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1 GOOD NEWS FROM A FAR 

COUNTRY.
By MARTHA McCULLOCH-WILLIAMS

“It does seem to me," Mrs. Rayley 
sighed weakly "somethin’ good might 
happen for us once in a while."

"Surely. It not only might—it 
does," Daughter * Frances answered 
briskly. "Look at that basket—all the 
cabbage plants we need—and half a 
dozen tomatoes------"

“But—no ground ready for settin' 
out," her mother interrupted. "I call 
that an aggervatlon of Providence. 
Either it ought to a-sent somebody to 
work out the gyarden for us—else let 
the plants and things wait ontel we 
ware good and ready."

"Waitin’ ain't the way ever to get 
things ready," Frances retorted, as 
she spoke grabbing her palmetto hat. 
“I’ve got a hoe—and there’s no law 
against my usin’ it ------"

"But—the ground aint checked off 
—you’ll put them hills as crooked as a 
dog’s hind leg." Mrs. Rayley protested 
—to thin air. Frances was skimming 
down the length of the big garden 
patch, to reach the rich, moist earth 
along its lower edge. The mill road 
ran just outside, but with everybody 
so busy planting and plowing, passers 
were likely to be few. Anyway, she 
was past caring. It was fine to be 
"genteel" —her mother’s catchwork— 
on scant fare, but not so fine to be 
hungry. Besides, she had inherited 
her father’s love for land and growing 
things. It was the love that had made 
him risk his small tidy farm, in 
reaching out for wider room. He 
would have won through all /right, 
but for the accident—a falling tree 
had crushed him just as the first big 
crop needed him worst. After that— 
the deluge—collectors, sheriffs. the 
wasting away of his vision. All that 
remained to widow and daughter was 
the homestead, which boasted, be­
sides garden and paddock, a fine 
young orchard, and a bit of grass­
land, barely enough to pasture the 
cow.

Neighbors had been sympathetic 
enough through the trouble. After 
things settled, though, there seemed 
little room for help. That is to say. 
unless the Rayleys helped them­
selves. The garden had been planted 
for them last spring, but it had gone 
to weeds and grass, lacking tillage. 
Mrs. Rayly said she hadn't been 
raised to the hoe," also she forbade 
Frances to risk sunburn and hard­
ened hands by experimenting with 
the implement. That had not set 
very well with those round about, not 
even with Jem Parsons, who had 
brought the basket, and galloped 
away before Frances got to the door 
to thank him. He was downright 
sorry for the women, said Jem. but 
folks that wouldn’t work couldn’t ex­
pect to eat—Scripture said so. He 
wouldn't have troubled himself to 
give them this chance of working, 
only he had so many lusty stocks it 
hurt him to think of throwing them 
away.

Frances somehow sensed the fact— 
possibly the sensing, added to appe­
tite, had sent her out to work. She 
did it valiantly, heaping the light, 
fresh earth into tidy mounds, keep­
ing them a-row by. glances at the 
garden palings, and trying to make 
the next row even, and evenly spaced. 
With a hundred hills in hand, she be­
gan planting. Her mother had scur­
ried out, exclaiming querulously that 
it was a crying shame—her fathers 
daughter coming to that. Frances had 
shrugged, saying over her shoulder: 
"‘Stead of scoldin’ suppose you drop 
plants for me—then the shame maybe 
won’t burn you so bad."

Mrs. Rayley shook her head, and 
stalked off angrily—but paused at the 
gate, horror-stricken indeed.

ordered, “else I’ll lose the rest of the 
plants—you know the season goes so 
fast from ground in. May----- "

"No, you won’t," from Jem confi­
dently. "Go ’long plantin’—I'll make up 
the rest of the hills—and then we'll fin­
ish together. Never mind how you look 
—I know what workin’ in the dirt re­
quires."

Frances rose to a stooping posture, 
seized her planting leg, and went down 
the row. no longer scarlet, but dumb 
and pale, hardly able to see for the 
tears in her eyes.

