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- possession of Bride’s House, &

_ at John

- enough,” “he said,
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Ask No QUESTIONS!

-, By ﬁEl.-'DON DUFF, -

=

. ? SYNOISIS.
. wask no questions™ is n ine laase
whick gives Annassa Weat temp aery
Conaect'-
Mysterious deathn gnd dls-
uppMarances have occurred there. Mias
West's stable boy, Otte, Is murderad.
'fhen a deputy whs is put <n o=t The
fingar of-local suspicion D0l . o ONELY
Digmond, owner of & NeW. Turk
- pewspaper, who tried (o-present Ann
from leasing Bride’s 1louse. Aun is
strangely attracted to a mysterlous in-
" dividual who rescues.her from 2 1AOIAES
when she sought help at the nouse ©
Derlck Cranson, a local geter'nary. Thia
mysterious’ stranger, who gives his
name as David, is suspected by the sher-
it of knowing gomething of the mur-
ders. Ann acceplr a . dlnner Inviration
from John Djamond, where Sne mvets
her former flance, (ialely Terhune. The
dinnér s interrusnted by tha news that
a mwob 1a forining to lynch David as the

piurderer. - Ann tells Diggnen l Jhat iva-
w4l Is hils somn.

———

CHAPTER XIX—(Cont'd.)

«){as she gone?” David asked, still
without looking up :

“1f yvou're refarrix’ to Miss West,”
said the Scotchwoman - severely,
“there’s no doot but the iimousinc s
halfway to Berkshire Too’er by nco.”

Thne giant smiled tazily into the. fire.

apretty snappy, that hlue—at:_tdigoid
outfit. The kid"looked like 2 = iiiion
anllars in it."” e _

Impertinent as she thouzht- . him,
A\[isc Barth could not very weli “take
exception 'to “his appraisal of her
soung mistress. - She even unbenil £0
far as to supplement it by saving,
“Y.u should cee pliss Ann when she's
1eally going somewaere' © ey

4Oh, she wasn't ~dressed iup to-
pight?” With another one of ~ihose
glow, irritating smiles. “I would have

_said she expected to make @ l-:ilﬁ_nlg."
-Te was smoking a pipe; and he stooD-.
*ed now to knock the ashes out against
the stones of. the fireplace. ‘As he did

cut estate.

g

so his eves were inevitably drawn -lop

V0 forbidding wmessage scrawled
across its face.  Instantly the smilz
faded. His manner changed. “Whao
does it mean?” he muttered, follovw-
ing the letters to the last one in every
stroke and curve. _ .

widck No Question’! TI'm thinkin’
it’s-like Belshazzar's writing on the
wall—a warning from.God to the peo-
ple of this community. Mr. Toby tells
me that tongues in the Crossing have
always wagged most shameful aboot
Runnels family. The Good Man
woesn't favor gossip.”- - -

The giant sank back in the wing

chair, -scowling at the blackened-~let-

tering through half-closed -eyes.’ Ig-
noring - the loquacious Scotchwoman,
he continued to-tommune with him-
self, “And why on the- fireplace?”
© “Because it's the first thing you see
when-you enter the room,” was Miss
Barth's guess. R  a
David rose and tapped the mason-y
with one of the fire irons. “Solid
still to himself.
Dropping. the iron back into place,
HWonder when it was built?” '
- #The house- i one ‘hundred and
fifty years old,” volunteered Abby.-“I
heerd a man who was'here this morn~
ing tell Miss-Ann so.? - .
#But not the fireplace,”’ came the
quick retort. “There’s nothing Col-
- pnial-about oak slabs and tinted mor-

__tar. No.in 2 puzzled voice, “I can’t
. reconcile myself to believing that any

of- the Pilgrim Fathers built this
~wood waster. It looks miore like the
sort of thing one finds in the-South.”
tYou're irom- the: South thenl”

" asked:Abby, noting the gradual soft-

: . pight.

