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HEARTS BOOK39Romance of Cleopatra Revised in "Polly of Follies.31 GUME ERY satisfactory Three-fourths cup coarse bread 
1 meat dishes can be crumbs, 2 tablespoons minced bacon, 

made from tise 1 tablespoon minced onion, 1 tea- 
heart of beef or spoon grated lemon rind, 1-8 tea-

BY JAMES W. DEAN.
NEW YORK, March 2.—The thing 

that made Julius Caesar give up 
a kingdom for Cleopatra was a sense 
of humor. At least, that's the way 
John Emerson and Anita Loos bur­
lesque history.

Really, that sounds more logical 
than the accepted versions of his­
tory. Cleopatra was no great beauty, 
if book descriptions are to be accept­
ed. Others were possessed of just as 
enchanting attributes.

Emerson and Loos believe Cleo­
patra was a gangling, loose-limbed 
girl with a plain face and a ready 
sense of humor.

And Caesar was a wizened little 
bald-headed Irishman who was 
bored stiff by the pageantry of 
royalty.

It was one night at Caesar’s head- 
quarters on the Nile. The royal 
Roman cabaret was being put on for 
his entertainment. He yawned.

“That's the dance they’ve done 
every night this week," he said, as 
he waved them away. "Jupiter! This 
is a stupid place in the evenings’I 
wonder what the boys are doing to- 
night along the Appian Way."

Cleopatra arrived to get back her

The Greatest Novel of the Present Decade
BY A. S. M. HUTCHINSON

(Copyright, 1922, Little, Brown & Co.)

! spoon nutmeg, 1 tablespoon minced 
I parsley, % teaspoon pepper, % tea- 
|spoon salt, 1 egg (optional.)

veal.
In choosing this 

sort of meat keep EDITED BY CARR.

POLITICAL PROFILES FROM 
BRITISH PUBLIC LIFE. By

J Mince the bacon and put in a hot 
frying pan. When the fat begins toIn mind that veal

is young beef and 
more tender and 
delicate of flavor. 
Beef heart requires 
longer cooking. 
And by the same 

token beef is cheaper than veal.
Heart is not expensive and a 

little goes a long way.
Stuffed Meant.

Wash heart thoroughly, inside and 
out through several waters. Let 
stand in clear cold water for an

PART TWO. . narily good for the liver. Devilish
Sabre, ambling his bicycle along graceful, aren't I? See. I’m only hold- 

the pleastn lanes towards Tidbor-ing on with one hand! Marvellous, ough one ane morning In the eary No charge for this." And as the 
summer of 1912, was met in his |mare came to rest and quivered at 

Sabre with her beautiful nostrils, 
"Ah, the music’s stopped. Delicious. 
How well your step suits mine!"

: try out add the bread crumbs and 
|stir lightly. Make the crumbs a pale 
! straw color and do not let the bacon 
i fat become smoking hot at any time.
Remove from fire, add seasoning 
and egg slightly beaten. Fill heart 
with this mixture, sew up and tie 
in a cheesecloth.

Put in rapidly boiling water and 
boll hard for two minutes. Reduce 
heat and simmer for an hour. Re­
move from water and take off cloth 
Dredge with flour and roast for an

Herbert Sidebotham. Boston and 
New York: Houghton Mifflin Com­
pany.

THIS is a book that one must read 
with respect.

Mr. Sidebotham knows the mechan­
ism of English politics as well as any 
man living. He was for nearly 
eighteen months the representative 
of the London Times in the press 
galleries of the Houses of Parliament 
and he has had many opportunities 
of meeting intimately the men who 
are in the center of the governing 
classes in England.

He is analytical, but never flippant.
One turns with interest to his 

chapter on “The Cecilians," who are 
Arthur J. Balfour, Lords Robert and 
Hugh Cecil, Ormsby-Gore, Lord Win­
terton, Walter Guiness, Edward 
Wood, Lord Wolmer and the Mar- 
quess of Salisbury.

