RED PAMPHLETS |
YANKS SPURNED

Poison Propaganda to Russian
A. E. F. Revealed by U. S.
Secret Service.

Extracts from pamphlets, published
by the English-speaking Communists in
Russia, and distributed among the
American troops in the North—now
in the possession of the U. S. Depart-
ment of Justice.

“Comrades! Drop this dirty work.
Turn your guns on your real enemies,
the sweaters and capitalists,

“Come with us in the far nobler |

struggle to establish the triumph of
labor the world over.
(Signed) N. LENIN.”

“East and Central Europe Iis

aflame with the revolt., The exploiting

class has in some countries fallen, and

in others are on the point of falling.

The dawn of the day of Labor’s eman- |

cipation has come!”

“You have arms.
use them. Will you, like slaves, use
them in defense of your master, or
will vou use them to help your class
be free? If the former, then you
know that vyou will meet with deter-
mined resistance of the united revolu-
tionary people of East and Central
Europe, and History will be Yyour
judge. If the latter, then
hearty welcome into the ranks of in-
ternational labor.”

“We want you to understand that |

every country in the world—including
yvour own—can become a socialistic
state, a workmen’s country, if only it
follows the Russian example. Every
nation in the world—including the
‘vankee race’—can become a really
free nation, if it only does away with
the trusts, the money lords and the
bloodthirsty exploiters, It is up to
vou American soldiers to do 1t!
up to you to bring the great lesson of
the Russian Revolution home to your
toiling and suffering brothers, It’s
up to you to start it there—in your
own America, you just start it—and
your brothers will follow you! You just
dare! You have nothing to lose but
your chains. You have a world to

gain,

“You just dare te take home with |

you the Red Banner of the Revolution
—and inscribe upon it:

“Down with capitalism!
“Long live Industrial Freedom!

“Long live Socialism!”

“You probably would let us alone

and go home, if your officers would let

yvou. ‘But they do not intend to let
you do so. You are under their orders,

and they are under the orders of ‘“high- |

er ups,” and those are under the orders
of “still higher ups,” etc.

capitalists who want to
greedy hands upon the mines and
factories, railways, etc.,, of
That is the reason you are here to rob
workingmen and make millionaires
richer.

“We know that you are bound, hand
and foot by discipline and have been
in blind ignorance of what you were
doing here or why you came. The only
way that you can do the decent thing
is by breaking the discipline that
drives. you to this crime against your
own kind, the working class.

“The war Is over. There is no hon-
est reason for vou to submit to mili-
tary “orders. You are not fighting
‘German militarism.” You are' sub-
mitting to it when you obey the com-
mands of your own officer.

“You can break awayv. We know
that you can, for we did. You are

pc werful enough and numerous enough

~ to arrest the officers or to do with
thom what you please, Or you can
vime over to us.”

"MASTER OF ART OF WOOING

Missourian Gives Out Some Pointers
| That May or May Not Be of
Value to Others.

There are experts in all lines, but
shall not a man who can persuade
eight women to marry hirh rank as an
authority on matrimony? According
to the Missourian who is locked up in
the Tagmbs as a confessed bigamist, the
way to a woman’s heart is through her
higher emotions. *“I appealed to the
best In women always,” he says, “and
never to their lower natures.”

Women also, this artist in love dis-

covered, “like to be swept off their |
they

feet by those who woo them;
have no patience” with the dawdler.

Nor did be find that it was essential

for the wooer to be handsome or more
than neatly dressed. But these, of

‘course, are old precepts in the manual |
Ugly men have often

been great rakes, and ardor i® tradi-

of courtship.

tionally effective in sweeping the re-
luctant fair “off their feet.” His main

contribution to the art of love, and it .
is one worthy of Ovid, is that of the

potency of an appesal to the higher na-
ture of women.

But is “the best” in women a fixed

guality, or does it vary and require
to be diagnosed in the individual?

That is no doubt a difficulty that will |
confront ordinary wooers. Is the high- |
er feminine nature compatible with
matinee tickets and tea dances, or does
it incline seriously only to more ele-

vated interests? The recipe apparent-

ly leaves the problem about as it was
for less successful suitors to whom the
mystery remains of other men’s easy
mastery of an art of which they fail
to learn the rudiments.—New York

World.
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The xlceplng Mice.
A friend of mine was engaging a

cook lately, and inquired why she had |

loft a ecertain place. “I couldn’t stop

there, madam,”
mind rations, .and I believe I'm eco-

nomical, but in that house they were |

so saving that the very mice used to
run about with tears in their eyes.”

