oo lshadow of the house; 5503 ko was! ke e
‘doseo':nder t:e noeareu. window. Lost n the Jlmgle

RED SHADOWS i e dmer one doo e ste his head

' oo cautiously, bezan to raise his head A Graphic Deseripiion of'aa Aviator's
Br J. P. Loughnan

until he could sea orer the window-{ Experience, by G. W. T. Garrood, in
siL 3 The Listener. London.

Tee room was lighted by ose big) g payppened in 1916, I was with the
15“‘,“’”” lamp, with a crimsor ‘z.‘”’e-: R. C. F. and had been seat to Nom-
Iwhich threw tho handsome furdXUrelyaccn  part of our daties there were

iato sogt relief. But Jake's ﬁe:’ce e;rs; to turn our thea eaemy, the Germaas.
; ;:_’e :;"’;2:?;‘ "'s’;aii‘;?s:e":ig out of Tagganyika territory. Ocze day
Az enc m‘_‘ds R senilwas ordered to fiy from our Seld
side. Oze was 2 hax °:;° man ®ih o qylo, sust south of the Glusura Moua-
his crooked sboulders, Jasper stared broxrn' Beard a::} m?usu\_e, the other
stoaizht ahead 21 3 spot on top of the . T 3iariam Tregalias.
hill where the ro=d bracched of to! Jake's hasds tishtened roazd the
rizht and feft. When he saw thar zo 532 A red mist rese bafore his eyes.
one axaited them his crafty eyes par- His heart seemed B tzunder azainst
rowad iz a smil2 of satisfaction. {his rids: there were palses beating
Jake Penruddock was alsp watching h‘so_ L:‘\mfn ers bekind Ris temples.
ok o s soad. BEk e faet ahat | Di20T BE 20w e Rk Ser
erted brought a look tha sleek geatleman produce a littiz
d‘saprxa‘*lme;‘z o his leather case, pull out some noles a{d
e R press them into Miriam's outstretched

The fshizg feet had returaed to
Portgarry, and littls Jasper Foy had
got his usual job. As ke morved slow-
1y uphill towards the yillage with Jake

Penreddock’s kitsack balanmced across
taizs, to bemt a place called Lozi

Lozl Logi Logi was bout 45 miles
due south. Ozne of our infastry ool
umas had reached the Rufji Rirer, oz
which the place was situated, but
were farther up. Howerver, with the
excessive optimis:a of youth, 1 de
cided to do withcut the help which
our owa wmea could 2ford iz an emar-
gency, and Bew due south, over coun-
try which was totally uninkabited in

of growinz

haudsome face. For here was the spot
whers Airiam Trezgallas alwars mel‘,
bhim on his return from sea. Thex:
while Jasper took the kit-sack home,’
Jake and Miriam  would wander off
through the twilight to tell Love's old
sweer story, which is always new.

the sack from his shoulders.

“Reckon she won't ture up to-night.
No time for the likes of us nowadays!™
he croaked.

Jake, who had been peering to right
and left through the lensthening shad-
ows, swung round.

“\What d'y'mean?” he snapped.

“] mean that Miriam Tregallas has
3zarnt to iook higher than such folks
as we since last you was ashore.” Jas-
per thrust his hatchet face across the
kit-sack and added in a lower tone:
“If you give me five bob I'll tell you
where to find her. She's going with a
real geatleman now!™

A flame of anger flashed from Jake’s
black eyes. Before Jasper could move
a great hand caught him by the scuff
of the neck. “Take back that lie, you
little rat.” cried Jake Penruddock, “or
I'll shake the life out of you. There
ain't no gentry here since the big
house has bean to let.”

“It’s not to let. It's bin taken——""
Jasper gasped. “Let go 0" my collar
and I'll tell "ee about Miriam and the
gentleman who's there.”

Slowly Jake's grip relaxed. R
should be Iying. God help vou, Jasper
Foy'" he mutterad.

“l wouldn't be such a fool
know that” grumbled Jasper.
you think anything. “cept another chap,
*ud keep Miriam from meeting you to-
night?”

“\WWhere is she?” raspad Jake.

“Up to the big houce, with Mr. Stan-
hope Chester, the gentleman who's
taken it. Miriam do spend all her
spare time up there these days. If ee
don't believe I, go and ask her sister
Martha!™

Jake's face weat grey under his tan,
the fire in his eves frightened Jasper.
For a few moments he stood cleach-
ing and unclenching his fists. Then
suddenly he thrust oie hand into a
pocket and pulled out some coins anll
a key.

