POOR DOCUMENT

i

NSED gY NEA

¢ v ﬁ N {
i Mo O M T HEW SOAPER SET

THE WA
BEGIN HERE TODAY.

A novelist, seeking nocturnal adven-
ture, loafs upon a bench in Hyde Park,
London. Coming through Victoria
Gate he sees a little man carrying a
huge bundle on his shoulder. A police-
man, curious to know the contents of
so large a bundle, challenges the man.

A wax figure of a woman is
brought to light and the man declares
he is carrying it to his barber shop in
Acton. Out of curlosity the aovelist
follows the man with the bundle and
when he sees him turn in a direction
opposite to Acton challenges the man
for an explanation. He notices that
the little man’s finger nails are stained
with machine oil and concludes that
he is not a barber. Going into an
empty house together the man upens
the wax figure to show the novelist
Jewels and seems astonished when he
finds the figure empty.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.

“Guv’nor, this is a do. There’s noth-
ing more to be said but to go ’ome.
And Tl leave this lady ’ere. I got no
feelings for ’er.” He raised his foot to
kick the figure to pieces, but I stopped

him
After all, she’s

oot 'on’t do that.

rather pretty.”

“Guv’nor!” shouted the little man.

“Not so loud,” I said.

“] got another idea. I was the first
to go. I don’t think I made a mis-
take. Them other figures I told you
about was on the floor. My young
woman was on the table. Didn’t think
of it at first. Guv’nor, I couldn’t ’ave
made a mistake. There’s something
elge. - Guv’'nor, I got a feeling that I
know what’s ’appened; when 1 wasn’t
looking, my mate picked up one of
them figures off the floor and put it on
the table instead of mine just after I'd
done. And off I went with this ’ere
bargain. ’'E stayed behind to clear
up, as ’e said, and ’€’s walked ‘?ﬁ
with the whole of the swag. The =

1 did not speak for a moment. This
seemed quite possible. ]
not have made a mistake such as this.
He was still grumbling: “Guv’nor,” he
said, feelingly, “the worst about our
profession is there ain’t no ’onor in
it. But I'll get even with 'im.”
“What are you going to do?”
«Pm going round to ’ave a chat
with ’im. I'm going to bed now, }aut
Tl see ’im tomorrow morning, I “:111.”

“Why wait till tomorrow morning?
Isp’t that a bad plan? How do you
know he won’t sell the stuff tonight?”

“Guv’nor,” said the little man, “I
don’t know what your occupation s,
put you're wasted in it. Of 1 go te
Marylebone this very minute.”

111

1 followed: we were becoming
friendly, we two; besides, it would be
well from my point of view to dis-
cover where the other man lived. We
were fortunate enough to find a taxi,
which the little man prudently insisted
should drive us (o the Grand Central
Station, out of which, after a moment,
we emerged to turn toward the north,
making for some mean streets. ‘When
we reached the place, we found it in
complete d .kness. Only one light
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My man would |
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,burned in the window opposite, from
| which came the sounds of a violent
i quarrel. The street stank in dirt; de-
|caying vegetables were rotting in the
| gutters, While I was reflecting that the
| wages of crime is not necessarily opu-
lence, my companion was painstakingly
engaged upon the bell of a particularly
mean-looking and untidy little house
of only two floors. It was not an-
swered for a long time, so much so
that I suggested to my friend that his
accomplice was not at home. He snig-
gered at me, having cast up an eye and
seen a curtain twitch. Besides, he knew
what he was doing; I perceived a
ryhthm in the ringing; he made up a
little tune, which I could not follow.
After ten minutes the door opened to

Looking over the little man, he consid-
eréd me with suspicion.

reveal a man completely dressed: I
realized that here was a prudent fellow.
This man looked more gently bred.
He was tall, very thin, had a large
black mustache and sorrowful eyes.
Looking over the little man, he con-
sidered me with great suspicion.

“It's all right, Jim,” said the little
man, confidentially. He jerked his
thumb toward wme: “’E’s all right”
The black mustached man let us in,
closing the door behind us. In the light
of & single taper, he looked frightened.
Also, at once, the tone of my com-
panion changed: “So there you are, you
—swine,” he’ remarked, conversational-
ly. “You’re the —— who done your
mate out of ls share of the swag.
1 didn’t think you’d let me in. Expect
you was frightened of what I'd do to
vou in the morning.”

“] don’t know what you mean,” said
the black mustache in an educated,
cockney voice.

