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“THE GIRL IN
By E. ]. RATH

Copyrighs, 1326, by G. Howard Watt,

tered Trask
ter than being ignored.”

P

No Cigareites!

Bpencer Trowmbull, son of »
wealthy (ather, Is ordered 1o
take a sea voyage to Galveston
for his health when he'd ra-
ther go to the Adirondacks be-
canse of the presence there of
A certain girl. 40 he hires his
ald college and war-days chum, . . :
: Trask, to  wiake the sea . L 'L_ask for ad bing, bat

his piace st promises Y got something [ afd&'t ask for," re-
one thousand dollars ahd |marked Trask. “Got a mateh?”
he takes his place As the somberly clad KXeeler
e eye and care of A [reathed Into a pocket, Trask drew
narse, who s a stranger forth nia cigarette case.
., and thus fulfill the Ir “BagMpardon, sir.,” saldl Keeler
of Trumbull's father’s | apologeticaily, and he took the sil-
phyvician, and by his Imper- | ver case from Trask's fingers.
somation wabd off any dls« | The man in the chalr frowned,
pleasure which sald stern fa-  then laughed.
ight see fit fo visit on & | “Help yourself, i{f you want onme,
disobedlent son. | Koeler. I didn’'t know you smoked.”
aboard the steam- | “1 pnever smoke, sir.” -
Biveam In a wheel i “Then hand me the cigarettss.”
|

jﬂm:thinl"?"
The solicitous
rousad him.

volce of Keeler

nn sooner is pushed Keeler shook his round - head
deck by Keeler, his nurse, regrotfully.
than he beholds a girl at the “It's against Dr. Van
y dllhl\ | orders. . Mr. Trumbull
| to smoke, sir.”" ./
‘ “What?" <
Billy Trask. whose wheel-chalr' “Yes, sir. I'm to be particularly
wal back againat the deckhouse, hﬂ*i{‘lrﬁhll about that. Smoking is one
gan a deliberats study of the god- of your troubles.”
dets hersalf. Her face was hall| Trask half rose from his chair,
turned from him;: she seamed to hﬁlluddrnlr rgmembered 'and settled
looking down at the toasing pllol- back. There was a flash of dismay
boat. But he could sea distinetly the and anger In his ayes as he watch
melaacholy little droop of her lower | ed Keeler pocket the clgaretis
“p. : CaRe .
He wondered if she were always| “You

Narden's
You're aut

L)

'l

mean to say I'm to go ity

‘fike that. Not that he minded it In | Galveston and back witheut smok

tha least: a forlorn lady aboard ﬁﬂ“-}'-
ship even {* a2 young man Is play-| *Yes, sgir, I'm sorry: but tha''s
ing iovalid is by n0o means & Pros-thes way it's to be. It's not my do-
pect o he il'ﬂﬂ‘l‘ﬂd. Her white flannesl ings, you know: it's the doctor. Bu?
sulff was spotlessly severe, yet wholly the doctor and 1 agree om It at
becoming. He could see a billow of that, sir."
closaly colled dark hair under Lha| There was a amug vanity In tha
brim of her white felt hat. Ther® purse’s tone.
was a fsint suggestion of, pink In|
her cheeks; otherwise she was paie |a diagnostician, is that {t?" demand-
—and interesting’ ied Trask satirically—
She turned slowly and their! “Weall, something like
glance met. Trask did not intend o Trumbull.™ !
be rude ¥yt he made a point of The cool gray eyea of Keeler sur--
never flinching under sunch cireum- | veysd his patient with a eritical yu:
stances, In order that he might not friendly glance. The patient check-
ba able to reproach himself with ed an outburst. He was theres to
faint heartedness. | play the game, even If the rules were
Bven at the diatance that separal-  against him. Not a smoke helwean
ed them. Traak ocould see a swlift New York and Galveston! He sigh.
change in her dark eyes. His hearl  ed.
spaedead a trifle, Bhe was—No, she | —_—
wass't. She was just pitying him! | Doctor's Orders.
There was pity in her eyes, as un-; “Any other things I'm not to do,
mistakable as though she had vole-| Keoler?” he asked. “We may as we)
e It with her lips. Just plain, or- | have all tha tragedy at onde.”
dinary pity. . “You're to drink, sir.”
Then she turnad away and walk-| '“That doesn't . bother
od slowly down the daeck, her head  on.™
3alf bent, as Is In & quandary, i "“You're to go to bed at 8 In tha
“Confound her sympathy!" mn!-jﬂfnn’tnl. pir."
s e i i

