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jumped quickly into the car.
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HOUSEHOLD
QUESTIONS |,

Fitting Candles.—A candle may
be made to fit any candlestick if
dipped for a moment into very

By
MARTHA
OSTENSO

Ask Me Another
@ A General Quiz

““Take care of yourself,” he sald
huskily, “‘and don't drive too fast,
Good-by—good-by!*

Unheedful of the Laird’s warning,
she drove with reckless speed over
the winding road, shutting out from
her senses the painful beauty of

WHO’S
NEWS
THIS
WEEK

By LEMUEL F. PARTON

EW YORK.—In more than four
decades, Louis M. Eilshemius
made 5,000 paintings and drawings
and never made a cent out of them.
Now, three big

The Questions

: : the morning, with its assailing col- 1. Where i Inde
hot water. This will soften the o D Aaoharias. of wikiBowas s * s Independence
wax and it can then be easily THE STORY THUS FAR hand that had lain inert on the arm camem}’ hill and glen. Where the square? Red square? Union

square? Trafalgar square?
e 2. What is the difference be-
tween parole and probation?

3. Can you name a country or
continent that starts with “A’’ but
do:s Inot end with an “a’”?

. Is it correct to say ‘“‘Any-
body can do as they pleaa!;"?

5. Was a President's child ever
born in the White House?

6. What city in the United States

is directly south of the North pole?
7. What is the estimated educa-

of the chair brushed across the
stricken eyes, *“my poor little Au-
tumn—there seems no end.”

She lifted her head proudly. *You
are wrong,” she said. *‘There is
an end—even to this."” Her breath
caught her, in spite of herself, like
a barb in the throat. *I must have
been mad tonight—but I didn't
know." ;

She threw her arms fiercely about
him, all the pride and loyalty of her
blood in the embrace. He patted

pushed in. sun slanted across a smooth hillock,

violets, buttercups, larkspur and
blue-eyed grass would be shining
under dew as though beneath a
great glass dome, and if she glanced
aside in a sweet, leafy dell, there
would be lily-of-the-valley and iris
and lady's-slipper. But these were
not for her now, she thought bitter-
ly, as she stared at the road that
ran crazily before her, uncurling
like a toy serpent of painted paper.

Where the trail branched south-

wes 1y Lovely, independent Autumn Dean, returning home to British Columbia from

abroad without her father's knowledge, slo‘ials at the home of Hector Cardigan,
an old family friend. He tells her that she should not have come home, that
things have changed. Arriving home at the “‘Castle of the Norns,” she is greeted
lovingly by her father, Jarvis Dean, who gives her to understand that she is wel-
come—for a short visit. Her mother, former belle named Millicent Odell, has
been dead for years. Autumn cannot understand her father's attitude, though
gives him to understand that she is home for good. Her father gives a welcom-
ing dance at the castle. Autumn meets Florian Parr, dashing, well-educated
young man of the countryside. Late in the evening Autumn leaves the dance,
rides horseback to the neighboring ranch where she meets Bruce Landor, friend
and champion of her childhood days. He takes her to see his mother, an invalid.
His father is dead, thought to have killed himself. As soon as his mother sees
Autumn she commands Bruce to take her away, that death follows in the wake of
the Odells. Autumn is both saddened and perplexed. Bruce, apologetic, can offer
no reason for his mother's attitude. Autumn calls again on Hector Cardigan—this

Improving Veal Roast, — Veal
roasts are improved by rubbing
them with powdered ginger, black
pepper and onion salt before cook-
ing.

. * »

When Baking Apple Pies.—To
prevent the juice in apple pies
from boiling over during baking,
mix the apples and sugar and let
them stand covered for five min-

utes, then drain off the juice from

the apple slices.
.« * =

Lengthening Short Blankets.—If
blankets have become too short by
ghrinkage or mending they can be
lengthened by sewing at one end a
strip of muslin 12 to 18 inches
This extra length will tuck
in under the mattress at the foot
and leave the woolen part on top

wide.

of the bed.

