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Bery Much Good at Spelling Anyway . By “Bud” Fisher

WHAT HANE
SAY, MUTY, ARE

YOU GG BACK
Yo SERNIA AaND

FloYT FOR. ~ouR.

UWHTH SERVIA]

Countey ?

=

T

THE SSRWAND
ARG SLANS.
THE PAPER SANS AL
THE SLANS N AMBRICA
 +tARE QOING BALK Yo
BIHHT TOR. THOWR
| FATHERLAND

OO rPSmaq,

=

M

8

NE hears a
good deal

about War Policy and Peace Policy--but
the Policy we’re chiefly interested in is
PRICE POLICY---that cuts right at “the
cost of living. .

Someone recently said-that the clothing business had outgrown the old merchandising
traditions. We agree with “Someone” whoever he was—our idea Is that it's a fool's
policy to *“Get all you can for what you give’’—that's an old “Robert' Baron
tradition.  Our policy has always been *‘Give all you can for what you get’’—and
this has become known to thousands of men throughout the land who have helped us to
the wonderful success that has built up the largest Tailoring Service in the Dominion.
The best business getter we've got is our ONE PRICE, not cutting prices and skimp-
ing quality—but rather giving men full value, and a little bit more, for their $15.
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’ vy a.. Rich inen buy where they get the best values
Don ¢ En Them —not merely where they can spend the most

Learn From Theme-- money—they know how and where. to get
their money's worth. That's all there is to economy—getting full value for your
dollars—merely a low price dosen't count—and extra value does—

Our Extra Value at Our Low Prices Makes a Fred'k Gareau

Double Bargain Supt. of Branches

Maritime Provinces{

Ous special system for tailoring by mail is perfect — simply

Oﬂt'Of'TOW Men follow directions. Send for samples, sel-measuring chart

and style book. Special attention to hard-to-it figures is a hobby with our Malil Order
Cutters. Just put your name and address, and the word “samples” on a postal and

mall it today to Mall Order Dept.. 415 St. Catherine St,, East, Montreal.
“Mill-tosMan’ Tailoring Service

. €15

More
English @ Scotch Woollen Co.

I Four Montreal Stores

265 St. Catherine West, 904 Mt 3740 Notre Dame West, 415 St. Catherine, East,
near Bleury, nsear St. Henri Depot. near St. Hubert.

107 Charlotte Street, St. John, N. B.

Royal Avenue, East,
near Papineau.

«Muriel,” said the when the other chaps remained too late, time he called he was going to bring

; ir. the| nd they would take the hint and depart.| you some cough drops.”
sharply, “that y“nsim.:iw: ;adfm ©I Did this ome say anything when 1
_drawing room last night is dull of com-| coughed last night?” “Yes,” replied his| The way to success is not a chute, but
prehension. . All I had to do was cough beautiful daughtes “He said the nextiup a laddew

old gentleman

O. Henry’s Masterpieces
Selected By O. Henry Himself as His Best Work

“THE HEAD HUNTER”

J

When the war between Spain and
George Dewey was over, I went to the
Philippine Islands. There I remained
as bushwacker correspondent for my
paper until its managing editor notified
me that an eight-hundred-word cable-
gram describing the grief of a pet cara-
bao over the death of an infant Moro
was not considered by the office to be
war news. So I resigned and came
home.

On board the trading vessel that
brought me back I pondered much upon
the strange things I had. sensed in the
weird archipelago' of the yellow-brown
people. The manoeuvers and skirmish-
ings of the petty war interested me not;
I was spellbound by-tie-outiandish, and
unreadable countenance of that race that
had turned its expressionless gaze upon
us out of an unguessable past.

Particularly during my stay in Ming e

danao had I been fascinated and ath
ed by that delightfully origx;gd"'
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«MOST WOMEN ARE ONLY VERY BIG CHILDREN, AND MOST MEN ARE ONLY

heathen known as the head-hunters.
Those grim, flinty, relentless little men,
never seen, but chilling the warmest
noonday by the subtle terror of their
concealed presence, paralleling the trail
of their prey through unmapped forests,
across perilous mountain-tops, adown
bottomless chasms, into uninhabitable
jungles, always near with the invisible
hand of death uplifted, betraying their
pursuit only by such signs as a beast
or a bird or a gliding serpent might
make—a twig crackling in the awful,
sweat-soaked night; a drench of dew
showering from the screening foliage of
a giant tree, a whisper at even from
the rushes of a water-level—a hint of
death for every mile and every hour—
they amused me greatly, those little fel-
lows of one idea.