Jem helped her manfully—with all the 
things he had brought. Planting finish- 
ed, he looked up and down the garden- 
breadth a minute, then broke out: 
“Don't you be mad with me—but right 
here you've got a chance you need and 
ought to take. Let me help you to take'­
ll. I'll have all the ground harrowed 
fine and laid off right. And—you must 
let me get the seed and plants and 
things you need—this cabbage ground 
In strawberries for next year will fetch 
you money. Never mind about plants 
—I've got ’em to throw away. Ton 
won’t have to depend on local demand: 
there's co-operative shipment now, and 
more of it coming. This Is the earliest 
garden-spot In the county, and one of 
the richest. But you shall have fertil­
izer too. all you need, If you need It. 
And. If work gets too heavy for you 
single-handed. I'll see to your having 
help All of us will Indeed, now that 
I can tell al! hands you're willing to help 
yourself."

Then, for the first time since her 
father was taken, saucy Frances broke 
down, sobbing like a baby.

That season she barely broke even, 
not counting In her living, which was 
vastly bettered. She might have come 
out in debt, but the orchard hit. and 
the fruit, thanks to timely spraying, 
was very good. It would be better 
next season, said Jem; he.had found 
a buyer for It on the trees at a fair 
figure. Mrs. Rayley fretted over that. 
She had no doubt in the world the 
buyer was "in cahoots” with Jem, and 
they would cheat a widow and orphan 
somethin’ shameful. Frances merely 
laughed. She had learned that laugh- 
ing was the best antidote to maternal 
stings and arrows. Jem had tried to 
make her keen the apple money. She 
needed new clothes, and to take a little 
case, be =ald. She only shook her head 
Independence, dearly earned, was too 
sweet to be periled, even for such a 
friend.

She was better every way. stronger, 
sweeter-tempered, kinder in judgment 
—always she had been generous and 
open In all her thoughts. But what 
with sunshine and contact with mascu­
line atmosphere, she knew herself an­
other woman. Jem also knew it— 
heart-breakingly. Life had transmuted 
her into the mate he craved, and he 
was not free to tell her so. A co-ed. 
hac kin the agricultural college, had his 
hard and fast promise, which he had not 
the least excuse for breaking. She had 
not gone back to the land and her 
people, but became the head of a village 
improvement society some hundreds of 
miles away. Nobody In his orbit had 
ever heard of her, and he groaned in 
spirit thinking of what must happen 
when she came to him. Her image was 
barely a fitful presence, now and then 
breaking Into his dreams of Frances.

Came to him a letter—airy, full of 
condescension. The co-ed lady had 
round out she didn’t really care for land 
and things. She had found also a mate 
—a fledgling missionary—and they were 
going together to far countries, where 
she had always yearned to travel, but 
hopelessly.

A little later Jem took Frances in his 
arms, saying as he kissed her: "I’ve got 
to do something, honey—I've just had 
good news from a far country. Help 
me celebrate."
(Copyright, 1923, by McClure Uewspaper

Syndicate.)
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YOU DUTCHFDesmond Tells Nazlo Terry Is Visiting 
Friends of Teresa ‘s
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Y00-H00 .-----WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY.
MILES SHERIDAN, aware of his 

wife's Infidelity, is attempting to 
facilitate her obtaining a divorce 
by creating a scandal about him­
self. To this end he offers $20,000 
to

JULIET DIVINE, a beautiful show 
girl, known as the Million Dollar 
Doll, if she will take a yacht trip 
with him. Juliet Is unable to go 
herself, but, greedy for the money, 
she persuades

TERESA DESMOND (Terry), her 
lovely and unbelievably innocent 
half-sister, an exquisite counterpart 
of herself, to go in her stead, 
masquerading as the Million Dol­
lar Doll. Ever since a kindness 
Miles did her in childhood, Terry 
has made him her Dream Prince.

BETTY SHERIDAN, Miles' wife, is 
in love with

PAUL DI SALVANO, a handsome 
Italian.