that, Mr

me, Go

THE SECOND CABIN *

“Bat I suppose It's Det-,

“Bex pardon, sir? You saked for mow,

r!_ht suppose it dld. Tha: would b

“Consider yourself something of|
| respectful pauses at each imterrup-

l

| pfnances prescribed by tha unapeak-

convineing if his tone. Trask invol-

L':.' - WaR
hounild drink two qguarts—"

Trask scowled. o

“You are to have no exeitemen:
whatever.”

“Huh! No excilement? Well
Just suppose, Keeler, that
wmething came along and sunk us
Not that it will; becanss it won't

exc . eoulda't Jt2°°
_ “;‘ﬂr..,,..ﬂ g ot
“Well, how wonld
then?*" -
“I'd do my best, sir.” Kealer
quietly—yes, even confidently.
There was something comically

you stop it

untarily glanced down a: the knotty
hands and the apelike arms. He was
almost ready to belleve that Keeler
could aven catch a torpedo, If he
set about {t.

"Keeler, were youn ever a human
belng?"

A flicker of change appeared in
Keeler's eyes. It was Incongruons
—perhaps {neredible—but it produe-
ed upon Trask a distinc: impression
that the nurse was smiling, even
though his lips remalned Impas-
sive,

“Why. I thinkx I'm human, sir.”
sald Keeler gravely. “Will you have
a glassa of milk, sir?™

“Milk! Do 1 drink milk?™

“You do, sir.”

“But I hat the stufll.™

“Ssorry, sir; but Dr.
den—""

“To blazges with him'"

very particular

Van Nor-

that vyoo
“Hanged if-1 do'"™
"——avery day, sir; and he told me

| E—

“Forget I1'"

‘et see that his orders were ear-
riad out.," droned the quist voléa of
Koo er, completing the senaténcs with

tion from his patient.

The eayes of the pair held esach
other steadlly. Trask's were deflan;:
Keeler's wera placid, unemotional
again. '

The patlent drummed a finger
tattoo on the arm of his chalr, |
lrowned and chewed his lip. Being
an Invalld was an oecupation sud-
denly fraught with alarmingy pros-
pects. No smoking—bed at 8—milk!
Hizs soul revolied: but there was
misgiving In 1t, too.

He was haunted with the nétioa
that he was about to do all thoso

pioy the ship's fire hose iz the
cass,

ad i W et AT v B

Teclining 4dn

t ol a sylph, painfully made way for

able Yan Norden. He had mora
than a vague ldea that. if it came
to & showdown, the capahle Keéelsr |
would get thosa two quarts of miik
down his throas, if he had to em-

o111

Brings Sleeplessness, H eadache, Indigestion,
- Brain Fag,’ and Tired,
Languid Feelings

and this is stored in the brain cells.
This stored up energy is used to operate the
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of cases. But how are we going to prove
| ﬂ“mt_rrlt.
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The Nervous Strain
J* of Modern Life

tirne
machinery of the body.

ment of the body but also the activities of the
digestive organs, the breathing of the lungs,
the action of the heart—all are dependent on

~ |iWill You Make This Test?-
‘kmow that Dr. Chase’s. Nerve Find C‘At
Wep St momne Oy
Expense
1 Coupon for Full Size Box .
% Dr.Chase’s Nerve Food

The Dr. A. W. Chase Medicine Co. Limited, Torento 2.
Dear Sirs :— ] wouild like 1 try Dr. Chase's Nerve Food a3 a treatment
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| aral of his

lhlr-l-:_h-i:hup.

pro- !

