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= A TRIBUTE

TO THE MEMORY OF IRA REID

One cannot go far in this life
without "entering upon a partner-
ship cither in business, politics or
friendship. 'We need each other in
whatever we undertake to do. We
cannot always choose our partners
in business of politics but in friend-
ship the choic2 is ours alone and as
a result the character of a man is
almost infallibly revealed by the
friends he makes. Life - holds few
sadder experiences than the  dis-
solving of long friendships that
have yielded inspiration and kind-
liness and mutual profit, and the
loss of a frienq is rightly counted as
one. of life's greatest tragedies.

So to the memory of the friend-
ship that touched our lives and
found place of henor in our hearts
we seek to pay some small tribute
through the medium of words.

Once in an age God sends to some
of us a friend like him. One who
took people at their best, not their
worst, who looked for the divine,
not the human, the beautiful, not
the ugly, the bright, not the dark,
the straight, not the crcoked side of
life. One in who:se friendchip there
was nothing of the false, nothing of

pretens2  but rather loyalty and
sincerity.
“There is a destiny that makes us
brothers,

None gces his way alone;

All that we send into lives

others

Comes back into our own.”

Sooner or later we all come to the
time - when we realize that our
earthly house is tottering, The body
is wonderfully made but it cannot
forever withstand the ravages of
time and wear. This house of: clay
in which we live has weathered
many storms. It has stood up we’l
under the wusage of a good
many years but after a while it is
go'ng to fail and we will have to
move cut of it into another house.
This. moving time came to this
friend of ours and we are sure that
his other house was ready and
walting for him. We are sure be-
cause of the words of the great
Apostle: “Fo we know that if our
carthly house of this tabernacle
were dissolved we have a building of
God, a house not made with hands,
eternal in'  the “heavens.” This
answer satisfies us as to the abode
of our beloved friend, when his time
came to move. we know he wes not
disappointed, he moved into it with
rejoicing—when his earthly house
failed.

@God is everywhere filling life with
significance, giving and taking away,
but we cherish the memory of our
friend when we realize that—

“There is enough of God

In the heart of a rose,
In the smile of a friend,
In the dewy blossoms of dawn”

To prove:—

“That beauty is the soul of Him,
That love is His sceptre,
And that all things created by

Him
Face not the night
But an eternal morning.”
«—RAY KEENAN
R i o
MODEL SCHOOL

Honor roll for Model School.
1 VII—1. Gordon = Mac-

Charlotte Driscoll
o Lank, 2.

of

Betty Lou
Austin. %

T HOPE RIVER AND VICINITY -

The recent heavy snow fall which
has visited the Maritimes has made
no exception to this vicinity. The
general rural activities of the com-
munity have been retarded some-
what due to the prevailing klustery
weather and lusty Jack Frost,

The epidemic of ' Whooping
Cough is prevalent in this com-
munity and although the school has
not been closed there is quite a
decline in ‘the attendance. We are
very fertunate in having as our
pedagogue Mr. Thomas McMillan,
B.A., a graduate of St. Dunstan’s
University.

Genial friends and valuable
neighbors have been added to this
community in the person of Mr.
and Mrs. Joseph D. Pineau who

Howait,

have of late acquired the property
of the late Joseph McAleer, Mr. and
Mrs. Pineau have done considerahle
renovating in the way of improving
the exterior and interior of their
new home “Hillerest.” At present
they have as their guest - Miss
Cecilia Campbkell of Charlottetown.

Congratulations are due Mr, and
Mrs. Fred McQuigan on the arrival
cf their ninth baby girl.

Miss Janie Pow2r was at home to
her friends on January 24th and-
entertained delightfully at auction,
Permit ther writer to say Miss
Power Is a very enviable hostess.
Mrs. Charl2as McMahon having
recently visited Center Road the
guest of Mr. and Mrs. John L. Red-
mond, reports that the heavy snow-
fall has made travelling by sled
rather laborous.

The many friends of Mr. and Mrs.
J. Arthur Malone look forward for
a _ spcedy recovery of their .son
master Lloyd who is suffering from
Whooping Cough.

