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IN A LEGATEE'S SHO! ,

BEGIN HERE TODAY

‘A novelist seeks nocturnal adven-
ture. He walks up Viking Square,
where he sees an elderly English par-
lormaid standing on the steps of a
house. When the maid sees him she
Jumps down the steps and with pite-
ous appeal in her eyes cries: “Oh, Mr.
Charlie, you've come at last.” The
noelist allows himself to be led into
the house in which he finds costly fur-
nishings. .
+An elderly man in evening dress
comes toward him and greets him as
“Charlie.” He gets the impression that
both the man and the maid knew he
is not their man. The elderly man in-

forms him that his aunt is very ill and |

s waiting for him. The novelist tells
the maid and the man that he is not
the man they think he is, but offers
to play his part in whatever drama
they have for him.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.

"“Of course you can,” 1 went on in a

reasonable voice. “Can’t you see that
I'am rather an adventurer? If I were
not should T have taken the risk of
entering alone and unarmed a strange
When your maid called me
Charlie, shouldn’t I have told her she’d
niade a mistake and gone on? Come,
tell me what this is about, and I'll help
you if I can.”

Then, after a hesitation, a twinkle
came into the old man’s eyes: “All
right, I will. Though it would have
been better if you’d said mothing. It
would have been more adventurous.”

“If I’'d said nothing,” I replied, “I
should have known less than I'm going
to know now, and the adventure would
have been less worth while. Now Mr.
.+ .Smith, shall we say, tell me what
you want me to do.”

. After a pause, he began, first em-
barrassed, then fluent: “Look here, I

' hepe you won’t think this very uncon-

ventional, but it simply couldn’t be
helped. The situation is this: My
sister, who is lying upstairs very, very
ill indeed. She is older than I am, over
seventy, and has been in delicate health
for some time. Unfortunately, this
afternoon, as she was coming down-
stairs, she slipped, and she has broken
two ribs. The doctor hos been twice
and will be coming again a little later
on, I think. But he says that at her
age it’s practically hopeless, that she
can’t live.”
.“Yes,” 1 said, “I see. But why do
”

on . ..
. “Well .. . ” he seemed a little em-
barrassed, “it’s like this. She’s very

weak because she’s lost a lot of blooq; !
you see, I forget to tell you that in|

falling she also got a deep cut across

the-forehead, just over the eyes. Now
¥ see, now you see,” he went on ex-
cifedly, “that’s what makes it pos-

_sible.”

‘He stopped, panting,

“Makes what possible?” I asked in
a puzzled tone,

“Of course, I hadn’t told you. I'm
sorry, but my brain’s rather muddled.
What is the matter is that she is ask-
ing for my boy Charlie. He’s always
been her favorite. You see, she never
married, so he’s been like a son to her.
And she wants awfully badly to say
goodby to him before she dies.”

“Oh! I understand. So that's
why o &7

“Yes, of course. I do hope you’ll ex-
cuse this, but I told Pomfret to stop
any Young man she met, a young man
whose voice would be . . . well, the
kind of voice she’d expect to hear.”
his excitement
making him speechless.

“All right,” I said. “What you
want me to do is to see her and im-
personate Mr. Charlie. I'm willing to
make her happy, poor old lady. But,
by the way, she’ll know me.”

“No, of course she won’t. Didn’t
I tell you, owing to that cut in the
forehead, her eyes are bandaged.
Now . .

At that moment there was a ring
at the bell. The elderly man swore un-
der his breath, went to the door and
opened it. There entered a large man
whose black bag and frock coat ex-
posed him as the doctor.

“Oh, Doctor,” said the man, in a
besitating tone. “I didn’t expect you
so early again.”

I heard vague whispered remarks.
I gathered that, though the chances
were small, the doctor had thought
well to return early. At last my host
came back to me and said: “I do hope
you’ll forgive me,
long, doctor, will you? No? But, look
here,” he went on, addressing me again,
“I wonder if you’d mind waiting ten
minutes, not more, perhaps only five,
in the dining room? Just a moment,
doctor, please.” E

I found myself in the dining room,
seated at a table on which were de-
canters of brandy and whjsky, while
the footsteps of the two men echoedl
up the stairs. “Well,” I thought, “now
you’ve done it.” When I looked about
me, the effect of luxury was carried
out on a larger scale, by pictures, one
of which, without the slightest doubt,
was a Rembrandt. I wondered what
actually I had been brought in for. 1
did not bélieve my host. That he
should bring me in to comfort an old

lady at her last hour, that he should |

pick any stranger from the street in
this pious attempt would be believeable
only if he loved his sister beyond de-
scription. But there had been no words
of love, no signs of agony. He was
not sitting with her when I arrived.
He was quite willing to leave her. It
wasn’t that; it was something else,
something darker. . .

