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BY_GOLLY, ¥ DON'Y KNOW THERES
{WHAT'S GETTIN' INTo ME ?
I CAN'T DONOTHIN' RIGHT
, J& AN I DON'T GET NO PLEASURE

OUYA WORK LIKE I usTA?

WTHIN'
'ROUND THIS OFFICE
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was the intention of the trustees to

Boy Knlghﬂ NOteS try and furnish every boy belonging

A most suécessful social was held

at

Thursday evening.

ment,

They would therefore take a ltad
ing part in such sports as it was pos-
sible for them, and participate in. At

the Bpy XKnight Armwories on

Despite the disagreable mature of|the conclusion of the program the

the

filled with 'the appreciative and at-|ILancers etc,
tentive audfence.
T

of

Templars. Pref. " Hunt acted  ‘as
chairman, and 'a very attractive and
interesting program was presented

Knights distributed the Cup
and served coffee while
the girl companions served the cake
in their usual pleasing manner,

Cricket

weather the building was well| Boy

he social was under thie auspices
the Boy Knights and the Goo’l

A number of young Jadies under the | 44444444444

direction of Miss Goodson rendered
several choruses with good effect.
Dialogue, “Three Little

was

latghter, Mr. Earl Matthews con-i May 23rd Grace

Mothers.” | dule has been drawn up and the dates

very effectivie and caused much|set are as follows:

tributed a solo, which was sung with{ Georges.

much
sang in her usual pleasing

Mat

expression Miss Goodson June 13th—St. Georges at Paris.
manner. June 20th—Paris at Grace Church.

1y fine recitations, were given, en- July 11th—Grace Church at Paris

cores bheing the rule in all cases, July 25th—Paris at St. Georges.

the
ett,
dric

se were by Mr. Weaver, Mr, Ben- Aug. 1st—St. George's at

Grace

Miss Callender, Bleatrice Ken-{Church.

k, Mr. John Hawke and Tilian Only three teams have entered so

Clarke. 3 far, but it is hoped more entries will
188 ‘ | : y oz alet s o h . .
Miss Hamilton sang a dialct song| come to hand before the closing date

that was well received.

the
add

arrange
for a double scheddle with the three
teams already entered.

Good Templars, made a splendid

ress setting forth the aim and

object of the society and the work The Western Ontario Cricket Lea-
that they were doing. He also com-|gue 1s meeting to-day in Galt, the

mented most

of
-and

favorably on the work drantford representatives being

Bryden and

grawth,.., and the | Smith

the boy knights and thtir stead ‘\It\\u REF
progressive I

Thrilling Story

0f Revolution, Intervention and War
ByFREl_)ERICK STARR,.:of the UrniA\Vrerrsinyr of Clrliciago

MEXICO AND THE UNITED STATES

Tells not nnl\ whi 11 1S }\nw\\ n of the earliest inhabit-
ants of the country, but it also gives a careful, most ab-
sorbing account of the course of government and the
conditions and modes of life of the people since the inva-

sion and conquest of the Spaniards. It traces the devel-
cpment of railroads, commerce and progress, and the
vital part which foreign capitalists and adventurers have
played. It portrays the cruel rule of the Spanish vice-
slavery and peonage, and the oppres-
It describes the winning of

roys, the terrors of
sion of the working people.
freedom in Mexico, the Texan revolution, the war with
the United States, the French invasion, the empire of
Maximilian, the rise of Diaz and the development of the
peculiar, complicated conditions that have resulted in the
present situation.

A Country Exploited for Benefit of the Few

It is in the revelation of Mexico's intolerable politi-
cal and economic conditions that the book possesses one
of its chief values. The story of the evils which exist in
Mexico has never been adeuately told. All previous’
attempts have been suppressed by powert ful influences.
Now. however, in this volume is given a complete de-
scription of the conditions which exist—a description
which will arouse a nation and compel reformation.

