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~again,” she said hopefully.

By RENE M. WORLEY

He came to No. 17, Harman Street,
on a pouring wet night in & month
early in the year. The unfaverable
weather conditions, combined with the
lateness of the hour, and the fact that
Aunt Emmeline knew he was speaking
the truth about other houses being
“tull up” proved to be his good for-
tune. She took him in. True, as she
said to Jean, her niece and general
“help,” it wasn’t her practice to take
in strange young men late o’ nights,
without much luggage or a reference.

“But I can always be safe for a few
nightsy, anyway, by asking for a week
in advance,” she ended up compia-
cently,

Jean was in bed when her aunt
came panting up the stairs. She was
tired and not very attentive, and she
dented her head into the comfort of
her pillows and murmured sleepily:

“Oh, 1 expect he’s all rig!ft! Bur-
glars don’t pick on a small boarding-
house in a side street for a good
haul!” ’

So Jerry Stevens came to be a
lodger at No. 17. He seemed a nice
enough young fellow. Aunt Emeline
was completely “won over” because he
didn’t want bacon for breakfast, and
he always stood up when she came
into the room. Aunt Emmeline had
kept a boarding-iouse for the tem
years of her widowhood, and she could
only recollect three other gentlemen
lodgers who had treated her so courte-
ousiy and cost her so little tg keep.
Trust Aunt Emmeline to know a gen-
tleman when she met one!

“You mark what I say, Jean Caro-
line Matthews,” she said solemnly to
her niece, “that young man has known
better days.”

By which she meant that Jerry Ste-
vens had been brought up in a decent
home, and was not one of your regular .
“diggings” fellows. He had a nice
littie air about him of being able to
order a taxi whenever heé felt inclined,
and he played golf on Sundays as nat-
urally as you pleased without talking
ahout it over breakfast.

Yes, Aunt Emmeline knew a gentle-
man when she met one, and, to tell
the truth, she liked having Jerry in
her house because he gave a nice
“tone” to the drawing-room, where he
8poke in that pleasanc voice of his to
everybody, from Simpson, the . shop-
walker, to little Miss Jordan, who sold |
sweets in the High Street.

Jean Caroline Matthews liked his
being there as well. Directly they
saw each other—she was coming up
the stairs and he promptly ran back
again to let her pass—they looked at
each other, the sort of direct, long
look that just escapes being a rude
stare by reason of a little mutual
mutual ‘“something” in the eyes of
both. And when he said “good-morn-
ing.,” and she replied, they both passed
on their separate ways with a feeling
that they had known each other for
ages.

“It's very funny,” said Jerry, when,
& day or so later, he wasg friendly
enough with her to talk in this strain.

“What is funny?” asked Jean, flush-
inz in spite of herself. )

“It's funny the way I feel towards
You—I[ mean, as if I've known you
all my life,” he answered firmly.

And Jean felt her cheeks grow so
hot that she dared not look up at
him, but murmured an excuse and ran
away to the kitchen. There, in the
mirror, over the sink, she looked into
her own eyes and confessed to her
heart peeping through them something
that a moment ago had seemed almost
incredible in its unexpected wonder.

“I love him!” she told herself.

Then she was confised and bother-

change of address!” she reproached
- gently,

Dolite. He even threaded the pearis
in and out of his fingers and held
them up to see their effect in the
light.

“Beautiful!” he murmured appre-
ciatively; but his e€yes were on Jean,
meeting the blue of her eyes, and she
3et down his cup with a hand that
trembled slightly, because, though she
couldn’t quite he sure, she felt she
wouldn't be far wrong' in her guess
that he meaant her, and not the pearis.

It was three days later that Aunt
Emmeline answered the front door
and encountered the fierce regard of a
Dolice inspector.

“Mr. Jerry Stevens live Here?” he
inquired abruptly; and she only just
restrained herself from screaming by
clapping her hand over her mouth.
She panted into the kitchen, her
cheeks positively sagging with fright.

“Lawdy, Jean Caroline Matthews!”
she gasped. “There’s a policeman on
the step and he’s come to take Mr.
Stevens!”

Jean went to investigate, and a few
seconds later returned to her distract-
ed aunt with a trinmphant and smiling
face.

“Silly! It was only about his fire-
arms license—he hadn’t notified his

“Surely you didn’t think
Jerry had done anything wrong!”

It was a morning of incidents. After
the inspector came a telegraph-boy
with a wire for Miss Sinclair, and
within a few moments of its delivery
came a wild rushing of feet, and a
distracted Miss Sinclair, in a no less
distracting kimono, who flopped her
head on Jean’s shoulder and sobbed
about her brother being desperately ill
—wasn’t it awful?