—London Daily Express. -.
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By LLOYD ROBERTS
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Three men dropped from an empty
hox ear as the morning freight turned
its back on Cross Creek settlement.
Two of them immediately slunk into
the encroachin: jerbrush, while the
third, a tall. angular man with shifty
oyes, ambled Iazily toward the sawmill
on the lip of the bank. A freckle-
faced lad. who was stacking the fresh-
lv eut bhosrds hefore the door, paused
to wipe his brow &s the stranger ap-
proached.

“Ain't the drive
' the latter sharnly.

“Most of it. The last o’ the eut will
hbe in the booams erlong erbout dark, 1
opess. Lookin® for some one?”’

“You bhet 1

The fierce
uttered stirred
0sity.

“Maylie vyoure a
abouts?”’ he suggested,

“Mavbe I am.,” was the satisfac-
' torv retort as the other walked off.

When the whistle blew for the mid-
| day meal he, presented his  sinister
face at the cookhouse door and accept-

ed the cook’s invitation to dinner in a

surly, matter-of-course manner that
' did not include thanks, nor afterward
encourage questioning.

The shrieks of the tortured saws
had long been stilled; the new moon
was glimmering palely through the
budding poplars and birches, when Me-
Knight's loggers finally came slouch-
ing up from the dam for their last
meal of the drive.

Shouting uproarious greetings to the
fat-faced cook, they crashed
peaveys and pike-poles upon the floor
and tumbled on the benches that lined
the long deal tables. Hunger is never

1
|~

in yvet?” inquired

am !
in which this was
youngster's curi-

tone
Lthe

strancer here-

| &
l
1
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Hadn't a map a right to kick over
he traces once in a while without be-
e called to account? Still, he
shouldn’t have gone to Madge in that
condition—he knew that. But he had
only meant to catch a glimpse of her
through the window, until he saw that
she had company. Even then he mizht

' have restrained his jealous rage if Mec-
" Knight hadn’'t looked at her the way

' he did.

. |on,

" and lower

their |

never forgotten.
1 it had become more and |
- more of an obhsession—become the one |
ambition of his bestial existence, What |
~was he waiting for?

. three steps.

those very songs she always sang for
him.
Every one knew that McKknight was

afiter her, too, though he had never let |
| that fact worry
ended with his entering and creating |

him before.

a scene that no self-respecting girl
could overlook. He could see the ex-

pression of pain and pity in her eyes |

now, hear Hugh's quiet words of rea-

knife, and have it jerked from his
shaking finzers. Then, as he was leav-
inzg, he had sworn to “get even.”
That. at least, was an oath he had
As he sank lower

to dwell on,

The song ecame to an end,
ud and Lefty
would be cowering in the

cursing his delay.

voice held him again.

dearest,

leaned against the
dered himself to its spell.

You take the hizh road and I'll take the

low road—

She seemed to be there in person |
pleading with his warped soul as she |
had pleaded in the past, reminding |

him of all those shattered promises
and the love he had forfeited.
The phonograph whirred
stopped. A
to flare and smoke, and—

and

“Up with yer paws, you louts!” came | .

' a2 harsh. nasal voice.

kept in suspense in the lumber camps. |

- and the steam was already rising from |

hills of potatoes and

There commenced a clattering din of

steel on tinware, and
confined to such gruff commands

“Chuck the bread, Sam!” “Rush the
sow this way, Bobby!” and

all the beans, ver dern alligator!”
Bobby's phonograph was the pride
of his heart.
his one line of
neither smoked,
fell in love—and

dissipation—for he
chewed., drank, nor
indulged in it at

Presently the feet of the loggers began

At the top |

of the whole pile are the wealthy
cet their |

Russia. |

to mark time ,to a rollicking back-

- woods chantey as a fiddle and a me-

tallic voice struck up with:

“Jack has got a scarlet rag strung eround
his hat.

Bill has lost his dollar watch in the
Devil's Vat.

Squint-eye Murphy bust the jam—jumpin’

like a cat.
Sunday ’ill see us eatin’ off a table.”

that shook the tins and sent the dust
into the air to mingle with the clouds

of pipe-smoke.

