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“A  suit for a fellow about my size,” 
lie explained. ‘‘He’s visitin’ out at the 
ranch, an’ he hefts about the same as 
me. Put in one of them Hereford 
shirts an’ a collar.”

Y.D. tucked the package surrepti
tiously in his room and awaited „the 
day of Zen’s marriage with mingled 
emotions. >

Zen, yielding to Transley’s Impor
tunities, had at last said that it should 
be Christmas day. The wedding would 
tie in the house, with the lending 
ranchers and farmers of the district 
As invited guests, aud the general un- 
<|erstanding was to be given out that 
the countryside as a wboie would be 
welcome. All could not be taken care 
of in the house, so V.D. gave orders 
that the hay was to be cleared out of 
one of the barns and the floor put In. 
shape for dancing. Open house would 
be held in the barn aud in the btlnk- 
bouse, where substantial refreshments 
would be served to tJI and sundry.

Christmas day dawned with a sea
sonable nip to the air, but ’ the sun 
rose warm and bright. As the hour 
approached Zen found herself pos
sessed of a calmness which she 
deemed worthy of Y.D.’s daughter. 
She had elected to be unattended as 
she had no very special glrj friend, 
and that seemed the simplest way out 
of the problem of selecting someone 
for tills honor. She was, however, 
amply assisted with her dressing, and 
the color of her fine cheeks burned 
deeper with the compliments to which 
she listened with modest appreciation.

At a quarter to the hour It was dis
covered that Y.D. had not yet dressed 
for the occasion. He was, in fact, 
engaged with Landson In making a 
tentative arrangement for the dis
tribution of next year’s hay. Zen had 
been so Insistent upon an invitation 
being sent to Mr. and Mrs. Landson, 
that Y. D., although fearing a snub 
for his pains, at last conceded the 
point. He had done his neighbor 
rather less than justice, and now he 
and Landson, with the assistance of 
a well-filled stone jug, were burying 
the hatchet in a corner of the bunk- 
house.

"Dang this dressln’,”  Y.D. remon- 
stuited when a message demanding 
ixitant action reached him. “ Land- 
**>n, hear me now! I wouldn’t take * 
indllon dollars for that girl, y ’ un- 
(‘ «irstand—and I wouldn’t trade a 
/■lungy cayuse for another!”

So, grumbling, he found his way to 
•ji'ii room and tyegan a wrestle with 
lfi# "store” clothes. Before the tight 
■».■»is over he wns being reminded 
through the dooi that he wasn’t rop
ing a steer, and everybody was walt- 
•ng. At the Inst moment he discov
ered 'that he had neglected to buy 
shoes. There was nothing for it but 
his long ranch boots, so on they went.

He sought Zen 'n her room. “Will X 
ao In this?” he naked, feeling ver.» 
sheepish.

Zen could havr* laughed, or she 
rould have cried, but she did neither. 
$5he sensed in some way the fact that 
no her father thin experience was a 
positive ordeal. Sc* she just slipped 
fr'rr arm through his and whispered: 
“ Of course you’ll do, y<̂ u silly old 
4V>ffer,” and tripped .¿town the stairs 

the side of his ponderous steps.
■Lite*’ the ceremony the elder people 

*vt down to dinner In the house, and 
ft*? others In the bunk-house. Zen 
W**s radiant and calm; Transley hand
some, delighted, self-possessed. H i« 
gVxl luck wns th»> subject of many a 
cc/»nment, both Inside and out of the 

house. He accepted It at Its full 
/afue, nnd yet ns one who has a right 
to expect that luck will play him some 
fevors.

Suddenly there was a rush from 
outside, and Zen found herself being 
carried bodily away. The young 
people had decided that the dancing 
«/»uld wait no longer, so a half dozen 
hustlers had bee» deputed to kidnap 
the bride ani caf-y her to the harA 
where the fiddles were already strum
ming. Zen Insisted that the first dancr» 
must belong to Transley, but afte? 
»that she danced with the young ranch
ers and cowboys with strict impartial
ity. And even as she danced she found 
1ier.se-* wondering if, among all this 
repr*-«"rotation of the countryside, that 
ope upon whom her thoughts had 
turned so much should be missing. 
f5he found herself watching the door. 
•Surely ft would have been only a de
cent respect to her—surely he might 
have helped to whirl her joyously 
away into the new life In which the 
/past had to be forgotten. . . . How 
»much better thnt they should part 
that way, than with ihe memories they 
trad!

