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There Suffragettes Crowded Into a Friend’s House After It Had Been Visitcd by the
Census Men and Thus Kept Themselves Qut of the Census.

HOSE enthusiastic, unquench-

I able Iadies, the Buffragettes

of Great Britain, have selzed
another opporunity to embarrass a
government that reéfuses to let them
vote. .

“No vote, 50 ¢tensus!™ they cry—
aad they ara sleeping In bath tubs,
20 tables and under tables in
friends’ houses, and In other gqueer
places, and taking their meals wher
ever they happen to be, to keep
King George and his ministers ia
the dark about the exac: state of
the population.

Under the English census rules,
fndividuals are enumerated only at
their habitual domicile, where the
deciarstion is filled out and signed.
Bath tubs, and tables and <chairg in
the houses of sympathizers certalp-
Iy are not habitual domictles; there
fore, those lodged 1n that unigue
manner escape enumeration.

The fact that the census authort
ties bave no power to cateh these
Iadiecs in the cpen and count
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these uncounted, uncountable
ladies appear. crowds of sym-
rathizers are there also to give
them moral support. ‘Theyars
so pleased with the success of
their strategm that they arouse
the police, and thus are abls
tn beap ridienle on thebobbjes™
as well as on the whole Govern-
ment.

It has long been known that the
British Suffragette will stop at no
amount of personal inconvenlence
to maintain the ruling principle of
her life—her right to vote. They
are eager to suffer martyrdom In
prison, and often, as prisoners, they
have put their warders to th~'r wits’
ends to prevent the further martyr-
dom of starvation, self-inflicted.

To sleep on the floors, and qn
and under tables in the houses of
friends is. by comparison, a joke.
They profess to enjoy the experi-
ence.’ And the lady her pictured
enjoying sweet slumbers in a bath
tub, wrapped In a quilt, with a rug
for a pillow, rejoices In going down
to Suffragette posterity as a genu-
fne Christopher Columbus. Surely
ghe is the first to transform a bare-
yorcelain lined bathtudb Into a
bed.

Y King George

of the coming coronation,
Majesty 1s at present

Indeed, the King's energy Is

ING GEORGE of England
K taking the most active per-
gonal interest In every detall
and His
oue of the
bardest-werked men in his empire.

Fevelation to those about the court
who had not been brought into close
touch with him before hLe ascended

the throne. And not less than his
‘energy, his business abllity.
The King ha= Introduced the

fs  Irf the midst of a conversation His
Majesty will break off to glve an
order to some one who has just come
in, or to make an inquiry down the
sgpeaking-tubes, or on the telephone
to some crown department. Then he
turns to you again.

Then His Majesty deals with the
matter that has brought you there
promptly and decisively; and without
any waste of word.; lust a qr.l.et
“Very well,”. “Please do!"” or *No,
I'm afrald that won't do!™

n

methods of the battleship into Buck-
ingham Palace. No one walks there
uow; every one moves at the double;

The last few days the King has
been very busy over the lists of
forelgn and Colonial guests; be sees
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they are all on the run. .

every name, assigns the actual cuar-

as a Business Man.

ters each person is to occupy, de-
cldes who is to be in attendance. and
how many servants are to be at the
visitor's disposal—every detall is at-
tended to and ticked of on lists and
plans as he works.

The King has had swing balze
dours fited to many of the rooms to
expedite matters—no opening or
shutting of doors.

Buckiagham Palace 18 a hive to-
day, and ithe King is the opusiest
bee in it There i8 no fussing
Quietly. very quietly and calmlily di-
recting and controlling and keeping
every one up to the mark, the King
is always ccol and gulet. but always
decided.
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While This Suffragette Had to Camp Out on the Staira

Of course, to return to thele
homes for breakfast, or at all,
while the enumerators are buay,
might be to get counted after all
S0 the bathtub and table sleepers
go gally forth to the nearest res-
taurant for breakfast. and for other
meals,

It seema hardly hellevable, but i
is a fact, that hundreds of thess de-
termined women walk the atreets of
London all night to avold being
enumerated, getting what sleep
they can during the daytime om
friendly floors and in friendly bath-
tubs vacated at breakfast time Yy
thelr comrades.
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i The Traveller

HEN March was master of fure
W row and fold,

And the skies kept cloudy festival,
And the daffodil pods wers tipped with
gold
And a passion was in the plover's call

e

A spare old man went hobbling by

With a broken pipe and a tapplog:
etick,

And he mumbled—"Blossom before §
die

Be quick, you little brown budas, be
quick. .