“Look at ’im,” said the little man,
derisively. “Be’old the innocent child.
Mean to say, Jim, you didn’t palm off
an empty figure on me while you
*opped it with both of ’em? Oh, you
dirty I've ’alf a mind to do for
| you.” :

1 pushed past the angry man: “Non-
sense. You don’t want to hang for this,
do you?” I addressed the black mus-
tache: “The position is that this man
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considers that you’ve stolen his share
of the job you did tonight; he says
you have both figures in ygQur posses-
sion. Surcly you can prove it by let-
ting us come come upstairs.”

“Don’t ’e talk beautiful,” said the
little man. “But that’s ‘'what we want,
Jim, and we'’re going up.”

“I'm sure youre welcome,” said the

black mustache, nervously eyeing my
>

bulk. “Come up and see.”

Rather surprised by this friendly re-
ception, we went up to the first floor,
where a so-called sitting room was oc-
cupied merely by a table and a chair.
Here burnt another candle. This was
reinforced by a fire which still €urned
well in an old grate. Though the light
was scanty, it was obvious that here
nothing was concealed. In a corner
stood half a dozen petrol tins, which
showed that these experienced burglars
occasionally used a car. The little man
went up to them and tapped them dis-
consolately. This ylelded nothing.

“Now then, Jim,” he said, “I know
you. - Where ’ave you put them?” He
nodded to the door: “Got ’em under
your bed, I suppose.”

+ 4] assure you . . . .

“Oh . . ” he nodded to me.
“’Ere, you keep an eye on ’im.”

The little man trotted into what
must be a bedroom, while the black
mustache politely took the sack ff the
figure and stood it on the table. le
remarked to me: “Funny, sir, what
strange ideas men get into their
heads.”

1 took no notice of him, for I was
curious to see what was happening. I
looked into the bedroom, whers my
companion was striking matches and
swearing. Suddenly he gave a cry of
excitement; I followed him into the
bedroom; over the bed was a curlain-
ed shelf. He had drawn the curtain
away: upon the shelf stood two waxen
figures, apparently identical with -the
one he had brought.

“Ah, the ——!” exclaimed the littlc
man, clutching at one of the figures.
He came back into the sitting roomw,
clasping his burden, which he placed
upon the table. “Got you!” he remark-
ed to the black mustache. “And ynu
shan’t palm another dud fizurc on me.”
He pressed his thumb upon the wexen
forehead, where it left a black fmpres-
sion. “Pll know it now. Well, 1 got
no time to knock your ’ead off,” he re-
marked to the black mustached man,
who was leaning negligently against
the mantelpiece. “Now . . .”

He had no time to finish, for as he
turned to his faithless accomplice, the
latter uttered a cry, and a hurst of
flame came out of the grate. I jumped
back in affright, for the fire, animated
by wildness, was rushiagz along the
carpet, making for my legss and the
table. ;

“Gosh!” cried the black mustsched
man. “We've got nothing to put it
out. Here!” he said to me. “Quick!
take it!” He shoved the ligure into my
arms, pushing us out.

Blind with fear, as the flames by
unknown causes rushed all over the
room, we ran to the stairs and down.
As we came out, I heard behind me
the steps of the black mustached man.
He was carrying something;’ at once
he disappeared into the darl‘mess.

We ran together in panic, about a
hundred yards. We should have gone
further, but the figure slipped from
my grasp, and with a crash scattered
itself in fragments on the pavement.
The little man let out an oath as he
groveled among the pieces: no gold!
no diamonds! the figure was empty.

For a moment we stood and stared
at the disappointing sight, unable to
understand what had happened. Then
1 began to grasp: “Don’t you see” I
said, “the fire was only a trick to get
us out. He didn’t mind if he burnt
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Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

Neurasthenia denotes a condition of
pathologic fatigue of the entire nervous
system. It is sort of nervous exhaus-
tion or undue sensitiveness which by

continuation may result in complete
nervous prostration. The onset of this
trouble usually occurs between 20 and
50.

In younger persons this condition
produces such conditions as over-sensi-
tiveness, chorea (St. Vitus’ dance) espe-
clally in young girls, insomnia and night
terrors.

In such attacks, where heredity fis
partially to blame, the real beginning
of mental disease and melancholia is
noted.

It is also true where these conditions
affect the children that the parents
often lack mental control and are sub-
ject to frequent attacks of irritability
and anger.

The advanced neurasthenic type may
be traced in many casual conditions.
Injuries are a frequent menace. The
nervous condition is almost irrepres-

NEURASTHEN!A,

sible in many of those who have gome
through some harrowing wreck or ac-
cident. Severe mental and physical
work, worry, lack of proper rest, im-
proper diet, thoughts about one’s self
regarding lack of success, defeat of am-
bition or long continued sexual dis-
orders are other causes. Acute infec-
tious diseases play havoc with the mind
of many persons and cause a lowered
nutrition in all bodily functions.