Both Lord Robert and Lord Hugh 
Cecil are serious men. The League 
of Nations is to Lord Robert what 
the English Church is to Lord Hugh., 
In the roughness of the moment and 
in the turmoil of the hour these 
gentlemen, the prestige of whose 
name still counts greatly in England, 
will scarcely become leaders, for 
Lord Robert, who thinks well, will 
not fight, and Lord Hugh Is equally 
Hamlet-like. The most Interesting 
and important of all the Cecilians is 
Mr. Balfour, whose dignity and sim­
plicity made a very great Impres­
sion at the Washington conference,I

The sympathy shown by the Labor| 
benches in the House of Com- 
mons for Lord Robert Cecil is ex-| 
plained by the natural amity which I 
exists between toryism and social-I 
ism, for Herbert Spencer "used to 
call socialism the new toryism, be-I 
cause both accepted the theory of 
the omnipotent state."I

Mr. Sidebotham predicts that as 
Liberals are not all Asquiths and 
Greys, when the new party split, 
comes in England, Lord Robert Cecil 
who has recently turned to the In- 
dependent Liberals, may be part of 
the new and potent regrouping.1

Premier Lloyd George is the sub- 
ject of the best sketch yet written in 
English of this very baffling and 
thoroughly interesting politician and! 
statesman. Mr. Sidebotham admits 
that he has been in danger, but 
that Dublin and Washington may yell 
be his salvation: I

AS a Conservative prime minis-1 
ter, he would be naught. An I 
orthodox Liberal he never has I 
been, nor will he. Labor is still I 
too unformed and inchoate in its1 
views to attract a leader from ■ 
without. There are those who I 
have suggested that the wisest 1 
course may be for the prime I 
minister to rest awhile from 1 
labors, whose continuous strain 1 
has been almost greater than hu-I 
man endurance, in the expecta-1 
tion of returning refreshed with • 
new ideas and strength. •
The pictures of Lord Curzon off 

Kedleston and of Mr. Asquith are 
also worth the careful consideration 
which that of Britain's premier dee 
serves.■ 

Mr. Asquith is given credit for 
knowing how to express the mind of 
his nation is stately phrases. The 
spirit of Oxford never deserts him. 
His power as prime minister was 
to his personality, and he is just 
powerful now as when he was prime 
minister. “A sound Yorkshire stocle 
gave him health, his first marriag| 
help, his second fashion and society 

but Oxford made Mr. Asquith what 
he has been and still 1s. He is nove 
the leader of the forlorn hopes 
the old official liberalism." If Lori 
Robert Cecil is a. thoroughgoing 
aristocrat by birth. Mr. Asquith is 1 
thorough aristocrat by intellect. I 
view of Mrs. Asquith’s statements 11 
Toronto to The London Advertiser. 
Mr. Sidebotham’s words have a little 
air of irony:■

The sensitiveness and reserve • 
with which he himself would! 
wish to hide the life which is his• 
own is worthy of admiration, and1 
ought to have been respected 
more than it has been. ■
A very Interesting sketch Is that 

Lord Reading. Mr. Sidebotham 
done as much for Lady Astor as h 
could; Lord Derby's Is delightful; ■ 
is a photograph taken artistically. ■ 

i La Bruyere is to be imitated an 
more character sketches of the diss 
tinguished written, let us hope that 
they may be in the manner q 
Herbert Sidebotham.■

thoughts by observation, as he topped 
a rise, of the galloping progress of the 
light railway that was to link up the 
Penny Green Garden Home with 
Tidborough and Chovensbury. In the 
two years since Lord Tybar had, as

"Ass!" laughed a voice above 
them; and Sabre, who had almost 
forgotten there was another horse 
when he had abruptly wakened and 
dismounted, looked up at it.

The other horse was standing with 
complete and entirely unconcerned 
statuesqueness on the low bank which 
bounded the lane on his other side, 
taken Lady Tybar—out of daanger in 
Lady Tybarhad taken it—or it had 
a sideways bound, and horse and re-* 
mained precisely where the sideways 
bound had taken them as if it were 
exactly where they had Intended to 
go all that morning, and as if they 
were now settid there for all time as 
a living equestrian statue—a singu­
larly striking and beautiful statue.

"We are up here," said Lady Tybar. 
Her voice had a very clear, fine note. 
"We are rather beautiful up here, 
don't you think? Rather, darlings? 
Noone takes the faintest notice of us; 
we might be off the earth. But we

he had said, beneficially cercised 
his ancestors in their graves by sell­
ing the land on which the Garden 
Home Development was to develop, 
Penny Green Garden Home had 
sprung into being at an astonishing 
pace.

