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THE DAWN OF TO-MORROW

Page 6,

A Mon.-Tues. Nights, £.30
gﬁelAl-oNndon OCT- 29- 30

BARGAIN MATINEE TUESDAY AT 2.30 A.M.

Richard B. Harrison in
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NIGHTS---$1.00, $1.50, $2.00

Bargain Matinee---$1.00, $1.50
PLUS 10 p.c. TAX
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EMPIRE SHOE REBUILDERS

205 Dundas St, Phone Metcalf 2174

FREE DELIVERY

We are craftsmen when it comes to Shoe Repair! Let us do
your work, and enjoy the best at low prices. Every job is a satis-
factory job here!

Full Scle and Rubber Heels $1.50
Rubber Heels ... .. .25
Half Soles : . ; .50
Ladies’ Top Lifts ; .15
Your Hat Cleaned and Reblocked 25

BRANCHES IN ALL MAIN CANADIAN CITIES

NEW “ALL-WAVE"

GENERAL ELECTRI

RADIOS

PRICED AS LOW AS §84.50 UP

F

They've just arrived—the new General Electric All-Wave Radios.
Pick out the model you want now and enjoy the tnrill of short-wave
reception, in addition to your favorite programmes. Priced right and
available on easy terms.

Heintzman & Co.

Met. 1059

242 Dundas St. Open Evenings

TO SAY THIS

By Eleanor Trent Wallace
“Mre Ways Than One to Kill a Dog”

“She’s an old liar, I did pay her”
and Ronnie Smith cooly lighted his
cigarette and picked up his hat, glar-
ing insolently at poor old Hagar
Boone, his landlady.

The latter stood, crippled and bent
with rheumatism, her gnarled fingers
tw1t(,hmg in anggry protest, On the
b(*ttee opposite, Mrs. Smith, his mo-
ther. high‘ brown and rather pretty
in a shallow frumpish-way obened'hér
Ips to speak but Mrs. Boone started
first. Her gullah dialect was usually
somewhat difficult to understand but
now uunder the strain of anger and
excitement, it was almost hopelessly
so. However she managed to make
her point clear, that the reason she
had written to Ronmie’s mother was

WILL RUN B0S
LINE IN HAITI

Economic Venture of the Race to be

ol Considerable Scope 9
NEW YORK, — (By Cleveland G
Allen for ANP) — The Utilities D.

Haiti Company recntly formed to con-,
duct a transpirtation system by ope. ¢
ating a bus company in Haiti has op-
ened offices at 2145 Seventh Avenue.
The step is said to mak the first ent-
rance of American Negroes in [the bu..-
iness field.

The company which has ben organ-,
ized with a reported capital of §150,-
000 has obtained a franchise to oper--
ate a bws linie ini the city of Port-

because she needed her money and |Au-Prince, the seat of the capital of
secondly because she felt it her duty | the country and other important
to tell his parents that the money |towns and cities of Haiti.

they were sending their boy to go to| The company was formed after a
school on was being thrown away |survey was made by a representative.
on liquor and dissipation. Why, the |of the Utilities D’ Haiti Corporation

very day he got the check he came|who while visitiing Haiti made @&

back so drunk that he could hardly | study of the roads with M. Henri C.
geet upstairs and the next morning | Rosmond, a native of Haiti and per-
"when she asked him for her money sonal representative in New York of
he had put her off and continued to | President Stenio Vincent. A thor-
put her off day after day until she |ough study was made of the trans-

wrote to his parents. She had ex
pected sympathetic unrestanding, in
stead his mother was almost indig
abut her son.

you must have forgotten or something

he did I am sure.”

bad.”

voked.”

gloves.,

make a mistake.

take care of his debts.”
Old Mrs. Boone hardly listened.

called me—me an old woman!”

it was turning streets and roads intc
small rivers it seemed.
Ronnie and his friends were spend
ing the evening, no one was interest

s ) : w

nie’'s companion and chum to catc
the last train.
right—Ronnie took him to his roor

“I am quite sure, Mrs. Boone, that
for if Ronnie said that he paid you,

Mrs, Boone was muttering half to
herself, “A liar am I? and a kid like
that to call me a liar—that is bad—

“Well,” Mrs. Smith half apologized,
“I am sure that Ronnie did not mean
to speak rudely to you but I have
a very high sense of honor—only of
course I never allowed him to be pro-

She rose to go and drew on her

“Well, Mrs. Boone, you try to think
over it again and see if you didn’t

ed in what was going on outside.
Inside, there was gaiety and light,
plenty of light—and plenty else that | gentlemen reached the long sought
was wet—but the wet was not rain.
Some one of the party did come to-|and looked about him. Then he rub-
wards normal thinking not more than |bed them all over agu.n. The roon
an hour after it was too late for Ron- |was clean, clean of everything except

to spend the rest of the night. Ther ?
was no taxi in sight when they left | His friend tipsy, and chilled looked
the street car, about eight blocks [around him, ; .
from Mrs. Boone’s, so they had to “You're an awful liar, Ronnie,” he
walk, though his pal hal to be sup-|said.

- | portation facilities in Haiti and the
-l need of the formation of a company
- | that would bring about improvements

nant that any one should dare to talk | in this direction.

’

ported in that effort. Twice he fell
in the watery streets and each time
Ronnie got further soaked trying to
get him up. It was late fall and chill-
ing to the bone but he cheered him
on with promises of his warm room
and the big snowy bed that poor
crippled old Mrs.. Boone provided him
by some miracle really. Even thought
less Ronnie had stopped long enough
to marvel at her ability to do sucl
expert and immaculate housekeeping
with her crippled condition—she could
things without
help. She was a very determined
old womnaan.

t

In any case I Now as he stood shivering in the
know that I can lave it to my boy to|hall fumbling for his key with one

hand while he still held on to his
chum’s arm with the other, he sin-

She kept mumbling to herself as she |cerely hoped that she was fast asleep
watched them leaving—{“‘a liar he |and would not hear his late entry. As

he guided his drunken friend to the

Along towards night it began to|foot of the three flights of stairs how -
rain—harder and harder until soon|ever, he could hear her grumbling

y | sleepily to her old cat.

But where “Git out of here Tabby and stop

- | pretending you ain't had your sup-
- |per—I hates a pizen liar worse thau
anything on earth.”

When the two intoxicated youn-

place of rest Ronnie rubbed his eyes

h {the head and tail boards of the bed

But that was all |—everything else was gone, side piec-

n | es, springs and bedding—there was
¢ | absolutely nothingelse in the room.
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