“Take my kit home and leave the
door on the latch. You needn't wait,
for me; 1 may be latisbh.”

His manner was quite calm now, but
it scared Jasper more than his fury.
He took the money and the key in a
hand that trembled. ¢Where be go-
jng?” he whispered.

Jake shot one penetrating glance it
the hatchet face whick showed like 2
a pale wedge through the deepening
darkness. “I'm going to Martha Tre-
gallas,” he said, and his tone was like
jce. -“And if so be you've lied to me,
Jasper For—" He broke off with a
Jaugh that made Jasper's blood run
cold, then strode away through the
shadows.

Jasper drew a sleeve 2Cross his
sweating forehead. “This’ll mean mur-
der,” he muttered.

For a few moments he stcod mo-
tionless, his narrow eves bent to the
ground. Suddenly he looked _up with
a muttered exclamation, dropped key
and coins in his pocket, shouldered
the.sack, and hurried offi down the
road that led to Jake’s cottage.

Portgarry hamlet straggles along
the side of a hiil. When Jake reached
the, cottage where Ma.tha and Miriam
lived, he gave one krock on the open
door and walked in. A lean woman of
about his own age looked round from
a stew-pot on the fire; she was Mar-
tha, the elder Tregallas sister.

“\Vhere’s Miriam?” he heard him-
self ask.

Martha eyed him angrily.

“Don’t talk of that shameless girl to
me,” she cried. “The sooner you take
her away the better pleased T'll be.
She acd her gentleman friend!”

“Where's Miriam?” Jake repeated,
softly. Y

«\ith Mr. Chester at the big house,”
rasped Martha. “You'd best go up
along and congratulate her!” But
Jake had vanished.

As he strode through the village
neighbours. from their cottage” doors
gave him good evening. Jake neither
heard nor answered, for a tempest of
murderous anger filled his ears and
shut out all other sound. Presently
the outlines of his own cottage showed
up ahead. He gave a savige laugh,
jerked. the door open, and ontered.

It was very dark inside, but he know
what he had come to fetch. Pulling off
his heavy sea boots, he groped for a
pair of light shoes, and put them on.
Then, from the wall above the kitchen
fireplace, he took down a double-bar-
relled shotgun and slipped out through
the back door. Opening the breech of
the gun, he noted the two cartridges
it contained. Then, with set face, he
hurried forward.

The blg house stood in its own
grounds behind Portgarry hamlet.
Jake entered the grounds-by a side
zate and threaded his way through a
plantation till he stood at the edge of
a big Jawn which swept right up to
the nouse. Here he paused to peep

hard. She took them, smiling.

Jake dashed the sweat from kis eyes
and leapt back from the window to his

full height. Crash! Crash! Ti
double report seemed to £l the whol

world with thunder; then he was run-
= 5 jning, rucning as he had pever rua be-
At the top of the hill Jasper jerked fore from the nameless horror behind.
Gradually, as he ran, the movement
Why

seemed to clear his brain.
should he try to escape? How cou!
he hopa to escape? ‘What was ther
left for him ia life now that he Ra
killed Miriam?  Nothing:
take him and make an end of it. H
stopped running; ke would go hom
and wait for them.

Back ia the little kitchen, he lodged
the gun in a corner acd slumpad on,top of the landing wheels.

10 a chair beside the table.

parts and as thick as the African
jungle can be.

{ was about three .niles from Losi
e! Logi when my ergine began tc cough
2| and sputter. 1 eased the throttle, and
then tried jerking to clear it. but 1
knew it was igrition trouble, and fa 2
few seconds my propeller stopped and
my precious S$55 feet of altitude was
600. 1 selected a “nice graen oval
d} stretch of grass™ to set the plane down
e| upon, released my bombs, and pan-
d| caked the bus (that is, made a slow

let them |landing without runaning far). To my

e| great consternation I found tnat the
e! grass was six feet high, and the ma-
chine turned on her nose. It was a
bog. and the water nearly covered the
My first
impression was of the eerie silence,

Through the wadow he could see which sent a shiver through my spine.

tufts of grass and bushes movin
glost-like in the darkness. For a lon
while he watched timidly.