The Eyes of the Civilized World are upon Mexico.
All nations are to-day watching unhappy Mexico, where
bullets are more potent than ballots, and where the foree
of arms has replaced the consent of the people in main-
taining a form of government. The struggle which is
being carried on for the establishment of justice and civil
rights is of greater moment than merely its effect upon
Mexicans. .

To be fully informed on this very vital question one must
read this book. Over 400 large octavo pages.: $3 50
Fine super paper.’ Over 100 great photo-|

graphs, maps and portraits. Artistically EDITION
bound in fine book cloth.

Almost Free to Courler Readers

Read the oﬂ‘ei' in to-day‘s Mexico Coupon printed
‘elsewhere in this paper.

: |
Lgood work that they were doing. Tt|

with suitable recreation and amuse-|

A The Brantford City League Sche- |

Churchi at St!

which is May 4th. If not, the execu-)
Mr. James Hawke, on behalf of|tive will, in all possibility,

Charles |

Various Pennant
Chances

[

’ In a trifle over a month's time the
| Canadian league pennant chasers will
‘i'c off on their four months’ fight
| for the championship of the J. P.

Fitzgerald circuit and the gonfalon
[ that goes with the highest honors.
| To attempt to pick out the winner

wuld be suicide, for the personnel ¢f
| the clubs is not yet decided on, and
{in the case of at least four of the
| eight cities very few of last

| squad remains. Of.

year's
course Frank
Shaughnessy with his 1913 stars who
hogged the honors of combat, is con-
{ ceded the usual first place position
by the dyed in the wool fans, but
Shag will have to improve that pitch-
:inu corps materially if he expects to
| make it three straight champion-
| ships, also New York Giants and
others of big league calibre. Kane,

Kubat, Donovan and a few other
pick-ups, who so far have been men-
tioned as the Senator’s heaving brig-
ade, will not do, and probably no
{ person realizes this better than Mr.
Shaughnessy. So much for Ofttawa.
They will be up there fighting as us-
inu'., but their pitchers will hardly do.
I.ook out for several changes in that
department.

In the. case of I.ondon, one has to
depend on Doc Reisling’s: ability” to
produce The former Washington
| twirler. has-+geed ~finanetal «backing
and the chance to go the limit to give
| the Cockneys a winner, and if he

does any better than Rube Deneau
when the reuben was in charge of af-
fairs up west, he will have
plished some feat. TLondon

to- be the second choice in the win-

accoms-

:l\"“l"'l['\'

ter. books, although their squad s
still an unknown quantity. The samc
| applies to Brantford, Erfe, Toronto
and Peterboro Thomas, with its
refusal to bid high for ball tossers
[ will enter the fight with practically
the same club as 'last year
Midge Craven the Saints

hustling pilot who never
| ing till the game is ove

cision announced. They'll

where in the vicinity wh

rels are being distributed

Now for Hamilton. All
has up to date is a muddy. improve-

ment needing ball park on

Barton
street: four or five of last year's stal-
warts whose ability can be testified
to, and a number of new aspirants
who will not show their wares till
April & However, to counteract this
lack of evidence, Hamiltonians have

unbounded enthusiasm in the ability
of Manager Bob Yates the Philadel-
phia lad, to come through with a first
division club, and the fans are hoping
and praying that the new manager’s
connection with Connie ~Mack will
result in several likely looking re-
cruits from the Athletics and Balti-
more Orioles coming this way. The
whole city is behind Yates, and ‘he
| will be encouraged.

This is the situation. When. the lo-
cal squad arrives for spring practice
one can talk more intelligently of
their abilities and failings, and  in
1

this way get a correct line on their

chances in the hunt for honors

{  Baseball nearly dead in Galt, for
| several years, promises resuscitation
| at a meeting to organize a semi-pro-
| fessional baseball team to be entered
{in the Western Ontario League, to-
morrow evening. The league will be
| composed of six teatmns— Stratford,
| Berlin, Woodstock, Guelph, Ga and
| Brantford. Those behmd the move-
ment to have a team in Galt say the
| prospects are exceptionally good and
lines have been secured on five play-
{ers. At present a big baseball cam-
paign is on in Galt. Four teams will
| constitute a town league and a strong
| team will enter the county league.