But Dennison Grunt did not appear. 
tRvidently he preferred to keep his 
/memories. . . .

When at last the night had wqrn 
«Diin and It was time for the bridal 
£»»uple to leave If they were to catch 
4kc -mcraLut trala In town, and they

had ridden down the foothill trails to 
the thunder of many accompanying 
hoof-beats, the old ranch became sud
denly a place very quiet and still and 
alone. Y.D. sat down in the cornpr of 
the big room by the fire, and saw 
strange pictures In Its dying embers. 
Zen. . . . Zen! . . . Transley
was a good fellow, but how much a 
man will take with scarce a thank- 
you ! . . . Presently Y.e/. became 
aware of a hand resting upon his 
shoulder, and tingling from Its finger
tips came something akin to the al
most forgotten rapture of a day long 
gone. I-Ie raised his great pslm and 
took that slowly ageing hand, once 
round and fresh like Zen’s, tn his. To
gether they watched the fire die out In 
the silence of their empty house. . . .

CHAPTER X

Grant occupied himself with the 
woyk of the ranch that winter, spring 
nnd summer. Occasional -news of 
Mrs. Transley filtered through; she 
was too prominent a character in that 
countryside to be lost track of in a 
season. But anything which reached 
Grant came through accidental chan
nels; he sought no Information of her, 
and turned a deaf ear, almost, to what 
he heard. Then In the fall came an 
Incident which Immediately changed 
the course of his career.

It came in the form of an impor
tant-looking letter with an Eastern 
postmark. It had been delivered with 
other mall at the house, and Landson 
himself brought It down. Grant read 
It and at first stared at It somewhat 
blankly, as one not taking in its full 
portent.

“Not bad news, I hope?” said his 
employer, cloaking his .curiosity in 
commiseration.

“Rather,” Grant admitted, and 
handed him the letter. Landson read:

“ It is our duty to place before you 
information which must be of a very 
distressing nature, and which at the 
same time will have the effect of great
ly increasing your responsibilities and 
opportunities. Unless you have hap
pened to see the brief dispatches 
which have appeared In the press tills 
letter will doubtless be the first inti
mation to you that your father and 
younger brother Roy were the victims 
of a most* regrettable accident while 
motoring on a brief holiday in the 
South. The automobile in which they 
were traveling was struck by a fast 
train, and both of them received in
juries from which they succumbed al
most immediately.

“Your father, by his will, left all his 
property, aside from certain behests 
to charity, to his son Roy. but Roy had 
no will, and as he was unmarried, and 
as there are no other surviving mem
bers of the family except yourself, the 
entire estate, less the bequests already 
referred to, descends to you. We have 
not yet attempted an appraisal, but 
you will know that the amount Is very 
considerable Indeed. In recent years 
your father’s business undertakings 
were remarkably successful, and we 
think we may conservatively suggest 
that the amount of the estate will be 
very much greater than even you may 
anticipate. ' .

“ The brokerage firm which your fa
ther founded is, temporarily, without 
a head. You have had some experi
ence in your father’s office, and as ills 
solicitors for many years, we take the 
liberty of suggesting tljat you should 
Immediately assume control of the 
business. A  faithful staff are at pres
ent continuing It to the best of their 
ability, but you will understand that 
a permanent organization must be ef
fected at as early a date as may be 
possible.

“ Inability to locate you until after 
somewhat exhaustive Inquiries had 
been made explains the failure to 
notify you by vvite In time to permit 
of your attending the funeral of your 
father and brother, which took place 
In this city on the eighth Instant, and 
was marked by many evidences o f re
spect.

“ We beg to teeder our very sincere 
sympathy, and to urge upon you that 
you so arrange your affairs as to en
able you to assume the responsibili
ties which have, in a sense, been 
forced upon you, at a very early date. 
In the meantime we assure you of our 
earnest attention to your interests.

“Yours sincerely,
“BARRETT. JONES, BARRETT,

DEACON & BARRETT.”
“ Well, I guess it means you’ve 

struck oil, and I ’ve lost a good fore
man,” said Landson, as he returned 
the letter. “ I ’m rorry about your loss. 
Grant, and glad fo hear of your good 
luck, if I  may put It that way. What 
do you reckon sh»*’s worth?” he asked, 
after waiting as long as his patience 
would permit.

"Oh. I  don’t know. Possibly six or 
eight millions by this time.”

“ Six or eight millions! Jehoshaphat! 
What will you dc» with it?”

