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"There to nothing wo kingly a» klwl- 

And nothing bo royal as tram.' TORCHY and SHORTY STORIES By
SEWELL

FORDNot wlint we give, but whist we ehai-e. 
Pot tile gift Without tb>3 giver la bare; 
Who givng Mmaelf with hie elms feeds 

three,
Hkmeelf. hits hungering neighbor

«—Ijowell.
me.

NICKY AND THE SETTING HEN hfe eyes on hla plat» and Betty everybody up there baa a hen ou, 
throw*!' htin firtgid glances that judges or one Just oomfmg off." 
ahouOd have chilled hie soup. And the Moti, I see!” rays Mr. Robert. “Ai:

had atrjr of the young amen succeeded 
that la, in producing something -with 

a kick to ttT*
According to their tale, they had," 

says I. “Seeme they triled It out In 
Boston after the Harvard-Yale game. 
A bunch got together dn some hotel.

and opemled a jug one of 'em 
had brought along in case Harvard 
tihouild wiin, and after tinalt 1KW score— 
well. I expect they’d have celebrated 
on something' even if It was no more 
them lemon extract or Jaonadc gin-

• rd guy who wasn't much urod to
ititing anything of the sort, but he "Net until about 1.80 w m.," wye L 

■ as so mudi ohered up over seeing “when they shows up in front of the 
an team win that he fet ’em toad him Harvard Club on Roÿtottc® Street 
-o It. Hwy say he shut hie eyee and One of the œtietnai Ibunch spots the 
let four fingers to a water gHaro pair and Itobeme to. The Harvard 
urlckfte down without stopping to taste man Is as eOoqnent as error. He's still 
lit From then on he was a different going strong. But Chwoter, the Hit
man. He forgot all about being a ttte, looks up boned and weary. Oh, 
Delta Kappa, whatever that to; forgot shut up!' says he. iBut the other one 
that h» had an aunt who still Mined on can’t be choked off ithwt wey. He 
Beacon Street; forgot most emery- Just start» to again. So Chester 
thtog except that the birds were teaA« him out to the curb and hails a 
dingin' 'Johnny Harvard' and that toaxl driver.
Oaaejy was a great man. He climbed Chester. 'He's been tafktog to me for 
cm a table and Inerts ted on maltin' a hours and hours. ‘Take him away.’ 
apteech about it. You know how that 'Yes sir,' says the driver. ‘Where to, 
boon» (brew stuff works sometime*»?” sir?' ‘Oh, anywhere,’ eays Chester.

“I‘re been told that ft has a certain Take htfm to—to Worcester.’ Right,’ 
potency," says Mr. Robert, wttnfltin’ at says the driver, loadin’ in his flare." 
Nk*y- “But—but of course he didn’t really

"Anyway,” I goes on, eeeta' that t»*® hCm all that distancer'puta in 
Niche y was fftfll faterertted. "it «corns Betty.
to t!» Me tongue loose. He gets elo- "TJh-huih!" says L "Thalt’e what I 
quent about the poor olid Elia who thought was eo ridh. And about 
had to stand around and watch the 1Ûj30 next morndjY a certain party 
make dance without lettin’ out a yip. wa8ree up to a strange room to a 
Then lie has a bright idea, which h e strange town. He's got a heed on him 
prooeedii to atatte. Maybe they don’t W*» an observation balloon and a ton- 
know anything about the glorious pro- K™ that feel* Mke a pussycat’s back, 
duct of the eettin’ hen down in New And when he finally gets down to the 
Haven. And who needs It more at desk he aekn the clerk where he Is. 
such a time as this? Ought to have 'Bancroft House, Worcester, sir,’ «aye 
«omis of ’em up there and lighten thetif the cleric. ‘How odd!’ says he. ‘But 
load of gloom. Acit of charity. Gotta —«'—whet is this charge of $16.86 
be done. If nobody etoe'M do it, he <® my <biM?’ Taxi fare from Boston,’. 
wlH. Go out toto highways and by- the clerk. And they say he
way». pe-M tap like a good sport

“In such a case," eays Mr. Robert, 
"one does.’