L, o yery fine, pour econgh boiling

ening in the deep -voice. :
“Maryland,” - he . admitted. - “The
rastern . coast of the Chesapeake.”
. “Let's have a bite to eat,” suggest-
st Abby. “There’s half a cold chicken
and a chocolate layer cake from last
. Cooking for Miss "Ann is @
waste of . time " these days. She's
gearcely eaten a mouthful since Ctto
S L
With 2 bountifully laden table be-

1

to study her companion; and

tunity
to acknowledge it,

though she hated

she was forcea to admit ‘o herself | -

that the big
with him.
dominated

before the meal was over
stranger had quite a way
As for David, hungcer

him. True, the Scotchwoman®. stories | .-

about her young mistress brought an
occasional comment to his lips, but

t| for the most part, after the one out~

turst, he remained silent, an atténtive
erough audience’ excent for his eyes,
which continually strayed to the clock
over tho sink. .
#I wonder why those men of Seth
Toby's ‘don’t come?” he said at last.
“They were to be here at eight o’clock.
It's twenty minutes to nine now.”
Abby remembered that there were
to have been two men on duly for
the night. She saw that aer compan-
jon was growing vestless, censumed
by an urge to get away, and ‘her dis-
trust of him returned. :
“You don’t have to stay with ne”
ruffling like an indignant hen. “I'ra
not arraid.” | -8
upMiss West made me promise not {o

leave till they came, and I'm not goingZ |

to.”

The giant’s determination to keep
his word to her young misiress was
even more disturbiig-than his rest-
lessmess had been, He tipped the
chair back until it groaned ‘under his
a¢jight, folded his hands ‘behind his
head, and stared doggedly at the ceil-
ing. Under the pit of his left arm
Miss Barth saw the hoelster of a re-
volver. -

“What business have you with a
gun?” she started to say, but changed
it to: “You're armed, I sece. Expectin’
trouble?” - i : B

With an embarrassed laugh, he
took out the gun, a Colt .45, "and
. ndled it for a moment between his
palms.  “No, but it’s just as well to
go prepared.” _ . |

The doughty Scotchwoman was not
unfamiliar with firearms. Her nurs-
ling's tastes had been more Jf a lad’s
than- a lassie’s: riding to hounds—

F-

trek after big game.
army, haven't you?” . -
“David did something with his head
which might have- passed for.a -nod.

“The. war?” W

“I'm.only twenty-nine now.”

“Tots of boys in their ‘tens went.”
" The big fellow hesitated. “Got over
fur the last six months. At seventeen
1 was as husky as I am now.” :

“Been in the

L

“What branch of the service were
you-ind".. o S :
“Aviation, of course. I wasn't go-

ing to let them coop me up for weens
in a stinking dugout. Not with the
risk of .being buried under a ton of
debris if . anything hit us. Flying,
you've all God’s air and sunshine
around vou. And if you fall it's a
man’s death.” - 3

Abby said, “You'd better go out
and.tend to the horses.” I ean man:-
age betier alone.” - ;

He saw she was afraid of him and
decided to _disregard - Miss West’s
order. -“Just as you.say.”" From the
peg  where it-was always kept, he
‘took the lantern.
ers vou, just holler. Tl leave the
back .door open.” - - A
-7 "The" Scotchwoman heard him go
stamping - down  the -path. A wild
man, that one,” ‘shé muttered to her-
self as she set to work scraping the
supper dishes. “Ft'll only e by the
grace-of Providence if I get my bairn
brck to civilization unharmed, after
all this.” s 2 _
" On.the floor above, Abby prepared
her young w.stress’s’ room for ‘the
night. . She turned down the sheets
and drew the chintz curtains about
the four-poster bed. ' -
: beside the

“On a chest of drawers

—— T p—

YOR LITILE BABIES .\
I - - i
Roll two Chriatie’s Arrowroots -
< Seater over them 10 mikea -
. Fastt; thin-dowa with milk,
- Sugis raay be added if dostred,
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Contain pure arrowroots -~
always fresh; their quality
is rigidly maintained. !

tween the;-n. ais< Barth fouad oppor-

——

clay-pigeon shooting—an occasional ! ;

“I{f anything both-|.