“Look after It. Mr. Landson. vou

TdSow that L have.never worried, about: 
money; i f  I  had I.wouldn’t be here. T 
don’t care for the money, but any son-’ 
of-a-gun who takes it from me is 
better roan than I  am, aud I'll sit up’ 
nights at both ends of the day to beat 
him at his own game. Now, just as* 
soon as you can line up some one to 
take charge I ’ll have to beat I t ”

Grant, put his affairs in. order as 
quickly as possible, and started for 
the East with a trunkful of clothes. 
But even before he started one thought 
had risen up to haunt him. He crushed 
It down, but It would insist. I f  only 
this had happened a year ago. . . .

Grant reached his old home city late 
at night, and after a quiet cigar and 
a stroll through some of the half-for- 
fotten streets he put up at one of the 
best hotels. He was deferentially 
shown to a room about as large as 
the whole Landson house; soft lights 
were burning under pink shades; his 
feet fell noiselessly on the thick car
pets. He placed a chair by a window, 
where he could watch the myriad 
lights of the city, and tried to appraise 
the new sphere In which he found 
himself. It would be a very different 
game from riding the ranges or rop
ing steers, but it would be a game, 
nevertheless; a game In which he 
would have to stand on his own 
resources even more than in those 
brave days in the foothills. He 
relished the notion of the game even 
while he was indifferent to the prize. 
He had no clear idea what he even
tually should do with his wealth; 
that was something to think about 
very carefully in the days and years 
to come. In the meantime his job 
was to handle a big business in the 
way it should be handled.

Het turned the water into his bath; 
there was a smell about the towels, 
the linen, the soap, that was very 
grateful to his nostrils. . . .

In the morning he passed by the 
office of Grant & Son. He did not 
turn In, but pursued his way to a door 
where a great brass plate announced- 
the law firm of Barrett, Jones, Barrett, 
Deacon & Barrett. He smiled at this 
elaboration of names; It represented 
three generations of the Barrett fam
ily and two sons-ln-law. Grant found 
himself speculating over a name for 
the Landson ranch; It might have 
been Landson, Grant, Landson, Mur
phy, Skinner & Pete. . . .

As a result of his Interview it was 
arranged that Mr. Jones, second 
luminary of the firm of legal lights, 
should take Grant’s affairs under his 
particular care until the young West
erner felt «safe in* his new saddle. 
When Grant, accompanied by Jones, 
finally appeared at the office of his 
father’s firm he was received with a 
deference amounting almost to obeis
ance. Murdoch, the chief clerk, and

Together They Watched the Fire Die 
Out in the Silence of Their Empty 
House.

manager of the business In all but 
title, who had known him in the old 
days when he had been “Mr.. Denny,” 
bore him into the private office which 
had for so many years been the sacred 
recess of the senior Grant. Only big 
men or trusted employees were in the 
habit of passing those silent green 
doors.

"Well, Murdy, old boy, how goes It?” 
Grant had said when they met, raking | 
his hand in a husky grip.

"Not so bad, sir; not so bad, con
sidering the shock of the accident, sir. 
And we are all so glad to see you— 
we who knew you before, sir.”

“Listen, Murdy,”  said Grant. “ What’s 
the idea of all the sirs?”

“Why,”  said the somewhat abashed 
official, "you know you are now the 
head of the firm, sir.”

“ Quite so. Because a chauffeur neg
lected to look over his shoulder I  am 
converted from a cow puncher to a 
sir. Well, go easy on It. I f  a man 
has native dignity in him he doesn’t 
need it piled on from outside.”

“ Very true sir. I  hope you will he 
comfortable here. Some memorable 
matters have been transacted within 
these walls, sir. Let me take your hat 
and cane.”

“ Cane? What cane?”
“Your stick, sir; didn’t you have a 

stick?”
"What for? Have you- rattlers here? 

Oh, I see— more dignity. No, I don’t 
carry a stick. Perhaps when I ’m 
’old—”

“YouTl have to try and accommo
date yourself to our manners,’’ said 
Jones, when Murdoch had left the 
room. “They may seem unnecessary, 
or even absurd, but they are sanc
tioned by custom, and. you know, civ
ilization Is built em custom. The poet

i i f ' ' 1 / r -Z; . ' -,
spe/iKs  ̂of & tréedpm ’ whkm 
tbroadens down front precedent M 
precedent.’ Précédent Is custom. 
Never defy custom, or you will find her 
your master. Humor her and she WIU 
be your slave. Now I  think I  shall leave, 
while you try and attune yourself te 
:the atmosphere of these Surroundings." 
s So this w&s the room which had 
been the Inner shrine of the firm of 
Grant & Son. The quarters were 
new since he had left the East; the 
■furnishings revealed that large sim
plicity which is elegance and wealth. 
A  painting of the elder Grant hung 
from the wall; Dennison stood before 
It, looking into the sad, capable, gray 
.eyes. What had life brought to his 
father that was worth the price those 
eyes reflected? Dennison found his 
own eyes moistening with memories 
now strangely poignant. . . .

