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Character Reading
By Frances E. Gale.

You KNOW ME AL Adventures of Jack Keefe BY RING W. LARDNER

|Mtss Irene Jones was fresh from a] 
course” in a stenographic institute, 

|om which she had received a neatly- 
rped recommendation, stating that she 
puld write one hundred and twenty- 
re words per minute, which she could 

j-when the words were familiar ones: 
|id that she could transcribe them with 
fccuracy, which she could—when she 
puld read them; and that she was a 
pung lady of neat habits and excellent 
parader, both statements being strict- 

true, but the letter did not mention 
|iat she never could be induced to 
imper speed by a slavish attention to 
tie eccentricities of shorthand. Her 
Jacher had once remarked that it was 

pity she should have taken up a 
kstem which required the observance 
pove, through or below the tine of 

laws as to the placing of charactei. 
Iriting. since there were others of a 
T>rt—permitting their being dashed 
>wn in any old place without affecting 
keir legibility or illegibility. Miss Jones 
Id not say how thoroughly she agreed 
lith him, but she joyfully anticipated 
Je time when, freed from his surveil- 
Ince, she might relax her efforts to 
Imember rules she was sure she could 
Jfely disregard.
(For two days of her first position she 
pd deciphered her notes with self- 
jrprising ease, and had overheard the 
lanager, who, despite adverse expert­
ises with many assistants, was still 
animistic, tell one of his associates 
lat he believed she would "make good " 
low, however, she drew her nicely- 
pnciled brows into a fearful knot,, 
lirsed her pretty mouth and ran her 
bgers into the permanent wave of her 
bbbed hair as though she would like to 
|ve her head a good shake thereby, 
lit was Saturday afternoon and the 
rneral office was deserted save by 
Irself and a boy, who sat whitting 
Id waiting for the letter in which Mias 
Ines. with a perspiring brow, was be- 
Inning to admit to herself that she was 
ftuck " Her wrist watch stated that it 
is 1.30. In five minutes Harry would 
at the junction of State and Madison 

Jd it was a good 10 minutes' walk from 
e building in which Miss Jones sat 
the place of meeting, and there she 

as with this exasperating thing half- 
titten, and apparently no hope of 
fishing it, for he never could have 
|id what that ridiculous outline seemed 

make trim say.
|The manager had told her that she 
luld leave over until Monday all of his 
pt hour's dictation, except one short 
Ite, which she would please write and 
^patch by the boy. She could sign 
I with his rubber stamp. Then he had 
lung out of the office in the com- 
rtable assurance that no mistake 
buld be made by a girl whose perform- 
|ce thus far had been satisfactory, 
pt, alas. Miss Jones' memory, upon 
rich she relied more than her now 
|i ployer guessed, had been occupied 
ltirely with her last interview with 
prry, upon which occasion he had al- 
t>st reached a point that every girl 

In see around the sharpest con versa- 
pnal corner. No part of her brain had 
ren in a syllabile of this letter ex- 

Ipt that bit which connected tne 
Jditory nerve with her fingers. She 
pked at the words she had typed, then 

her notes. She pushed the book a 
rig way off and screwed up her eyes 

she had seen the knowing ones do 
school, but no light came from that 

tree She drew it close and pored 
1er it, but the sentence looked just as 
lpossible as ever
['Say,'' gloomed the office boy, "the 
ss said I wouldn't have to wait mor'n 
few minutes and its gone 15 now. 

pess I'll go back to my old job at 
cMichael's. The» always close up 
ere on the dot.”
McMichael s! That was where Doll 
|rsythe worked. She'd be passine 
ate street, on Madison, just about 

|w and Harry had sa'd that he thought 
111 showed sense in not having her 
plow hair bobbed. Of course, Irene's 
Js dark, and it made a difference; 
111—oh, what on earth could those 
prds be? What could they be but 
st what they looked like? Men 
kren't like girls; they said all sorts 

things to each other. "Anyway," 
lid Miss Jones to herself, "I'm going 
" write it."

The keys rattled under her fingers, 
rubber stamp dabbed a blurred sig- 

|ture, and envelope was swiftly ad- 
jessed, the letter snatched by the boy, 
|d Miss Jones, after a frantic dash at 

mirror, sped down the corridor and 
pt her finger on the elevator button 

|til the conductor’s head appeared, 
ring if she thought she was turning 

| a fire alarm.
Monday morning found Miss Jones 

|ain taking dictation. Her eyes, Hft- 
occasionally from her flying pencil, 

kre filled with a starry light. The 
or behind her opened and there en- 
l-ed a middle-aged man, a stout man, 
Jvery stout man.

