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ART IS TtiROVjkl
from His Horse,
HE IS ARRESTED 
BVTH’ LOMDOtJ 
Police, for 

impersonating, 
"OV PRINCE 
OF y) ALES'.

THAT VJONT 
STUMP SANTA CLAUS,
Alvin \ * n'see, he's
SO COLD COMING

fromtH' north pole, 
thaTs vjhv he goes 
POVJN CHimNEVS,To 
WARM UP.'-NEB- /

x besides He yV 
o wears an I 
V ASBESTOS y 
v-( SUIT Z

^BAtil-HovJ can \

1 CONCENTTbATfe Ok! 
MN SCENARIO with 
THIS idle PRATTLE?* 
I SEE NOVJ WHERE
it will Have to be

WRITTEN iNTHE QUiET
seclusion of mV den: 
Hmm- lets see Now, 

"sir ARTHUR PIERCE
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' ■■■■■■■ him in surprise.

“Mr. Gilchrist tell me stay in New 
York,” the Pole explained. “He’s teach 
me English and find me good job. I’m 
work eight hours on the docks and six 
on myself now.’’

Goodkind said

By AHERN!OUR BOARDING HOUSE
!■

"THE FOOL” a
l

nothing, just reached 
for the door. Gilchrist, idly filling hie 
pipe at the mantlepiece, broke in. 

“Mr. Goodkind !” he said. “Uinanski

By Chinning Pollock, Illustrations by R. W. Saterfield. ■

BODY ITCHING
BEGIN HERE TODAY. j to show them how to live—and show 

other people that you don’t have to 
have a pig-pen to make a profit.”

“Are you making a profit?” asked 
; Goodkind scornfully.
! “Enormous,” answered Gilchrist en-

At this season of the year, owing. Reverse the casual habits, get good 
to change in temperature, habits and exercise, proper ventilation and avoid 
diet, many people experience what is : food excesses. The skin must fiinc- 
known as body itching. It is a most j tion in winter as well as summer to 
uncomfortable and unhealthy condi- j insure skin health and proper elimina
tion, most pronounced at retiring or ; tion. Do not neglect frequent baths, 
arising, also when sitting near a hot They tone the skin in a way no other 
stove or other heater and noticeable 
under certain conditions when 
ing heavy clothing.

Free perspiration and a moist skin, 
owing to lack of proper exercise and 
also from absence of any adequate 
bathing facilities undergoes a great 
change and becomes dry, hard and ir
ritated. This condition produces small 
surface scales. When the skin is rub
bed or scratched these scales, which 
somewhat resemble dry, scaly dand
ruff, fall off.

Clare Jewfctt, in love with the Rev- oj erend Daniel Gilchrist, marries Jerry 
J Goodkind for his money. Daniel is 

dismissed from the fashionable Church 
.'of (he Nativity in New York because thusiastically. “And, to go on, I’ve got

to have $22,000.”
“Oh, is that all !” scoffed the visitor. 

“You want $22,000 to go on making a 
fool of yourself. Well, you won’t get

mof his radical sermon.
A delegation of strikers comes north 

t to interview the president and direc-
* tors. An agreement which Gilchrist
- drew’ up for the miners is shown tp 
I Goodkind and Daniel gives the mag- 
*■ nates 24 hours in which to sign, 
î “Overcoat Hall,” a refuge for the 
\ Unemployed, is established by Gil- 
, christ, and apartments with baths for

* the poor are maintained at a minimum
* rent. George Goodkind calls at the 
? hall.
f NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.
t “That's Avhât I wanted to ask you.

! •v^rüirzsss “Tt;; •*». «- » «5» •— -
i ™“*h 10 °nl' “ 1 I Yra*. urô“= TtTyoZ Ji
! Mi.My l«n.ri ever rom, to „ tll. Neighborhood.