“Environment,” the young man mur
mured, as he turned from the portrait, 
“environment, master of everything! 
And yet—”

A photograph of Roy stood on the 
mantelpiece, and beside It, in a little 
silver frame, was one of his mother.
. . . Grant pulled himself together 
and fell to an examination of the pa
pers in his father’s desk.

Grant’s first concern wns to get a 
grasp of the business affairs which 
had so unexpectedly come under his 
direction. To accomplish this he con
tinued the practice of the Landson 
ranch ; he was up every morning at 
five, and had done a day’s work be
fore the members of his staff began to 
assemble. For advice he turned to 
Jones nnd Murdoch, and the manage
ment of routine affairs he left entirely 
in the hands of the latter. He had 
soon convinced himself thnt the 
camaraderie of the ranch would not 
work in a staff of this kind, so while 
he was formulating plans of his own 
he left the administration to Murdoch. 
He found this absence of companion
ship the most unpleasant feature of 
his position: it seemeG that his wealth 
had elevated him out of the human 
family. He wavered between amuse
ment and annoyance ever the defer
ence that was paid him. Some of the 
staff were openly terrified at his ap
proach.

Not so Miss Bruce. Miss Bruce had 
tapped on the door and entered with 
the words, “ I was your father’s 
stenographer. He left practically all 
his personal correspondence to me. I 
worked at this desk in the corner, and 
had a private office through the door 
there into which I slipped when my 
absence was preferred."

She had crossed the room, and. in
stead of standing respectfully before 
Grant’s desk, had come around the end 
of It. Grant looked up with some sur
prise, and noted that her features were 
not without comprehending qualities.

“How do you think you’re going to 
like your job?” she asked.

Grant swung around quickly in his 
chair. No one in the staff had spoken 
to him like that; Murdoch himself 
would not have dared address him In 
so familiar a manner. He decided to 
take a firm position.

“ Were you in the habit o f speaking 
to my father like that?"

“ Your father was a man well on in 
years, Mr. Grant, Every man accord
ing to his age."

Grant looked at her keenly. What
ever her words, he had to admit that 
her tone was no» impertinent.

“You appear Ko be a very advanced 
young woman," he remarked. “ I am 
a little surprised—I had hardly 
thought my father would select young 
women of your type as his confidential 
secretaries."

“Private stenographer," she cor
rected. “ A little extra side on a title 
is neither here nor there. Well, I will 
admit that I rather took your father’s 
breath at times; he discharged me so 
often it became a habit, but we grew 
to have a sort of tacit understanding 
that that was just his way of blowing 
off steam. You see, I  did his work, 
and I  did it right. I  never lost my 
head when he got into a temper; I 
could always read my notes even after 
he had spent most of the day In dentb 
grips with some business rival. You 
see, I  wasn't afraid of him. not the 
least bit. And I ’m not afraid of you.”

“ I don’t believe you are,”  Grant ad
mitted. “ You are a remarkable wom
an. I think we shall get along all 
right if you are able to distinguish be
tween Independence and bravado.” He 
turned to his desk, then suddenly 
looked up again. He was homesick for 
some one he could talk to frankly.

“ I don’t mind telling you,” he said 
abruptly, “ that the deference which is 
being showered upon me around this 
institution gives me a good deal 
of a pain. I ’ve been accustomed to 
working with men ou the same level. 
They took their orders from me, and 
they carried them out, but the older 
hands called me by my first name, and 
any of them swore back when he 
thought he had occasion. I can’t fit In 
to this ‘Yes sir,’ 'no sir,’ ‘Very good, 
sir,’ way of doing business. It doesn’t 
ring true."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Quick Witted, but——

Afraid to breathe, almost, the re
turned reveller crept quietly into his 
bedchamber as the gray dawn was 
breaking. Sitting on the edge of the 
bed, he cautiously undid his boots. 
But, with all his care, his wife stirred 
In bed, and he presently was all too 
well aware of a pair of sleepy eyes re
garding him over the edge of the sheet.

“ Why, Tom,” yawned the little 
woman, “how early you are this morn
ing !”