It was at that moment that I be-
came conscious of a sound in the dis-
tance. A regular sound. As if some-
body were driving in a nail. I listened
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But you won’t be:

MES-

acutely. I could not lear it again.
| int... woor, pernaps. Absurd! People
f didn’t drive in nails at three o’clock in
| the morning. There it was again, faint
but persistent. I tiptoed to the door-
way and listened. It came persistently,
1. muffled, regular sound. Suddenly I
lhad the instinct rather than the cer-
| tainty that the person who was mak-
ing the sound could have made a
louder sound, that the person was
afraid, was throwing out a signal. The
conviction rushed into my mind that,
somewhere, somebody was locked up,
and was faintly tapping at the door,
having heard me come, fearfully
seeking release. I listened. I could
not locate the sound at first. Then
I realized that it came from the back

Saer
“thank you

“&J}\}hc murmured,

for letting me out.”

of the hall. Still on tiptoe, I went
out into the hall and opened a door
at the end. This led only into a little
washing place. But the sound came
again. It was behind me now. Of
course: the room behind the dining
rocm. I tried the handle: the door
was locked! And, as I touched the
handle, the tapping within became
louder, grew more rapid, more febrile,
The key was in the lack. Evidently
everybody in the hquse was in the plot
|to keep the person -withip.® I turned
' the key:. before me,.lit up by strong
: lights, stood a woman, aged about 40,
her mouth quivering, her face stained
jswwith tears. She was so breathless with
| excitement that at first she could not
speak. Her appearance surprised me.
{1 saw now that she was tham 40, but !
:she had a strange, tragic beauty, and
was clad in an evening frock of which !
I could recognize the fashion and the |
price. About her neck, too, were sev-
|eral rows of pearls. There existed a
cruel contrast between the luxury of
her appearance and the expression of
her features. She was faded and
| wrinkled, and her cheeks were wet
| with tears, but I could see by the
| straightness and delicacy of the nose,
the shape of the lips, and the lencth
of the eyelashes, that this woman had
once been: beautiful. Perhaps a long
life of suffering had ruined her loveli-
ness.

“Oh,” she murmured, “thank you for
letting me out.” I was minded to ask
her why they had locked her in, but
knew that she would tell me more
easily if I kept silence. “I heard every-
thing,” she went on in a rapid mur-
mur. “I heard them bring you in.”

|
|
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JUST WHEN HODGE 'THE STATIONERY DEALER. WAS
__GLOATING OVER WIS SUYCCESSFUL SALE OF WRITING INK
Z AND LEADr PENCILS RE DISCOVERED WIS HATED COMPETITOR

ACROSS THE STREET HAD OUTSMARTED HIM AT THFE LAST MINUTE

L)
provocatively: “I’m Charlie.”

She had actually jumped back, and
spread her hands before her, as if fear-
ing a blow: “Don’t!” she whispered.
“Please . . . don’t say you’re the same
as they, that you’re in the plot.”

“No, of course not,” I replied. “I
shouldn’t have let you out if I had
been. I'm only a stranger brought in
to see an old lady upstairs who’s dying,
just to give her pleasure for a mo-
ment.” :

The fear had gone out of her eyes.
She half smiled: “Oh, surely you don’t
believe that,” she said.

“Then what am I to believe?”

She looked me up and down, as’if
estimating, me, as if trying to guess at
my loyalty. Then, with a shrug of the
shoulders, as if she were desperate and
must confide in a stranger, she said:

“I'd better tell you everything. 1
can’t do any harm, and perhaps you
can help. The lady you’re going to see
is my mother.”

“He told me that she hadn’t married,
and - .Y

“Lies, all lies. Are you surprised?”

“Well . . . not exactly. Go on.”

“The man you’ve seen,” the woman
went on, “is not my mother’s brother
at all. He's her third cousin, and he’s
bad, bad. There’s only one man worse,

“Yes, of course,” I went on, adding

and that’s Charlie, his son. Oh, it

makes me weep to think how my mo-| which the totally deaf can receive im-

ther had always loved Charlie.” In a|
tearful tone, she said: “Charlie’s a|

he’s always been like that. He was ex- |
pelled from school, sent down from |
college . . for stealing. He’s been
in gaol twice. And what’s more . . .
after all, he’s my cousin.”

She was quite close to me, so I took
ber hand and held it fast, suggesting |
sympathy. It must be painful for her!
to tell a stranger such a story, even of |
a distant relative. “Go on,” 1 sai
“You’d better tell me everything.”

“I will. Do you know why they want
him tonight? It isn’t just to please
mother. They’d kill her if they dared.
If they weren’t frightened of the doc-
tor. No! Mother’s always been fond of |
Charlie, and when she made her will |
she left him something for himself. She
makes him call her Auntie. But during
the last few years she has hated me.”

