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FLIRTING WITH QUEBEC.

: Premier Meighen gave a pleasant talk to the
Portage la Prairie people on the need for bet-'
tex: relations between the races, the religious !
and the social classes of Canada. “Cheer up and
get together,” he advises, and particularly re-
As!
the Toronto Globe says, “these are wise words.”
About the best thing that Mr. Meighen can

do, putting mere words aside, for any recon-

grets any division of French and English.

ciliation of our races that may be needed, is to
dissolve Parliament and go to the country. The
present Government, in which Quebec has prac-
tically no voice, is a standing injury to French-
But to
Meighen

Canadians. dissolve is exactly what

Premier refuses to do, much as all

parts of the country desire it.
talk.

As Mr. Meighen whispers sweet nothings
into Quebec’s ear, the fair one seems to start
back in some astonishment. ‘“And have you
loved me all this while?” she exclaims. “It was
all very well to dissemble your love, but why
did you knock me downstairs?’ This lean and
hungry look, this bitter mouth of bigotry and
musty privilege wrinkling itself into the
wreathing smiles of a summer vacation wooer
is a great sight for the silly season.

“We should be quick to remedy injustice
wherever injustice appears,” says Mr. Meighen.
But the ring ruling at Ottawa is anything but
quick in this regard. Nothing is going to be
done to represent Quebec in the government of
Canada, no dissolution will right the rank in-
justice of a Government clean out of touch
with public opinion, nothing is done to help the
temperance cause in Ontario, no clearing up
of the Board of Commerce muddle need be ex-
pected of Mr. Meighen and his clique. He de-
clares that all decent citizens should stand to-
gether for *“the security of property honestly
earned.”” What does the word “honest” mean
in these days apart from the sense of merely
“legal’? Such talk is mere wind. The real
question pow is, what taxes are to be levied
on whom.

Mr. Meighen says that “the war developed
epidemics of unrest and disorder” and that
*zrievances were intensified by suffering.” He
should know that unrest and grievances have
en intensified in this country not so much by
Men and women were glad enough to
(Canada and for justice. Unrest has
caused by the realization that the very
ends for which explicitly the war was fought,
justice, freedom, democracy, are not being fur-
thered. People feel, in Quebec and Ontario
alike, soldiers perceive, that they have been ex-
ploited by a selfish few, whose interests
gerved by the Government at Ottawa.
Meighen do something more than talk.

He prefers to
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“For
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the lL.ord our
deeds,

God {s a God of might,
in deeds he takes delight.”

If the premier would act in the interest of

the people of Ontario and of Quebec, his coax-
ing words would have more meaning.

MAYOR CHURCH'S
Church

IDEA.
Adam

to crawl

Mayor
think

writes Sir Beck,

before

“
the
Drury Government, or to allow the association

it is bad judgment
to be placed in a false position by the Hydro-
Electric Power Commission of seeking mercy
for the radials.”

Surely Mayor Church requires direction.
The Drury Government is above the Commis-|
sion and Radials, and those who undertake to
set up a power above the Government must be !
checked. The whole trouble arises from the
Hydro Commission assuming powers it does
fiot possess.

The commission appointed will likely iron
out all these difficulties and the Hydro with all
its power of all kinds be made a part of the
responsible government of the country.

WATER LILIES.

‘“Where the very silence siumbers

Water lilies grow in numbers,
Pure and pale.

All the morning they have rested

Amber crowned and pearly crested,
Fair and frail.”

has endeavored in

the
All the pure, reticent beauty of its

Someone to glimpse
music the still, dreaming loveliness
water lily.
drifting whiteness, starred with centre  of gold,
and held like a gleaming star, fallen and kept,

of

among the upholding pads of deep-toned green
and dark coral, is whispered and softly accen-
tuated in notes €0 understandingly chosen as to
produce a music-poem of perfect interpretation.

I has been said “one feels like being silent
where the lilies are, in fear of disturbing their
dreams,” and yet they are in very essence
flowers of the morning and wonderfully minis-
ter to early-day meods. With a gleam of night-
dew upon the tips of their petals, and hidden
like pearls in their golden hearts, there is at
the same time, all the wonder of young dawn
in their white glory. As day falls in golden
gilence, there is that wide star-like hint of
dreaming in their stiliness 'and demure aloof-
~ ness in caressing waters, that rests tired eyes

Wiu quiets thought to perfect relaxation of

and body.

