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L ocal1 a nd lEx pr e
This is a Humorous Story which could only be Illustrated by a Cubisi Pictu

I AD invented a machine. It was a labour-savingdevice. I was, ln doubt where to sell It.
My wife said, "Take It to New York."
1 said, "Why?"

My wife said, "Because I heard an Englishman re-
mark the other day that tbe Americans were the
laziest people on earth. Sooner than do a job them-
selves they'd Invent, a machine to do It for them."

Ultlmately I got Into correspondence with the
General Labour Extinguishing Company, of New
York, Room 2827, Zenith Building.

1 described my machine. The president wrote and
sald, "rpease call on me with the machine at 4.30
ou the 29th nit. I have a friand who knows a man
who might be lnterested. There la undoubtodly a
fortune walting for you."

Hoe was perfectly riglit. It was that kind of fortune.
I raached the Zenith Building with dlfficulty and

my machine. Enterlng the porte coclwre I found
fourteen elevators.

On the wall was a black and white bill of ladlng.
It told you ail about wbo was lu the building. I
began at the top and just before I roached G I met
a man 1 knew. H. aise was a Canadian and had
llved lu New York for some years. But we under-
stood oach other perfectly.

"Where are you golng?" lie said. His, volceehad a
certain wlstful appeal lu It that touchod me. This
man, altbougli ho onily faiutly suggested lt, was lu-
teresteýd ln my movemeuts. 1Illked this delicate pra-
limlnary-subtle and Impersonal.

'm just golng to run up te the General Labour
Extlugulshlng Company. There lu a fortune waltiug
for me there."

il face changed. "Are yen sure you eau find It?
Shall I show you wliere lt l8?*"

This renewed Interest affeoted me doeply. Here
we were, two Canadiaus, alone lu New York, and at
once thîs man was stlrred by fellow feeling.

"You are really too kind," I stammered. Then I
was moved by sonma higli, self-sacrlfluig Instinct.
"Bi.it, uo, 1 cannoît accept this offor of your tînie.
It's too valuable to was.te on me.»1

Ho put bis baud haartlly ou my shoulder. "Not
at ail. It would he anything but a waste of time."

I thought rapIdly. 1 dId uot waut to wouud whak

By ALAN SULLIVAN
I saw was a susceptible spirit. '1 drop lu after-
wards and tell you about It, and show you the
cheque."

Ho was grieved. I could seo that, buit mastered
himself quickly. "Do. My office is in this building,
ou the fourth floor. Number 471. Now promise me
you wou't forget. Botter write lt dowu."

I- promîsed, approachod an elevator, aud got Iu.
The churchwarden, who stands lu front o! the bll-

board, lookod at me coutemptuousiy aud crooked his
lttIe fluger.

1 feît a rush of cold ail' aud got out.
Opposite me wasan office door. The nuniber was

4531. 1 put my bead lu. "Excuse me," I said, "cean
you tell me wbere the office of the Geueral Labour
Extlnguishing Company Is?"

A taîl, youug man looked at me, thon out of the
wiudow at New York Harbour. Ho was dressed liko
they are lu the back of the magazinos.-just like that.
A'young lady witb oxIdized rInglets and modicatod
epIdermis was pollshIng her fluger nals. No one>
answared me.

"Excuse mie," I began, agalu. 1 am a Canadien and
naturally polite.

"'Ask the starter,» sald the stenographer.
"And where-"-ý
", Crouud floor. Where you started from. " She

was one of those girls that look as If they had net
seen mothar for years.

"Thauk you," I eald, aud flagged an elevatoir.
I felt a rush o! cold air aud got out. 1 *as faclug

the churcbwardon.
But 1 am an honourablo man. I would keep, that

appoiutmont. I ovadod' the churchwarden aud
entered anotbar elevator. It shot up alght miles
and 1 got out. Opposite was an office door. Its
number was 3716..

I was going to ask a question but was ovorcome
by one o! those shy retrousse sensations that se often
affp rt (ans d!aus lu New York. Baclug ouit, I de-
scended again te the churchwardeu.

Ho looked Just the same. Ho had not chauged-a
bit. He wss obllvious to all that was happening to
me. He did flot oven seem to recogulze me.

I went right up aud spoke to hlm. I put myseif

completely in bis bauds. I told him 1 W
way from home.

He said he reckoned that was so.
Thon I dlsclosed my ambitions. I did wai

to the office of the General Labour Extin
Company. What could ho do for m.-? 1

-matter broadly-ou what amounted to lnteI
linos. I told him-well, anyhow, ho said,
quick, Incisive American way that one no
much when one is lu New York with a -acý
ls guaranteed to save flfty por cent. of the ci,
toli that la uow crushiug the hf e out of the 1
aud wonianhood o! thîs fair--"'You damn f
said, lu that quick, Incisive 'way I spolto 0
you want ls a local, net au express."

"ls It?" I said, humbly, "and why do 1
local ?"

Ho looked at me just hilke a patent lawyer
tell% yon ho bas Influence at Washingtonl.

"Becauso the express elevators don't sIc
of the thirty-flfth floor-you get me?"

1 hadt had an Idea that those elevators cdId
'short of anythiug. "Il what you," 1 saldé>

*'You got me," ho replied,ixnpatieutly. Ife
te an elevator near the end of the row-"'
one."

I got lt-or one that was Just 11ke lt-anYi
This tlme 1 came ont on the roof. 1 cc

Bowling Green aud Hetty Green, anid the
Ticket aud Jersey City, and a lot More thi11ý
like that. Thon I heard a voice. Tt was the
miechianl lu the elavator.