If you have any of these symptoms
have a complete health examination at
once. Staying at home for a day or two
is of no remedial value. Treatment of
the severe nervous types of neuras-
thenia requires time and great care.
Those cases which show weakness and
a lack of capacity for centering the
mind on details must have rest and
careful diet under a skilled physician’s
orders.

The conditions which have impaired
the bodily processes have been under-
mining the powers of digestion, circula-
tion and proper secretion, as well as
motion and sensation.

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Otive Roberts Barton

A LEGGY RIDDLE.

the house. It’s not his own, I suppose.
While we were in the bedroom, he un-
did one of those petrol tins and splash-
ed it all over the floor. He laid a trail
of petrol and lit it. If I hadn’t gone
into the bedroom after you . . . .”

“Oh, what’s the good of talking,”
said the little man, angrily. ’E’s done
us. But what I want to know . . . .
Why, guv'nor! look ’‘ere!” He picked
up a large piece that was obviously
forehead. “There’s my thumb mark.”

I smiled: “No. Don’t you see that
just before pushing the figure into my
arms, the figure we brought with us,
the empty one, he pressed his thumb
where you Nad done on the forehead,
and he palmed upon me the figure he
had palmed on you before!”

There was a long silence. Then the
little man summed up: “Guv’nor, in
my profession you can’t choose your
mates as you'd like to.. I’m an engine
cleaner, I am, and no nonsense about
me. What I ought to ’ave told you,
and I'd forgot it myself, is that my
mate was a conjuror.”

Another story of midnight adventure
by W. L. George, “The Poisoned Girl,”
will start in our next issue.

ON COMPENSATION CASE.

John A. Sinclair, chairman of the
Workmen’s Compensation Board, left
on the C. P. R. yesterday afternoon
for Montreal and other cities. He is
gone in connection with the appeal
which the board will carry to the Su-
preme Court of Canada in its litigation.

with the Bathurst Co., Ltd. Dr. W. B.
Wallace, K. C., accompanied Mr. Sin-
clair to Montreal.

EXPLOSION ALARMS
ORPHAN CHILDREN

Smoke, Steam and Water
Fill Building When Jack-
et Heater Explodes

There wag some “excitement in the
West St. John orphanage yesterday
morning, when those in the building
and citizens passing near the building
were startled by a loud explosion, fol-

lowed by a dense volume of smoke
and steam which spread through the
building and out through the windows.
On investigation it was learned that
a jacket heater, which heats the water
and supplies the laundry in the build-
ing, had exploded and immediately
there was considerable thick smoke,
steam and water.

At first it was thought that there
was:a fire in the building but no alarm
was sent in. William M. Campbell,
one of the board directors, was tele-
phoned to and after he had telephoned
to No. 7 fire station, Queen street, to
have a fireman make an investigation
he responded to the alarm himself and
was quite satisfied that the damage
caused was not worse than he had at
first believed.

WESTFIELD WANTS
SHEDIAC RECTOR

The Anglican congregation of West-
field Saturday night unanimously de-
cided to ask Rev. W. Tomalin, of
Shediac, to become rector of Westfield
and arranged to present the request
to Mr. Tomalin and to His Lordship

Bishop Richardson. The Westfield
parish has been without a rector since
the removal of Rev. C. W. Nichols
last fall. Mr. Tomalin is a native of
England, and a graduate of Wycliffe
College, Toronto. He has served as
missignary at Duck Lake in the Cana-
dian Northwest, and for a time was
rector of Trinity church, St. Stephen.
For the last few years he has been rec-
tor of St. Martin’s church in Shediac.
He is rural dean in that community
also.

This was the next riddle the Riddle
Lady asked in Riddle Land when Nancy
and Nick were there:

“One foot that can’t walk,

One mouth that can't talk,
One knee that comes and goes,
Room for five pink toes.

“One leg that can’t stand,
Wears a collar—a stretchy band,
Funx;y lips—up and down,

Trots all over town.

IN WEST SIDE PULPIT.

Rev. Claude Stewart, of St. Philip’s
Methodist Episcopal church, Queen
street, was the preacher in Ludlow
street Baptist church yesterday morn-
ing. “¥ach morning eats a meal,
Stuffs like Paddy, mouth to heel,
That's all! Day or night.

Never eats another bite.

NERUDOUS HACKING

Cannot be relieved by a glass of
water, but will disappear under
the healing and soothing effect of

CHAMBERLAIN’S
COUGH REMEDY

“'Cept when Santa brings a treat,
Gives him all he wants to eat,
Just at bedtime, too! A question,
If it gives him indigestion.

