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“CHARTER 1L - -
WINGING out to pass s and
then sweeping iy upot the re-
verse curve to:clear the nar-
row arch of the eulvert were
too wmumch for the white car. In
the middle of the road. ten feet from
the cwivert, the old woman struggled

frantically to get her cart out of the:

way. The howl of the siren frightened
her perbaps. for she went to the wrong
gide. Then the shriek of the machine
drowned the human scream as the au-
tomobile struck. i

The great machine left ‘the road for
the  Gelds on the right, reared, fell,
leaped against the.stone side of the

culvert, apparently trying to cHmb' it, |
stond straight op end, whirled back- '

ward ‘m p half somersault, crashed
over e its side, flashed with flame and
gplesion  and - lay hidden under a
clomd ef'dust and smoke:.: . .
The peasant’s cart,” tossed. into &
clump ef weeds, rested on its side. A

pade 4f wmasawu goggles ctunched be-
meath my foot as 1 'sprapng out of
Wa¥rd’s car, and a big brass lamp had

fallen ip the middle of the road, erum-

pled fike waste paper. Beside it lay a
gold remge box.

The eid woman had semehow saved
herself. or perHaps her saint bad belp-
ed der, for she/ was sitting in the

‘ more:

*nornitng  papers

man. and we read that be was linger-
iug. = Aud the dancer had ‘been right.

|
l She would pever dahde again,
_ A great mnany people keep their friends
‘n_iniod by writing to thetn, but more
| do not, and ‘Ward and- i belong to the’
" majority.  After my ‘departure from
Paris | bad“but one missive from- bim,
| @ stiort. note -written at the request of
bis sister, asking we to be on the
lookeut for italian earrings to ‘add
“to ‘ner ‘collection of old jewels. _ So
trom .time to time’/ | sent Der ‘what 1
could find about Capri~or in Naples,
and 8be rvesponded with neat little
letters of ‘acknowledgment. S
- Two years 1 stayed on Capri, eating
the lotus which grows.on that bappy
isiand apd painting very little. ~But

"even on Capri people sometimes ‘hear

the call ot Paris, so-there came at last
a fine \day when |, knowing that the
horse chestnuts. were in bloom dlong
the'Champs Elysees, threw my ‘rope
soléd shoes to a beggar, packed =
rusty trunk and was off for the banks
of the Seine. :
"At the end q;'_a fortnight 1 went
over into Normandy and deposited
that rusty, trunk of mine in a corner
¢ the summer pavilion.in the-¢ourt-
yard of Mme. Brossard’s inn, Les Trois
| Pigeons,.in a woodland neighborhood
‘'that is there. Here | had painted
through & prolific summer of my youth,
! and 1 was glad to find, as 1 had hoped.
nothing changed, for the place was
dear to me. Mme. Brospard (dark,
thin. demhre as of yore, a fine looking
woman with 4 fine manner and much
the flavor of old Norman ' portraits)
gave me a pleasant welcome, remem-
pering me readily, but without sur-
_prise; while Amedee, the antique servi-
_tor, cackled over me and was as proud

\ grass by the roadside wailing bySter-. ¢ my gdvent as if 1 had been a new

' ed“that Be 'had ‘beot the griver of the |

.

ically and quite unburt.
a man lay in a heap beneath the stone
archway, and from his clothies I guess-

white car. | sny “bhad been” because

there were reasons for needing no sec-

'ond glance to comprebend that the
! map was dead. /

‘Wagd meanwhile was dragging a wo-

. mgn out of the wreck, and aftel a mo-

menti went to help bim carry her into
the fresh air. She pusbed our bands
angrily aside and completed the untan-
glement herself, revealing the scratch-

_ e@ ané smeared face of Mariana, the

daneer.

“Oh. the pain!”'she cried. “That im-
beeile! 1f!he has'let me break iy leg!
A pretty dancer I should be! I hope

 he is killedr”

Apstierautomobile had already come
up, 'asd the occupants were hastily

alighting. Ward shouted to the fore.

mést-se goLor a doctor, 4
“§ am & doctor,” the man answered,
advancing and kneeling quickly by tbe
damber. “And you—yon ‘may be of
help.gonder.”
We )ed_toward the ruined .car,
‘where rd’s driver was shouting for
‘< 1235
“Shat is it?” called Ward as we ran

.
Aboamemrs: he replied, “there 1|

sofife ‘ome ‘wnder the tonneau herel”
Peom 'Beneath the Q;ernmﬂ ton-
nehnljoctod the lower part of a
's leg clad in a brown puttee and
‘ ‘shoe. . - Ward’s ‘driver ‘haé
reught fis tools, had jacked up the

r as Gigh as possible, but was still

to release the imprisoned body.