EUSTACE NAZLO. a wealthy Greek, 
who does not know of Terry's 
relationship to Juliet, is in love 
with the younger girl, and is sur­
prised to meet her at Monte Carlo 
with Miles.

MRS. HARKNESS, Miles* old serv­
ant. prepared to hate the “Million 
Dollar Doll," is won over by Terry’s 
sweetness and charm. Miles has 
stipulated that he will have noth­
ing to do with the girl on the 
voyage, but his resolve is waver­
ing. although he does not recognize 
the little girl whom he befriended 
so long ago.

MISS CAROLINE SHERIDAN, his 
aunt, sojourning at Monte Carlo, 
is horrified at Miles’ action, and 
comes on board the yacht to talk 
to Terry.

CHAPTER LVI.
A REVIEW OF THE PAST.

Rhe thought of as his “career" if he 
took her to live with him in New 
York Yet he wanted the boy: and 
a compromise was arranged. He hired 
an apartment in Marseilles for the 
young woman and engaged a trained 
English nurse to care for the child. 
Natalie was promised four thousand 
francs a month, to combine mother­
hood with silence and discretion. 
Once a year, on the excuse of a flut­
ter at "Monte," Nazlo went for a 
month—slighty out of season—to the 
south of France.

Only once or twice had he failed to 
make this visit; during two years of 
the war when traveling had been dif­
ficult. During that period Eustace, 
the second, had grown to be a fine 
boy, but such fineness as the mother 
had possessed was blurred. She 
missed stage life. Homa existence 
bored her.

She dared not take a lover, for she 
suspected that Nazlo was having her 
watched. Instead. she took to ab­
sinthe—the beautiful green, forbidden 
drink which those who worshipped it, 
still knew how to find.

When Nazlo had seen Terry Des­
mond at the Blue Moon Inn he had 
been married for seven years, and 
had been in love at least seven times 
seven since then. In a way, his mar­
riage protected him. He could al- 
ways say, “My dear girl, I can't 
marry you, I'm already married”; 
though, except in such cases, he 
never spoke of his wife.

It was in this thought that if a 
chance ever came to marry some 
princess of society he might Induce 
Natalie to change her mind, and free 
him. He had ten times the money 
now that had been his when first 
he tried bribery.

As for Terry, Julia had been right 
when she warned Desmond that 
Nazlo would harm the girl if he 
found her. But his knowledge that 
the "kid" had disliked him enougli to 
run away was more maddening than 
Natalie's classic holdup.

When he motored back to the Blue 
Moon, his car empty of Terry, a 
sensation of sickness had him by the 
throat. He didn't hate the child. He 
was afraid, something might happen 
to her in New York, and that if she 
returned she would be worse than lost 
to him.

Deep under his anxiety was this 
dread of loss for himself; but he 
believed that his fear was for the girl. 
He wished with all his heart that he 
had kept more self-control, and had 
not frightened the "convent kid." If 
he had been more careful, she would 
now be safe.

"I never meant to hurt her," he 
repeated, though he knew in his 
heart that he would have hurt her, 
given the chance.

The morning after Terry's escape 
he telephoned for Desmond, her 
father, asking if the girl had come 
back, and was told that she had 
not come. But he was far from sat­
isfied with this news. Ill with a vio­
lent headache after a sleepless night, 
he went again to the Blue Moon and 
questioned Desmond, fortunately for 
Julia, some time before she arrived.

"This thing isn't my fault," he in- 
sisted, “but I feel responsible. We 
can't let matters drift. It you have 
no idea where your daughter is. I’ll 
engage a private detective to find 
her. at my own expense."

Desmond took alarm at that. A 
smart detective would soon come up­
on Julia’s trail. He saw that be­
tween two evils, he might avoid the 
greater by owning knowledge of 
Terry's whereabouts. He couldn’t 
let Nazlo suppose her to be in New 
York, however, lest even that hint 
should lead to Julia. The unlucky 
resemblance was the danger! He told 
Nazlo she was staying with old 
friends of Teresa's, who disapproved
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By J. P. Alley.