MRS. JOHN O’'HERON

MELROSE, Jan. 30—The death of
Mrs, Jchn O'Heron occurred at her
home here on Wednesday afternoon
at 2 o'clock, at the age cf 87 years,
Mrs. O'Heron had .been in failing
heolth for the past few years. She
will be greatly missed by the en-
tire cemmunity. Her genial and
loving disposition endeared her to
all who knew her. Her husband
cied about twelve years ago. Be-
fore her marriage ehe was Miss
Sarah Ann McIntyre, of P.E. Is-
land, and since her marriage has
resided in Melrose .She is survived
by four sons, Leo, Patrick, Michael
and Peter, all of this place, also
two daughters. (Agnes) Mrs. Geo.
Ryan of Bath, and Mrs. Henry
Murphy of Melrose; two step-sons,
Thomas and John, of Boston, Mass.
She also leaves to mourn one broth-
er, John, of P.E.Jsland, one sister.
Mrs. Hickey also of P.E.I., and
two sisters, Mrs. Murphy and Mrs.
McKinnon, U 8.A. The funeral
will take place on Friday morning

WILMOT VALLEY SCHOOL

Report of Wilmot Valley School
for month of January.
‘ Grade X-—1. Gladys Clarke.
Grade VIII—1. Beth Waugh, 2.
Devid Clarke, 3, Helen Huestis.
‘Grade VI—}. Ewen Clarke, 2.
Harry Waugh, 3. Lawrence Durant,
Grade V—1. Kenneth Clarke, 2.
Wendell “nestis, ;
Grade III—1. Florence Durant..
Grade 11 (a)—1. Eatle Clarke, 2.

Hi
Grade I (a)~1, Mildred Curtiss.

I B 11 (b)<~1, Gordon Huestis

Bh el

THE CHARLOTTE

Dotted Line

By JOSEPH McCORD

Honeymoon

~

INSTALMENT 20

The color slowly left Jacqueline's
face as she stargu at her iather,

“Will you please tell me just what
you mean?” sne asked in a low
voice,

‘fhe quizzical smile on Vince's
face vanished. He shifted uncom-
fortably in his hammock and stole
an apprehensive glance in the dir-
eccion of the house,

“l mean that Larry’s head over
heels 1n love with you. He told me
50,” Vince added deiensively,

“And did he teil you that I was
in love with him?”

“he didn't have to. I got eyes. 1
cowan ¢ imagine you, or any other
girt in her rignt mund, turning down
a chap like warry.” :

Jacque ine marveled at her own
consposure, She didng ap all like the
way vince said that, It was impos-
sibig not to rear that he knew more
than he aamitted . . . that he knew
everyining. but she musg hide it . .
uncii she knew for sure,

“You are wrong, vince,” she said
quietty. “I'm not 1n love with Larry
Cutter, For one thing, I havent
known him long enough. He's .
nice. .-

““He’s one in a thousand. Ten
thousaad!” Vince was enthusiastic.
"You doa’t need to know him long
to find that out,”

“1 don’y feer that I Kknow' very
much about him. Neither do you,”’
she added. "And 1 would have
thougnt it in better taste if he haa
made any remarks on that subject
to me.’ .

“rerhaps he will
home tonignt,”
with a grin,

“indeed he will noi!”

Jacqueline straightened her small
shoulaers with a righteous air. But
she coilapsed rather completely, col-
or coming back into her cheexs at
the sight or Larry stro.ling toward
her leisurely, hands thrusi in his
pockets, puning contentedly on his
pipe. .

“Here comes Larry,” she sald in a
guarded voice. “Please be care-

on your way
Vince -suggested

low,
u!

Vince nodded understandingly. It
did not escape him, however, that
Jacquelne had forgotten to say
“Mr. Cutter.”

“Well, what do you think of all
this?” Larry inquired smilingly. He
seated himself cross-legged on the
grass near his wife's feet.

“It's a very pretty place,” she
sald.

“I tXink so. I'm looking forward
to coming up here and spending
some time . . help your father
keep out of mischief. You really
should arrange to take your own
vacation up here. That dinner was
just a fair sample of what goes on
nere every day. Wasn't it, Vince?”

Anthony nodded -silently. He was
watching the younger pair with
shrewd eyes. Jacqueline was uncom-
fortab.y aware of what he was
thinking.

“But I have to work,” she ven-
tured smilingly. “And I think we
should be starting back to the city
before so very long . . . before it
gets dark.”

“\Whenever you say. The days are
long now . . . but there will be no
moon tonight. Unless it's very late.”

