the stairs my cour­
age was oozing away. Automatically 
I followed my guide, but the desire to 
run away, to avoid entangling myself 
in anything so risky, anything so 
criminal, was strong upon me. But 
still I went up—to entangle oneself Is 
the essence of all adventure. Thus, as 
the door softly closed behind me, I 
found myself by the bedside. The 
lights were low, so faintlly illumined 
the features of the three people, a hos­
pital nurse on the other side of the 
bed, the servant who had let me in, 
and another maid. But I registered 
these only vaguely. My eyes were fix­
ed upon the figure that low in the 
Stuart four-poster, surmounted by a 

of crimson brocade flowered
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S MISTER SPRIGG GOES TO SLEEP./i &ks /a room.

Before he could draw his weapon the 
policemen were on him.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.
The woman gave me a dry sob: “I 

who’ve looked after her all my life, and 
didn’t marry because the wanted to 

j keep me. Well, that doesn’t matter.
* Anyhow, she became crazy for Charlie.
* She said I shouldn’t get anything. Only 
. she hadn’t seen Charlie for a year,

nearly. That annoyed her. She was 
going to make a will in his favor, only 

: he didn’t come.” she stopped, sobbing
- again.

“But, look here,” I said, “I don’t 
understand. How is it Charlie hasn’t 
been to see her for a year if he thinks

- that she’ll make him her heir?”
“He couldn’t. He was in a gaol. He

released this afternoon. In Scot-
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mFUSS?vaguely, until I slid mine into it: “Oh, 
Charlie,” she said, “I’m so glad you’ve 
come. I didn’t think you’d come.”

“Why of course I came, Auntie. You 
didn’t think I’d leave you alone when 
you were seedy.”

"Charlie,” she whispered, hurriedly, 
“don’t say I’m seedy. Don’t be silly.” 
There was something quite sharp in 
the whisper; it revealed the imperious 

she had been. Indeed, she was
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JHCOGES PROGRESSIVE Book store, was again 
PACKED with CUSTOMERS WHO Took ADVANTAGE
of THE Wonderful ink bargains

*1V/®)i\i m
ishing condition. The following offi­
cers were elected for the ensuing year: 
Worthy District Master, W. M. Camp­
bell; deputy master, F. S. Purdy ; 
chaplain, A. J. Green; secretary, J. E. 
Arthurs ; financial secretary, W. H. 
Sulis; treasurer, C. W. Carvill; lec­
turer, H. Milley; marshal, T. W. 
Moore ; auditors. W. H. Sulis and C. 
B. Ward; deputy lecturer, F. N. Per­
kins.

lady turned her face toward me, as If ing down at the figure, and stepped 
trying to see me through the bail-! back: “Too late!” he said, in a low 
dages, and said: “Charlie, you’ve been voice.
a dear to me all your life. I’m going For a moment We all stood fixed 
to leave you everything. And when where we were about the bed of the 
I’m gone .... Doris isn’t to have woman round whom had centered so

much strife. So smitten were these 
plotters by their defeat, that only I 
heard yet more foosteps upon the 
stairs. It was only at the last moment, 

the door fell open, and behind the 
two policemen I could see the figure of 
Doris, that Charlie, with an oath, 
thrust at his hip pocket, 
he could draw his weapon the police­
men were on him.

As if conscious that some peril 
might threaten me, Doris had run to 
my side. In a hurried whisper she 
said: “I got out. I didn’t think of 
telling you ... I got the policemen. 
Oh, you’re safe, you’re safe!”

Another story of midnight adven- 
tmÿ1 by W. L. George, “The Stolen 
Babv.” will start in our next issue.

L’ ■woman
cross: “Why haven’t you been to see 
me for a year?”

