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SY NOPSIS.

im a bleak English winter's : fternoon,
Major Hurnaby calls at th: home of
Mra. Willett and her daughter, Violet
n the tiny Village of Sittaford, on Lhe

fringe of Dartmoor. Two more callers
wre announced. “

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY.

CHAPTER I1L.

There entered a little, elderly, dried-
up man and a fresh-colored, boyish
young man. The latter spoke first,

“1 brought him along. announced
young Garfield. “Said I wouldn't let
him be buried in a snowdrift. Ha, ha.
I =ay, this all looks timply marvelous,
Yule logs burning.”

“As he says, my young frier.d very
kindly piloted me here,” said Mr. Ry-
scroft, as he shook hands somewhat
eremoniously. “How do yo do, Miss
Viclet? Very seasonable weather —
rather too seasonable, 1 fear."

He moved to the fire, talking to
Mr=. Willett., Ronald Garfield button-
holed Violet.

“l say, ean't we get up any skating
anywhere? Aren’t there some ponds
sbout?

“l think path digging will be your
snly sport.”

“I've been at it all the morning.”

“Oh! you he-man'!”

“Don't laugh at me, I've got blis-
ters all over my hande.”

“How's your aunt?”

“Oh! She's always the same—some-
times she says she's better and some-
times she says she's worse, but 1]
think it's all the same really. It's a
ghastly life, you know. Each year,
] wonder how I can stick it—but there
it is—if one doesn't rally round the
old bird for Xmas—why she's quite
capable of leaving her money to a
cat’'s home, She's got five of them,
you know. I'm always stroking the
brutes and pretending 1 dote upon
them."

“Mr. Duke,” announced the parlor-
i,

Mr. Duke was a recent arrival. He
had bought the last of the six bunga-
lows in September. He was a big
man, very quiet and devoted to gar-
dening. Mr. Ryeroft, who was an en-
thusiast on birds and who lived next
door to him had taken him up, over-
ruling the section of thought which
voiwced the npiﬂlnl‘t. that -:-f course Mr.
Duke was a very nice man, quite un-
assuming, but was he, after all, quite

well, quite? Mightn't he, just pos-
sibly, be a retired tradesman?

But nobody liked to ask him—and
indeed it was thought better not to
know. Becavse if one did know, it
might be awkward, and really in such
a small community it was best to
know everybody.

“Not walking to Exhampton in this
weather?” he asked of Major Bur-
ljllll‘_lu'.

“No, Trevelyan will hardly expect
me tonight.”

“It's awful, imt" it? said Mrs.
Willett, with a shudder. “To be buried
up here, year after year—it must be
ghastly.”

Mr. Duke gave her a quick glance,
Major Burnaby, too, stared at her
curiously.

But at that moment ftea was
brought in.

After tea, Mrs. Willett suggested
bridge.

“There are =ix of us, Two can cut
n."

Ronnie’'s eyes br.ghtened.

“You four start,” he suggested.
“Miss Willett and 1 will eut in.”

But Mr. Duke said that he did not
play bridge,

Ronnie's face fell

“We might play a round game,’
said Mrs. Willett.

“Or table turning, or tipping. sug
gested Ronnie. “It's a spooky eve-
ning. Mr. Rycroft and | were talking
about it this
along here.

EVENINE AS wWe  CEImE

“1 am a member of the Psychical
Research Society,” explained Mr. Ry-
eroft in his precise way. “l was able
to put my voung friend right on one
or two points.”

“Tommy rot,” =said Major Burnaby
very distinctly

“Oh! but it's great fun, don't you
think?” said Vicolet Willett. “l1 mean,
one doesn't believe in it or anything,
It's _iu:.t AN amusement. What do
you say, Mr. Duke™

“Anything vou like, Miss Willett.”

“We must turn the lights out, and
we must find a suitable table. No—
nct that one, Mother, I'm-sure it's
much too heavy."”

Things were settled at last to every-
one's satisfaction. A small round
teble with a polished top was brought
from an adjoining room. It was set
in front of the fire and everyone took
his place round it with the lights
switched off.

Major Burnaby was between his
hostess and Violet. On the other side
: of the girl was Ronnie Garfield. A
eynical smile creased the major's lips.

There were all the usual laughs,
whispers, stereotyped remarks.

