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THE DAILY SHORT STORY
WHEN YOU’VE HAD YOUR 
APPENDIX TAKEN OUT AND
YOU’VE BEEN IN THE HOSPITAL 
TWO WEEKS -- AND YOU’RE 
So TIRED QF STAYING IN BED

-AND THE NURSES ARE Co 
BUSY THEY NEVER COME 
NEAR Nou AND YOUR FRIENDS 
ARE Too FAR AWA Y To COME 
AND YOU’RE BORED-To-DEATW.

- AND IT’S. THE MOST 
BOILING ROASTING, 
SCORCHING - HOT WEEK 
OF THE WHOLE SUMMER! 
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Morning found the cold well under 
way. The girl was not as accus­
tomed to outdoor living as her com­
panions. and she had overdone the 
roughing.

“Couldn't you stay here, perhaps L 
for a few days?" asked Mrs. Eddy 
as she saw the girl's condition next 
morning. "You are more than wel-n 
come."

"But—I'm needed to operate the 
puppets," she replied. “I’m not so 
important as Elizabeth and Ted—they 
wrote the play and made the whole 
thing. They're brother and sister and 
awfully clever."

An idea flashed through Jane’s’ 
head. “Couldn't I perhaps----- "

"Why, of course you could. I could 
teach you in an Instant if your par­
ents would let you come on with us 
for a day or two till Peggy bucks up."

Ted Winters fairly beamed at the 
prospect of teaching this pretty little 
New England Jane to operate his, 
cherished marionettes.

His sister. too. saw the possibili­
ties, and her drooping spirits were 
revived at once. The four young peo- » 
ple, with Mrs. Eddy as a silent and 
somewhat awed listener, sat in the 
big bedroom and planned the change 
of procedure due to the illness of ■ 
Peggy Wanser. 1-.

Jane, poor girl, was beside herself 
with joy, and she was trying to keep 
placid enough to get an intelligent 
idea of what was expected of her.

The town in which the show was 
scheduled next was only twenty miles 
beyond and Ted Winters assured 
Jane that he could teach her in a 
few hours how to operate the few 
dolls that would fall to her lot.

True to his opinion of himself, he 
was able to explain the action of the 
strings that control the movements, 
of the puppets, and Jane very quickly 
had the diminutive actors and 
actresses moving as if they were 
really-truly folks. F

When the caravan trailed on that 
afternoon Jane thought she had never 
been so happy in her life. She sat in 
the back seat with. Elizabeth Winters 
and listened to the most wonderful 
tales of the trip, of the success of the 
little show, of the girl's hopes and 
dreams for the future with her mari­
onette plays. It was as if it were 
a make-believe day for Jane.

As she stood close beside Ted that

IN A CARAVAN.
“Mother —was there ever any gypsy 

blood in our family?"
Jane Eddy asked the question quite 

out of a summer sky.
"No, my dear, never. Your father 

was pure New Englander and I am 
Scotch as far back as we can trace. 
Why do you ask?"

Jane stretched restlessly in her 
porch chair. "Oh. I sometimes feel 
as if I had an inheritance of wander­
ing instinct. I’ve always wanted to 
live in a tent that would fold up 
whenever I felt weary of the place 
in which it was pitched. You must 
know that, mother, even with your 
lack of understanding of your only 
daughter's temperament."

Mrs. Eddy looked patiently worried. 
"You have been a restless child, Jane. 
And as I remember it, you did play 
tent with every bit of old potato sack 
you could borrow from the barn. But 
why should you be restless now? You 
have everything----- "

“Don't please to tell me what I 
have, mother—please." Interrupted 
Jane, none too respectfully. "I know 
all that I have, but it isn't what I 
want."

Her mother shook her head and 
continued to knit and rock.

Jane, listening to the clicking of 
the needles and the rhythmic rocking 
on tho boards, could stand it no 
longer. She ran down the steps and 
out across the garden like a wild 
child.