That mysterious figure 13. On the
| 13th of May last year *“Wild Bill’
| Baker, the big St. Thomas hurler,
| held Berlin hitless, and on August 13
| Kirley, of Guelph, held the Saints
mnthum a bingle. The only other no-
| hit game was registered against Peter
Umru Baker doing the trick on May
17. Baker was the most talked of
‘mun in the league that week, Well,
and if vou look up the records you
| will probably see that Brantford re-
leased _ this fellow Baker on the
thirteenth.

Tarzan of The
Apes

By EDGAR RICE
BURROUGHS

Copyright, 1912, by the Frank A.
Munsey Company.

CHAPTER XHL
The Jungle Toll.

ARLY the following morning
Tarzan awoke, and the first
-thought of ‘the new.day. as the
last of yesterday, was of the

wonderful writing which lay hidden in
his quiver. ¥

Hurriedly he brought it forth bop-
ing against hope that be could read
what the beautiful white girl had writ-
ten there the preceding evemning. -

At the lirst glice he suffered the bit-
terest disippointment of his wlpole life.
He was baffled 'by strange, uncouth
characters the.like of which he had
never scen before! Why, they even
tipped i the opposite direction from
all that he had ever examined either
in printed books or the difficult script
of thée few letter§ he had found.

For twenty minutes he pored over
them, when:suddenly they commenced
to “take fdmiliar though* disterted
shapés. ' Ali they-were his'old friends,
but badly cripmed‘

Then he bog:m to. make out a word
here ~and s cworfl there. His heart
leaped for joy He could read it, and,
he would.

In ‘adother half hour 'he was pro-
gressing rapidly, and. but’/fér an ex-
ceptional word now and again he found
it very plain sailing.

Here is what he read:

West coast of Africa, about 10 degrees
south latitude. (So Mr. Clayton says.)
Febuary 3(?), 1909.

Dearest Hazel—It seems foolish ta write
you a letter thatYow may never see, but [
simply must tell somebody of our awful
experiences since we sailed from Europe
on the ill fated Arrow.

If we never return to civilization, as
now seems only too likely, this will -at
least prove a brief record of the events
which led up to our fate, whatever it
may be.

As vou know, we were supposed to have
set out upon a scientific expedition to the
Kongo. Papa was presumed to entertain
some wondrous theory of an unthinkable
ancient civilization, the remains of which
lay buried soméwhere in the Kongo val-
ley. But after we were well upder sail
the truth came out.

It seems that an old bookworm who has
a book and curio shop in Baltimore dis-
covered between the leaves of a very old
Spanish manuscript a letter written in
1750, detailing the adventures of a crew of
mutineers of a Spanish galleon bound from
Spain to South America with a vast treas-
ure of ‘“doubloons” and ‘‘pieces of eight,”
I suppose, for they certainly sound weird
and piraty.

The writer had been one of the crew,
and the letter was to his son, who was at
the time the letter was written master of
a Spanish merchantman.

Many years had elapsed since the events
the letter narrated had transpired; and the
old man had become a respected citizen of
an obscure Spanish town, but the love of
gold was still so strong upon him that he
risked all to acquaint his son with the
means of attaining fabulous wealth for
them both.

The writer told how when but a week
out from Spain the erew had mutinied and
murdered every officer and man who op-
posed them. They defeated their own
ends by this very act, for there was none
left competent to navigate a ship at sea.

They were blown hither and thither for
two months until, sick and dying of scur-
vy, starvation and thirst, they had been
wrecked on a small islet.