z11 remained perched up in my cockpit
g | for a minute, 1 suppose. bafore a bird

And then|screeched and broke the silence. Then

suddenly a new figure appoared among 1 reached for my revolver. ammuni-

the grass ard bushes.
forward with staring eves; He felt hi

Jake started |tion, sun helmet, water bottle, some

s!quinine and a tin of sardi:es and a

flesh creep, the hair on his scalp stif- packet of chocolate which were in a

fen. Miriam's ghost stood in the gar- small emergency k..

den coufroating him.
Cold panic gripped Jake's heart a
he saw that ghostly figure begin U

move. With slow, deliberate steps it

crossed the tiny garden towards th
half-open door.

|Jake watched the door swing back, saw
“1f you the figure asain revealed, motionless.

on his threshold.

For a few moments only the sigh of
You the wind broke that eerie stillness;
«Do ' then in a hoarse whisper Jake began to

speak.

In speechless terror|euemy lines.

1 realized that
1 probably had a long walk of about
| forty miles. So off came the compass.
oland I let myself fown into the water.
Due north was the course decided
o | upon, chiefly to avold running i@l the
It as 445 p.m., su 1 de
cided to make for the nearest lot of
trees before sundown, at least, and
probably to do a couple :I hours® hik-
jug. Unfortunately 1 had had an at-
tack ot malaria thre2 days previously
and was 2ot in cross-country form.
We were right in the rainy season, 30

“Why did you fail me, Miriam? Why the traveling was particularly difficuit.

did vou drive me to this?”
He turned away, dropped face i

hands. Was he dreaming? He ha
killed Miriam, yet Miriam’s voice now
spoke.

«So it was you did that mad thing
Oh, Jake,
when I didn't meet you, there
something important to keep m
away!”

He leapt up. his fears forgotten in a
fresh flood of jealous rage. “You mean

the gentleman at the big house? Th
chap vou've been spending all you

{time with since last I went to sea?
And you thought I'd let him take you

from me?”

“For shame, Jake,” retorted I}liriam,

hotly,

tongues.
mine that I went to the big house—"
“Yes, I saw him paying you——"
Miriam stamped her feet.
business with 3Mr. Chester.
concerns us three;
told no one else.”
me,” remarked Jake, grimly.
police will be here soon.”
“Listen,” said Miriam.
a splendid portrait of me for nex
year's Academy.
Iate.

get married, my dear.”
straight, Miriam?"”.
wasn't?”

“Is he badly injured?”

“Injured? - No.

plosions.

mons you for the damage.
pay. I think he'll forgive youy when

ousy.”

Jake lit a lamp and took his gun

from the corner.

There's something odd here.”

der but no shot in those cases.
could have done that?”

voice from the door.
ed form of Jasper Foy.
“What about another five bob, Jake?

—Tit-Bits (London).

"

The Dock Dreamer

Down at the docks on his lonesom
beat,

With broken shoes on his shufflin
feot;

Watching the tugs as they come ~n

aglow; -

seas,

out through the bupshes that bordered
the lawn. ok -
Most of the rooms were in darkness, '
but two ground-floor windows showed
a light and both windows were opep. |
Setting his teeth, Jake slipped  out
from the bushes and padded  softly
across tke lawn. Soon he was in the

done,

As he sits alone in the noon-tide sun,| -
still_where - his " fancy

Seeing 'em
strays.. i\ : £

Those gallant  ships. of his sailin
‘days.

—By. Harvey: McKenzie in N.Y. Sun,

you might have guessed, >
was | the nearest tree, but the animal must

“Suppose you just listen to me in-
stead of heeding the gossip of idle
It was for your sake and

«j1ol4 | beneath my tree.

vour tongue till I've explained my
It only
that’s why I've

“You'll not hav h time to tell
o n D L “Tfm of the brisht lights kept up for ten

“Mr. Ches-
ter is an artist. He has been painting

He hoped. to finish
it this afternoon, but there was more
work than he expected, so I stayed
That's why I couldn’t meet you.
But the painting’is finished now, and
I've got ten pounds, Jake, so we can

“Then the geantleman was —-quite

“Do you thitk I'd work for one who

But there’s some
glass and ornaments broken by the ex-
Oh, Jake, dear, what a fool-
ish, wicked thing to do!” If Mr. Ches-
ter weren’t so decent, he'd likely sum-
We'll go
up along and see him now and offer to

explain how it was just stupid jeal-

“Miriam,” he said, rather shakily,
“I fired those shots:to'kill, and you
talk of a few broken window panes.