This embarrassed me, so I was vague:
“Oh, well, you know, I had. to be

“Yes, I know, but I should have anything. Not a penny. I hate her.” 
thought you needn’t have spent a year “Here’s the paper,” said my guide, 
in America. Still, dear, it’s your bust- This was too much. I made a grab 
ness.” She pressed my hand, and I at the will, but the old man was too 
bated myself. Then she added: “You’ve quick for me:
cl anged. Even your voice is differ- “What the devil . . . .?” he 'legan. 
ent_» “Stand back!” I shouted. “She’s not

“Poor boy,” said the elderly man, going to sign. I won’t have it.” There 
“he’s got an awful cold. But, look was a moment of confusion, for the 
here, Christine, you mustn’t talk any servants jumped up, and I was con- 
more; it’s not good for you.” fronting the three. We were all

But the old lady clung to my hand speechless and rather pale. A fury
with sudden strength, as if she feared came over me as I turned upon the 
that with it life would escape her: old man: “She shan’t sign. Do you 
“Oh, no,” she said, feebly. “Don’t hear? Give me that paper, or I’ll take

’ . I haven’t seen you for so long.” it from you.” As I stepped toward
“All right,” said her cousin. “He him a feeble cry came from the bed: 

shan’t leave you. But Christine, dear, “Oh, what is it? What is it?” 
didn’t you tell me you wanted to sign I turned to the old lady, but at that 
a paper.” v moment 1 heard rapid steps on the

“Yes, when Charlie came.” stairs, swift progress. The door was
“Well, it’s ready, it’s written out flung open, and a rather handsome, 

Suppose you do it now? we’ve got the middle-aged man rushed to the bed and 
witnesses here. Since they’re here, flung himself down on his knees by its 
Christine, why not sign it now to save side: “Auntie, Auntie!” he cried, “I’ve 
troubling them to come, upstairs come in time?” His tone changed: 
again.” “What’s the matter? It’s Charlie.

There was a pause. Then the eld Don’t you hear?” He jumped up, star-
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land. But he hasn’t had time to get 
‘here yet, and time presses. They’ve 
got a will written out upstairs. If shf 
thinks Charlie’s come to her, she’ll 
sign.
moment, only she’s obstinate, 
won’t sign until Charlie comes to her.”

“But you've got to have wit­
nesses ...”

“Oh, of course,” said the woman, 
petulantly. “The servants will wit­
ness. Servants will witness anything. 
Now, you see, if you go and speak to 
her she’ll think it’s Charlie. . . . 
Charlie’ll get everything and Pll be 

» penniless. Oh, it’s too cruel. I’m too
- old to go out to work. Oh, don’t go 

up, don’t. And I haven’t told you
* everything. Charlie’s so bad . . . just 
( as if being in gaol before hadn’t done
- him any good. He’s done something 
‘else. I heard this afternoon . . . after

they let him out. Stupid of the police 
—, . . they let him go . . . they’ll have 

to arrest him again. But never mind 
"that. It doesn’t matter what he’s done: 
5 If Mother signs he’ll get everything, 
« and Pll be turned into the'street Oh, 

up, please. Better leave the

xt»—
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with gold. She was such a little thing, 
the old lady in her vast bed. Her at­
titude was one of Infinite weariness ; 
she lay cheek upon the pillow, one thin 
hand faintly moving upon the coverlet, 
a large bandage covering the whole of 
her forehead and her eyes. She was 
pitiful, so small and weak, and the 
effect of the sick room had already been 
created, for bottles and glasses stood 

small table; there was a cylin-

“Stl” whispered Wynken to Blynken.
Wynken and Blynken, the Sand­

man’s two helpers, were always play­
ing jokes on somebody.

They were snooping around Daddy 
Gander Land the day after the circus 
looking for a good chance to play a 
joke; when they came upon Mister 
John Sprigg sitting on a cracker box 
outside of the A. B. C. grocery store.

“St 1” whispered Wynken to Blyn­
ken. “Have you got any extra grains 
of sleepy sand about you?”

“H’m!” said Blynken. “I’ll look and 
see. Yes, here are half a dozen grains 
I couldn’t find the Old Shoe Woman’s 
six oldest children. They’d gone to 
the movies.”

