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Some time ago Mr. George was as
ked by an interviewer: “What is your
favorite amusement?” The novelist r
eplied: “Loafing about a great ecity
between midnight and dawn.” His re
ason he gave as follows: “At night
it is the unexpected that happens. Th

“e few peqple about you would be in bed,
‘were it not for some unusual cause
«s love, purpose of crime, agony of
apprehension, or black poverty. Lonel
y under the stars, these people seck
‘company; they willingly confide in y
ou; and even eilist you in their
erschemes.” Thus Mr. W. L. George b
«;as wandered hundreds of nights in
yulondon, Paris, Barcelona, New
.5 Chicago, etc. He has participated
“#in several exciting adventures, whic
#.h he relates here, altering the names
and details for the sake of his strang
¢ companions of the night. Three of
..ihese adventures actually happened
.%o Mr. George; three are slightly
_,amended. They make up the pictu
axe of darkness and passion which
# stands behind the face of every grea
..t city, and represents a hidden world
Jinto which the daring can penetrate.

. THE SHOT-IN THE NIGHT
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I do not, as a rule, seek nocturnal
1gitdventure in the suburbs. There is
<.about the suburbs something too well
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that 1 lost patience} and instead of
waiting for the first workmen’s train,
made tword Blackheath. 1t was .about
half-past five, and as summer time had
just been done away with, it was still
dark. There was a hint of thunder in
the air. Thus, as I passed through the
quiet streets, along their little gardens;
and cast a negligent gaze at the shut-
tered houses, I could not help feeling
that among these peaceful little lives
‘here must be just one, an ambitious
boy, a lovelorn girl, feeling disturb-
| ance, the painful electricity of the air.
| If only one eould see through walls!
I T stood for a moment looking over the
garden gate of a house where the front
garden was fi"" with a plantation of
flaunting dahlius that shone white in
the darkness. No, nothing. Nothing
there but wealth, or at least comfort
and ease. In silence I went on. The
stret endlessly wound on its way.
Garden - after garden, comfortable
houses, one after the other. At last,
dispirited and very tired, I stopped for
a moment to rest against the gatepost
of a long, low house, built perhaps a
bundred yesrs ago. Its architecture in-
terested men, for it had only one floor.
It was one of thuse old country
houses, George III. perhaps, which
London has absorbed as it ate up the
fields. The front was covered with
white stucco, and tall French windows
led into the garden, a portion of which
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Once again I felt a

Uestablished, too respectable, for me to
be able to hope to come there easily
upon those turbid mysteries which en-
tangle human beings so fatally in the
coils of avarice or love. Thus, when

"“one fine September night I was slowly
walking back toward London from
Woolwich I felt disheartened and dis-

“ ppointed. In industrial Woolwich I

«bad encountered only two men too

“%3runk to find their way home, and
made most uninteresting by that fact.
Otherwise, the streets were so deserted
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n hnpuke to flight.

was flagged. Upon the flags stood old
plastered jars, in eagch of which grew a
massive bush of chrvsanthemums. I
would not perceive details, but I
guessed that the lawns were well-kept;
the distance between the house and its
two neighbors showed that it stood in
extensive grounds. Here again, 1
thought, as I leant over the low wall
which separated the garden from the
street, here again weallh, and a life
whe.e nothing happens.

At that moment, as I stared at one
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!ol the French window's, I x_-ea.l!zed ifirst
that here burned a light. It was faint,
because it had to struggle round thick

curtains. - Half-past five! Someone
awake? Curious. Lights in the night
!always interest one; social life, love,
| sickness, death, all these call lights into
| the windows. I stared at it for a mo-
{ ment. Then, just as I was about to
| pass on, I started, leaping away from
the wall and coming back; the sound
of a revolver shot had impressed my
ears. '

1 listened acutely for nearly a min-
ute, Groans, the sound of a struggle,
another shot, any of those would con-
firm what I had discovered. But there
was nothing, nothing but silence. In
| the far distance I heard the horn of
'a motor car, which sounded loud and
Inear, so taut were my nerves. But
i nothing came, and still I stared at that
| window. - What had happened  there?
WHo there lay dead? The fact was
such a shock to me that for a moment
I proposed to find a policeman as
quickly as I might. Then I felt
ashamed; it is a poor -adventurer of
the night. draws the commonplace po-
lice into the extraordinary.