Christies

\ Arrowroots

.1 a reporter.

‘rothing . to see!

- = -
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Who., at the annual meeting of the
directors of the Dominion Bank, was
appointed gzeneral manager. Mr. Daw-
son was formerly assistant general
manager. R i .

bed stood three heavy brass candls-
sticks, their candles -spluttering:
sharply in-the draft from the ppen|
window. In front of them lay the
metal jewel box, its cover_ thrown
back. The sapphires thet had belong-
ed to Rebecca West hung half in, half
out, their golden fires burning dully
against the white velvet lining -and
the bronze side of the box. Abby- saw
them and knew she had been careless.
The Scotchwoman sidled into the deep,
narrow closet to hang up a sweater.
She had completed her task and was
about to sidle out again when a sound,
faint enough to be almost inaudible,
caught her ear.- -

For a tingling moment the sound
defied classification. But suddenly
che kriew it to be a woman’s sigh—
the deep-drawn, ecstatic breath which
is taken when a woman's eyes light
vpon something -which her heart de-
sires. 'To Abby, in the closet, that
sigh "was more ~appalling than the
“hands up™ of a burglar would have
been. It spelled the beginning-of a
disintegration -that was physical and
mental, as well as moral. It had been
amusing to work on the fears of the
tradespeople, even poor Otto’s. And
now, she-herself, was afraid. Afraid!
The sound came again, accompan-
jed ‘by the soft pad of feet. Those
feot trod as .a cat treads, slowly,
erouchingly, with a predatory urge
that was blood-chilling. o

Abby's Scotch Presbyterian cour-
age had by this time commenced %o
revive a little. Her heart beat thick-
ly :against her riks; but she managaad
t6 turn and cast a pallid glance over
one shoulder. ke R

From inside the closet ihere was

&

She brought herself.td leave the
closet. The room-was erapty!

On the chest of drawers three
candles- flickered, making “hobgoblin
shadows dance on .the walls.and low
ceilirg. Were those shadows all thatl
moved? . No.  Inch by inch, the cur-
tains around the four-poste- parted.
A hand stole out toward the neck-
lace, * R R A

To do - Abby justice, her first
thought was to save the sapphires;
but that bodyless hand had paralyzed
her power of locomotion. She could
only stand and gibber and gape. .
The fingers of the hand ‘were long.
The flesh that covered them, brown
and withered. |

. There was nothing human’ about it.

It wzs a Dead Hand!

“Help! Murder!” With .every
ounce of strength that was left in
her, -the Stotchwoman added that
final cry of horror: “The ghost! The
ghost!” ' ;

Vengefully, - the - hand shot to the
nearest candlé. Thumb “and’ fore-
finger caught the wick and snuffed
the life flame from it. The second
flame expired as-the first had done.
The third. « . . « - . 3

0.5 of the blackness into which
the room had been plunged came the
scuffling of, footsteps, undirected,
stumbling. - There was -the sound of
a heavy body. slumping ™ to ihe” floor.

A moment later, something lighter
than air rushed through the door and
down the hall.
rind "('To be continued.)
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A Strange Legacy

A Manchester - professor whose
hobby is eyelirfi, and a woman under-
graduate at Oxford, ~ where. every
second person rides :. bicycle, have
been left $1000 and $500 “ia the hope
that they will. utilize the money or
part of it, in paying for taxicabs.”

The bequests were made by the late
Miss Catherine Tsabel Dodd, the auth-

| oress and eduecalionist, of Mortimer-

crescent, Kilburn, N.W., to Mr, Sam-

| uel -Alexander, honorary professor of

philosophy at Manchester University,
and to Miss Edith Wilson, of Oxford.
Miss Dodd’s-total estate was valued
at about $82,000. Bk v

The professor, yho has won fame
with his theories, hds. neither. theory

“Why did Miss Dodd do.it?" asked

The professor raised his a}?éhrnjr's,,

1 #1 don’t kmow any bétter_than you,”

he said, A gl
. “Have ;you any aversioi. fo.taxi-
cabs, professor?” :

