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Thtee Heart-Breaking Months
| ‘the Had Been Apart,

and Then—the

Hand of Fate - - - = | &signed tor

By M. F. Lewer

Had they been a few rungs higher
up the cocial ladder, doubtless a smug
jittle announcement wouid, have hid-
den or flaunted itself, as the case
might be, in the papers, to the effect
that the marriage recently arranged
between Mr. Martin Warner and Miss
Marjorie Summer would not take
place. .

But she was merely one of the
typists in Henry & Co.’s expert depart-
ment, and he one of the firm’s
draughtsmen, and the finale was sim-
pler.

Of course, it had started from the
most trifling beginning, as world up-

heavals usually do, but it ended in!
rnark' tragedy just the same.

One of our up-to-the-minute super-
women had just done something super-
latively remarkable, and Marjorie had
chosen the wrong moment to indulge
in a little irresistible feminine crow.
Martin, in reply, somewhat tactlessly
referred to what he considered a wo-
man’t true career.

Marjorie had tossed her fair head
and reminded him it was 1920.

Martin’s reply was heavily reminis-
cent of 1850.

Marjorie had responded in terms
prophetic of, say, 1950, and then, al-
most immediately, both were rapidly
rushing backwards down the ages to
the cavemen.

Outside the usual fruit-shop adorn-
ing the Tube entrance, Marjorie turn-
ed a flushed face and suspiciously
bright blue eyes towards the grtmly
set profile of the young man towering
above her.

There was no excuse for them to
walk any farther together, as Mar-
Jorie’s people lived on the edge of the
common, and Martin hung out at a
boarding-house high on the hill, with
a mile and quarter of High Street
meandering between.

“Well if you think those things of
me, Mr. Warner,” snapped Marjorie,
“it’s a good thing we found out in
time; because, frankly, I dread a life-
time of silly little arguments with you
and you don’'t seem able to under-
stand e

“I quite agree,” he said grimly. “It
would be a pretty ghastly prospect.”

“Then there’s no need to proleng
the agony,” said Marjorie, with biting
brevity. “Here you are.” She held
out her right hand.

He thought she was shaking hands
to dismiss him for the evening. Any-
way, it was Tuesday, and a night she
Never spent with him; something at
her club committee always claimed
her.

He held out stiff fingers, and got the
shock of his life. For she dropped into
them a small, glittering something,
hard and cold, and with a whisk of her
raincoat she was gone.

He dropped the ten guineas’ worth
of gleaming diamonds and sapphires
in their slender gold setting into his
waistcoat pocket and trudged off up
the hill, with teeth clenched, jaw grim
and set, rain trickling off the brim of
his hat, and very hard feelings regard-
inz the opposite sex in his heart.

For three bleak, frozen months,
albeit they included a short-lived, swel-
tering English heat-wave, Martin kept |
scrupulously away from the typist’s
department in the office. This, com-
bined with going home by bus instead
of Tube, and giving the local tennis
club an exceedingly wida berth, com-
pleted his isolation.

But cven a lover with a broken ro-
mance still has ears and eyes, and un-
pleasant little news items filtered
through. Marjorie had played in the
mixed doubles with “that young Hunt”
and had on a subsequent Sunday join-
ed a boating-party up the Thames
which included the said young Hunt.

This was not devastating, because
Martin had gocd reason to believe that
Marjorie only regarded that young cub
as a little boy. But later he heard
from a colleague that Marjorie had
been lunching at the same table with
a fellow from the Tobacco Corporation
offices in the next block; rather a
smart-looking fellow, too! Now, this
gentleman was quite unknown to Mar-
tin, and, the unknown being always

nothing, and presently discreet focus-
ing brought Marjorie to heart-breaking
distance. And never before had she
appeared quite so dear and desirable.

She was apparently one of a party
of four young people. The other girl
Martin seemed to remember some-
where or other drifting about Henry &
Co.’s offices; the two young men were
just the ordinary, decent sort, who
brushed their hair glossily, wore quiet
clothes, Tived in the suburbs, and
would take nice girls to the Pallaseum
when they liked them. Nothing at all
to hate in these fellows, but Martin
was conviaced he could ' never Tike]
them!