Cleaning the Coffee

while.
ly with warm water
times.

a week.
L] L L

Shoes That Pinch.—If a patent
shoe pinches any part of the foot,
a rag well soaked in boiling wa-
ter should be placed over the part.
If this is done while the foot is in
the shoe, the leather will soften to

the shape of the foot.
L] L L]

Let Beds Air.—In order to give
the bedding and mattress time
to air out, homemaking experts
recommend delaying bed-making
until just before noon or after all
the other regular morning house-
hold tasks have been performed.

* & »

Blending Fruit Juices.—Grape-
fruit juice blends well with pine-
apple and raspberries. This com-
bination is good served as a cock-
tail or partially frozen for dessert.

* 2 =

When Baking Apples.—Cut the
skin around apples and they will

not shrivel up when baking.

Pot.—To
keep a coffee pot sweet and clean,
put a tablespoon of bicarbonate
of soda into it, fill it nearly full of
water and let it boil for a little
Then rinse very thorough-
several
This should be done once

What's in a Name?

N CHINA, the more distin-

guished a man is, the short-
er is his title. One might won-
der how Mr. Burionagonatotor-
ecagageazcoecha (it's his real
surname, believe it or not)
would rate in that far-off land.
But then Mr. Burionagonato-
tore—ete., etc., is not a China-
man, but a Spaniard of Madrid.
Wonder what he was called for
short at school.

Mr. Konstantinow Georgin
Kallochrictianakis, a Greek im-
migrant of Spokane, Wash.,
found the burden unbearable, so
he recently obtained permission
to change his name to Gus EIf.
Well, that lightens the load con-
siderably.

Change of Life

Beatrice, Nebr,—Mrs.
Hattie Miller, 324
Ash St., says: “During
@ ‘change of life' I was
8\ very nervous and every-

& thing seamed to irritate
M nie. 1 had no appetite,
Q¥ 1o energy, and (Ll‘i not
sleep well. But Dr,
Pierce's Favorite Pre-
scription increased my
appetite thus helped to build me right
up and I felt like a new person.” Buy it in
liquid or tablets from your druggist today.

Hours of Beauty
The hours when the mind is ab-
sorbed by beauty are the only
hours when we really live.—Jef-
feries,

That Nagging:

Backache

May Warn of Disordered
Kidney Action

Modern life with its hurry and worry,
frregular habits, improper eating and
drrielﬁ:in —its risk of exposure and infee-
tion—throws heavy strain on the work
of the kidneys. They are apt to become
over-taxed and fail to filter excess acid
and other impurities {rom the life-giving
blood.

You may suffer nagging backache,
headache, dizziness, getting up nights,
leg pains, swelling—{feel constantly
tired, nervous, all worn out. Other signs
of kidney or bladder disorder are some-
times burning, scanty or too [requent
urination.

Try Doan's Pills. Doan’s help the
kidneys to pass off harmful excess body
waste. They have had more than bhall a
century of public approval. Are reeom=
mended by grateful users everywhere.
Ask your neighbor!

DOANSPILLS

MORE FOR YOUR R

® Read the advertisements.
They are more than a selling
aid for business. They form
an educational system which
is making Americans the best-
educated buyers in the world.
The advertisemenis are part
af an economic system which
is giving Americans more
for their money every day.

HEZ0

time to find out the reason for Mrs. Landor's outburst., From his conversation
she inferred that Geoffrey Landor killed himself because he loved Millicent Dean,

her mother,
body was found years before.
their families.

There he meets Autumn.
They agree that her mother and his father loved each other

Meanwhile, Bruce Landor rides to the spot where his father's

Autumn and he talk of

deeply—and that their love is the cause of present antagonism. Florian Parr, at
the castle for dinner, proposes to Autumn. She refuses him. The next day

Autumn meets Bruce in a herder’'s cabin.

There they declare their love for each

other, and determine to stand together against everyone who might come
between them. Autumn tells her father that she is going to marry Bruce., Sheis
aghast to see his reaction, and is agonized to hear him whisper that Geoffrey

Landor did not take his own life,

He tells her the story.