“Hasn’t any sprinkler nose,

Every user is a friend, Don’t know why it's called a hose,

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—WHO 1S?
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MY UNCLES 60T
A DOG BIGGER'N A
HORSE - HE'S SO

BI6 YA WAFTA
STAND ON A ROOF
T' FEED HIM

i

GEEWIZZ-YYA THINK
THATS A BIG DOG P WY,
SAY ! WE USED T' HAVE

A DO6 WHUT BUMPED

INTA TH' TELEPHONE

WIRES EVRY TIME

HE WENT FOR

( AN, THAT AINT
NUTHIN' T' WUAT
MY 6RANDA HAD-UE
HAD A DO ONCE THAT

HOROsVY' THINKL
TUAT'S SMUCH ??
AN GRANMA HAD
A DOG ONCE AN'
WHADDYA THINK.

T DID- HUK?

WHADDYA THINK
TOD?

T JUMPED
CLEAR ACROCSS A
LAKE WHEN MY
GRANMA THROWED

A STICK. INTA TH'

Maybe ’cause it’s black and ‘round!
And never makes a sound!

By BLOSSER

GOSH! HES
A AWFUL

“Johnny Dumpling went to bed,

Never took his off, ’tis said,

Must have dreamed he went a-walk-
ing

In his

'Cept when San ta Brings a Treat.

“That's all!” sald the Riddle Lady.
“What is 1t?”

Everybody was looking at Johnny
Dumpling who had come over from
Mother Goose Land with his mother. He
was looking pretty cross.

“I couldn’t help it,” he sald.
too sleepy to take them off.”

‘“Well, you should have been in bed
an hour earlier,’”’ said the Riddle Lady.
“The Old-Shoe-Woman told me so and
she llves next door to you. She makes
her children all go to bed right on the
dot and your mother has to call you and
call you and speak to you over and
over again and you keep saying ‘ves,
mother, in a minute!” And the first
thing you know it's nine o'clock, which
{s much too late for any child to be
going to bed. No wonder you drop off
to sleep with half your clothes on. Why,
you can’'t get washed up or teeth
brushed or anything.”

“Say!” said Daddy Gander, good
naturedly. ‘Is this a riddle party or a
lecture, Missez Riddle Lady? Every-
body knows the answer now since there
has been so much talking.”™

“I'm sorry,” smiled the Riddle Lady.
‘“Let’s give Johnny Dumpling the prize.
Mister Sandman has it.”

“It's a special bag of sleepy sand,”
said Mister Sandman. “It’s called eight
o'clock sleepy-sand and I'm going to let
Johnny’s mother keep it for him.”

(To Be Continued.)

“I was

ORIGIN OF MAN IS
MINISTER’S THEME

In spite of the severe weather there
was a large congregation in St. An-
drew’s church last night when Rev. J.
S. Bonnell, the minister, gave the third
of his sermons in the series on Evolu-
tion and God’s Sovereignty. Mr. Bon-
nell dealt with the accounts of man’s
origin as given in such works as Van
Loon’s book, the Outline of Science, and
H. G. Wells’ the Outline of History.

He quoted from some of the best ac-
credited scientists to show that there
was still a great deal of speculation in-
volved in the accounts given of the
methods of man’s development from a

prehuman stock. He contended, how-

ADAM AND EVA—-BUBBLES -
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SEE THE PRETTY
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ever, that science provided strong evi-
dence from physiology, anatomy and
embryology to show man’s connection

WELL ,YOU DON'T
OBJECT TO ME-
AMUSING THE BABY

PLAVYING

ADAM THE BABY

HAS BEEN ASLEEP
FOR AN HOUR WHIL
YOU HAVE BEEW

SILLY BUBBLES

=

WITH THOSE

BUBBLES SIiLLY? WwHY EVA ,BUBBLES
ARE A SCIENTIFIC MARVEL , SYMBOLS
OF THE UMVERSE , PERPECT SPHERES
LIKE THE SUN,MOON AND STARS,
SHELLS OF WATER SURROUNDING BALLS
OF AIR. - EVA ,I'™M GOING TO MAKE A
FORTUNE OUT OF BUBBLES!' "
B %

physically with the majestic organic
whole from the dawn of life until now.
Mr. Bonnell stated that science was
concerned only with the method of cre-
ation, whereas religion was concerned
with the origin and purpose.

The Genesis account of the creation.

Mr. Bonnell said, answered the question
with regard to the origin and purpose.

The most vital part of man, he said,
was the soul which had its origin in
God, and the purpose in man’s crea-
tion. according to the Bible, was that
there might be beings with reason and
affection who, by their free choice,
would respond to the love of their
Maker and, through fellowship and
communion with Him, fulfill the final
purpose of creation with man as its
goal and crown.

Green is the color of the Moham-
medan Prophet.
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