So, looking about me, and finding
myself unobserved, I lifted the latch of
the gate, tiptoed up the flagged walk,
where my feet, trampling the gravel,

gun. A broad lawn lay before the win-
dow; for a moment, standing at the
side, I trled to see in between the cur-
tains. But I could perceive only a
small portion of brown paper upon the
far wall. What should I do? I couldn’t
rouse the house. If I did, perhaps a
bullet would find its way to me, the
inconvenient witness. At that moment,
as I made an effort to rise higher along
the wall, where the curtain lay more
ajar, I felt, with an effect of extra-
ordinary suddenness, the glass of the
window give way under my hand;
the window was ajar; only its great
| weight had prevented its giving way
i before. !
{  Trembling with excitement, I went
lon pressing against the glass that
pushed back the curtains with imper-
ceptible slowness, until a line of light
appeared between them, a line of light
which enabled me to see, focused like
a small picture, the figure of a man
sitting at a desk, his head fallen back,
and one arm hanging lax by his side.
So there was the victim. In such an
attitude no man could sleep. I listened.
No, there were no footsteps; there
could be nobody in the room.

There the man lay. I knew that I
could do nothing, that I could force
myself only into peril, but the lure of
the open room, the smell of tragedy,
were too much for my resolution.
Thiz was no murder for the sake of
| theft. There was no sign of the desk
having been ransacked. There was
nobody about, searching. Drawing a
deep breath, I forced the curtains
open a little more and stepped into
the room. It was very much the room
one might have expected to find in a
mansion of this kind. The roof was'
low, supported by old beams; over the
tall wainscoting of carved black oak
spread the brown paper, upon which
hung a few prints of George Morland.
The desk was covered with papers, and
a heap of manuscript still lay under
the dead man’s hand. A table lamp
with a reflector concentrated the light,
but-he was visible, with his face set,

seemed to make the noise of a machine |,

his eyes half open. There was no
doubt that he was dead. The laxness
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Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

P R

Many people imagine they have
Bright’s  disease if any trouble devel-
ops in the back or region of the kid-
neys. The fear is often groundless

In fact more neople have probably de-
veloped the Bright's disease habit,
through reading patent medicine ad-
vertisements which try to make you
believe there is something wrong, than
in any other way.

The only sure way to convince your-
self and be sure you are on the right
track is to have a health examination,
at least once a year, by a real phy-
sician.

Bright's disease, sometimes termed
nephritis, may have its grip on you,
and yet for years you may go along
wondering what is the trouble.

If you have severe attacks of what
is generally termed nervousness, dur-
ing which you may have “dizzy spells”|

r sick headaches, have an examina-

B

tion at once. Don’t . blunder along
trying to diagnose your conaiuon.

Preventing Bright’s disease is com-
paratively easy. The records of many
states show a decrease during the past
six years. Drinking alcohol liquore
and improper foods may be said tc
cause 85 per cent. of this trouble
Over-eating of proteins in meats
should be avoided. A vegetable dict
is always a great check in warding
off Bright’s disease. .

Some time ago I wrote of the help
a fasting programme would bring
about. If you have any doubts about
your kidney condition, try the rest or
fasting programme. It relieves the
work of the kidneys and sets up a
renewal of workable reserve strength.

Prevention of this trouble is greatly
aided by being a good water drinker.
If the kidneys are kept active and not
overloaded with waste, your chance of
escaping this disease is good.
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of the pose, the uncomfortable hitching to do with the sight that lay before TO PROBE CASE OF

against the hard back of the chair, all;
this spoke of death. All the same, in

_‘hose days never had I before seen a|

dead body, so a repulsion came to me.
I couldn’t handle him. But I felt that
I ought to do something,-if perhaps he
were not dead, but a physical disgust
filled me. It was my conscience made
me think of taking out a pocket mir-
ror, which I always carry to remove
flies or dust from my eyes, which are
delicate. With a trembling hand I held
out the mirror toward the still lips. I
must have held it there for a Jong time,
taking it back suddenly and finding,
as I expected, that no haze had been
left upon its smooth surface. The
man was dead. Now, what was to be
done?