After some desultory conversation,
Jacqueline again mentioned the de-
sirability of starting for the city.
Larry rose to his fee; at once and
said he would get the car ready.

After bidding the group good-bye,
and with a lingering kiss pressed on
Vince's cheek, Jacqueline allowed
Larry to assist her into the roadster.
She promised brightiy that she
would come back again some day it
Mrs, Brown would promise to have
that ice cream again.

The sun was sending its long lev-
el rays against the house as the
car rolled from the yard.

Larry was not incimed to be talk-
ative, ror which Jacqueline was
thankful. For the first time in their
acquaintance she was decidedly ill
at ease with him, It was impossible
to forget what Vince had told her.
Larry had raised a barrier between
them. A new barrier. It was the
thought that was uppermost in her
mind as she leaned back against the
cushions and watched the landscape
flash by, She had not put on her
hat bui, this time, it had drawn no
comment from Larry. He broke one
of their longest silences to remark:

“I thirk 1'll be leaving the city
pretty shortly to come up here.
Don't know for how long.”

“So you said.”

“But 1 didn't tell you that I don't
care to have anybody know where 1
am. You know whom I mean, of
course. I suppose I may trust you
not to betray me . . .”

“You can trust me better than I
can trust you!” It was out before
Jacqueline knew it. She bit her lip.

“Meaning exactly . .?"

“That you are not very particular
about keeping your word.”

“Just what has friend Vince been
saying?”

“You might ask him yourself.”

Larry drove in silence for a few
moments. When they reached the
summit of a high hill, he brought
the car to a stop at the side of the
road,

“Quite a view from here, Jack.”

“Please drive on.”

“In a minute. I think you and I
have something to say to each oth-
er, and we're not likely to be dis-
turbed Iiere, I can't taik and drivé
at the same timé, And I can't quite
escape a feeling that you believe I've
not been keeping to our bargain.”

“Do you think you have?’

“Oh, yes. Quite. After all, there
was nothing on our contract to keep
me from loving you. Or from saying
so, I do love you, Jack. And when
your father got to telling me how
wonderful you are, 1 had to chime
in, I’ know it even better than he

“I theught you would be fair,”
Jacqueline countered in a low voice,
Her eyes were fixed on the panorma
spread below the hill, where dusk
was settling in the valley. Nearby a
bird ttered its night song,

“I have tried to be,” Larry return-
ed steadily. “I did tell Rannie about
our marriage, I had to . . . I have
explained that he's my attorney. 1
have told no one else.”

“Not Vince?”

“Of course not. I told him that 1
loved you, why not? t do.”
“I can think of several reasons.”

- “I know.” He smiled, “Look here,
little Jack. I'm not sweé that you
are the one to tell me that I have
not lived up to the letter of our of-
ficial agreement,”

“What do you mean by that?”

“There was a clause in it . , .
number four, if my memory serves
me. You didn’t like it and I apprec-
jated how you felt. But you did
sign the agreement as it stood. What
have you to say about that?”

“I gave the money back to you,”
Jacqueline retorted. “Nearly all of
it, I mean, And you shall have the
balance just as soon as I can save
p1n v

“Yes, and I took it back without
a word. I didn't remind you that
you had sidestepped the - contract.
Nevertheless, I consider you morally
culpable.”

Jacqueline swallowed a sob and
blinked rapidly to keep back the
tears. Never had she felt so thor-
oughly humiliated, so . . .

“Jack!” Larry's voice had chang-
ed suddenly, Tnere was a note of
tenderness in it she never had
heard. “We're not going to quarrel,
dear, Look at me.”

She kept her face turned obstin-
ately from him. So very still it was
about then that Jacqueline found
hersel? fearing that Larry would
hear her heart pounding.

“If you think I've broken my
prcmise,” he went on gently,” I sup-
pose there is no great wrong in
doing it again. I'm' not sure when
I will see you again . . . or how.”

He hesitated, as if trying. to
choose the right words.

“I think you have honored me as
almo!; no other woman ever hon-
ored a man, Believe me, I know that
to the full. I . , . oh, it's no use,
Jack! I have to tell you about ‘it!"”

Larry was speaking in quick, hur-
ried sentences,

“There’s no way in which I may
tell you how utterly I've loved you
from that first day. It's been almost
unbearable! To he near you, to see
you ., . . S0 many more times than
vou've been aware. And all the
times my arms have ached to hold
you, No one could love you as I do!
They never have. They never will,”

“Larry! Please . . .”