After cousiderable effort w;mmd
the imprisoned body, which in
paia. g

1.Semnd that 1 was looking almost
‘straight down into the upturned face
of Lareaee Harman, and | ¢annot bet-
ter.express what this man had come to
be and what the degradation of his life
had weitten upon him thap by saying
that the dreadful thing 1 idoked upon
new was mo more horrible a sight than
the face 1 had seen. fresh from the
vaiet and smiling in ugly pride at the
staress, as -he passed the terrace ‘of
Larwe o the day before the Gramd
Paix. ‘

We helped to carry him’to the doc-
toFs car and to lift the dancer into
Wapdls jandto ‘get ‘both -of rthem sout

/&t the bospital at Vepsallles.
% seem to you,” said George
finally, “that @ man so frightfully in-

' jured eowld have any chance of'getting

_._be a great

well " .
‘“Ne,” I answered. “I thought he
wis ‘dying as we carried bim into the
”» e

“So @id 1. The top of his hiead seem-
ed ail cvashed in. Whew!” After a
pawse ke added thoughtfully, “It will
thing for<Louise.”

Lowise was the tame of
cousim, the girl who had
with ali er family and then run away
from them to be Larrabee Harman's
wife. Remembering the stir that ber
appiicatien for divorce had’ made, 1
did wmet wnderstand how Harman’s
death conld bepefit ber, unless George
had seme reason to believe that be bad
iade 2 will in her favor. Boweie;.
the ¢f mark had Deen: me m I-‘ﬁ
pimen't than to me, and 1 did mot re
Spobd. ¢

s second

Bro o S,

-Get the genuine

The body of

e baftle '

"

- @ ed cunningly. “it was al to
.3 Bee that monsieur mmm

and he bad laid me. The simile
is grotesque, but. Amedee is“the mogt
henlike waiter in France. -

He is a white baired, fat old fellow,
always ‘well shaved, as neat as a bil-
Hard ball. In the daytime, when he
is partly porter, he wears'a black tie,
| a.gray waistcoat broadly striped with

scarlet, and from waist to feet a white

apron Aike a skirt and so competently

‘encircling that his trousersare of mere
- conventionality and no real necessity,
but after 6 o’clock (becoming altogeth-
er a maitre @’hotel) he is clad as any
other formal gentleman,

Amedee’s suggestions as to my re-
past ‘were deferential, but insistent.
His manner was that of a prime min-
| ister who goes through the ferm of
convincing the sovereign. He greeted
each'of his own decisions with a very
Joud “Bien!’ as if startled by the “bril-
Hancy of my selections, and, the menu
‘being concluded, exploded a whole vol-
ley~of “Biens” apd set off violently to
instruct old Gaston, the cook.

dength of -each wing, the guest cham-

‘bers of the upper story opening upon
it like the deck rooms of a steamer,
with boxes of tulips and hyacinths
along: the .gallery railings and window
ledges for the gayest of border lines.

-In the course of time and well ‘with-
in ‘the bright twilight Amedee spread
‘the crisp white cloth and served me at
a table on my pavilion porch.  He
[ feigned anxiety lest 1 should find cer-
tain dishes (those which he knew were
most delectable) not to my taste, but
was ‘obviotsly so distended with'fatu-
ous pride over the whole meal that it
became & temptation to denounce at
least some -trifling saumce -or garnish-
ment. Nevertheless so much mendacity
proved ‘beyond ‘me, and 1 spared him
apd my own conscience. The salad
prepared and the water bubbling in
the coffee machine. he favored me with
8 discourse on the de¢line in glory of
Les Trois Pigeons.

“Mensienr, it is the automobiles.
‘Phey bave doneit. ‘Formetly. as when
monsieur ‘was ‘here, the painters came
from “Paris. What ‘busy times and
what drolleries! Ah, it was gay in
those days! Monsieur remembers well.
Ha, ha! But now, I think, the auto-
“mo . bave frightened away the