Mothers and 
Their Children

If Eustace Nazlo had had his way 
With Terry Desmond in New York, 
and all had gone "according to plan,” 
she might have been for him only a 
pretty little thing in a long line of 
pretty little things.

But she had run away from his 
love. She’d played him a trick, and 
he had lost her. He could not bear 
to be thwarted. It made him 
physically depleted.

"You Said It, Marceline!"
==-------- r-By MARCELINE d’ALROY. --------------- 

ON NICE WOMEN! ‘ I rBEAUTIFUL girls are

Sometimes “DUMB,”

CLEVER women are often

DOWDY;

But a woman with CHARM

Is positively PRICELESS;

For she is TOO clever

To be dumb, 
And too SMART to be dowdy. 
There are many types
Of women;
GOOD, BAD,
NOT SO good, 
And not so BAD;
But the most AMAZING.

The most contradictory 
Of ALL, are the really. 
NICE WOMEN.
THESE women would like a man 
To be desperately JEALOUS, 
Yet would RESENT 

His lack of CONFIDENCE.
They wish to be THOUGHT 
Desperately seductive, 
Dangerously alluring, 
And provocatively devilish; 
But the irony of it IS 
These women are SO “nice” 
That, though they HOPE 
For the WORST, 
They get the LEST.

- STO-KEEPUH ALL TIME 
TALKIN’ BOUT "READY CASH" 
BUT WHUT I WANTS T’ 
HEAR ‘IM TALK BOUT IS
READY cREDIT!

fee!

Few women had stumbled on 
peculiarity of Nazlo’s, because 
had ever tried to thwart him.

tins 
few 

Girls
who attracted the Shoe King were 
ready to dance with joy at their luck, 
and were in consequence too "nice" 
to him for their ultimate good.

He tired soon of what he got 
easily; and because a third-rate 
French dancer from Marseilles was 
clever enough to guess this, she had 
contrived to become Mrs. Nazlo at 
a time when the Shoe King was 
scarcely established in his kingdom. 
The affair had happened in Paris 
just before the war. It had been a 
case of "marry me. or goodbye, and 
I’ll marry someone else."

Natalie Coreze had eyes like wells 
of ink. and red lips that asked for 
kisses and then refused them. But 
she was carcely above the peasant 
class: • when they had been mar­
ried for wo months Nazlo was sick 
to death of her.

If she had not been going to have 
a child he would have bribed her 
heavily to divorce him, but one of 
the man’s rare weaknesses was his 
intense love of children. He waited.

4

"Be Careful."
One Mother says:

"Be careful." I used to say to my 
little boy. "for if you climb up there 
you'll surely fall and be hurt." He 
so often proved my fallibility of 

Ijudgment that I stopped saying that. 
I found that only once in many times 
did he really fall, and even then the 
experience did not deter him, but 
only made him more careful and 
agile. Now I try to keep him from 
hazardous risks by buying him with 
other sorts of play and sometimes 

Iwhen I see him trying a dangerous 
stunt I warn him with. "Be careful. 
You have fallen and you might 
again."
(Copyright. 1923, Associated Editors)

Copyright, 1323, Premier Syndicate, Inc.

Spotty the Turtle Invites Peter Rabbit 
To Lunch At Smiling Pool

WW**». 1988, 2g The Bel Ogadleate, 1*4, For there was Frances, stooping to n 
set out the plants she had herself B 
dropped, bare of head and arms, with ‘ D 
her faded calico frock kilted so high| 
it revealed at least ten inches of 
shapely legs—and just over the fence. 
Jem Parsons, turned suddenly to an

BY’S OWN TABLETSNatalie's baby was a 
miniature image of

boy, and the but he did not hesitate long. “I tore 
it up," he answered. "I don’t worry 
now, so there was no good keeping 
a bit of paper. Terry’s all right. But 
I m afraid, Mr. Nazlo, neither you nor 
me will get sight of her for some lit­
tle time." When she comes back," 
Desmond said, "if you want to ex­
plain things to her, I’ll let you know 
she’s -here. But I expect you’ll have 
clean forgotten a child like her, be­
fore then."