“The spirits are a long time.”

“Got a long way to come.”

. “Hush—nothing will happen unless
we are serious.”

At last, after some time, the mur-
mur of talk died away.

A silence.

A tremor ran through the polished
surface. The table began to rock.

“Ask it questions. Whe shall ask?
You, Ronnie,”

“Oh—er—what do I ask it?”

“le @ spirit present?” prompted
Violet.

“Oh! Hullo— is a spirit presentl”

A sharp rock.

“That means yes,” s=aid Violet,

“Oh! er—who are you?l”

No response.

“Ask it to spell its name.”

“How can it?"

“We count the number of rocks.”

“Oh! 1 see. Will you please spell
your name?’

The table started rocking violently.

“ABCDEFGHI—1=ay, was
that 1 or J7"

“Ack it. Was that 17"

One rock.

“Yes, Next letter please.”

The spirit's name was Ida.

“Have vou a message for anyone
here?”

“Yes."

“Who is it for? Miss Willett?"

“No.”

“Mrs. Willett?”

“Neo."

“Mr. Rycroft?”

“No.”

‘.M!‘T“I

“Yes.”

“It's for vyou, Ronnie.
Make it spell it out.”

The table spelled “Diana.”

0 on.

one called Diana?”

“No, I don't. At least——"

“There you are. He does.”

“Ask her if she's a widow?"

The fun went on. Mr. Rycroft
emiled indulgently. Young people
1y ust have their jokes. He caught one
glance of his hostess’s face in a sud-
den flicker of the firelight, It looked
worried and abstracted. Her thoughts
were somewhere far away.

Major Burnaby was thinking of the
snow., It was going to snow again
this evening. Hardest winter he ever
remembered,

Mr. Duke was playing very serious-
ly. The spirit, alas, paid very little
attention to him. All the messages
seemed to be for Vielet and Ronnie,

Vicolet was told she-was going to
Italy. Someone was going with her.
Not 2 woman. A man. His name
was Leonard.

More laughter. The table spelled
the name of the town. A Russian
jumble of letters—not in the least
Italian.

The vsual accusations were levelled.

“Look here, Violet,” (‘Miss Willett’
had been dropped). *“You are shov-
Ing.

“I'mi not. Look, 1 take my hands
right off the table and it tips and
rocks just the same.”

“] like raps. I'm going to ask it
to rap. lLoud ones.”

There was a pause. The table was
nert. It returned no answer to ques-
LIOmA.

“Has lda gone away?”

One languid rock,

“Will another spirit come, please?”

Nothing. Suddenly the table began
to quiver and rock viclently.

“Hurrah., Are vou a new spirit?™

“Y pe.

“Have vou & message for
one’!

“Yes.”

“For me?"

“No."

“For Violet?”

“No."

“For Major Burnaby ™™

“Yes.” .

“It’s for you, Major Burnaly. Will
you spell it out, please.”

The table started rocking slowly.
“T R E V—are vou sure it's a V?

some-

ISSUE Neo. 21—3

It can’t be. T R E V—it doesn’'t make
HII:E'E.“ . - L

”_'!';euiyan. of course,” said Mrs.
Willett. “Captain Trevelyan.” o

“Dé you mean Captain Trevelyan?”

"'YH:‘:' o

“You've got a message for Captain
Trevelyan?"

"H":"‘r:-d-.n-in

"Ha!i, what is it then?”

The table began to rock—slowly,
rhythmically. - So slowly that it was
easy to count the letters.

“D—" a pavse. “E—A D.”

“Dead.”

“Somebody is dead?”

Instead of Yes or No, the table
began to rock again till it reached the
lettex T. ;

L)
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“T__do you mean Trevelyan?” I'

— —

“Yes."

“You don't - mean ‘Trevelyan Is
dead?”

“Yes."

A sharp rock. *Yes."

Somebody gasped. There was a
faint stir all round the table.

“Who's Diana? Do you know any-|

Ronnie's voice as he resumed his
questions held a different note — an
awed uneasy note.

“You mean—that Captain Treve-
lyan is dead?”

-HT'“."'I

There was a pause. No one knew
what to ask next. Then the table
started rocking again. Rhythmically
and slowly, Ronnie spelled out the let-
' ters aloud. . . .