The great thing now was the rail­
way.

And the railway's unsightly indi­
cations strewn across the country- 
side—ballast heaps, excavations, 
I oisy stationary engines, hand-pro­
pelled barrows bumping along toy 
lines, gangs of men at labor with 
pick and shovel—met Sabre's 
thoughts on this June morning be­
cause he was thinking of the Penny 
Green Garden Home and of Mabel, 
and of Mabel and of himself in con­
nection with the Penny Green Gar­
den Home. Puzzling thoughts.

Here was a subject, this ambi­
tiously projected and astonishingly 
popular Garden Home springing up 
at their very doors, that interested 
him and that intensely interested 
Mabel, and yet it could never be men­
tioned between them without. .. 
Only that very morning at break- 
fast . . , And June—he always 
remembered it —was the anniversary 
month of their wedding. . . Eight 
years ago. . . . Eight years. . .

—III
A genial shouting and the clatter 

of agitatd hoofs jerked Sabre from 
his thoughts.

"Hullo! HI! Help! Out collision- 
mats! Stop the cab! Look out, 
Sabre. Sabre!"

He suddenly became aware—and 
he jammed on his breaks and dis- 
mot nted by straddling a 1g to the 
ground—that in the narrow lane he 
was between two plunging horses. 
Their riders had divided to make way 
for his bemused approach. They had 
violently sundred, expecting him to 
stop, until he was almost on top of 
them, and one of the pair was now 
engaged in placating his horse, 
which resented this sudden snatching 
at bit and prick of spur, and per- 
suading it to return to the level road.

On one side the lane was banked 
steeply up in a cutting. The horse 
of the rider on this side stood on its 
hind legs and appeared to be per­
forming a series of postman’s double 
knocks on the bank with its forelegs. 
Lord Tybar, who bestrode it, and who 
did not seem to be at all concerned 
by his copying a postman, looked over 
his shoulder at Sabre, showing an 
amused grin, and said: “Thanks, 
Sabre. This is jolly. I like this. 
Come on, old girl. This way down. 
Keep passing on, please.

The old girl, an extraordinarily 
big and handsome chestnut mare, 
dropped her forelegs to the level of 
the road, where she exchanged the 
postman’s knocking for a compli­
cated and exceedingly nimble dance, 
largely on two legs.

Lord Tybar, against her evident 
intentions, skilfully directed the steps 
of this dance into a turning move­
ment so that she and her rider now 
faced Sabre; and while she bounded 
through the concluding movements 
of the pas seul he continued in the 
same whimsical tone and with the 
same engaging smile: “Thaanks 
still more. Sabre. This is extraordi-

hour in a moderate oven. Serv’d 
with slices of crisp bacon.

(Copyright, 1922.)
hour. Drain and dry. Make a 
stuffing as follows:

POLLY AND PAUL
AND PARIS

CHAPTER XXXVI.—Intensive Housekeeping.
Where’skingdom. “Hello, boys!

old Caesar?" 
Caesar had said he’d give the

kingdom to anyone who'd hand him 
a good laugh. So Cleopatra sat on 

! the shoulders of a lackey, and, cov-
_By Zoe Beckley_ /

AT first Polly "thought she’d die" Paul's key in the lock, and his gay 
without a bathroom. greeting!ered with a robe, appeared to be 

nine feet tall. Thus she was ushered 
before the startled Caesar.

And when Caesar had laughed Cleo 
demanded back her kingdom.

If school textbooks put history on 
such an intimately interesting level, 
truant officers wouldn't have so 
much work to do.

The historical incident related 
above is the high spot in "Polly of 
the Follies,” a film that Is so filled 
with incident and diversion on the 
side that the main plot Is almost 
lost.

Emerson and Loos start out to de-

greeting!
and all! Bless my soul, if“But Paris flats don’t have ’em!" 

her friend, Norma Bradly, assured 
her. “Only the very newest do. 
You’re lucky to have that water- 
heating thing. You’ll get used to 
bathing in a gallon tub, and be just 
as clean as ever!"