“No! You must understand that
it's always going to be that way. No
matter what happens, it will be that
way. You are the only woman who
ever has come into my heart. It
belongs to you. So do I. I'l] wait for-
ever . . . if I have to, But there
never will be anyone else, Please be-
lieve that. Pleace, Jack . . .”’

Neither of them could have told
how it happened,

Jacqueline was in her husband’s
arms, pressed close against him. His
cheek.rested against her hair. She
felt his heart beating . . . heard his
broken whispers. v

“Jack . . . my own little Jack . .
I love you £0.”

She struggied to release herself,
pushing at him frantically with her
small hands.

“No, no .
enly.

“You do love me, Jack . . just a
very little. Tell me you do!”

“Oh,I. .. No!Letmego ...
Please let me go!”

He released ner at once.

“I'm sorry if I have hurt or of-
fended you, dear. But you do love
me, I know it and so do you. You
needn't ‘be afraid. I won't forget
again.” He busied himse!f with
putting the roadster into motion.

The ride to the city was made in
silence. When they reached the
Courtland street house, all Larry
said was, “May I see you and tell
you good-bye before I leave?”

“I, . . Idon't think so.” Jac-
queline was fumbling blindly with
the car door. She had it open now.

“Sorry. Good night, Jack.” The
car was moving as he reached out
and c.osed the door with a ruthless
bang.

“Earry oo %

But Lairy was gone.

(To Be Continued.)

. ." she choked brok-

BAY VIEW INSTITUTE

The annual meeting of the Bay
View W. I. was held at the home of
Mrs. Walter Simpson. The meeting
cpened by singing the Ode and re-
peating the Creed. The roll call was
responded to by paying fee for the
New Year's membership, The re-
ports, including the treasurer’s, were
then given. The Sick Committee
consisting of Miss Sarah Simpson
and Mrs. W. Simpson reported hav-
ing gmade several calls, The School
Committee, Mrs. W. A. Graham
and Mrs. Cederic Simpson, stated
that a new map and several other
articles were needed for the school.
After the treasurer's report given by
Mrs, Cederic Simpson it was moved
and seconded that the map and
colored chalk be purchased for the
school. Other items of business in-
cluded a motion made to secure a
copy of the Institute News, a new
Eecretary’s book and a treat for the
school children.

The following officers were then
appointed: Pres. Mrs. Walter Simp-
son; Vice Pres.—Miss Irene Simp-
son; Secretary—Miss Irene Wyand;
Treas.— Mrs, Cederic Simpson;
Auditors—Mrs. Alfred Moore, Mrs.
W. A. S8impson; Directors—Mrs. W.
A. Graham, Mrs, Clarence Stewart,
Mrs, Cedric Simpson and Miss
Sarah Simpson.

After the singing of “The King”
lunch was served by the ladies. A
social hour followed. The Sic!
Committee for next three months
includes, Mrs, Walter S8impson, Miss
Irene Wyand. School Committee—
Mrs. C. Stewart, Mrs. W. A. Simp-
son,

Next. meeting to he held at the
home bf the President.

THE FAMOUS
l-l.m"ul.l= |'§r !
Rub

k |room into shape, providiny

OURLIBRARY

(By Llyle Payne)

T came from & home where there
were more children than money, yet
because we had a book loving mo=
ther and father we always manag-
ed by hook or by crook to have a
goodly supply of papers, books and
magazines., True, the hooks were
not graded to suit our years, nor
were the magazines of the latest
dates, yet all in all they satisfied a
great want in our young lives.

Our gchool had a library of about
two hundred books, many 'being
denoted by the kindly lord wHo en-
dowed the schoo!. Some of these
were severe looking law books—law
bocks mark you—in a child’s lib-
rary. It took only a period of about
two years for the library to become
“dead”—to anyone who used it as
constantly as my brothers and T.
In it were no books whatever for
very young children such as “When
We Were Very Young,” or any other
of the world loved ciassics by A.
A. Milng or any of those exce'lent
beoks for tiny tots by Beatrice Pot-
ter. Strange to say there was not
one bhook of L. M. Montgomery’s,
our own beloved Island author,
whose books just touch the right
cords in a ’teen age girl's heart
and older hearts too. .