“Except for ths earth she is nourished by .
Could the soul of the lily have climbed to the
sky "
one wonders, with the sense of detachment re-
vealed in its lovely floating fragrance, which
has been called “a perfumed whisper of wel-
come” to birds and insects.

Water lilies are said to be so simple of cul-
ture the marvel is that they have not a place
in every garden as a lure and drinking fountain
for thirsty feathered songsters. They could
never come to be looked upon as any but
charmed visitogs, nevertheless, from the very
- ystery of their sustenance and water setting
and a bit of the loveliest and most remote of
nature’s wild blooms is worth imprisoning for
“every day’s most common need.”

To chance upon hundreds of water lilies in
some sheltered, tree-shadowed, woodland lake
or cove, as one's canoe slips silently along the
lapping and resisting lily-pads, is to worship
them at their best. Here perhaps one happens
upon deer, with all their gracé of poise, drinking
and feeding on the rare delicacy of lily growth,
and the picture is one that is long in the mind
when vacation is over and woods-loitering part
of an unforgettable dream.

.

EDITORIAL NOTES.
Just now it's a rough, rough way to Tip-
perary.

Nobody seems able to take the ire out of
Ireland.

Quebec has been flirted with so often she
will not fall before the wiles of Meighen.

Local merchants report a great demand for
magnifying glasses these days. Possibly the
average citizen finds a use for one in scanning
the minute remains of his week's wages every
Monday morning.

DO YOUR OWN THINKING.
{Vancouver Sun.]

This is the age of mental laziness. Men pur-
chase thoughts from others as they purchase
groceries. The language and mannerisms of others
are imitated. Mental processes seldom get further
on the road to originality than a:quotation. What-
ever offers difficulty to the mind is rejected, for-
getting that life's riches can only be grasped
through the intellect.

Think for yourself. Read, learn,
think. Education is only a cargo;
thoughts must mark out your course.

. Bvery unfinished thought, every sentence that
dwindles into nothing, is another contribution to
life's waste and to intellectual deterioration.

Think! Your mind is charged with possibilities.
Your brain is dynamic with power.

study—but
your own

A MATTER OF “X’'S.”
[Toronto Star.]

The Kitchener Record lists Hon. Arthur Meighen
as ‘‘prime minister and secretary for eternal af-
fairs.’’” The Record is an “X’ short, but then there
are those who say that Mr. Meighen himself will be
short many “X's"” when the next lot of ballot are
counted.

THE GYPSY LIFE.
[London Daily Express.]

To lie in the long grass on a summer’'s night,
with the open sky above; to sit about a fire while
the evening meal smells gratefully to the heavens;
to make close friends with the wind and laugh at
the cares of ordinary life—which of us does not
envy, at least a little, the care-free gentry? What
if some of them do have their little weaknesses for
robbing barnyards and stables. They have the
courage of their own iack of convictions, and the
only wonder is that they do not magke converts of
more of us.

HOME INFLUENCE.
[Fortnightly Review.]

It is useless to go on talking the old platitudes
about the home, and keeping young people out of
the streets. The home influence and training is
more needed than ever, but it, too, must be adapted
to the needs of the times. It must be a training
for independence. We must give up our belief in
restriction and punishment as the cure for our
social evils. We must learn to believe in life. It
is the desire for a full and free life which is at
the bottom of so much of the wild and foolish
conduct of the young. What we have to do is to
provide channels for the expression of that life, not
to repress it. We cannot keep the young out of
the streets; we should not wish to do so, but we
can make the streets safe for them; we can see
that the places of recreation in which they find
vent for their superfluous energy or their desire
for a fuller experience of life' are kept sweet and
wholesome. Our aim should be to make a full and
free life possible for all, in the streets and places
of amusement as well as in the homes of the
people.

“AT THE VOICE OF THE BIRD.
{Minneapolis Journal.]

““And he shall rise up at the voice of the bird.”
gaid an ancient Hebrew poet concerning the old
man who can't sleep after daybreak on a June
morning. This touch of insomnia the poet includes
in his doleful list of the ailments of the aged. A
twitter of a sparrow outside the window, a distant
robin piping up the dawn, and the old gentleman
is stark awake. Sleep is fled beyond recall., Poor
old man!