I had beep so occupied with his ap-
pearance that I spent several minutes
in this room, unconscious of some-]
thing which now suddenly forced
itself upon my consciousness. The
house was not silent after all. There
was.a sound in it, a strange, regular
sound, from the next room. I realized
that it was the sound of sobbing.
Somebody was crying in there, a
woman, A flery excitement came over
me, as tensely I listened to those
sounds. These tears, they had much

me.
speak woe.

Woman’s tears, they must be-
But why was she not

BANQUE NATIONALE?

Lere by the side of the dead man? I
looked with horror upon the body so
still before me, listened to the un-
known woman weeping beyond a door,

Montreal, Jan. 9—A special despatch

to the Montrea: Le Devoir from its

which I now saw had been left ajar.
Once again I felt an impulte to flight,
but now the sobbing was so violent i
that I knew I should never respect
myself again if I left *:is creature un-
striding across the

comforted. So,
room, I pushed open the door.

I found myself in a dressing-room.

Quebec correspondent says that it is
very probable that the Opposition in
ihe Provincial Legislature will demand
a royal commission in connection with
the amalgamation of the Banque I”
Hochelaga' and the Banque Nationale.
1t adds that the Provincial Government
will hot refuse this demand, so the
whole matter may be threshed out be-

Another open door led into what was focs
= 3 fore the royal commissioners. On the
evidently a bedfoom. With queer de- .. .. hand, the despatch says, the op-

tackment 1 figured the geography of
I had come in through the
study or library, and was looking into
the room which faced the back gar-
den. /But while my brain worked
coolly, my heart was stirred by the

the house.

sight before me.
(Continued in our next issue.)

The University of Chicago has a foun-
tein pen filling station, where a pen may

be filled for 'a penny.

Thomas Babington Macaulay, English
author an® statesman, could read well

at the age of three years.

position may be satisfied with a parlia-
mentary enquiry.

A PLAN TO TRAIN
FARM IMMIGRANTS

Melbourne, Jan. 9—A confernce on
ifmmigration has resulted in a recom-
mendation to Commonwealth and State
Governments, in cases where the num-
ber of immigrants warrants such action
to establish. farm training depots, the
cost of which should be borne equally
by the Federal Government and the
State Government concerned.
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS— AN EVENING
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NO MATTER HOW

TIGHT A FIX THAT
GIRL WOULD GET
HERSELF INTO 1L BET
SHE COULD WIGGLE
HERSELF OUT- /

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Oflive ‘Koberts Barton

THE LOST TWEEDLES,

Nancy was out shaking her doormat
when Missez Tweedle called across.the
street. “Did you see my boys any-
where? I sent them out to play and
now they’re gone and I can't find
them.”

“No, I didn’t see them,” Nancy call-
ed back. “I just came out. But wait,
Pll ask Nick. He's playing marbles
with Tom Tinker out in the back
yard.” i i

But in a minute she came back.
‘Why, they’re gone, too!” she said. “I
don’t see them any place.”

At that, Missez Sprat, ~who lived
next door to Missez Tweedle, stuck
her head out of her second-story win-
dow. It was a very unmannerly thing
to do, but poor Missez Sprat was so
fat, it was very difficult for her to go
waddling up and down stairs for every
little thing. So she called out, “I know
where they are as sure as anything. I
saw them looking at the circus posters
and I wouldn’t be surprised if they
had gone down to the circus grounds,
the whole four of them, to see the cir-
‘cus come in.” !