@ | Popular Books of -
g | Thirty Years Ago

| mina<is the study of th2 sudcen

8| fashion, writes Thomas Burke in

}issues of thirty years ago—the Cor-

| uses, like all coterie geniises of that

nor solution of Miss Dodd’s bequest. |

-
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Literary Reputations in the
"Making: Young Mr. Ches-
- terton: “Rapidly Coming - |
- to the Front”
"A favorite idle-hour. dive sion of

swerves of literary taste and-critical

John O’ London's Weekly. It is an
unprofitable but engaging divarsion
and, 'given the necessary apparatus,
it can be' played at any time in your
own room. - All vou require is a long
“run” of some literary periodical.
You ean then-amuse yourself by dis-
coverinz how a now-cstablished man’s
first work was received and by trying
to locate some of the “immortal” men
of ithe recent past whose names mean
nothing to you. I am happy in pos-
sessinz a “run” of such a-paper
ginning at 1899, and it affords me as
rauch interest as anything on my
shelves. ~ m

Yesterday I was goin

g through the

onation Year, 1902—and-I give hers
a few notes on what that lapse of
time has done for some great reputa-
fions and for some beginners. |

PROMISING MR. CHESTERTON.

The first fact that emerged was
that for books it was a dull year. The
.general tone of the books that at-
tracted most attention was.a nine-
teenth century tone. Nothing remark:
ably “new-cenzury” appeared; indeed,!
at that time publishers were by no
means so encouraging to the ‘new”
mansms they are today. I found oy
one name connoting i.nything new. A
paragraph in the Notes speaks of 2
new young critic “rapidly coming to
the front”—a young man of twenty-
cevenr named Gilbert Chesterton. For
the rest, the cstablished had it--all
their own way, and the established
were Marie Corelli, Hall Caine, Rud-
yard Kipling (then at his zenith wita
both critics and publie), Conan Dovle,
E. F. Benson, S. R. Crockett, J. M;
Barrie, Mary Johnston, Henry Har-
land, Seton Mérriman, Jerome I. Jer-
ome, “John Oliver Hobbes,” Gilbert
Parker, Anthony Ilope, Benjamin !
Swift, Stanley .Weyman,: Agn 25! and
Egerton Castle, Baring Gould, Ralph
Connor, Ellen Thorneycroit Fowler,
W. W. Jacobs.: In. piety Stephen
Phillips .was supreme.

RECORD SALES.

Thirty years have douz something
to most of these names, bus Mr. Kip-

the publie, and~W. W. Jacébs, outside
all standards.- In those days>people
bought books, and most of the authors
named above made much more money
than the “best-sellers” of today. For
one thing, there were fewer circulat-
ing libravies; for another, novels
were .published at six shillings with
discount, which meant that the pur-
chaser paid only four-and-six. Ten
‘thousand . 'was & quite common- sale,
and numbers of books now forgotien
roached fifty and seventy-five. thou-
send. - The first edition of Marie Cor-
olli’s “Temporal Power,” published in
that .year, was 120,000, and before
publization a séeond edition of 30,000
was put to press. Teday a first edi-
tion of 50,000 is considered the high-
water-mark of the supreme “seller,”
but 50,000, as I say, was the mark of

€lli and Hall Caine in popular appeal.
- Henry. James and “Bernard Shaw
were the darlings of the intellectuals.
One of them has suffered by the pass-
age.of-thirty years, but George Giss-
ing, who then had a quiet reputation
among the in-between intelligent, has
profited. " In 1902 he was sealing that
reputation with “The Private Papers
of Henry Ryecroft,” which were ap-

"

pearing serially in the “TFornightly
Review” as “An Author at Grass.”
James Douglas was the'litérary critic
of the Star and a prominent critic
of the Athenaeum. In those lays he
was the defender of the daring young!
The advanced were taling about
Maxim Gorki, ‘whom the laic: Fisher

réaders, and-the intellectual coteries,
even as they do today, solemnly pro-
¢laimed the arrival of three geniuses.
As the names of the geniuses are un-
known loday, it appears that the geni-

day and thig, having come on_and
made their bow, slipped back inio
the wings and went home. o

FIRST. JSSUE OF -CLASSICS.