It is not yet four o'clock. Three long hours
before the city wakes. Three hours to listen or to
lie and think. Thrice blest is this old man if he
is a bird lover, or has friendly thoughts with which
to comgnune through a sleepless morning.

At e city's border, where trees and waters
and little wet meadows meet, the voice of the bird

{is a dominant sound at half-past three of a June

morning. The whole chorus choir, from tree-top to
swamp edge is in full ery—chorus, solo, obligato,
trill, catch and roundelay—the air is dense and
jubilant with song, a medley of all the love songs
of the bird kingdom. A good many persons not vet
decrepit will wake in the midst of a concert like
this, smile a drowsy blessing on the birds, and
sleep again. ;

If the old man must lose two hours of good
morning sleep, he has yet this compensation: Let
him wrap a quilt about him and sit at the open
window. The whole Yorld outside belongs to him
and the birds. In the®light of dawn it is a dream
waorld, the disembodied spirit of this same world,
whose corporate body we touch at high noon.

A thin blue dew-dampened haze, the remnant of

| vesterday's dust and smoke, lightly veils the distant

wood. About the little marshes,
waist-deep in guiet ponds of fog. A cool dusk
blends dwelling, shrub and lawn tree. Just the
highest points of these begin to reflect the little
rim of grey dawn. And from out this light-tipped
world of pleasant gloom rises the swelling matin
of the birds. For more than half an hour the whole
world is given over to the pleasure of the old man
watcher and the winged singers.

A widening glow of pink in the east, and the
landscape softly folds its twilight curtains; the
silver ground fogs in the little hollows melt into
the clearer atmosphere. A swelling chug-chugging
up the country road from an early motor car,
followed by a farmer’s noisy truck, shifts the
night of dreams to the day of work. The bird
chorus dies away or blends with the ruder noises
of the day. The old man makes his morning prayer
and dresses to go down and hoe a few rows in the
garden before breakfast.

The big boy grumbles himself awake at the whirr
of the alarm clock. But the old man has risen up
“at the voice of the bird.” Fortunate old man!

willows stand

BIRD PROTECTION.
[Hamilton Times.]

Within the past few years bird protection has
become a live question in Canada and in the United
States. The needless slaughter of the feathered
tribes that was carried on for years was having s
natural result; many races of birds were being
exterminated. Everybody who had a gun went out
to shoot and slay, and great was the slaughter
thereof. Now a better sense of the value of bird
life prevails, and instead of a shotgun many carry
a camera with which to take snapshots of their bird
friends.
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THE MIDDLE
TEMPLE MURDER

A Detective Story by J. 8. Fletcher.

Copyright 1920, Fred A. Knopf.
Copyright, 1920, by the Public Ledger Company.
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CHAPTER XVIllL,

An Old Newspaper®
As soon as Spargo unfolded the paper he saw
what he wanted on the middle page, headed in two

lines of big capitals. He lighted a cigar and sat

down to read.

“MARKET MILCASTER QUARTER® SESSIONS.
“TRIAL OF JOHN MAITLAND,

““The Quarter Sessions for the borough of Mar-
ket Milcaster were held on Wednesday last, October
3, 1891, in the town hall, before the recorder, Henry
John Campernowne, Esq., K.C., who was accom-
panied on the bench by the Worshipful the Mayor
of Market Milcaster (Alderman Pettiford), the Vicar
of Market Milcaster (the Rev. P. B. Clabberton,
M.A., R.D.), Alderman Danks, J.P.,, Alderman
Peters, J.P., Sir Gervais Racton, J.P., Colonel Flud-
gate, J.P., Captain Murrill J.P., and other magis-
trates and gentlemen. There was a crowded atten-
dance of the public in anticipation of the trial of
John Maitland, ex-manager of the Market Milcaster
bank, and the reserved portions of the court were
filled with the elite of the town and neighborhood,
including a considerable number of ladies, who
manifested the greatest interest in the proceedings.