" Worcester,’ says Betty. 'That’s 
"The rough part of it wa-%" I goes 

on, "that he was due to attend a big 
affair in Boston the night before, sort 

•of a reunion of officers who’tf been 
in the army of occupation—banquet 
and dance afterward—*1 think they call 
it the Society of the fchfne.’

"What!" exclaim» Betty.
"Oh, I -say ” gasps Nlciry. Then they 

look at each other queer.
I could eee that I’d made some kind 

of a break but I couldn't figure out 
Just whet It was. "Anyway," says I, 
"he didn't get there. He got to Wor
cester instead. Course, though, you 
don't have to believe all you hear aft 
a Club.'

‘If only one could.' says Betty.
And it wasn’t until after dinner 

that I got a slant on this remark of 
hers.

It was real touchto’. “Torchy/ aaya éhe, “where Is Mn 
Well»?"

"Why," says I “I saw him drift out 
on .the terrace a minute ago." 

“Alone?” says she.

“Then talke me out to him wMQ 
you?” she a^ks.

. "Sure itihtng,”’ says I.

And Idle poti 4t up to him etrairhl 
when we get him cornered. “Was that 
the real reason why you were to Wor
cester?” she 

‘Tam sorry, 
heed. “ but it 

‘‘The® why didn't you say ikk you 
aiUy hoy?’ fîhe asks.

“How could I. Betty?" says be “You 
»oe, I hadn’t heard the rest of the 
story until Just now."

"0(h>, Nicky!” eays she 
And the next thing I knew they’d 

gone to a clinch, which I taros as mv 
cue to slide back to the house. Halt 
an hour later they dhows up smilin' 
and tails ell about it.

Ajs we're leavin’
Robert gets me on one tdde end pets 
me an the back. “I say Torchy,” says 
he, "as a raconteur you're a great 

It worked. Nicky wtWD sign up

We have no liberty to choose whe
ther we will serve or no; all the Lib
erty we have is to choose our master. 
—Sanderson.

next thing I know ether» turned to me
demands.
' ” eays the, bangin’ his 

muet have been.’

sod* to outtto’ loose with her whole
bag of tricks. Talked about bein’ 
vamped! Say, Inside of three min
utes there «he had me diszy .to the 
head. With them gpartrtin' roly-poly 
eye» of here eo near I didn’t know 
whether I wa» butterin' a roll or 
spread-inf it oh my thumb.

“Do you know,’’ aaya she, T dimply 
adore red hair—your kind."

"Maybe thats why I picked out tibia 
particular shade," say» L

Tiabk! ' eays she, tappta’ me on the 
“Tell me how you get It to

Honest, the float Itoe I got on this wild gasetle; yma know, lot» of curves 
party with the steady gray eyes and and spaed but no control No matter 
the poker face was that he must be where yon put her she's the Idle of 
dead from the neck up. Or alee he’d the party. Betty to. Chatter! Bay, 

she could make an afteronoon tea at 
the Old Ladles Home sound like a 

Club luncheon, ell by herself, 
over the eflev-er stuff too. Ub, 

a negTor girl. About as much on 
Nicky Wells' type aa a hummiin’ bfrnl 
la ttke a pelMcan.

“Only another Inistaoe," says Mr. 
Robert, “to «how that the lew of op
posites Is still to good wortotog con
dition. Toe never known Betty to toe 

•much out up over any thing as 
Abe's been since she found out about

They that ,wait upon the Lord shall 
renew theft- strength ; it bey «hall mount H *®e

he ha» good
trt2* Krotohliv thab oecka Sot

touto a trance and couldn’t gel

Rotary
Shootà

end the kind of 
of the lady

TWoe him away,’ eaysWhy, therefore, should we do oar- 
selves this wrong

Or others, that we are not always 
strong;

That we should ever week or heart!ew
gw."there'* no more expression on that

“How about «halt, Nicky?" asks Mr. 
Robert who’s a Yoke man.

“Quite poselbH" 
for the first time seem» to have Ida

map of hie «ban there would be to a 
bar of soap. Just a blank. And yet

arm.
wave eo cunningly In front?"

