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FANCY WORK SALE. MEN WHO TELL THE NEWS. THE COLOUR OF YOUR HAIR. HOW I MET THE TSAR.
A LARGE CROWD IN ATTENDANCE.

An exhibition and sale of fancy work, made 
by the patients in the three hospitals in Bux
ton, the Devonshire, the Canadian Red Cross 
Special, and the V.A.D., was held under the 
auspices of the Red Cross Society in the Town 
Hall on Wednesday afternoon. A very large 
crowd was in attendance, the crush oeing so 
great that progress through the large hall was 
rather difficult. Great, surprise was manifested 
at the excellence of the work exhibited, especi
al iy in view of the fact that it is only re-

SOMETHING ABOUT OUR MOST FAMOUS WAR 
CORRESPONDENTS.

BY C. TEMPLETON STUART.

The famous war correspondent of the "‘Daily 
Express” has conrtvied to cram the maximum 
of adventure into -a life that has been lived 
largely in the turmoil of damps since he was 
little more than a boy.

Before he was twenty, that is to say, he was 
following the Greek armies in their plucky but 
ill-advised war against the Turks, which ended

GIVES AWAYJfOUR CHARACTER.
That the complexion and also the colour of 

the hair form valua.be guides to character is ,,,, . , . ,,
the contention of many character experts. there are few trovereigns more kindly and
Dark people are generally more romantically easy to converse with than the Emperor of All 
inclined than fair people, the latter being the Rn»i»= As m otter toreum en.nr.tr,the
usually of a practical turn of mind, but as a 
well-known psychologist once said, “ There are 
no such things as clear cut types, _eac.li type 
being subject to variations.”

People with coal black hair usually combine 
a tendency to melancholy with great strength 
of character, purity and goodness, particularly from letrograd.
2 4? 4-1- „ 1 1 J2  TP l_ 1 _ i. _ * v * Tuzvm f li o Tv»-» rwn-io 1 Ss

the Russias. As in other foreign countries the 
audience is arranged through the British Em
bassy or Legation ; but, unlike others, Court 
dress is always worn in .Russia, even though 
the reception itself is perfectly informal.

Tsarskoe Selo—or the Tsar’s Vilage, as the 
words mean—is a little over lialf-an-hour by 

I was instructed to start

cently' that most of the competitors had" ever in the desperate battle of Domoko, fought on 
attempted to break into woman’s acknowledged May , r’aJ3'1' 'attempted to oreait lino womans am no - 
realm, and went to prove the prediction that 
the situation of the sexes will in time be re
versed is no idle dream.

The orchestra of the Canadian Red Cross 
Special was in attendance and discoursed de
lightful music during the afternoon. After 
the sale tea was served, and several excellent 
Tocal selections and recitations were rendered.

This battle ended the war, and would have 
ended the Greek Empire, if England and the 
other great powers had not intervened and com
pelled Turkey to make peace. Young Phillips 
left Athens in deep distress, for his sympa
thies were all with, the Hellenes ; but he 
brightened up on receipt of a cable-from his 
employers in New York ordering him to hold

if their hair be fine. If black ha.ir be coarse 
and strong a rigid and scrupulously honest 
character is indicated. Golden hair portrays 
ardour in love, capriciousness of character, and 
a certain amount of timidity and nervousness. 
Caprice and nervousness is indicated by hair 
of an undecided velowish shade.

from the Imperial Station, at Petrograd, across 
the platform of which, covered with rich car
pets, I walked through saluting soldiers to the 
Imperial train, which is comfortably and 
luxuriantly fitted up with smoking, writing 
and reading compartments.

Upon arrival at the " Tsar’s Village,” I was

\ Uv-CIJl ncitv '• IVHIO ailAl LCLHa'UUUO i. v -l • in -, . , , 0
Altogether the affair was verv successful, the tomseti in readiness to proceed to Cuba, then
* ° -, n 1 • *i •! J 1 1 „ 4-..- „ 1TI thû f h WYÛO At O 1 All,ry >—- J ______1 — J.1 prizes being about equally distributed between 
the various hospitals, and satisfactory prices 
were realized from the articles on sale.

BOYS MAKING FORTUNES.
HUGE PROFITS FROM OIL.

Men are making fortunes every twenty-four 
hours in Oklahoma at present, and Uncle Sam 
is acting as treasurer in the fascinating game 
of gttting rich without doing a stroke of work. 
The money is pouring in a golden stream into 
the hands of jieople who a few years ago were 
as jxior as the proverbial church mo-use.

The discovery of oil is the cause of all this, 
and already a number of Indians, blacks, and 
whites are in the millionaire class, witn uiie 
money still pouring in. Uncle Sam’s part is 
to see that the Indians and the freedmen who 
own the lands get their royalty for the oil 
taken out. ’The freedmen mentioned were 
negro slaves held by the Creek Indians un.-i 
they were freed by the Civil AVar. Later a 
treaty was made whereby slaves belonging to 
the Creeks and their descendants wo^fcgiven 
an equal share with their former o^^i'S on 
the Government of the old Creek lands in 
Indian Territory. , ,This .s noii- a een-ÿcar-oid negro boy, liamedi 
Danny Tucker, came into possessio^^T 160 
acres of land which has produced anMJI pro
ducing as much oil as any other similar area 
of grou-nd in the United States.

Th“ ir I acres of land were alloted to him in 
1906 ’arm purposes. It is rocky and hilly,
and - unfit for farming. Two years ago
one » big oil companies obtained a lease
on, t. otiLient, with the result that a,p-
parent . ’thless land has become one of the 
ridlest in- Oklahoma.

At fin nny Tucker received £10 a month 
in rova.1 tri March last it had jumped to 
£1,200 a h; and now it is nearly £1,100
a month sti-ll going up. The wells give
promise li” - , an if they do keep up,
it will i ing before it will be impassible
for Dan unit his money. Although the
coloured t prospective millionaire, he is
paying rention to anything but the
feeding aickons on his father’s fa-im.

Anothi *ce concerns Sarah Rector, an
eleven-ye rphan of the freed man class.
It is estii chat she is already worth more
than .£600 Sarah and her younger brother 
received a aarter section each, in the same 
way as Da-rev Tucker, through possession of 
worthless fa land.

Several yi *• ago the oil-prospector came
along and <!: wells on her land. The first
month’s revt from her allotment were ap
proximately 000. There are now eighteen 
wells on: lv>r land, and her income is about 
,£2,000 a month. It is said

in the throes of a long-protracted revolution.
He -subsequently wenr, through the Spanish- 

American Avar in that island, where, to quote • 
the words of Richard Harding Davis, “the 
newspaper correspondents daily took chances 
such as no war correspondents ever took before 
m any war in any part of the world."

Phillips, however, escaped death from Mauser 
bullets, from the machetes of the insurgent 
guerilla hands of the interior—who were usually

Auburn-haired people have much innate re- met- bv <™e of the Imperial carriages, always 
finement and purity of character ; they are i-n waiting for the expected visitors, with coach- 
active and energetic, and have a great capacity mal1 and footman on the box wearing bright 
for both enjoyment and suffering, and are also scarlet cloaks edged with white fur, and cocked 
extremely, sensitive. Bright, vivid red hair de- buts nf rrvl AT|d <mld
notes quick temper, outspokenness, and a warm, 
sympathetic nature.

Light hair is indicative of a happy, cheerful 
disposition. Dark brown hair goes with in
tellect and great strength of character.

The texture and quality of the hair does » 
great deal to modify the characteristics be
tokened by its colouring. Thus- curly hair in
dicates versatility, vivacity, and a certain 
amount of changeableness of disposition, whilstquite as ready to kill friend as foe—and from wavy hair denotes imagination and a’ stroii" rich uniforms, 

the still more to-be-dreaded "Yellow .Tack " vein of a „ “«y? An nffiniel_n

hats of red and gold.
Sentries were stationed at intervals through 

the streets of the village, who saluted ttie- 
carriage as it passed, although no occupant 
could be seen. The park was soon reached, 
and the carriage drew up at the small white 
palace where the Tsar always resides.

Nothing is more striking, after the cold and 
the snow outside, than the warmth and rich
ness of colour within. On every side are bril
liant and unfamiliar liveries and dazzlingry

more to-be-dreaded " Yellow Jack”
\ve next hear of him in the Russo-Japanese 

War, where he first represented the "Express/- 
and where he found the “ Ja,ps " so exc-eedimg- 
lj polite that they shepherded the correspo-n- 
den-ts carefully together in Tokyo, and de
clined to allow them anywhere near the fight
ing area " for fear they might get hurt at 
least that was the reason alleged by the ever- 
Staff^60118 ('^ the Japanese Headquarters

Phillips, however, managed to get to the 
Manchurian front, after a. weary period oi 
waiting, and was am eye-witness 'of much of 
the desperate fighting in this theatre of the 
war. He also went through the first Balkan

vein of romance. Fine hair is a sign of re
finement and sensitiveness, and smooth, glossy 
and very straight hair betokens a steady, even 
character, reliable in every way.

An official—of huge physique, wearing several 
medals, with a broad gold band round nis head, 
from which on its right side, stands out a 
curious bunch of feathers—in a velvet and lace 
dress and with silk breeches and stockings, 
came forward and led the way to a dressing- 
room where I was allowed to leave my furs.

He then conducted me through one magnifi
cent room after another, each one richly fur
nished and adorned with beautiful china, 
paintings trophies, and presents from different

, --------- _ —_______ -, parts of the empire, until at length a small
jure to-day, according to reports from Vienna, room was reached, where a -number f officers 
is Count Etienne Tisza, the Hungarian Pre- in brilliant uniforms were seated, and evident- 
nuer. '

But ail the Empire knows what kind of man

SHOT IN PARLIAMENT.
TISZA. AUSTRIA-HUNGARY'S BIG MAN.

