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satirical style, "you hare been out 
listening to the sirens, my boy—very 
dangerous in the moonlight, old thing, 
very dangerous!”

Now it there is any form of address 
which gets on our nerves, it is to be 
called an “old bean" or an *V>ld thing.”

• As the years go on we even hate to 
! be called "old boy"—it begins to sound' 
! too descriptive. Besides, we hadn't 
| beent listening to the sirens. We had 
| been trying to get the sirens to listen 
j to us. So we just told him brutally it 
was none of his business. But he paid 
no attention to our petulance—he was 
in travail with another epigram.

“I have often wondered," he said, 
“if women realise that we kiss them 
only when they are not sufficiently in
teresting to talk to.”

Think of rooming with a fellow who 
talks like that under the influence of 
a night-cap! Think also of a man who 

! knows as little as that about kissing!
Fortunately, we are receiving con

siderable moral support from the third 
inmate of the cabin. At first we frank
ly despaired of him. He is a mild lit
tle man with an extraordinarily pro
pitiating manner. For the first couple 
of days we never saw him except in 
vague outline when he was coiled up 
under the bed-clothes in his berth. 
When we were there, he was always 
asleep—in fact, our talented ■ fellow- 
traveller promptly christened him 
"the Dormouse," inspired, we pre
sume, by recollections of “Alice in 
Wonderland.”

The “Dormouse's” manner is always 
nervously apologetic, even with us, 
though we are not a man of dominat
ing personality in any sense. He slip
ped into the cabin the other afternoon 
while we were taking a nap.

"Ho, hexcuse me, sir," he said in the 
Cockney language, “Hi was just want
in’ my coat, if you don’t mind, sir.”

With magnanimity we assured him 
that we didn't mind, and that he could 
come in and get his coat any time.

“Thank you, sir,” and then in his 
nervous anxiety not to be in the way, 
he sized his garment and ran, leaving 
the door ojffin.

"Oh, Mr. Dormouse—” we called 
and stopped in confusion. That is the 
worst of those infernal nicknames. 
Luckily he didn't get the application.

“Yes, yes, the door, sir," he said, and 
hurried back to latch it

The “Dormouse” is the sort of per
son that it is very difficult to treat 

than with marked con-
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of the situation.
Our real idea was to describe the 

company in our cabin—our stable- 
mates, so to speak. We are not doing 
this in any spirit of vindictiveness or 
revenge. In the first place, they will 
never see this account, and In the sec
ond we are not that kind of fellow. But 
we are a chronic and incorrigible 
psychologist, and this is the first time 
we have ever lived in a tin with a 
couple of other sardines.

One of the gentlemen—naturally 
they are both of the sterner sex—one 
of the gentlemen, we repeat, who have 
been washing and shaving out of the 
some tea-cup with us for the past four 
days, is a youthful novelist of budding 
distinction. He wears silk dressing 
gowns and is prodigal of epigrams. 
He watches us with a cool and discon
certing eye—possibly we will figure 
as a comic butler in his new novel— 
and he has a most embarrassing habit 
of making notes when we say anything 
particularly silly. We would give any
thing to read the notes, but naturally 
our sense of honor is of a singularly 
exalted and fastidious type. Besides, 
he keeps them locked up in his writing 
case when he Isn’t carrying them in 
his pocket.

Intimate association with a man of 
his type and Ms intellectual attain
ments is naturally a very great priv
ilege, and we are doing our best to bet- 
come as intimate with him as possible. 
Only yesterday morning we pitched 
one another clear across the cabin In
to the opposite bunk, when a more 
than usually large and vigorous wave 
caught the ship while we were engag
ed In our matutinal ablutions. It is 
only fair to him to state that he dis
played, when he got his breath, a com
mand of language which promises 
greatly for his future career.

We are conscious, however, of a cer
tain sense of strain. His style of con
versation is one that Is difficult to live 
up to. You see, he has discovered that 
we have spent a certain number of 
years as a book-reviewer, and he is 
fond of putting us -over the Mterary 
jumps. So far we cannot say that we 
have performed with much credit to 
ourself.

"Who was It that said the protagonist 
twenty-

By P. OV.
(In Saturday Night—Toronto.)

I a cabin on shipboard is a sort of 
I cabby-hole with shelves. If the un- 
|travelled reader should wish to cap
ture the sensation of sleeping in one, 
[we can only suggest that he should 
| climb up with the preserves in the 
[pantry during an earthquake.
[ Ours is an inside cabin for four. For
tunately, there are only three of us in 
[it If the fourth man were to come a- 
[long, he would have to dress and un- 
| dress out in the corridor. He might 
| even have to sleep out there. We have 
[been using his bunk as a receptacle 
[for everything the three of us take out 
| of our steamer trunks and suit cases, 
lit is very convenient—or would be if 
the stuff didn’t tumble off every time 
the ship rolls. As it is, we spend most 

[of our time staggering about knee- 
Ideep in collars and trousers and pairs 
| of suspenders and toilet articles.