The Pallaseum is one of the last sar-
viving strongholds of variety. Long
may it flourish. But nona of the color-
ful, tuneful, breath-catching, heart-
stirring, mirth-provoking turns did

were concentrated in the soothing dim-

Martin see that night. All his senses

ness of the auditerium, on a siim '
splash of glimmering green below in!

the stalls, topped by a gleam of Hving |
gold’ ;

But in the second half a turn came
on which commanded his attention by
reason of its unusualness. “Thought
that sort of thimg went out with the
War,” he grambled to his programme.
But if it had, it was also making a
very good come-back. The beautiful,
wistful figure with its helplessly
bound eyes, and little white hands
clasped in its black velvet cap, told
some very wonderful things as its con-
federate in immaculate evening dress
wandered round amongst his victims
in stalls and circle.

There was a certain piquancy and
unexpectedness about the things she
told that arrested one’s attention from
the start. Quite beneath her blind-
folded notice were the one-time monot-
onous descriptions of the charms and
medals dangling from gents’ gold al-
berts, and the value and date of coins
in ladies’ purses.

Waves of titters and giggles rippled
round the house, mingled with little
8asps of interest. Really, the things
people did carry in their bags and

mind the all-seeing, blindfolded lady
on the stage telling of them in her
marvellously clear voice.

Martin leaned forward with his chin
on the red plush ledge in front of him,
watching intently. The wizard had
now reached Marjorie row of seats,
hesitating, bowing, smiling, offering,
getting shy refusals, and—yes, by
Jove, if he hadn’t collared Midrjorie’s
bag!

It was impossible for Mamin to see
what the man was touching in the bag,
but he strained every nerve to listen
to the siow, thrilling tones of the girt
on the stage, rising above the quick
back-chat of her confederate.

The man with his rapid clues did not
matter, but a recital of what Marjorie
carried in her bag was very, very im-
portant to at least one listener.

“In this lady’s soft green leather
bag,” chanted the veice from the
stage, “I see a ring-case, heart-shaped,
red morocco, lined with red satin—
and the ring-case is empty.” -

“By Jove, that is the ring-case!”
Martin told himself.

“And the lady is evidently a patron
of the theatre, for on a small card is
written ‘Journey’s End,” 27th May.’ No !
doubt a souvenir date.” ‘

Martin bit his lip, hard. k& was. May
27th was that brute of a wet night
when she dropped her ring into his
hand.

“Then I see a torn fragment of biue
tracing-cloth, bearing part of a sketch
of an engine, and in one corner are
written yesterday’s date and the
initials ‘M. W'.”

Martin clenched one hand in the
other. He had scrapped that tracing
yesterday, after spoiling it, and drop-

DPockets! And they didn’t seem tol

*Aug. 21 by J. A. O'Brien, representa-

ped the bits in his wastepaper-basket. |
“And the only other thing I shall
mention in this lady’s bag is a letter,
written in pencil on thick grey paper,
rather creased and illegible, but it is
dated Saturday night, November 30th,
1929. These last three articles are
held together with a rubber band.”
Ah! That was the first letter he

more or less to-be feared, he did not
at all relish the idea.

Still, a man cannot reasonably ex-|
Pect to have any influence over the|
movements of the girl who has flatly
turned him down; so what could he
do”

Martin had no hankering at all for
forming fresh attachments, either at
office or boarding-house, so he prowled
abont London night after night, giving
a fair exhibition of just how miserable
a& loose end can be.

Marjorie meanwhile discovered that
she had lost first two pounds, later
three; and when she went to buy her
weekly quota of beauty aids she in-
cluded in her purchase a rouge com-
pact.

One evening Martin sauntered up to
the glittering entrance to the Palla-
seum, his eye having caught the re-
semblance of a girl in green evening-
coat, just vanishing inside, to his lost
love.

On a sudden impulse, he wandered
up to the box-office and found just one
odd seat uat the side of the grand
circle. It afforded him a neck-twist-
ing view of the stage, but compen-
sated by giving an uniaterrupted view
of the stalls below,

had written her. He remembered it; '
that wonderful Saturday night. He
had held her in his arms and Kkissed

her, and walked back up the hill on ' §
clouds of trailing glory; and he had ' §

sat down by his dressing-table and
pencilled that note, then dashed out
and posted it, all before he slept. !

And she had kept it! Kept it in her, J

bag! Bless her! Deep down in his?
heart something began to throb with |
joy again. It was like coming back to'
life after weeks of slow death.

She had not forgotten! Surely she
cared!

The wizard had passed on to reveal
somebody else’s secrets. The house

yelled because of his disclosures. And;

down below in the talls Marjorie was | &

wirispering to her friends, and draw—,I
ing her wrap close round her, and zet~'
ting up.

Before ever she could reach the out-
er corridor Martin was before her. A;
drowsy man in many medals dosed;
against the gilded wall, waiting for
the end of the long day. i

Under a great cut-glass cluster of
maany lights Martin seized his girl's
hands; held them close.