“Birl a log, birl a log, birl a log, boys.
Ram a log, cram a log, slam a log, boys.
There'’s lots of time for loafin’ when the
saws begin their noise,
And the gals come troopin’ down beside
the mill.”

conversation was | )
. few were obeying the order.

as |

hoss was not of this number.

pork, flats of |

johnnyv-cake, and lakes of black coffee. | aoor,

“Don’t hog |

Ancus North awok

standing with leveled pistols. The log-

- oers had jumped to their feet, and a | -.;h
But the |

For all

his biz frame. he had a brain and body

Ctrained for sudden action, and scarce-

| nearer
every opportunity and on all occasions. | Coni
" himself bhetween them.
' North pitiched on his face,

' Knight,

lv had the words left Bud's mouth be-

- for 1"."'-:"11" CleSS) Y »
It was supposed to be | fore he was charging recklessly down

the eamp.
Luckily for
the door, and as Lefty's
racted on
At the report
and Mec-
clearing his body without a
pause, was upon the robbers before
they counld fire again. Lefty went

" down before the knotted fist as if he
' had been struck by a peavey, and
" though Bud made an effort to dodge,
" he was caught by an arm and crumpled

)

The stranger leaned back with fold- |

ed arms and half-crossed eyes. All
day the sights, sounds and smells of a

awaken some response in his inflexible
soul—blotting out the unclean mem-
ories of his exile and telescoping time
until it seemed as though he had never
been absent from the settlements. And
now he was back with his old com-
rades of woods and rivers—Reddy
Jones, Polite Williams, Big John Nev-

was the reply. “I don’t |

hood chum, Hugh McKnight.

But things had changed considerably
in five years. From the most popular
man on the river, he had become an
outcast of civilization, unrecognizable
to his old associates, and the sworn
enemy of the burly woodsman oppo-

on his black cigar.

Well, he was glad that McKnight ap-
peared so prosperous and content. Evi-
dently life meant something worth
while to him—something worth cling-

given.
even more satisfactory than he had

imagined; and now that vengeance
was so sure and imminent, he could
afford to gloat a few minutes longer
hefore he gave it rein,

“Sandy’s hoppin’ lively, for he's left a kid

at home.
Davey's heart is achin’ for a pesky gram-

myphone,
For it ain’t in human nature for a man (o

live alone—
When the drive
mornin'.”

is lyin’

And once more the camp vibrated |

with the roar of the chorus,
There was no music in the
heart of Angus North, and
foot was involuntarily beating out the |
" measure. His mind was concerned
only with the deed that had brought
him back. It had been well arranged.
He had only to throw open the door

nistols and hold up the camp!

What was that blasted tune they
were playing?
upon his ear-drums with a persistence
that had forced him to give heed. “Mul-
vorneyv !” Another association of his
dead life. He hadn’t heard it since
‘uat terrible occasion when she had

turned him adrift to founder upon the
rocks. As vividly as a scene of yes-
terday, it flared before his closed lids,

It was such a night as this; he had
just returned from the drive, as they
were doing now. But then it had been
' the Upper Nashwaak—not Cross Creek
—and they had stopped to celebrate
their freedom at Stanley. Of course,
' he had sworn to let the bottie alone,
' and in theose days his word was as
good as his bond. But what if he had
been.a fool, and his intractable enemy

ers and many more—including his boy- |
' sake I done it. I had meant them ter

site him who so complacently sucked

idle Sunday ? <till

violently to the floor. A dozen rough

The audience joined in the chorus hands made further resistance impos-

" with a roar and a thumping of toes |

sible.

Then the boss dropped beside the
man who interposed and gently raised
his head. The bullet had bored through
his right shoulder, but without touch-

| ing the bone.

“T'm done for. Hugh,” announced

' the tramp without emotion.

The boss started. “By Jove it’'s An-
ogus North!” he cried, and he stared in
amazement at the wreck of his one-

. time friend.

past existence had been struggling to

“Qure thing. Come back ter stay.”
“An’ jest in the nick o’ time, too.
He'd have winzed me, I guess, if yer

. hadn’t got in the way.”

The woodsman is not demonstrative,
and the tone rather than the words
evidenced the gratitude he felt for the
act. Neorth's weak features suddenly
hardened.

“Don’t fool yourself. It was for her

kill yer, but—but that pesky phono-
osraph got me all balled up an’ I butted
in fore I knew what I was erbout.
Give me a drink, some one.”