““The recorder, in charging the grand jury, said
he regretted that the very pleasant and gratifying
experience which had been his upon the occasion
of his last two official visits to Market Milcaster—
he referred to the fact that on both those occasions
his friend, the Worshipful Mayor, had been able to
present him with a pair of white gloves—was not
to be repeated on the present occasion. It would
be their sad and regrettable lot to have before them
a fellow-townsman whose family had for genera-
tions occupied a foremost position in the life of the
borough. That fellow-townsman was charged with
one of the most serious offences known to a com-
mercial nation like ours: the offence of embezzling
the moneys of the bank of which he had for many
years been the trusted manager, and with which
he had been connected all his life since his school
days. He understood that the prisoner, who would
shortly be put before the court on his trial, was
about to plead guilty, and there would accordingly
be no need for him to direct the gentlemen of the
grand jury on this matter. What he had to say
respecting the gravity and even enormity of the
offence he would reserve. The recorder then ad-
dressed himself to the grand jury on the merits ot
two minor cases, which came before the court at
a later period of the morning, after which they
retired, and having formally returned a true bill
against the prisoner, and a petit jury, chosen from
well-known burgesses of the town, having been
duly sworn,

*John Maitland, aged forty-two. bank manager,
of the Bank House, High street, charged with em-
bezzling, on April 23, 1891, the sum of £{.§75 10s 6d,
the moneys of his employers, the Market Milcaster
Banking Company, Limited, and converting the
same to his own use. The prisoner, who appeared
to feel his position most acutely, and who looked
very pale and much worn, was represented by Mr.
Charles Doolittle, the well-known barrister of
Kingshaven; Mr. Stephens, K.C., appeared on be-
half of the prosecution.

“*Maitland, upon being charged, pleaded guilty.

“Mr. Stephens, K.C., addressing the Recorder,
said that without any desire to unduly press upon
the prisones®y who, he ventured to think, had taken
a very wise course in pleading guilty to that par-
ticular count in the indictmeng with which he stood
charged, he felt bound, in the interests of justice,
to set forth to the court some particulars of the
defalcations which had arisen through the prisoner’'s
much lamented dishonesty. He proposed to offer a
clear and succinct account of the matter. The
prisoner, John Maitland, was the last of an old
Market Milcaster family—he was, in fact, he be-
lieved, with the exception of his own infant son,
the very last of his race. His father had been
manager of the bank before him. Maitland himself
had entered the service of the bank at the age of
eighteen, when he left the local grammar school;
he succeeded his father as manager at the age of
thirty-two; he had therefore occupied this highest
position of trust for ten yecars. His directors had
the fullest confildence in him; they relied on his
honesty and his honor; they gave him discretionary
powers such as no bank manager, probably, ever
enjoyed or held before. In fact, he was so trusted
that he was, to all intents and purposes, the Market
Milcaster Banking Company; in other words, he was
allowed full control over everything, and given full
license to do what he liked. Whether the directors
were wise in extending such liberty to even the
most trusted servant, it was not for him (Mr.
Stephens) to say; it was some consolation, under
the circumstances, to know that the loss would fall
upon the directors, inasmuch as they themselves
held nearly the whole of the shares.
to speak of the loss—of the serious defalcations
which Maitland had committed. The prisoner had
wisely pleaded guilty to the first count of the indict-
ment; He had pleaded guilty to embezzling a sum
of £4,875 odd. But the total amount of the defal-
cations, comprised in the seventeen counts, was no
less—it seemed a most amazing sum!—than
£221,573 8s 6d! There was the fact—the banking
company had been robbed of over two hundred
thousand pounds by the prisoner in the dock before
a mere accident, the most trifling chance, had
revealed to the astounded directors that he .was
robbing them at all. And the most serious feature
of the gvhole case was that not one penny of this
money had been, or ever could be, recovered. He
believed that the prisoner's learned counsel
about to urge upon the court that the prisoner him-
self had been tricked and deceived by another man,
unfortunately not before the court—a man, he under-
stoqd, also.well known in Market Milcaster, who
was® now dead, and therefore could not be called,
but whether he was so tricked or deceived was no
excuse for his clever and wholesale robbing of his
employers.

‘“He had thought it necessary to put these facts
—which would not be denied—before the court, in
order that it might be known how heavy the defal-
cations really had been, and that they should be
considered in dealing with the prisoner.

‘“The Recorder asked if there was no possibility
of recovering any part of the vast sum concerned.

“*Mr. Stephens replied that they were informed
that there was not the remotest chance—the money,
it was said by prisoner and those acting on his
behalf, had utterly vanished with the death of the
man to whom he had just made reference.