The galleon was washed high upon the
beach, where she went to pieces, but not
before the survivors, who numbered but
ten souls, had rescued one of the great
chests of treasure.

This they buried well upon the island,
and for three years they lived there in
constant hope of being rescued.

One by one they sickened and died until
only one man was left, the writer of the
letter.

The men had built a boat from the
wreckage of the galleon; but, having no
i{dea where the island was located, they
had not dared to put to sea.

When all were dead except himself, how-

eves, the awful loneliness so weighed upen
the mind ef the sole survivor that he
could endure it no longer, and, choosing
to risk deafh upon the open sea rather
than madness on the lonely isle, he set
sail in his little boat after nearly a year
of solftude.

Fortunately he sailed due north and
within a week was in the track of the
Spanish merchantmen plying, between the
West Indies and Spain and Was picked up
by one of these vessels homeward bound.
| The story he teld was, mergly:ohe of
shipwreck in which all but a few had per-
ished, the balance, except himself, dving
after they reached the island. He did not
mention the mutiny or the ¢hest of buried
treasure. “

The master. of the merchantman as-
sured him that from the position at which
they picked him up and the prevailing
winds for the past week he could have

been on no other island than one of the
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coast 0f Africa in about 16
degrees north latitude.

His letter described the island minutély.
as well as the location of .the treasure,
and was accompanied by the crudest, fun-
niest little old map ¥You' ever saw, with
trees and rocks all marked by scrawly
X's to show the exact spot where the
treasure had been buried.

When papa explah:ed the real nature
of the expedition-my heart sank, fof 1
know so well how vistonary and imprac-
tical the poor dear has always "been that
1 feared that he had again been duped,
especially when he told me ‘that he Had
paid a thousand dollars for the letter dnd
map.

To add to my distress I Ieamed that he
had borrowed $10,000 more from Robert
Canler and had given hls notes !or the
amount.

Mr, Canler had asked for nd security,
and you know, dearle, what that will
mean for me if papa ‘eannot meet them.
Oh, how I detest that man! :

We a1l tried te lobk en the bright side
of things, but Mr. Philandér and Mr.
Clayton—he joined us in London just for
the adventure—both felt as a’(epﬁcal as L

To make a long story shert, we found
the island and the treasure—a great iron
bound oak' chest wrapped in many layers
of olled sailcloth and as streng and firm
as when it had been buried nearly 200
years ago.

It was simply filled with gold eoin and
was so heavy that four men bent beneath
its weight,

‘The horrid thing seems to bring nothing
put murder and misfortune to those who
have to do with it, for three days after
we sailed from the Cape Verde islands our
own crew mutinied and killed every one of
their officers.

1t was the most terrifying experiénce
Gn.i could imagine. 1 cannot even write
of it

They were going to kill us, too, but one
of them, the leader, a man named King,
would not let them, and so'they sailed
south along the coast to a lonely spot
where they found a good harbor, and here
they have landed and left us.

They sailed away with the treasure to-
day, but Mr. Clayton says théy will meet
with a fate similar to the mutineers of
the ancient galleon, because King, the
only man aboard who knew aught of nav-
igation, was murdered on the beach by
one of the men the day we landed.

1 wish you could know Mr. Clayton. He
is the dearest fellow imaginable, and, un-
less | am mistaken, he has fallen very |
much in love with poor little me.

He is the only son of Lord Greystoke
and some day will inherit the title and
estates. In addition, he is wealthy in his
own right. But the fact that he is going
to be an English lord makes me very sad.
You know what my sentiments have al-
ways been relative to American girls who
married titled foreigners. Oh, if he were
only a plain American gentleman!

But it isn’t his fault, poor fellow, and in
everything except birth, he would do cred-
it to my darling old country, and that is
the greatest compliment I \know how to
pay any man,

We have had the most weird experiences
since we were landed here—papa and Mr.
Philander lost in the jungle and chased
@y @ real llon; Mr. Clayton lest,and at-
tacked twice by wild beasts; Esmeralda
and I cornered in an old cabin by a per-
fectly awful man eating tiger! Oh, it was
simply “terrifical,”” as Esmeralda would
say!