The cook ran for a mug of water,
and McKnight held him higher as he

drank.
“] had no idea yer held a grudge

l against me, Angus. I only did my duty

ing to as long as he could—just as his
would have been if Madge had for- |

Robbing him of it would be

|
!
|

|

that night, an’ I've been tryin’ ter do it
over since. Madge made me write to
a1l the folks I knew in the States to
tryv and find out where you were. She’ll
he mighty glad to hear you're back.”

North's features relaxed as pleasure
faded the pain from his eyes.

“Js that straight, Hugh?” he cried

| weakly.

“Heaven's my witness. She was cer-
tain you’d return some day, when
vou'd got a grip on yourself, an’ she’s
been waitin’ an’ lookin’ for you ever
since.”

“An’ she ain’t your—your—"

“Qhucks, no! She said she’d never
talk to another ’til she'd seen if you
wanted her. She's believed In

rli

vou all erlo:
“He's only fainted, boys,” McKnight

:ln.pl ained to the silent loggers as he

bitter
yet one |

;Ilﬂ.d better go for Madge.”

and Bud would spring in with cocked | {,,ro

i the horss

It had been knocking |

and let events take their course, Leftly |

l

lowered his friend to the floor, “and I
reckon this little accident will prove
‘he making of him. One of you fellows

All Dislike Red.
has heen called the king of
The bull is not the only crea-
that resents red; the elephant,
the doeo. the cock, are all
alike in this respect. It is sufficient,
‘or examnle, to cover the doors and
<kylights of a kennel with red ma-
torial to cause incessant barking and
~ommotion among the dogs confined
therein., A spider and a wasp, con-
fined in a glass case, are reported to
have dwelt happily together until a
red cloth was placed against the sides,
when the insects tackled each other
and a ficht to the death

Y o]
o .
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a1t once
ensued,

i

Seeing Herself.
“Hurry, wife. We'll miss the
vator.”
“Hurry, eh? 1 think I see mysglf.”
“In that case, you'll have to stop
osnd make a long inspection.”—Louis-

ville Courier-Journal.

ele-

and she hadn’t played and sung |

It had |

see himself fumble for his clasp- | "

Curse the musie! |
It was venczeance, not regret he wished '

and he |

shadows, |
RBefore he had taken |
however, a singer’'s sweet
Of all the dear
songs that Madge had sung to him,
“The Banks of Loeh Lomond” was the |
the one most pregnant with |
his passion ; and with a stifled oath he |
wall and surren- |

draft caused the lamps |

e with an inar- |
ticulate shout, and sprang toward the '
where two nmffled ficures were |

him the stranger was
finger |
the trigger he threw |
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How lemember the “Sec-
cnd Lincer” of the Goed Old
Heliday Times?
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WAS REAL

an interesting
deseribing
(o the
oo |

as made 1
ted in Courant,
Thanksgiving feast,
dinner of day served
thiat feast at the home of every weil-to-
do farmer. This allusion was especially
havey, inasmuch a5 in the past scant
justice has done to ithat meal |
qs an unimportant |
the day, for it tested one’s
i1 cannot bhe in these Qays
or oif the larder is guard-
5 than 170 food directors
adlpunisirators,
It will be remembered that the first
1 eal as Sserved not far from two
‘locK 1IN afternoon, when each
sson was sunposs to eat as on no
cccasion in the vear, yet by five
in the afterncon, when the
ere  lichted, the table was
thie household with
e lati and the
rates, if such there
‘o fall to with &s
thie members had
. oarlier. That they
anpetites was due
«s of the flesh, for
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twins of those
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addition, were various
Cenke, actual loaf cake, a very |
varticle ef food and, worst of
cxoected to eal
lost tha ~osvive should feel
work had ot ‘eome up to its |
andard of excellence. 1t was |
vl ordeal.

pisconalinns this ordeal
L on Christinas day, while
cationalists waited
v, not wishing to |
hing appreoaching an
Cistiaas, but  with
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was over., For
vear those
cxisted and never |
abundant and
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The Lotus Festival.

it was a h night, and all
<hop windows W bright with
terns shaped like the lotus buds in
Lig moat. The moon rose higzh over
o curving Peking roofs and flooded
o sfreots. As if the moon had
yeovoht him, a child eame timidly
= h from one of the big, dark gate-
In his hands he held a brilliant
hud and a lotus-bud lantern.
Chen from every gateway, all up and
wn the sireets, the children came
‘vrih. The air was filled with the mu-
'« of their happyv voices, and there
o« the sound of their little feet going

tepat in the dust.
Scon the streets were childhood's
full of color., sound and happi-
“+ill the ¢h’ldren eame, rich and
r— children in silk garments of

01 suinines

q-‘-l"‘.t

WAaNs,

ll:ili

' less than five doors,

- behind a desk.