“Marjorie,” he said huskily, “I was
there—inside—up Im the circle, and I

When the R-100"giant British dirig- ,
ible, flew above Montreal recently she | tW0 Sreat ships are pointed in the

passed over the few Harbor Bridge,
one of the largest structures of its
kind on the continent. Just clearing
the bridge, there is seen the Canadian
Pacific liner Duchess of Bedford, ar-

LDucheés. which gives a good idea of

ﬂvhghlam&nnwmm

same direction and both were travel-|to

ling at slow speed in passing the
bridge. As will fie seen, the R-100 iz
about one-sixth lopger than the

mhngssheatmamm_ J

there’s a chance for me—that you still
care?’

She nodded wistfully, with & sweet
sincerity.

“Terribly, Martin,’ she whispered.

“Oh, my dear,” he murmured, still
holding her little soft hands, “you can
say’' the modern woman is the most
marvellous thing in all the marvellous
greation, and I'll own she beats mere
man into a cooked hat every time, but,
darling, don’t make me live without
You!'!”

She shook her head gently. They
were wandering down the softly ear-
peted, deserted passage leading to the
main entrance now.

“I won’t, dear. It hurts too much,
being away from you. But we're not
marvellous, and our place is the home.
Oh, Martin!”

There was no one in sight; their lips
met. ~ '

“Let’'s celebrate - somewhere!” he
cried joyously. “It’s only just past
ten.”

“But my friends—I promised. I
said I'd a headache and would get
some water an wait outside.”

“I've waited three months,” he said
firmly. “I'm first.”

Ovér a dainty supper-table, laid for
two, he leaned forward with his ador-
ing eyes on her sweet face.

“My dear, isn’t it just wonderful you
should have that bag with you, and
with just those four things—sort of
links, you know!” :

She smiled and colored warmly.

“Not really, dear. You know, those A

glasses you hire for sixpenece at the
Pallaseum aren’t much good, but I saw
you; and whem that man was coming
my way I had the sudden idea of just
pitching those treasures out of their
Secret pocket Tnto the middle of my
bag, and Well, you see, Martin,
it was a sort of S O S.”"—Answers.
—a3—
Will Be Attempted
Montreal. — A transatlantic fiight
from Montreal to London will be at-
tempted by Capt. Erroll Boyd, Cana-
dian flier, in the plane Columbia, in
which  Clarence Chamberlin and
Charles A. Levine flew from New
York to Germany, it was announced

tive of Captain Boyd., - ..

The start will be made, Mr. O’Brien
said, within the next 10 days or as
soon thereafter as weather permits.
Captain Boyd had planned.a trans-
atlantic flight earlier this summer
from New York to London.

o
>

“Not every one can warm both
hands before the fire of life without
scorching himself in the process.”—
Dean Inge.

e —

Proper Care of Milk

The dairyman has no problem of}

greater impertance than that ef pro-
per care of milk so that it may arrive
on the market in good condition, ac-
cording to Professor B. R. Gross, agri-
cultural engineer for the State Experi-
ment Station at New Brunswick, N.P.
Professor Gross in a recent bulletin
issued by the station says that te meet
this problem the dairyman should

»have a milk house and cooling faeili-

tiesswhich are adequate and up-to-date.
“As one means of helping New Jer-
sey dairymen meet this problem, the
agricultural. engineering department
at the experiment statian has just
completed plans for a simple milk
home with an insulated coeling tank,
which may be used with mechanical
refrigeration or ice,” says Professor
Gross.
' “The plant is designed to meet the
needs of a wide range in size of dairy

 herds. The unit about which this plan

is built is the cooling tank, which may
be built for four, six, eight, .tem or
twelve cans of milk, to suit herds of
from ten te thirty cows. The size of
the house is made to suit the tank.

“Thus the six-can tank house mea-
sures three feet by six feet inside, and
exactly fits into the floor plan of a
house measuring nine feet by ten feet,
occupying all of one side of the house
and leaving floor space for handling
the cans. Other sizes are arranged in
the same -convenient and economical
way. i

“This milk house is intended for
dairies where the milk is to be cooled
in cans and marketed in bulk. The
tank size is standard and affords am-
ple room for ice or for the installation
of the refrigerating unit. The plan
shows a table of sizes so that any de-
sired size of house and tank may be
buik from the one blueprint.