Mrs. Eddy looked over her glasses 
at her daughter's receding figure, 
shook her head again and continued 
knitting.

Jane has always declared that at 
that moment she literally ran head- 
long into her destiny. What she 
called her destiny happened to be a 
traveling marionette company that 
was stopping in front of the gate at 
the very moment that Jane reached 
it to go—she knew not where.

"Could we, perhaps, camp for the 
night on some of your land?" asked 
a very well spoken young woman of 
Jane as she stood, breathless, just 
within the gateway.

“Why—certainly. Of course you 
may," she said, her face lighting up

Miles Asks Terry If She Is Capable 
of Love

WHO’S WHO IN THE STORY: 
les Sheridan is facilitating his 
wife’s obtaining a divorce by creat. Ing a scandal about himself. He is 
■aking a yacht trip, supposedly 
with
liet Divine, a beautiful show-girl, known as the Million Dollar Doll. 
In reality, however, he is not with the Doll, but
■resa Desmond (Terry), Juliet's 
unbelievably innocent half-sister. 
Whom the Doll sent to masquerade as herself. Ever since a kindness 
Miles did her in childhood. Terry 
has made him her Dream Prince.

Sheridan, Miles' wife is in love 
with
Haul di Salvano, a handsome Italian, 
ustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek, 
meets Miles and Terry at Monte 
■Carlo, and recognizes in the sup- 
■posed Million Dollar Doll, Terry 
Desmond, whom he had met back 

New York. In love with the 
himself, he is relieved to learn 
Miles' conduct toward Terry 

has been most chivalrous.
Harkness, Miles* old servant, 

sakes care of Terry on board the yacht.
ss Caroline Sheridan, meeting the 
couple at Monte Carlo, endeavors 

dissuade Miles from his dis- 
■graceful project. She writes to 
Betty of Terry’s beauty and charm, 

dining in Algiers with Terry, 
Whom he does not recognize as the 
fttle girl he befriended so long ago, 
see Paul de Salvano with a group 

strangers.
■the way to Bousaada. Miles real- 
zes that he loves "Juliet Divine." 
■CHAPTERLXII.
It seemed to Terry that something 
ry great and wonderful had hap- 
oned.
If she could have put it into words 
would have sounded like nothing 
■all But the thing itself—the 
ality which she felt—was as much 
heater than words as, the perfume 
the rose is greater than the rose. 
Neither spoke. They sat in silence, 

together in the car, which now 
■d then flung the girl against the 
han’s shoulder, with some jolt; and 
Sheridan was making up his mind 
• an act which, a few days ago. 
■>uId have been impossible.
aNow, nothing was impossible where 
■liet Divine was concerned, except 
1let her go from him forever.
Mrs. Harkness was chatting on the 
ont seat with the French-Algerian

loud, in her own ears.
Even if he did not care in the won­

derful way she cared, at least he 
must be trying to show that he no 
longer despised her, and that, after 
this day, they were to be true friends.

Of course, she reminded herself, he 
was married, and she—if he knew her 
real age—would seem to him a child. 
Still, whatever she was, and what­
ever he believed her to be, from this 
moment an exquisite, a heavenly 
change had come over their relations 
to one another.

Terry realized that never until 
now had she known the full meaning 
of ecstasy. The hand of the man she 
adored, clasping hers, had taught her 
what joy could be on earth, and her 
whole life had only led up to this 
moment. If she had to die now, 
within an hour, she would have had 
something to make her years worth 
while.

As in a vision, she saw the rose of 
early sunset fade from the billowing 
sand, to leave it a pale, luminous 
gold, strewn with heart-shaped, vio­
let hollows that were tracks of cam­
els' feet. She saw low tents of no­
mads. black striped with red, or 
orange striped with black, spread 
over the desert near the river and 
palms of Bousaada; and the thought: 
flittered across the surface of her 
mind that they were like huge, rest­
ing butterflies.