The dominant personality in the Dual Em-

war, when he was with the Bulgarian Army Count Tisza is.
besieging A-drianople—a weary period of wait- A country gentleman, a millionaire with vast

’ ” estates, practically ruling Hungary, he is stilt
a man of very .o n obits. il©

ing1 in slush and snow, with shells screaming 
incessantly overhead and, to quote the words of 
a tellowt-sufFerer, “little to do gud 1 ■ «.ou
for wpoJxS -wj -
• "VNas nearly frozen to death once or twice 
m this campaign. In the next one he was as
signed to that of the Italians against the

> r t »or nlôre uncomfortable than vhen he 
put:- on the elaborate bejewelled costume which 
custom prescribes shall be worn by the Hun
garian Premier on state and gala occasions, 
the Count has been an earnest student andTm-I-CN i-rv Tvl » 1" 1 aBau«n vue 1 , v ^ am UtililUM. bLUUdlt ana.

j-urks in inpoh he was nearly roasced alive h.as made a special study of British mst-itu-
1 B XV hot -| C* TV 1*/ V lxl-vl T- « «£ 1L . 1 il 1 - - A 1 -I -, . — , . ------- -- _ * 11 A TV -I - _tions, and especially of Parliament and the 

.British Government.
The Hungarian Parliament is one of the most 

unruly of legislative bodies, and Count Tisza, 
has oeen the central figure in some of its 
stormiest scenes Some years ago, when he was 
Speaker, one of the enraged members of the

in what is probably one of the hottest regions 
on the face of the globe.

Air. Phillips has met, in the course of his 
career, with enough adventures to fill a dozen 
good-sized volumes. He was nearly overwhelmed 
in the great Kingston earthquake. He was in
the thick of the revolution in Portugal, the ■ — - —------ut lm.
rising in l a ta Ionia, and the rioting in Barce- Opposition fired three shots at. him; but the 
-lana. While very early in the present war he * ount escaped with his life. He has fought 
came within an ace of being taken prisoner ‘Vs many as three duels in a single vear. In 
by the Germans, who entered Ghent on the one August, 1913, he fought the Marquis George 
, 0 ,as te» it on the other in an old ram- Pall-avieini, cavalry swords the weapons. Dur

ing the ninth bout, both principals having been 
wounded in the forehead, the doctors stopped 
ihe fight.

The Count was born in Budapest on August 
U™» 1^61, eldest son of the famous Colomam- 
de Tisza, who was at the head of the Govern
ment from 1875 until 1890. Educated in the 
first mace at home, he afterwards studied at 
Heidelberg, Berlin, and Budapest. He was 
first elected to Parliament in 1885.

-1 1 vvuiwi an till 1_>1L1 I tijll- * > O » u.
shackle horse-cab, his chauffeur having bolted infer the ninth bout, bo-tli 

his car on th© first appearance of the 31 11 A ’
di ed Huns.

ly in at-tendanee.
One of them caiii<^M»'ard and welcomed me.

I chatted pleasantfPKvith liim until a ser
vant, dressed in the manner of m Wi-.v. 
bntl, -. . t îlfjùu a nxmi opjiosite and,
holding the door opem signified that I should 
enter.

There was no intUretion or a.nnoiuicement 
of any kind. The Emperor was already stand
ing to greet me, smiling pleasantly and en
couragingly with extended hand. I lost every 
bit of diffidence and sense of constraint at the 
sound of that cheery and uiiahected voice, ana 
the simplicity and graciousness of the welcome.

He talked freely, and gave me the sense that 
. I was to do the* same, selecting those subjects 

of conversatiorf that lie thought would be of 
most interest—of England, of travelling, of the 
visitor’s impressions of Russia ; and before the 
audience was over frankly expressed the hope 
that it would not lie the last,

And I left feeling as though I had been with 
an intimate friend whose only concern was for . 
my welfare.

BIRTHDAY PARTY.

FAMOUS HALF-TIMER. GIVEN IN HONOR OF THE COMMANDING 
OFFICER'S BIRTHDAY.

NOW A LANCASHIRE COTTON KING. FOOTBALL.
M . J. B. Tattersall, who recently became 

president of the Master Cotton Spinners’

is now ill, ai 
her wealth.

The return match between the 288th Coy. 
i- income is about Federation on " Sir Ob«riL Royal Engineers, and the Hospital team willthat the little girl Xr '^eai/ ft 0,1 ,h| FcKitball Ground at
v nnt 11up tn p-miYV 4. 2 t 0 > aiuauit? bCI Vice, IS a Sbluprlfluas On Rntnr-flaa- tip-vT rIvV.rv TTyvc-wI4-^ 1that she may not live to enjoy

WHEN LOVE DOES NOT LAST.
IT ISN'T CUPID'S FAULT.

Are the co: -le v ho arc merely fond of each 
other likely to be happier than the couple who 
are “ nassionately in love ?”

There is this to be said of the former : they 
enter wedded life with eyes open to their 
mutual imperf -étions, and very often just 
" fondness " 1 -omes real and lasting love 
which will er re " until death.”

On the oth band, the sweethearts who are 
ove may find that, after thiedr 
the romance has worn off and 

- know each other better, their

passionately 
marriage, wh 
they have go 
love has co<

If love do 
It is genei- 
or both.

Very ofti 
showing Î- 
showered on 
forgets to ki 
pajier durin

t last it is not Cupid’s fault, 
he fault of husband or wife

bby is a. little careless as to 
ife t.he little attentions he 
during their engagement. He 

ver in the morning, reads the 
.•eakfast, bangs the door and

typically Lancashire man. Mr. Tattersall has 
Lancashire written upon his features, in his 
manner, in his language, in his attitude to- 
« t- 3 -t men- He might write of himself,

1 m Lancashire, and Lancashire’s me." lie 
(reminds one of anoltlher wealthy ,self-made 
Lancastrian who, whilst mayor of the town, 
attended to preside at a scientific meeting, 
the commissionaire at the door, not knowing 
him, said, " And who are you, sir?" The reply 
was: "Ale? I’m John So-and-So, spinner, 
manufacturer, and doubler." " But u’s the 
mayor ire are waiting for," said the man.

Oh, well, came from the self-made Lanças- 
t-rian, “ I'm f mayor too. IJm a spinner, 
manufacturer, and doubler t’ first, an' t’ mayor 
second."

Fr. Tattersall, however, has risen from clogq, 
as they say in Lancashire, to be the President 
of the Masters’ Federation, which controls 
about 45,000,000 spindles. Curiously enough he 
was, like Sir Charles Macaro, horn in 1845. 
But the circumstances were different. “J.B.” 
was ushered into the world in a poor work
man’s home at Roy ton. He, following the ex
ample of his class, went to the spinning mill 
at the age of about nine years. Till the age of 
eleven he went half a day to the mill and hail! 
a day to school. At the age of eleven. how
ever, young Taitteusiall became a full-time 
worker, rising soon after four o’clock in the

Silverlands on Saturday next.. The Hospital 
will be very well represented as they have in 
their team players that have played for some 
of the crack teams in Canada.

The Hosjiital team will be as follows : (goal) 
Eeiyt.-Major Carpenter, (backs) Lance-Corpl. 
McLeod and Corpl. Stevenson, (half-backs) Pte. 
Porter, Pte. Morton, and Pte. AVinch, (for
wards) Pte. Jones, Sergt. Henderson. Sergt. 
Gra necome, Sergt .-Major Jevons, and Pte. 
Aitbenhead.

It will lie remembered that the first game 
between these two teams was won by the 
" Canadians ” by the handsome score of 7-1. 

Kick-off at 2-15 p.ni. sharjj.

A very pleasing social event of the week was 
the dinner on AVedhesday evening given by 
Mrs. Frederick Guest in honor of the com
manding officer’s birthday. The table, at 
which twenty-two were seated, was beautifully 
decorated with chrysanthemums and boimti- 
fullv laden with those things which gratify 
the in ne- man. The guests comprised the 
nnicers of the staff and wives, several officers 
fror-i the C.D.D.. and a number of senior 
nurses. During the course of the dinner the 
orchestra rendered several choice selections.

muet Be said they were never heard to 
better advantage.

PRICELESS DIAMONDS.
THE BUGHESSES WHO WEAR THEM.

AN EDINBURGH STORY.
WHY THE DRIVER STOPPED THE CABLE GAR.
" I have nothing against the Edinburgh peo

ple,” said a gentleman who hied from the great 
outer world, "but I must say I've found greater 
fellow feeling elsewhere. My hat blew away on 
Saturday, and, though everybody beside me 
took a warm interest in its perambulations, 
nobody joined in pursuit."

“ Eh, but ye wrong Edinburgh folk,” replied 
hearers.drops the cigarette ash on the drawing-room Th»-mill «Gr „vwk one of his hearers. "D’ye ken what I saw on

carpet. While perhaps ehe annoys him by de- “°1» Setterday? A man’s .hat blew off just ae a
voting all her time to baby.

When he comes home in the evening she is 
bathing baby, when he leaves in the morning 
she is upstairs dressing baby, and, of course, 
hubbv feels neglected.

Alany wives pay little attention to their per
sonal 'appearance after marriage. Both par
ties forget that all these petty things help to 
banish love which, if it is to last, must be pre
pared to face all the trials and irritations of 
daily life.

or after, and attending evening school, as lie 
now puts it, " to get a bit o’ learmn’.’’

Everybody on the commercial side of Lanca
shire’s supreme spinning and manufacturing 
business knows J. B. Tattersall. The opera
tives refer to him as "Owd J. B. T.” His life 
has reality in it, romance in it. In Lanca- 
shire's own terms <s he's made brass, but still 
lives in a way not far removed from the level 
of the operative classes.

cable caur wis passin’, and the driver stopped 
the caur and sprinted aw a doon the road efter 
it. Can ye beat that in the Sooth?”