- his hand.

+ht eolors, children in rags, and lit-
nokad. brown children, all carry-

and the lotus-had Ian |

which threw =cft lights up info

- the lotus bud

BALS

¢ir hanpy, childish faces. Ever -
+«d of breathless, jovous chi o

2 lovely flowers inereased.

i'or a brief hour, like f:!

ces. the children froiicked. Then t.
(Mes burned Tow in the lanterns, a’

» hy one weni out. As quickly =s

Jovous

Loy eame, the children vanished. The
roots were again silent and gloomy
_¥rom “Pioneering Where the World
35 O1d,” by Alice Tisdale,

|
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PICKWICK’S
PAPER

By HELEN A. HOLDEN
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(Copyright.)

It was a busy time of the day. The
crowd, hurrying to and fro, was too
intent on minding its own affairs to
bother about the erratic behavior of
any particular individual.

Carlotta Smith was one of the throng

' surging past the Stanwix building.

When she came opposite the wide-open
door she hesitated, walked toward the
entrance, but again turned and passed
on down the street.

Coming back, she paused once more,
then hurried on.

The third time there was no hesita-
tion. With grim determination she
approached the entrance and walked
boldly in.

There were three or four men who
left the elevator at the thirteenth floor
with Miss Smith. She envied them
their knowledge of where they wanted
to go.

Opening off the hall, there were no
each with the
name of “Bolton Company” in gold
letters.

“My mother told me to take this
one,” counted Carlotta.

Inside, Carlotta found a girl seated

to wait while she went in search of
Mr. Thomas Doyle.
“This isn’t so bad,” mused Carlotta.
“I’'m beginning to think T'1l like it.”
“Mr. Doyle?” she inquired, as 2

“Glad to meet you, Miss Smith.”
Her tones had convinced him that there
was much behind the name.

“I beg pardon, Mr. Doyle,” interrupt-
“1 - of sympathy in Doyle’s voice.
forgot to deliver a message this morn- |

' ing. Mr. Bolton wished you to call him

ed the girl from behind the desk.

up.”
“Did he say when?” asked Doyle.
“No,” the girl admitted reluctantly.
“Then he can wait,” which was hard-
ly respectful to the president of the
company. “Please be seated, Miss
Smith.”
“lI came to see you—
ta.

” began Carlot-

“I say, Tom, I've been hunting every- |

where for vou.” Like a hurricane a

ment. “I beg pardon.
yvou were busy, but you forgot to tell
me where that guaranty would most
likely to be found.”

Explanations were brief, for in a few
moments Doyle returned.

“I won’t take you fo my room, for
I've been moved upstairs. A number
of us have been changed about lately.
We can go into Miss Glyn's room.

There is no one there, so 1 trust we |

can continue uninterrupted.”
“Did you say ‘Miss’ Glyn?” inquired
Carlotta.

the hat-rack, on which hung a man’s
derby.

“Oh, that might mean the general
mixed-up state we're in just now. Pos-
sibly a caller for Miss Glyn. That’s
probably it.” Doyle spoke confidently.

“She has just taken him somewhere to |

meet some one. Take this chair, Miss
Smith: you'll find it more comforta-

ble.”
“But,” protested Carlotta,
from the way it looks—"
“You mean the way it’s worn,” sug-
gested Doyle.

“] know

' “Anyway,” continued Carlotta, *“it’'s |
' Miss Glyn’'s pet, particular chair.

It
would never do to have her find me us-
ing it.”

“Even her shoes are distinguished
looking,” he told himself. “It seems as
if T have heard her name before. Un-

doubtedly, a society girl; it probably
- him that I

" He bet I couldn’t.
“] decided that becoming an azent |
- would be

figures daily in the papers.”
“I think,” said Carlotta, “that what

people say about odious agents and the
way they are treated is all nonsense.”

“Have yvou had the good fortune to

meet any un-odious ones?” inquired

Doyle lightly.
“] mean the way you have treated
me,” went on Carlotta. -

“T don't quite follow.” Doyle sat

' down suddenly. In case he had under-
' stood, he would need support.