“*Mr. Doolittle, on behalf of the prisoner, craved
to address a few words to the gowt in mitigation of
sentence. He thanked Mr. Stephens for the con-
siderate and eminently dispassionate manner in
which he had outlined the main facts of the case.
He had no desire to minimize the prisoner’'s guilt.
But, on prisoner’s behalf, he desired to tell the true
story as to how these things came to be. Until as
recently as three years previous the prisoner had
never made the slightest deviation from the straight
path of integrity. Unfortunately for him, and, he
believed, for some others in Market Milcaster, there
came to the town, three years before the present
proceedings, a man named Chamberlayne, who com-
menced business in the High street as a stock and
share broker. A man of good address and the most
plausible manners, Chamberlayne attracted a good
many people, among them his unfortunate client. It
was matter of common knowledge that Chamber-
layne had induced nungerous persons in Market
Milcaster to enter into financial tramsactions with
him; it was mattlr of common repute that those
transactiong had not always turned out well for
Chamberlayne's clients. Unhappily for himself,
Maitland had great faith in Chamberlayne. He had
begun to have transactions with him in a large
way; they had gone on and on in a large way until
he was involved to vast amounts. Believing thor-
oughly in Chamberlayne and his methods, he had
intrusted him with very large sums of money.

“The Recorder interrupted Mr. Doolittle at this
point to ask if he was to understand that Mr. Doo-
little was referring to the prisoner’s own money.

**Mr. Doolittle replied that he was afraid the
large sums he referred to were the property of the
bank. But the prisoner had such belief in Cham-
berlayne that he firmly antieipated that all would
be well, and that these sums would be repaid, and
that a vast profit would result from their use,

‘““The Recorder remarked that he supposed the
prisoner jntended to put the profit into his own
pockets.

“Mr. Doolittle said at any rate the prisoner
assured him that of the two hundred and twenty
thousand pounds which was in question, Chamber-
layne had had the immediate handling of at least
two hundred thousand, and he, the prisoher, had
not the ghost of a notion as to what Chamberlayne
had done with it.

To Be Continued,
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SHANTUNG.

{Witte Bynner, in the Nation.]

In the west you free Jerusalem,

But in the east you sell,

T’ai Shan, the Holy Mountain,

1 hear a temple bell,

Breathing like a perfume

O’er the exalted place;

The presence of Confucius

The wisdoth of a race,

The fuﬁxre of a people, the only one of

a

Whese conquerors are conquered,

Whose history is tall,

Taller than Fujiyama,

Taller than Koyosan,

Taller than that #ed sun,

Consuming from Japan,

And my face is the flowers,

And my brow is in the dust;

And my brow is sick with perfume,

And I weep because I must,

I weep for you O masters,

(¥ conquerors, O slaves,

As | hear you stir in China

The quiet of your graves.

THE MUSIC THAT HATH CHARMS.
3 [London Blighty.]

He—Most girls, I have found, don't

appreciate real music.

Second He—Why do you say that?

He—Well, you may pick beautiful

strains on a mandolin for an hour, and

she won’'t even look out of the window,

but just one honk of a horn and—out

she comes.

ON THE HEIGHT.
[Eunice Tietjens.]
The foothills called wus, green
sweet;
We dallied, but we might not stay,
And all day long we set our feet
In the wind’s way.

and

We climbed with him the wandering
trail
Up to the lasf keen, lonely height—
Where snow-peaks clustered, sharp and
frail,
Swimming in light.

Sheer on the edge of heavag We dwelt,
And laughed above the blue abyss,
While on my happy lips I felt
Your windy Kkiss.

You were the spirit of the height,
The breath of sun and air;

A bird dipt wing, and, swift and wiit2,
Peace brooded there.

ONIONS.

[Kingston Standard.]

Some people like onions; some don't. |
A suggestion has been made that one |
day a week should be Onion Day, when
those who like them can eat all they !
want. Family re-onions could be held !
on such days,. i

1]
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SUMMER THOUGHTS. {

[Atlanta Constitution.]
Feller feels like bein’
A brother to the breeze,
Waitin’ for Life's honey ¢
Till he get it from the bees; !
On a shady river bank,
Fishing all day long,
You beat the price of bacon
If the fish bite good and strong!

GROSS CARELESSNESS.