“I've weathered the world for s coumt
of years—

Good cld years of shining fire—

And death and the devil bring no feara,

And I've fed the flame of my last de-
sire,

I'm ready to go, but I'd

On the edge of the worl

58 the gate
with an ol

heart sick
1f 1 missed the Dblossoma I may not
wajlt—
The gate is open—be quick, be quick™
MIXED.

“l say, Mickey, have you been af-
fillated ?”
Yes, sir. but it didn't take.”

The Heart

It was ene of those Indlan summer
sights, hot and sultry, and through
the open doers that led Into the club

; @ORsarvatory the scent of many tobacco
plants mingled, to be wafted towards
the players. There was somethiug
walrd and unearthly In the way the
two played. Throwing the dice silently,
eagerly, cautiously, playing a gams of
Juck before '‘a company of men. They
wers playing for a woman's bheart,
Hermione Hunstanton's heart. The
other members stood anxiously and
sllently around th) table of destiny.
These twe men, who had been chumas
s schesl together, as men were run-
ging rival for the hand of a womaa
they both loved.

One of their maxims at school had heen
that they would always treat sach ether

saM the pedagogue to the top-
Batted parent he was showing over the
sehool premises. *is Brown. 1 am proud
of Drown. 1 have inculcated in him the
Jove of learning to Such an extent that
he mow prefers study to play. 1 expect
at thls moment he i3 writing Timmin's
Latin prose on the sheet of paper there
while all the other puplis are at play.
1 will asvartain.”
He called the lad td him.

failr and square. Contact with the world
had not changed this, and Cathcart, see-
ing that Cavanagh loved Hermione, had
bared his heart to his friend.

The suggestion had been Cavanagh's.
They would play for the right to tell
thelr Jlove; the winner should have
Hermione, the loser sbould go away and
iry 1w Jorget,

The winner was to be he who made
the bhest three throws out of fOve.
Cavanagh bad thrown first—and the dice
roiled over the baire and then steadied
themaelves,

Six, five, three. Cavanagh's eyes
glistened. The dice were ploked up and
thrust back inte the box. A rattle and
& throw,

Five, five, three. Cathcart had lost
the first throw.

Again they threw; and again disan-
trously as far as Arthur was concerned.
Cavanagh now looked excited.

Perhaps the next throw would mean
the heart of Hermione. HHe clasped the
box feverishly and threw.

One, two, three. The pleces mocked
&t him as they lay there In numerical
sequenoce.

Cathcart threw. Two, five, six. And
«then, placing the dice in the box, handed
It to Cavanugh,

Herlot shook it up and down, finally
throwing with scarcely better luck than
before. Two, threa, and five,

Shrugging his shoulders, he rose and
walted for Cathcoart to cast.

Five, four, three. Two all

By now practically all the members of
the Utoplan Club were surrounding the
players.

Cavanagh, with an anxlous, straineq
expression hovering round his oyes,
took up the dice dox and paused be-
fore casting. Above and around him
the craning heads watched as he
;uud his arm and t.hen threw., Six, six,

ve.

“A foregone conclusion.” sald a mem-
ber, hastening out to tell the news to &
friend. Nothing could beat that throw,
he thought; but before he had time for
another thought three sixes lay blinking
at him upon the baize, and Arthur Cath-
cart lay across the table In a dead faint

“My God!" criled Cavanagh “Beat.
en!” And then seeing Cathcart lying
4 loose, imert mass over the table, he
called for some brandy, and hastily
undid his friend’s collar.

When the brandy had been brought
and sadministered, gradually the color
canmes back inln the winner's face,

He sought to rise. but Cavanagh—
his face as white as dsath, hls Angers

nerveless
down,

“Rest a while, Arthur,” he said; *“you
will be better soon.”

“fine by one tha other had melted
away from the teoble; some to carry
the story of the great game to the
anxious sars of wives and sweethearts,
others to discuss it over a final whis~
key and soda in the emokeroom.

At last Cathcart staggered 1o his
feer and restudded hia collar,

“The excitement was too much, old
mar: I gcouldn’t stand i8.” he sald, as
he looked at his friend.

Herlot turned away. “You're & lucky
beggar, Arthur,” he replied, brokenly.
“You have Jprobably wom 1he best
woman gn earth, a woman I loved with
all the passionate adorstion of the
first affection, the womaa I have

reamed of the woman whom I am
never to see again.”

Cathecart lald his hand on Cavanagh's
shoulder. “Come, ecoms, Herlot, 1it's
not as bad as all that. How could I
ever do without my best friend? And
it Hermione accepts me, why, in the
after vears, should all the chénces of
& reunion be forgotten?”

There was many a tremor in Heriot's
volce as he replied—weakness that he
sought to conceal, but could not.

“No, no, Arthur; never that. I could
never live If I knew 1 had been false to
my truest friend.”