(Continued in Our Next Issue) }

Deaf Hear Through ]

Palm of Hand'
Chicago, Jan. 15—(United Press.)— !
Professor Robert H. Gault of the psy-

University is perfecting a device by

pressions of oral speech.

The apparatus consists of a tube
criminal. I don’t know how it is. He with an acousticon at one end for
wasn’t poor. He had every chance, but amplifying vibrations and a small re-
ceiving disk with wires at the other.

the other.

The receiver is held in the hand. The
wire ends in a box tightly enclosed
{and conducts sound vibrations through

the receiver to the palm of the hand.

Speech is interpreted by “tactual con-
tact,” Professor Gault said. With two
assistants, he has already proved the

possibilities of the device, he said.

“Today,” said Professor Gault, “it is
safe to say that the human being can
feel sound waves by touch and can
clearly translate such tactual impres-

sions into words and sentences.”
Professor Gault has made tests in

which he and his assistants interpreted,
almost perfectly, sentences spoken into

the device.

“One of my assistants has a chart,

and I have a similar one,” explained
Professor Gault. ‘“As he speaks into

the acousticon I note by reading his
My hand holds the receiver |
which conducts the sound to my palm.
‘When our
The

chological department of Norwestern interpretation, or reading, is almost

statement.

That s all there is to it.
test is ended we compare notes.

perfect,” he said.

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—PLENTY OF TIME
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" : BUT, ADAM, .

AUNT GRACE SAYS
THIS IS A VERY
FINE BOOK
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(AUNT GRACE. -WROTE V4
A BOOK ONCE HERSELFE!
SHE OUGHT TO BE A
GOOD JUDGE OF BOOKS.

GOsH'!

DOES A
PERSON HAVE
TO WRITE ONE]
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WHETHER A

BOOK 1S GOOD
OR NOT?
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YOU NEVER
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DOINGS

./ WILBUR'S RAISE

NOW -

OUNE THING THAT

SALARY HAS DONE
FOR ME, IS A COUPLEOF 4
HOURS MORE SLEEP-

HE GETS HIS OWN BREAKFAST

o
N (40

IN

OF THE DUFFS—WILBUR BUSINESS DUFF - -

AFTER WE GET
ALITTLE MORE SAVED
AND PUT IN THE BANK

I'M GOING TO GET A

FEW NEW THINGS

FOR THE FLAT--WE
NEED SOME-

- By ALLMAN
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| GUESS rLL CALL \\\
P WILBUR AND ASK }
HIM HOW HE 1S GETTING
ALONG TODAY AT THE

OFFICE - IT WILL SHOW
THAT | AM INTERESTED

IS DORIS -

HELLO ,WILBUR, THIS

HOW 1S

EVERY THING GOING
FOR You ToDAY ?

SAY, DORIS I'LLCALL

YOU UP LATER.I'M

VERY Busy €

RIGHT Now -
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Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

About 90 per cent. of the people

thy. Making a person healthy is first
of all teaching him to thoroughly un-

derstand nature’s laws. i
People do not willfully expose them-
selves to germs or disease, when they
know how to avoid these dangers. One
of the first aids to a normal functioning
body organism is a contented state of
mind.

No one condition, upon which this
mental state rests a good foundation,

of money you have or are saving for !
a rainy day or old age, the ability to

assures your protection in case of sick-
ness.

In other words, it is really true that
your health does to a great extent de-
pend on your freedom from the worry

ifrom the L. d. Census inay

tends to produce this desired state
more than one’s finances. The amount |

MONEY AS A HEALTH ASSET

of monéy matters, The poor are often

don’t know why they are really heal-|healthier than the rich, but that is not
|the real question at issue. How many

!do you know who are half sick or in

t"e doldrums of despair on account of
financial worries?

vewasy w. worvous condition does
more to break down your constitution
or body health than you imagine. This
is not a bank “ad,” but a few facts
e i
get an idea that many of our people
are far from good health. -

Ninteen out of 20 who are in ordi-
nary business occupations, do not pro-
vide for old age. Eight million women
in America have to work for a living.
Thirty-five per cent. of widows are in

give financial advantages to those you|actual want. Ninety per cent. of chil-
love or in fact that feeling you have
within your body that you are on thei
way to health by the money route, | four men out of 100 who are working

dren who enter school leave for work,
before finishing the eighth grade. Fifty - *

at the age of 25, will be dependent
on someone else at 65.

If you value your health, try and
put your financial worries at ease. It
would be a great health asset.

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Olive Roberts Barton

NANCY RIDES A

Suddenly a telegram fe

_Well, everybody got back safely to
Daddy Gander Land—all except
Mother Goose, who said she would be
delayed an hour or so on account of
having to call on the weather man.