What's the matter with you.

laughter, but he was not smiling. He 
had the effect of registering dignity to 
the best of his ability, but what the 
observer saw was rather the expression 
of a hurt schoolboy. The manager 
gretd him cordially :

“Glad to see you, Renshaw. Sit down 
until I finish this letter."

"No, thanks. I just dropped in to get 
that estimate."

The manager searched in a drawer. 
"Get my note?" he queried, as he turn­
ed over papers. t

"Yes." The manager glanced up.
"What’s wrong?" he asked.
"Nothing." The plump face had be­

come red. Then: "Much obliged for your 
congratulations, but— Well, I under­
stand how you feel about your brother, 
but, even so, don't you think you were 
a bit raw?" The red had become crim­
son, and it was indignation rather than 
dignity that now registered.

"Raw 
man?"

The manager abandoned his search 
and stared in astonishment at his angry 
visitor.

"A joke's a joke," sputtered the lat­
ter, "and I can take one as well as any 
man, but, in a position of this kind, 
mental qualifications count for at least 
as much as physical ones, and the face 
that preference was given me before 
Fred proves it to my satisfaction, if not 
his.”

The manager, whose cheerfulness had 
given place to gravity, turned a coldly 
suspicious eye upon his stenographer.

"Miss Jones." he said, “I'll call you 
again when I want you.” Irene left the 
room

"Renshaw," she mused as she stood 
by her desk. "That's the man that let­
ter went to that I stuck in. W hat makes 
him look so mad ? What was it I 
wrote?" But she could not. remember. 
So many things had happened since.

The manager's bell rang. Miss Jones 
arose from her transcription and re­
turned to the private office, note book 
on hand. Both men were seated now; 
both were laughing, also both were red. 
The manager’s merriment, somewhat 
forced, it seemed, ceased upon her ap­
pearance.

“Miss Jones, read this "
She took a typewritten sheet and 

1 read:

"Dear Renshaw,
"Congratulations on your new ap­

pointment. I heard of it to-day and 
hasten to send my best wishes. Of 
course, I’m disappointed at Fred's fail- 
urer to land it, but other opportunities 
will come, and we are both agreed that 
if fatness counts in this job, no fatter 
man could be found ror it than your­
self.

"Sincerely,

Friend All

Well A1 this was a pay day and I hadnt no sooner 
then got home when Edna sprung the old gag on tne 
that she had to have some new close. They aint been 
a pay day since We was marred but what she has sprang 
the same gag so 1 says nothing doing so she begin to 
blink her eyes and says 1 suppose you would let your 
wife run a round in rags, so 1 says who ever told you 
you had to run a rgund at all. Do you think I marred 
you in the hopes you would become a Olympic athalete, 
so she shut up.

Jack Keefe
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“CAP” STUBBS Told In Detail BY EDWINA
-WELL- VJ HERE E»D YOUR CLUB 

MEET YESTERDAY - WHO hLl'S 
IN ATI' CLUB? - lb THERE.

NNN G-URLb; -

It was the letter she had written, but 
the manager had drawn his pen through 1 
the two words she had puzzled over, • 
"fatness" and "fatter." Above them he ' 

had written "fitness" and "fitter." That i 
horrible rule making the same character 
a different word, according to where ! 
you wrote it! She heard her employer's ^
voice: r

"We won't require your services any I 
longer. The cashier will pay you a | 
week's salary. And," he added, "my j 
suggestion would be that before taking 
another position you take a post- ! 
graduate course In shorthand."

Irene again stood by her typewriter , 
in the outer office, dazed. Fired, after i 
two days! Then a smile broke through ! 
like sunshine. Why, what did the old 
job matter? Harry had safely turned I 
the conversational corner and come to 11 
the point of their mutual desire.