He opened the breech of the gun
and laid two cartridge cases, on the
table. “Look!"” he exclaimed. “They've
both been cut In half; thgre was pow- .
Who

“I did, Jake Penruddock,” came a
Looking round, they saw the'crook-

“I was scared you'd do some mis-
chief with the gun,” continued Jasper. . 2

80,
With a grizzled grin and his~eyes
For he's @reaming of soft sapphire

Far tropic isles and ocean breeze—
And longing again for a lost lagoon, o5 2 =
Or a fiddle's rasp in an old saloon;
But his watch is over, his days are

My compass proved very valuable.
n|as the growth was high and dense. 1
d|soon came across fresh elephant
spoors, and then came face to face
with an ugly black animal about four
1 | feet high and with vicious-looking
tusks. Wisdom cautioned making for

e | have been nervous, too, for it crashed
off into the undergrowth. When the
sllence died away there was another
of those eerie silences.

e{ Dark came on, and although my tree
r| was not a very comfortable one, I had
to stay there. About seven o'clock a
terrific thun ler storm came on, and in
less than a minute I was drenched.
When the storm abated the mosqui-
toes came out. I was wearing shorts,
so my knees were left to every hungry
mosquito, and they were all hungry.
About nine a lion rcared close by. 1
triecd to doze off when the roaring
ceased, but suddenly a twig snapped
The moon was com-
but all I could see was two
green lights. Tae two lights circled
round and round my tree. I couldn’t
fire my revolver because the rain had
soaked everything I had. The circling

ing up,

minutes, but it seemed more like len
hours. At last I began to shudder; my
nerves seemed almost at the snapping
point. Suddenly something seemed to
give way inside me; I yelled at the top
of my voice. At once the leopard
slunk away in the undergrowth, the
eyes disappeared. e

I as ashamed of my fearful exhibi-
tion of fear, and tried to sing. That
kelped, and for hours it seemed I>sang
everything I could think of, even
hymns which ended wvith a long-drawn
Amen. It did seem incongruous to be
singing “All Things Bright and Beauti-
ful” while wet through, with jungle
animals prowling all about, and -the
incessant sound of frogs and mos-
quitoes. s

About 3 am. I began to get very

t

costumes of the district..
that is, the bicrcle.

Here

The great Spree Forest festival in Germany, calls forth native

we see a revival of an old-timer,

the temptation to touch my scan'y
stores. ;

As soon as it was light enough 1
left my tree and pushed off, keeping
to my compass coursae. My khaki drill
shirt and srorts and puttees were wet
and clammy. 1 crossed two streams,
which 1 had to swim, and by 8.20 a.m.
I was confr.nted by a substantial
river runeing east and west. 1 could
not throw my clothes across, so I put
the revolver and food in my tunic
pocket, fastened it rounc my neck, so
tLat the revolver would not have a
chance to ge: wet, and tied my boots
to the back of my belt. I had only
gone a short distance when 1 caught
sight of the ugly nose 0. a crocodile
quite close to me. In the excitement
and the extra energy used at the sight
of him the tunic came undone and
down went the precious revolver. my
compass, and the bit of food. But I
reached the srore all right, only to
be confronted by a huge hippo. That
meant another swift sally into a handy
tree. :

My plight was now bad. The under-
growth was almost h.artbreaking to
penetrate, and I had no means of Ci-
recting my progress. At ‘he end of
the first hous I was not more than a
hundred yards frory the river. -The
bush scratched my face, arms and legs
unmercifully. Then it began {o rain,
and it lasted for a couple of hours—
real tropical downpour. My stomach
began to rumble, but there.was noth-
ing to satisfy it with, my head ached
as though I was in for a return of the
fever.” I struck a game path which
ended in 2 bad bog, which was an aw-
ful trial. Once or twice 1 heard the
drone of an airplane o-erhead, but my
signaling was all in vain.

Bovond the bog the country was less
densely overgrown, but there was
cruelly sharp, short thorn bush which
tore my legs and arms, and :aused ter-
rific pain. Added to that were
myriads of long, thin flies which also
managed to draw con.iderable blood.
I was drinking now from streams and
any old pool, but the food question
was becoming serious.