"Say, Pllgrlm. This ia our st sigbt-see
for the day. If you wanit te walt, wailk dowl
fortY-sixth floor." I

I dldu't wait. Wbat were these Greensa
Fusion Ticket to me. I was. glad to reach tl
cochera again.

I approached the churchwardeu- once more.
derful c1tY-New York"ý-I sald.

Ho looked at me coldly. "Weil," ho sal&,
uasty way some Americans use ever sn
"Get there?"

I was feeling botter for the fresh air on t
My mlmd was working ra>idly. I looked 0

(Conclnded on page 21.)

The spirit 0of the Doc-tor
This ha a Simple Serlous Story so Graphic in Delineation Ihat it Needs no Pl

T-IE past moth had beau a falure. Cht Vining
realized the fact fully as ho gszed down the
5fl0w-covered road leadlug to the village. Ho
lied filled the country bouse, where ho had

been bhem, wlth a fast set of coîlege acqualutances;
ho lied drunk too mucli, plgyed too bard, and exor-
cised too Uittia. Sallylng forth, ho foIt unworthy of
the perfect wlnter day. The &un, throwlng purple
shadows on the snow behind eah fece rail, picklug
out lu lacelike tracery the haro branches of the
maples, shamed hlm lu Its dlean brillauce.

Tbe thouglit that the disalpated crewd lied Ioft,
bag and baggage, ths>t morulng, was the ouly brlglit
spot lu bis musîngs. There was work te ho doue at
home, a story begun, aud unfiufsbed; but the sun-
light, aveu tbougb it mocked, callad hlm ont of doors.

Ho turued up bis fur coîlar snugly about bis ears,
aud s.tarted for the village. Work would have been
impossible; the fumes of the lîquor that ho had drunk
while partlug wlth hls guests stilI hold sway over
his mind. Âs lie walked, the keen air cleared lii,
bralu, clearod it only te malte the poiguancy o!f hs
mood the more painful.

Presently, ho essayed te probe hiii angulsli, te
analyza, Its causes. without suceess. He recapItulated
hls blessings: health, youtli, talent, sud mouey ware
bis. Surely, thaso gifts sho'uid have made lIte wortli
wble. Thrown inte tbe other aide o! the balance was
an utter blackuess of seul thaet dragged the qoales
down, down, makiug the blesslugs se mucli dust
and ashes.

A tlieught ef Aune came mbt hie mind; the tbought
grew luto a louglug. Sha could explalu, dear littho
Aune, the clear-eyed frlend of bis beyboed, the con-
flante of hi. collega days, the Inspiration of bis
receInt work. As the endoarIug adJeetlves bat!
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wrong? It was true, lu s way. Ho had doua ne actuel
wrong; sud yet-and yet, be dreaded the levai.
glance of ber eyes.

Ho bad wasted a month; that was wroug lu Itselt.
HîIs talent had suffered by dîsuso. Ho had accom-
plsbed no-thiug. Ho had committed the sin o! 1dbe-
noss. Ho was begnlung te fathérm the mysterY wlth-
eut heIp. Ha bout bis head still lewer, a black frown
knltting bis brows.

lu his absorption, he lot Dootor Mayberry drIve
past ln bis oid, weatber4beaten sleilh, Wlthont a word
of greetlng. The eld man turued lu bis seat sud
regarded the dejected figure. Its appeal reacbed hie
heart; 1h was a very slight appeal that failet!.

i catch some of 1115 spîrit," be
b roatb, thon aloud: "«How ls

eioudod. "I1h'. oue o! bis bad

days," she whlspered. 4'Va not the Pal
as nervousuens and depreselon. >And 1
hlm alone; I have te give Jeunie Rie
musile lesson."1

"You ueeda't leave hlm alone; l'Il Ria«.
come back," offerod Chat.

Ho ontered the small slttIng-reom, WJ1
MorrIsou was reelUnIng lu his wheel-chair.
rays of the afternoon sun, zhInIug throilgl
pauod wludow, thz*w an aureola about
beautîful head. Snch a swaet-faced, Pli
fellow ho was that ne eue oxcept hIs M(1
what suffering bis peor, twIsted body C
hlm wheu it took the notion te mulsbeliave.

'0 Chat!" ho crled, a glad llght o! wele
ey!o. "It's se goed te ses yen really fl
seen yen sevaral times lately, drlvlug b5
was unsatlstactory."1

Chet fiushed. "'ve lid friends visltill
oxnlned "Tbey're gone now, aud I WSI
nelghbouriy."

Mrs. Morrison came Into the roon,
1boine1-strlngs. She bout to hies Jamie; f
Chat a grateful glance, she liurried out.

"Shall I road 'to you, Jamie?" asked CI
"'No, please. I bave read sud raad and r

seme et yonr storles, too, sud theY dol]
dreadfully."

Tii. fuu-wrinkles gathered about t
author's eyes, slowly at first; thon, 1
tumblIug over aci other lu erlukly ea
sare lu tha mlrth. Chet tbrew hie b0ad
laughed a long, wholesome laugli. It 91
heaps sud haaps o! coiywebe Iu a twlukhlflS

"ýO yon precoclous yqngÉter! 0 you bc
ho chueklet!. "That's right; sal luto Me1 l'
like my stuff."

"-You're nlot offeuded?" ssked tho boy,
oyed stncerlty.

"Do I look It?"
t'Then, perhaps, you wili do wliat I haveY

te ask yen?"
"0Of course I 'will. I am hors te do an:~

waut, Jamie."
"Would you talk out your next story tO 1

- <Coucindet! ou page 20.)
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