M-U-R-D-E-R. ...

Mrs. Willett gave a cry and took
her hands off the table.

“] won't go on with this. It's hor-
rible, T don’t like it."”

Mr. Duke's voice rang out, resonant
' and clear. He was questioning the
| table.
| “Do vou mean—that Captain Treve-

lyan has been murdered?”
The last word had hardly left his
' lips when the answer came. The table
|tI'[hEkEd eo violently and assertively
| that it nearly fell over. One rock
il only.
R e
(Te Be Continued.)
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Futility

I try to capture rhythm with

The make-shift wordes that limit me:
The wind has more success than I
By simply bending down a tree,

1 seek for color, and must be
| Content with some cold,

. Name:
Yet swiftly, as the night walks near,
The sky is surging bronze and flame.

distant

I struggle for & single line

To measure an emotion by:

A wind bird, effortless, takes wing

And writes a poem across the sky.

—Mary S, Hawling in the Moutreal
Daily Star, . o

&

100 Generations of Mice
Studied by Cancer Expert

Chicago.—The history of health and
disease through 100 generations of
mice—probably the most complete
“family tree” ever assembled—will be
exhibited at the Century of Progress
Exposition by Professor Maud Slye,
University of Chicago cancer expert.

The charts, the result of Miss Slye’s
twenty-five years of research on the
inheritability of cancer, are based on
her studies of 115,000 mice. Sample
strains of mice will be charted in de-
tail to prove that susceptibility to can-
cer is inheritable as a “recessive”
Mendelian trait while resistance is in-
heritable as a “dominant” Mendelian
trait. The charts also will show how
it is possible to eliminate the danger
of cancer by proper matings.

Miss Slye, who for years has urged
| the establishment of a centralized rec-
ord bureau for human medical gen-
ealogies, contends that with such evi-
dence it would be poseible to discour-
age marriages likely to produce can-
cer-susceptible offspring.
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| All love is sweet,

| Given or returned. Common as light
is love,

And its familiar voice worries mnot
ever, —Shelley,
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Amusing Anecdotes
Of Famous People

Idiosyncrasies  of

Famous Folk

“l could look at these mountains
a hundred years,” said O, Henry to
his wite in Ashville, North Carolina,
“and never get an idea; but just one
block down-town, and I catch a sen-
tence—see something in a face —and
I've got my story.”

This confesslon is not surprising.
0. Henry's world was always & bhu
man world-—first and last. Nature was
a mere background.

Various

By way of contrast, take W. H. Hud-
son, whose world was that of nature,
first and last, with a sombre human-
ity in the background, He did not sigh
tor a sight of the Strand or Broad-
way. He did not walk streets to give
form to his astonishing simplicities.
Street for ideas? Never. He tells us
{in “A Hind in Rlchmond Park™) that
he would call for a horse and ride
straight into a furious wind. “Now I
can think,” he said to himself.

A block downtown for one genius.
A horse and a driving wind for an-
other.

That is what temperament will do.

Bjornson, when taking his walks,
carried habitually a pocketful of flower
seeds which he sowed broadcast any-
where. He insisted that his friends
should do the same, and so contribute
to the beauty of the world,

When writing his dramas, Ibsen had
arrayed before him numbers of pup-
pets with weird faces, to enact the
various scenes, This helped him to
maintain the psychological line in his
Vverses,

Strindberg bad many idiosyncrasies.
This great Swedish poet could not
bear to see people eat and he arranged
his own food for fear of being poison-
ed.

Victor Hugo preserved a sardonie si-
lence in company, and only opened
his mouth to pose an occasional gques-
tion,

ture after each publication of his
books. In the interval he displayed
no interest in paintings.

Sardou imagined he had a chronic
catarrh, continually wiping his nose
without need,

Zola persuaded himself that his
brain was affected and tkat he was
fated to become an idiot. Meanwhile
he wrote his best creations.

Balzac retired to his bed at 6 o'clock
in the evening and rose at midnight.
He wrote furiougly until morning, only
stopping to keep his coffec machine
going. At his work he wore a white
monk’'s coat.

Edgar Allan Poe was in love with
his—feet. They were his one and only
pride which he displayed in and out
of season.

Robert Louis Stevenson invoked the
easy flow of his thoughts by playing
the plecolo flute.