But all thoughts, except thoughts 
of Miles Sheridan, were on the sur- 
face. The depths of her were for him.

The chauffeur, who had been often 
to Bousaada, drove past the tall 
palms that spouted, above the river- 
bed. like fountains of dark water 
against the crimson sky; wove 
through the small, white town, and 
stopped before a low-built hotel.

Sheridan had wired for rooms (the 
telegraph poles stride far and far 
along the Algerian desert), and the 
landlord came to greet his guests. A 
smiling dark maid showed “Mademoi­
selle et Madame" upstairs to their 
quarters; and a few minutes later 
Terry stepped from the long French 
window of her room onto a wide, cov­
ered balcony. Two other rooms 
opened also upon this balcony, and 
Terry had not stood, looking down, 
for more than a moment, when Sheri­
dan joined her.

He did not speak, but took his 
place besire the girl, and together| 
they gazed at the river, the palm 
grove, and the distant hills. There

-AND JUST WHEN You FEEL 
AS THOUGH YOU’D BEEN THERE 
10 YEARS AND You NEVER 
WILL GET_OUT —

-THE DOCTOR Comes AND 
Tells You THAT You CAN Go 
HOME - TOMORROW !!!

OH-H’H Boy!! AIN’T• 
IT A GR-R-RAND

AND GLOR-R RIOUS

Hiss.w 
SoW 0

- AND EVERYTHING SMELLS 
OF ETHER AND CARBOLIC
ACID AND NOTHING YOU
TASTES GOOD’ 
$

EAT

2.7 at the prospect of such close proxim­
ity to real adventurers.

Within the next hour as she helped 
the party of three, two girls with the 
brother of one. to parle their car, un­
fasten the trailer and set up their

UAuA

night after the curtain had gone up 
camp for the night. Jane learned | and the village audience had assem- 
much that gave her hope of her own | bled she trembled for fear she would 
nomadic dreams pull the wrong string or otherwise

The little company was traveling |spoilt the performance. He assured 
through New England for the sum- her, as he busily operated curtain. & lights, a half dozen dolls and shifted

scenery, that she was a remarkable

Hambone‘s 
Meditations 

By J. P. Alley.

Mothers and 
Their Children"You Said It, Marceline!” 

=By MARCELINE d‘ALROY= — 
ON HOW WOMEN SMOKE

mer months, giving marionette shows 
for children. They had written the 
play, made the puppets, the miniature 
stage, its settings—everything, and 
they had conceived this way of mak­
ing a summer s income. They had 
met with success and were pleasing 
the village people with their artistic 
performance.

Jane was loath to leave the party, 
but when the man had set up the 
camp and the girls had begun to get 
ready the evening meal. Jane felt 
that she might be an intruder. She 
would have liked nothing better than 
to have remained with them.

After the frugal family meal with 
her mother and father, she felt as if 
she could not stand the confinement 
and dullness of the home a moment

success as an understudy. Elizabeth 
was at the piano playing the music 
to which the dolls danced.

Whatever it was that reached out 
that night and enfolded Jane and Ted 
in its embrace must have been a film 
of romance sent out from the land of 
wonder. They both felt It—they both 
knew it. Nothing could have made 
either of them believe it was not an 
actually tangible net that caught 
them together that night.

It was weeks afterwards that Ted 
sat with Jane on the big porch where 
her mother had been knitting on the 
fateful day. "We shall go caravan­
ing on our honeymoon, dear." he was 
saying. "It seems like a dream since 
that day we pulled up before your 
gate and you ran to greet me."