After crossin. my seventh stream
for the day I sat down to get dried 4
bit, and spread out. my shirt and
shorts in ‘the sun. Then along came
another huge hippo «nd forced me to
another tree. Whea I came down
again it was almost dark, and I could
find no trace of my clothes. I remem-
bered some quinine which I had put
into my helmet a few days previous,
and took a little of that to help the
fever. But it made me violently sick,
and I soon developed that “fed-up-
fever” feeling. That night I didn't
mind the lions and leopards so much.
because I felt almost dazed.

Next morning I managed to start

hungry, but I managed to withstand

out again. I soon came across a bu(-.]

falo and thea a family of giraffes.
They moved off quietly, -probably be-
cause I was a sorry eanough sight to
send anything -way, clad as [ was In
onls my boots aad scant undergar-
ments. I trudged on, once almost
stepping on a veromous snake, but 1
had become too tired to care much
what happened. With the third night
a terrible depression  came over me,
and I began to feel that [ would not
get through to the Uluguru Mountains,
which were now my sole compass.

The next morning a pair of vultures
followed my weak and :tumbling way.
This frightened ma badly at first, but
1 selected a young bough of a tree as
a cudge), and determined not to give
in. About 2 o'clock on the fourth day
1 came to another bogz, and saw odd-
looking stakes in the water, rather
like a fence. Then, to my great joy,
I saw two natives, just as I had tried
to ease my hunger with a bit of raw
fish. The fish made me sick, but the
natives were the means of getting me
back to safety eventually.

THE DECEIVER

A little boyr surprised his parents
refusing to be scared into being
good.

“It's no use telling me tho angels
will write down in their books if I'm
naughty,” he said. “I might as well
tell vou they think up in Heaven
that I'm dead.” g

“But why should théy think that?”

ers for two weeks.”

“Your cook sits on Four front
piazza every evening.” -

“Well, we like the back porch
just as well, and of course we never
say anything to hurt cook’s feelings
in the hot weather.”

The teacher told the children about
the Garden of Eden and how Adam
and Eve had disobeyed after being
forbidden to eat the fruit of one tree.
“Now, <hildren,” she said, “can any-
one tell me what lesson that teaches
ts?”  “Yes, miss,” replied a small
toy. “Eat less fruit.”

SNAFSHOTS OF A BOY PRACTICING
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS
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“Because I haven't said my pray-

‘| sold at retail.

The Iot of the tiller of the soil ia
medieval England  would - certainly
have been far more tolerable if her
had been a little more rsourefcl and
enterprising fn his daily work )
was desperately coaservative aond
slow, distrustful of pew ideas if aoy

re:ched him, and most unlikely to
lhare any of his owna. Each warzor
contained land of ‘three kinds: sra.
ble, pasture, and aaste or common.
But the yield of the cxuitirated land
was very poor, often oxly six buskels
fro:n an acre in retum for two... ..

The aspect of tha counlsy was vary
different from wxhat it is pow, azd
decidedly less attractive. Few hedges
divided the felds from tke higlroad
and from each otker. The rarious
holdings were marked off by baulks
of upplouzhed turf, and, as they
were usually strips instead of squares,
tha suriace of the land pust have
had a queer striped appearance. The
homes of the villeins were litue bet-
tar than huts, the ~ walls made of
wattle and dawb. Thiz was a very
simple method of construction, prac-
tised by tke ancient Egyptians. A
wall of this typa coasisted of a rw
of upright stakes connected by
twisted withes and then covered with
rough plaster. Just as in prehistoric
times the potter was wont to orna-
ment kis clay pots with rows of
scratches or thumbnail imprints. the
medieval plasterer liked to make a
crude pattern of herring-bone linea
or intersecting angles upon the pale
grey mud before it hardened .and
dried. The roofs of these cabins
would be etither of thatch or of inter-
woven boughs, and on the foors of
bare earth straw was thickly strewn.
Since straw served as bedding for
both man ard beast, it was a very
useful thing: hence the medieval

" The Aspect of Medieval England -

i

kabit of catting the grain very hizh
up on the stalk when reaping Ia
the smaller bouses <chimneys werd
unknown, acd the sxoke of the win-}
ter wood-fires escaped a3 best it}
might through a hole 1n the roofl , .|