“You’ll have to go to him; I'll help
you to pack!” said Jean sympatheti-
cally,

The sobs increased, the weight on
Jean’s shoulder was lified, and the
tragic eyes of the actress, streaming
tears and eye-black, looked at her.

“Yes—yes, of course'!” she mur-
mured brokenly. “I'll go at once—no,
not to-day; to-morrow, or perhaps the
day~after. He's in Paris, you see!”

Next day Madeline Sinclair came
down to breakfast and announced
brightly that she was going to Paris.
Everybody stopped eating. It was
marvellous, they considered, to be able
to go to Paris as quickly and easily
ag all that! '

So Madeline Sinclair went off, and
Jean stocod on the step waving good-
bye to her. Then she went upstairs
and started on the beds. She left
Jerry’s room until last. It was fun
to dust his room and arrange the
things on the dressing-table. She
lingered a long time over his brilli-
antine, his comb, and his brushes.

Just as she was moving the case
that held his brushes something rat-
tled inside, and out fell a pearl neck-
lace. She recognized it at once—she
had seen it too many times, heard its
story too often, to mistake it. It was
the valuable one Madeline Sinclair had
been showing him a night or two ago.

It was a terrible shock. Jean re-
called*the visit of the policeman—his
tale about a firearm license might

ed, and started to strain off the pota-
tces with such agitation that they
rolled into the sink. '

Now this might have heen quite a
straightforward love story had it not
been for the arrival of Madeleine Sin-
clair. She was an actress—tall, wil-
lowy, and blonde—and on and off for
three years she had occupied the' first
floor front during those periods known |
in the theatrical profession as “rest-
inz.”  This time, Madeline Sinclair
told Jean ruefully that she was rest-
ing for a long time, because her voice
had “croaked” and her varicose veins
were so bad no manager would even
look at her.

"S> I shall have a nice long rest
and get myself up to concert pitchv

1

Juean was very sorry for her, be-i
cause obviously her days for securing !
Juvenile leads were past, and her van-|
ity would never let her acknowledge'
this. '

From the very first, when they met
each other at dinner, Madeline Sin-|
clair took to Jerry as a duck takes'
to the water. They discovered a mu-
tual interest in antiques—Jerry was
assistant in an antique shop—and
from discussing china and old gold
they passed to more personal topics,
and soon were on the friendliest
terms,

Jean was miserable about it—not
for cne moment, mark you, that she
thouzh that her chances of Jerry wera

;’slipping in Madeline Sinclair's direc-
{ tion, but beeause, with so much mono-
. polizing, Jerry very rarely encountered
Jean on his own, and they could not
'8peak to each other in greater detail
about that “feeling-I’ve-known-you-for-
ages” they shared.

When Jean one evening toqk the
cofice inte the drawing-room, Jerry
was sitting on the settee with Made-
Mne Sinclair, radiant and gushing in
gera:iium-colored .silk and enormous
ear-rings bobbing on either side of

| were the pearls in his brush case, and !

| walked resolutely into Madeline Sin-

the side to his aid and the trio were

“heroism.

Diving from “A” deck of the Canadian Pacific liner “Empress of Russia”
into the shark-infested waters of the China Sea, midway between Hong
Kang and Shanghai, on May 25, Tom Ellworthy, ship’s carpenter; battled|
for the life of Mrs. Katherine Makaroff, one of the passengers. When he saw
his shipmate in danger; D. R. Dean, intermediate fonrth engineer, went aver

picked up by, ene of the ship’s boats.

Both Ellworthy (left) and Pean (right) have been afficially cited-for their

Horses Honored at the Capital
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By ANNE

Great homage was paid to the horse
in the Canadian capital on May 24th,
when the Ottawa Horse Parade and
Show Assaciation held its third an-
nual event. There were three hun-
dred .and sixty-two entries of splendid
animals, big and little, old and young,
and the gay procession took forty-five
minutes to pass a given peint on Par:
liament Hill, where the parade, which
had formed at By Ward market, turn-
ed down Metcalfe Street and pre-
ceeded to Lansdowne Park, being
later reviewed before the grand stand,
and where some notable speeches
were made, including one by the
Lieutenant Gavernor.

Lord Willingdon began in a humeor-
ous vein, saying that he had just
attended the Toronto races at the
Woodbine, where he “had lost a cer-
tain amount of money,” and then
mentioned his having recently judged
cattle at Brampton. He took occasion
to remark that “a judge satisfies one
or two people but gives the rest the
impression that he is the worst judge
in the world.”