“It was my dream come true. Ted." 
said Jane. "I almost think it was 
Cupid who gave Peggy the cold and 
made her stay here so that you and 
I might run away together to be shot 
by his arrows."
(Copyright. 1923. McClure Newspaper 
____________Syndicate.)_________________

When a MAN smokes he thinks 
Of MANY THINGS.
When a WOMAN smokes
She generally thinks
Of one thing—HERSELF.
When young girls smoke
Their pleasure lies
In what OTHER people
Will think of them;
Particularly, the young man 
They are smoking with— 
I mean, smoking for.
If a girl has a PRETTY FACE 
She POUTS as she PUFFS;
If her HAND is BEAUTIFUL, 
The cigarette is WAVED

In pleasing attitudes;
If she is EXTRA daring
And her THROAT is LOVELY,
She leans her head BACK
And lets the smoke out
Like a CHIMNEY.
A dainty woman
Smokes daintily;

A pretty one — SOMETIMES — 
prettily;

A GOOD woman smokes
Like a NOVICE;

And only sophisticated women
Smoke LIKE MEN-

With UNCONSCIOUS COMPLA­
CENCY.

DEYS SOME FOLKS, WEN 
DEY GITS DRESSED UP, 
DEY-LOOKS LAK DEY AIN’ 
Got Good SENSE!!2

little water In the Oued. 
what there was sparkled 
shattered glass, and the 
stones between the pools

was 
but 
like 
wet
were red as huge garnets, or purple, 
as lumps of amethyst. All the hills.1 
near and far. blazed with the last 
fires of sunset and poured flames high: 
into a sky that was azure at the 
zenith.|

“Do you like it?" Sheridan asked| 
at last. j

"I didn't know there could be any-| 
thing so beautiful in the world." Terry 
answered, and her voice shook a 
little, because these were the first 
words they had exchanged since he 
had held her hand.

"It is beautiful," Miles granted.
"But you'd soon tire of it!"

"No. I should never tire of it—I 
couldn't," the girl assured him. "I 
shall hate to go away when the time 
comes."

He laughed. "I wonder? That 
would depend upon how long you had 
to stop. You wouldn’t—exchange 
New York for Bousaada!"

"I would." Terry persisted. "I 
couldn't bear to live in New York. 
It’s splendid there-but just to go. 
now and then, from the country. Not 
to live. I think to live, people need 
sky and great wide spaces."

"You seem to be a very different 
sort of girl at heart from what one 
would judge you, if—you know your­
self and speak out your real thoughts, 
not just some sudden impulse that 
can’t last." Sheridan said. "Can you 
imagine yourself a desert dweller?"

“It would be glorious!" Terry cried. 
"That is. if—" She stopped.

"Go on. ‘If—what?"
"Oh—only that I wouldn’t like to

auffeur who had a little English,
Id knew all about Bousaada; but
‘e two behind did not even hear e voices.
Terry, who could not tell what was 
[Sheridan's heart, feared that he 
jght hear hers beating, it was so 
I1Ina Iri IInuiF i-r

longer. She longed to be out with 
the campers in their caravan home.

She was sitting with her nose glued 
to the window pane that let in the 
moonlight when she saw the man of 
the party approaching the house.

Jane rushed to the porch.
"One of the girls has caught cold 

and tonight she seems a trifle un­
comfortable. I wonder if you could 
let us have some mustard so that 
we might give her an old-fashioned 
cold cure?" asked the young man. his 
cap in his hand, one foot on the steps.

“Why. we could do more than that. 
I'm sure. Let her come in and spend 
the night. Mother will be glad to give 
her care," said Jane.

It was only a short time until Jane 
had persuaded her parents to let the 
young woman use the guest chamber, 
and they were soon bringing her in.

"It isn’t that I’m ill," she explained, 
"but if this cold gets a hold on me 
we won’t fill our engagements this 
week in the other towns, and we are 
all booked up. I hate to be such a 
bad sport.", she apologized as she 
took the big. spotless bedroom and 
looked at the real bed with delight 
in her weary eyes.

Sffer.