Harrest =was the great event ol
the year. Ukeirersity students were
released from their books ian order
that they might iznd 2 kand i2 the
Selds; kence the lanzth of the “Loag
Vac™ in summer to this day. At

_burrest asd haymaking time the

Isborers often received small zifts ia
kicd. Thus at North Curry, iz Som-
erset, each reaper mizht claim a
sheaf bound with a band “loznz ea.
ough to zo twice round the rzapars
head™; the man who made hurdles
bad thirty cut saplings, and the hay-
ward could take as much hay as ha
was able to raisa to his “medkniche
or mijd-knes. Communal farming was
practised in Enzland until tke mid-
e of the fourteenth century, and did
not pass wholly out of use for some
tima afterward. Under this system
all the lands. both the lord’s lands
(the demesue) and the tenants’ Lold-
ings, were cultivated together. Ths
holding of the free tenant averaged
about thirty acres: that of the villelm
might be little mora than a plot, or
might extend to five or ten acres, or
more. Each holding weza divided into
separate strips, sometimes at a coa-
siderable distance from each other,
so that poor and rich land should be
fairly shared out. \Whenever the corn
was cut and gathered into barns all
the cattle of the village were let
loose to graze upon the stubble.
Meanwhile the grain was threshed
and winnowed, and taken in sacks
to the manorial mill to be ground.—
Dorothy Margaret Stuart, in “Men
and Women of Plantagenet England.”

Says Blood Spots in Eggs
Normal and Unharmful

Fears of housewives that blood
+pots in eggs indicate a lack of fresh-
ness or that such eggs are not fit for
food are not warranted in most iv-
stances, according to Professor C. S.
Platt, poultry husbandman at the New
Jersey Agricultural Experiment Sta-
tion, who says blood spots may, be
found in strictly fresh eggs and in
eggs that are normal in all other
respects. .

The cause of a blood spot is the
rupture of a small membrane in the
sac which envelopes the yolk before
its release into the fowl's oviduct,
where albumen and shell are added
to m»<e the complete egg. Often only
a smali blood vessel is ruptured and
the blood spot is aardly discernibie
At other times sufficient blovd may
accumulate on the yolk to cause a de-
cided discoloration of both yolk and
white of the egg.

“When the blood becomes diffused
throughout the white,” Professor Platt
explains, “the egg should not be con-
sidered as edible. When there is oniy
a small speck of blcod on the yolk,
however, there is no reason for dis-
carding the egg. After the egg is
broken the blood spot can te removid
with a fork or spoon £nd the egg used
for any desired purpose.

“The presence of this small amount
of blood in the egg is not in any way
indicative of diseased birds, as prac-
tically every bird produces a few eges
containing some blood at some time
daring her life. Under most condi-
tions blood spots can be detected by
candling, which is the general prac-
tice on many farm: where eggs are
Even with the best of
care .aere is a possibility of some
eggs being mixed when candled, par-
ticularly if the yolks are dark or the
ezgs are brown shelled, and buyers of
eggs should not be too critical if oced-
sionally eggs are found with small
blood spots.” -

E N Sl

Reading ala Carte

z

In an attractive. London restaurant
the sign that first meets the eve
uestions  the guest: “Are you lunch-
ing alone?” Next, “If so, why not
take a book?” The sign hangs be-
side the desk where the friendly pro-
prietor sits.

Above the notice is’'a shelfl - on
which a dozen books in attractively
colored ceilophanc . cover are ar-
arranged. Although the number is
small- the selection is sufficiently
varied to suit many tastes. Includ-
ed are essays, short storles, verse
plays and novels. The service is
free to the restaurant’s patrons. Nor
does the bookseller a few doors
down, from whom the books are pro-
cured, charge the restaurant for their
use. ~ A label_in the front of the
book simply tells . the reader - the
name and address of the bookseller
who has donated the volume..

The gesture by both.the restaurant
proprietor and Dbookseller is gener-
ous, and happily not unrewarded.. A
book lover who is captured by the
scintillating prose or lilting poetry of
one of the season’s latest books can-
not easily. give it up because a mere
meal is ended.  Even when he must
hurry through hsi meals, he finds him-
self at dinmer time automatically
‘turning in at the restaurant which
not only " serves  delicious food, but
where waits his favorite book which
he laid aside regretfully yesterday.