Striking a serious note, His Excel-
lency recalled the days when he was
“an agriculturist”—and used to farm
and breed horses himself. *“People
tell us there is a period of depression
in this country,” he stated, “but just
look round the world and you wiil find
that, of all countries, Canada is the
best to live in. Canada is more fright-
ened than hurt (he went on) and it
will have many years of prosperity.
I have never seen farming conditions
in this country more satisfactory than
they are this year.”

Mr. W. D. McKay, of Moose Jaw,
Sask., president of the Canadian Live
Stock Producers, said he was glad to
see the horse given the right of way
for a day on the streets of the €apital,
adding th;t “Any consideration we can
give our feur-footed friend will help
to develop the instincts of humanity.”
He came, he said, from the West,
“where perhaps mere than in any
other section they owed a great debt

‘to the horse,” and Mr. McKay made

the assertion that the hundreds of mil-
lions of bushels of wheat we now
produce on our prairies were largely

MERRILL

{ due to the assistance of this nobie and
useful animal.

Mr. Bower Henry, president of the
Ottawa Horse Parade Association,
spoke of the horse as “mankind’s
greatest servant in peace or in war,”
and added amidst applause, “Wae are
giving honor to the most faithful dumb
animal we have.”

After the parade had passed by, 1
was walking up to the House of
Commons with Mrs. George Black,
F.R.G.S., of the Yukon, when Mr. Felix
Quinn, M.P., of Halifax, joined us.
Mr. Quinn made the comment that he
had no idea there were so many beau-
tiful horses in Ottawa, to which Mrs.
Black retorted that the recent state-
ment of the horse having become “a
museum piece” must ba untrue.

The lady from Dawson, when asked
what impressed her most about the
horse parade, said that the men looked
to be so inter&sted in their animals,
and their carts were so freshly done
up with paint, and generally ship-
shape.

I liked the Ottawa Journal’s com-
ment that the animals were “proudly
displaying little extra decorations
which to equine consciousness must
have brought realization of a very spe-
cial occasion.”

The .“little extra decorations” were
fascinating. There were big black
horses with rows of tiny pink rose-
buds or lines of red tulips stifly perch-
ed along the ridge of their braided
manes, and an additional rosebud or
tulip stuck at a jaunty angle in many
a braided tail. A touch of humor was
introduced by groups of boys riding on
parade carts who made laughing faces
at envious youngsters standing along
the route.

There might have been livelier
horses, suggested the Ottawa Citizen,
but certainly none that felt superior
to Liz, aged twenty-five, a roan who
had seen seventeem years’ services;
or Barney, aged twenty-seven, with an
equal number of years’ service to his
credit. These two four-footed heroes
were given special awards by the
Ottawa Humane Society.—~Humane
Pleader.

—— S ——— —

the trip to see him. A very proud
lady it was, who didn’t want anyone

have been bluff so as 10t to scare her.: to know she had been forced to raise

Oh, what a little beast she was to
distrust Jerry so easily! Still, here

the policeman had called, and Aunt
Emmeline had takeéen him in without
a reference, and—and—— Oh, it was
too hopeiess, too horrible! She didn’t
want to suspect Jerry—one half ef
her simply-refused to think of such
a thing—but there was the practical
intelligent half of her that read of
such cases in the newspapers, that
had to face facts as she saw them.

Even if Jerry had—had stolen the
pearls, she loved him just the same,
and maybe it was only an impulsive
action. She suddenly picked them up,
and clasping them in her hand she

clair’s room opposite and put them in
the drawer of the dressing-table.

When he came home that night, she
beckoned him into the pantry; and,
pale and unhappy, she told him what
she had done.

“l was dusting your dressing-table,
and I found the pearls there,” she
said steadily. “Eook here, Jerry, I've
put them back in Miss Sinclair’s room,
I—I don’t think you meant to take

money on her jewellery.”

Jean’s eyes were shining.

“Oh, Jerry!” she breathed, and was
too ashamed, too terribly fond of him
that moment, to say any more.

“It’s all right, dear. I think you
had every justification for thinking I
was a thief. The only thing that mat-

— ~ ——

ters to me is that you could say you
loved me in spite of all!” he said
swiftly. “And you can leave the pearls
in Miss Sinclair’s room, because I was
returning them to her anyway.

“You see, darling, they're not worth
a penny of the four pounds I gave her:
for them, poor old thing! I know, be-
cause [ happened to sell them to Count
Bombasi for seventeem and six!"—
Answers.