A New Use for a Tea Cart.
One Mother Says:

My old tea cart took on a new 
ease on life when I moved it inta 
he bathroom to use as a table for 
he baby's bath accessories. The top 
makes a good stand for soap, boric 
icid solution, powder, pins and fresh 
clothing, while the lower shelf is 
used for discarded clothing. It is 
easy to wheel into the nursery if I 
need it there, and saves many steps 
each day.
(Copyright, 1923, Associated Editors.)
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Jimmy Skunk Finds Mrs. Spotty’s
• Eggs and Eats Them

(Cearrisht, 3008, by The Beu Gradicate, MMKimonos 
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ON HAND AS A MORE

be quite, quite alone. It is so beau­
tiful in the desert—a desert like this 
—that it would be sad to be all alone, 
sadder than in a place not so beau­
tiful. Because I should want some­
one to—to talk with about the beauty 
—someone who'd understand."

"Someone, you mean, whom you 
loved?"

"I—suppose so."
"Can you love?"
The words were spoken, not sharply 

or harshly, but with a certain hoarse- 
ness, as if they came with an effort. 
(Copyright. 1923, by the Bell Syndicate.)
In Tomorrow's Installment Terry 

Gives Her Answer.

AND BEAST. 
5=== 

O’sEs8RNNS7 
BE FOUND. GET A 
BOTTLE TO-DAY AND 
HAVE IT READY FOR 
THE TIME WHEN YOU
• WILL NEED IT.

restless sea semi-colon rolled in my 
bunk to sleep this is a great note 
here Miss Gush for the bass voice 
comma faithful to you as you're trust- 
ing in me while I sail the mighty 
deep which we have sent you under 
separate cover period.

Yours for the best in basses,
THE SUPREMACY EMPORIUM.

Per ............. DD

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

Spotty the Turtle and Mrs. Spotty 
had watched the bank down which 
two of their babies had come to 
enter the Smiling Pool. To these 
two babies Spotty and Mrs. Spotty 
paid no attention at all. By their 
actions you would not have supposed 
that they had the least interest in 
those babies. As a matter of fact 
they didn’t have much Interest in 
them. As a father Spotty the Turtle 
is anything but a success. As a 
mother Mrs. Spotty is not much 
better. She considers her duty done 
when she has dug a hole in the sand, 
laid her eggs therein, and then care­
fully covered them up.

Mrs. Spotty's interest in her babies 
was chiefly in finding out how many 
there were. So having seen those 
two enter the Smiling Pool, she and 
Spotty watched for more. But no 
more appeared. The next day they 
watched, but they watched in vain. 
Finally they decided that those two 
made up their whole family.

“Something happened to those 
other eggs," declared Mrs. Spotty. 
“As sure as you live, something hap­
pened to those other eggs. I laid

the sand has been disturbed here. 
I'll do a little digging."

So Jimmy Skunk promptly set to 1 
work and began to dig out the sand 
at that particular place. He hadn't 
dug far when he felt something 
round. Jimmy’s eyes sparkled. In a 
moment he pulled out a white egg 
His eyes sparkled more than ever. 
He stopped digging and ate that egg. 
He smacked his lips. "My, this is 
good!" said Jimmy,

Then Jimmy went on with his 
search. Egg after egg he dug out 
and ate. At last his stomach was 
full, for he had already had a good 
meal before finding those eggs. Hav­
ing had enough. Jimmy went on his 
way. And so it happened that two 
eggs were left, and those were the 
two from which had hatched the two 
baby Turtles which, as you know, 
had found their way to the Smiling 
Pool. And this Is why Spotty and 
Mrs. Spotty had looked in vain for 
more members of their family. 
(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess)

The next story: Brownie the 
Thrasher’s Strange Adventure."