It was difficult for a child to
become interested in that library
until the ninth or tenth grade. By
that time many not having acquir-
ed the taste for reading declined
to use it. It was really a very grown
up affair and had no place in a
school for children. Imagine however
my regret and sense of apprecia-
tion of that misplaced library when
some years later I began to teach
school in, a rural district and found
within the four walls of the bar-
ren little building not one scrap of
literature, not even a dictionary.
“But,” said I to myself, “I'll bor-
row books from the homes.”

Accordingly when I had my
house in order, I requested each
child to ack his mother for a book.
I intended to use them, then ftry
for another supply. Oh, the ambi-
tions of young school ma'ams!

I received the féNowing contribu-
tions: (1) “Her Fatal Wedding
Night,” (20 a copy of “Philip
Brook's Sermons,” (evidently
mamma considered that [ bein3
young ' and flighty needed some-
thing for the good of my soul)—
and praice be! I got (3) “Reobinson
Crusoe” and (4) “The Little Tame
Prince.” One little chap came to
my de:k, his sweet freckled face
all a-grin and said, “Please teacher,
mudder says she hasn’t got nothin’
but the Gaelic bible” Well I have
no quarrel to make with a woman

who brings up her brood on a Gaeliz|

bible diet but be'ieve me its lough
chewing “or a :ix year old.

In 1£32 When rumors went abroad
that Hon. W. J. P. MacMillan,
then Premier of Prince Edward Is-
land was negotiating with the Car-
negie Corporation of New York in
an endz2avour to have a demon-
stration library placed hore we just
shrugged our shoulders and said,
“Ch yeah.”

“That will be placed in Char-
lottetown,” said my book-loving
neighbor, “and we are so far away
it wi'l be of no us? to u.”

One day as I was preparing lun-
ches for my school age children—
(my own private properiy—the par-
son called.

“Would you be interested in hav-
ing .a branch of the Carncgie lib-
rary here?’ he ask:d.

Would 1? Was he crazy? was it
possible that we could have a cir-
culating library right here in our
community? I had heard of the
splendid success of th? Carnegiz
demonsiration in the Fraser Val-
ley, but that was away across the
Dominion and seemed more like
fiction than fact.

After a while he got m2 calmed
down and in short time a commit-
tee was formed and a campaign
launched. Would you believe it, in
that district of “Gaelic bible™ fame,
every family, but one, signed in
favour of having the library.

Starved for reading! put out
pleading hands for something to
relieve the tedium o’ toiling of the
farm—the barrene's of long even-
ings with nothing to do. Nothing
to do! That horrible nightmare of
young folks in rural districts, that
terrible phantom which leads so
many young feet astray. Young
men and women leaving clean fer-
tile hills and val'eys and homes of
plenty in search of adventure. mys-
tery and romance, and finding <o
often in the brightness of the city
only pain and disillusionment.

Eight districts surrounding our
village joined us and th: different
women's Sustitutes sent contribu-
tions. One woman gave a large
unused room centrally located to
be used as the library room, free
of rent for five years.

Miss Nora Bateson, M.A, the or-
ganizer, was right on the job plan-
ning, encouraging and advising.

Pinally came the opening, we were
all there enmasse, including our
local members of parliament, and
members of the opposition. They
made splendid speeches, and- for
once they agreed! A’ter a'l poli-

ticlang are people and know a good

thing when they see it. About $85
was ralsed to pay for putting the
lights
and fuel and other incidentals. The
salary of the librarian {5 taken
care of by the Carnegie people,
One day :ome weeks later whilst
browsing among the hooks & young
chap In his early, 'teens came in.
‘He crushed out his cigarette, gave
his overslick hair a loving caress
and in a bored tone atked the lib-
rarian for a ecertain magazine.
The librarian courteously answer-
ed h'm that the magagine in ques-
tlon was not carried by the library.
It was one of those volumes of lic-
entiousness put up In attractive
form to lure the young. She asked
g:n to try a book on the shelves.
decided that therg ‘nothing
in a collection of 1,000 worthy
& man of his intellec; and was
abdut to go when I butted in,
“Would you ke a story of & chap
about your own age Charlle, a bhoy

who ' had but one arm and was
kicked pillar to post?”

this|

'librarian gave him ‘“Freckles,” by
‘Jean 8. Porter., Months after I met

on.

Good lighting costs but little. Tt may
be that ;¢ more a night spent for

.. and he is aetting

How much does saving your children’s
good sight mean to you? To them per-
fect vision will be of untold value later

1S PARENTS ARE sAva_ i

Y.