The stranger said ' he really couldn’t, and 
would chalk it up to Edinburgh’s credit.

" Wis it act’ll y true, Tam?” asked a friend, 
" foreigner ” had departed.

The tore" finest diamonds worn in England 
arp those belonging to tlm Duchess of AVest- 
vmn«ter, the Countess nf Dudley, and the 
Duchess of Portland. These ladies are the 
wives of three of the richest noblemen in the 
peerage. The Duchess of Westminster’s dia
mond is the famous "Na=sac.” and has been 
m tin?- Grosvpnor family's jxi-ssession, for manv 
generations before the Westminster marques- 
sa.tp became a dukedom. Its weight is seventy- 
eight carats. It is priceless. I^dv Dndlev’s 
gem is called the "Star of Smith Africa.” "it 
used to be known as the " Dudley.” Its 
weight is forty-four and a half carats, and be
fore it was cut it weighed iust double. The 
diaumnd of the Duchess of Portland is named: 
' s it. ' 1ortland,” and is a sonare-shaped stone 
ot the purest water. Its weight is kept a secret 
m the familv. but it is known to have been 
valued at £10.000. Of course, these diamonds 
f’uY belong by courtesy to different peeresses 
ot the time. The ladies themselves have no 
property in them whatever. They are heir-after the ioreiguer n««i iu-|i-ai I—. i„„„„ , —     “rl“

" -\ve wis it, but d’ye think I wud tell yon looms, and as such form nart of the familv 
Sassenach it wis the driver’s ain cap that blew Ihe present peeresses have the right

ju to near them—nothing more.
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A MOTHER OF FIVE.
Disconcerting statement of the " Glasgow 

Post": "In a Partiek train the other day a 
respectably dressed woman confided to a friend 
that her husband and five sons were engaged 
on munitions work, and that every Saturday 
her purse was augmented by no less than ,£36 
odd." Either the Glasgow Post" has mis
heard the statement, the woman has mishandled 
the truth, or the recruiting officer has mis
taken bis job.

HUNS WITHOUT HONOUR (GERMAN OFFICIAL).
Two German non-commissioned officers and 

two airmen, who were interned in Holland, 
were allowed out of camp on their signed pro
mise to return, but they got to Germany and 
ane now again, serving in the ranks of the 
Hun. When Holland complained, Germany re
fused to return the men, "on the ground that 
men below- the rank of officer have no word of 
honour, and therefore can neither give it nor 
break it." The result is that Huns interned 
in Holland will no longer be allowed out on 
parole, even for a walk. We knew, of course, 
that German soldiers had very little sense of 
honour, but it is interesting to be officially in
formed that they have none at all.

ROBBING THE DEAD.
A mother who has lost her only son, a cor

poral in the Rifle Brigade, killed last July, 
was gladdened a little by anotifioation that 
his belongings were being forwarded to her. 
She thought of little possessions of his that 
she might treasure till her own call came. 
When he letf home in March his kit-bag was 
well stocked, and he carried as well a watch, 
tobacco pouch, walet, and a number of keep
sakes. When the bag wmi his "belongings" 
reached her, she unpacked it hopefully, but 
its only contents were sock, a shirt, a
cardigan jacket, a scajHfcll filthily dirty), a 
Bible with a strange name written yside, and 
a torn hymu-bool., tile f<tsr ix-wiy : J,only 
article She recognised a,skiving been her boy’s. 
If this means robbery can but marVel at 
the callous thiet who causes such heart agony 
for such small gains—gains that surely scorch 
the looting fingers. Better supervision is pro
mised, and not too soon, over the property of 
the sacred dead.

ONLY A TOMMY
The other day, at Leeds station, a coffin ar

rived covered with the Union Jack. It was 
brought in a Red Cross van, and on arrival at 
the side of the train the flag was hurriedly 
removed and the coffin bundled into the van— 
to be met, later on, by broken-hearted parents. 
Couldn’t that old Flag have been spared for the 
rest of the journey—even if it had to be re- 
turned ?

THE BED PATIENT.
I'd been in bed ten days or more 
And all my bones were getting sore, 
When, lo, unto myself, said I:
" At getting up I’ll have a try !"
But when the M.O. came around,
That I some fever had he found;
He shook his head and turned away,
Said he : " You can’t geo up to-day !"
I waited then a day or two 
My urgent request to renew,
And felt assured I’d have success,
But there is where I missed my guess.
I hoped the M.O. had a heart,
But when he looked down at my chart,
He said again, ’tis sad to say:
“ Oh, no, you can’t get up co-day !”
And so right here in bed I stick,
Altho' I’m not so very sick,
And count the minutes of each day 
(How slow the time does pass away);
But still I am not quite forlorn,
For I have hopes that some bright morn, 
The M.O. then to me wil say:
" I guess you may get up to-day !"

—G. T. Duncan.

WISE AND OTHERWISE.
A platonic friendship is an unhealthy lie.

* * * *

Friendship comes to grief when it crosses che 
frontier of business.

* * # »

A platonic friendship usually ends in woman 
losing her heart and the man his temper ra
the man his appetite and the woman her com
plexion.

• * * *
He’s the best friend I ever had, or shall have 

—and that’s more than many women can say 
of their husbands.

* * * *
"They quarrel and they part," said the 

woman. "That is friendship,” said the man. 
"They quarrel and they do not part,” said 
the woman. “That is love," said the man.

Any right-minded girl would sooner wear a 
new liât that didn’t suit her than an old one 
that did. * * * *

All girls are alike except the one you happen 
to be engaged to.

* * * *

The easiest way to escape being hated, is to 
mind your own business, and refrain from giv
ing good advice.

* * * *
My advice to those about to buy a motor-car 

is—Tumble backwards down a long flight of 
stairs into a bath full of salad oil, and. save 
the money.

* * * *
You can’t drown trouble in alcohol. The 

more you try che worse you get, and the worse 
you get, the more you drink.

* * * *

If every girl were taught just tact, diplo
macy and self respect,, and a knowledge of 
man; woman would govern and teach the world, 
and the world would be better for it.

* * Jr *
A moderate income and a good temper—given 

these two, if any girl can’c get on with any 
man, any girl must be a born fool.* * * *

The great art of happiness—for a woman—is 
to go through life seeing only the things she is 
meant to see. For a man—to see all that a 
woman wants him to see.

* * * *
The path to the altar is paved with platonic 

friendships.
* * * *

lou can find upon which side your bread is 
buttered by dropping it.

# * * *
There is nothing as uncommon as common sense.

* * * *
If you must call a spade a spade, do it in a whisper.

* * * *
There is no fool like an old fool's son.

* * * #

Some men keep promises, and everything else 
they can get.

THEN THE COURT LAUGHED.
1 was talking to an American friend the 

other day, who told me a story of Mr. Hughes, 
the American Prseidential candidate. Before 
he attained to the dignity of a Justice of the 
united Mates Supreme Court at Washington 
he occupied a seat on the judicial bench of one 
of the Federal Courts.
ft judiciary in these latter are not termed

Jusaces, this distinction being reserved ex
clusively for the members of the Supreme 
Uourt. One day a young lawyer, new to his 
work, so tar forgot himself as to refer to 
xiUigiiies -then sitting in one of the inferior 
c°urts—as " Mr. Justice Hughes.’

Don’t you know, sir," snapped that indi
court *" t lat we hd,vx' no justice in this

The lawyer was dumbfounded. He "asned 
once or twice, then said: "I had er-alwavs 
nea-ixl so, your honour, but I had never believed it.

-Fixe l&izgh was o>n tJie i ucjg~e.

I RHYME, ROT,
AND REASON.

ALWAYS GOING ONE BETTER.
You think, my lad, the effort ends when you 

have learned the ropes?
It’s sad to dash your youthful zeal and bight 

your sanguine hopes.
But we who’ve tried the winepress long and 

bought our wisdom dear
Have found the .struggle just as stiff year after 

busy year.
The strength to bear the burden grows (for 

this is not complaint),
But never was the task assigned that fit the 

heart that’s faint.
And nev, r, since old earth’s pursued her sun- 

round path erratic,
Has any job worth while been, found that 

turned out automatic.
The more you’ve brilliantly made good, the 

more of you’s expected.
The higher you have sailed, the more bv 

friends your slump’s detected.
Day after day your field unfolds as height on 

height you climb—
" Not failure," one old poet said, " but cowaw 

aim is crime.”
The moment you relax and say: "At last my 

job is fixed
So I can do my stunt each day and never once 

get mixed."
That moment you start down the slope, a 

downright retrogressor,
And start, in your employer’s mind, a search 

for your successor.
It’s hard to say, but say I must, and say it 

most emphatic—
There is no job worth holding that will e’er be 

automatic.

BARGAIN IH ANCESTRY.
A connoisseur of paintings saw in the win- 

clow of a secondhand dealer s shop the portrait 
of an admiral in full uniform. He offered the 
dealer ,£50 for it, but the latrier declined to sell 
under £75, and, as neither would give way, the 
picture remained in the shop. A little' tiim, 
afterwards the connoisseur saw the picture 
hanging in the dining-room of a certain coun
try house he happened to be visiting. With 
an exclamation of surprise he walked towards 
it.

"Halloa, what have you got here?" he said.
His host replied that the portrait had just 

been bequeathed to Mm, and added: "It is the 
portrait of one of Nelson’s admirals, an ances
tor of ours."

' U as he, indeed ?” commented the comjois1- 
seur. A month ago lie was within £'25 of 
becoming one of mine!"

FOUR CROSSES.

OUR NON-COMS.
A sergeant was training a squad of recruits 

in musketry, when suddenly someone appeared 
in the line of fire.

"Hi, there!" bellowed the sergeant; "get 
back, carn’t yer? Anyone 'ud think the place 
belonged to yer."