“From what I've heard, I always
thought agents had doors slammed in

thelr faces. and were sometimes—of |
in extreme cases—thrown |

course,

downstairs,” continued Miss Smith.

“Now, I consider I've been treated roy-

' others in ordinary use are legion.

ALEXANDER BERKMANMN
and
EMMA GOLDMAN,
Deported by U. S. Department of Jus-
tice as Leading Spirits in Communist
Plots,

How Rats Cause Fires.

Rats are fond of eating the insulat-
ing material of electric wires, and are
responsible for many of the fires as-
cribed to “defective insulation.” They |
also gunaw holes in lead water pipes.
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ally.”

Carletta waved majestically toward
the footstool.

While she was speaking a man had
quietly entered the room. As Doyle’s

attention was not again claimed, Car-

| lotta did not mind.

Doyle was so stunned at what he had
just heard that he forgot completely
his previous threats of vengeance
against the next intruder.

“T am an agent,” continued Carlotta,
“for Pickwick’s

Paper.”
“T never would have guessed it.” The

irony in Tom Doyle’s voice was lost

on Carlotta, who continued volubly:
“You probably use Tryon’'s, don’t

you, Mr. Doyle? Really, a very inferi-

or grade. If you would once try Pick-

wick’s, I am sure you would never use

anvthing else.
Dc

you use Tryon's or Black’s Mr. Doyle?”

“I don’t know.”

Doyle felt as if he had been knocked
down, and now was being walked on.
This girl did not want him to lead the
german at the coming charity ball—
she did not even want a subscription

to something else, anything—she was
only a plain, ordinary agent.

“I hoped you would be able to help
me,” continued Carlotta. “I so much
want to make a success of it. You
don’t know what it means to me.”

“‘I've a sick hushand and five chil-
iren to support,’ ” quoted Doyle absent-
mindedly.

“It's not as bad as that,” replied Car-
lotta. “But if I could make my poor
(wother comfortable—"

“I'll do what. ] ecan for vou.” broke

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3543-0051.jpg

'In Doyle hastily. *“Mr. Cruikshank
the man you ought to see.”

““But I don’t want to see him
NMarlotta. “He is sure to be €ross,
his name sounds so0.”

“T don’t know about that. 1
even know the man. 1 mean.
head of that department.”

“T shouldn’t like to see him,” Carlot-
ta spoke decidedly. “I thought
conld help me. I forgot to tell you
that Mr. Smith gave me your name—
Mr. Morton Smith. He is a distant rel-
ative. and is interested in helping me.”

7 said
L.ven

don’t

“You are related to Morton Smith?” |
in |
thunder does he let vou do a thing like |

To himself Dovle added: “How

Cthis?”

She invited Carlotta

| young man appeared with her card in |
“T am Miss Carlotta Smith.”

Superior Typewriting |
| | quaintance by

' he Miss Glvn's,
voung man burst in with this announce- | ‘

I didn’'t know |

-
| II]{I‘
e 1.-5"-

' am glad T am not a real one,”

| was never more serious in my life.
. begin at the beginning—two nights ago,
" at dinner, my father called me names.

. He
" without more serious thoughts of the

Its advantages over | New

“Yes: he is most anxious to see
succeed,” replied Carlotfta.

“T'll do what I can.”

Dovle felt like a eriminal.
and abet a girl of Miss Sm
make of herself a successiul
Pickwick’s Superior Paper, was unpar-
donahle. Yet., considering the poor old
mother, he must do what he eould.

“T'il see the cranky Cruiksi as
vou call him. If T ecan’t urge him, 1'll
beat him into accepting your paper.
In one way or another, you
sure to succeed.”

“When shall I call again?
Carloftta.

“What part of the city
vass tomorrow 7 asked oyle,
“Around State and Peari,
Carlotta spoke with some h 0

“I zet my luncheon near there,” said
Dovle.. “I could meet you at |
park, and it would save your coming
'way up here.”

“Yery well,” said Carlofta.
see, I've never been an agent before,
I hardly know what is customary.”

As Doyvle bade Carlotta goed-by, he

ith's si

amnpn

i,

~ee

" inquired

do you can-

‘Tr "

-:t. fT": e

- felt a deep thrill of sympathy.