Millicent, his wife,

and Geoffrey Landor had fallen in love with each other,

CHAPTER V—Continued
.

Autumn heard Jarvis' hands mov-
ing slowly up and down the arms
of the chair.

“l must have gone a little mad
then,” he went on after a pause.
““There was no use in my trying
to hold her. I knew that. She was
gone already, you see. But I couldn’t
let her go. I hoped that I might do
something to win her back, perhaps.
The weeks went by, but I soon knew
it was hopeless. She was kindness
itself to me, but she would forget
sometimes and go about the house
like one in a dream. She would sit
with me throughout a whole evening
and never speak a word. I became
bold one day and went over to see
Jane Landor when Geoffrey was in
town. I asked her if she knew what
was going on between Millicent and
her husband. She denied that it was
so, but I knew she was fully aware
of it. She was too proud to admit
it. 1 was a little unreasonable, I
guess. I told her what I thought of
a woman who could not keep her
husband to herself. She told me to
go home and look after my wife,
That was the last time I spoke to
Jane Landor, except for politeness
when we met in public.”

His voice had become very low
now, but strangely controlled.

“Spring came, and I knew Milli-
cent and Geoffrey were having ren-
dezvous, but there was not a breath
of scandal. I said nothing at first.
I said nothing until I could stand it
no longer. Then I—I gave orders.
I made Millicent a prisoner in her
own house. I forbade her going
anywhere beyond the grounds unless
[ went with her. Perhaps I was
foolish in that. At any rate, I kept
them apart. Millicent didn't pro-
test. If this had been one of her
silly flirtations, you see, she would
have died rather than give in to me.
But it wasn’t. This was real to her
—and she didn’'t utter a word of
protest. She obeyed me to the let-
ter. Presently I heard that Geof-
frey was drinking heavily and neg-
lecting his work. The gossip of that
was on every tongue. When he was
found—shot to death by his own gun
—it was easy enough to suppose that
it was either suicide—or accident.”

Autumn gathered her hands to-
gether tightly about her knees.

“I had gone up north to look at
some wolf traps I had set the day
before. I had told no one I was go-
ing there, for I wished to be alone
in the woods and think over my
problem. It was early summer and
I went on foot. I carried a fowling-
piece with me in the hope that I
might raise a partridge along the
way. Millicent was very fond of the
breast of partridge. It was still ear-
ly afternoon when I went out—along
the way we go to Absolom’s camp—
but down the gully you wanted to
follow that morning after you came
home. At the farther end of the
birches I flushed a couple of par-
tridges and brought them down. I
went on and inspected the traps I
had set. I found them empty and
returned the same way I had come.
As I entered the birches, I came
upon a brood of partridge chicks
that kept running before me and
hiding under leaves and keeping the
woods alive with their ceaseless
chirping. 1 realized then that they
were the brood that belonged to the
brace of birds I had bagged only an
hour before. I was sorry for them,
I remember, even then."

He paused for a long time, and a
sigh of wunutterable weariness
seemed to pass all through his body.
Autumn turned slightly and clung
to his knees.

“It was there that Geoffrey Lan-
dor rode down upon me,"” Jarvis
said at last. "He had evidently been
drinking. I don't know what it was
that brought him down there just
then. He couldn’t have known that
I was there. No one knew. He
seemed surprised at first, and looked
at me as if he did not know me.
Then he got down from his horse
and came to where I was standing.
He confronted me with an insolance
thet put me beside myself. I shall
hear that taunting laugh of his to
my dying day—and into eternity. I
tried to quiet him, knowing that he
had been drinking, but it only an-
gered him the more. When I turned
to go away from him, he stepped
suddenly in front of me and whipped
out his revolver. He told me he
could not go on living without Milli-

cent—that it had to be either him or
me. It took me a minute or so to
understand what he meant. He was
actually challenging me to a duel.
He looked magnificent as a god as
he stood there instructing me with
cool arrogance what I must do.
Even then I did not believe that he
meant to go through with it. To
me it seemed an insane thing, even
in those days. Then he called me
something—it was an epithet that
not only involved my own honor
but Millicent’'s as well—and I struck
him, I struck him with all my
might. I wanted to kill him. He
lifted his hand quickly—the one with
the revolver in it—probably to guard
against the blow—perhaps to kill
me. I do not know what was in his
mind.
wards—and I heard his gun explode
at the same instant— ~ sort of muf-
fled sound. I watched him then,
and waited for him to get up. But
he didn't rise. I kneeled and turned
him over. Geoffrey Landor was
dead.”