When you think of it, their method is
beautifully and almost hilariously ef-
fective .and simple.

You have your hut in which you live
and carry out the destiny that was de-
creed to you. Spiked to the jamb of
your bamboo doorway is a basket made
of green withes, plaited. From time to
time, as vanity or ennui or love or jeal-
ousy or ambition may move you, you
creep forth with your snickersnee and
take up the silent trail. Back from it
you come, triumphant, bearing the sev-
ered, gory head of your victim, which
you deposit- with pardonable pride in
the basket at the side of your door. It
may be the head of your enemy, your
friend, or a stranger, according as com-
petition, jealousy, or simple sportive-
ness has been your incentive to labor.

In any case your reward is certain.
The village men, in passing, stop to con-
gratulate youn, as your neighbor on weak-
er planes of life stops %o admire and
praise the begonias in your front yard.
Your particular brown maid lingers,
with fluttering bosom, casting soft tig-
er's eyes at the evidence of your love
for her, You chew betelnut and listen,

content, to the intermittent soft drip
from the ends of the severed neck arter-
jes. And you show your teeth and
grunt like a water-buffalo—which is as
near as you can come to laughing—at
the thought that the cold, acephalous
body of your door ornament is being
spotted by ‘wheeling vultures in the
Mindanaoan wilds.

Truly, the life of the -merry head-
hunter captivated me. He had reduced
art and philosophy to a simple code. To
take your adversary’s head, to basket it
at the portal of your castle, to see it
lying there, a dead thing, with its cun-
ning and stratagems and power gone—
Is there a better _to foil his plots,
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Central American republics, a few hun-
dred miles south of the port to which
he had engaged to convey me. But I
was wearied of movement and exotic
fancies; so I leaped contentedly upon
the firm sands of the village of Mojada,
telling hyself I should be sure to find
the rest that I craved. After all, far
better to linger there (I thought), lulled
by the sedative plash of the waves and
the rustling of palm-fronds, than to sit
upon the horsehair sofa of my parental
home in the east, and there cast down by
the currant wine and cake, and scourged
by fatuous relatives, drivel into the ears
of gaping neighbors sad stories of the
death of colonial governors.

When I first saw Chloe Greene she was
standing, all in white, in the doorway of
her father’s tile-roofed ’dobe house. She
was polishing a silver cup with a cloth,
and she looked like a pearl laid against
black velvet. She turned on me a flat-
tering protracted but a wiltingly disap-
proving gaze, and then went inside,
humming a light song to indicate the
value she placed upon my existence.

Small wonder; for Dr. Stamford (the
most disreputable professional man be-
tween Juneau and Valparaiso) and I
were zigzagging along the turfy street,
tunelessly singing the word of Auld
Lang Syne to the air of Muzzer’s Little
Coal-Black Coon. We had come from the
ice factory, which was Mojada’s palace
of wickedness, where we had been play-
ing billiards and opening black bottles,
white with frost, that we dragged with
strings out of old Sandoval’s ice-cold
vats.

1 turned in sudden rage to Dr. Stam-
ford, as sober as the verger of a cath-
edral, In a moment I had become aware
that we were swine cast before a pearl.

“You beast,” I said. “this is half your
doing. And the other half is the fault
of this cursed country. I'd better have
gone back to Sleepytown and died in a
wild orgy of currant wine and buns than
to have had this happen.”

Stamford filled the empty street with
his roaring laughter.

“You, too!” he cried. “And all as
quick as the popping of a cork. Well she
does seem to strike agreeably’ upon the
retina. But don’t burn your fingers. All
Mojada will tell you that Louis Devoe
it the man.”

“We will see about that,” said I. “And
perhaps, whether he is a man as well as
the man.”

1 lost no time in meeting Louis De-
voe. That was easily accomplished, for
the foreign colony in Mojada numbered
a dozen; and they gathered daily in a
half decent hotel kept by a Turk, where
they managed to.patch together the flut-
tering rags of country and civilization
that were left them. I sought Devoe be-
fore 1 did my pearl of the doorway
tbecause I had learned a little of the
game of war, and knew better than to
gtrike 'for a prize before testing the

coast of one of the

strength of the enemy.