“LgNotld bave said that we should
| be happier if we 'bad many like mon-
| sleur,” went on Amedee. “But it is
: early in the season to despair. Then,
| too, our best suit is already engaged.”
i “By whom?” :
“Pwo men of science who arrive
| pext week. Ope is a great man. Mme.
Brossard is pleased that be is coming
to Les Trois Pigeons. but I tell her it
_is only natural. He comes now for the.
first time because he likes the quiet.”
“Who is'the great man, Amedee?”
“Ah! A ‘distinguished professor of
science, truly. He is a member of the
institute. ' Mousieur must have’ heard
of that great Professor Keredee?’
“Phe -pame is 'known. Who is the
other?”
“A friepd of his. 1 do not know. All
the upper floor of the east wing they
bave taken—the grand suit—those twe

truly the way in modern times—the
. phijosophers‘are rich men.”
#Yes,” I sighed. “Only the painters

are poor nowadays.” = - 4
Amedee jaugh-

“Ha, ha, monsieur?

nfq‘.ndpﬂ.

e d on know they ars dar |
pealed to heaven. “But they are Amer- | '

ap-

42

fng papers Bared _ oice |
with the name of Lareabee Har- |-

One of her ‘legs was _badly’ broken. |
.| moasietr had returned to our old hotel:

“of ber notes that Ward had ieiued
‘Quesnay, but | had not sought guar-

The dnn  iteelf is gray with age, the
| root sagging pleasantly here and there,
apd -an old “wooden- gajlery runs the| -

-| of triumph.

and their valet de chambre. ‘That is.
‘traly?”’ And heé betook himself

~Jean Ferret, the gardener of Ques-

e L e

‘“m l’ !1'
*And  poor

because Qe liked it and remembered:

our wine of Beaune and the good beds |

and old Gaston’s cooking!” -

“Do not weep, Amedée,” | said. *T 5

Quesnay’? And | added. “T may mot ¥

have come.to paint, not.because "L
tnow the people who. haye taken

see them at all.”’,

Miss Elizabeth bad mentionedmizn‘,ono

ters at Les Trois Pigeons because it

stood within walking distance of the [ -
chatean.- in my industrious frame of .
mind that circumstance seemed almost |
Miss_ Elizabeth, ever |

a drawback.
hospitable to those whom she noticed
at all, would be doubly so in the eoun-

try, and 1 wanted all’my time to ny-l

self since my time. was not, conceiv-

b

heos &

-

i

ably of vajue to. any ope” else. - L=

thpught it 4vise to léave any enmcoun- |’

o 3%

ter’ with the lady to cbance.
himself had just sailed on a
tfip to America, and until his return
I should .put in all wmy time. at :paint-
ing and.-notbing else, though:1 liked
his sister, as 1 have said,
of .her often: 7/

Amedee langhed icrédulously. “But |
monsieur will call at the -chateau ¢

the morting,” the complacent varlet
prophesied.
an old man—no, not yet. Bven if he
were—aha—no one could possess the
friendship of that wonderful Mue.
d’Armand and remain away from the
chateau.”

“Mme. @’Armand!” I said. “That i

pot the name. - You mean Mille,
Ward.” :

. “No, no!” His fat cheeks bulged
with a smile. *Mlle.- Ward”—he pro-

nounced it *“Ware”<*is magnificent.

Bvery one must fiy to obey when shej '

opens her mouth. It needs only a
glance to perceive that Mile. Ward is

a great lady, but Mme. d’Armand—
aha!” He rolled his round eyes to an

ffect of unspeakable admiration:. “But |~
onsieur knows very well for him-g. .

self.”

«We were speaking of the present (

chatelaine of Quesnay, Mlle. Ward. I
have never heard of Mmé. d’Armand.”
sMonsieur is serious?”’ :
“Truly!” I answered, making beld to
quote his shibboleth.
“Then monsieur has truly much to
live for. ‘Truly?” he chuckled openly.
He' had cleared the table.

“Amedee,” I said, “who is Mme.| |

d’Armand ?”’ ;
“A guest of Mlle. Ward at Quesnay:
In fact, she is in charge of the cha-

“Phen monsieur has truly much to (V8
'S tor. Tnll’"!"

teau, since Mlle. Ward is, for the time,

away.” : )

“Is she a Frenchwoman?”’ .

“It seems not. 1ip fact, she is am
American. though she dresses with se
much of taste. ‘Ah.’Mme. Brosssrd ad-
mits it, and Mme. Brossard knows the:
art of dressing.”

«“Mme. @’Armand’s name is French,”
I observed. ~ ‘

“Yes: that is true,” said Amedee
thenightfully. “No one can dény it; it
is ‘a ‘French name.” He ‘refted the
tray upon a stump vear by and scratch-
ed his head. “I do not understand bow
-that can “be,” -be continued. slowly.
“Jean Ferret, who is chief gardener at
the chateau, is an acquaintance : of
mine, and Jeap Ferret has tol@" me
that she is an American.” el

*T believe,” said 1, “that if I strug-
gled a few days over -this pugzle I
might come to the ‘conclusion ‘that
Mme. d’Armand is an American lady
who has warried a Frenchman.”