?îs:»«•>•, * «■ -•»—
- threw that away. You’re an utter ° s °P 1 ,, .. . ,
! damned waster-if you’re no worse.” ‘ .Tthat s -ï.our mlstake- sald DanieI’
, “What do you mean—worse?” Daniel stl‘‘ tr.a"qUx,.„ , „„„ „„„ __
' , j -I. ,   Is it? A year airo you gave me 24
« asM with a frown hours to sign a paper, and I did it,
, “You’ll find out what I mean. You’ve and costBme ^,000,000. Tonight f
t lu,d,™y son s Wlfe down here’ haven t give you 30 minutes to shut up this
j dau6hter’and
; IL~°r „three t,mes-°r a dozen- He “As I won’t,” said the unperturbed 
1 knows.
f “I’ve asked her not to come again.”

.“And he's asked her—but she comes 
J when she likes. She’s in love with you 
! —God knows 'what women see in vour 
i kill'd of

“Please !" Gilchrist lifted a hand in

agent can.
Never sleep in the undergarments 

you have worn during the day. Above, 
all, do not wear stockings in bed you 
have had on all day. Foot poisoning 
results from this habit, causing scaly 
condition and cracks between the toeS 
with intense itching.

For body itching as a temporary re
lief, try a bath of soda. One-half 
pound of ordinary baking soda dissolv
ed in a tub of tepid water will do the 
business. Have the soda bath of not 
more than ten minutes’ duration, dry 
with a soft towel. Do not rub the 
body, but simply pat dry.

wear-
/

it.”
“Not even as an advance?” pleaded 

Daniel.
“Not a penny.”
“Don’t drive me to—” Gilchrist 

paused.
“To what?”
“To ask for an accounting,” said 

Daniel, rather at a loss.
Goodkind stared at him in amaze

ment.
“To ask foi

r
\

Lack of activity inJ. many ways 
causes this condition. Change in diet 
is another cause.-what?” he thundered.

"Vi kK,
— SOT-

“I guess believin’ ain’t never goin’ to 
make me dance,” she said.

has an invention. If you’ll see it—” 
“I’ll see you in half an hour,” came 

the answer and the door closed. DADDY GANDER

CHAPTER XVH 
Cinderella

Umanski’s eyes, minus the hatred 
they once held, but still steady and I 
serious, had been turned intently on 
Goodkind as he talked.

“What’s he doing down here?” asked 
Umanski with certain anxiety.

“He says I’m crazy and he’s going 
to shut up this place.” Daniel smiled 
as he dropped into a chair with the 
relaxation of one tired. “Of course, he 
won’t.”

“Don’t be too sure,” said the Pole 
thoughtfully.

“Nonsense,” returned Gilchrist. “I 
made him angry. And somebody told 
him a lot of lies."

“Somebody’s told a good many peo
ple lies,” said Umanski. “Yesterday 
I heard I man say you run this place 
—to- -to—get women.”

“Who said that?” Daniel looked up 
seriously.

“O wop named Malduca.”
“Oh, yes,” Daniel relaxed again, 

“I took his daiighter in here once, for 
a week, until he got sober.”

“There’s a good many like that,” 
pursued the otoher.

“No so many.”
“Enough to make trouble. Why not 

carry a pistol?”
“It’s generally men with pistols 

who get shot',’ said Gilchrist with 
quiet reflection.

“One .if them fellows get you—"
Gilchrist put him off with a gesture 

as Mary Margaret came Into the 
room. *

“I suppose you ain’t had any sup
per,” she said with a motherly air, 
Grubby had followed her in with a 
tray and the girl, leaning on her 
crutches, transferred its cargo to the 
table tn front of Daniel.

1 mmï
Is ■%\

:4
figure.

“I’ll be here inside half an hour with 
a doctor.”

“And then?” Gilchrist didn’t under-

y.-.v
A \cj

50 i> V/
stand.

“Then we’ll file a petition to have 
you declared incompetent.”

Goodkind banged his stick on the 
floor for emphasis and started for the 
door.