“My goodness! Do you think so?”
cried Missez Tweedle. “Why the very
idea! Here I've been hurrying to get
through with my work so I could have
lunch at half past 11 instead of 12 and
take those two little boys of mine to

the 1 o’clock show. Mister Tweedle

“Oh, I'll be ever so much obliged!” exclaimed Missez Tweedle

was going too. But if I have to stoj
and hunt for them I can’t finish m;}
work and we can’t go®

“Ill go for you, offered Nancy at
once as she laid the neat little door-
mat in place above the top step. “I'm
all through with my work. I've hur-
ried, too, for Daddy Gander promised
to take Nick and me.”

“Oh, I'll be ever so much obliged!”
exclaimed Missez Tweedle. “Dum has
on a blue stocking-leg cap and Dee has
on a red one, and they both have on
little brown shoes with the toes out,
and they are sure to have dirty faces.”

“Pll find them,” sald Nancy. “Don't §
worry.”

So she got her hat and away she
skipped down Broom Street as hard as
she could go.

Right at the corner of Wheelbarrow
Lane she caught up with Nick and
Tom Tinker. “Did you see the Twee-
dle Twins anywhere?” asked Nancy.

“Nope!” said Nick.  “What’s hap-

ed?”

“They’re lost!” she answered. “And
Missez Sprat thinks they've gone to
see the circus come in.”

“Come on then,” shouted Tom
Tinker. “That’s where were bound
for, too! All three of us can look for
them.”

And away they ran.

(To be continued.)

MIVANN REPLIES TO
REFLECTION ON

Cites Statistics to Refute
Opinion Expressed by
Com. Thornton

J. Boyd McMann, city truant officer,
called up the. office of The Evening

the statement of Commissioner Thorn-
ton who had said at the Municipal
Council finance committee meeting yes-
terday that the truant officer was ap-
parently not doing his duty as most of
the children who were arrested were
of school age. Mr. McMann wondered
if the Commissioner was really inform-
ed as to what a truant officer’s duties
were, and as to what the city’s truant
officer was accomplishing.

Mr. McMann said that the percen-
tage of the pupils belonging to the
schools that were actually in attend-
ance in St. John was frequently be-
! tween 90 and 93, the highest average
| of attendance in Canad#. He consid-
| ered that this fact reflected some
| credit on his own work. He also drew
attention to the fact that he has no
| authority to deal with pupils more
than fourteen years of age and said
that he, perhaps more than any one
else, realized how much a juvenile court
was needed in St. John as the cases of
truancy which he brought before the
court would have no after care and
would frequently appear again as tru-
ants,

Times last night to take exception to|-

The report of the month of Novem-
o

ber which Mr. McMann presented at
the last meeting of the St. John Board
of School Trustees showed that he

had dealt with 160 cases of irregular
attendance at school which cases were
98 for boys, dealing with 61 individual
boys, and 62 for girls, dealing with 48
individual girls. Twenty-four cases of
truancy were also dealt with by Mr.
McMann that month and these cascs
were for 17 boys, and one girl. He
made 152 visits to homes and 16 to
schools and had one case in court.

DISCUSS RADIO
INTERFERENCE

Ottawa, Jan, 9—The Department of
Marine and Fisheries, ‘which s charged
with the control of radio, including
broadcasting, throughout the Domin-
ion, has instructed Director C. P. Ed-
wards, of the radio branch, to attend a
meeting to be held in New York to-
morrow, under the auspices of the
United States Government, to discuss
the question of radio interference with
broadcasting. '

The Marine and Fisherles Depart-
ment, it is said, has already taken all
possible steps in Canada to eliminate
such interference by Canadian ships
and stations.

THROWS HAT INTO RING.

At the request of representatives of
different city wards last night, Alex.
Corbet decided to be a candidate for
commissioner at the next election to
be held in April. Mr. Corbet was a
candidate for civic honors at the last
election. He conducts a gents’ furnish-
ings store on Waterloo street.

One person is killed accidentally ever)
six minutes.

Don'i Bet OnSpark Plug!

Invest your odd change in Strollers. Say ‘‘Gimme’’
to the tobacconist with the knowing smile. Three

but we almost gave it away! Just save
Strollers pictures and watch for the big announce=

axe Just Say—

( ‘GIMME”

TOBACCO PRODUCTS CORP.
OF CANADA LIMITED