But the strangest part of it all is the
wonderful creature who rescued us all. 1
have not seen him, but Mr. Clayton and
papa and Mr. Philander have, and they
say that he is a perfectly godlike white
man tanned to a dusky brown, with the
strength of a wild elephant, the agility of
a monkey and the bravery of ‘a lion.

He speaks no English and vanishes as
quickly and as mysteriously after he has
performed some valorous deed as though
he were a disembodied spirit.

Then we have another weird neighbor,
who printed a beautiful sign in English
and tacked it on the door eof his cabin,
which we have pre-empted, warning us to
destroy none of his belongings and sign-
ing himself “Tarzan of the Apes.”

We have never seen him, though we
think he is about, for one of the sailors
who was going to shoot Mr. Clayton in
the back received a spear in his shoulder
from some unseen hand in the jungle.

The sailors left us but a meager supply
of food, so, as we have only a single re-
volver with but three cartridges left in it,
we do not know how we can procure meat,
though Mr. Philander says that we can
exist indefinitely on the wild fruit and
nuts which abound in the jungle.

1 am very tired now, so 1 shall go to my
funny bed of grasses which Mr. Clayton
gathered for me, but will add to this from
day to,day as things happen. Lovingly,

JANE PORTER.
To Hazel Strong, Baltimore, Maryland.

Tarzan sat in a brown study for a
long time after he finished reading the
letter. It was filled with so many new
and wonderful things that his brain
was in a whirl as he attempted to di-
gest them all.

So they did not know that he was!
Tarzan of the apes. He would tell them.

In his tree be had constructed a rude
shelter of leaves and boughs, beneath
which. protected from the rain, he had
placed the few treasnres brought from
the cabin. Among these Were some
pencils.

He took one, and beneath Jane Por-
ter’s signature he wrote, “1 am Tarzan
of the apes.”

He thought that wonld be sufficient.

Iater be would return the letter to the
cabin.
.« In the matter of food, thought Tar-
ran, they had no need to worry—he
wonld provide, and he did.

The next meorning Jane Porter found

der missing letter in the exact spot

i 1o

tified, but |

ords' be-
a chill run
: Bﬁe _showed: the letter,
rather the last sheet vqﬂi the ;ixna‘
::rg, to Clgyton. :
“To think,” she aald‘
thing was probably Wwa
the time that I .
makes me shudder just
“But he must +be
sured Clayton, “for he b
your letter, urdmu”‘bm

you, and unless I am mistaken He left
a very- sybstantial memenho of his
friendship outside the cabin door last
night, for 1 junt found the carcass of a
wild boar there as I came out.”

From then on scarcely a day passed
that did not bring its offering of game
or other food. Sometimes it was a
young deer, again a quantity of strange
cooked food, cassava cakes pilfered
from the village of Mbonga; or a boar,
or leopard, and once a.lion.

Tarzan derived the greatest pleasure
of his life in bunting meat for these
strangers. It seemed to him that no
pleasure on earth could compare with
laboring for the welfare and protection
of the beautiful white girl.

Some day he would venture into the
camp in daylight and talk with these
people through the medinm of the littte
bugs which were familiar to them and
to Tarzan.

But he found it diffienlt to overcome
the timidity of the wild thing of the
forest, and so day followed day with-
out seeing a fulfillment of his good in-
tentions.

'The fiarty in the rcamp, emsboldened
by familiarity, wandered fartber and'
farther into the jungle in search of
nuts. and fruit.

Scarcely a day passed that did not
find Professor Porter straying in his
preoccupied indifference toward the
jaws of death. Mr. Samuel T. Philan-
der, never what one might call robust,
was worn to the shadow of a shadow
through the ceaseless worry and men-
tal distraction resultant from his her-
culean efforts to safeguard the profes-
sor.