Longfellow worked only
hours of sunset and suurise,

Thackeray, whenever pasesing the
house in which he had written “Van-
ity Fair,” took off his hat in respect-
ful remembrance,

at the

Disraeli ware corsets to preserve
the lines of youth, and when writing,
had a quill pen behind each ear.

Darwin had little respect for books.

Any heavy volume he might want to

pilot dropped,

Proof of the Puddi-ng
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o sianle was lhliﬂ autogyro that, to show its nsefulness, the proud
pilot a2t Hanworth air park, England, hovered his strange craft over-
heal while a man on the gound unfastened a parcel from a line the

Alexandre Dumas fils bought a pic-|
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read, he tore in h.ll“! or 'Illllﬂ““-l- The Perill of Sﬂ'illlﬂh‘

For quotations of authorities he
would simply tear out the leaves and
paste them on as footnotes,

Bret Harte would hire a coach -r
buggy at night to have himself driven
through all weathere. l.. maintain.d
that his best thoughts came 10 him
during those nocturnal jaunts,

Conan Doyle, progenitor of Sherlock
Holmes, never wore an overcoal, how-
ever severe the weather. Most of his
leisure time was spent on the golf
course,

George Bernard Shaw puts on paper
notes for his compositions while
travelling through the buslest streets
of London on top of a motor bus,

EREESIESS.

“I have seen,’ wrote Macaulay, the
historian, after a visit to the London
Zoo, “the hippopotamus, both asleep
and awake:; and I can assure you he
is the ugliest of the_works of God.
Imagine Alderman Humphrey, gtrip-
ped naked, smeared with soot, and
erawling on all fours after & turtle
dinner, and you have the very thing.
But you must hear of my triumphs.
Two damsels were just about 1o pass
that doorway, when 1 was pointed out
to them.

woMr. Macaulay!® cried the lovely
pair. ‘Is that Mr. Macaulay? Never
mind the hippopotamus!’”™

Which recalls the occasion when
Charles Dickens took his youngest
son—now Sir Henry F., Dickens—10
the same zoo, Father and son were
walking down the broak walk when
they saw a lady and gentleman with
a bright and pretty little girl com-
ing towards them. Suddenly, the
little girl, catching sight of Dickens
ran back to her mother, crying out
delightedly:

“Oh, mummy, mummy, it is Charles
Dickens!"”

“My father who had heard and seen
it all" reminices Judge Dickensg (im
“Memories of My Father”), "was
strangely embarrassed, but, oh, Eo0
pleased, so truly delighted. It was
a pretty scene.”

It is interesting to remember that
Macaulay's famous “Essays’'—quota-
tlone from which are so popular and
timely these days—were published in
book form in England only after a
printed edition had been published in
the United States and coples were
being smuggled into England. There
was no international copyright law in
those days—nearly one hundred years
Ago. ’

“Frequent solicitations had been
made to Macaulay that he should re-
print in book form the ‘Essaye which
had delighted so many in the ‘Edin-
burgh Review, " says Arthur Bryant
(in “Macaulay’'— a masterly little
“Lite” of the great historian). “He
had written them in haste as periodi-
cal literature, to be read once and
then forgotten.'

But his hand was forced—fortunate-
Iy, 1 am sure you will agree—by the
appearance in England of coples of
the printed American edition, from
which he received not a penny of the
profits, nor had he the least say in
ita publication,

“The question was now merely
whether Macaulay and Longmans
(his English publishers) or Carey and
Hart of Philadelphia (the American
publishers) should supply the English
market with them,” adds Mr. Bryant.
So the “Essays” were pnblished in
England, and won an instantaneous
BUCCEss,

Such was the fate of Macaulay's
“Essays.

Speaking of W. H. Hudson, his love
of birds was a passion. He and Jos-
eph Conrad were friends, but Conrad
admired Hudson, on the whole, more
than Hudson admired him, and he
uged to say with bhumorous resfgna-
tlon:

“If T were a beastly bird Hudson
would take more interest in me than
he does™

“It §s all very well to be able to
write books,” Barrie once said to H.
G. Wells, “but can ¥You Wag ¥our
ears?’ This charming accomplishment
had been denied his contemporary,
Pbtes J. A. Hammerton (in his biogra-
phy of the author of “Peter Pan”),
but it had been one of Barrie's.