~The books of 1902 which have sur-
vived were .those that attracted the
attention, not of the wide public nor
of the coteries; but of the discerning
ordinary reader. There was a little
book-to which my-paper gave a five-
line notice—''Songs of Childhood,” by
‘Walter Ramal. Today. that little book
of 1902 realizes a high price among
collectors ‘of Mr,_Walter de la Mare.
Other books ‘which won the quiet at-
tention of what one wmay ‘call the
Left Centre, - and which command a
public today, were the young Mr. Bel-
loc’s “Path to Rome” W. H. Hud-
son’s “El Omby,”" Douglas Brown's
“House. with "the "Green Shutters”
(which remained in best-selling lists
for .over a year), 'Arthur. Machen’s
“Hieroglyphics,” and Conrad’s {Youth

books, but none of them, as'I say,

“Oh, no, none 4t all—exéépt faying
for thene”... .~ . : ..

-

3

"ISSUE No, 6—<'33

e - | by, calendar and spirit 1902 was very
'.' close - to-the. ‘_Hiﬂﬂn'.ﬂ'lth century; <o

current standards of technique. Both

; X i 7 hHfe.in it.
ling still keeps his hold on, at least,|. - -

many who were far below Marie Cor-|.

Unwin - was -intreducing - to English |
b - 5L

and Other Storles.”” . These were good |
was .markedly Ymodern” ‘or outraged |
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| A Quality Which Is Incomparable- |
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When

B

o - Was

Evervwhere algug tha

% e : g 22 . Beside then, dejected females sitting

i “Fresh frnm thﬂ Gir&ens" on a rug. Underneath a grimy maun,

o n e ey S 3 e e u 8 another rutning round and

- S : seme———wunm | treading on him, _!-:r.pérlenced wives

close that the now-defunt firm of The Old \'alent;n:: { took their knltting and a.tamp stool.

Smith Elder was anouncing “the last
work of Mr. Matthew Arnold.” The
young men of that period whose work
is with us’ today were all lred inh
n in e teenth-century atmospheres.
Twentieth-century literature did not
bezin until after the Great War.

. FASHIONS IN TASTE.

Some of the more popdlur books of
this vear might raise a smile among
the young generation nurtured on the
brilliance of the nineteentwenties.
But thcere is no coccasicn for that
‘smile. Critical standavds are as fickle
as women's dress fashions, and as im-
materiak The popular .iterature of
1932, and its criticism, are no better
than the popular literature and eriti-
cism of 1902, . They are difficrent, that
is all. . The popular literature of 1902
was no peter than that of 1870, nor
that of 1870 any better than that of
1840. The only distinction is a differ-
‘ence. = Great literature is dateless;
but the general literature of any per-
iod serves the taste of that period,
and if anvbody thinks that the edu-
cated state of any century or any de-
cade of & century is always an im-
provement .on th2 taste that preceded
it, he should study the history of cul-
ture. The progress of time implies
onlvy change, not necessarily improve-
ment. Since 1632 poets have had
three hundred years in whick to-prac-
{ice and improve their eraft, and still
the lytics of 1932 ave no beiter than
1hehll_1:rim-; of the seventeenth céntury;
they are-only different,

- Judging by the names of 1902 which
are Nanes today, it appears that at
least a quarter-century is uscessary
to the founding of a real reputation.
In that period the reputation will
have to weather three or four changes
of critical fashion and the judgment
of 2 new generation. If it can do
that, you may be sure that the work
on which it is based has.the pulse

. P
-

Traffic Policemen -in Graz

“Get Lighted Trees and Gifts
* Vienna. — Curious scenes which’
may have been-inspired.by_a supreme
hereditary.

sire to' propitiate the

.enemy or even by simple good-na- |

ture ‘were wij.nﬂss.ﬂﬂ' at Gaz ‘at the
end of-the year. ;