The traffic was at its height and there
were the usual piles of passengers’ bag-
gage on the platformm In the usual
way the porters were banging it about,
while the owners looked mournfully on.
Suddenly the station-master appeared,
and approaching one of the porters,
shouted in steérn tones: ‘‘Here! What do
you mean by throwing those trunks
about like that?” The passengers
pinched themselves to make sure that |
they were not dreaming, but they re-
turned to earth when the official added:
“Can’t you see you're making big.dents
in the concrete platform?”

GAFFER'S SONG.
{lEEden Phillpots.]
don’t hoe like they

i
|

The
And
And

And
| And

boys
do,
the girls don't sew like they used
to do; L4

hens don't lay

the hound don’t bay,

tge wind don’'t blow like it used to

o.

used to

The

men don't drink like they used to

o,

And the girls don't wink like they usedi

| to do; i

i The buds don't swel] . |

And the flowers don% smell; !

And the folks don’t think like they used
to do. |

|
The like it used to |

And
The
And
And

milk don’t. cream
do,

the ewes don't teem like they used
to do;

corn don’'t kern

the sun don’t burn;

my head won't scheme like it used
to do.

Bad ngen ban't hung like they used to

e, \
Good songs ban’'t sung like they usedE

to be; |
The jolly and wise }
Have all flown to the skies;
And 1 ban't so young as 1 used to be.
PASSED HIS ZONE.
[London Tit Bits.]

His cup of joy was full. It was more
than full. It was running over imo{
the saucer. It was messing the table-
cloth.

There had been moments of pleasure
in his life before, but this was a per-
petual flood of sunshine.

The humming of the wheels of the
motor 'bus was as the music of delicate
instruments wafted afar over fragrant
meadows or across rippling summer
lakes.

The chauffeur's warning toot was as
the blare of trumpets of triumph. THe
murmum of the streets was as a low,
sweet melody. Nothing was discordant;
all was harmonious.

For he had ridden half a mile be-
yond the stage punched on his ticket,
and the conductor had forgotten to
come up for the extra fare!

THE HAUNTED HOUSE,
[Marie L. Eglinton.]
It glimmers whitely through the twi-
light rains,
ghostly house,
bare;
No cheery lamp-ray lights its starinZ
panes—
No kindly hearth-fire warms its musty
air.
Knee-high, lush grasses brush its idle
door—
Forgotten
sweei:
The hand that planted them returns no
more—
In vain does Spring her tender spell
repeat.

A untenanied and

flowers bloom, forlornly

And yet dear voices sound
peaceful eves,
Gay laughter rings down intervening
years.
The beaded strand of merry hours re-;
trieves
One saddened moment, drenched withi
showery tears, . (
Delicious fragrances #m fruity trees— |
‘White honeysuckle, sweeter than its!
name— !
My memory lays hold on all of these,
For by their aid 1 can the past re-
claim.

through

HAVE THE CHAMBERMAIDS TRIED
KEROSENE?

1t's the little things that make the

new Hotel Gaul comtortable and home-

like—Sign in Chicago-Milwaukee cars.

THOSE GIRLS!
[Edinburgh Scotsman.]

She—Father said he weould kill the
first man who kissed me!
~ He—How interesting! And did he do|
1t? N {

WiLL HOLD OTHER SITTINGS.

Ottawa, Aug. 4.—Canadian Press.—
In addition to the opening hearing by
the railway commission of the appii-
cation of the express companies for
an increase of 40 per cent in rates, to
be held a2t Toronto on September 2, tha
board has decided to have other sit-
tings both in Eastern and Western
Canada. The dates and places where
evidence will be taken will be an-
nounced later.

In connection with the objections
taken ta the prapnsal ta ennfing the
hearing of the application of the rail-
ways for 30 per cent increase to sit-
tings to be held at Ottawa, it is prob-
able that the board will give considler-
ation to the request of western Inter-
estg that the board should take evi-
dence in the prairie provinces and make
an announcement at a later date.

HEY ' CUT OUT THAT
PADDLIN =- THIS AINT

7‘{@ ““mnga,Q yé.fduz. J Al maliomall Cup Racss £aa
' comacderabde prireal pm Y '

DENIES SHE WOULD . | Professors Must
DIVORCE CHAPLIN| Go As Result Of

' Snappy Parties

Movie Star’s Wife Says She .
: { Hichly-Col d Tal
0n|y Wants Separat|0n_ [ 1ghly-voliore ales

Around University.