Autumn’s burning eyes were bur-
ied against his knees, but no tears
came. The image behind her lids
seemed to have seared away all
emotion.

‘“What 1 did immediately after
that I do not know,” Jarvis contin-
ued. "My memory there is a blank.
I think I dragged his body to the
water to revive him if possible.
When I saw he was past all help, I
left him in the shallow water, face
downstream at the sound of the
shot. I looked around me and won-
dered what 1 should do. And in
the stillness came only the chirp-
ing of the partridge chicks. I turned
and ran out of the gully, When I
reached the open, on the top of the
hill there where the trail turns east-
ward to the sheep camp, I sat down
and thought of what I must do. I
became very calm. I soon knew
there was but one thing I could do.
If I had gone to the authorities and
told my story—just as it all had
come about—I would probably not
have been believed. I wouldn't have
minded that, although life meant
much more to me then than it does
now. What I did not want was that
the whole story involving Millicent
should be brought to light. So far
as anyone knew, Millicent and I
were as happy together as we had
always been. For her sake as much
as for my own, I think, I resolved
to say nothing about it to anyone. I
came back home. Late that night,
1 saddled my horse and left word
that I was riding down to Absolom’s
camp. Something drew me back to
the spot where I had last seen Geof-
frey alive. 1 think I expected to
find him alive still. I don’t know. 1
rode as far as the entrance to the
gully and halted to listen for some
sound that might reassure me. As
I stood and listened, I heard nothing
but the mad chirping of the par-
tridge chicks. I have never gone
back there since. The next day, one
of his own men found Geoffrey's
body where I had left it. I went to
Millicent that night and told her
that I was sorry. She had been
weeping. I told her exactly what
had happened. She did not look at
me. She said, ‘Your secret is safe
with me, Jarvis," Before the end
of the summer she died of a fever.”

His voice was emotionless now as
the stark tale came to an end. He
leaned forward slightly and clasped
his hands.

“Now you know why I did not
want you to come back here,” he
said simply. *I did not want you
to come back—to this.”

*“You have nothing to fear, Da,”
Autumn murmured.

“Nothing to fear? God in heaven!
Geoffrey Landor destroyed my life,
It was not enough for him that he
robbed me of my wife's love, He
laid upon me the responsibility of
his own death. I have never recov-
ered from that, Autumn., I have
borne it all these years in secret.
And now you tell me you want to
marry the son of the man. It will
kill me."”

As though she were suddenly in-
vested with a strength not her own,
Autumn got to her feet and smiled
down at Jarvis as she extended her
hands.

“Come, Da,” she said softly, "it
must be as though it has never hap-
pened. We shall never speak of it
again."

He looked up at her and smiled
in whimsical sadness. *My poor
little Autumn,” he said, and the

I saw him fall face down- | N

her hand, and his lips moved with-
out a sound.

Presently they got up together and
walked in silence out of the room,
Autumn’'s arm about her father, his
hand leaning heavily on her shoul-
der.

CHAPTER V1

Throughout the interminable night
Autumn knelt at her window in the
darkness, watching the stars wheel
across the sensuous velvet of a sky
lately cleared of rain, until at last
the blood red sail of a waning moon
stood in the west, and she knew it
was only a brief hour or so before
dawn. Cramped with chill, she crept
back into bed. In the fitful sleep
that came to her, she dreamt that
Bruce Landor was dead, and that
somehow she had caused his death.
She awoke to a thin, gray daylight,
to find that her face was wet with

His voice was emotionless now
as the stark tale came to an end.

tears. In the reality of her dream,
she turned over on her pillow and
gave herself up to despondent weep-
ing.