No Chance .
Mrs. Sniffens, a regular visitor to

the doctor’s surgery, commenced to
tell the worried man of her latest

troubles. The doctor patiently en-|

dured the torture, and then gave her
another bottle of medicine.

After a while she started out, and
just as the doctor was congratulating
himself she came back.

“Why, doctor,” she exclaimed
breathlessly, “you didn't look to see if
my tongue was coated.”

“No,” he retirned desperately, “I'm
sure it isn’t. Grass never zrows on a
speed track.”—Answers.

;H

“It’s a boy sir,” said the nurse, en-
tering the professor’s study. “Well,
why bother me about it?” replied the
professor. “Isn’t my ife at home?”
—Tit-Bits. ’

ﬂ 60Om. p h.
1 Rmbetweenmandncingpig-

*Tomythislndwillappe'nr

} Approximately, a swallow is 20 m.

eons are becoming popalar. Already
there have been four of these contests,
and the pigeons are leading by a total
of four minutes.

spall, for birds are faster travellers

way. On being liberated they rise and

the radius until sure of which diree-
 tion- to take.” While this is going on
the rival may gain a fifty-mile start.

As the pigeon is the only bird that
is sufficiently domesticated to race
properly, we cannot estimate what
would happen if, say, a swallow were
race a man from London to Edin-
burgh. We know that during the mi-
gration periods in the autumn and
spring these hirds cover prodigious
distances at a high average speed.

‘P- h. faster than the clumsy rook. But
even the rook is capable of flying at
40 m.ph.
TIMING FEATHERED FLYERS
 During the war several airmen wera
noted for their interes: in ornithology
and kept records of the speeds of dif-
ferent species. Through them we know
 that a jackdaw, when pursued, can
travel well over 60 m.p.h. And a floci
of starlings, when flying parallel with
an aeroplane, maintained a steady 26
m.p.h. against a strong wind—a really
remarkable feat.
Faster, however, than any birds that
we see in Greai Britain, are the vul-
tures that soar and swoop over the
deserts. These birds, with a wing
span of over six feet, can outpace an
aeroplane in a straight dive.
have calculated that, when
swoopirg down from a height, the
speed of a vulture is nearly 400 m.p.h.
—about 50 m.p.h. faster than the fast-
est Schneider Cup seaplane!
Hawks and other birds that prey
on live animals have slender wings
which, coupled with their bullet-
shaped bodies, make them streamlined,
and thus faster fliers than ordinary
birds.—Answers.

Grumble
Ah me—the moons I miss!
(I can’t stay up all night),
And are they all like this—
As strange, as white?

The sea calls to the bird,
The bird to sea, all day!

Why am I not a third ?—
Can’t get away.

The hill, the wood, the bay,
Each beckons like a ghost,
And whispers, “Come away"—

Wouldn't I, just?

The world is fuil of things
Most worthy to be seen,

But Life spreads jealous wings
And stands between.

—London Observer.

An .pple eaten slowly is excellent
for the teeth, and has a most bene-
ficial effect on the liver, as also have
plums and peaches taken regularly.
When the liver is in good condition
the eyes will sparkle! Therefore eat
plenteously of these three fruits if
you would have sparkling eyes.

A slice of raw cucumber is the fin-
est daily bleach for the neck and
shoulders that any girl could use. Jt
should be applied after washing in
warm water before the skin is thor-
oughly dry and allowed to dry on the

skin

Mrs. P. Lewis of England, dwarfed by thesa beautiful specimens of dogdom, Stephen of Addeistone and Mythe
couldn’t help hearing. Deoes it mean Petrov, entries mr«mww dog show. ’

Kingly Canines

—

September 14. Lesson Xi—Jeremiah
(The Prophet of Individual Re-
ligian)—Jeremian t: 1-10; 14: 7.22;
31: 27-34. Golden Text—Everyone