A month passed. Tarzan had finally
determined to visit the ¢camp by day-
light.

It was early afternoon. Clayton had
wandered to the point at the harbor’s
month to look for passing vessels.
Here he kept a great mass of wood
high piled ready to be ignited as a sig-
nal should a steamer or a sail top the
far horizon.

Professor [Dorter was wandering
along the Leach seuth of the camp,
with Mr. Dhilatnder at his elbow urging
him to turn Lis steps back before the
two becaie again the sport of some
savage henst

The others gone, Jane Porter and
Esmeralda bad wandered into the jun-
gle’to gather frait and in their search
were led farther and farther from the

cabin.

Tarzan waited in silence before the
door of the little bouse until they
should return.

His thoughts were; of the beautiful
white girl. They were always of her
nosv. He wondered if she would fear
him, and the thought all but caused
him to relingnish his plan.

While he waited be passed the time
printing a message to ber. Whether
he intended giving it to her he bimself
could not have told, but he took infi-
nite pleasure in seeing his thoughts ex-
pressed in print, in which he was not
so uncivilized after all. He wrote:

I am Tarzan of the apes. I am yours.

mYﬁ& V'We will 1i¥e hers: togéther i

i the
swt‘{:u ho ten e:e;z‘ et;;nfﬁ?e'o est
meata that roam the jungle. -

I will hunt for you, 4 am the greatest
of the jungle hunters.

I will fight for you. I amthe mightiest
of the jungle fighters.

You are Jane Porter. I gaw it in. your
Jetter. When you ‘see this' you will know
that it is for you and that Tarzan of the
apes l‘ov,s you.

‘As he stood, Straight as a young In-
dian, by the door waiting, after he had
finished the message, there came to his
keen ears a familiar-sound. -1t was the
passing of a great ape.through the
lower branches of the forest,

For an_ instant he.listened intently,
and then from the jungle came the ag-
onized scream of a woman, and I'arzan
of the apes, dropping his first Joye let-
ter upon the ground,. shot like a pan-
ther into the forest.

Clayton also heard the ncream. and
Professor Porter and Mr. Philander,
and in a few minutes they came pant-
ing to the cabin, calling out to each
other as they approached a volley of
excited questions. A glance within con-
firmed their worst.fears.

Jane Porter and Esmeralda were not
there,

Instantly Claytop, followed. by the
two old men, plunged intp the jungle,
calling the girl’s name aloud. For halt
an hour they stumbled on until.Clay-
ton, by merest chance, came upon the
prostrate form of Esmeralda.

He stooped beside her, feeling for
her pulse and then-listening for her
heart beats. She lived. He shook. her,

“Esmeralda!” he shrieked in her ear.
«“msmeralda! Where' is Miss Porter?
What has happened? Esmemldu"’

lowly thé black opened
She saw ‘Clayton. ‘She naw the j
‘about her,

“Oh, Gabriel!” she screamed and
fainted again.

By this time Professor \Porter and
Mr. Philander had come up.

“What shall we do, Mr. Clayton?®’
asked the old professor. “Where shall
we look? Heaven could not have been
‘80 cruel as to take my little girl away
from the now.”

“We must rouse Esmeralda first,”
replied Clayton. “She can tell us what
has happened. Esmeralda!” he cried
again, shaking the black woman rough-
ly by the-shoulder.

“Oh, Gabriel, 'Ah wants to die!”
eried the poor woman, but with eyes
fast closed. “Lémme die, but doan’
lemme see dat awrful face again.
Whafer de devil round after po' ole
Esmeralda? She ain’t done nuffin” to
nobodv.”

(To be Continued).

POINTED PARAGRAPHS,

Jut a girl who is an expert at mai-
ing angel cake may have a demoniac

disposition..
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The Book of
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‘To that shore that tHat
Gaod,
Then, ho! for that fair
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