“Any other Lbad pews from home?™"'

he demanded. 3 #

“Nothing 1 think of just BOW, |
sir.” |
“Then you might wheel me aroun _
the deck Tor a spell.™ '
“Yes, indeed, sir;
den sald you were to have vour ex-|
ercise regularly, every day.” i
Kesler bept over and tucked the
steamship robe carefully sabout ths
legs of his patient, stepped behind
the wheel chair and gently set It En1
wmotion, .
..'.....'.-.m-.-m-qn-. [

Fellow Passengers.

The upper deck of the Gulf
Stream was thronged and snimated. |
Booked to the capacity of her state-
rooms, it seemed that every pas-|
senger the carrled was out.in the|
midday sun of an August day. The !
sSteamship chairs were already In|
coammission and the pedestrians weras |
at it with vifor and determination !

To Trask it seemead  that an :-q-]_
tonishing number” of persons want
tc sea chielly for the purposas uf|
walking. An o0ld gentleman with a
eane brushed past Aim at a gait = |
brisk that It was almost a trot. |
Trask wineed. The old gentleman®s
ostentatious display of agility Ir-
ritated him.

A trio ol pajpable school teachers, |
otk chalrs, laspected
him narrowly s he rolled past, ex-
changed glances, whispered and
shook thelr heads. A stout ladry,
chasing a will-o'-the-wisp that re-
presanted itself to her In the figure

him and sighad her sympathy as the |
imperturable Keeler marched him |
onward. Two youths, smoking elga- |
réties and lounging against the rall,
glanced at him casually and resum- !
&d thelr serutiny of a tam ‘ﬂum-l
terad girl whose mother and father |
were convoying her om elther sida|

and daring the world to sna®h their

| priza.

The prisoner of the wheel chalr
was scowling. His feel were rut]an,'
under the roba that covered them. |
He wanted to walk, to leap, to 1'I.I.1':.II
The lame_ and the halt were as the |
athlete of Marathop compared m’
him. He envied them. _He bhated |
himself, his perambulator., his nur“,!
his employer and Dr. Van Norden.

Trumbull had warned him nol to!
overplay his part. Well, he had dons
it—emphatically. He had deliberate.
ly septenced himself to a wheel |
chalr!

He hated the peopls who starcd
at him, and thelr unspokea, though
obvious, commiseration at his|
plight. Even Keeler. was pitying him |
——a hlred mourner at the moek fun- |
departed health. His |
blunder had been colgssal; the lark |
upon which he had launched himsalf |
bore the label: “In Memoriam."

As IEEJF pauséd near the rall, at
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Not only the move-
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| through horn-rimmed lepses.

{ goddess fram the vantage of his
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Serve kot Quaker
milk

Oats and
every morming.

&
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Big sister's cuf; and gown

are somewhat over-

size for little Mary to-day, but the years will
quickly pass. - Important years, years when the

foundations for her life-long health are being

laid.

Whether Mary will graduate with the Class
of ‘38 depends on the start she is getting now.

Ifyui}childi:tnmupttrm;and

and mentally alert, she must go to schoo! fi

fied with food that gives ample energy for the -

morning’s work.

Medical and school; authorities egree that a child’s

success in school and after-life is
the physical development during its early

largely dependent on

growth years.

The big problem is to keep the energy supply equal to

the demands made upon it.

ol

Quaker Oats and milk supply the important elemen
for energy and growth in an easily digested form. Here
is a hot, satisfying breakfast that “‘stands

It builds sturdy bodies for future years.

Quaker Oats -

—yon have known since childhood _

Quick Quaker

—cooks in 3
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his signal, Trask could see the re-
turning pilot boat, now nearly & mlla
distant. His thoughts of Trumbu!l
were bitter. What avalled the thous-
and dollars—with $500 added—
now? Trumbull had the beat of the
bargalp. Trambull was standing on
two lege; he could walk, he eould
smoke, he did not have to drink
two quarts of milk;a day.