of us shall give account of himself
to God.—Romans 14: 12,

ANALYSIS

L. THE cALL oF Gop, Jeremiah 1: 1-10.
IL. TRUE AND FALSE PROPHETS, 14:7-22,

INTRODUCTION—Jeremiah lived in

|
‘l Sunday School

iraling., mally Tue . the latter part of the seventh century

B.C, a little more than a hundred
years after Isaiah. The date of his
call to be a prophet is given in chap.
1: 1—the thirteenth year of the reign
of Josiah, which would be B.C. 624.
His work continued until after the
fall of Jerusalem and the end of the
kingdom of Judah in B.C. 586, cover-
Ing more than forty years. Like
Isaiah, he lived in a period of great
and tragic unrest and change. Isaiah
saw the rapid rise and expansion of
the Assyrian empire, first of the great
military powers whica sougat to ruie
the world. He saw the downfall of
the ki of Israel and the exile of
the multitudes of its people in B.C.
721. Jeremiah witnessed “he rise of
Babylon, the seecond world empire, the
decline and fall of Assyria, and the
end of the kingdom of Judah in cap-
tivity and exile in B,C. 586 With
their uncompromising belief in the su-
premacy Oft the God of ismra i whose
purposes of good were being ceasc-
lessly worked out in and through these
changes in human affairs, and with
their zeal for righteousness, Justice,
and clean living, they may truly, with
their fellow prophets be said to have
been raised up for such times as these.
It is due to them, as true servants of
God, that Israels religion survived the
nations wreck and the rise and fall of
empires, and is a part of our rich in-
heritance of faith. The message of
(tihe prophets is vital for the Rresent
ay.
L. THE CALL OF Gob, Jeremiah 1: 1-10,
The first three verses of this chap-
ter give the date and historical setting
of the remarkable story which follows
The times were unsettled and there
were portents of coming stor 1 The
great loose-jointed Assyrian empira
was showing signs of weakrfess The
Chaldeans from the south, the Cedes
from the east; the Scythian hordes
from the north were all pressing in
upon the territories which Assyria had
ruled for more than a hundred years.
It is not Judah only which the
young prophet has in mind when ha
hears the call of God to high service,
but the nations and the kingdoms. It
is not surprising that he remembers
his youth and distrusts his own pow-
ers. But with the call there comes the
assurance of civine aid—“Be not
afraid . . . for I am with thee.” His
mission is to be destructive of what-
ever has proved itself evil in the na-
tions, and to build and to plant what
is good. Strength and steadfast cour-
age will be given for his difficult and
heroic task—he will be made “a de-
fenced city, and an iron pillar, and
brasen walls.”
It is so in all genuine religious cx-
perience. The response to Gods' call
to service is certain to be followed
somehow by the comforting and en-
couraging assurance of his presence.
But the servant of God may have his
hours of doubt 'nd darkness is Jere-
miah had. Exceedingly sensitive ta
the hostility which his messages some-
times aroused and to the unbelief with
which they were often received he was

tgmpted to qugstion and to doybt. as
in 15: 10-11,115-13; 26:%-10. Bu‘tﬁs'

memory of these first great promises
remained with him and enabled him to
overcome the temptation and to con-
tinue with heroic steadfast.ess and
courage upon his difficult wav, 15:
19-21; 20: 11. - =

II. TRUE AND FALSE PROPHETS, 14:7.22

.

There has been a severe drought
and the whole country is in mourning.
The cisterns and the wells are dry.
Both rich and poor are suffering, both
wild and domesticated beasts. The
prophet regards this calamity as a
sign of God’s wrath because of the in-
iquities of the people. He becomes
their intercessoi, praying to God on
their behalf. First he pleads that the
Lord will work deliverance for his
own “name’s sake,” to vindicate his
own honor, whilc, at the same time, ho
admits the people’s guilt. God is sura-
ly not a stranger who does not car~!
Nor is he as a strong man stunned
with the magnitude of a calamity
which he is unable to resist or pre-
vent. He is Israel’s God, “the Saviour
thereof in the time of trouble. We
are called by +hy name.” Jereminh
pleads; “leave us not.” But his pray-
er receives no comforting answer be-
cause of the waywardness of an un-
repentant people, a people who have
“loved to wander.” It seems for the
moment as if prayer is useless, vs.
11, 12,

The false prophets have given false
encouragement; they have aroused
hopes that Jeremiah is sure will not
be realized. Both here (vs. 13-18)
and in chap. 23, he denounces thesa
men who “prophesy lies” in God’s
name, “. iying -ision, and divination,
and a thing of nought, and the dece't
of their own heart.” Such prophets
are not sent of God. In contrast one
cannot but recognize and honor the
transparent sincerity of Jeremiah,
true messenger of God’s anger and
true lover of his afflicted people, vs.
17-1§, Again he pleads with God for
healing and for mercy, and that he
will do for his people of Judah that
which none of the vain idols of the
heathen can do—send rain upon the
dried-up corn fields and pastures. For,
he prays, “Art thou not he, O Loc‘
our God? therefore we will wait upom
thee; for thou hast made all these
things.”

F

Some of the family skeletons seem
to have escaped, clad in bathing-suits.

el e
“What’s an empty title, pa? “Am

impty title is your mother’'s way of
| calling me the head of the house.” .
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