_a
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The British National 3ociety for the

Prevention of Cruelty to Children in- |

vestigated 3,444 cases of neglect and
cruelty in England, Wales, and Ire-
land during Febraury., Of the 3,420
cageg completed, 3,370 were found
true.

@

‘When you married me, you pro-
mised to obey me.” “Yci, but omly
because [ didn't want a row with you
whilst the vicar was there.”

Year after year the first warm day
in Spring brings news of the first
drowning accidents, writes the To-
ronto Mail & Empire. Two occurred
in Bracebridge recently. The victims
ventured in a canoe where dangerous
currents met. The canoe was Over-
turned and the boys, though supposed
to be good swimmers, vanished and
were seen no more. Despite the balmy
air the water, no doubt, was icy and
almost immediately cramped or para-
lyzed them. Such accidents as these
will continue, weé have no doubt, un-
til the end of the world., Youth will
be adventurous and disdainful of the
cautions of maturity. It 18 of the
very spirit of young manhood to face
perils from which others shrink, and
without that spirit Young manhood
would not be the gallant thing it is

Statistics might show, if they cou
be sufciently analyzed, that drown-
ing fatalities were greater AMONE
swimmers than non-swimmers. The
natural instinet of a pormal person
who cannot swim ls to avoid any risks
on the water, just as the patural in-
stinet of a swimmer s Lo be indiffer-
ent to them. The -person in the
greatest jeopardy, we think, is the
person who can swim a few strokes
when clad in nothing more cumber-
gome than his bathing suit and in
smooth water cloge to the shore. Such
an equipment is of little use when
fully clothed the swimmer is dumped
into deep water perhaps far from
land. Yet his little learning has per-
haps made him uanduly regardless of
danger.

The waters are the chief natural
menace to Canadians, Perhaps it is
because we have so much waler and
our young people seem lo yearn to-
ward it as the boys of England yearn
to the sea. The feeble swimmer who
suddenly steps into a hole, the inex-
pert youth who upseis hig canoe,
or logses the oars of his boat and
drifte into the middle of the lake, the
man who ventures too far on thin ice
—these make up a list of fatalities
only surpassed by those supplied by
the motor car. The orator or writer
who by a word, or ten thousand words,
could do anything to lessen them
would be a genius who has not yet
been born.

o
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Hid $800 Gold in Woodpile
Aecording to the Antwerp Matin, the
gold bars, worth $800, misging from
the cargo carried by the airplane City
of Liverpool, that came down near Dix-
mude, Belgium, recently, have been
recovered. Thrown from the blaziuvg
airplane, they fell in the flelds. A re
ward of $%0 was offered for informa-
tion leading to their recovery. A Hrus-
sels doctor, de Raeke, noticgd the
strange behavior of a peasant named
Knits, on the site of the accident, and

ant find. The police went to visit the
peasant’'s farm and forced him to con-
fes that he had the bars, hidden un-
der his woodpile. He has given them
up and has been ieft at liberty.
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Scientisls Successful in
Breaking Up Atoms

Pasadena, Calif.—Breaking-up of

as one of the most notable advances
in physics in many years in the seagch
into the mystery of nature, was dis-
closed here last week.

Professor E. 0. Lawrence of the
University of California told a dis-
tinguicshed group of scientistz that
during the past two weeks atonfs of
aluminum, berylium, nitrogen, cal-
cium flouride, sodium flouride, flouri-
um, a8 well asg lithium and boron
have been artificially disintecrated
at Berkeley, Calif,

You and your baby

will both be glad ..
Send for our new edition of “Baby’s
Welfare.” It contains 84 pages of
vital information on baby’s layette,
baby’s bath, sleep, food, health.
There are
weight and
height charts
and much n-
valuable infor-
mation. Write
The Borden
Co., Yardley
House, To-

—
Lagle Brand
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Gipsy Queen
Foretells Death

Was Nnted_lgalmilt Who

Claimed Many Famous Peo-
ple Among Her Patrons

Gip:y Lee, Queen of the Eng'ich
gipsies, died exactly as she had lore-
told, in her caravan near Farnhor
ough, Kent. She Was in her eighty-
third year,