But even that didn’t leave Daddy
Gander much time for all he had to
do. He hadn’t expected his wife home

for a week.
“My goodness!” he exclaimed to the

Twins. “It’s a very good thing that we |

ran into her when we did. I never like
| to have her come home without sending
[me word, and that’s something she
doesn’t always do.”

| Everybody knew what Daddy meant.
|He meant the big sign which said
“Mother Goose—Her Land,” when
Mother Goose was at home, but on the
other side of which Daddy had printed
“Daddy Gander—His Land,” while she
was away. And that side was always
out when Mother Goose was away up
in the sky. And Daddy bossed things
with a high hand then.

“We'll have to turn the sign around
the way it belongs,” said Daddy
anxiously, looking at the sky. “Mother
may be back any minute.”

Away went Daddy and the Twins
and Tom Tinker to fix it, when sud-
denly a telegram fell right at Daddy’s
feet. The telegram read:

Daddy Gander—Mother

Land—Earth:

Can’t get home today. Weather-
man gone visiting and can’t find
him. Will have to stay and watch
the rain-barrels so they don’t
splash over and spoil the circus.
Best love.

Goose

Mother Goose.
“Well, well, well! I guess there’s no

CIRCUS HORSE

I right at Daddy’s feet

hurry then,” said Daddy Gander as he
folded the telegram Mother Goose had
dropped out of the sky, and stuck it
in his pocket. “Come on. We can go
to the circus yet. It’s just about ready
to begin.”

The big tent was nearly full when
they got there. There were {lic
Tweedles—their faces scrubbed so tlicy
shone like milk-pans. And there werc .
| the Peterses—for since he got such a !
!lecture on stinginess, Peter had been
very generous with his wife! And the
Pipers and the Daws and the Shaftoes
and the Hearts and the Horners and
Blues and Dumplins and everybody.

Daddy and the Twins and ‘L'om

Tinker had to sit on the lowest board,
right next to the ground. But it was
loads of fun. The clowns did hand-
springs right in front of them, and all
sorts of funny things to make them
laugh. And when the monkeys came
along, racing on pigs, the Twins couid
almost have touched them, they were
|so close.
But what do you think! The circus-
{ man came up and whispered to Daddy
Gander that one of the bareback riders
was sick and they would have to leave
off her act.

Nancy heard him.

“I have my magic shoes and I'd love
to ride a horse,” she declared. “Oh,
please, so let me!”

And so it happened that Nancy put
on fluffy skirts and a shiny crown and
rode a big white horse in the circus.

And to this day the people in Daddy
Gander Land say she was the best they
ever saw.

(To Be Continued)

C. W. L. THANKED FOR GIFT

The postponed regular meeting of
the Catholic Women’s League, North
End sub-division was held last night
with Miss M. H. McCloskey, the pres-
ident in the chair and a good atten-
dance Rev. George Coffin, C. SS. R.
the chaplain, was present, and extend-
ed good wishes for a prosperous year.
From the County Hospital a letter of
thanks was received telling of the
appreciation of the gifts sent by the

¢ Celtic . Mar. 1

{C. W. L. at Christmas time. Plans

| were made for a social to be held to- |

wards the end of the month. It was

| decided that the branch should contin- |

| ue its work of making altar linen for
{ the needy missions in western Cana-
!da. Preparations were made for the
! appointment of a nominating commit-

| tee for the annual election of officers. |

| TELLS OF TRIP ABROAD

esting account of her recent overseas
trip at the meeting of the Young Wo-
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Halifax-Cherb’g-Southp’ton-Hamb'g.
| Pittsburg Jan. 25
Portland- Hallfax ol.
...Feb. 16 Mar. 22 Apr. 26

............ Mar. 1 Apr. i

Halifax Next Day.
WHITE STAR -INE.

New York-Queenstown.Liverpool.
Cedric ....Jan. 19 Feb. 16 Mar. 17
Doric .....Feb. 9 Mar.

i Apr.
New York-Cherbourg-Southampton
Majestic .. 20 Apr. b Apr. 2%
Olympic ..Mar. 1 Mar. 22 Apr. 12
Your Winter Vacation.
Six delightful cruises to the West
Indies and Mediterranean.
New York to California by Sea.
Via Havana and Panama Canal.
. Fortnightly Sailings.
NAGLE & WIG-
MORE, 108 Prince
Willlam Street, St
John, or Local Rall
way and Steamship
Agents.

Regina
Canada

| wm
DOMINION l:l;‘%}%

Miss Georgie Seeds gave an inter-

!men’s Guild of Trinity church last

"night. Her address was illustrated
with views and was much appreciated.
Miss Dorothy Robson, the president,
{ was in the chair and the opening de-
| votions were led by Rev. Canon R.

| A. Armstrong, the rector.

Salmon which have died after spawn-
ing furnish the eagles of Alaska with
much of their food.
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