"Well, it doesn’t exactly," meekly replied 
the interloper, "but my—er—father-in-law, you 
know, owns it, and nearly half the county be
sides."

"Oh, does ’e?” was the irate sergeant’s an
swer. "Well, if you was yer fathei-in-law 
ieself and walked aerorst the range when my 
lads was firing, you’d just as easily get shot 
as any other fool. So ’op it."

A DEADLY COMPLEXION.
He only kissed her on the cheek, 

It seemed a simple frolic.
But he was sick in bed a week— 

They called it painter's colic.

“ UP ABOVE THE WORLD SO HIGH."
Private Doherty was six-feet-four in his 

socks; the Sergeant was much shorter. The 
Seroeant looked alon" the line.

"Head up there, Doherty?" he cried. Do
herty raised his head.

"Up higher,” said the little Sergeant. "There, 
that’s better. Don’t let me see your head down, 
again."

"Am I always to be like this?” asked Do
herty, staring away above the little Sergeant's 
hlead.

“You are.”
" Then I’ll say good-bye to ye, Sergeant., for 

I'll never see yez again.”

A PREDICAMENT.
The weary cyclist plodded on.

In spite of pelting rain,
He tried to find a sig-n-post, but 

-.is efforts were in vain.
He did not pass a single soul,

And much to his dismay.
One tyre was getting very flat 

Which caused him some delay.
He could not see his way at all,

The night was dark and drear;
He ran into an obstacle—

A sign-post that was near.
He struck Ms last remaining match, 

But soon Ms spirits sank:
There was no sign upon the post. 

He found that it was blank!

HOW WAS IT?
" O^^Bobby,” said mother, "you’ll turn my 

hair if you are such a naughty boy.”
The^ittle fellow reflected for a moment. 

Then he observed delicately: "Mumniie, gran
nie’s byôv .\xxvkx. v. U U4X.

GERMANS WHO FIGHT HUNS.
SOME FACTS ABOUT THE FOREIGN LEGION.

In France s famous “ Foreign Legion ” now 
doing' such splendid work on the Western 
b rant are to be found soldiers of almost every 
nationality, race and colour. British, Colonials, 
trench, Russians and Germans all are banded 
ogyt iier in a little army of their own 
hone are æ keen as the Germans to get-the 

M-tter of the Huns. „They have joined volun- 
tarily to fight for the ideal of national liberty, 
which is the ideal of all the members of that 
famous fighting band.

For very many years the French Foreign 
Legion,^ which oame into being in the da vs of 
trances colonisation of her African posses- 
mons, has been a favourite theme with nove
lists, owing to the general idea that it was a 
place of refuse for men who wished to bury 
their past. That may have been so in the old 
days, but the great band of France’s foreign 
soldiers nowadays is mainly made up of men- 
who wish to fight for the Allies in a just and noble cause.

GENERAL INFORMATION.
PARS FROM ALL THE PARERS.

The German Empress has ordered that a 
dispensable articles of gold in the Court Orel 
sury not possessing historic or artistic vain 
shall be given to the collections of gold article 
organized for the purpose of increasing Gei 
many s monetary gold supply.

, Scragg faintly, of Leigh, Lancashire
nave had a remarkable experience—a weddim 
a funeral, and a death taking place on th 
same day.. Miss Florence Scragg was marrie 
at eight o clock in the morning to a soldier o 
special leave her father was buried at thre 
o clock, and her niece died at eight o’clock th same evening.

What is claimed to be the first time in g» 
jubto-ry when a player won a match by maki 
the final hole in one is recorded in a reee 
contest -at Chicago. Playing in the filial, t 
two contestants came to the eighteenth tee . 
square. rhe hole was 165 yards, and c 
player s niashie shot rolled up to the hole a 
rested against the pin. when the pin w 
lifted the ball fell in.

Lieutenant Polluer, a young and well-know 
Danish military aviator, has planned to make 
record by crossing the Atlantic, and a Danis 
flying expert states that he will be able 1 
carry out his plan by means of a ma-ehir 
supplied with a motor of 350-h.p. The di 
tance- from the Faroe Islands to Newfoundlan 
could, he states, be made in about thirt 
hours, and the whole trip to New York i 
forty-eight hours.

■ oldest leading Danish newspa
ill bchleswig, the " Dybboel Posten," reee 
announced that as the last printer lias 
been called out for military service, the ov 
of the paper will be unable to publish it a: 
during the war. Long ago all men on the 
tonal staff had been called up. On the lar 
Danish Schleswig paper, the “ Flensborg At 
there is now only one left of the staff, 
chief editor was called up a short time ag

First—emblem of a soul’s desire,
The c-raved for, lia.rdlv won “ V.C.," 
Grained by fierce pangs thro’ blood and fire 
And brave deeds done on land and sea.
"Legion d’Honneur,"—the second cross,
So proudly borne upon the breast 
By martial Frenchmen, scorning loss 
Of life and limb, who gave their best.
The "îîilitary Cross "—the third 
A grand reward for him wlio bears 
That Sign which shows his King has heard, 
Honors his bravery—and cares.
Ah. little cross—rough cross of wood,
That crowns a hero’s rest in state—
Fourth cross which, stiflv upright stood, 
Marks just a simple soldiers fate!

PLAY THE GAME.
(Composed by Pte. Haliburton's wife, in 

the recruiting camp at Calgary.)
You stalwart men in civilian’s garb,

As you serve the public’s whim.
Why don’t you come out and join the ranks?

Why don’t you get into the swim? 
lou’ve an honest job in times of peace,

At present it’s too tame;
There are hundreds of girls to take your place, 

Buck up ! and play the game !
The sands of France are stained with blood 

Of the heroes who’ve died for right;
’Tis better to die and die a man 

Than to live, afraid to fight.
T,he gai» in the rank need filling up,

There s a regiment needing your name;
Don t be a slacker in times like these,

Buck up ! and play the game !
There s a wife who longs for a husband’s kiss;

1 here is a child w-ho is lonely for dad; 
There’s a mother whose heart is strained with 

fear
For the fate of her soldier lad 

But they've steeled their hearts to thoughts of self
When they think of their country’s fame; 

Amd they bid their men as they leave for the 
front—

Buck up! and play the game!
Have you any right to seek " safety first " 

While your country needs vour‘strength? 
Paying in money will not suffice 

If you’ve breadth and weight and length;
If you’ve good red blood and muscle and brawn 

To spend for old England’s fame 
You’ve no excuse to withhold them now,

Buck up ! and play the game !

PRESENTED AT COURT.
One of the young men attached to the Ameri

can Embassy at Berlin tells a. story to illus
trate that modern advertising can cope even 
with the etiquette of Courts.

A young American woman wished to be pre
sented at the Court of the King of Saxony. 
The high officials, having inquired into her 
social standing at home, objected. They repre
sented to her that the King could scarcely re
ceive the daughter of a retail bootseller.

The young woman cabled home and told her 
father the situation. The next morning she 
received this answer :—

" Can’t call it selling. Practically giving 
them away. See advertisement."

I hat solved the difficulty. She was presented 
as the daughter of an eminent philanthropist.

ALL ACCOUNTED FOR.
" I hope, John,” said the parson very grave

ly, "vou don’t spend all vour earnings?’
"No, sir," responded John respectfully ; "I 

always make it a strict rule never to spend 
more’n two-thirds of me wages, sir.”

“ Ah, that’s good—that’s good !’ nodded the 
parson. " And do you put the other third in 
the bank?"

"Oh, no, sir,” responded the man; “I puts 
it to much better use than that. I gives it to 
the missus to keep ’ouse on!"

HIS WISH WAS GRANTED.
Against his strong supporting arm, 

She gently laid her head ;
" I wish your cheek could always lie 

Just wliere it is," he said.
When turning up the Lights at home. 

He found1 to his dismay,
A tell-tale patch upon his coat— 

He’d brought her cheek away !

---------------- <
NOTHING UNUSUAL,

“Dou you know," said the successful mer
chant, "that I began life as a ‘barefoot boy’?"

" Well," said his clerk, " I wasn’t born with 
shoes on, either."

BOILING IT DOWN.
" 1 will rake your novel," announced the 

heartless publisher, " if you will cut it down 
by half."

The buddir- author oast up his hands.
" Cut it ?” he cried. " Impossible ! Every 

word is vital.”
"Indeed?" replied the publisher. "Just 

listen to this passage : ‘ Outside the wind 
moaned unceasingly, its voice now that of a 
child which sobs within itself in the night, 
now that of a woman who suffers great pain 
alone, as women have suffered since life began. 
And. mingled with the wailing of the wind, 
rain fell—fell heavily, intermittently, like tears 
wrung from the souls of strong men.”’

" Well ?" said the author.
"Well,’’ retorted the publisher, "why not 

say simply, ‘It was raining’?’’

BELIEVE ANYTHING.
" Do you believe that awful storv thev’re 

telling about Mr. Pierce?”
"Yes, what is it?"

SWEETNESS.
To kiss away a inaide’s tear 

Is really worth the trying ;
Select a time when no one’s near 
To kiss awai a maiden’s tear. 
The only drawback is, I fear.

That she will keep on crying !
To kiss away a maiden’s tear 

Is really worth the trving.



CANADIAN BED CBOSS SPECIAL, BUXTON, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 2nd, 1916.

THE GENTLEMANLY 
NIGGER.

BY

FRANCIS GRIBBLE.

[COPYRIGHT.]

for the King's 

at a

It was generally admitted that the nigger who 
performed that summer, on the^ beach at Fi in- 
ten, was " no ordinary nigger."