“Why false?™ exclaimed Cathcart

Heriot gripped Arthur's wrist.

“Why, man,"” he cried bitterly, “do you
think I could ever be near Hermlone and
mot Jove her, mot yearn for her? Oh!
it's impossible, what you say.”

*“SWhat are you going to da, then?" The
words came short and incisive from
Arthur's lipa

“What am I going to 407 Why, g0
abroad and live a new life in a new
land, and, with God's help, forget!

“Good-bye.” Herlo: caught Cathcart's
hand In a vise-like grip.

‘Be to her.” was all he sald, and
then the curtain rustied behind him and
he was gone.

and shaking—held him

- - -
Hunstanton House was ablaze writh
lght, and busy admitting fashionahbly

dressed women and men through its large
portal. which was an open door as far as
hospitality went. .
Rose-colored lights glowed in the spa-
clous hall and on the grand stalrcase,
while festooned everywhere were criss-
crossed lines of creepers. Never had the
famous country residence of Bernard
Hunstanton, capitalist, seemed such a
fairy paface of dancing lights as it did
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of Hermione

on this night In October.

From ‘the balirooms came the soft,
seductive stralns of a sighing waltz, ac-
companied by an after murmur of many
econversations. For one person this was
10 be counted amongst the grandest mo-
ments she had ever exeperieuced, and
that one person was Hermione Hunstan-
ton, and the momeni was her twenty-first
birthday, which was now belng cele-
brated by a dance in her honor

And yet, i the mind of this beautiful
woman could have been probed, some
greater, deeper thought than that of her
dance would have bLeen found predomi-
pant iz her braln.

The man who now sat by her side
was the subject of the greater thought;
and the man was Arthur Cathcart, hand-
some, dark, smd intense, full of a great
desire to hare his heart to her, but fear-
ful Fest she should refuse him.

Catheart looked at the girl by his side.
How wonderful. how grand she was!
His hands strayed to hers His lips
sought hers, He placed his arms around
her and Adrew her unresisting to him.
The outside world seemed to slip away,
and only their hearts beating in unison
seemed to be allve. Witheut words he
had asked her to be his wife, and with-
out reply she had accepted him.

How long they remaluned thus will
never be known, but the fact that her
guests were trooplng into the conserva-
tory, and that the final bars of the sup-
per dance were rising from the adjoining
room, arcused Hermilome f{rom her won-
derful dream. A sparkling dlamond ring
glistened on the third finge= of her left
hand, but a brighter lustre came from
her wondrous eyes as they gazed lovingly
into those of her fiance.

*“How wonderful life is! she said as
they arose to follow the others into the
dining-hall_

*“Not for some,” replled Cathcart. “es-
pecially one ™

“You mean—Mr. Cavanagh,” and she
started. "He accepted my invitation."

“Herlot has gone abroad,” added her
lover,

- - - - - - -

Was theres no rest? Could no poor
devil have a doze in the cold night
air on one of these seats facing the
turbid waters of the deep-dosomed
Thames?

“Move on. there!”

The huédled-up wretch had walted
until the policeman’s hand rested upon
hls shoulder, but the other occupamt,
a better dressed vagrant was already
stas-gering down toward Waterloo Bridge.

God, could this last long? be
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thought. CTould this ceazeless shamb-
ling through the depths go on for-
ever? Would not a merciful Father
¢nd hix sufferings? He. who had once
been rich and happy Arthur Catheart’

“Move on!" Uncenscinnsly he had
rested his tired head against the pars-
pet, and the watchdog of law and order
had to dco his Auty.

He hnurried along now.
would end It onee aud for all

1t was guist here, thére was no gne
about, only 3 taxi slowing up. but that
was too far off 1» matter. He raised
his leg and swung it over the parapel

The taxi had stopped. Now or newver,
thought Cathcart, as the occupant
turned—ue, not to pay hls fare, but to
dash with all speed across the pave-
ment just us the disappointed stock-
broker was goling to plunge below.

“Held hara!” cried & strong volce,
and in an irom grip Cathcart was
dragged away.

“What the d—-7" he was going to
say, biut a loek In his rescuer's face
froze the words on his lips

“Good heavens! Herlot!™

“Arthur—you?" The wuids came out
bitter and hard.

“Yes, me,” replied the unfortunate
man., *“the victim of an intermational
sguabble, a rulned stockbroker, a vagrant,
a woulfl-be suicide™ He covered his
face with his hands, and his shoulders
heaved. “And you”™ he asked, suddenly
rousing himself by a superhuman ef-
fort. ;-

“Come to this seat. and I will tell
you,” said Cavanagh,

The two seated themselves, and then
Cavan-gh leaned forward.