“You don’t mean that,” said Daniel, 
rather helplessly. “You don’t mean ’hat 
because I’m trying to help- -”

“Help—whom?” returned Goodkind, 
wheeling. “Strikers and street women 
and general riff-raff. And you don’t 
even help them—because nobody can. 
And if you could, and did, how in 
the name of God would that help the 
community. If I find you’re still rant
ing down here in half an hour, I’ll say 
you’re crazy and I’ll prove it.” He 
mo«#d toward the door. “Think It 
over.”

Goodkind reached for the knob as 
the door was swung open from the 
other side. Goodkind backed a step to 
admit a tall, neatly dressed, brawny 
man.

“Excuse me,” said the intruder, po
litely.

Goodkind glowered at the man, then 
his fare half lighted with recognition.

“Haven’t I seen you somewhere be
fore?” te said reflectively.

The man turned ïo answer.
‘Yes, I think so,” he said. “My 

jeamt’s Umanski.”
“Umanski?"

Then he remembet-ed. “You’re not the 
Pole who came to my house last year 
with a delegation?"

“Yes.” said Umanski quietly.
“Well, I’ll be—” Goodkind surveyed

a man. There was Pearl Hen- >V..v Ut 7v7v;:;3
protest.

; “Oh, my son told me,” continued 
, Goodkind. “And I hear—in the neigh- 
■ borhood—that you’ve worse women 
< than that running in here. Women of 
* tim.streets !”
I '‘No many,” said Daniel calmly. 
' “Theÿ’re welcome, but they don’t 

? come.”
I “Well, that’s your business. And if 
' your neighbors get sick of having a rc- 

sopt ,of this kind in their midst, and 
J dHve you out, that’s your business, too. 

BuV toy son’s wife- --”
“Is her business,” Daniel interrupted. 

' “And his,” came back Goodkind. 
» “Only Jerry’s in no condition to’ set- 

He’s broken down

DiaUmanski drew out a pocket book an;} 
came alongside.

“I brought you some money,” he 
said. “My boss he give me1 another 
raise. He gonna makes me boss after 
a while. So I like to begin to pay 
back what you lend me.”

Gilchrist waved him aside.
“Wait ’till you’ve sent for your fam

ily,” he said, making 
cept the proffered bills.

“I’m gonna send now,” said Uman
ski, smiling. “My boy I’m gonna send 
school—college, maybe. That pump 
I make goes fine. I show my boss like 
you say, because he know about coal 
mines, and he say if she work she save 
whole lots of lives and money. She 
work all right.” He dropped the bills 
on the table and brought forth an 
English grammar from under his coat. 
“How about I go upstairs and 
study?”

“Sure,” said Gilchrist. “Go right 
up to my room and I’ll be along after 
the meeting.” Umanski left Margaret 
Mary bending over him eagerly.

“Your supper’s ready,” she said.
Gilchrist had caught sight of her 

feet, strangely adorned.
“What’s this we’re wearing, golden 

slippers?” he queried, looking up at 
her.

pretty lady sent.’ Gilchrist pulled a 
chair up beside his.

“Supper with Cinderella,” he said 
with a sweeping invitational gesture.

“Gee, I love that story,” the girl 
said plaintively. “When you tell it 
to me, you make me believe I’m her.” 
She was a wistful figure, a Cinderella 
on crutches, a beggar of life but quite 
content to ride upon wishes.

“If you believe it—you are,” said 
Gilchrist firmly.

She looked at him pensively.
“I guess believin’ ain’t never goin’ 

to make me dance,” she said.
“You can’t tell,’ he said, “—if you 

believe hard enough.”
“That’s what you said before, and 

I’ve tried, but somehow it don’t 
work.”

Of 4,925 farmers’ buying and selling 
organizations in 1921, more than 23 per 
cent, did a business ranging from 
$100,000 to $200,000, and more than l(i 
per cent, did an annual business be
tween $70,000 and $100,000. SiV rrr.r; *•"

£
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Instantly the magic dustpan rose and floated out of the door.

When the Twins got to the Fairy 
Queen’s palace, who should be waiting 
for them but a fat, jolly looking per
son in a green suit.