Air Minister, were pubiished recently
by the transit section. Al endorsed
the move to adopt internatienal rules
for regnlation of commercial aircraft.

The three airmen were replying to
the section’s request for statements
from a number of fliers who have be-
come eminent in the science of avia-
tion and contributed to ‘t by their re-
search and practical achievements.

“Aviation must be considered from
the international standpoint,” said Col.
Lindbergh.

“An ahility to cover great distances
in relatively short time makes it a
leading factor im world intercourse.
There is a great need for international
co-operation in standardization of air-
ways.”

———y—

Here’s the dinner easy ta prepare
and satisfying: Put 1 cup of maca-
roni into 3 cups boiling water, heap-
ing % teaspoon salt. Cut 1 onion in
thin bits and add, also two celd ham-
burg cakes (nealy 4 pound (5 cakes
from 1 pound hamburg). Let cook un-
cavered, at hoiling point, till the watesr
is absorbed, ahout % hour, stirring
occasionally with a fork to keep the
macaroni from sticking to bottom.
Served hot with toasted bread, string
beans and a ;alad composed of lettuce,
shredded, a few cucumber slices, cut
in quarters, and bits of cold beet
(which had heen cooked with butter
and sweet pickle vinegar), boiled
salad dressing and golden peach pie.

Another easy dinner is inade with 14

cup rice, cooked in 3 cups water: Ta

teaspoon salt. Cook till water i¥ near-
ly absorbed, then the contents of a
T7%-ounce can of tuna fish is broken
up and added. Then this is put into
casserole and '@ aked till well heated.
Serve with tomato catsup, or if you
have %% cup of left-over tomato, add
it to the casserole. Serve with boiled
beets, raw cabbage or celery salad,
and apple pie. Most men like pie.
Hot muffins or biscuits may be served
instead of potatoes. These are especi-
ally good with fricasseed beef or pot
roast, or any meat with plenty of
Boiled haddock, with butter gravy, is
an inexpensive fish disL, and boiled
onions, lettuce salad, apricot or pine-
apple short-eake go we'l with it.

-—
' Phonograph Music

Liked By Arabs

Washington — Arabs like phono-
graphic chants, and there is a ready
sale of Arabic music and songs among
natives of Algeria, a consular report
to the Commerce Department states.
The romantic music of the desert is
mére and more coming from phono-
graphs and less and less from Bedou-
ins moved by the vocal urge.

Portable machines are popular, the
Consul-General, L. W. Haskell, re-
ports, even the cheapest being sold on
the installment basis. The native
taste for music is different from that
of Europeans, Mr. Haskell warns man-
ufacturers, much attention being paid
to a handsome cabinet and little to
tonal quality.

———— .

My son, if sinners entice thee con-
sent thou not.

XN .

Enjey the blessings of this day if
God sends them, and the evils of it
bear patiently and sweetly.—Jeremy
Taylor.

Fathers Open Garden

them; anyway, if you did, I still love
you, and no one else will ever know—
see?”

Then she covered her face with her
hands and cried and cried, until he
moved them with his. strong fingers
and held them tightly against his
lips.

“Oh, my dear, so you saved me from |
being a thief?” he murmured tenderly.

She raised her face to his—very
pale it was, with furrows of tears on
her cheeks.

“But, darling, you've mistaken my
motive,” he continued gently, and
laughter fringed the edge of his tones.<
“You see, I was asked by a very dis-
tressed lady, with a brother sick in

Paris, whether I would buy her valu-

able pearis to enable her to afford

|

i
1

Heston, England. The fathers go to all parts of Africa,

Here is a scene in the monastery garden which a relizious order known as the White Fathers have apened at

.
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Be strang, fear not.—Iisaiah 35: 4.
ANALYSIS J
L THE opPrEssioN, 4: 1-3.
ILmemmms,4; 4-12,
III. THE vicromy, 4: 13:-15.