Of course, there are receptacles pro
vided in the cabin for such things. 
There is a neat little cupboard about 
the right size of a layette—that, we 
believe, is the technical term for the 
trousseau o4 a child of two months. In 

I addition there are four tiny drawers, 
one for each of the inmates. We might 

[be able to keep our personal jewelry 
in ours, if we didn’t wear it all on our 
wrist in a strap. It might also be very 
handy for spare car tickets, hut natur
ally one has used them all getting 
down to the boat.

So far as we can figure the thing 
out, the besf system of disposing of 
temporary belongings is to throw 
them on the other fellow’s bed. Then 
he tosses them to the floor, and in this 
way a very pleasing spirit of camara
derie is built up.

But it is in the morning when you 
get up and start in to wash that all 
the ingenuity and heartlessness of
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otherwise
descension—his manner invites it On 
the few occasions when we all happen 
to be in the cabin together, the novelist 
bathes him in a flow of airy persiflage 
which leaves him vaguely uncomfort
able but otherwise as unaffected as a 
doormat by the music of a hurdy- 
gurdy.

For the first few days we paid no at
tention to the "Dormouse.” Personal
ly, we have accepted him as an un
obtrusive feature of the furnishings of 
the cabin. His one suit case is shoved 
modestly under his bunk. He makes 
no attempt to use any of the cabin- 
hooks or the funny little drawers in
tended for the Lord only knows what 
purpose. His one ambition seems to 
be to get in no man’s way, and he 
achieves it He is up and dressed long 
before we dream of turning out and 
all we hear of him at night is a pathe
tic little sigh from behind the curtains 
when the novelist turns on aH the 
lights and conducts a scintillating 
monologue for an hour or two before 
consenting to go to sleep.

But since yesterday morning we 
have begun to form expectations <ÿ the 
“Dormouse.” We happened to roll over 
and open an eye while he was engag
ed in dressing himself. Even in the 
dimness of the cabin—the “Dormouse” 
would never dream of turning on the 
lights and disturbing us—we were 
astonished to notice the breadth of 
his shoulders and the wiry strength of 
his arms. It suddenly occurred to us 
that the “Dormouse,” though well on 
to middle-age, Is an unusually husky 
and active person. And then we recall
ed having noticed in a vague way the 
obvious power and weight of his 
gnarled hands.

We took occasion in the smoking 
room during the afternoon to enter 
into conversation with him—the “Dor
mouse's” one virile characteristic 
seems to be a fine and whole-hearted 
appreciation of the brew that has made 
Scotland famous.

“Been long in Canada?" we asked— 
It is usually a pretty safe opening.

"Ten years.” he said, “and Hl’m on 
my way 'ome for a visit’’

He was not very communicative till 
we happened in the course of the very 
desultory and rather tiresome conver
sation to say sometiting about a prize
fighter or prize-fighting. Immediately 
there came into his mild though batter
ed countenance a dull glow indicative 
of awakening intelligence and Interest 

| In fact, he opened up with a line of 
technical language and inside ring his
tory which was very surprising in a 
man of his lamblike docility.

"You seem to know a lot about the 
prize-right” we finally said.

He looked around a little nervously 
and at the same time with a touch of 
swagger, as though he were half afraid 
he might be overheard and yet consci
ous of a certain pride in his secret

"Wy shouldn't Hi know abaht it?" 
he asked. "Hi was the Clapham Chick
en in my d’y. Hi was.”

The "Clapham Chicken!"—It meant 
nothing to oar Colonial ears. We re
called, however, the pleasant custom 
of English ring-followers In dubbing 
their heroes as though they were ex
hibits at a poultry show.

"My, my, how interesting,” we asms
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The House of Good Rubbers, 
d Retail, 218 and 220 Water Street,

Klark-Urban Co,mured. “And did you fight many bat
tles?”

For answer he doubled up his fists 
and extended them for inspection. 
They were certainly formidable weap
ons, gnarled and battered in many a 
fray. There could be no question that 
they had hit something or someone, 
many times and often.

"How do you like the other chap in 
as a sudden

Tomatoes, Sugar Corn, etcPOTASH AND PERLMUTTER
The mid-week programme at the 

Casino is a delightful comedy success 
entitled "Potash and . Perlmutter.” 
Briefly, the story deals with the trials 
and tribulations of those most lovable 
partners who risk their all to save 
from a Russian prison a co-religionist 
who has been falsely accused of bomb- 
throwing, but who, through their very 
self-sacrifice, secured the services of 
the greatest cloak and suit designer 
of her day, Ruth Goldman, a young wo
man who is described as having a 
"business head like Andrew Carnegie 
and a form like Lillian Russell.” For 
three acts the misfortunes and for
tunes of the partners are carried for
ward amid a perfect gale of laughter, 
that drowns the occasional tear. Al
though containing a thousand laughs, 
the play is full of deepest heart-inter
est and although he does not appear 
on the programme, the busiest char
acter of all is little Cupid.