THE END.
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ÏN RABB1TBORO BY ALBERT1NE RANDALL
TORONTO WOMAN DIES 

AT HOME OF DAUGHTER
ST. THOMAS, Sept. 1. — Mrs. Lucy 

May Robertson, former resident of To­
ronto, died yesterday at the residence 
of her daughter, Mrs. T. B. Hodgers, 
92 Myrtle street. Mrs. Robertson re­
sided in this city for only a few months. 
Surviving are two daughters, Mrs. R. 1 
A. Moore, of Cleveland, and Mrs. T. B. I 
Hodgers, of this city, and two sons, 
D. E. and T. W. Robertson.

Burial will take place in Toronto.

WOULD HELP TRADE
LONDON, Sept. 1. — Canadian 

trade representatives conferring with 
the Manchester Chamber of Com­
merce urged that British manufac­
turers should be on the spot through 

His clear blue eyes the establishment of distributing ware-

ToR PE.TE’5 SAKE . PARSON 
POPE.YE’. I NEVER EXPECTED 
To flND YOU LISTENING To YOUR 
WIFE’S VOICE ON THE PKON0GRAPH!

Id cushiony cheeks were made for houses In the Dominion.
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OF IT WHEN SHE'S 

------- HOIhe. o ,________

OH THE JOY I GET FRonj 

THIS RECORD I CAN 
never. Express :

x

----- ) I .START THE MACHINE
GOING AND THEN Î CAN <= 
-SHUT IT OFF - RIGHT IN THE 
AAIPDLE OF A SENTENCE !’
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THE OLD HOME TOWN By Stanley, OUT OUR WAY—By William*

JHAPTER L—LAKE DWELLERS 
AND THEIR HERDS.

Kvhy do you suppose thousands of 
3pie of the late Stone Age built hu*. 

liages over the surface of lakes in 
i-ltzerland, Northern Italy, and other 

Irts of Europe?
|The main reason must have been a 
|sire for safety.

There was now a special cause for 
Lake dwellers owned herds of 

limais which might be killed by 
Lives or bears, or stolen by members 
[other tribes.
We have already spoken of tame 
Irses, sheep and goats. Great num- 
Irs of oxen and a few boars (pig an­

cestors) had also been tamed.
Bones of all these animals have been

TO-NIGHT
.TOMORROW- ALRIGHT

A Vegetable Relief 
For Constipation

Nature’s Remedy (Nt Tab­
lets) a vegetable laxative 
with a pleasant, near-to- 
nature action. Relieves 
and prevents bttioatnetM, 
constipation and sick 
headaches. Tones and 
strengthens the digestion 
and assimilation. 
fWt.ZSc Used for

fl

_ fChips
loFftheOldBlodk

|R JUNIORS—Little NI*
The same Nt — In one-third 

doses, candy-coated. For 
children and adults.
SCLD BY YOUR DRUMIST

fcTANDARU DRUG, LIMITED.

This picture shows an old man driving 
live stock out to graze.

found In the mud around the stakes i 
and posts which once held up the huts. 
The bones of oxen were most mimer- I 
ous. The remains of many wild anl- ! 
mais have also been found In lake 
mud. Brown bears, badgers, martens, ! 
wolves, foxes, wildcats, beavers, bison ! 
and deer were the animals killed most 
often by the lake dwellers.

The ability of men of science to tell 
which animals were tame and which 
were wild Is a great marvel. One way , 
they do It Is by noticing small differ- | 
ences In the bones. For Instance, cer- j 
lain bones of wild bears have more 
creases in them than the .same bones 
In tame bears. This is because tame 
animals have a more easy life.

There must have been herdsmen 
among the lake dwellers to take care of 
the sheep, goats and oxen while they 
grazed during the daytime. Perhaps 
this work was given to boys or old 
men, so the stronger members of the 
tribe could go hunting.

At night the animals were driven 
upon platforms built over the water, 
near the hut village. Shelters were 
made to protect them from rain In 
summer and from snow and icy winds 
in winter. Railings kept the beasts 
from tumbling into the water while 
being driven back and forth.
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YOU SAY THEY\ 
DlDNT HAVE 
HALF THEIR? 
SIGN FtNlSHEC 
WHEN HE 

FAINTED?

NO-flO-lSAÏ 
IF YOU HAD 
WALKED 
FASTEN
You'd been

TH" ONE
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Next—The First Spinning Wheels,

HALF OF BECKER'S STORE FRONT 
WAS PAINTED TODAY WITHOUT 

|THE USE OF A PAINT BRUSH-
TiCopvr
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