NEARSIGHTED

light may prevent your child from
wearing glasses later on.

With our low rates good lighting is the

cheapest thing you can buy, Use extra
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ALL EVENING| PROGRAMS . .| OF CLOTHES .

electricity at no extra cost to help keep
your eyes and your children’s eyes
youthful and free from defects.

Maritime Electric Company, Ltd.

CHARLOTTETOWN,

P.E.I,

“Well, yes, he'd try it,” he re-
turmed without enthusiasm. The

him on the strest with a copy of
“Bob, Son of Battle” by Ollivant,
under his arm. “Say Mrs. Payne,”
he shouted. “That was a pippen' of
a book you gave me that day. Boy,
couldn’t Freck'e's land a neat wal-
lop, wow!” He held his card up to
me. “Why, Charlie,” I_said, *“you
have your card nearly full”

“Oh, this is my second cne” he
answered, and went merrily whist-
ling ‘on his way.

A dignified  little maid o’ four

summers came to the desk one day
while I was there, and passed in"
her card and book in a most bus-|
iness k2 manner. “What do you
want today, Betty?” a ked the lib-
rarian, “The story of Tom Kitten. I
have a r:quest in for it,” she ans-
wered solemnly. Presontly another
small gitl came in with the book
in question and a most animated
and sociable talk took p'ace betwixt
the small misses concerning Tom's
kitten and his sisters Fluffy and
Moppet. No neighbourhood fights
over the back fence for them when
they grow up. They are learning
their community spirit 12ssons
early. Boys and girsl who tomorrow
will be the leadeis of our country
have daily in their hands books
which instill practical ideals of good
citizenship.
. An educated man of Scottish birth
and breeding asked me ° if I had
read, “The Scottish Chiefs,” by
Jane Porter. “There is a book for
you,” he sald with quiet’ pride.

Some days later I met the vil-
lage cut-up, but a Scot and a gen-
tleman at that! Under his arm he
carried this self same book, “Have
ye no read the Scottish Chiefs?” he
demanded rather than asked, eyes
all aglow with patriotic fervor, No
soclal division in our library.

Last Remembrance Day I went
to visit a sweet old lady whom I
knew would be sitting alone with
her memories. Mother of ten . . .
two splendid sons sleeping in Flan-
ders, by necessity she spends many
evenings alone as her children
work. I felt the tears spring unbid-
den to my eyes as I had to leave
her that evening, of all’ evenings,
in the twilight, alone.

“You wi'l be lonely,” I could not
help saying.

“Oh, no dear,”” she answered
brightly, “not since we've got the
library. I prop my bhook against
the lamp and I read and knit!”

Reaching under the little table
she took out a copy of “David
Harum” by Wescott. “Of all the
characters in hbooks” she said, “I
love Mary Blake best, You never
catch her chasing after men,” Then
came the litt'e poppy decorgted vol-
ume of John MacRae's “In Fland-
ers Fields.”

“I can read this now dear,” she
said, “I love it” Time, the great
healer, had worked its miracle.

On Saturday evening, our lib-
rary being open from seven to nine,
T seated myself at the table and
pretended to read, but In reality,
out of sheer curiosity T was watch-
ing the tide of people who came
and went. They were mostly adults,
the childrén having been accom-
odated between ths hours of two-
thirty to four-thirty.

Little widow Spencer said, “I
don't care what goes on if, only I
have a book to read.”

A young theological student ex-
claimsd, “I can't believe yet that
we really have a library, I am
afrald I'll wake up and find my-
self dreaming.”

‘The lbrarian gave me a wink,
Over in the far corner the village

nk ard ths “Peck’s pad boy” of

community were whole heart-
discussing books on ctars.

ve the bad boy advised Mr,
Turner to get such and such a

any other. I sighed happily, there
was a chance for Davie yet, also a
pos:ibility that Mr., Turner might
thaw out and become human,

A young woman came in and
took a hook on games, she returned
cne called, “101 things to do.”

“It is splendid,” she told the
librarian.

Old Mrs. Archer took a h&ok on
knitting. A young blacksmith ap-
prentice with the burr of the old
land on his tongue took one relat-
ing to his chosen trade, Red books,
black books, green books—hooks of
fiction and biography were passed
out—volumes of facts attractively
written. Even one for the under-
taker! Enough books for children,
that every child in the land may
have a book to read.