His costume, of striped cotton, was as neat as 
if he had put it. on for a fancy-dress ball; his 
wide flapping collar was spotless; his straw hat 
was never weather-beaten; and he did not wear 
a made-up tie. . ,

" The gentlemanly nigger " was the girls 
name for him. They deserted all the other sea- 
store entertainments—they even neglected their 
novelettes—in order to sit in a circle round him; 
and speculation as to his identity was rife in 
the Sea View Boarding House.

“ It is vain for him to call himself 1 Mr. 
Bimbo,’ " said Mrs. Haycroft, the proprietress.
“ Nothing will ever persuade me that Bimbo is 
his real name.”

“ I should think not, indeed," said Mrs. 
Browne, the wife of the great Brixton draper.
" You can tell that by his grand air when he 
turns the banjo upside down to collect the 
coppers."

“Just as if he was callin: 
taxes," said Mrs. Haycroft.

“ Or as if he was a great nobleman 
charity bazaar,” said lira. Browne.

“ And who shall say that he isn’t a nobleman 
in disguise?" said Mrs. Haycroft. " I’ve heard 
of noblemen doing such things before now, when 
they are down on their luck.”

"I shouldn’t wonder if it was,” said Mrs. 
Browne, “ for there’s no denying that he’s dis- 
tangay, and when he takes to singing one of
his sentimental ballads.-----”

“ It’s just as if lie was serenading the maid 
in her attic—I mean to say her lattice—height.”

That was how the elder ladies discussed Mr. 
Bimbo; and the younger ladies were equally en
thusiastic, so that it was like a bomb-shell 
bursting in their midst, when Master Tommy 
Haycroft, aged nine, burst into the conversa
tion with the question:

" Who kissed Mr. Bimbo last night over the 
garden wall?”

All the elder ladies then looked at all the 
younger ladies; and all the younger ladies 
looked at each other; while Mrs. Haycroft tried 
to cover their confusion by threatening to smack 
Tommy afterwards if he told.

But Tommy was as bold as brass.
“ I’m not going to tell,” he said, " not now, 

and I’ll promise not to tell at all if she gives 
me sixpence.” _

So the subject dropped; but, on th^fel lowing 
~ ~ e^pidtided to

01^1

iaicWohnnie;

morning. Master Tommy Haycroft 
Master Johnnie Browne that—
-' s;," v of them g-ave mo sixpence each for pro 

raising to say it wasn’t them, and opa.of then 
gave me a shilling.”

“ Then that’s the one, you bet,” saf 
end though Johnnie was cynical, he was right.

The “ one ” in question, indeed, was no othei 
than Johnnie’s own sister, Miss Brillia.ntina 
Browne, known to her family as Brillie; and 
the conversation above reported seems to show 
that, if she had done wrong, her mother was 
hardly less to blame than herself for her lapse 
from proper courses.

Nor did that conversation stand alone. Un 
the contrary; the theme came up nightly; and 
pleasantries, and even personalities, were ex
changed about it.
“There’s a far-away expression in his eyes, 

but I daresay his thoughts aren’t quite as fat 
awav as his looks ” said Mrs. Haycroft.

“ That's just what I think when I see him 
looking round at the girls,” rejoined Mrs. 
Browne. “ Now it’s one he looks at, and now 
it’s another, so that it’s hard to say which he 
looks at most; bnt if I wasn’t afraid of turning
my Brillie’s head----- ”

“ Oh, ma!” Miss Brilliantina interrupted.
" Look at her blushing," laughed her mother 

and Mrs. Haycroft said :
" Well, if he should turn out to be a noble

man in disguise—and stranger things have hap
pened to my certain knowledge—in that case, 
Mrs. Browne, it wouldn’t be a conquest to sneeze 
at after all.”

So the talk ran; and it was seed that fell 
upon a fertile soil.

Miss Brilliantina Browne was pretty, in a 
fluffy sort of way, and knew it; and she had 
cherished " ideas beyond her station ’’ evei 
since last summer’s seaside flirtation with an 
Oxford undergraduate who had been introduced 
to her (by the Master of the Ceremonies).

That flirtation, indeed, had come to nothing, 
as seaside flirtations generally do; but it had 
left Brilliantina with a yearning for higher 
social things. She blamed the young Brixton 
tradesmen for not adopting the “ Oxford man
ner." It would have taken but little to make 
her censure her own father for the same short
coming.

Moreover, there were the novelettes. She re
gularly read two a day, and we all know in what 
light life is pictured in these romantic tracts 
What wonder, then, that Brilliantina began tc 
see the gentlemanly nigger as the King of a 
Castle in the Air? What wonder that an under
standing began to grow up between them when 
he collected contributions in his banjo?

" I suppose Mr. Bimbo isn’t your real name?” 
she ventured as she dropped into the instrument 
a piece of silver originally intended for the col
lection plate on Sunday.

“ I expect you’re doing it for a charity, aren’t 
you?" she asked on the next opportunity; and 
Mr. Bimbo smiled his most enigmatic smile.

“ I knew it because any one can see you have 
the Oxford manner," she said on her third op
portunity; and Mr. Bimbo rewarded her with a 
confidential nod.

Such were the passages which led Mrs. Browne 
to the conclusion that her Brillie had made a 
conquest; and, if the subsequent passages were 
not observed fcy Mrs. Browne—well, we all know 
that there are some secrets which the young
like to keep to themselves.

Mrs. Browne was not to know, tor instance, 
that Mr. Bimho had serenaded Brilliantina 
under her bedroom window- at midnight, and 
she was still less likely to be informed of the 
passage which had put a shilling into Master 
Tommy Haycroft’s pocket. Such incidents are 
associated m sentimental minds with thoughts 
too deep for the idle chaff of boarding-houses; 
and there is a point at w-hirli even mothers who 
laugh at their daughter’s flirtations, remember 
their responsibilities.

" I shouldn’t mind so much if it was only ma, 
tut she might get writing to pa,” was the way 
Brilliantina put it to herself.

For her father did not read novelettes, and 
was ignorant of the romantic possibilities of life.
A nigger for him was just a nigger. It would be 
useless to try to convince him that Mr. Bimbc 
was black as night only for wantonness. Hr 
would only telegraph to summon Brilliantini 
home.
’“ And then I should miss that drive,” thought 

Brilliantina, for things, still unobserved by Mrs. 
Browne, had even got as far as that.

Sunday was to be the day, and Clacton was to 
be the meeting-place. A visit to an old school- 
friend, alleged to be staying at Clacton, was to 
be the pretext. Mr. Bimbo was to be waiting 
with the carriage at the Clacton station.

He was; and he had washed his face, as a first 
step, as it were, towards the disclosure of his 
identity. He was dressed as elegantly as any 
other gentleman who takes a lady for a drive,
and as for his manner----- .

" If that isn’t the Oxford manner," thought 
Brilliantina, “ then I don’t know the Oxford 
manner when I see it."

Perhaps she did not know it; but Mr. Bimbo’s 
manner, at any rate, was widely different from 
that of the ordinary nigger on the beach, and he 
ended a delightful afternoon by quoting Tenny
son's "Lord of Burleigh":

He was hut a landscape-painter,
And a village maiden she.”

It was one of the few pieces of poetry that 
Brilliantina knew; and having to learn it by 
heart at school, she had voted it " as good as a 
novelette," except that the end was “so sad 
and “so unnatural.”

“ For what I can’t understand," she said, is 
the girl’s pining away. She can’t have been a 
girl of any spirit."
“She can’t," Air. Bimho agreed; and then 

there was an interval of silence until Mr. Bimbo 
spoke again :

"If I knew a girl of spirit," he said “ a girl 
who would trust me absolutely—a girl who would
adorn any station, even the highest-----

And, of course, he did know such a girl—and 
of course, Brilliantina knew one, too—and so, of 
course------.

.................................................. ........
It was in the office above the shop, and Bril

liantina had to face an angry father.
He was an indulgent father as a general rule, 

hut he did not read novelettes, and secret mar
riages do take some explaining—when the wife 
is not in a position to give a definite account of 
her husband. Brilliantina felt it so. She feared 
that Mr. Bimbo had overdone the part of the 
Lord of Burleigh. She wished that he had given 
her more precise information as to the «here
abouts of his estates. Sentiment had prevented 
her from thinking of all that before; but now 
that she was under cross-examination it troubled

For Mr. Browne had bounded from his chair, 
and was pacing the room, and using very violent 
language. .. _ , ,

“ A secret marriage! Oh, Brillie! Brillie. A 
nigger on the bench, and your mother there to 
look after you! Oh. Brillie! Brillie!" j(

" But ma said he was such a gentlemanly——
“ Gentlemanly nigger, indeed ! Your mother 

said that, did she? What's the world coming to 
next? And what’s your gentlemanly nigger's 
name, miss? What does he call himself? Lncle 
Bones? Sambo? Juinbo?"

“ Bimbo," said Brilliantina.
“Bimbo! Bimbo!” Mr. Browne repeated.
The name seemed to suggest something to him 

—he did not seem to know exactly what. Per
haps it was a music hall memory. Perhaps—-.

“ Bimbo isn’t lus real name, of course,” Bril
liantina corrected. “ It couldn’t be. His real 
name is Popplewick "; and once more Mr. 
Browne repeated the name after her.
“Bimho! Bimho! Popplewick! Popplewick!" 
Evidently he was seaiehing for some link 

between the two appellations; but Brilliantina 
interrupted him.

“ You’ll change your mind about him, pa, 
when I show you his photo, and you see how 
distinguished he looks," she went on, adding, as 
she removed the tissue paper. “ There are 
Popplewieks in the Peerage, I expect, pa."

But Mr. Browne retorted with a withering

“ You looked higher, Brillie. You couldn't 
help it, with your boarding-school education and 
your novelettes. But 1 daresay you’ve got just 
as high as it’s good for you to go, so I’ll tell you 
what I’ll do for you. I’ll open that Nev' Cross 
branch of the business again, and I’ll put you 
and Mr. Bimbo in to manage it, so just you run 
away and tell Mr. Bimbo to come and see me."