A sort of cold dismay—something
akin to fear—filled me when I had esti-
mated him. I found a man so perfectly
poised, so charming, so deeply learned in
the world’s rituals, so full of tact, cour-
tesy, and hospitality, so endowed with

e and ease and a kind of careless,
haughty power that I almost overstepped
the bounds in probing him, in turning
him on the spit to find the weak point
that I so craved for him to have. But I
left him whole—I had to make bitter ac-
knowledgement to myself that Louis
Devoe was a gentleman worthy of my
best blows; and I swore to give him
them. He was a great merchant of the
country, a wealthy importer and export-
er. All day he sat in a fastidiously ap-
pointed office, surrounded by works of
art and evidences of his high culture,
directing through glass doors and win-
dows the affairs of his house.

1n person he was slender and hardly
tall. His small well-shaped head was
covered with thick, brown hair, trimmed
short, and he wore a thick brown beard
also cut close and to a fine point. His
manners were a pattern.

Before long I had become a regular
and welcome visitor at the Greene home.
I shook my wild habits from me like a
worn-out cloak. I trained for the con-
flict with the care of a prize-fighter and
the self-denial of a Brahmin.

As for Chloe Greene, 1 shall weary
you with no sonnets to her eyebrow. She
was a splendidly feminine girl, as whole-
some as a November pippin, and no more
mysterious than a window-pane. She had
whimsical little theories that she had de-
duced from life and that fitted the max-
ims of Epictetus like princess gowns. I
wonder after all if that old duffer wasn’t
rather wisel

Chloe had a father, the Reverend Ho-
mer Greene, and an intermittent mother,
who sometimes palely presided over a
twilight teapot. The Reverend Homer

was a burr-like man with a life-work.
He was writing a concordance to the

Scriptures, and had ‘arrived as far as
Kings. Being, presumably, a suitor for
his daughters hand, I was timber for
his literary outpourings. I had the fam~.o -
fly tree of Israel drilled into my head
until I used to cry aloud in my alecp;
“And Aminadab begat Jay Eye Eee,
and so forth, until he had tackled an-
other book. I once made a calculation
that the Reverend Homer's concordance
would be worked up as far as_the Seven
Vials mentioned in Revelations about
the third day after they were openeq.
Louis Devoe, as well as 1, was a vis-
tor and an intimate friend of the Grenes.
It was there I met him the oftenest, and
a more agrecable mdn or a more accom-
plished T have-never hated in my life.
Luckily or +unfortunately, I came to
be accepted as a Boy. My appeara.nc:
was youthful and 1 suppose I had the
pleading and homeless air thgt always
draws the motherliness that is in wo-
men and the cursed theories and hobbies
of pater-familiases.
CI;Ialoe called me “Tommy,’ and made
sisterly fun of my attempts to woo hen
With Devoe she was vastly more mone o
ed. He was the 3
stir her imagination and deepegt feelings
had her fancy leaned toward “him. 1 was
closer %o, her, but standing i no glam-
our; Tihad the task before me of win-
ning. her in what seems to me the Am-
erican  way of fghting—with cleanness
and pluck and everyday devotion to
break away the barriers of friendship
that divided us and to take her, if
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VERY LITTLE ONES”

could, between sunrise and dark, abett-
by neither moonlight nor music nor for-
eign wiles.
Chloe gave no sign of bestowing her
blithe affections upon either of us. But
one day she let out to me an inkling of
what she preferred in a man. It was
tremendously interesting to me, but not
illuminating as to its application. I had
been tormenting her for the dozenth
time with the statement and catalogue
of my sentiments toward her.
“Tommy,” she said, ‘I don’t want &
man to show his love for me by leadliﬁg
an army against another country
blowing people off the earth with can-
nons.”
“If you mean that the opposite wayd
1 answered, “as they say women do, I’
see what I can do. The papers are full
of this diplomatic row in Russia. My
people know some big people in Wash-
ington who are right next to the army
people, and I could get an artillery coms,
mission and—" ‘
“I'm not that way,” interrupted Chloe-
«I mean what I say. It isn’t the biy
things that are done in the world, Tom-
my, that count with a woman. When
the knights were riding abroad in their
armor to slay dragons, many a stay-at
home page won a lonesome lady’s ham
by being on the spot to pick up her
glove and be quick with her cloak when
the wind blew. The man I am to like
best, whoever he shall be, must show
his love in little ways. He must never
forget, after hearing it once, that I do
not like to have anyone walk at my left
side; that I detest bright-colored neck-
ties; that I prefer to sit with my back
to a light; that I like candied violets;
that I must not be talked to when I am
looking at the moonlight shining or
water, and that I very, very often lon
for dutes stuffed with English walnuts®
“Frivolity,” I said, with a frown.
“Any well trained servant woald be
equal to such details.”

(Continued on page 11, ueon&cnhnm)




