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No Room at the Inn

(By Martha Rayner in Mother’s

you and Henry?"’

*‘No, thé children with us,”” came
“Wev:
been phoning and- phoning ever -since
we got here, but everything in town
geems to be full, and I don’t know ‘what

the voice at the/ other end,

to do.”’

““But do you suppose I could make
you comfortable?’’ faltered Mrs. Dil-
““We've just that one room, you

lon.
know:"’

‘‘Oh, the children can sleep on the
Mrs. Funk assur-
‘“We won't make a bit of trouble.
1 told Henry you wouldn't let us sleep

floor, or anywhere,’’
ed her.

in the street.””

“‘Oh, no, of course not!’’ gasped Mrs.

Dillon.

““Well, we'll be right up as soon as

we get some dinner. Good-by.’’
Young ' Mrs. Dillon,

fate.
to pick up her scattered parcels.
dear! Oh, dear!”

It was a quarter to six by the little
clock on the mantel-piece, and prompt-
ly on the hour Mr. Dillon was due to
tite,
ragic
thing to be so ‘late in starting dinner,
but in the present crisis that fact seemed
of minor importance. Mrs. Dillon turned

arrive with a very immediate a
Ordinarily, it would have been a

on all the lights and gazed about h

cozy rooms with anxious eyes. The well
chosen rugs, the gleaming polished floors,
furniture of shining walnut with soft
tapestry upholstery—every thing was
in perfect order, without spot or blemigh.
**Ob, dear,”’ said young Mrs. Dillon

realizing  that
her own faintly murmured ‘‘good-by’’
had fallen upon thin air, hung up the
telephone receiver with a feeling of
complete helplessness in the hands of
“‘Oh, dear,’’ she said as she bent

again. ‘‘Oh, dear! Oh, dear!"’

Still seared upon her memory, was
the picture .of that hectic week, some
six _years before, when she had helped
Sally Funk move from the house acrogs the

did 1yot happen to ask them?'’ he in-
quired in tones of disgust.

and said they'd been phoning and phon-
ing, and

“‘Well, why didn’t they go to a hotel?
All the hotels can't be full;*”’

wete too expensive.’’

must be plenty of boarding-houses.’’
‘“Yes, I know, Warren,"’

take them with the children.’’
“Children!
How many children?"’

‘‘Must have at least two,
growled Warren,

thing."’
their charming,
precitatively.

Dillon, ““but what could 1 do?'”
er| - “Well,
them where they got. off.
we can stand it for one night,

the dinner.

\

‘I.didn’t. Warren, but.she wlled up

and couldn’t find any place to stay.’’

‘Oh, I suppose they thought the hotels

‘“It's not owr fault if the hotels are
too expensive for them, is it? = And there

sighed Mrs.
Dillon.  ‘‘but what could I do? Probab-
ly none of the bparding-houses would

Well' of all the nerve.

“Pm sure I don’t/ know, Watren; she
hung up before I could ask her. They
only had ofie when they moved away,
but she distinctly said the children
‘‘Oh, | were with them.’’ She sighed tragically.
‘then’’,
“‘and I'll bet they're
noisy, dirty little beggdrs. They'll be
all dver the house—just ruin every-
He, too, was gazing about
well-kept rooms ap-

““Yes, I know Warren,"’ sighed Mus,

I'll. bet I would have told
1 suppose
They
can't do much damage in their sleep.”’
He buried himself in the evening paper,
and «Mrs, Dillon made all haste with
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Just as they had finished eating, the
guests arrived. They sounded like a
regiment ascending the front steps,
and when they came streaming in, it
Dillon’s |/

was quite evident that Mr.

the Dillon bookshelves. One after another,
she ptilléd out volumes, skimmed through
them for pictures with a practical and
sticky hand, and piled them about her
on - chairs or floors, open or .closed as
the fancy struck her. Henry,. Ji., age
five, and Artie, aged three, disearded
a varied assortment of toys, and be-
gan a spirited scramble for the pos-
session of a small fur 1ug that lay in
fiont of the fireplace, The fur flew,
but their fond parents were quite oblivious.
Mr, Funk, a thin, meek-faced man,
who” seemed completely eclipsed by the
rest of his family, settled himself in the
nearest armchair and looked about him
mildly.

““Well, well, Dillon,’’ he said, rubbing
his hands together appreciatively, ‘‘it
seems good to see you again. Nice little
place you have here, too. All you need

things up for you."'’

Mr. Dillon did not reply. He was
too busy listening to Mrs. Funk's ex-
planation of their visit,

‘‘We think we've sold the house here
at last,’’ she was saying. *‘‘It’s been 80
unsatisfactory renting it with us so far | suer
away—took just about everything that
came in for 1epairs, and running down

had this offer, I just said to him that
we’d all pick up and come along for a
trip. He could settle up the business,

holiday time.
here more than a week."’

in a sort of panic. A week!