* * * = = * *

“Ten minutes late,” was Mr. Doyle’s |

oreeting when he met Miss Smith the
next doy. “I hope that means you have

' had a successful morning.”

Carlotta slowly sheook her head.
“I'm so sorry.” There was a world
“And 1
have bad news, too.”

How he hated to make Carlotta look
less happy than she did when she came
te meet him across the park!

“Did Mr. Cruikshank live up to the
reputation of his name?” ("arloita
smiled bravely as she asked the ques-
tion.

“Taking time by the forclock” an-
swered Dovle, “I inquired fer Cruik-
shank as soon as yvou left yvesterday. 1
was direeted to the room that used to
There, ing at his
own desk, and with his feet on Lis own
footstool, was Hon. CGordon

St

JAMEeSs

- Cruikshank !”

“Oh !” gasped Carlotta. “He was the
man who eame in while we were talk-
He must have heard me say he
was a erank, and vou said vou would
beat him. Is there anything left of
you, Mr. Doyle?”

“I am old Cruikshank’s firm fricnd
for Jife,” replied Doyle. “You bet 1
didn’t think it was funny, but he

| seemed to get a lot of enjoyvment out
- of it.
' looking the names we called him.
Doyle’s glance followed Carlotta’s to
" he refused to take the Pickwick paper.
' Sayvs he has nothing

i11 over-
We
though

He was such a brick

actually parted friends, even
against what we
are now using.”

“What trials there are for azents., 1
mur-

mured Carlotta.
“Was that

ill
To

“Far from it,” replied Carlotta.

said I was simply a butterfiy—

future than what froeck I should wear

' to the next assembly,

“I replied that it was all the fault
of circumstances. That I could even

earn my own living, if it were neces- ’l

Of course, my father hooted at
To make a long story short, it

sary.
that.
ended in a wager.
could be self-sup}

quicker than anyting else,
From my nnsuspecting cousin I ¢

name of Bolton company,

can guess how glad I was when he
casually mentioned you as a
mate.
asked the name of the least used type-
writing paper—"

“The least used?” broke in Doyle.

“Of course,” said Carlotta, “if I
had taken the meost popular, the

chances were that vou would already

be stocked up with it.”
“That is one way of doing business,”

commented Doyle.

“When I reported my success last
night,” continued Carlotta, “my father
was not at all pleased. In fact, he
was quite—otherwise. 1 was so dis-
appointed, for I was really very proud
of myselfl.”

“Then all that about your poor old
mother was—" began Doyle.

“Puarely fiction,” replied Carlotta.
“What must you think of me, Mr.
Dovle ?”

“] don’t want you to cut my
telling me it is
den.” said Tom; *“but I will
tell yon as soon as you give e
mission.”

ac-
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Knew How He Fell.
Theodore was delighted
snit. bought with a view
fure use and with due regard to Theo
dore's rapid growing propensi
when he wore it to school his joy was
quickly turned to grief as the unf
ing boys frankly agcused him of wear
ing his father's clothes. * The teacho
used her utmeost tact to smooth
matters. but the tear-stained little fac
did not elear all day. The next da)
another boy appeared in & new
evidently made from his mother’s,
astralkhan collar was sufficient to stir
up the “savage” state of the
new garment promi
“his sister’s
flow copiously
her end to &
Theodore slipped his arm around
Wet bov and said: *“Dont
Jimmy; that's just the way I i
terday.” |

with his
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lin esimated the fund would be $665,-
009 at the end of the first 100 years,

Ancoin |

\,2{1‘ -;‘

Baron Lambert Rothschild, who died

demanded by the Huns,

agent bhusiness a joke?” sehild’s wife died in Paris during the

- demanded Doyle wrathfully.

I was to prove 1o |
orting. |

ot the |
as employ- |
ing large numbers of typewriters. You |

class- |
Then I went to a store and |

to fll'_
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Cne of Franklin’s Experlments

That Went Wrong.

Philanthrepic Bequest, Intended to Aid

“Young Married Artificers,” by No
hNears Came Up to His
Expectations.

Decidents of Philadelphia realize
woll why Fen Franklin’s picture ap-

pears on the 1919 War Savings stamps.

One item of the versatile printer’s
Lrift has given many Philadelphians

- ready money when it was badly need-
To aid !

and now nets the eity at large a
vlsome little building.