Diamond Dyes
Don’t wonder whether you can dye 
Itint successfully, because perfect 
me dyeing is guaranteed with 
Diamond Dyes" even if you have 
ever dyed before. Druggists have 
Il colors. Directions in cach pack-

UNIVERSITY OF WESTERN ONTARIO 
(Western University)

The University enjoys the numerous 
advantages of a small city where the 
highest type of community life prevails. 
This means much to the student.
The University offers (1) A four-year 
Arts course; (2) A six-year Medical 
course, and (3) A one-year post-graduate 
course in Public Health. Degree (B.A.) 
courses may be taken extramurally also. 
Register before October 1st, 1923.
For announcements and further par­
ticulars apply to:

K. P. R. NEVILLE, M.A., Ph.D.
Registrar.

10

The University makes a specialty 
of individual instruction. This 
is the secret of its remarkable 
growth. It attracts students of 
ability who are anxious to make 
the most of their’years at Col­
lege. All courses and degrees 
are standard. Scholarships and 
Loan Funds are available. Any 
ambitious student may work his 
way through.
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while forbidding sweets to 
their patients, recor mend Dictation Dave 

By C. L. Funnell.
a lot of them, and I buried them as 
carefully as I know how."

Spotty yawned. "Do you remem­
ber where you buried them?" he in­
quired.

“Certainly I do." replied Mrs.
Spotty rather sharply.

"Then why don't you go over there 
and see if you can find out what 
happened to them?” asked Spotty.

Miss Hopper how many times have 
you been taught to swim this sum- 
mer and take a letter to Miss Eu­
genia Ellington Gush. Progress Point. 
Ill. Dear Miss Gush colon dash par- 
agraph
;This is in answer to your letter of 
|the 7th stating that you feel that 
! songs about the romance of the sea 
have so much depth to them and 
bring out the best in a young man 
apostrophe s voice especially when it 
is base comma and can we given you 
the music for that song that goes 
out on the deep comma when the 
sun is low comma and the first bright 
star doth gleam semi-colon of a day 
that is dead dash and a love thats 
fled dash the fisher oft will dream 
period paragraph.

Yes Miss Gush comma we agree 
with you about the depth of the sea 
songs most of them' mentioning the 
deep every two or three bars and 
there isn't practically anything in a 
man apostrophe s voice that such a 
song will not bring 'out especially if 
it is bass and while we cannot supply 
you with out on the deep at the mo­
ment we can give you the one that 
goes tossed on the waves of the

2CHOCOLATE Officet
I St. George St.

II and College Ave.,
I London, Canada. 1APLE DUDS 09140 !202 2

"because they’re so pure”

Cowan’s Maple Buds are not 
merely a delicious confection, 
but are also a nutritious food. 
They do not upset the digestion.

MEANTre-
“Something happened to those other 

eggs," declared Mrs. Spotty.
"What good would it do?" retorted 

Mrs. Spotty. “No thank you. I’ll 
stay right here. My, how good this 
sun feels!" Mrs. Spotty made her­
self comfortable for a sun bath, and 

|appeared to forget that there ever 
were any baby Turtles in all the 
Great World.

Something had happened to those 
: eggs that Mrs. Spotty had so care- 
|fully buried. Something had hap­

pened to them very shortly after she 
had buried them. A certain little 
gentleman in black and white had 
come along that way. He had had 
something on his mind. That some­
thing was eggs, Turtle eggs. Jimmy 
Skunk is very fond of Turtle eggs, 
and he knows when and where to 
look for them.

The moment Jimmy had seen the 
place where Mrs. Spotty had buried 
her eggs he had said to himself, 
“This looks like a likely place. It is 
just the kind of a place a Turtle 
would choose. It looks to me as if

MOKE
GET THE GENUINE

Guard the Baby 
Against Coldsvie hot

To guard the baby against colds, 
nothing can equal Baby's Own Tab­
lets. The Tablets are a mild laxative 
that will keep the little one's stomach 
and bowels working regularly. It is a 
recognized fact that when the 
stomach and bowels are in good 
order that colds will not exist—that 
the health of the little one will be 
good, and that he will thrive and be 
happy. The Tablets are sold by 
medicine dealers, or by mail, at 25 
cents a box, from The Dr. Williams 
Medicine Company, Brockville, Ont.
—Advt.
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