The most remarkable thing about 
him was a dustpan that he kept 
tucked under one arm.

“Nancy, Nick!” said the Fairy 
Queen lovingly, for she had become 
very fond of her little Twin children,
“I want you to meet one of my oldest 
friends, Mother Goose’s husband, Dad
dy Gander. Daddy Gander, Nancy and 
Nick ! Nancy and Nick, Daddy Gan
der !”

Nancy bowed and Nick bowed and 
Daddy Gander bowed and everybody 
bowed. And after they had finished 
bowing and saying how glad everybody 
was to meet everybody else, the Fairy 
Queen went on:

“Daddy Gander wants you to go 
home with him. He lives in a place 
named after him called, ‘Daddy Gan
der Land.* ”

“Mother Goose lives in Mother Goose 
I-and, doesn’t she?” inquired Nancy.
“And if you are her husband, sir, how 
can you live in Daddy Gander Land?”

Mister Daddy Gander laid a finger 
beside his funny nose and winked one 
of his funny eyes.

“How?” he remarked. “Easy as pie.
I just turn the sign around. When 
Missez Goose is coming home, and 
while she’s home, I put out the sign 
that says, ‘Mother Goose, Her Land.’

“But when she’s off on one of her 
trips, I get Tom Tinker and we take 
down the sign and turn it around and 
hang it up again. And it says, ‘Daddy 
Gander, His Land !’ ”

no move to ac-
“Oh, I see!” laughed Nick. “It’s all 

one and the same place.”
“Surest thing you know,” laughed 

Daddy Gander winking again. And he 
looked so funny they all laughed. And 
then they went on laughing until it 
looked as though there wasn’t going 
to be another Twin adventure to write 
about, except a laughing party, for 
days' to come.

It was Nancy who sobered up first. 
“What’s so funny about it?” she asked 
suddenly.

“\~vTV, why, why—” panted Daddy 
Gander, who was as fat as his wife 
was thin, and round as she was sharp, V 
“why, I don’t remember. But it just 
seems that every time I 
mouth everybody laughs.”

“What is your dustpan for, please, 
sir?" asked Nick.

“Oh, that I” exclaimed Daddy Gan
der in a surprised voice, as though lie 
didn’t know he had it. “Why, that is, 
you see, I always carry it for fear 
Missez Goose might return unexpect
edly and ask me where it is. I use it 
to gather up her sweepings and she’s 
always sweeping. But say, do you want 
to go home with me? We can all get 
on my magic dustpan and be there in 
a jiffy.”

“We’d love to go!” cried the Twins. 
Instantly the dustpan spread out until 
it was as big as a carpet.

“Jump on!” said Daddy Gander.
And all three of them squatted down 

on it like Arabs.
Instantly the magic dustpan rose and 

floated out of the door.
(To Be Continued)

• tie the matter.
> from worry and overwork and you’re 
j partly responsible. That puts it up to 

me. This is a final warning. If you 
t zee Clare again I’ll act. That’s all. 
i Good night.” He picked up his hat.
5 1 " “dh;- Mr. Goodkind,” Daniel woke, 
v is if from a reverie. “How about the 
! woney?” «,
f iYou’ve had what’s coming to you.” 

“But that’s nothing. I pay half that 
for these houses and I’ve gone in debt 

$ fitting them up.”
I .-‘With baths and tennis courts!”
, “People must have baths.”
,' “These dirty immigrants,” Goodkind 
{ stormed.
j “The dirtier they are, the more they 
1: need them,” Gilchrist smiled. “I want

Play copyrighted, 1922, in the United 
States and England, 
sion by special 
author, and of Brentano’s, publishers 
of the play.

(Continued in Our Next Issue),

Buy Smokers’ Gifts at Louis Green’s.
12-25.
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Novelized ver- 

permission of the

open myrepeated.Goodkind

Mistress—"Miss Elsie is coming out 
next week.