Officials of the- Styrian Automo-
bile Club visited the twenty-one trat-

set up beside each of them a.Christ-
mas tree with lighted candles. There-
after amid the applause. of the crowds
club members drove up- and  placed
at the feot of the trees, -
[ ) l -:'_ . L

- “Sociely, sogner or later, musi re-
turn io its lost ledder, the cultured

=

-

the liar is simply

acceptance of the Golden Rule, a de-|:

fic policemen on duly in:Graz and|

New Year pifls for -the policemen'|’ 5

With Cupid's darts

You kissed the rilymes
A bundred times

_ When valentines come
Unseen but unforgot,
One poignant moment let
IFlow for a boy's love s0

That triute give
Whereby shall live

"Mid prose and ill,

N.Y. Times..

s a - --1.-:.-

of . moodd,
Spurns down her late
- dependents, )

tain top,

. slip down,

=

oot.

-
i

When you were at your fair fourteen,
And February was at his
(Ah, nothing swoeter could have been,
—As nothing sweeter is), '
There came among vour valentines
One 21l made up of loving lines

‘Through bleeding bearts
(Were his initials accidental?)
And never thougbt tirem sentimental.

At fﬁﬂ}'—fite‘s mast lonely age—

not, -

Go seek again that treasured page

a tear

sincere: .
The lost, so tender and so geutle,
Thank heaven that still

You can, indream, be sentimental.
—NRobert Underwood Johnson, in The

. _Fair Weather Friends
When fortune, in her shift and change

belov'd, all his
Which labor'd after him to the moun-
Even on their knees and hands let him

Not one accompanying his declinidg
—Shalkespeare.

T

men, -

.

It costs between $15,000.and $20,000
to cover an acre of land with glass for
growing tomatoes and other hothouse
produce in Gt. Britain, and each acre
so used provides employment for six,

-

Baker,

“I have heard it said that from 70
to 90 per- cent™ of the.thinking ol
people is ~ ancestral”—Newton D.

! ' - FpE

I

Very young men with a mechanical

turn got enjoyment.out of them ap
parently. At the slightest sign of trowe

‘bla they would take the whole thing

to pleces, and spread it out upon the -
roadside. Some cheerful oid lady. an -
aunt presumably, would be grovelling .
(7
mouth full of screws, looking for more.
IPassing
would

‘| arainst the hedge with a lantern bung
on it.
colored goggles.
fied when they met us.
stop the engive and wait, 1 remember.
one old fzrmer with a .very restive
filly. Of course we were all watching
him.
he said, “wouldn’t mind turning your
taces the other way maybe I'¢ get hex

past.” gOE

her hands and kneces with & het

later ' In tho evening, one
notice the remains piled ug

Ar first, we wore masks and.

IHorses were terri
We had to

“It vou Jadies and gentlemen”

* They were of strange and awful

ghapes at the beginning. There was
one design
swan: but, owing to the neck being
short, it looked more like a duck, thel

supposed to resemble a

is, it it 1ooked like .anything. To fill

.| the radiator, you unscrewed the head
- | and poured the water down the neck;

and fashignable.liat.- For the aini of | g
to- charm, to de-| |8
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 Ukee it freely; it does not hurt
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- Any little soreness in-the throat grows rapidly worse if
neglected. Criash some tablets of Aspirin in some waler, -
and gargle at once. This gives you instant relief, and -

&

reduces danger from infection. One good gargle and you-
- . can feel safe. If all sorencss is not gone promptly, repeat.’
There’s usually a cold with the sore throat, so take two

hcn;l‘nche. stifiness ;_:u'- other

cold symptoms. ‘Aspirin relieves neuralgia, neuritis, too.
the heart, o,

light, to give. pleasure.” —Oscarj,
Wilde, i
. i *
. \ -
N\
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observance of St. Valentine’s Day w=s
the -last survival of an “olver
land, o
Punch and ‘Judy znd the Muffinman; ~ .
olier than the England ‘of ‘the Stayra
coach. ' .