“Fine!” declared Wynken. L“et’s 
put him to sleep.”

So the two little rascals crept nearer 
and nearer and when they got quite 
close, Blynken took the six graihs be­
tween his finger and thumb' and 
blew!

It wasn’t more’n two minutes till)
Mister Sprigg was sound asleep. His 
head went down lower and lower and 
lower until it rested quite on his chest, 
his funny wig hanging about his ears 
as though it would fall off at every 
snore.

Then away skipped the two little 
sand fairies, chuckling with delight at 
their joke. “Won’t Missez Sprigg be 
cross, though, when her husband does­
n't come home to supper I” laughed 
Wynken.

“And won’t he catch it for disgrac­
ing himself and going to sleep right 
out on the street !” grinned Blynken.

Well, Mister Sprigg slept on and on, 
never noticing that the sun was get­
ting lower ana lower and that ne
should be starting home In order to 
get there in time for Dame Sprigg’s 
meal. If there was one thing that she 
hated more than anything else, it was 
to have her fried potatoes and scram­
bled eggs and hot muffins and coffee 
get cold.

Now, Johnnie Small had a new 
gun. It wasn’t an air rifle, but a real 
one that shot real lead bullets. Hit . 
mother and daddy didn’t approve in' 
it at all, but his uncle'had given it to f 
him for his birthday, so what were 
they to do.

And like most boys with guns, he 
went out to see what he could shoot. 
But there wasn’t a thing in sight in 
Mother Goose Land—I mean In Dad­
dy Gander Land.

He was on his way home when sud­
denly on turning a corner, he came 
upon Mister Sprigg, sleeping—you 
know how. And his wig toppling ofl 
his head—all but.

And what did Johnny Small do but 
lift his rifle to his eye and pull the 
trigger. Bang !

Away went the wig and up jumped 
Mister Sprigg as though he’d been 
shot. And so he was—nearly.

“My! My 1 I must have been doz­
ing!” he cried looking at his watch.
I must hurry or Susan will be peeved.
I see my wig has dropped off. Will 
you please get it for me, young fel­
low?” to Nick who was passing.

(To be continued.)

She knows she may die any
She as

But before Sure Way to Get
Rid of Blackheads

There Is one simple, safe, and sure 
way that never fails to get rid of black­
heads, that Is to dissolve them. To do 
this, get two ounces of peroxlne powder 
from any drug store—sprinkle a little on 
a hot, wet cloth—rub over the black­
heads briskly—wash the parts and you 
will be surprised how the blackheads 
have disappeared. Big blackheads, little 
blackheads, no matter where they are, 
simply dissolve and disappear. Black­
heads are a mixture of dust and dirt 
and secretions that form in the pores of 
the skin. The peroxlne powder and the 
water dissolve the blackheads so they 
wash right out, leaving the pores free 
and clean and in their natural condition.

More than 200,000 passengers passed 
in or out of New York by steamers

upon a
der of oxygen, and the faint smell of 
sickness, the close, half-scented smell, 
already filled the place. Then the 
elderly man touched my elbow, and 
I went to the bedside.

“Christine,” he murmured, “here’s 
Charlie.” The old lady did not reply; 
for a moment I thrilled with the hope 
that she might be dead, and that this 
tragedy would thus be ended. But the 
thin hand persistently moved, and I 
found myself recognizing a resemb­
lance with her daughter, the same 
straight nose, the beautiful old faded 
lips.

DISTRICT lodge elects.

The annual meeting of the St. John 
District Loyal Orange Lodge was held 
last night in Orange Hall, permain 
street, when the reports presented 
showed that the lodge was in a flour- during the first six months of 1923.
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go Christine,” he repeated, his tone
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Sunday, traveling many miles almost 
every week. The weekly appointments 
were Silver Falls, where the parsonage 
Is situated, and Brookvlllo. l'lic fort­
nightly places were Mispec, I.och 
Lomond and Golden Grove, with a 
mid-week service at Loch Lomond as 
well as at Silver Falls. All these 
places have been faithfully visited by 
Rev. Mr. Wason.