Cook—"Indeed, ma’am. So Is my hus
band.—Tit-Bits (London.)

she assented. 'T took 
them out of the barrel of clothes that

“Uh-huh,”

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—TAG KNOWS SOMETHING By BLOSSER
jjf)imn iniBlP.ii»iniI SEE I’LL HAMF 

"TO EXPLAIN IT
, *rt> you. j-s

ALL TUB LITTLE CHILDREN 
TUAT J4AVJF AJO FATHER NOB. 
MOTHER ABE CALLED 

ORPHANS— ANDTHEy 
ALL LVJE IN A NICE 
BS HOME CALLED 

V THE ORPHANS HOMF

wy is some"
CHILDREN ORPHANS 

AN' SOME AIN'T, T 
l MOM? y

WHY,
ABE ALL H CERTAINLY/ ) 

TH' CHILDREN 
GOOD, MOM

OUT HOW CAN 
THEy BE, WITHOUT 

ANY DADDY TO 
: SPANK 'EM ? ,Otio.oe
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y Ï21 1 -Vow make "buckwheats” 
as fine as Aunt Jemima 
Pancakes—and. as easily

Aunt Jemima 
Buckwheat 

Flour
and waters that's all
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ADAM AND EVA- HEREDITARY By CAP HIGGINSr YbuV /fslONSEN<se ! ne \ f
. LOOKS1! ff IS A BEAUTIFUL- /

'NO, I DON’T THINK. \ / WELL,
HE. HAS A SINGLE- [ HOW ABOUT 
FEATURE' OF ADAMS-J 1 HIS ADAM'S 

l APPLE. ?

-X J DON'T=rTHEiSe.there, ^ 
EVA. WHERE’S 
(THAT precious 
-T\ ba~b v ? r~x~

\rjt DON'T YOU 
THINK HE TAKES 
AFTER ADAM AT
All? a

OH MOTHER,] 
I'M SO GLAD 
TO SEE YOU.

CHILD HE HASN’T 
GOT ADAM'S EYES 
OR. NOSE. 1r > 7

r5

> I it! In the yellow 
Aunt Jemima 

package

\t
’ Ü\r>\ To'1

V
ryL

7Tj \ rr

I “ f Enjoy 4 
Christmas I

CAP
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Ù, DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—A GOOD COMEBACK

HELLO,TOM. HOW ARE SAY, I PUT ONE

By ALLMAN
$>J

\ idON DORIS YESTERDAY-YOU THIS MORNING?
have you Bought 
MY CHRISTMAS PRESENT 

YET ?

WHEN l GOT HOME SHE 
WASN'T THERE AND I 
HAD A SURPRISE FOR 

l HER WHEN SHE CAME

As Shakespeare says:— 'o
o'

“Now, good digestion ««WF

wait on appetite, and health on both.”
-— NOT VET. 
I’m Saving up 

For it ^
/ WHAT 
DID SHE SAY?r

Make health, digestion and appetite as they 
should be by taking a morning glass ofÎf m.

- ' rt7
I ABBEYSJ {4V. 1.

k. . ///I*
*z

“For Constant Health” 278w /m-

Your Health
BY DR. CUFFORD C. ROBINSON

ITOOK ALL HER DRESSES,^ 
HATS. SHOES AND GLOVES X 
AND PUT THEM ON THE \ 
BED AMD WHEN SHE CAME SJ 
HOME. I ASKED HER WHAT 
SHE WANTED FOR ChRlSTMAS-

i

"b

«Sv. V*N Iv""
'S

<*V-r

WThen 1 took HER in and w 
Showed her what she S 

already had and then 
asked her again - e
HER COMEBACK WAS,*I’M

not Particular but Td 
LIKE SOMETHING new 

-V FOR A CHANGE ”

)

< FAIR 
ENOUGH»
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ADVENTURES OE THE TWINS
By Olive Robert* Barton

w*tee as cents
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RELIEVE

INDIGESTION
StomacW. Ofleiwve Breath or other eyepleme el ImH|i
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AT ANY DRUG STORE,

QUICK RELIEF!
FOR

INDIGESTION
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