New York, Aug. 4—Mildred Harris/
Chaplin, who is stopping at a 1oca.|

: 1L v

man announced over a long distancd
telephone to a reporter that suit for
alienation of the affections of his wifa
would begin within a few days again
a prominent citizen of Champaign. T!
professor also says he expects
suit for a divorce.
The professor making complaint
not been asked to resign, Dean 1
said Another instructor in the engin
eering school also has beeén mentioner
in the case, the president admitted, but
has not been asked to resizn
The parties, at least some of them
are said to have been held in the homa
of the complaining professcr, which v
L {located on the edge of town. It
]’ Il.. Aug. 4.—A series of there the police went one ni
hotel, denied today that she has{snappy parties given by a staff professor|{snonse to a call from the prof
brought suit for divorce from her|of the University of Illinois, an unsuc- |liouse was surrounded, but "r’!jf
famous husband, Charlie Charlin, the|cessful police raid and a rapid run of (the case” was mot found. The police
SRR | g S i X 2 {are still mystified. They do not know
movie actor. : jrumors throughout the summer school whether he got away before the police o
'l have signed no papers for divorce] resulted yesterday in President|arrived.
action,” she stated. "I simply instruct-| _ b
ed my attorneys to bring suit for sep-|Kinley announcing two members of the
faculty will not be with the school when |

aration.” !
i N ;i . rantfor ug. 4.— < Adam
Mrs. Chaplin spoke very highh the fall term opens. Two other instruc- an;fgxd, A g 4.—Frank : Ad [}
her husband. 1 bl s ‘haive béen mentiohed but as et engineer of Chatham, will be
“There was no particular trouble, ' jtors have D 10 . Dt as yet | : + : o
% R " A ngir o antford in succession te
she said. *“We just couldn’t get along.|have not been requested to resign. vc;,.x:eex \[f VB”": f;:i 1 hn‘ ;'
My husband was not made for mar- 4 g - de 4 ¢l jthe late ajor . Harr on :
riage. He is a man who should devote The story has run through the fra- {¢ng 5 vear, for the remainder of
all his time to work. He is so ner-|ternity houses like wild fire. Several | year, and $4,000 for next vear
new angles have developed, and it report Nﬂ?“’”{f“;!’o1"10-"\17:;
(e] ME r S
whispered a few Champaign business- J
men will be implicated in the tale. One Hce
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vous and irritable when working out a
new picture that it is impossible to get
along with him. He is a wonderful
man, brilliant but erratic.”

Ada
during

18
was

i an old Brantford boy.

- Honest Advertising.

THIS is a topic we all hear now-a-days because so many people are inclined to
exaggerate. Yet has any physician told you that we claimed unreasonabl'e
remedial properties for Fletcher's Castoria? Just ask them. We won't answer it
ourselves, we know what the answer will be.

That: it has all the virtues to-day that was claimed for it in its early days is
to be found in its increased use, the recommendation by prominent physicians, and

*our assurance that its standard will be maintained.

Fletcher's Castoria is strictly a remedy for Infants and Children. Honestly
advertised as such, without a claim for more than its over 30 years of use have amply
proven. A Baby's remedy for Babies. And not an adult's remedy for all the family
and all the ails that human flesh is heir to.

Children Cry For

CASTORIA

Special Care of Baby.

That Baby should have a bed of its own all are agreed. Yet it
is more reasonable for an infant to sleep with grown-ups than to use
a man’s medicine in an attempt to regulate the delicate organism of
that same infant. Either practice is to be shunned. Neither would
be tolerated by specialists in children’s diseases.

Your Physician will tell you that Baby’s medicine must be pre-
pared with even greater care than Baby’s food.

. A Baby’s stomach when in good health is too often disarranged
by improper food. Could you for a mement, then, think of giving t0
your ai/ing child anything but a medicine especially prepared for In-
fants and Children? Don’t be deceived.

Make a mental note of this:—It is important, Mothers, that you
should remember that to function well, the digestive organs of your
Baby must receive special care. No Baby is so abnormal that the
desired results may be had from the use of medicines primarily pre-
pared for grown-ups. \

MOTHERS SHOULD READ THE BOOKLET THAT IS AROUND EVERY BOTTLE OF FLETCHER'S GASTORIA

GENUINE CASTORIA ALwars
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THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORK CITY.