[The End.]

SENTIMENT AND STRATEGY.
The great soprano was singing at Pangaree. 

Her desire was to finish up the concert in time 
to take train hack to Melbourne, and, at the 
last moment, here was the audience whooping 
for a second encore. The great soprano, in her 
dressing room, ramped. Then she darted out, 
assumed a cardboard smile of great gratification, 
and retreated again. But the audienc ■ stili 
whooped. “Here," she snapped, "I'll fix 
them.” She came on, began “Home, Sweet 
Home," and sang half-way into the verse with 
profound feeling'. Then her voice broke, and 
she gave way to a flood of passionate tears, ai d 
staggered from the platform. “ Now," she said, 
"drive like blazes for that train!"
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AN ADVENTURE WITH ROBBERS.
A traveller in Mexico, whose name was Tay

lor, started one morning at sunrise from the 
cold comfortless inn where he had slept the 
night before. A few hours’ riding brought him 
to a small town, where he was glad to rest him
self, and breakfast. When mounting his horse 
again, he was asked whether he would not have 
a”guard, as the road he was going was much 
frequented by robbers; but he refused, either 
because he was too brave to care for one, or be
cause he thought it was a mere pretence to make 
him pay for an escort. He rode off, the inn
keeper telling him he would certainly he 
stopped on the road.

He travelled on for some time; not a creature 
was to be seen on the road, which lay between 
two steep hills. So lonely was it that he 
thought it would he well to load his pistol. Be
fore he could do this, however, he heard a slight 
movement in the bush wood by his side. Turn
ing to see what caused it, a double-barrelled 
musket met his view, pointed at him, so clos* 
and so well-aimed that he could almost look 
down the barrels. Holding the musket was a 
fierce-looking man in a pink shirt and white 
trousers. In a moment, a second was visible on 
the other side, then a third in front. The 
attack was so sudden, that he could only throw 
diown his arms as they bade him. The next 
command was that he should get off his horse; 
this, too, he did, for, with one unloaded pistol, 
hov could he fight the robbers? They made 
him lead his horse out of the road, for fear of 
any passers-by. One of them went back to keep 
guard. The others, pointing their muskets at 
their victim, ordered him to lie down on his 
face. They then took off his coat and waist
coat, and turned his pockets inside out. His 
purse had very little money in it, at which they 
were angry. He had been so prudent as only to 
'take enough for his journey, but he had a 
cheque on a bank in Mexico. The robbers gave 
him back his papers, and this cheque among 
them.

They next tied his hands behind him; then 
spreading out a blanket he carried, emptied his 
his bags into it, that they might choose what to 
take. They took all but letters, books and 
papers. They also picked his pockets of some 
oranges and cigars, but gave him back one of 
each, saying : " Perhaps you may get hungry be
fore night.” They tied all they took up in a 
blanket, and carried it off, leaving him his 
horse, fortunately. They then departed, 
bidding him good-day, and saying how pleased 
they were to have met him. He, poor fellow, 
with his hands tied behind him, felt it anything 
but pleasant. The first thing was to get rid of 
the rope; and, after twisting and turning a long 
time, he contrived to turn his hands round so 
that he could reach the knots with his teeth -in 
half an hour he was free once more. His horse

Tei. 333. EAGriLE ST., BCJXTON.

A. E. JONES
(Successor to H. INMAN, 

late of Oldham Street. Manchester),

CONFECTIONER, 
10, Spring Gardens, ^uxton.

Hot and Cold Luncheons, Teas, &c, Foreign 
and British Wines, Beer and Stout.

Tel. 148. Mineral Waters.

ARMITTS 

2, Concert P!ace,
Higher Buxton.

FOR HIGH CLASS SWEETS AND CHOCOLATES. 
HOT COFFEE, TEA. COCOA FROM 8 A.M.

OLDEST ESTABLISHED JEWELLER.

JAMES TURNER,
GOLDSMITH & SILVERSMITH,

CAVENDISH CIRCUS, BUXTON.
W H. SMITH & SON,

Colnonade and Spr ng Gardens,
BOOKSELLERS S- STATIONERS,

For VIEW BOOKS . .
And FOUNTAIN PENS.

këlcEÿs;
HIGH-CLASS CONFECTIONERS,

3, Grove Parade,
Telephone, 94 BUXTON.

Makers of the Celebrated Rusks and Bread. 
Bride, Christening, and Birthday Cakes.itemng,

ittrDAWSONS,

BUXTON,
For ALL SMOKERS' REQUISITES.

J- SIDEBOTHAM,
Golclsm/fh $ J ewe uer,

GROVE PARADE,

BUXTON.
THE

had remained near him. He caugh', him,
mounted, and rode off, seeing, as he
did so, the three robbers in the
distance. He galloped on as hard as

Nearest Chemist to the Canadian Red Cross Hospital

scorn,
" Expect ! Is that what your novelettes teach 

you to expect? Why don’t you expect him to 
be the Prince of Wales and all the Koval Family 
while you’re about it? What I expect is----- "

But then he stopped ; for he had looked at the 
photograph, and found the missing link. When 
he resumed, the tone of his voice was modified. 
He spoke with sarcasm, yet as one relieved to 
know that things are not so bad as he has feared.

" Well, Miss Brillie," he said. " So that’s your 
gentlemanly nigger, is it!"

“ What ! You know him, pa ?" gasped Bril
liantina.

"Know him? Know Mr. Popplewick, who 
blacked his face and called himself Mr. Bimbo 
at the smoking concerts? Seeing that he was one 
of my assistants until two months ago----- ”

Brilliantina gasped again. It was difficult for 
her to know what to Say, so she said nothing, 
nor did it seem that her father expected her to 
say anything. He had been an angry father, for 
five minutes, but now, he was about to become 
an indulgent father once more.

“ I’ve nothing against him, my dear," he said. 
" He only left because I was giving up the New 
Cross branch. I thdught he’d gone to Jones’ 
Brothers, but as he preferred to try his luck as 
Mr. Bimbo-----"

He paused, and then,
" I don’t know that it’s altogether a proper 

way of going courting, Brillie, hut still—well he 
is à very gentlemanly young fellow, as. you say— 
and you’re fond of him, Brillie, aren’t you?”

" Oh, pa !" said Brilliantina once again.
He had become quite the indulgent father now. 

His manner was no longer even that of a man 
making the best of a bad job.

he could, and reached a town where a good old 
priest directed him to an honest inn. As he 
jumped off his poor tired horse, he told the 
people in the inn he had no money. But they 
kindly bade him not to mind it; he might stay 
as long as he liked. They told him, too, that he 
ought to be thankful the robbers had not taken 
his” life as well as his money and goods.

------♦------
THE IRISH REPUBLIC.

Postage stamps prepared by the short-lived 
Irish Republic have been found, ready for issue. 
They are printed in the Republican colours— 
green, white, and orange, with insst pictures 
of the three Manchester martyrs (Larkin, 
O’Brien, and Allen) on a shamrock leaf. Be
neath is a harp and the words, “ God Save 
Ireland."

WORTH HER WEIGHT IN GOLD.
A CAT THAT SWIMS AHD DIVES.

The pet of the stock stores labourers who 
work dav and night at the Enfield Munition 
Factorv *is a black cat with white chest and 
paws. This eat is quite ordinary so far as 
looks go, but it is worth its weight in gold all
thBeforee'the advent of "puas” the water-rats, 
which abound in the River Lea, made short 
work of t.he sandwiches and other eatables 
which the men brought along with them. 
Often a mam would put his dinner into what 
he thought was a safe hiding-place, only to 
find on going to look for it that it had dis
appeared.

Now the rein of the rats is over, and puss 
reigns supreme. She will chase a venturesome 
rodent round and round the workshops, and 
even if it plunges into the river she will dive 
in and swim after it until she catches her 
prey. Then she will land triumphantly and 
place her capture in a prominent position for 
all to see.

Recently she caught a rat nearly as big as 
herself, swam along with it in her mouth, and 
landed it ouite neatly.

She makes a good living hunting rats, and 
eats every ixurticle excepting the tail. A legend 
goes about among the men who labour day aim 
night at Enfield Lock that a rat’s tail won,-, 
poison their favourite.

W. PILKINGTON,
'Pboto Chemist,

MARKET PLACE, BUXTON.
Tel. 488.

Soaps,Tooth Brushes & Dental Creams
Always in stock at

YOUNG <fc SONS, 
CHEMISTS,

7, SPRING GARDENS, BUXTON

W. R. Sanders & Co.,
Ltd.,

MOTOR AND GENERAL ENGINEERS,
Spring Gardens, Buxton

Cars for Hire. All Repairs.

FRANKLIN BARLOW,
F.S.M.C.

Sight Testing Specialist,

OCCULTISTS PRESCRIPTIONS ACCURATELY MADE.

69, Spring Gardens, Buxton^

(H JME 1 MADE 
iHOME MADE

TOFFEE.
CANDY.MILLERS

tm MOVE TIES
IN CHOCOLATES and WEETMEATS 
HIGH-CLASS SWEETS STORE BUXTON.
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B. CRESSINGTON,
THE QUADRANT,

Cigar Merchant & Tobacconist
High-class Cigars, Tobaccos and Cigarettes. 

Agent for Lowe’s, Barling, and B.B.B. Pipes.

“fTbroadbent,
3,MARKET ST.,BUXTON.

STATIONER, NEWSAGENT, & TOBACCONIST. 
FANCY DEALER.

HAIRDRESSING AND SHAVING ROOMS. 
Umbrella Repairing a Speciality.

C. P. BANNISTER,
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

Baker and Confectioner
FAMILIES SUPPLIED. Orders called for daily.