They found it was true, and 
laughed over it. They learned in 
fact to do without numberless con­
veniences they had been used to all 
their lives—and hardly missed them.

The funniest item of “cubbyflat" 
life was their kitchen. This weird 
apartment was across the hall, a 
sort of annex to the newspaperman's 
office, and was shared by his steno­
grapher who prepared her tea and 
eggs in it at lunch time. It was 
equipped with an ancient gas stove, 
a cold water sink, a washtub and a 
table.

There were just enough dishes for 
two and as Polly looked things over 
she tried to picture what the couple 
had been like who lived in the cubby- 
house before them.

"I bet they weren’t as happy as 
we are," she chortled, observing 
the big coffee cup and the little one 
with dainty rosebuds on It; the ash- 
trays and flower vases; the odds and 
ends that spoke of the absent own­
ers.
• It was a glorious moment when 
she heard the tiny elevator come 
thumping up to the fifth floor; then

“Apron
she hasn’t carried out her threat to 
be domestic!”don't mind a bit Hullo, Derry and 

Toms, Marko is actually taking off 
his hat to us. Bow, Derry.”

Her horse, as if he perfectly under­
stood, tossed his head, and she drew 
att ntlon to it with a deprecatory 
little gesture of her hand, and then 
said, “Shall we come down now? Is 
your dance quite finished, Tony? Are 
you content, Marko? All right. We’ll 
descend. This is us descending. Lady

They had a gay meat 
“Gee, but it's great. Pussycat!

Paul heaved an enormous sigh of 
• content as he reached for more po- 
;tatoes. “I’ve married a genius. You 
: never told me you could cook!"

“Been holding it out on you for a 
surprise. * * * Paul—our con­
cierges is an angel! She taught 
me the potatoes. I thought all con­
cierges were ogres.”

“So they are. Dubois is the ex­
ception that proves the rule. Were 
lucky; your concierge can make your 

life one grand sweet song—or tor- 
ment you into suicide. Say. Pussy- 
I cat, I’ve got the grandest idea— 
we'll give a housewarming—a regu­
lar humdinger—and Invite all our 
friends!" >

Polly looked up from her plum 
tart with bright, wide eyes. “But— 
who? We haven’t many."

“Oh, gosh, yes. There’s Miller, at| 
the office, and your friend, Norma 
Bradly, and the English newspaper 
chap, and old Barray, and—and Vio­
let Rand—”

The sound Polly made was scarce­
ly audible, whatever it was, and she 
dropped her eyes again suddenly to 
her tart.

(To Be Continued.)
(Copyright, 1922.)

Tybar, who is a superb horsewoman, 
descending a precipice on her beauti­
ful half-bred Derry and Toms, a win­
ner at several shows."

Derry and Toms stepped down off 
the bank with complete assurance 
and superb dignity. With equal pre­
cision, moving his feet as though 
there were marked for them certain 
exact spots which he covered with 
infinite lightness and exactitude, he 
turned about and stood beside his 
partner in exquisite and immobile 
pose.

CONSTANCE TALMADGE AS CLEOPATRA IN “POLLY OF THE
liver a preachment on tolerance, 
taking for their subject, “Ono should 
be allowed to do the thing one does 
well." •

On a stifling hot day last summer 
I watched Emerson directing scenes

FOLLIES."

of this film. It was called “Good For 
Nothing” then. Not one of the 
scenes he shot that day was included 
in the finished film.

Evidently he made up the film as 
he went along. The change in title, 
the lack of sequence and the omis­
sion of scenes he made indicate this.

carried in her countenance and in her he could always remember that smell going to have blood. "You see, if I 
haid the pleasing complement of her of the rain as he had come out of live by sucking blood 
lord’s tan and olive hue and of his the clubhouse .... and a strange fra- “Tony, you’re disgusting!"

“I know. I’m the most frightful 
things. I’m just beginning to realize 
it. Yes, blood’s mine, Nona. Copy- 

right. All rights reserved. Blood.” 
; "Well, so long as you stick to the 
noun and don't use the adjective," 
i she said; and they all laughed again. 
|Lord Tybar gathered up his reins 
and stroked his left hand along them. 
"Well, kindness to animals’.” he said.

cropped black poll. She was extra-I grance in the air as now he looked
upon her.