Franklin made a bequest of $25,000,

kncwn as the “Dr. Franklin fund for

oons to voung married artificers.” The
qucot was made in 1790, and in
2ling it Franklin looked 200 years
head, estimating what the total would
he on 1890 and 19990.
Dy his process of caleulation Frank-

lpg‘l"
! .

't fell far short of this figure,
reaching but $89,883.99.

Soveral redsons are advenced for the
foilure of the fund to reach the

“omount Franklin had expected in 1890,

principal one is that the
married artificers” failed to
often as he had expected,

but the
young
horrow 28

v due probably to the restrictions. Later,
(11 111] i
SO | :1a

restrictions were made less dras-

in an elort to get the money out to
orrowers, with the result that less
tention was paid to character and
resnonsibilits, and frequently the loan
and interest were both lost.

The terms laid down by Franklin
vere characteristiec. They were dic-
tatod by sound business judgment. He
deereed that the loans should not be
more than 60 pounds sterling, nor less
‘han 15 pounds.

Dorrowers were required to pay each
verr interest at 5 per cent, together
with 10 per cert of the principal, until
the loan was paid eff. It was with the
cxpectation that the entire fund would
be kept busy that Franklin made his
ostimates of what the total would be

1.
[ i1

n 100 vears.

Frankiin did not intend the entire
‘mud to be continued for loans after
%00, but that in that year 100,000
ounds be turned over to the city of
Chilade phia to “bring the waters of
hoe Wissahicken creek to the city and
Lor public imprm*eﬂients, such as aque-
duets, fortificarions, ete.”

In 1007 the board of city trusts,
which was ecustodizan of the Franklin
f::r-:i, turned over the money, about
C105.000, to the Franklin institute, for
use by the latter institution in its fund
‘0 erect a memorial building on the
now Philadelphia parkway in memory
of Franklin.

Brussels’' Debt to Rothschild.
When General ven Bissing, the Ger-
nan governor general, levied a fine of -
SO.000. 000 franes en the city of Brus-
the coffers of which were empty,

n Paris a few days ago, came to the

rescue and through the bank assumed

responsibility for part of the tribute
Baron Roth-

aar. She and her husband played a
yart in bringing Roumania into the
var on the side of the allies. On one
woasion a courier being sent to Rou-

manin. was intercepted and suspicion

ans turned against Baroness Roth-

| solild. She escaped arrest only through
‘Lo intervention of Brand Whitlock,

(he Ameriean minister, but had to

apologize to Von Bissing and promised
5 volrain from such acts in the future.
I'r
ho-taze by the Huns one time because
vo ovwas slow in paying a tribute of $2.-

ron Rothschild himself was held

-"i:ﬂ_ Baron Nothschild’s son was
Jed soverely serving with the

Selzian army.

Does Away With Waiters.

A woitorless tehle was recently ex-
ihited! in the East., Miniature elec-

railways somewhat on the prin-
Ll of the cash currier connect each
‘1o in o restaurant with the kitchen.
he cuest, after attending to the hang-

- up of his own hat and coat, seats
Jmeeif and scans the menu card. He
“ites his order and drops it into a
ot on th'_* table. A kitchen attend-
1t places the dishes which the patron
s mf’!’mul on the proper train, which
oniomatieally at the patron's
1ble. Dishes that have been used the
st puts on the train and they are
1iovod bhack to the kitchen. When

. has finished his meal he pays the

<her and coes ount.

tODS

The Only Way.
<ir John Fester Frazer, the English
cerateur, was talking in New York
nut the privations of literary men.
“With the price of food trebled and
sdrupled.” said Sir John, “and the
‘eo of copy eut in half, what is the
sarv man to do?
“1 know & literarv man in London
9n teaches up-to-date dancing in a
¢luly all night, and writes stories
d novels all day.
“von can't keep this up, old chap,’
=15 to him sternlyv. “You can’t burn
candle at bath ends.”
‘But, hang it, Sir John,” he an-
ved. ‘it’s mc- only way to mke both
vle meet.
Fich Enemy to the Mosquito.
Me island of Barbados is said te
1._;-111* fr*pp frem malaria by the tiny
Cimown as “miliions,” which devour
rvae in the early qtftgeq of its de- -
~ *r:wn"

E
Elephants Indispensable.

It is said that Siam’s teak forests
onuld not be worked without the as-
istance of elephants, as hauling ma-
hines could not be used in the inaec-
essible places where teak trees grow,
‘ime elephant can handle from fifty to
~venty logs in & season. .'-