No. 1, LONDON RD., 8UXT0N.
lTskidmôrë;

TOBACCONIST, STATIONER, & NEWSAGENT.

London amd Provincial Newspapers and 
Magazines promptly delivered to order.

23, TERRACE RD., BUXTON. 
H. ORAM & SONS,
FISH, POULTRY, GAME 
AND ICE MERCHANTS,
12, Spring Gardens, Buxton.

TELEPHONE 22.

HOLME AND ASH, 
Ironmongers

AND

Agricultural Merchants, 
MARKET PLACE, BUXTON.
Established 1825. Nat. Tel. 208.

R. B. MORTEN & SON,
THE BUXTON CREAMERY.

COMPTON PLAjj, BUXTON.
'.Phone 160.

Butter, 
own farm

DEVONSHIRE LIBRARY, LTD,,
COLONNADE, BUXTON.

Eggs, and New^^dk fresh from our 
daily.

You can get the best makes of FOUNTAIN PENS 
at the DEVONSHIRE LIBRARY, in the Colonnade. 

Also NOTE and LETTER CASES.

DEVONSHIRE LIBRARY, LTD.,
DUNCOMBE, 

Spring Gardens Post Office, 
TOBACCONIST,

MILITARY REQUISITES,

EDWIN WHITE,
F.S.M.G., D.B.O.A.

WATCHES & JEWELLERY
OF ALL KINDS

23, Spring Gardens, Buxton. 

KIRKLAND AND PERKIN, 

COAL MERCHANTS,
TEL-68- BUXTON.

FISH AND JOULEi
HIGH-CLASS FAMILY BUTCHERS. AND 

PURVEYORS OF HOME-FED MEAT.
13, Spring Gardens, Buxton.

Pickled Tongues, Calves’ Heads, Corned Beef.
Orders called for, and prompt delivery 

guaranteed.

Printed for the Officers of the Buxton Canadian 
Hospital by the Buxton Herald Printing 
Company.

SAM THE SPRUCER.

“His Boavl Holiness the Bishop of Rumti- 
foo," said Sam, “ is a whiskery old oyster by 
his photograph, with a face like a d onnât in 
convulsions. But I could forgive him that. A 
man’s face isn't usually his own iault. He 
starts oui With a handicap, and makes it worse 
or better as he goes through life. I should» t 
say the Bidiop had done much to improve his 
little lot, barring raising a hne crop of hair 
all over it that really ought to be trained up 
a trellis. But that’s neither here nor there, 
as the Brigadier said when the bomb went off 
premature. , , ,

“His face he can’t help, but he can help 
being a silly old date, a blithering, blathering 
old sheephead. and an episcopal chump. Can t 
he? Well, then, why don’t he? I know ! Be
cause of the limelight, and there’s no prizes 
for finding the answer.

“He’s like alt the bishops. Got to do some
thing to keen his end up, else he’ll be over
looked. Take that other joint! All of a 
sudden ho discovers that London is a wicked 
place ! Marvellous ! Just come to him ! A 
brain wave ! Wicked? Course it is! If it 
wasn’t he’d be out c,f work. But wasn’t it 
wicked before the war? Bet your sweet Me! 
And did the bishops mind ? Bet your life, too !
“Well, here’s rire Rumtifoo geezer, dipping 

his pen in indelible ink to write to the papers 
about bad language in the Army. Course ! 
Silly old date ! How does he reckon you’re go
ing" to get the work done if you don’t stiff a 
bit? Soldiers ain’t chair-boys not by a good 
many coats of paint. Our halos are all in 
pawn.

“ It’s lik" this here. We’ll suppose I m a 
sergeant and I’ve got a lot of round-shouldered 
clod-hoppers like yourself to put through it. 
It’s up to me to teach ’em how to march 
without falling over their feet, how to form 
fours by numbers and do the rest of the bright 
things that are going to win the war for us. 
Well, what do I do? I looks at ’em and draws 
a deep breath through my nose—so. Then 1 
inflates my chest and lets ’em have it 16 h.p. 
and all out.
“' You flat-footed lot of swizzle-headed 

Antal ekites,’ I says, ' why the Hellespont don't 
vou stand up without leaning on one another? 
You ruddy-faced bunch of mucky old bishops,’ 
I says, 'at the word “ Form ” you stand fast. 
At the word “ Fours ” you takes one pace 'to 
the rear with the hind foot and one pace to 
the left with the right foot. And now, you 
bandy-legged sons of sin, you bottle-nosed beer 
tanks, you amazing specimens of infantile 
paralysis, form fours !’

“ And what’s the result ? They try ! It’s a 
gaudy mess, and most of ’em get strangled in 
the attempt, but they try, bless 'em. I’ve done 
it. myself, so I know. But -what would happen 
if the Bishop had his way. At the parade 
call the rookies would all fall in and have a 
nice cup of tea with thin bread and butter. 
Then, when they had had a smoke, we should 
start work.

“ Gentlemen,’ 1 should say, ' while deprecat
ing the lack of : tonight shown by the military 
authorities and the Army Council, it is my 
painful duty to inform you that this afternoon 
you are expected to do at least one about-turn. 
Much as I regret, this, orders is orders, ana 
muer be obeyed. Besides, you never Know wliat 
it might lead to. If you oblige and do it suc
cessfully. there may even be nromotion for 
some of you.

“ ' Therefore, gentlemen,’ I should say, 'may 
I request that you raise your beautiful bodies 
slightly, loising oh the right heel and left toe 

tfublfmo (members of yowl- axlmirtVuüe 
anatomy, afterwards swinging a half turn lu 
the right, bringing the left neel into position 
with a pronounced click. Of course, I know 
it’s a beastly bore and all that, but. war’s war, 
gentlemen, and these degrading duties must be 
done.’

“ Then, running my episcopal eye along the 
ranks. I should notice that some of the men 
were not quite ready.

•“'Excuse me, Private Brown,’ I should sav, 
'but pitch-and-toss in the ranks is not lookea 
upon with favour by the military authorities. 
Therefore, when you have called to Private 
Johnson, will you kindly return the coin to 
your pocket and oblige yours truly ? Thank 
you ! And now, gentlemen, if you are all quite 
rested and tit would you be so good as to 
about-turn ?’
"What do you think they’d do? They'd tell 

me to go and bury my muddy old face in a. dug- 
out and lose the ticket. I shouldn’t get any
thing done. But take the proper method. 
Thusly :—

" ' Gomp’ny, honk ! Why . thehonkity honk 
don’t you honk, you bladdorheqded lot of gazee- 
kas? You plucky mugwumps! You perishing 
lot of hump-backed gorillas ! You stand there 
with your legs all wobbling like new-boiled 
macaroni, with a look on your ugly, three- 
cornered dials as if the insides of you was 
full of high explosive, and about as intelligent 
a as wagon-load of ruddy-nosed village idiots 
with the mumps.

" ' Stand up !’ I says. ' Stand hup, you 
disastrous devils, and try to lock as if you 
meant it. And when I say ' Honk ’ yon mind 
you get a wiggle on it, you blazing lot of stu
pefied sandbags ! Now then, “ Cimp'ny— 
Honk !” ’

" And immediately they all fall over. Five 
are carried away bleeding profusely from the 
nose, and the rest a,re picked up ajid dusted 
by the lance-corporals. But, anyway, I get 
something for my money, whereas the bishop 
don't. That’s the difference.

" And let me tell you for the benefit of all 
new recruits that this forming fours business 
isn’t so barmy as it looks. You never know 
when you may be glad of the information so 

■ obtained in these early days. Suppose you get 
into a tight corner. A thousand Fritzes are 
advancing on you from the front, and two 
thousand at the double from the rear, you are 
being shelled from the four points of the com
pass, vou’ve got your foot stuck in a hole and 
the barbed wire is affectionately embracing 
your trousers and face. You are sitting on a 
live bomb with the pin drawn, and to make 
matters worse, and finally put the lid on, it is 
raining cats and dogs. Having lost your rifle, 
what would you do in the circumstances ?

“ Form fours, of course ! A fine thing is 
forming fours. I’ve formed some thousands of 
’em in my time—beauties.

" But you can take it from .me, cussing in 
the Army is highly essential. In fact, some 
of the sergeants have to go through a special 
profanity course before they get their stripes. 
That’s why I got passed over."

T OST.—-A wrist watch in the wash room 
w A „ Ward. Finder please return to F 
Redfem, "B” Ward duty room.

THE ROSE OF DENMARK.
MANY HAPPY RE TURKS TO QUEEN ALEXANDRA 

WHO CELEBRATED HER BIRTHDAY ON DEC. 1.

The other day a crowd of little Italian 
children had assembled outside a cinema to 
which Queen Alexandra had paid a visit. She 
had gone to see the great Italian war film, and 
the «'hole Italian colony m London took the 
royal visit as a personal compliment to them
selves.

The children, in charge of their teachers* 
were waiting impatiently for the royal party 
to come cut. “ We may cheer the Queen, may 
we not?” one little dark-eyed girl asked.

“Of course you may, bn: lye careful that you 
all cheer together,” was the teacher's reply.

“ But what shall we say?” the tiniest mite 
in the school, a brown-eyed, golden-haired fairy 
dressed in white, asked.

“Enviva el Regina—long live the Queen!" 
the teacher said.

A few moments later, when Queen Alexandra 
came out, she was greeted by a regular hurri
cane of cheers. There was silence for a 
moment as, before stepping into her carriage, 
she smiled and bowed her thanks to the bright
faced little girls, and them a tiny, shrill voice 
rang out, clear and alone :

"Long live the beautiful Queen !"
The little fair-haired girl hadn't deemed her 

teacher’s instructions sufficient. “ Well, she is 
beautiful, so why shouldn’t 1 have said it, 
she explained afterwards between smiles and 
tears as, astonished at her sudden outburst, 
teacher and children crowded round her. “She 
is even beautiful for a Queen.”