(Copyright, 1923, by the Bell 
Syndicate Inc.)

his father. 
500.000Nazlo offered the 

francs (as big a sum
woman OF GREAT VALUEas he could then By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

Spotty the Turtle had invited Peter 
Rabbit to go with him for lunch, and 
Peter was delighted. "You show the 
way, and I’ll follow," said Peter.

“All right," replied Spotty. "You

Spotty indignantly. "I didn't do any­
thing of the kind. You asked if you 
could go along with me, and I said 
I would be delighted to have you. 
You didn’t come. That wasn't my 
fault. I went straight from this old 
log to where I knew I would find 
something to eat, and I didn’t hurry 
either. In fact, I waited for you. All 
you had to do was to follow me."

Sudden understanding broke over 
Peter Rabbit. I wish you could have 
seen how foolish he looked. "Do—do 
—do you mean to say that you got 
vour lunch down under water?" lie 
demanded.

"Of course," replied Spotty. "Where 
did you expect I would get it?"

“Why—why—why I supposed you 
would get it somewhere along the 
bank of the Smiling Pool," Peter con­
fessed. "I was waiting for you to 
come back and show me the way."

(Copyright. 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: "Peter Rabbit 
Laughs at Himself, and Learns 
Tilings."

afford) to give up the child, and re­
turn Mademoiselle Natalie Coreze to 
her native Marseilles. But what 
was Nazlo’s weakness was Natalie’s 
strength. She, too, loved children. 
She adored the boy. There wasn't 
money enough on earth to buy him.

By this time she was developing a 
downy black moustache, the shadow 
of a coming—and in becoming—event. 
Nazlo knew that ho could not stand 
her as a wife. She would ruin what

equestrian statue calling gayly: "Say. 
Miss Frances: Want a boy to help?" 

“Nope—can't afford such extrava­
gance. I'm no plutocrat, in spite of 
the way I look,” Frances flung back 
at him saucily over her shoulder, not 
even pausing to give him a look.

"Don't believe a word of it. Unless 
you were richer’n cream-and-peaches, 
you'd never dare do—things like this,” 
Jem said in her key. "Don't you 
dare run away—I'm coming to get 
the job.”
Hinging his reins over a handy swing- 
ing limb, he vaulted the fence at its

Mrs. Hermadis Chagnon. Ste. Theo 
dosie. Que., writes: "Baby’s Own 
Tablets have been of great value to 
me in keeping my little one well, and 
I would not bo without them.' Thou­
sands of other mothers say the same 
thing. They have learned by actual 
experience the value of the Tablets 
in regulating the bowels and stom­
ach; banishing constipation and in- 
digestion; breaking up colds and sim­
ple fevers: and keeping the baby 
free from the many simple ailments 
of childhood. The Tablets arc sold

the neck gives the most inactive 
young woman that air of the great 
out-of-doors without which no girl 
can hope to be a success at an after­
noon tea semicolon for a sport coat 
then that gives the atmosphere of 
golf without the grief of hazards 
comma that conveys the zipp of 
hunting without the terrifying roar 
of the gun comma and that bespeaks 
the hounds without the task of stick­
ing on a. horse it is befitting to be 
fitted today period.
Copyright, North American Newspaper

Alliance. 1923.)

of him and the Blue Moon. They 
had wired. “Have no anxiety for your 
daughter. She is safe."

"I should like to see the telegram," 
Nazlo suggested.

keep right at my heels.”
Now Spotty was sitting on the end 

of a partly sunken log in the Smiling 
Pool, where for some time he had 
been taking a sun bath. No sooner 
were the words out of his mouth than 
he dived off the end of that old log 
into the water. Peter, sitting on the 
hank, waited for Spotty’s head to ap- 
pear above the surface. He thought 
Spotty was going to swim over to the 
bank where he was sitting, and that 
then they would go together for 
Spotty to get his lunch.