Some customers, indeed, are likely
to patronize the restaurant-library
until ‘an Interesting book is finished.
Or, -if ‘that is impossible, they may
resolve fto . buy. the book—from the
bookseller. who so far-sightedly. loan-
ed it in the first place. - : ,

Thus, with the slogan, “Read While
You Eat” a service as_wide In its
appeal as lending libraries - may be
initiated.~ And’ benefiting by ‘it will
be:  author,- publisher, = bookselier,
restaurant owner, and, most of all,
the average man Wwho would - like - to
read more but never:seems to have
sufficient- time.—The - Christian . Sci-
ence: Monitor.

~ Lion—“Was the ba'ﬁ“qup‘t'-agsucl.;esls

“Two-of the speakers:swallowed: fi
bones and couldn't: say;a}»word." 3

.look over twopence?”

‘| #“That’s '.-m you.need.”-.

last night?”. Eagle—"Tll:say. it was.} - Alr._bete
h ! debt.”” . Mrs.- Peter:

Fathers and—Sons

“I'm gzoing to be what Dad is,” was
once the slogan of boyhood. Later,
perhaps because parents. often dis-
couraged this intention, there was a
swing in sentiment among sons. Boys
might not always be sure what they
were goinz to be, but they were most
certain as to what they were not go-
ing to ba—namely, whatever father
was.

Now, at last, the peadulum’ has
swung back again, Boys are said
to be showing a renewed inclination
to follow in their fathers’ footsteps.
On first thought it might seem that
the longer skirt, the Empire hat, the
slightly leg-o™-muttoned sleeves worn
by their mothers have instilled in
boys a new respect for the fashions
and philosophies of other days. But
the fact seems to be that something
more than old-fashioned hero;worshlp
i3 inspiring them to take up their
fathers” work. It is the hope that
they may do better than Dad has
done.

Not that they feel father has fail-
ed. Most of them probably would
admit he has done pretty well in his
way. But naturally, he grew up in
a comparatively backward age. Why
when he was ten years old he lidn't
know the difference between a super-
heterodync radio set and a tele-
vision apparatus. And if you had
told him moving pictures could talk
he would have thought you had been
seeing too many of them. Of course,
father is a success, as fathers go.
But he lacked the kind of educa-
tional _opportunity a boy gets today.

Well, fathers may like a word here.
When they were boys they could
harness a horse, manage a harrow or
strike a bargain—or at any rate they
knew other boys who could—with a
finesso  that white-collared educa-
tion may never develop. But that
really is neither here nor there. For
not only are they willing to a2dmit
that their sons may have ideas they
never thought of—they even hope it
is so. . Fathers are “funny” that
way. And mothers, too. Not one goes
ever so far in success and service
but wishes his son and his neigh-
bors® sons-may go -at least a’ little
further.—Christian Science - Monitor.!
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EASY WINNER

_The defendant in the breach of pro-
mise action was a singularly ugly lit-
tle man. 3

When _his counsel rose to address,
the jury, he said: “You've heard the
evidence of the plaintiff, believe this
enchanting, this ~ fascinating, .. this
captivating, this accomplished - girl
would favor the advances or listen,
save with scorn, to the amorous pro-
testations of the wretched and re-
pulsive _creaure, the deformed and
degraded defendant?”

His client tried to interrupt.

“Silence, sir!” replied his counsel,
in an undertome. “Gentlemen,” - he
continued, “do you think this glrl
would - ever have permitted an offer;
of marriage to-be made her by this;
miserable atom -of © humanity, who
would have to stand on a penny to

The jury thought not. Yerdict for,

defendant,

CHEAT

A man greatly esteemed by hl em-
ployers informed the cashier that a
mistake had been made in his wages.,
He had been given ten shillings too
much, he explained. . 7

The cashier, after counting. the
contents of the-open wage packel,
said it was correct, his wages hav-;
ing been ir.crgnsgd . by instructioqs.
of ‘the management. >

“How long have I been having

this?” was the next inquiry. of .the
man—s -~ husband, . and -the proud’
fatlier ‘of -two children.’ .- 352
“The alteration - was m2d
manths 420, - rejoined
after a glance at his books.
“The ‘cat!” ejaculated the  man.;
«And she:never:told -me!™ .
S SEGE SR S e z
“I've-half a mind to get married.”
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“can’ get  credit

Mr. Poters:-~At-last wo're out of .
‘Oh; thank good- -




