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“THE. THIEF OF BAGDAD”
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Based om Douglas

Pairbanks' Pantesy of the Arabian Nights, by
Elton Thomas i

Ahmed had flown down from the
sky, not far from an enormous qciﬂ:.
He had dismounted from his winged
horse. . .

" % eaclaimed the Princess,
“lﬂﬂ‘:.'itﬂ'll.l He is talking to the
horse! And—look, lock] The horse
seems to r

“lmml" cried Zemzem. “I
can im Ahmed talking to' the
horse. he horse replying to
Ahmed . . . ? Why—it sounds like a
fairy tale, It cannot " ;

But, Zemzem’s doubt notwithstand-
ing, it was, 1
MIFII: as the ancient Arab chronicle
comments: | _

“When the impossible happens, it
exists. A stone swims in the water,
when eyes behold the fact of it. A mon
key sings a Kashmiri love song, when
cars hear the fact of it. Only idiots, old
spinsters, cats, and learned professors
contradict the testimony of their own

nses.”
H‘Iunmu having redched the western
end of the Valley of the Seven Tem-
ptations, the horse had flown down
to ecarth, and when Ahmed Iu.ili dl_l-
mounted had said to him, speaking in

ir Arabict
fﬂiiﬁlnl. as you know, the Horse of
Winged 1 tion. At this side of
the valley i ceases, and,
llnidrln%i: the West, to Bagdad, be-
gins the and world of hard facts,
yopder you have learned several
lessons, Overcoming your pride, your
envy, your . and gaining faith
in Allah and the Mohammed
—on Him the salute! — as well as re-
.. to the sendings of Fate, You
: two treasures, the ﬂhtr
the cloak of invisibility—

the way, as you will

leasn pmﬂ::hielda-’;our soul from

the infamous lies and envy and hate

of worthless people. 1 unnntdc_:g
farther. For I am wante

i near the shore of the Mid-

nigh where another mortal is

waiting for me ‘to help him back ac-

ross the abyss of black desires which,
single-handed, tven as you did, he
L
c

and crossed. Salaam eley-

l‘-;'n‘.;"ti'l.*lrml\\I’l: waiting for the Thief of
Bagdad to reply, the Horse of Winged
Imagination spread wide its splendid
shining pinions, rose into the air in a
graceful curve, turned East, and soon

nothing but a tiny speck of silver
ﬁiﬂlt the vanlting purple of the ev-

“‘?::.'}r"hili of Bagdad was alone.
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He felt conscious of a certain sharp
clutch and lift at the heart; a certain
fear; a certain nervous apprehension
as to what the future might bring.
These seven months he had lived in a
dim, motley, coiling world of wizardy
where currents of primeval, cosmic
carth life had tugged at his inmost
\ self, changing portions of this self,
changing his very soul—giving him a
new soul. Now this new soul of Ah-
med, the Thief of Bagdad, faced once
miote the old facts of life; this new
soul felt like an alieh amongst the old
facts of live.

He looked to the West.

There leagues of beach wood pour-
ed down the slope of the hills in an

foam, smothered farther down
in an exuberance of blue and golden

flowers. Beyond it stretched the des-
ert; and across the desert cut a nar-
row caravan trail—the road to Bag-

dad.

- ! Hundreds of miles away!

With the thought came a sharp and
bitter pain. Why—he said to himself—
it was mear-the end of the seventh
moon. Tomorrow was the last day.
Had he then conquered himself omly
to lose what he loved most on earth:
Zobeid? Yet, even with the pain
gnawing at his heart and soul, he
bowed his head in resignation to the
decrees of Fate, and gave thanks to
Allah: , - s

“Say: He is the One God; God the
Eternal | He beggeteth, not, ner is be-
gotten. Nor is there one like unte
Him! Verily 1 declare that He is the
One God and that Mohammed is the
Messenger of Godl”

Then he squared his shoulders.
Hundreds of miles to Bagdad, across
desert and forest and mountain and
desert again, and only one day to cov.
er the distance. It was impossible. But
he must try. So he stepped out, into
the world of facts, He put his feet an
the road of life; life that, as he des-
cended the slope of the hil], pulsed
everywhere about him, immiense in
power, moving swiftly surging close
to his heels and hands and heart,
striding behind him and before, urg-
ing him on.

On lie walked through the night,
hungry, tired, his feet sore and ble=d-
ing, until very slowly the dawn of
morning came with fantastic, purple
spikes ‘and the sun racing along the
rim of the horizon in a sea of red and

old.

4 Then, st the edge of the desert, he
saw & great gate of horn and ivory
athwart the trail. The gate opened,
and from it came the hermit whom;
seven months earlier, he had met after
he had passed through the defile of
the Hill of Eternal Fire, the Hill of
Pride.

Ahmed was about to walk on with a
curt: “Salaam pleykum!™

the hermit stopped him with a

of his thin, high-veined hands.

“Why—Ahmed!” he exclaimed, ra-

Ahtr hurt. “1 am glad to see you!