The old man uttered ap exclamation

Fyed

“Hal , Without doubt! Truly she
must “be ‘dn “Americdn ‘lady who: has.
married a Frenchman. uonslenw
already solved / the . puzzle. SFruly,
across
the darkness to emerge in the light of
the open door of the kitchen with the
word still bling in his throat. -
/1 rose ifrdm sthe chair-on my -little
porch to go to bed, but I.was remind-
ed of something and’ called to him. -

“Monsieur?” :bis voice ¢ame briskly.
. *How often do you see your £

i

_xr

| Miles. Come baék heé had ‘with most]’

.and thought|

“Monsienr ‘is' not at-all}.

|to Miles. A photographer of the Illus-

exciting days and lon
ing
trudge back to dressing

pressed, you are prey to wild
ordeal with the surgeon.

chocolate or coffee.

“In thousands of cases,’
cup of coffee that dragged th

“morale,”” or fighting spiri

manly
camp i
he risks

gY.M.C.A. worker in

his life to reach you

there” to guide him away fr
city. You cannot comfort h

thank God, is “‘over
the very things you

GENEROUS!E

Nova Scotia : D.

"STORY OFZRECRUIT FROM

———

The Saturday Evening Post tells this
story : : p

“In August, 1914, the first lot of
soldiers left Woodstock, N. B, for Valcar-
tier. ‘Among them, and towering over
| his comrades as the company marched
to the station, was a stalwart ‘negro
named -Miles Diamond.. Now, in. those
days it wds thought by the unthoughtful
\that the war. would -soon be over, and
some - very uncomplimentary remarks

certain yoyths who should have been
beside him. The customary snapshot
was taken of the marching company, and
.Miles stood out in 'bold relief.. He soon
became one of the noble 37,000 and sur-
vived all the mud and mark—of Salisbury
Piain, and in due season went across the
Channel. But before leaving Salisbury
Plain there was more netoriety coming

irated London News happened to take a
phatograph of some Canadians  passing
on horseback along the flooded streets in
Salisbury,and our good Miles was easily
récognized as one of the number. When
he got to France he wrote back Ithat his
first experience under fire was that the

o

blew into the town a fine, Jwell set-up

. Cheer Up and Thanh God

tense nervous strain. Rushing
“coal boxes” are mo respecters of persons.
But despite shock and pain you still can
station.

too! You must wait, wait, wait.

-“Up comes a cheery Y.M.C.A. man, the ever-present

to the soldier, with words of manly
side the dressing station the good generous folks at home have

enabled him to set up a canteen.

The tremendous helpfulness of the

England and in France,

warmest praise from military authorities,
_‘Have you a precious boy at the front? You cannot be “over

Your parcels to him are necessarily few.
there,”’ going where
long to do—doingit for you and for him.

Will you help? This Vast organization of helpfulness needs at
least $2,250,000 from Canada for. 1918. For your boy’s sake be

P. E. Island : Lieut.

were made about the negro soldier by|.

“bullet passed him and then he passed T
the bullet.” However, he made a first-

| clags fighting man. The other day there How this

for the Y.M.C.A.

g' nights of mortal danger and in-
‘“4yhiz-bangs” and scveam-
You are hitl
face the long weary
Weary, overwrought and de-
imaginings of that other comin,

TRY to picture yourself in the muddy cold trenches after

There are other “walking wounded,”

And then—

“big brother”

encouragement. Close be-

He hands you biscuits, and

! writes an ofﬁcer; ‘it was that first hot

e man back to life and sanity.”

Y.M.C.A. as an aid to the
t, of the soldiers is everywhere

.praised. No wonder the Germans make every effort to smash
the ¥.M.C.A. huts out of existence. :

*The "W'M.C.A. i everywhere.

)

You first met the:
camp,/then on train and boat, at
clese to the firing line. - Often
in the trenches. He has won the
statesmen—the King!

om fierce temptations of camp and
im in his supreme-hour of trial.

But the Y M.C.A,,
ou cannot go—doing

Campaign Directors for Maritime
New Brunswick: Eber H. Turnbull, 64 Prince William St.,
Cock, Chronicle Bldg., Halifax, N.S.
Ulric Dawson, Headguarters Y.M.C.A., Charlottetown.