And the -verdict of the little Italian girl is 
endorsed by every man, woman, and child in 
the British Empire.

Queen Alexandra's popularity began when 
she came as a pretty, graceful girl of nineteen 
to be the bride of King Edwaid, then Prince 
of Wales, in 1863. Women copied her dress, 
heir smile, the way she did her hair. For very 
many years the long side-curl worn by the them 
Princess of Wales, and known as the " Alexan
dra” curl, was the fashionable coiffure.

Since me war Queen Alexandra has been one 
of the busiest ladies in tre land. She has re
mained almost constantly in London, where she 
has been simply indefatigable in all kinds of 
work for the soldiers at the Front and the 
sick and wounded 'in France and at home.

Once she served coffee, tea, and buns to a 
number of soldiers at a Y.M.C.A. recreation 
lxut. “I call it the best kind of send-off l 
could have hall, and it’ll bring me luck," was 
the remark of one lad in khaki, just off to ,~e 
Front, when he had been smilingy asked by the 
Queen-mother if he would have lea or coffee, 
and had taken, as he described it, "a jolly 
good mug of tea,” from her hands.

Quee-- Alexandra is a constant visitor to the 
military hospitals in London which bear her 
name. Last year she presented a silver-mount
ed walking-stick and a service pocket-book to 
each patient in the hospital, and a box of 
chocolates to every member of the nursing 
staff.

Queen Alexandra is a great favourite with 
the younger members of the Royal family, who 
take' a! their little troubles and worries to 
" grannie.”

WAR-TRAIN CONTROLLER.
SIR HERBERT WALKER’S GREAT TASK.

There are scores of eminent men whose names 
are not much before the general public, but 
Avhio are working hard behind the scenes to see 
our " contemptible little Army” through. 
Among them is Sir Herbert Walker, the general 
manager of the London and South-Western 
Railway.

It is no exaggeration to say that the trans
portation of our troops to France would have 
been impossible but for the wonderful organ
izing abilities of this great expert.

As chairman of the Railway Executive Com
mittee, which now arranges the whole work of 
railways under Government supervision ail 
over the kingdom, he is responsible for the 
safe transport of stores, ammunition, and food 
across to France, the conveyance of vast quan
tities of coal from ports to inland towns, and 
the enormous work of keeping the whole of 
the British Isles plentifully supplied with the 
necessities of life.

Since the war no fewer than 15,000 special 
trains conveying troops have been run on the 
London and South-Western Railway, as well as 
2,500 fully-equipped Red Cross trains carrying 
our wounded. So wonderfully have these cars 
been constructed that a serious operation 
could actually be performed whilst the train 
was going at a speed of thirty miles an hour.

Sir' Herbert was originally intended1 for the 
medical profession, but he preferred the en
gineering shop to the operating theatre. He 
finally abandoned the idea of becoming a doc
tor and entered the service of the London and 
North-Western Railway.

It was not long before he gained recognition, 
and in 1910 he was appointed outdoor goods 
manager.

The offer of thie high position of general 
manager of the London and South-Western 
Railway in 1910 caused quite a flutter in rail
way circles.

Naturally when a young man is appointed 
to a post of such great responsibility there are 
doubt or misgivings in the minds of old ana 
important servants of the company as to the 
ability of their new chief.

Sir Herbert Walker allows no slackers to be 
near him. but has every respect for the ener
getic workman, and he is as willing to receive 
sound advice as he is to give it, when it is 
worth having.

Since the war no patriot could have done 
more for his country. Sir Herbert may well 
be proud of the fact that no fewer than 3,800 
of his men are with the Colours and " doing 
their bit." He has placed some of his com
pany’s best workshops at the disposal of the 
Ministry of Munitions and he has sent many 
of his skilled workmen to make shells. And 
Sir Herbert has not forgotten the wives and 
children of his men now fighting. He is for
warding payments to the families left at home.

-V. trainload of Boche prisoners was being 
taken from the Somme Front, and a Hun offi
cer found himself in a third-class carriage 
with a " Tommy ” as escort.

"Why.” said he, in an injured tone, “have 
I, an officer, to travel third class ?”

" Because," said Tommy, " I’ve got to guard’ 
you, and they didn’t think a British soldier 
ought to be put in a cattle-truck, see?”

PLEASE TELL US.
Why Mack sat looking at a key in a certain 

house in Buxton? And where was he when he 
said : " Four at a time?”

Which corporal of the staff was it who cried 
to quieten the baby, or was it the nurse who 
received the to ont attention ? Can, (Jorpl. 
Roulston tell us?

Who is the young lady who said -he would 
never marry a man with hail- cot his legs? 
And who is the man ?

Who is the ( ’anadian who is thinking of 
taking over the dye works in Spring Gardens ? 
Does Shepherd know ?

Was it owing to the darkened streets that a 
certain Canadian took a young lady for a walk, 
and what caused the loss of the lady’s earring ? 
Does J. -----  know ?

Why does the mere mention of “ geegees " 
" get ” the office staff ?

Will certain voting ladies in Buxton miss the 
“ Canadian Red Cross Special”? Better keep 
this weeK's copy as a souvenir.

Who were the four soldiers taking to four 
young ladies in Spring Gardens when one of 
the girls struck a match and rile other three 
bolted ? Does " Sleep " know ?

Who is the soldier who persisted in kissing 
a young lady in a shop doorway in Spring 
Gardens ?

Is Sergt. Martin contemplating attending the 
school children’s fete?

Whether it was really the tall lady or the 
1 i rile school teacher, who was chasing a cer
tain Staff-Sergeant on Monday night, anu 
which of them caught him?

Why does Pte. H. walk Spring Gardens alone 
these days ?

If Ptes. Worthing and Leach are members of 
the H. and II. Company?

Why was Lily so tickled with the bombard
ment of Freddy ?

Who is the person who stated that Pte. Pur
ser was married and walked out with a mar- 
Tied lady ? Does he need his head examined ?

If Pte. Sergeant has now opened up in the 
tobacco business and how much will two pack
ages of cigarettes cost?

If Jimmie was sore about the tickets, or was 
he worried over parting with the other six
pence ?

Who the young lady was that mistook Sammy 
for someone else, and did not find out her mis
take until after the usual osenlatory greetings 
were passed?

Is Sammy anxious to meet the young lady 
again?

When the next meeting of the H. and H 
Company will be held ?

Who is the Sister that is barred from the 
Roller rink owing to the weakness of the floor?

The reason of the fire in Lieut. Young's 
room; was he anxious to see the famous Bux
ton Fire Brigade?

Was Corel. Cook disappointed when he 
didn't get his usual letter, and did he get two 
next mail ?

What Sergt. Moss intends doing with the 
baby carriage?

When Robinson intends taking another bath?
Why Wilks keeps calling for “Lily” in his 

sleep ?
How Sergt. Henderson likes his new home, 

and is he figuring on joining the Sim?
If Pte. Porter professes to lie such an artist 

which could he draw the quicker, a bottle or 
the. cork?

VV ho is the Private who offered to take two 
young ’ladies home and left them in --e 
middle of a field, saying it was too cod? Does 
Pte. ANjfl^h know ?

Why ■rCte. Porter looking so worried these 
days ? Is it worrying over Nellie in Leigh- 
Wood ?

Who are the two soldiers that were hugring 
three igg^ig ladies in Spring Gardens? Does 
Corpl. ^Withroyd and Scotty Wells know?

Why Jimmie was so eager to have the pic
ture framed, after deciding not to? Did he 
have anyone in mind ?

Why Sergt. Moss objected to taking the 
long distance ’phone message ? Did he not 
want the young lady to know that he was go
ing to Manchester ?

Why Pee. Sargeant showed off his mou
stache ? Did his young lady object to it?

Who accompanies the chef on his nightly 
visits up the hill since Corpl. Keen went on 
night duty ?

What Pte. Sinclair's young lady weighs ?
Why the Sister asked Sergt. Scott if he was 

Sergt.' Scoct, and what does she know about 
him ?

Is the editor of the Please Tell Us column 
carrying a gun this week for protection ?

What relation had the pair of white gloves 
to the fact that there was no orderly room 
for three days? Had the absence of dhe 
" staff ” anything to do with it ?

What the fair maiden told Corpl. Houston 
when he asked her if she could buy a penny
worth of humbugs ?

PERSONAL MENTION.
N. Sister Mills has been attached to this 

hospital for duty during the past week.
Pte. Worthing is visiting his brother at 

Liverpool.
N. Sister Smith reported for duty this week 

from the C.A.M.C. training school.
Editor Duncan is still confined to his bed, 

conducting the paper fro|m that point of 
(disad) vantage.

N. Sister Walker reported for duty this week 
from the C.A.M.C. training school.

N. Sisters Popham and Wilson have been 
transferred to the Ravenscroft Military Hos
pital, Seaford.

FIRE DRILL FOR HORSES.
A DEVICE TO SAVE THEIR LIVES.

Horses are terrified of fire, and when a con
flagration breaks out in a stable a terrible 
panic ensues among the animals. A new in
vention has already been put into use which 
will bring the horses from the stable into the 
open five seconds after the fire-drill alarm is 
soonded.

The stalls in the stable are fitted with doors 
which are hung on gravity hinges. ilieas 
hinges allow the door to swing open when the 
latches are undone. To .the latches is attached 
a wire cord, which is joined together in places 
by links that melt in slight heat. As soon as 
a fire breaks out these links melt almost im
mediately, enabling the doors to fly open.

The manger is fixed to the door, so that the 
horse, instead of standing with his back to
wards the exit, faces it.

As soon as each door opens a gate drops and 
the horse cannot back, but is bound to go for
ward. As soon as the door opens the manger 
drops, and releases the rope by which the 
horse is tied. The animal is then free to run 
into the yard.