Glad that you wmade the wondrous
journey in safety! Come—and swap
the time of day with an old friend!"
Ahmed shook his head.
“] am' sorry,” he replied. “But 1 am
in a devilish hurry. I have only about

career, you got
caught time and
not even an
other's wit.”

enormous cataract of green and black-

!

Toronto to spend Christmas with
her sisters, the Misses Shannon.

Miss Ward of Toronto is with her
mother and sister, Paul street, for
the holiday season.

Mr. and Mrs. Stanford Warring-
ton and small son Teddy Johm, ac-
e¢ompanied by Miss Hewer, have ar-
rived- from Toronto to spend the
Yuletide season with Mrs. War-
rington's paremts, Mr. and Mrs. E.
M. Young.

his sister Mrs. Ewart Jonés. Mr,
and Mrs. Jones will accompany him
back to Belleville for Christmas.

Christmas In Welllngton with the
doctor’'s mother.

KNITTED SUIT

Ross Farrell of Belleville W

Dr. and Mrs. Guilétt will spend |

The knitted sport sult Is being ex-
ploitéd in lahge checks plaids for
Palm Beach wear. This ome i» in
black, white and gray, and consists
of two pleces, the jumper and skirt.
The narrowest of belts are used for
such outfits. ;

Fine School Concertls,

Zsaland, De¢. 23.—Very cold wea-
ther prevalled this last week. The
school childrem held their annual
concert on the 22nd. Much credit
is due Misg Hart, teacher, and the
parents for it being a decided suc-*
¢eas. Miss Rutherford, tesacher of
school No. 6, and Miss HEW will
havé a concert om Tuesday, Dee.
23rd, for the purpose of getting hot
lunchés for the children, Misses
Myrtle and Lilllan Garrett, Mildred
Conboy, Edna Greer, Jean McDonell,
Jean Hannah, Idelle Benedic are
home'from Perth Collegiate for the
Christmas holidays. Mr. and Mrs
Emoty Dodd have moved to their
home at Sydenham. A number from
here attended the Ferguson-Crane
wedding.

Very Heavy Frost.

Desert Lake, Dec. 23.—The very
¢old weather remched some cellars
and fromé potatoes. Thomas CGrant
has shut down the shanty till after
Christmas. The concert at the Wil-
lﬁlﬂﬂl'ﬂlmlml,!
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So resolve that first thing every morning you will take “a dash
of ENO’s in a glass of water.” Yeu will look forward to its
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Here is a resolve you will want to keep—to
enlist ENO'’s as guardian of your health.

In the midst of winter—and perhaps with the after-effects of a * t
jolly Christmas to>combat—facing the confinement and lessen- *J ‘
ing opportunities for normal outddor™ exercise which winter

brings, you must look more carefully to your health.
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refreshing taste—you will feel the better for it the whole day
through—keen, eager, clear-headed.

ENO’s “Fruit Salt” contains no flavouring matter, no sugar, no

purgative mineral salts.

It is mild and gentle in action, and unlike

some of the drastic aperients, ENO’s does not form a habit but
can be taken at any time with perfect safety by young and\old.
Decide now to follow the lead of the keen-eyed, successful folk
who each year renew their resolve: “A dash of ENO’s in a glass
of water ﬁr:tkthing every morning.

ENO’s for Constipation, IM-HM
Nervousness, Impure Blood Depression, Failing
Appetite,  Liver Disorders, Sleeplessness, Rheu.

mad: Qonditions.

Druggists everywhere sell ENO’s in two sizes

Sales Rapresantgtives for North America s

HAROLD F. RITCHNIE & CO. Ltd,
10-18 McCaul 5t., TORONTO

New Yerhk @ Sydnay

Wallington Meng Kong

Shanghal  Buenes Airps

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Led.,
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TOMORROW'S MENU
ast
1 Grapefrult
Fish Balls (Left Overs)
Muffing Coffee,

.

-

Lancheon
Baked Beans, Catsup
- Pickles
Lettuce, French Dressing
Tea Rolls Cookies
Dinner
Onion Cream Soup
Hamburg BSteak
Polatoes Bteamed In Skins ,
Spinach
Apple Dumplings
- QCoffes
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scissors (o a knife to cut pastry'.

. | Now filll the pie after™sticking this

lower crust all over with a fork.
Pie Filling: Cut enough cranber-
to fill;a ecup. Cut

. |enough seeded raising in small bits

to half ill a cup. Mix thése two in-
gredients together, add three-quar-

and one tablespoon of flour, mix all
well, and put it into the pie pan on
top of the uncooked lower crust;
dot the top bt the filling with one
tablespoon of butter and put on the
top crust (rolled out like bottom
and slashed with a knife to
allow for escape of steam). Bake
in a hot oven for 36 minutes, pos-
slbly less. , :
Steamed Cramberry Pudding:

Cream together one-half cup of but-

weli-beaten eggs. Now
gr three and one-half cups of

ters of a cup of granulated sugar|
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