Later at their early breakfast ta-
ble, which Hannah had made lovely
with a centerpiece of daisies and
cowslips on a yellow linen cloth, Au-
tumn met her father with a mood as
fresh and bright as Hannah's flow-
ers. She had dressed in a skirt and
jacket of bright blue wool, with a
gay ruffled blouse of sheer batiste, a
costume which had once before
drawn from Jarvis one of his rare
expressions of pleasure.

“I'm all ready to leave for Ke-
lowna, Da,” she said. *“I do wish
you were going along. It would do
you heaps of good.”

He looked at her with surprise.
“I didn't think you were going till
this afternoon,” he said,

“I've changed my mind,"” she re-
plied.

Hannah brought in the steaming
cereal. As the old woman busied
herself about the table, Autumn
stole a glance at her father. It was
apparent that he had had a sleep-
less night. Haggard lines under-
scored his eyes, and his stern mouth
was set in a straight line of pain.
But his manner betrayed nothing of
what he had suffered during the
night.

He glanced up with a heavy frown
at Hannah,

“Did you remember to salt the
oatmeal this morning?"’ he asked
with elaborate severity.

Hannah glanced at him disdain-
fully. “Salt causes hardening of
the arteries,” she retorted.
“There's plenty in yon porridge for
you, sir."”

Autumn laughed, and Jarvis pre-
tended to heave a deep, patient sigh.
The meal progressed with small talk
of things about the ranch, of the
children of Tom Willmar, the fore-
man, of the likelihood of a good
fruit and hay crop. If Autumn had
never before been grateful for the
presence of old Hannah, she gave
silent thanks now to that homely,
faithful body who sat at table with
them, unconsciously helping to tide
them over a painfully difficult hour.

The meal finished, Autumn pre-
pared at once to leave for Kelowna.
She did not again urge Jarvis to ac-
company her, but before she got
into her car she threw her arms
about his neck and clung to him for
a long moment without a word.

“No doldrums now, Daddy,” she
whispered.

He smiled at her, a grim, twisted
smile, and she slapped him mannish-
ly on the shoulder and then was
obliged to turn away as she saw
the tears start to his bleak eyes.

ward to Kelowna, she swung her car
to the left and followed the road to
Kamloops. The morning was young
and there would be plenty of time to
run in upon Hector Cardigan before
going on to the Parrs'.

Old Hector was at work among
his flowers in front of the house as
she drove up. She blew her horn
:nd he lifted his head and looked at

er.

“Well, welll” he greeted her as
she came through the gate. “You're
abroad early."

“I'm running away, Hector," she
replied with a laugh.

He cast an anxious glance at her.
There was no way of telling what
notions these youngsters might take.
Besides, the girl was an Odell.

“From whom-—this time?"" he en-
quired, half banteringly.

“From myself, of course,” she
stated. ‘““Who else?"

Old Hector shook his head. “You'll
not find that easy, my dear,’ he ob-
served. “But come along into the
house."

She ran before him up the steps,
through the open doorway, and into
the drawing room where all the
shades were drawn to exclude the
morning sun.

“Let's have light, Hector!” she
cried and hurried from one window
to another to lift the shades. “One
would swear you were trying to hide
something in this oid house of yours.
It's positively spooky!"

He watched her, a helpless ex-
pression in his eyes, then smiled
faintly as she tossed her gloves and
hat upon a chair and helped herself
to a cigarette from a box on the ta-
ble.

““There’s little a man of my age
has to hide from the world,” he
said slowly.

“‘But you keep that little very well
hidden, don't you?" she countered,
lighting her cigarette and tossing
the match into the fireplace,

There was something in the girl's
mood that made him apprehensive,
He moved uneasily to his accus-
tomed position with his back to the
open fireplace and clasped his hands
behind him as he looked down at
her.

““One never knows how well a
thing is hidden, my dear, until some-
one attempts to seek it out,"” he re-
plied evasively.