“But before I tell you of my doings—

ione, what of her?

“l have not seen her for six mpntha™
repiled Cathpart, bitterly. “We were en-
Baged. I broke it off and set her free”

Cavanagh rose. *“My chance has come
at last,™ he cried.

o The blood rushed to Catheart's face
Remember your word of honor,” he

Yes, he

erfed. “Never to see her without my
consent.™

Cavanagh leaned forward. “But you
will give 1t—now ™

“It is now that I do mind.™ Cathrart
replied; “and I know You will keep your
word, Herlot.™

“Look here, Arthur, will you sell me
the right to see ber for £5.90UT" criad
Herint.

Not for £50.000," he almost shouted.

1 will give you £100,000 and a pas-
sage to where you like™ There was &
look mcere than of anxiety on Cava-
nagh's face as he leaned forward -7
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am a milllonalra now.,” ha continued.
“and can—yes, I will make it £200,000.
What do you gay?™

“Why, that 1 thank Gnd for making
me of the vagrants' order, If the kind
of code thay bave Is different from
yours."”

Cavanagh started back.
said., sullenly, "thers is nothing to be
gained by this, and It is sold here.
Come, let us go to s restaurant. we
can talk things over better there”™

Half assisted, half carried, the weak-
ebed man was crossing the road. He
%ad nearly reached the e¢uardb when
there was a shoul of warning, but be-
fora 1t could be heeded a motor car
had run him down,

An Inert mass he lay, with Cavanagh
bending over him. A man and woman
in evening dress had stepped from the
car, and were looking down wupon the
figure,

Suddenly the woman gave a ery amd
bent over the fallen man.

“Arthur! Arthur!™ she erfed.

The eyes opened. “Is thmt Hermione
calling?’ And then they closed again.

Hermione looked at the man kneeling
by her lover's side; something in his at-
titude was famiilar. He looked up.

“It Is a long time since we met, Miss
Hunstanion—and We meet again In
strange circumstances.”

“Why, it iz Mr. Cavanagh!™ she ecried.
“What does it all mean?’

“It means.” he replied, *"*hat the man
who lies here is & hero, and I, his friend,
am mnot worthy to lick his boots. It
means that destiny has thrown us to-
gether, and that by this stroke of fate
vou and he were brought together again.
He js only slightly hurt. Wil you take
him with you? Your father and I will
walk.™ The o'd man nodded as Cava-
nagh looked his way. And then, with
the ald of the chauffeur, Tathcart was
helped Into the motor car. Hermione
stepped In after him.

“Are you ready? sald Cavanagh,
after Arthar had be:n placed carefully
along the seat.

He came to the door. “Hermione,”™ he
#ald. “to-morrow 4 go back to my
home in Canada. I came to find a man-
sger for smmy London eoffica..In Arthur
Catheart I have found him I came to
see the woman [ loved—I have found
har. §he is still the same true and
noble, Her love i3 too great for me to
ever have hoped to win, Mora valued
than gold is the heart of Hermione.
Good-bye,” And bhe pasmsed Inio the
shadows.

“Well,™ he

By Draycort M. Dell

the car sped into the night.

She bent down and kissed the pale
facs,

“A woman only
murmuned softly,

loves once,” she

| Up-to-Date Jokes |

It was In the year 1920.

The mere man thrust his hand Into his
trousers®pocket, peeking a coln,

He jerked it therefrom, emitting 5
lusty howl.

*Curses!™ he mutte
& needle from his ﬂn;crr“: e
Eet over the habit of mistaking myp
wife's clothes for my own?”

L ] L] [ ]

“Father,” asked the son of the Ulth
mate Consumer, “what is a kid?”

“A kid, my son, is a goat's child.”

“Well, ain't I a kid7"

“Yes. child,” he answered, thinking

upon the high cost of living.
L ] L ] L ]

“My dear, when your husband comes
home when you have nothing in the
house for dessert but peach tarts, and
be demands appie ple, what do you - ¢
*“l make a tart answer.”

. L L ]

“The composer Verdi stil retains hip
popularity, 1 see
“YXes; and always will. Hae wWas nog
only a good composer, but everybody cas
pronounce his name.”
L ] L L ]

“I1 see where they had to send the sol.
diers to put down the riots in the Frencs
champagne districta’’

“Yea"

“l suppose to make their volleys affect-
ive they used grape shor™

L L] -

*You won't run any risk in lending mg
a thousand dollars. lam writing a novel
that is sure to go. You know what lm.
agination I have.™ 7

“Well, you'd better imagine thag 4

The chauffeur loosed the clutch and bavs lent you the mobey, then.”
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