Greetings had been exchanged; his 
apologies for his blundering descent

ordinarily fair. Her skin was of the 
hue and of the sheen of creamy silk, 
and glowed beneath its hue. It pre-III.

Thus the two riders faced Sabre, 
smiling upon him. He stood holding 
his bicycle immediately in front of 
them. The mare continued to quiver 
her beautiful nostrils at him; every 
now and then she blew a little agi­
tated puff through them, causing 
themto expand and reveal yet more 
exquisitely their glorious softness and 
delicacy.

Sabre thought that the riders, with 
their horses, made the most striking, 
and somewhat affecting picture of 
virile and graceful beauty he could 
ever have imagined.

Lord Tybar, who was 32, was de­
bonair and attractive of countenance 
to a degree. His eyes, which were 
grey, were extraordinarily mirthful, 
mischievous. A supremely airy and 
careless and bold spirit looked 
through those eyes and shone through 
their flashes and glints and sparkles 
of diamond delight. His face was 
thin and of tanned olive. His face 
seemed to say to the world, challeng- 
ingly, “I am here! I have arrived! 
Bring out your best and watch me!” 
There were people—women—who said 
he had a cruel mouth. They said 
this, not with censure or regret, but 
with a a eliciously fearful rapture as 
though the cruel mouth (If it were 
cruel) were not the least part of 
his attraction.

Lord Tybar’s lady, who was 28,

sented amazing delicacy and yet an upon them laughed at. Lord Tybar 
saying, “Well, it’s a tiger of aexquisite firmness. Children, playing was

place, this Garden Home of yours.withh er, and she delighted in play­
ing with children (but she was child- 
less), often asked to stroke her face. 
They would stare at her face in that 
immensely absorbed way in which “Ah, you've not got the 
children stare, and then ask to touch 1 
her face and just stroke it; their baby It's one of my most elegan" quali- 
fingers were not more softly silken, ties, my passionate devotion to my 
Of her hair Lady Tybar had said fre- countryside. That was what that 
quently, from her girlhood upwards, corker of a vicar of yours. Boom 
that it was "a most sickening nuis- Bagshaw, told me I was when I wept 
ance." She bound it tightly as if to with joy while he was showing me 
punish and be arm with the sicken-round. Yes, and now I'm a patron of 
ing nuisance that it was to her. And the Garde" Home Trust or a gover- 
these close, gleaming plaits and coils nor or a vico priest or something T 
children also liked to touch with their am 
soft fingers.

Her name was Nona.
Out of a hundred people who passed on estates which your brutal ances- 

her by quite a considerable number tors ravaged from the people. That’s 
would have denied that she was what you are, Tony. I showed it you ,.
beautiful. Her face was round and in the Searchlight yesterday. And, Ilagreed, when you re not too matter- 
saucy rather than oval and classical, say, don’t use ‘elegant’; that’s mine." of-fact. Yes, do come up. There’s 
Incontestable the striking attraction "Oh, by gad, yes, so I am.” said 
of her complexion and of her hair; Lord Tybar. “Bloodsucker! Good lord, 
but not beautiful, quite a number fancy being a bloodsucker!" 
would have said, and did say. Oh, no;’ He looked so genuinely rueful and

Sabre—"
"It’s not mine," said Sabre, 

forbid."
“God

same : "That’s another of my beautiful qual-
.,1 T Tities. The perfect understanding be-beautiful local patriotism that I have. 1._1.4itween me and my horses tells me Its one of my most elegant quali-1.;the mare has seen enough of you, 

Sabre. She tells me all her thoughts 
in her flanks and they Marconi up

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS.

THE WHITE GOAT
[By Olive Roberts Barton.]

my nervous and receptive legs. T 
must write and tell the Searchlight 
that. Perhaps they'll think better of 
me.”—The mare, feeling his and, be­
gan to dance coquettishly. “You'll
come up and see us often, now you 
know we’re back, won’t you? Nona 
likes seeing you, don’t you, Nona?”