“Don’t grtrve It away," eays X, "but 1 
at a male beauty

for home Mr.
be, ys Nicky, whoa eeoomd glance you wandered.Anxious or troubled, when with a» Is 
pralyer,

And Joy and strengHuond courage are 
with Thee.

You oeo, I’d happened to drift out
into the generaQ offices In tome to suehear Mm eek Vincent, the fertx-balmd tomorrow."

"Good!" says I. “Ortly «end him 
whiere they ain’t got the oefttn’ hen 
habit and the taxi drivers ain’t bo 
willtn’ to take a chance ’

gate, « Mr.guardian of the b 
Robert to In. And when Vrtnoeafc telle 
him he aloft he makes no move to go, 
bat stands there starin’ straight 
through the wall out lato Broadway. 
Looks like he might be one of Mr.

—R. C. French, D. D.

vlA wise man has weW remtndefi us 
that in any controversy the fartant 
we feel ongry *we have already ceased 
utrlving for truth, and have begun 
striving for ourselves.—Carlyle

1 k,x

&Robert la chib friend* eo I stops up
aides df there»1» anything a perfect- 

If flood private earn can do tor bdm. 
tie wakes up enough to shake his 
head.

-Any
Another shake. "Then maybe yen’* 

lets*» your coed?" eays L
Tee, he* wtitin' to do that, and

GUTICURA HEALS 
BABY'S FACE

w
I

T eayw L . »
l

</\Vj

Ceiild Not Sleep Ernpiien 
Med aad Burned Sot

cfiend» It over. "And he doe» Half an hour later 
he «hows up at the home brew head
quarters with an Eli that he’s cap
tured on the way to the South station. 
He's a eokrnrn-faced, ddmiflefl party 
who don’t seem to catch what It's eW 
about and balks when he eeeet the 
bunch. But he's dragged in and lu- 
tmoduopd ts Chester Beal, the Hlttibe." 

*T beg pardon ?" astire Nicky,
“I’m only giving you what I heard," 

says I. "Cheater Beal mlrht have been 
his right name, or it might not, and 
the Hittite part was «orne of his josh. 
T take it. Anyway. Chester was dealt 
a generous shot from the Juig, fol- 
lowPn' which he was one of them. 
Him and the Harvard guy got real 
chtfmy, and the ottener they sampled 
the home brew the more they thought 
of each other. They discovered they’d 
both served in the same division on 
the other side end had spent lari 
Thr.tnlcselving only a few miles from 
each other.
When last seen they wms driftin’ up 
Tremowt Street arm in arm si nig in’ 
‘Madelon,’ ‘Boota-Boola,’ ‘Huirvardlaua’ 
and other appropriate melodies.”

"Just like the good old days, eh, 
Nicky?" sucpgeflts Mr. Robert.

But Ni'dky only shakes hia head.
e not seen agadto?"

“Gh!" eayw I "Whf Mft you say 
m>T Mr. NSckemm Wedla, ah? Why, 
you** (he one who* going to handle 
(tort ore traxuportatlon deal tor the 

’t your
tJLT*' Im nat*’ ■VS «h* oka*- 
JF*îhr toy* I, gawpfu.’

*T noticed a little pimple 
haby’o face. I thought it was from 
Vac our- but it 
he akin was 

could not Bleep or rest the eruption 
itchod and burned oo, and it canoed 
him to scratch. I was quite dis
couraged.

“I saw an advertisement for Cuti- 
cura Boap and Ointment end sent for 

bought more and 
iftcr using two cakee ofCuticumSoap 
and two and a half boxes of Cudcura 
Ointment he was heated." (Signed) 
Mrs. S. D. McGuire, Clarksburg, 
Ont., Dec. IS, 1918.

Use Cuticura Soap» Ointment and 
Takumfor every-day toilet purpoees.

i (i

i I;opt getting worse and 
red and very hot. He

"Oan’t take It «k" «9* tea Ts»
HUtoa wSl youT’

“Not much!" «aye L ’'Guam you’ll 
have to hand that to him yourself, Mr. ».
Wells. Il*» to» here any minute.
Kdght title way."