A gaunt looking fellow whom I
knew to be an industrious farmer
came shuffling in. Rheumatism
and hard work had taken their
toll. He asked+for a Zane Grey. “I'm
goin’ to read ’em all,” he told the
librarian, “Never got much chanst
to go to school, allus had to git
out and dig.” In imagination I saw
this rough graceless man, who had
no means whatever for recreation,
sitting astride a splendid stallion,
running down a band of outlaws,
rescuing the fair maiden in dist-
ress, pictures which Zane Grey
paints so vividly and cleanly. I'll
wager in each story he reads, this
honest farmer rides with the hero
and not the vil'ain,

+ Our parson came in and took a
bhook on gardening, For Mrs. Par-
son hg chose one of Wodehouse's.
Well a minister's wife needs a
cense of humour! Shortly after the
little French priest from our
neighbouring district came
a trim little fellow—his face lined
with care. He returned a couple of
bhooks and requested another. The
librarian handed him a copy of
“Birds of Nova Scotla” by Robie
Tufts. “A modern St. Frances As-
sizi,” thought I. Wise men those
clergymen! They know the value
of recreation and a hobby.

A young tchool teacher was bus-
ily selecting books for her school.
How I crrvied her her opportunity.
“I wonder how she would like ‘Her
Fatal Wedding Night,' I thought—
facetiously.

So nine o'clock came and the lib-
rarian prepared to close. “Ong hund-
red and fifty-nine books went out
today,” she said. “Our biggest day
was two hundred and fifty-seven.”

Choosing one of H. V. Morton's
travelogue books for myself, and
for my mother a volume of poetry
by Padraic Colum, dear to her Irish
soul I went out into the night. T
wondered how many on our little
Island of Prince Edward were that
night blessing the name of Andrew
Carnegle. I thought of a litt'e poem
whose author I have long since
forgotten:

Suppose there were no hooks!

No books to read in cosy nooks.

No books to heal the heart and
mind,

Nor teach the art of being kind.

But there are books, praise GCod
above!

If we have books and we have love,

We can dispense with other things,

'Tis books not crowns that make
men kings. ; v

CAVENDISH SCHOOL

Honor roll for January:

Grade VIII Sr~—Mary MacNeil.

Grade VIII Jr—1. Reggle Simp-
s,

Grade VI—1. Jimmie Olark, 2.
|Helen Green, 3. Una Green,

Grade V-1, Douglas Paterson, 2.
Clemmie Simpson.

Grade IT—1. Doris Graham,
- Grade I—1..Bertha Lamont.

Perfect attendance: Mary Mac-
Nelll, Douglas Paterson,

book as he found it olearer than

Ella Stavert, Toacher.

'

along,

FIGHT FROST AND FOG

BOLTON, England—It's not the
frost that so much = bothers the
Wanderers on their Burnden Park
soccer field this winter as the
ground-keepers have braziers burn-
ing' day and night to soften the
surface at the = goalmouths. The
fogs, however, have been a more
than usual worry for players and
spectators alike. .

i’rofessional Cards
McLeod & Bentley

W. E. BENTLEY, K, C.
J. A. BENTLEY, K. C.
| Barristers and Attorneys-at-Law
MONEY TO LOAN
Office: 180 Richmond Street.

M. ALBAN FARMER
B- A., LL.B.

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR,

MONEY TO LOAN
Bank of Canada Bldg.

Charlottetown

Alex. W. Matheson
BARRISTER, ,SOLICITOR, ETG
Money to Loan Collections
Ofrice: 140 Richmond Street.

ETC

SEEING AND
ENERGY

Abnormal sight demands an
abnormal amount of energy.
Result—nerve force deple-
tion — headaches — nervous
instability, and bodily ills that
cannot be accounted for. Cor-
recting the first cause — ab-
normal vision—is the only
hope of eliminating all the
troubles. An eye service is es-
sential,

G. F. Hutcheson

FEED
'FEED

Sugar Beet Pulp

We have a few Tons of
this excellent Feed on
hand, it is very scarce
and no more can be had
until next October.

We have in stock:—

TWO CARLOADS
BRAN & SHORTS

' ONE .CARLOAD
OIL CAKE MEAL

Our prices are the
; + lowest.

Carter & Co.