“ Yes, my dear,” replied Tom, stiffing 
a groan, “I ’ve got to go to Montreal 
for the firm today."

And replacing his footgear the 
wretched man dragged his aching 
limbs out again Into the cold and 
heartless street* -

niiiH iiHiiiiiiu im nim iiniiuHiiiiiiH iiiinuniiiiiiiiin iiim iiiiH iH iim nHniinm m

-V.

CAPTAINS OF
ADVENTURE

By ROGER POCOCK

■‘"'m
■ m

SllllillilUIilllllllllllllllllllllllllllUltllllilililllilifililililllililllillliiilililllilllllUllllli
Copyright by Bobbs-MerrlU Company

*!'■ - ’ *:&

m
. . M

.■

■ M

JOHN HAWKINS 
A. D. 1588

Master John Hawkins, mariner, was 
a trader’s son, familiar from childhood 
with the Guinea coast of Africa. Wor
shipful merchants of London trusted 
him with three ridiculously small 
ships, the size of our fishing smacks, 
but manned by a hundred men. With 
these, in 1502—the “spacious times" 
of great Elizubeth—he swooped down 
on tlie West African coast, and hor
ribly scared were his people when they 
suw the crocodiles. The nature of this 
animal “ is ever when he would have 
his prey, to sob and cry like a Chris
tian bodie, to provoke them to come 
to him, und then he snatcheth at 
them." In spite of the reptiles, Master 
Hawkins "got into his possession, part
ly by the sword, and partly by other 
means," three hundred wretched ne
groes.

The king of Spain had a law that 
no Protestant heretic might trade with 
his Spanish colonies of the West In
dies, so Master Hawkins, by way of 
spitting in his majesty’s eye, went 
straight to Hispaniola, where he ex
changed his slaves with the settlers for 
a shipload of hides, ginger, sugar and 
pearls.

On his second voyage Master Haw
kins attempted to enslave a whole 
city, hard by Sierra Leone, but the 
Almighty, “ who worketh all things for 
the best, would not have It so, and by 
Him we escaped without danger. His 
name be praised for it.*’ Hawkins 
hud nearly been captured by the ne
groes, and was compelled to make his 
pious raids elsewhere. Moreover, 
when he came with a fleet loaded with 
slaves to Venezuela, the Spanish mer
chants iwere scared to trade with him. 
Of course, for the sake of his negroes, 
he had to get them landed somehow, 
so he went nshore, “having In his 
greate boate two falcons of brasse, and 
in the other boates double bases In 
their noses.” Such artillery, backed 
by a hundred men In plate armor, con
vinced the Spaniards that It would be 
wise to trade.

On his third voyage, Master Haw
kins found the Spaniards his friends 
nlong the Spanish main, but the weath
er, a deadly enemy, drove him for 
refuge and repair to San Juan d’Ullua, 
the port of Mexico. Here was an Islet, 
the only shelter on that coast from 
the northerly gales. He sent a letter

Sir John Hawkins.

to the capital for leave to hold that 
Islet with men and guns while he 
bought provisions and repaired his 
ships. But as It happened, a new vice
roy came with a fleet of thirteen ships 
to claim that narrow anchorage, and 
Hawkins must let them in or fight. 
"On the faith of a viceroy" Don Martin 
de Henriquez pledged his honor before 
Hawkins let him in, then set his ships 
close aboard those of England, trained 
guns to bear upon them, secretly filled 
them with troops hid below hatches, 
and when his treason was found out, 
sounded a trumpet, the signal for at
tack. The Englishmen on the isle 
were massacred except three, the 
queen’s ship Jesus, of Lubeck, was so 
sorely hurt that she had to be aban
doned, and only two small barks, the 
Minion and the Judith, escaped to sea. 
The Spaniards lost four galleons In 
that battle.

As to the English, they were In great 
peril, and parted by a storm. The 
Judith fared best, commanded by a 
man from before the mast, one Fran
cis Drake, who brought the news to 
England that Hawkins had more than 
two hundred people crowded upon the 
Minion without food or water. "With 
muny sorrowful hearts,” sa3’s Hawkins, 
“we wandered In an unknown sen by 
the span of fourteen dayes, till hunger 
forced us to seeke the iande, for blrdes 
were thought very goode meate, rattes, 
cattes, mise and dogges.”

It was then that one hundred four
teen men volunteered to go ashore and 
the ship continued a very painful voy
age.