G.

as a reward for his faithful service. He
has all the badges which go to show that
he served in the main Canadian actions,
and that he has not been out of ' France
since he went in. He wears two honor-
able wounds and a noticable face scratch
where he had unpleasant contact’ with
barbed wire. ~Asked if he wanted to go
back, this manly negro said : ' Why not?
It’s no use ‘leaving a job half finished.
And there is not much cheap laughing
at Miles to-day. The ‘ white men’ take
off their hats to him, and the others, who

wouldn’t go if they did.”

*,* St. Andrews people will recognize
in fdiles an old time St. Andrews boy.
Miles, with his people, moved away from
St. Andrews when he was about 15 years
old. While here they lived .in ‘the house
now occupied by Herbert Greenlaw.—Ed.
BEACON. .

THECALL

e

ﬁl'\HE air around was trembling-bright
And full of dancing specks of light,
While butterflieg were dancing too
Between the shiring green and blue ;
1 might not watch, L might not stay,
I ran-along the meadow way: :

e straggling brambles caught my feet,
%e qiovg:,:‘xﬁ,_'_, d was, oh! soswe:t‘y

But all the hedges sang as well.
e : "

than a negro, and it ' was “our old fri
Honprable leave. « Never even asked for'|
it, but was called to “headquarters and

colored man, looking more like a Spaniard |

g the ¢l

h‘dm_,,

are very few, don’t 'say anything. It

—06 branches . of Canadian
Y.M.C.A, in France, y 3
—79 branches in England. 4
—Dozens of Y.M.C.A. dug-outs
in forward trenches under fire,
—Over 120 Military Secretaries
| overseas. 3
—300,000 letters a day written 1;1
¥Y.M.C.A. overseas buildings,
—$133,000 needed .for athletic:
equipment. (Helps morale of
soldiers.)
—Y.M.CA. saved hundreds of
lives at Vimy Ridge bycaring
for walking wotinded.

-and France, also 300 gramo-: - .
phones and 27 moving picture
machines :

—V.M, C. A, helps boys in

hospitals.

==More than 60,000 cups of hot

tea and coffee distributed daily
| in France—free. Estimated
cost for 8 months, $48,000.

—150,000 magazines distributed

free every month. (Estimated
cost $15,000.) .

—$125,000 used in 1917 tobuild

huts in France.

—Concerts, sing-songs, good-
night services and personal
interviews energetically con-
ducted.  Concerts, -lectures,
etc., cost $5,000 a month.

—Thousands of soldiers decide
for the better life.

—VY.M.C.A. 'sells many needful
things to soldiers for their
convenience, Profits, if any,
" all spent for benefit of soldiers.

—Service to- boys in .Camp
hospitals. .

~—Red Triangle Clubs for soldiers
in Toronto, St. John and
Montreal, Centresin Paris and
London for men on leave. |

—Out of Red ‘Triangle Fund,
875,000 to be contributed to
the War Work of theV.W.C.A.

Boys !

Here’s your chance to do a fine
stroke in the big war! Helpthe
M.C.A. to help your big bro-
lers overseas by joining in the

“Earn am! Give

Six thousand Canadian older -
_boys are invited to earn and
give atleast Ten Dollars (§10) to
the Red Triangle Fund, That
means $60,000 inall! Splendid!
Five thousand dollars will be
used for boys® work in India énd
China; another $5,000 for the
National Boys’ Work of Canada,
and $50,000 to help big brothers
in Ask your local
V.M.C/A. representative for in-
formation and pledge card.
When you have subscribed one
or more units of Ten Dollars, you
will receive a beautifully en-
graved certificate,

National Council, Young Men’s Christian Association

Provinces
St. Jobn, N.B.
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MOVEMENT TO STAMP 0UT
GERMANISM IN CUBA

————

Havana, April 26—A Committee\q_f Pub-
lic Safety has undertaeen.a nation-wide
campaign to stamp out “Germanism” in
Cuba. ' Ifis composed of twenty. promi-
nent citizens under - the chairmanship of
Col. José d’Es\trampes, and " was organized
at a meeting last night in the House of
Representatives. President Menocal is
honorary president, and the Allied Minis-
ters at Havana are honorary members.

Dr. Henry de Penaloza, secretary of the
committee, announces.that a campaign of
education will he carried on, and Steps
taken to stamp out every kind of German
Vpropaganda in Cuba.. All' German firms,
he says, as well as German sympathizers
will be boycotted,

SATISFACTION
GUARANTEED
or Your Money Back
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