And a ewwG time I toed toeepto’ hten
entertadned to the private office Cor 
half an h 
or fidgety, but when you get a party 
who,only stares bored at a spot about 

t fleet behind the back of your head 
moat of your question» 

by toWakln’ Ms eyas, St kind of gets 
on your nerve*. BtiB I couldn't lot 
him get away. Why Mr. Robert had

. Not that he's rasttass

v
'» A sssstesesrki

Tire been prospectin’ for months to find Tkesi iaJfe me atit 6 kùm 
well j/ou>J*~ she aahs.

the ritgfvt man for that transportation 
meddle and when He (finally got hold 
of this Niiteky woü» he floee around 
grtamin’ for three days.

Seem» Nicky had built up quite a 
I Tee* by son» wo* he did over In 
France on an egtawertn’ job. Ron 

suppiy track» where nobody 
: naught they ooatol to» laid, bridged a 
rtf*r in a night under Am sod pulled 
-Slot of staff tike that 1 don’t know 
.fat what. Anyway, they -pinned all 
rorfis of medals on Mm tor it, made 
Mm a colonel, and when It was adl 
over tmraed hdttn tooso as caeuag aa 
any back private. That's the army 
for you. ' And the railroad people lie d 
been with before hod been shifted 
around eo muoh that they’d tor gotten 
all efoout him. He waaaft the kind to 
ten ’em what a whale of a guy he 
was, and nobody else did it for him. 
tio there lie 
Mr, Robert happened to hear of him.

*190» have got you In sou» fciVeky 
rot*, runndm' a right of way smack 
up to the German Mneer I suggest*.

“M-m-nvml” nays he, through hie 
teeth.

-Waant It 
got up them

m

iuch a
ears pricked up.** "V§That then?" 

"Well,” say* I, “tteaeoe wo» one Hex-
Nflcky. Only we couldn't Imagine 
what was the matter. She’s not used 
to being Corgotteei and 1 suppose e*ie 
lost no time in teitoig .Nibcky where 
he got off. Sine muet have cared a 
lot tor hfion. Peril 
The silly things ! 
make It up perhaps Nicky would *tgn 
Hî<a» contract and go to work.'

■"Lxjokd like a oa»e of Oupdd throw- 
dm* a monkey wrench onto the gears 
of oommeroev eh?" eaye I. "How do you 

up Nicky* plea of not guiilty?"
If he says lie didn’t see the 

other woman he dldinft,
Mr. Robert . But until he ex-

This seem» to tickle Betty bo much 
that she has to lean over and chuckle 
on my shoulder. “Bob calls you 
Tprrhy, doeen't ho?" she goes on. I’m 

"Well, I don’t 
you." eayw L 

"What do you think of «Ma new 
near-beer?" she demands.

"Why/’ says I, "it strikes me the 
bird who named It was a poor Judge 
of (dlstancei’’ Which almost causes 
Betty to swallow an olive ptU 

"You’re «imply delightful!" say» 
alhe. "Why haven’t we met before?”

"Maybe they didn’t think it was 
safe," says I. They might toe right, 
at that.”

"Naughty; naughty! *
"But go oil 'Pefll me e 
white the fish da

tomo- You coy they
e mre /
! first * she tftriU does, 

they oould only
bow I can «top ilit

IRE. ; !i i

I st V\x ’Jl
now

bicy-
“Oll,•art of that’s aU."

Wn,pMna why he went where ehe was 
wheai—''

"Maybe he would it he had a dhow," 
sa ye L “If you could plot out a get- 
together eeetixm tor 'eni somehow—” 

“Bxactily!" says Mr. Robert elappln 
bis knee. "Thank you Torchy. It 
shall be done. Get Mna Elltea» on the 
long dtwtanoe, wiill you.”

He’s a qULck performer, Mr. Robert. 
When he’s got his -program mapped 
out. He don’t hesitate to stop on the 
pedal. Before quit-tin’ time that after
noon toe's got ft aill fixed up.

"Tomorrow nlgbt," says he, Nicky 
understands that were having a diin- 
n«r pany out at the house. Bettyil 
be there. You end Vae are to be the 
party.”

“A Lot of help m be,” say» I. “But 
I expect 1 can fill a chair."