The first scenes of the piece are 
laid In the somewhat shabby down
town office and the work-room of the 
firm, then in their handsome Fifth 
Avenue establishment, and finally In 
the home of Abe Potash. This is a story 
that will appeal to all theatre goers 
as it. is a brimful of action.

of Balzac’s novels was the 
franc piece?” he asked us the other 
morning while we sat on the edge of 
our bank waiting for the roll of the 
boat to throw us into our trousers.

Men who ask questions like that in 
the morning seem destined to die 
young and unloved. We didn’t care a 
darn who made the remark originally, 
and we didn’t see why anyone else 
should care. It seemed a very poor 
joke to make on poor old Balzac. And 
what’s a protagonist anyway?

“What’s that got to do with you get
ting ready for breakfast?" we counter
ed in the way of a wife with her hus
band.

“Oh, nothing, dear old bean," he as
sured us. "But I was tMnking of mak
ing a summary of Joseph Conrad in a 
similar style. What would you say was 
the protagonist of Conrad’s novels?”

Naturally we had no Intention of 
helping him with his epigrams—we 
have trouble enough with the simple 
ones we make for ourself. But we 
were conscious of a steady flow of aim
less profanity.

Last night we got In a hit late. We 
fait obliged to keep an eyo on the 
ship’s progress in the moonlight—a 
young lady also consented to assist 
in the work. When we got in our friend, t 
the novelist, was reclining gracefully [ 
on one elbow in his upper berth, smok
ing a large pipe and reading with an 
air ot contempt John Galsworthy’s last 
book—these rival artists do certainly 
love one another.

he said to us In his best

New Stock. Lowest Pricesset of bumps on our forehead that 
would indicate the possession of ex
traordinary genius if they were per
manent. And probably they will become 
permanent by dint of repeated concus
sion—permanent and purple.
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the cabin?” we asked, 
thought struck us.

“Well, he do seem a hit ’aughty,” he 
said, “but he don’t annoy me—not yet”

That “not yet” gave us pause. Was It 
in reference to the liberties we had 
taken with his couch as a receptacle 
for suit cases? Or had the novelist held 
forth a little too long the other night 
with the light full on? These were sub
jects we preferred not to go into. But 
we are being very considerate just 
now. It the “Clapham Chicken” should 
break loose, we prefer that we should 
be a witness at the inquest rather 
than Exhibit A.

so that only one'human being of or
dinary stature can stand on it and do 
anything to himself. But such Is the 
unshakable nature of human optimism 
that there are’always at least two of 
us trying to shave and wash at the 
same time. Luckily, we all use safety 
razors. If we didn’t, heaven only knows 
what horrible tragedy would occur. 
It has been blowing hard the last 
couple of days, and every few minutes 
we are brought up in one another's

circum-arms. Shaving under 
stances becomes an acrobatic perform
ance of a high# complicated nature, 
in the course ot Which we have shav
ed almost ever# part of our head ex
cept our cMn. Inadvertently we have 
done a little Impromptu shaving on 
our cabin companions, and they have 
rendered us the same service—yester
day one of them nearly removed our 
right ear.

We did not begin this article, how- 
idea of harrowing the

Personal,
Dr. MacDonald, the genial Magis

trate of Grand Bank, is in the city on 
a brief visit.

Rev. C. A. Johnson, M.A., who has 
been filling the pulpit of the Queen’s 
Road Congregational Church, left by 
yesterday’s express to resume his 
work In Nova Scotia.

Hon. H. J. Brownrigg is at present 
an IHJnatè ot the General Hospital, 
suffering from eczema, treatment for 
which is progressing rapidly under 
capable I)ands.

Capt. Thomas

GEO. NEAL, Ltd
Shipping Notes.ever, with any 

reader’s soul with an account of the 
horrors of occaiP travel. If the reader 
has been there himself, the reader 
doesn’t need to be told. If the reader 

could say
Furness Line SailingsS.S. Stanmore sailed for Halifax 

at noon to-day.
S.S. Canadian Miner sailed from 

Montreal for tilts port on Saturday 
last.

Schr. Frank H. Adams arrived at 
Catalina yesterday from Sydney, 
with 200 tons of coal to Allen Haynes.

Schr. Nellie T. Walters sailed from 
Hermitage yesterday for Oporto, with 
3610 qtls. of fish from T. Garland.

Schr. Eileen Lake arrived at Bonne 
Bay yesterday from Turk’s ‘ Island, 
with a cargo of salt to A. B. Harding.

■Ha, ha! Jackman, con>-
mander of one of the liners plying 
from Vancouver to Japan, to visiting 
North Sydney. Capt. Jackman, who 
recently was bereaved by the loss of 
hie wife, is one of the many successful 
Newfoundland mariners who has 
made good in foreign climes.
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Furness, withy & Cb., LimitedThe Jazzola Orchestra will 
render the music at the Mas- 
querade B&ll in the C. C. C. Hall 
on Thursday night, Nov. 4th.
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