INTRODUCTION—It was in the period
of the Judges, after the time of
doshua, that the Canaanites of north-
ern Palestine mightily oppressed the
childvren of Israel. The conquest of
the land by Joshua had been by no
means complete. The historian of the
book of Judges makes that clear in
chaps. 1-3. In the north, the centre,
and the southwest there remained po-
tential enemies, nations whick, he says,
the Lord left to prove Israel by them.
The Hebrew invaders under Joshua
and after made uch settlement as
they could with their Canaanite neigh-
bors, sometimes on friendly terms,
sometimes unfriendly, and only -/here
they were strong did they put the
Canaanites to tribute. In Joshua’s
campaigns he found a fogmidable ad-
versary in the north in Jahin, king of
Hazor, who gathered a great host
from the northern states and gave
battle to Joshur at the waters of
Merom. Joshua was victorious and
followed up the rout of the enemy by
burning their city, oshJ. 11: 1-14. I¢
is no wonder, therefore, that the
Canaanites of the north cherished a
hatred of Israel and a desire to be
revenged. Their opportunity came
some time later when they got the
better of the Israelites in war and
subjected them to cruel oppression,
Judges 5: 6-8.

L THE OPPRESSION, 4: 1-3.

The writer, or editor, of the book
of Judges regards the calamities
which came upon Israel as a punish-
r.ent for the people’s sins. Compare
vs. 1-2; 6: 1-2; 10: 6-7, etc. The king
of Canaan here mentioned bears the
same name, Jabin, as the king who
fought with Joshua. He may have
been a sog or grandson. Hazor was
in the extreme north of Palestine, just
west of the Lake of Huleh, called
elsewhere the waters of Merom. Sis-
era’s home was much farther south, in
the southwest corne: of the plain of
Esdraelon, not far from where the
battle was fought The strength of
the Canaanite army may be judged by
the statement that Jabin had nine
hundred chariots of iron. Compare
Deborah’s question, Was there a
shield or sear seen among forty thou-
sand of Israel? The odds were great-
ly in favor of Israel’s oppressors.

II. THE CALL TO ARMS, 4: 4-12.

Not many woien of Old Testament
times had the gift of prophecy. The
gift of Debeorah is fo. that reason all
the more remarkable. The people be-
lieved her to be inspired to declare to
them the will of God, and gave her,
therefore, the rank and authority of a
Judge. Her home was not far north
of Jerusalem between Ramah and
Bethel in Mount Ephraim. Evidently
the anaanite oppression was felt even
there, though so far to the south.
Barak was a man of the tribe of
Naphtali, whose home was a few miles
northwest of the Lake of Huleh. His
name in Hebrew means “Lightning,”
and may represenc his character, bold
and swift to strike. Deborah had
heard of his fame and had chosen him
as commander of the forces she de-
termined to raise against the oppres-
sor. he bids him draw toward Mount
Tabor ten thousand men of his own
tribe and the closely-related tribe of
Zebulun. Of these men he would be
the recognized and accepted leader.
It is the Lord’s command and Barak
obeys, but he makes one condition. If
thou wilt go with me, he said to De-
borah, then I will go. Deborah re-
plied, I will surely o with thee. Then
with a touch of humor, chiding the
chieftain’s dependence uvon her, she
added that the honor of the enterprise
would go to a woman (see 5: 24-27).
Barak knew very well that the pres-
ence of such a woman as Deborah in
the army would inspire courage. With
such a faith they would be invineible,

Men of the other tribes were called
and some came willingly, others hesi-
tated, or refused Deborah’s rallvine
cry was, To the help of the Lord, to
the help of the Lord, against the
mighty, 5: 23. Heber the Kenite is
mentioned here apparently in oraer to

Fexplain why he had pitched bhis tent

so far north, although the home of his
people was in the south. Tt was his
wife whose couragecus but inhospit-
able act won her such high praise in
Deborah’s song of victory, 5: 24-27.
IIT. THE VICTORY. 4: 13-15.

Barak assembled his men upon
Mount Tabor on the northern side of
the valley through which flows the
River Kishon. . Sisera gathered to-
gether his armed chariots at the river.
When Deborah gave ths command,
Up. for this is the daw. “the Galilean
highlanders rushed like a torrent
down the slope of oMunt Tabor and
swept the enemy before them.”—
Peake. There appeais to have been a
heavy storm of rain which broke upon
the plain at the critical moment. and
the river rose in flood sweeping the
enemy and his chariots away. “Kish-
on’s torrent swept the foe off. Kish-
on’s torrent in their faces” (5: 21,
Moffatt).

The song of Deborah (chan. 5) is
a fine example of ancient Hebrew
noetrv. It is a work of real genius
breathing a fine spirit of patriotie
fervor and confident faith. A well-
known English essavist calls it “the
greatest war song of any age or na-
tion.”—R. H. Hutton.
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MRS. SOLOMON SAYS:

Neighborly love is the sauce which
makes delicious the dry bread e
everyd. - living.

DX ~

“Books and office furniture do not
make a lawyer.”—Charles E. Hughea,