fery Mab and the
who 2arned his eream for threshing .
the corn, when_the whole year from o
the hour when the : Christn.2s- Brand ™
“was kindled and quernched on :
dlemas Day, until the day when the .
| Christmas- Lgg ‘was brought. with.a * .
noise to the firing, v:as punctus.ted by - °
festivals. . . . .

days
honor of -the god

i | was sent;imehtal;_

| We.aaw Coyote in_the, snow.
11 raised my gu

Tomorrow

and as you drove the.screw would
work loose, and the thing would turn
round and look at you oiit of one eye.
Others were shaped lHke cances and
zondolas. One firm brought ‘out a
dragon. It had a red tongue, and you -
hung the spare wheel on its tail— "
Jeromie K. Jerome, in “My Life and
Times.” W

“To My Valentinc”

The cult of St. Valentiie =nd. ths

clder than  the. England of

The E:zgl-and- of _-S-halzf:spﬂ..:i'e, .-}{_h
drudging goblin, .

Can-

St Valentine's Day was one-of the
It is perhaps a survey of

boys drew the names of- rirls in

feast of .St. Valentine - is isaid te

8 | mark the day when - the birds begin
N - |-tc mate.

C Charles'. Lamp - sang its.
praises, for in his day, and lat<r, until

“ | the end of the ’eighties, you™ bought -
-{ on St. Valentine's Eve
|- ! Valentines. . They lay i

“white card-
board-boves, aromatic with a partieu-
lar scent; they were softi'to the touch
»hd pleasant to the eye; their appeal
Was thay wer2 fringed,
with paper late,” and = they mostly

;_ﬂu:" stock.ol

| bore the picture of a Cupid aiming an

arrow. at a heart, and a little piece of
verse. . 7 | :
* Now all this i§ over. . .. There :
are no -Valentines in: the_ sliop win-
dows in February. But last St. Val-.
entine’s Day I picked .up these verses
i1’a London stfeet: =

The fog has hid the February skies,

The,streets are dark, and all the world

is grey;

But in the mocking suns
eyes,

Saint Valentine is

hine of yout

keeping holiday.

' Whi::h proved that someone had seal

to. so.ieocnc A Valentine.—Maurice

| Baring, in “The New Forget-Me-Not .-
‘1 A Calendar.” T '

& v

o Coyote ~ . .

By Jason -Bolles in “The Fronticx.”
When' February drifts were deed
Coyote came and killed ‘2 sheep.

I think it was in April when .
We found and dug- Coyote's den.

Coyote vame among the flowers ]
In June and took six hens of ours.

—

‘One August night when stars werd

dim - SR o
We set a.poisoned bait for him.
Next month we heara Coyote laugh
While dining on an orphan calf.
November-time,” among the_haws '

Cur trap cavght three coyote claws.

“The ‘year came on' to Chrisimas day. -

Beyond the barn a little way

P
L : v

n—and Dad s..
Then, “Merry Christmas,".
.. ‘ ¢'|]E:5" * -

id, “No "
ycu ol

-

peel your cye for usl”
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oy et
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The common formula’ =
was: ““Oh,.~<: start off, and see what -
happens.® Generally, one returned In

a -hired fv.
country-roads one ¢ame across them;
sama drawp up agafnst tha grass,
others «...2.ssly blecking the way.

That night we keard the bogy wail .~

Of Coyote, brisk and hule, .
Arrow up to the bitier. air '
| Before we said our

I a
L

Christmas prayea -

-

“ohe surest. way to.. bring.aboy -

_ revolution is to go 1o the exireme & -
reaction.—Colonel 8, M, Houte. .

'’

Eng- .

chimes' that told the march of the -

Seas0ns. _
something older still, for in. Punen .

dess ¢ February. The —

i - = S "o £od a
: Fi‘rﬁme.tﬁﬂit s fue to the motorfsts I ™
of those days. 't was rarely that one™', ~7
reached one’s dastination. As a mat- :
wor of fact, cal+ (he ineunrable optimisg ;. i
ever teied o, Th ) i
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