These men were landed on the coast 
nf Mexico, unarmed, fo be stripped 
naked presently by red Indians, and 
by the Spaniards marched as sluves to 
the city of Mexico, where after long 
imprisonment those left alive were 
«old. The Spanish gentlemen, the

clergy and the monks were kind to 
these servants, who earned positions 
of trust on mines and ranches, some , 
of them becoming In time very wealthy 
men though still rated as slaves. Then 
came the Inquisition. All were im
prisoned, nearly all were tortured on^ 
the rack, and flogged In public with 
five hundred lashes. Even the ten 
gentlemen landed by Hawkjps as hos
tages for his good faith shared the fate 
of the shipwrecked mariners who, 
some in Mexico nnd some In Spain, 
were In the end condemned to the gal
leys. And those who kept the faith 
were burned alive. From that time 
onward, whatever treaties there might 
be In Europe, there was never a mo
ment’s peace for the Spanish Indies. 
Englishmen were at war with Spain 
until the Inquisition was stamped out, 
and the Britisli liberators had helped 
to drive the Spaniards from the last 
acre of their American empire.

When Hawkins returned to England, 
Mary, Queen of Scots, was there a 
prisoner. The sailor went to Eliza
beth’s minister, Lord Burleigh, and 
proposed a plot. By this plot he en
tered Into a treaty with the queen of 
Scots to set her on the throne. He 
was to join the duke of Alva for the 
invasion and overthrow of England. 
So pleased was the Spunlsh king that 
he paid compensation to Hawkins for 
his losses at San Juan d’Ullua and 
restored to freedom such of the Eng
lish prisoners as could be discovered. 
Then Hawkins turned loyal again, and 
Queen Elizabeth knighted him for fool
ing her enemies.

INEFFICIENCY ADDS TO COST

Untrained Help in Telegraph Offices 
Responsible for High Rates,

Says Writer.

In a large middle western city I went 
to a telegraph office to send n mes
sage to Washington, D. C. Two girls 
were behind the counter to receive 
messages. The one who waited on 
me did not know the rate on a 10- 
word message to Washington and had 
to look It up. This took her some 
time because she was puzzled over 
what state to look for In her book. 
Finally, at my suggestion, she looked 
for District of Columbia and ascer
tained the rate.

Then I  offered her a message to Bos
ton. She did not know the rate there 
either, and again turned to her book. 
By chance the pages opened at Minne
sota. Not being any too sure of her 
alphabet, she was uncertain whether 
to turn forward or backward from 
Minnesota to find Massachusetts.

There’s more to the story. The‘next 
day I happened to go to that same 
telegraph office again to send a mes
sage jo  Washington. The same glri 
waited on me. Once more she did not 
know the rate on a 10-w'ord message 
to Washington without looking It up, 
and she did not know to look for 
Washington in the District of Colum
bia. Of course, the girl could not 
help being only moderately ke^n- 
minded. She was sweet and obllg- ’ 
Ing and did the best she could.

But my point Is that I and other 
users of the telegraph service prob
ably had to pay for her shortcomings.
If the other girl behind that counter 
was of the same degree of Intelli
gence, then the two could not handle 
as many messages in a day as could 
have been taken by one smart girl 
at the same salary. And if this were 
true, the telegraph company failed to 
operate Its service as cheaply as 
might have been. Like any other 
wasteful business practice, the cost * 
has to be assessed against the con
sumer.—Nation’s Business.

No Birth Anniversary
It is possible to have no birthday ' 

at all, if one happens to be bom at 
the night time In the right spot. This 
happened to a baby born during a 
voyage from Yokohama to San Fran
cisco in 1904, says London Tit-Bits.

It is well known that in order to 
make the actual number of sunrises 
and sunsets experienced during a 
voyage round the world correspond 
with the calendar, an extra day must 
iTe introduced or got rid of, according, 
to the direction traveled.

This adjustment is made at the time- 
of crossing the 180th meridian, which' 
runs to the west of the midway point 
between Japan and California, and 
this baby born there on February 30 
must do without birthdays.

American Flour Wins
A milling firm of Harbin, China, has 

offered for sale in the local market 
flour ground from ImpQrted American 
wheat. This wheat was imported via 
Dairen and amounted to only a few 
carloads, as the local miller wished to 
experiment first. However, as the 
grade of flour obtained from this 
wheat Is very much cheaper and Is 
superior to the local product, It Is be
lieved that the flour ground from 
American wheat will occupy first place 
in the local market in the future. This 
mill is also placing on the market a 
new grade of flour in original Ameri
can packing.
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