Trumbull ecould sit up all mighe
and indobitably would. Trambull
could speed with the wings of
Mercury to the saide of his . lady.
While he—Bill Trask, the foolish-
could not hastem & step after
pretty girl, If hs saw one.

Keeler resumed hils patient round
af the deck. They were far forward
now, and the ship was perceptibly
dipping and rising, in acknowledg-
ment of a gromnd swell that was
growing under a freshening breesze.
The manipulator of the chair seem-
ed in nowise inconveniemced by the
lazy motion of the deck bensath hid]
feat. He swayed easily with it, guid-
ing his gentle vehicle as surely and
stead!ly as though its rubber-shod
wheels were on solid eqrih.

They turned a corner of the deck-
house, and then Trask saw her onece
more, Bhe was standiog at the rall
agaln, but guarded now by a dragon.
A coll of her dark hair had been ut-
pinned by the wind apd swapt loose-
ly acrops her forehead. When. she
pushed it back with a slender hand
Trask noted mechanically that her
fingers were bare of rings. It waas
her left hand, too. He was always
quick at detalls. 7

The air had whipped & deaper
shade of oglor inte har cheaks.
Against a background of summer
sky her profile was cut as sharply
as a scissored s|lhouette.

The dragon_sag talking to her,

but she did not appear to listem. It |

her glance rested upon anything, It
was 4 bare horizon off to the east-
ward, between which and the ship
itsalf rolled miles of green and
froth-cresled waves. She ssemed un-
conscions of the ship, its people, or
even of herself.

The dAragon was different.
was alert, consclious of all about
her, with a palr of susplcious blus
eyes that looked challengingly

Probably tha drasgon was 50. Te
a cortalnty abe was sturdry, (earless.
and probably trucplent. Beyond the
least shadow of doubt she was ap
old mald. Her ample [figure was
siarnly arrayed 1o & sult of dark
cloth, showing scorm of Augus|
weather. Her shoes were sguare-
toad and Mat-hesled. There was a
book under her arm and a tight'y
rolied umbrella in her hand. Sha
was _speaking In choppy, ciniva
sentences, although Trask “cou:d
not hear ths words. -3

“Stop here s while,” commande)
Trask. ;

He continued his seruatiny of the

rolling prison, and noted with an-

shéT

b Tox Trot
Yocal

e
e

—

The girl In white flannels tura-
ed her head, and her dark ayes be-
gan a lanquid review of her fallow
passangers. The latter brought mno
[licker o! interest In them. Her
glance swept slowly and aimlessir
past them wuntil it reached thal
young man who stood against the

deckhouse, and thers |t paused for

to 5 minutes -

LA,

an Instant. He was oo well bred H?'
do more than look hopaful. ol
(Te Be Continued.)

The death occurred Wednesday of
Michasl Broderick, former mavor of

Seaforth.
_Frult crops damaged by @&

batistorm tn the “‘Queencton distriet

Victor

~ D Records

Baby

Feox Trot

Face

Jan Garber and His Orchestra

For My Sweetheart

Fox Trot
Vocal

Art. Landry and His Orchestra
_“ m

ma

Where'd You Get Those Eyes ?

Fex Trot

Fox Trots

- Wales

On the Riviera

“ ’
Barcelona
International Novelty Orchestra

'_ Cherie, I Love You

L)

»s

- Valencia '

Two Favorites by Jesse Crawford .

Jease Crawford
The Revelern

At Dawning and Roses of Picardy -
Organ Solos 2 me

m
Fox Trot
Veocal

Fox Trot

At "Hi‘ Master’s

Bye Bye Blackbird
CGeorge Olsen and His Mok
Gene Anstin (Tenor)

Someone is Losin’ Susan

Philip Spitalay snd His Orchestrs
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