"OPERA HOUSE - - - -

now is some children to sort of liven

all the time, of course. So whén- he

and 1 would do some shopping, and the
children could see the city stores in
I don’t think we'll be

Mrs, Dillon’s eyes signaled her husband |
Why she
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neéver could stand this noise and confusion
for a week; she never could cook enough
for 80 many for a whole week. Breakfast
possibly luncheon, would have been |
enough—but a whole week—and
1 Christmas too. Why, it was only
DUr days to Christmas, and thete were |
ess things yet to be done. She and
‘Watten were invited out to Christmas|!
difiner to be sure, but there were all' the |
Jiits to tie up, and candy to be made
DRt always took the best part of .two
days and there was the house to decorate
Ehristmas was. their special time ofI
bration, the agniversary of their}l
pgagement. Oh, it was imposible to
Jave these people for a week. Surely|'
iWatren would set his foot down about !
lite Now was the time. i
| Warren's attention had been
mbmentarily distracted to the scene
of the boys and the fur rug. He was
ing up a lustily howling Artie from
me 8pot where he had landed an instant
Before with a resounding thump and
the tail of the luckless animal. Hemry Jr.
8tood quite unmoved, the remainder of
the twany skin clutched to his breast,
and an expression of angelic innocence
in his big ;ay eyes.
Their mother laughed,
jor,™ she said

‘““Why, Jun-
in amused reproof—

“‘don’t you know you mustn't fry to
take things away from Artie? Give him
the rug right away!”’

Artie’'s spoiled their
(Continued on page ten)

““But, mother,

Mall Contract

SEALED TENDERS addressed to the
ster General, will received at
Ottawa until noon, on Friday, the 20th
{gmry 1922, for the conveyance of
Majesty's Mai\s, six times per week

Cﬁrrmn,m No. 1 RURAL MAIL ROUTE,
et a proposed contract for fou, years,
pg from the 1st April next.

Printed notices containing further in-
formation as to conditions of proposed
Contract may be seen and blank forms
cf Eender may be obtained at the Post

of Centreville (King’s) and at
the office of the undersigned.
W. E. MACLELLAN,
Acting District Superintendent
Postal Service.
CT SUPERINTENDENT'S OFFICE,
x, Dee. 8th, 1921

. Wilkhave to offer for XMAS TRADE a

full line of choice.

TURKEYS

GEESE

FOWLS

CHICKEN

DUCKS

BEEF

LAMB

PORK

SAUSAGES

MINCE MEAT

Suet Ground To Ordér

OUR MOTTO
~—*¢A Square Deal to Everybody”’

‘A. H. BUCKLER, Prop.

Porter Broc. Block. Phone 265.
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MONDAY and TUESDAY, DECEMBER 19-20

- B. A. ROLFE

\

Presents
L :

. AND MEN”

IENT ROME and
NEW YORK

power of a revengeful man. In both
cases the sacrifice was similar. The
combmed story will hold you spell-

ancient. Rome to the revels of night
life in New York. Nothing so tensely
dramatic ever before conceived by the
brain of man. -

— — ‘
The Christian Martyr fed to the éhrries the absorbed speactator
lions. The innocent girl held in the | from the revels and bood lust of

dramatlc and so ti erf
€ €

u

A story $0 statthnxly raahmc, so remarkably
produced that it stirs to
‘ orh of all who see it. B

your seemg t}ns sen-

ul* e

SEE

WEDNESDAY and THURSDAY, DECEMBER 21 - 22,

MEN AND WOMEN

Expecially Our Beloved Women ;

STARRING g

DOROTHY PHILLIPS

Maun-

k.

Woman-
Marriage

You'll see her as WOMAN TRIUMPHANT—

—thelz mate of a cave-man fierce in her
ove.

—the gorgeous Amazon ruling by Mother
Right.
You'll sob with her as WOMAN FAILING—

—the slave girl weeping midst barbaric
beauties of Pagan Courts.

—the helpless bride of mediaeval days.
You'll cheer her as WOMAN UPRISING—

—the girl mother of today, fighting again
the battle of her sex, routing evil for-

Pictures”

F “A Mighty Milestone in Motion
‘u'fold in a Thousand Scenes of Drama, Smiles, Thrills, Vast Panoramas
and Intimate Insights Unparalleled in Motion Pictu-es.

housands of Players!
Animals!

ces, struggling from the man-shackles
of marriage to a new triumph of Mother
Right.

Thousands of H- ,.,s' Wiid § 1
New Screen Wonders! ¥ '

3 Not its thousands of players, not its barbaric heauties, not its pasaa
% dancers, and its massive scenes, not its sweeping:-
* They are but a background for its triumphant theme of Mother-Right.

panoramas make it'great

'y Ladies and Gentlemen you owe it to }"ourselves to see these two great Photo-
ys. Something you will often think about and never forget.

Performance at 7.30.

At popular prices.
Also EDD!E POLO

Prices 20 - 35c.