When you get a privât»- too. that 
can double au open face clothes, 
though, you've picked a winner, 

ys Mr. That’» why I figure eo heavy on the 
Corrugated pay roll. But «ay, when 
1 finds myself planted next to Bub
bling Betty at the table 1 begin* to 
-suspect that I've been mls-daet tor the

She’s eon» smart dresser, on end 
off, Betty is. Her idea of a perfectly 
good dü-nner gown is to make It as 
simple as possible. All ehe needs t* 
a quart or tro of glass bead* and a 
little r-tnk bulle annd there she le. 

, _ - There’s mcae or Less of her toot And
TT"... through a who.e eve- me that 1-iieda Dara .stood for
T,, tor OB Uto yeseKtoo- the laBt wd ln , hafln.t
B nSl U «, .__. _ . Betty «xstuuied for the dtaih'
to f TT1 u,Mt' tton. And I BBpict the blutih rosea
\2 ^«««tor. Ntofcy tos done own.- the flowed- bowl had nothin’ on
■Ï5 my ears when it ourne to a vilvld color

>M&’d heard «bout. He'd renigged on achenuu
“T’ ber *® * <u™>* <*“nc® *» I*y that u-me, of conrw. 9he and
B<TU A L'f 80 laok' Hefd beeD Wcky had reootered [roni «he shook
on hand «11 flight, wee MgBt on the „r fjral,to- „lUl tl]e| , ,
spot While «to ™ welUnu- 1er him; ujuler (to eonie table eto «lierre 'et-
tmt lnsteal of eaJIto' »™»i the tled dmrai U) hisu.ttoTy torn* to
tsool aud the orchids hed «lipped off each oilier. It's “Mr Wells” andto another town without aayta* a Mis Burke" with them, Ndc!^ Jth
word. The worst of it was that in ^
this other place was the other wo
man, eomeoue he'd toad an affatir with 
before. A Reno widow, too.

"Think of that!" eayw I, "Nicky the 
BSIent! Bay, you can’t always toll, can 
you? What’s M» eilibl?"

"That’s the pussling port of It," 
say» (Mr. Robert. He hasn't the ghost 
of an excusa, although he otoilms lie 
didn’t see the other women, had all- 
mort forgoti€$B ehe lived them But 
why he detierted toto dinner pairtmw 
and went to this pLaoe he doesn’t ex- 
-platin, except to way that toe doesn't 
know wily he ddd it.”

> ftshy" «ey» I. “Uutegs he can 
he was walkin' to his sleep.” 
t what I tell him/ says Mr.
* "Anyway, he’s taking It hard.

Say* if he no more responsible than 
Gnat he < ou9dn’t undertake an impor
tant place of work. Besides I believe 
toe fis very fond of the girt. She’s 
Batty Burke, toy the way."

"Sfra-sing!" say» L “Some ootntotoo- 
tlost, Mdse Betty Burke and Nickerson 
Wells.”

irpasfl-
the

iththis

floorin' around, when
{ .r •aftya

funny etoiy 
bring served."

^ “I’d do better servin’ the Ash," eaye

“Booh!” says dhe. 1 don't believe
Gome!”

"How do you know Fm primed r*
ys I.
"I con tell by your eye.," wye she. 

There’s a twinkle to them."
"S-e-s-h!” say» L "BelladiontiA. Be- 

rides, I always forget the good ones 
I read in the comic section."

“Please!" insiste (Betty. ”Everyone 
else is being so stupid. And you’re 
supposed to entertain me, you know."

"Well,” eays I, T did hear kind of 
a rich ou» whllle I was waditin' at the 
cjlub for Mr. Robert today, only I 
don’t know

“Listen,
Betty vivac-1- 
teil a story."

Course, that gets me pinked up 
like the candle shade» and I shakes 
my head vigorous.

“Hear, hear!” says Mr. Robert,
"Oh, do!” adds Mrs. Ellin®.
As for V-ee, she looks eoroaa at me 

doubtful "I hope it Isn’t th-att one 
about a Mr. Coh-em wluo played poker 
all night,” says she.

“Wrong guess,’’ says I. "Its one I 
overheard at -Mr. Robert’s club while 
a bunch of young -sports were com
parin' notes on sett in’ berna"

"How do you m-eea* «etting bon»?’’ 
tusks Mr. Robert.