2
“You’re a bloated aristocrat and a

bloodsucker, Nona told him in her And again he looked from Nona to 
: clear, fine voice. And you re living Sabre and back at Nona again with 

that look of mocking drollery.
“Oh, you’re all right, Marko," Nona

X

,, &
9€always a harsh word and a blow for 

you at Northrepps.”
I The mare was wheedled round 
'again to her former position: against 
lier will, but somehow as the natural 
result of lier dancing. Marvellous

3
fis

pretty, perhaps, in a way, but that’s abashed that Sabre laughed; and 
all, then said to Nona, "Why is elegant how he directed her caprices intoBut her face was much more than ‘yours,’ Lady Tybar?"
beautiful to Sabre. 1 She made a little pouting motion own. But Lord Tybar was now look-

at him with her lips. "Marko, I wish ing away behind him to where the 
to goodness you wouldn’t call me adjoining meadow sloped far away 
Lady Tybar. Dash it, we’ve ca land steeply to a copse. In the hol- 

with his bicycle, she on her beautiful one another Nona and Marko follow only the tops of the trees could 
about a. thousand years, long before |be seen. His eyes were screwed up NANCY and Nick stumbled out of, But while the goat was sort of set- 
I ever know _ 0 i in distant vision. He said, "Dash it, the cave into daylight. The tling himself, you might say, the
m marrie - 1 blood i there’s that old blighter Sooper. He’s red feather had knocked the Cloth Green Shoes lay for an Instant on

And to a mere laths-Interposed. been avoiding me. Now I’ve got him. I of Dreams from their hands to the the ground.
locker, too," Lord to 5 bloodsucker. Nona, you won t mind getting back floor, where its two parts instantly - , es, especta to Nona will you alone? 1 must speak to Sooper. I’m joined into one, as it had been beforeJust remember to say No , . ‘ going to have his blood over that Twelve Toes the Sorcerer cut it

1 twe:rnwuse. Itotal you aboutIt before ICeti business. Flood: sty word: Then the red feather jumped Mto 
• Nick’s pocket. At the same time the

He twisted the mare in a won- magic paper slipped from the clutch 
derfully quick and dexterious move- of the dragon (Twelve Toes, it was, 

you know) and followed the red 
feather.

his own intentions and against her

U
There slowly took form a white goat with a black head and gold knobs 

on the ends of his horns.

—IV.
Until this moment, standing there

horse, he had not seen her, nor Lord 
traveling. Now seeing her, thus un-,

New Shoes for Old Tybar, for two years. They had been
expectedly and thus gallantly envi-| 
roned, his mind, with that astonish-! 
ing precision of detail and capricious-! Quick as a wink the Twins grabbed

them and slipped them on.ness of selection with which the 
mind retains peitures, reproduced At last they had all their magic 

back with which they had started. 
The goat stamped around with rage, 
shaking his head dreadfully.

certain masculine discussion of her! 
day of Chovensbury Court, daughter 
looks at a time when, as Nona Holi- 
of Sir Hadden Holiday, M.P., for 
Tidborough, she had contributed to 
local gossip by becoming engaged to 
Lord Tybar.

“Pretty girl, you know," masculine 
discussion had said; and Sabre had

I went away. You don't suppose Tony 
minds, do you?"OF course any shoe will wear out eventually, 

U but how often with children it seems neces­
sary to discard Hurlbut shoes long before 

they are worn out simply because they have been 
outgrown.

“What's wrong?" asked Nancy,"And Sabre," said Dord Tybar, ment. “Good-by, Sabre. You don't 
“what the devil does it matter what mind, Nona?" And he flashed back 
a bloated robber minds, anyway? a glance. He lifted the mare over! But before the pater sannenred 2 

1 your chance and grab the Green
Shoes."

He put it into his pocket again and 
stepped out of the cave just in time 
to see a great puff of black smoke. 
And as it disappeared there slowly 
took form a white goat with a black 
head and gold knobs on the ends of 
his horns.

“does something hurt you?”
"Yes," answered the goat. "my

common-sense has a dent in it. I 
used to think I knew what side my 
bread was buttered on, but I’ve de­
cided that I don't know anything 
any more. I shouldn’t have come 
back."

“Did you eay bread or head?” 
asked Nancy.