Autumn looked about at the tap-
estry-hung walls, then flicked the
ash from her cigarette.

“Nor how poorly it is hidden—
until someone blunders upon it,'" she
added.

He smiled and rocked back and
forward on the balls of his feet., He
wondered what the girl was getting
at. “‘Quite so,” he agreed, *‘quite
so."

Autumn got suddenly to her feet
and tossed her cigarette away.
““What a romantic old fraud you
are!' she said abruptly.

“Me? I have never thought of
myself—""

‘‘Hector,”” she interrupted him,
“why didn't you tell me everything
you knew when I came here to talk
with you last week?"

He regarded her suspiciously.
“Did I withhold something?"” he
asked her.

She eyed him narrowly. “I am
asking you why,"” she replied.

Hector's look was a challenge. *'1
prefer to be my own judge, my
dear, as to what I shall tell con-
cerning other people—or concerning
myself, for that matter,”” he said.

Autumn stepped close to him and
laughed a little shrilly, he thought,
a little bitterly. *“‘Don’t you get hoi-
ty-toity with little Autumn, now,”
she chided mockingly. *“You can
keep your old secrets. I know all
that's worth knowing about them,
anyhow."

Damn the girl's taunting mood,
Hector thought to himself. She was
her mother all over again., How
often he had seen Millicent turn sud-
denly flippant when she wanted to
conceal her true feelings, whether
of disappointment over a trivial
thing or of grief so deep that it
broke her impetuous, wild heart.

“The gesture seems oddly famil-
far,”” he observed.

Autumn's anger flared suddenly.
“It will become even more famil-
far, then,"”" she retorted. *“I have

discovered who I am. From now
on, I'm through with trying to be |
what 1 was never meant to bel Iti
can't be done.

self, Hector Cardigan!” The old |
man's face had gone strangely pale.
“Don’t look startled, Hector. Your
secrets are perfectly safe with me—
just as Jarvis Dean's secrets, If
men choose to fall in love and kill
each other over a woman, it's no
affair of mine. Let the tradition go |
on. It's the Basque bell, Hector, and |
nothing that you or I can ever do
will ever stop it ringing!”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

‘All Vanity’ Cries galleries give

Painter as Gold,exhibitions of

. his work, One
Garlands Arrive gallery i3 re-
ported to have sold $150,000 worth
of his paintings. All his canvases
are in demand at high prices.

But Mr. Eilshemius, an irasci-
ble little man with a ragged
beard and a testy way of speak-
ing, is bedridden in his gloomy,
gaslit old house in East Fifty-
seventh street, and he asks,
“What's the good of the whole
damn thing?’’ He's 75 years old.
He warned the world many
times that it was going hell-for-
leather down the skids, and now
he thinks it's on the last stretch
of the greased chute, and noth-
ing else matters—not even mon-
ey and fame.

The late Ralph Blakelock lost his
mind after years of failure to stir
critical or popular interest in his
work. He was hailed as a great
painter, and his pictures were
bought by great galleries when he
no longer knew or cared about money
or recognition. There is an inter-
esting parallel between his career
and that of Mr, Eilshemius, although
the latter is still bright and smart
as a chipmunk.

But he won't even look out of
his narrow bedroom window. He
wants no outlook on a world
turning itself into a madhouse.
Pictures on the floor, covered
with dust and cobwebs, may be
worth a fortune, pictures of
moods, dreams and memories,
but that doesn’t interest him,
He had renounced the ‘‘pomps
and vanitles of this wicked
world"” long before it beat »
path to his door.

The parallel between Blakelock
and Eilshemius is also marked by
the amazing diversity of their tal-
ents. Blakelock, the son of a physi-
cian, was trained in medicine, gifted

in ic and
Bests Blakelock alm?;:smade a

In Diversity of career of the

b piano and mu-
Achievements .. composi-
tion. Eilshemius has composed a

small library of songs, operas and
etudes and used to give piano con-
certs in his youth. He painted fe-
verishly for 46 years, quitting in 1922
when none would buy his pictures
and no galleries hang them. But,
in his varied abilities, he far out-
shone Blakelock. Here are a few
of his achievements:

When he was a student at Cornell
university, he discovered a new spe-
cies of ichneumon fly. Later he an-
nounced a new law governing the
“ramification of trees.”