The report was given by H. G. S. 
Adams, the circuit steward. When 
some of the people were spoken to 
they reported that would also miss 
Mrs. Wason, who has been a great 
help in the Sunday school and W.M.S.

Rev. Mr. Wason when asked as to 
his plans for the future, said that he 
had no plans as yet, but hoped that he 
might have a quiet circuit, no| too far 
from St John, as he wished to be near 
his daughter, who lsa patient In East 
St John Hospital.

,* PASTOR RESIGNS 
AT SILVER FALLS

i 53 J *oSk\ ^........ o\ yjLo°OJ-c\ . ;------- 5fie 2*V**

Jj: )

(4f

V5 L s* ' > 'ibi ■o.»
S V Rev. L. J. Wason Finds 

Work in Suburbs Too 
Strenuous

I y v:• **I By CAP HIGGINSADAM AND EVA-THE CHRISTENING
-3 WCLL, I’M 

GONG to ASK.M
A

ySoSH I I SEE BY 
(THE PAPER THEY’VE 
JUST CHRISTENED 
A NEW BATTLESHIP,

WELL, EVA, ( HOPE HE 
WON’T HURT THE BABY 
WHEN HE HITS HIM 

— -WITH THE BOTTLE }

IIII The resignation of Rev. Leonard J. 
Wason, pastor of Silver Falls Metho­
dist church, was accepted at the third 
regular meeting of the quarterly board, 
yesterday afternoon, in the Y. M. C. A. 
building.

The matter of a vacancy next July 
in the church made necessary the ap­
pointment of a committee to make 
Inquiries about a new minister.

Rev. Mr. Wason has found the work 
too strenuous. The exposure to the 
Inclement weather in winter has been 
too much of a hardship. He has been 
obliged to preach three times every

WHY ADAM, 
ALL BABICS 
SHOULD BE. 
CHRISTENED !

, MAYBE SO,BUT 
I HOPE. You GET 

A CAREFUL. .
Minister \

/7 HATE TO 
THINK OF THE. 
POOR LITTLE 
FELLOW BEING 
CHRISTENED». J

/ADAM , THAT- X 
REMINDS ME. WE- 
MUST HAVE THE. 
BABY CHRISTENED

* DR JAMES MONROE 
TO PERFORM THE1 
CEREMONY
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More than three-fourths of New 

York’s population is foreign born or 
has foreign born parents.

i

I *V, A ton of newspaper contains about 
1,600 pounds of mechanical wood 
pulp.
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By ALLMANDOINGS OF THE DUFFS—IT RAISED HIS CHEST, TOO
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\Wf I BELIEVE THIS 
li / IS TOM COMING-- 
E / I HAVEN'T SEEN HIM 
In \ F0R A WEEK OR MORE

DIDN’T YOU HEAR ABOUT IT?) 
I GOT A RAISE IN SALARY- V 

A GOOD SUBSTANTIAL 
RAISE TOO-

I GOT IT JUST 
LAST WEEK ,HOW ARE YOU 

TODAY?■mm I SUPPOSE IN A 
COUPLE WEEKS MORE 
YOU’LL BE SO PUFFED 
UP YOU’LL BLOW AWAY

^ HELLO,WILBUR 
WHAT ARE YOU ALL 
PUFFED UP ABOUT , 
SO TODAY? * y

F! ' WHEN DID ALL 
THIS HAPPEN?
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I Royal Yeast Cakes
reach the user in sealed 
air-tight waxed paper 
wrappers, each cake being wrapped 
by machinery—not by hand so that 
even after package has been opened, 
the cakes are protected from dust 
and other harmful contamination.
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ADVENTURES OE THE TWINS
By Olive Roberts Barton
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Your Health
BY DR. CUFFORD C. ROBINSON
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