“This is no place for a joke," an­
swered the goat severely. But talk­
ing of bread made him think of the

thought, “Fools!"
“Oh, hardly pretty," others had 

maintained; and again "Fools!" he 
had thought. “Pretty — pretty! 
Hardly pretty—hardly—!" Furious, 
he had flung away from them.

The time and the place of the dis­
cussion had been when the news of 
her engagement had just been 
brought Into the clubhouse of the 
Penny Green Golf Club. He had 
flung out into the rain which had 
caused the pavilion to be crowded. 
Fools! Was the pretty! Did they 
face what he saw in her face? And 
mean to say they couldn't see In her 
then he thought, “But of course they 
haven’t loved her. It's nothing to 
them what they've just heard, but 
what she told me herself this morn- 
nig.... And she knew what it meant 
to me when she told me------Although 
wo said nothing------Of course I see 
two years of not seeing her, and ten 
her differently."

He saw her “differently" now after 
years since that day of gossip at the 
golf club. Pretty!.... Strange how

The Hurlbut Co., Limited, has solved this difficulty 
for parents so that it is no longer necessary to 
cast aside good shoes in this way. Every Hurlbut 
Cushion Welt is so constructed that a full half- 
size can be added to the shoe by any man equip­
ped to rebuild boots properly.

are." , I The two left watched him. At the
“Ah, you’re getting it now, Lord brow of the meadow he turned a.gain 

Tybar murmured. “I’m a noodle, in his saddle and waved again jaun-
too, the Searchlight says."

He somehow gave Sabre the Im­
pression of taking an even deeper 
enjoyment in the incident between 
his wife and Sabre than the enjoy­
ment he clearly had in his own face­
tiousness. He was slightly turned 
in his saddle so as to look directly 
at Nona, and he listened and inter-

tily. They waved reply. He was over 
the brow. Out of sight.

cake. There was a secret about it.”
(To Be Continued.)
(Copyright, 1922.)

VI.
The features of the level beyond 

the brow where only he could haveThat is the Hurlbut Rebuilt service, and it offers 
substantially a new pair of shoes at the price of 
a repair job.

seen the individual he sought, were, 
at that distance, of Noah's Ark

“She’s all right. She’s ever so keen 
on this garden home business."

"She would be," said Nona.
“And so am I!" said Sabre. Some- 

thing in her tone made him say iti 
defiantly. I

Sho laughed. "I'm sure you are, ( 
Marko. Well, good-by"; and as 
Derry and Toms began to turn with 
his customary sedateness of motion 
she made the remark, “I’m so glad 
you don't wear trouser clips, Marko. 
I do loathe trouser clips.”

He told her that he rode "one of 
those chainless bikes.”

He said it rather mumblingly. Ex­
actly in that tone she used to say 
things like, "I do like you in that 
brown suit, Marko."

New Device Revealsdimensions. "How he could have 
recognised any one!” said Nona, her 
gaze towards the valley. "I can't 
even see any one. He's got eyes like 
about four hawks!”

Sabre said, "And rides like a— 
what do they call those things?— 
like a centaur.”

She turned her head towards him. 
"He does everything better than any 
one else,” she said. “That's Tony’s 
characteristic. Everything. He's 
perfectly wonderful.”

These were enthusiastic words; 
but she spoke them without en-

Eggsposed, and turned his eyes from her 
face to Sabre’s, and from Sabre’s 
back to hers, wit hhis handsome head 
slightly cocked to one side and with 
much gleaming in his eyes; rather as 
it he had on some private mock.

Fantastical notion! What mock 
could he have?

"Well, about my word ‘elegant’," 
Nona was going on, "and why it is 
mine—weren't you asking?”

Sabre said he had. “Yes, why 
yours?"|

"Why, you see, Derry and Toms 
is a case of it." She tickled her

A special department of The Hurlbut Co. is pre- 
pared to advise parents fully concerning this 
service.

LONDON, March 2.—Ever buy a, 
setting of eggs In the hope of 

raising a flock of hens to keep you 
In eggs all season and then have ’em 
all turn out roosters?

You won’t have to do it again. For 
the latest scientific device is a "sex- 
ometer” that enables you to tell 
whether ar. egg houses a potential 
hen or a rooster.