He wrote somewhat more than 50
volumes of plays, novels, novelettes,
essays and verse. The verse, By-
ronic in tone, was written in Eng-
lish, French, German, Italian and
Spanish. He published them him-
self and, like his pictures, they gath-
ered only cobwebs and dust.

He invented a new kind of “mag-
ie" indelible ink and several studio
devices for artists.

He explored various diseases and
offered methods of therapy.

He was born in Laurel Hill, N. J.,
near Newark, the son of a wealthy
glove manufacturer, He attended
Cornell two years and was a rooms-
mate of Robert W. Chambers in
Paris when they were studying art
under Bougereau.

His is a blue-book family, of
Dutch antecedents, and his name
is there inscribed, but that inter-
ests him no more than the hang-
ing of his pictures in the Metro-
politan, the Luxembourg and the
Whitney galleries,

+
N HIS book, *"'Dynamite,” Louis
Adamic says the Los Angeles
Times explosion of 1910 forever end-
ed militancy in the American labor

. . movement. In
Times Explosion ., yaer Sarce
Put an End to uvel Gompers

jii 8 and Frank
Labor Militancy 1., rison were
sentenced to prison terms on
charges growing out of the Buck
stove case. This was lost in the
shuffle, with the dynamiting excite-
ment. The terms were never served.
Thereafter neither Gompers nor
Morrison was militant. Currently,
Mr. Morrison, the highly esteemed
secretary-treasurer and conserva-

I'm going to be my- | tive elder statesman of the A. F. of

L. retires from office, after 43 years
in that post. He will be 80 years old
next month.

A native of Frankton, Ont., he is
a doctor of laws of Lake Forest uni-
versity. He entered law practice,
but turned to the printing trade and
became a member of the Typograph-
ical union in 1873. He is a member
of the executive council of the
Churches of Christ in America.
(Consolidated Features—WNU Service,)

tion of our population?

8. Where would you look for a
fly leaf in a book?

9. How wide and high is the Vie-
toria falls?

10. “All my possessions for a
moment of time!”" were the words
spoken on the deathbed of what
famous person?

The Answers

1. Philadelphia, Moscow, New
York and London, respectively.

2. Parole is a conditional re-
lease of a prisoner from jail; pro-
bation is a suspended sentence of
one convicted but not sent to jail.

3. Afghanistan.

4. No. ‘“‘Anybody can do as he
pleases’ is correct.

5. Grover Cleveland’s daughter,
Esther, whose birthday was Sep-
tember 9, 1893, was the only Pres-
ident’s child born in White House.

6. All of them.,

7. The median education of the
country as a whole is completion
of elementary school. Of the na-
tion's adults, 3.32 per cent are col-
lege graduates; 15.1 per cent are
high school graduates.

8. Immediately inside the cover.

9. Victoria falls on the Zambezi
river near Livingstone in Southern
Rhodesia, is a mile wide and 350
feet high. On a clear day, its
great clouds of spray are visible
for 20 miles,

10. Queen Elizabeth of England,

Eels Drive Motors

Electric light has been obtained
from the queerest sources, even
lemons, At a meeting of the New
York Zoological society, Mr.
Christopher Coates, an official of
the aquarium, recently demon-
strated that an entire battery of
neon lamps could be run by
the terminals to a large live
from South American waters
which is known to give off a tre-
mendous discharge. He clamped
two flexible metal bands round its
body, connected these to the neon
lamps, and tickled the eel into ac-
tivity. At each discharge the bulbs
flashed brilliantly.

When a small electric motor
was attached to the bands and
the eel again tickled into action,
the audience saw the flywheel
spinning violently. Finally the eel
was induced to generate more
electricity, which worked a radio
loudspeaker.
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Better Speech
If thou thinkest twice before
thou speakest once, thou wilt speak
twice the better for it.—William
Penn.
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