“It’s the favorite indoor sport up fa 
New England now, I understand," 
saya I. “It’s the pde-belt way of tak
ing the rting out of the prohibition 
aonennStnent You know, 
something with a kick to it 
got the detail«, but they used corn- 
meal nugaA water, cal wins and the 
good old yeast cake and let it set fa 
a cask for twenty-one days. Nearly

' ///lmr
Mi m,frtlic con-

a real
m thItedd the tracks that 

naval «uns?” I ask*. 
-, "I may have luriped,” eays be.

Ho I knew all about it, you 
Quito thrill in,' if you toad a high speed 
Imaginations, And you can tort I was 
some relieved when Mr. Robert blew 
la and took torn off my hands. Must 
have been an hour later before he 
comes out and I floes Into the private 
flttce to find Mr. Robert with bile chin 

Æt Me wishbone sari his brow fur- 
Rsred up,

" “Well, 1 take it til» on*ey1lOble 
champion broke the sad news to

4 •»/» i
“Yto be want» to qafl;w

! Robert.

9»it

wrI ■ire.
m

mnn iHiiWjHfi
lubber
lited mm i i

Wi«ctorie»: E
n ec-4.I!

■fteverybody!" announces 
ous. “Toroby fa going tong Cities

imI it 1"Mean® to devote all hia time to 
to reekin’ the long distance no-speech 
record, does her I asks.

T’m eune I don't knew what be 
| means to do/ says 'Mr. Robert elgMn'. 

“Anyway he seems determined not to 
go to work for tine corrugated. 1 did 
discover one thing, though, Torchy; 
there’s a girl nvtooed up 6m the affair, 
she's thrown him over.”

“I dou t wonder,” saya I. Probably

m>
mmsI i]

■iI

H mwii 'V

m: "JpIi

f/tlia3

3W rn.&M’ô œo /avise fo 
*£%■ ■/& but stu/uls ttiere sfaretz,' 
v ôtraÿjtitthroi^fz t/ce wœll out
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BRINGING UP FATHER. By McMANUS.1/

FFbORRx- t>lR; COT SOME OME 
MUbT HAVE TAKEN YOUR 
HAT At> THIi »«> THE ONLY

mr) ONE left:,

JUt>r MY LUCK -NOT 
A HAT bTORE OPEN 
AFTER t>IX OCLOCK-

X IF ANY OF THE CAN<, 
ME * ' LL HAVE 

~V TO LEAVE TOWN - 
» V—r~

f#
“W:/-

,£s\ ' ^

I promised to meet
HERE I'LL C.IT 

CAUL OOwrs fer HAVIN
--------- this lid

FOR HEAVEN 
*$AKE-> OO » 
HAVE TO WEAR 

THAT*

THANK L 
<OODNEt>5 * 
AT LAST YOU 
HAVE BOU<HT 
the KINO OF 
A HAT l LIKE:

à Lni I

I
AIL» ■ti«IS

M. 3660-3661 L vr
;Rubber Goods Co !

* :At IVLIMITED

am Street, ST. JOHN cSs !Ro 3 o
14-10 WATER STREET)

1 r-
?c.* 1 eeen ber a few times at the EHUn-

tofl etorth rom IMBTfy wflflM-W—■ '“g -^■riSSiieWto m &fXt

fit

If you 
..... suffer 
a from

:

RHEUMATISM
Lurabeee. Netrele*. or eny other pain; 
apply Mina id's L.i.iament to the aching 
mat and get quick relief. Minard'a ia
the rrmejy yoxr grandmod—-----
There ia nothing to equal it.

On sale ererywhete

1 ail*

•'Km of huit

Yarmouth, N.S. 6

County local 
Housing Board

We are prepared to receive ap
plications for loans on houses now 
n course of erection or contem
plated by private parties in the 
County of St. John. Application 
forms may be had by applying to 
P. 0. Box 668, or to Thomas K. 
Sweeney. Secretary .-Treasurer, 109 
Prince William Street, City.

ALEX. WILSON.
Chairman.f
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