Now poultry raisers can send the 
eggs containing roosters to market 
and keep the eggs containing hens 
for hatching.

The "sexometer" consists of a
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thusiasm; she merely pronounced 
them. "Well, I’m off too,” she said. 
“And what about you, Marko? You're

Use URINE, horse’s ears with her riding switch, 
and he stamped a hoof on the ground 
and arched his neck as though he , , T,
knew he was a case of It and was going wor.aren’t you? don’t 
proud of being a case of it. "I | think you ought to be able to stop and gossip like this. You re not get­

ting an idler, are you? You used to 
be such a devoted hard-worker. My 
word!” and she laughed as though 
at some amused memory of his de­
votion to work.

VII.
He resumed his ride. A mile farther■ =aLILu1

Sun Wind Dust % Cinders
a slight rise, an piece of cork wound with copper wire 

from which is suspended a pendulum
on he overtook, onwanted an elegant name for him and 

I always think two names are so immense tree trunk slung between| 
three pairs of wheels and dragged by 
two tremendous horses, harnessed

Manufactured only by of wire ending in a flat piece of! 
aluminum-plated substance.

In examining the egg, the cork is 
held in one hand and the egg in the 
other. If the egg is male, the pen­
dulum, it is claimed, will swing in 
a circle. If it is female, the pendu­
lum is said to swing back and forth.

It has been demonstrated that the 
device, when held over one egg, will 
swing in a circle; yet when It is held 
over another, it will swing back and 
forth.

Whether these varying motions 
are due to the sex of the egg, or to 
such incidental qualities as shape 
and size, is a puzzle that no one has 
been able to answer.

Ths Inventor claims that in ex- 
perit ents covering a period of six

RECOMMENDED: SOLD BY DRUGGISTS OPTICIANS elegant for a firm—”
The Hurlbut Co., Limited 'WRITE FOR FREE EYE Book. MURNE CO. CHICAGO “Bloodsucker and Noodle are mine," 

said Lord Tybar in a very gloomy 
voice; and they laughed.

tandemwise. As he passed them 
came the smell of warm horseflesh 
and his thought was “Pretty!”

He shot ahead and a line came 
Into his mind:

"Was this the face that launched 
a thousand ships?”

Well, he had had certain aspira­
tions, dreams, visions.

He was upon the crest whence the 
road ran down Into Tidborough. 
Beneath him the spires of the cathed­
ral lifted exquisitely above the sur­
rounding city.

"Those houses In King’s Close are 
going to be eighty pounds a year, and 
what do you think, Mrs. Toiler is 
going to take one!"

(To be continued Tomorrow)

PRESTON. Ont.
He laughed too. They certainly 

had many recollections in common, 
though not all laughable. “I don’t 
think I'm quite so—so earnest as I 
used to be," he smiled.

“Ah, but I like you earnest, Mar­
ko.”

There was the tiniest silence be­
tween them. Yet it seemed to Sabre 
a very long silence.

She was again the one to speak, 
and her tone was rather abrupt and 
high-pitched as if she, too, were con­
scious of a long silence and broke 
it deliberately, as one breaks, with 
an effort, constraint

“And how’s Mabel?”

; "— So I called him Derry and 
: Toms.”
: Sabre pointed out that this still 
Ileft her own possession of the word 
unexplained.

"Oh, Marko, you’re dreadfully 
matter-of-fact. You always were. 
Why, Tony and I get fond of a word 
and then we have it for our own, 
whichever of us it is, and use it for 
everything. And elegant's mine just 
now. I'm dreadfully fond of it. It's 
so—well, elegant; there you are, you 
see!"

Lord Tvbar announced that he had 
just become attached to a new word 
and derired to possess it. He was
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CSYRUP 
Extract of Codliver&Tar

Is a scientific remedy in which the 
powerful curative properties of Cod 
Liver Oil and Tar are combined. The 
nauseous effect of the oil having been 
removed, the extractive principles re­
main to build up wasted strength and 
remove theirritation set up by Coughs. 
Colds. Bronchitis and other affections 
of the respiratory organs. Try it, for it

TESTING EGGS WITH THE 
"SEXOMETER."

months, the instrument forcasts 
85 per cent ot the eggs tested 
correct.0
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