So unsuspectingly Peter waited and 
waited for Spotty’s head to pop out 
of the water. He waited and waited 
and waited, but there was no sign of 
Spotty the Turtle.

"This is queer," muttered Peter, 
growing more and more impatient. 
“I don't see what can have happened 
to him." Peter began to fidget. Then 
he began to grow cross. No one likes 
to be kept waiting. Nothing will 
make people cross more quickly than 
keeping them waiting But still he 
waited and waited and waited. At 
last be began to think that something

in tomorrow's Installment Nazlo 
Desmond hadn’t thought of that: I begins to work.

lowest gap. At his approach a scarlet by medicine dealers or by mail at 
Frances dropped flat, so as to hide her 25 cents a box from The Dr. Williams

।enchanting legs. "You go away." she Medicine Co. Brookville, Ont.—Advt
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By C. L. Funnell.

That’s why Cowan’s Maple 
Buds cost more than imi­
tations. You pay for purity 
when you buy

Miss Hopper do you realize that 
when autumn breezes catch the ends 
of your new scarf they will make you 
bewitching or absurd depending on 
how carefully you have chosen your 
garb and take an advertisement for 
The Trumpeter with this heading in 
capitals WITH WOOLY WOOF AND 
WATERPROOF paragraph.

Now as the fall winds sweep the 
country mingling the red brown and 
gold leaves with each other the care­
fully dressed young woman will read 
with pleasure that the new styles in 
sport coats have come to rest in the 
SUPREMACY EMPORIUM at prices 
which have fallen like the gentle 
leaves on the place beneath period 
Now run in that picture of the girl 
with the coat on and put this stuff 
off to one side. Sec how our new 
Sheiky Shiver roll up collar on our 
sport model hugs the neck when up 
and graces the shoulders when down. 
The wooly woof is waterproof period. 
Its fuzzy fabric sheds the rain until 
the sun comes out again paragraph.

For those fastidious ladies who 
have long found The SUPREMACY 
EMPORIUM the ideal place in which 
to puzzle over their wardrobe, and 
who want a coat that looks more as 
though it were chosen for appear­
ance than comfort we have all the 
bright colors that designers with a 
last minute sense of dazzle can con­
trive and yet these same colors fade 
at night into the quiet ensemble of 
tone so necessary in an evening wrap 
and don't forget the scarf of the same 
material for which there is no charge 
and which when blown smartly abaft 

HEMORRHOIDS 
_ • Itching, Bleeding, or Protruding 

Piles or Hemorrhoids. No 
surgical operation required. Dr. Chase's 
Ointment will relieve you at once and 
afford lasting benefit. 60c a box; 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., 
Limited. Toronto. Sample box tree.
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APLE DS “Why didn’t you come, Peter?” 
he asked.

must have happened to Spotty the 
Turtle. He forgot his crossness and 
began to worry.

At last, just as Peter had decided 
that something must have happened. 
Spotty’s head suddenly popped out of 
the water just beyond the edge of 
the old sunken log. Spotty’s bright 
.Ittle eyes were twinkling, but Peter 
didn't notice this. Before he could 
find his own tongue Spotty spoke:

"Why didn't you come. Peter?" he 
asked. “I waited and waited and 
waited."

“You mean I was the one who 
waited and waited and waited," re­
torted Peter. “Where have you been 
all this time?"

"Why," replied Spotty, appearing 
to be very much surprised at such a 
question. "I have been having my 
lunch. Where did you suppose I had 
been?”

“Your lunch?" cried Peter. “What 
kind of a trick have you been playing 
on me? You invited me to go along 
with you, and then you went sneak­
ing off by yourself. That’s a nice way 
to treat an old friend?"

—T Hilr’t „,„ sneaking off.”’ replied
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