She had been i1l for some weeks,
and when relatives gathered round
hey bed a few days before her death
gshe told them:—

»On the third day from now 1 shall
die, and on that day it will rain”™

When her son awoke on the third
day it was raining heavily for the
first time for weeks. Her relatives
hurried to her caravan. Within a
tew minutes she died,

Famous Patrons

One of her sons, who ia a familiar
figure on Blackhcath with his don-
keys, and I8 known ae the Donkey
King, said that his mother had wor-
ried herself to death over the grave
illness of her tavorite daughter Norah,

Gipsy Lee's real name was Mrs.
Levi Boswell, and she was the
daughter of the equally famous Gipsy

Lee of Brighton.
She was @& noted palmist, and

claimed many famous people Among
her patrons, among tyem King Ed
ward and Mr, vanderbilt, the Amer
jcan millionaire, who, she =aid,
ignored her warning mot to sall in

1d | the ill-fated Titanic, and went down

with the ship. ‘

Shortly before King Georges {llnesy
she is said to bhave written warning
him that he would be 11, but thal
he would recover and be able to EU

shooting again,
House and Motor-Car

She had a house at Margate, and
owned & large saloon molor-car, in
which the was driven about the
country. -

Mre, Boswell was @& well-known
vigitor to London hotels, and frequ-
ently attended goclety functions,

She leaves three sons and a daugh-

ter. . :
Her husband, the king of his clan,

| dieq in 1924, and his funeral at Farn

borough was in the traditionally grand

style of gipey chiefs. The hearse

was preceded by postillions, and fol

lowed by & great crowgd of gipeies who

had gathered from all parts of Britain.
<

Startling If True

AEsop and Homer, the most famous
of the early Greek writérs, were re
gpectively, if the stories told of them
are true, a hunchback slave and a
blind beggar.

Sir Richard Arkwright, inventor of
the cotton-spinning frame, was a bar-
ber.

John Bunyan, autbor of “The Pil-
grim’e Progress,” was a travelling tin-
ker.

Robert Burns, Scotland’s lyric poet,
was the son of a poor nurseryman, and
was himself a small farmer and a re-
venue officer.

Miguel de Cervantes, author of “Don
Quixate,” was a page and a common
soldier,

Christopher Columbus, discoverer of
the New World, was a sallor, the gon
of & woolcomber,

Confucius, the Chinee sage, was &
poor boy who began life as a store
keeper.

Captain James Cook, the famous
English mavigator, wag the son of a

guessed that he had made an import-! farm laborer.

Daniel Defoe, author of “Robinson
Crusoe,” was the son of a butcher.

Charles Dickens was a label-sticker
in a shoe-blacking factory.

Michael Faraday, the famoug chem-
ist and physcist, was a journeyman
bookbinder, the gon of a blacksmith.

Benjamin Franklin was a journey-

the atoms of .nany elements, heralded |

man printer, the son of a tallow-
' chandler,

|  Giluseppe Garibaldi, whom Italians
revere as their liberator, was the son
of a sailor, and was at various times
a candleemaker and a =mall farmer.
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| Sliding Caisson Creates
Weird Note in North Sea

Southampton, Eng.—The queerest
' craft in the North Sea is a giant steel
structure 138% feet long, 568% feet
high and 2915 feet wide, a sliding cais-
son, which has been towed from Hav-
erton Hill-on-Tees to the world's big-
gest graving dock, built by the South-
ern Railway Campany at Southamp-
ton, It was Jlaunched at Haverton
Hill-on-Tees by the Furness Shipbuild-
ing Company, Limited.

A marvel of modern engineering,
this sliding caisson, which will provid.
a “"gateway” to the graving dock, is
built from more than 1,300 tons of
Britieh steel. In norma) working con-
dition—ballasted so that the dock can
be pumped dry—it will displace 4,b0U
tons of water, At very high Lides the
caieson will be calle. upon to with
gtand an outside water pressure 91
6,000 tons, when the dock is empty
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Given It No Thought

It }# no exaggeration to say that I«
the vast majority even of intelligent
people the principles of finance and
the theory of money are a closed book.
—Macmillan Report.
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Things we are looking for: a Scois
man in a kilt walking with a girl i
one of the new trouser sulls.
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A pefsimist i= a2 man who nevel

takes out a season ticketl
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