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The_ Abrow - u u- Mark.
Smith, concentrating abstractedly, as
his babit was; upon the work in hand,
was still deep In’the voucher-ayditing
when the office door was opened and
a small shocked volce sald: Ob,
wooh ! how you startled me!” I saw
the light, and I supposed, of course, it
was colonel-daddy. Where Is he?"
Smith pushed the papers aside and
looked up scowling.
“He was here a minute ngo. with

Stillings. Sald he'd be back. You've

come to take him home?"

She nodded and came to sit i a

chalr gt the desk-end, sayin

i 't let me Interrupt.you, please.
T be quiet.”

“I dpn't mean to let anything Inter-
rupt me until I have finished what I
have_undertaken to do; I'm past wll
that, now.”

“I have hl!l’d about what you did

- —fust night”
“About the newspaper fracas? You

don’t approve of anything like that, of

course. Nelther did I, once. But
there 1s no middle way. You know
what the animal tamers tell us about
the beasts. I've had my taste of blood.
There ire a good many men In this
world who need killing. Crawford
Stanton 1s one of them, and I'm. not
sure that Mr. David Kinzle s't an-
other.”

“T can’t hear what you say when

you-talk like that,” she objected, 100l
ing past him with the gray eye:
velled:

“Do you want me to e down lml let
them put the steam roller over me?" he
“Is that your

demanded Irritably.
Ideal of the perfect man?”

“What I said, and what I meant,
had nothing at all to do with Timan-
youl High Line and its fight for lie,"
she sald calmly, recalling the wander-
Ing gaze and letting him see her eyes.

“I was thinking altogether of ore

mai's attitude toward his world.”

“That was sdme time ago," he put

I’ soberty, “I've gone a long way
* since then, Corona.”

“I know - you have. Why doesn't
daddy come back?"

“He'll come sdon enough.
not lfrlld to be here alone with me.
are y

"No' but lnybody might be l&nld
of the man you are going to be.” -

His laugh wi mirthless the,
creaking of a rusty hinge.
“You needn't put It In the future

tense.

break with. Last night I threatened
to kill "Allen, .and, perhaps, I should

have done it If he hadn't begged like
a dog and dragged his wife and chil-

. dren Into It."
“I know,"” she acquiesced, and a
- she was looking past bim.
“And that fso't all.
sle set a trap for me and bated It
with one of his clerks. For a little

1y

while it seemeqd as If the only way to [y

spring the trap was for me to go

after the clerk and put a bullet

- through him. It wasn't necessary, as
it turned out, but If it had been—"
“Oh, you couldn't!" she broke

qulckly. “I can’t belleve that of yof J“
ou think I couldn't? Let me

Nn of & thing that I have done.

Night before last Verda Richlander ’

had @ wire from a young fellow who

He had found

‘out that she was her¢ in Brewster,

‘and the wire was to tell her that he

jwas foming In that night on| hE" e
‘Flyer! She asked

wants to marty her.

asked me to meet

'Illllnd“lhlnlhohldmomm

l.ll-ﬂmhlnllmtwm a sort
sham reprobate; and she hag. never

‘uMlorllm except to keep him dan-

very well that I couldn't meet
wmwlﬂuﬂ Aﬂyou

| wi Ithoug food?"

You're

I have already broken with
whatever traditions there were left tq

Yesterdny Kin-'

“Alone, yes: but L went out yester-
day and put & basket of food where he
could get It.”

“What are you golng to do:with
him?

“I am going to leave him there until
after I have put Stanton and Kinzle
and the other buccaneers safely out of
business. When that is dote, he can
go; and Tl go, too.”

. She had risep, and at the summing-
o she turned from him and went aside

0 the one window to stapy for a long
mluule gazing down into the electric-
lighted street. When she came back
her lips were pressed together and she
was very pale. |

“When I was In school, our old
psychology professor used to try to tell
us about the underman ; the brute that
lies dormant inside of us and Is kept
down only. by resson and the' super-
man. 1 never believed it was anything
more than a fine-spun theory—until
now. But now I'know It Is true.”

He spread his hands.

“I can't help it, can 17"

#The man that you are now .can't
help It; no. Bat the man that you |
could be—if he ‘would only come
back—" she stopped ‘With a little un-
controllable shudder and sat down !
agaln, covering her face with. her
hands.

“I'm going to turn Jibbey loose— |
after I'm through,” he vouchsafed.

She took her hands away and blazed
up at him suddenly, with her” (ucww
atlame.

“Yes! after you are safe; after there
Is no longer any rfsk in It for you!
That 1s worse than-if you had killed
him—worse for you, I mean. Oh, can't
you see? It’s the very depth of coward-
Iy infamy "

He smiled sourly. “You think I'm
a coward? They've been calllog me
everything else but that in the past
few days.

“You are a coward!” she flashed
back. “You have proved It. You
daren't go out to Little Butte tonight
and gef that man and bring him to
Brewster while there Is yet time for
him to do whatever it Is that you are
atrald he will do!”

Was It the quintessence of feminine
subtlety, or only honest rage and I
dignation, that told her how to alm
the armor-plercing arrow? God, who
alone knows the secret workings of
the woman heart and braln, can’ tell:
But the arrow sped true and found its
mark. Smith got up stifily out of the
big swing chalr and stood glooming
down at her.

“You think T did It for myselt?—
Just to save my own worthless hide?
T'll show you; show. you all the things
that you say are now Impossible. Did
you bring the gray roadster?”

She nodded briefly.

“Your father is coming back I hear
the elevlmr bell. I am golng to take
the car, and I don't want to meet him.
wiil yuu say what Is needful?’

She nodded again, and he went out
quickly. It was only a few steps down

and the stair cireled the caged elevator
shaft to. the ground floor. ~Smith halt-
ed In the darkened corner of the stalr-
way long enough to make sure that
the colonel, With Stillings and a wom-
in an automobile coat and vell
Woman who figured for him | I the
passing glance as Corona’s njother—
got off at the office floor. Then he
ran down to the street level, cranked
the gray roadster and sprang In to
send the car rocketing westward.

CHAPTER XIX.

A Little Leaven.

The summer-nlght stars served only
to make the darkness visible along the
road down the Timanyoni river and
across to the mining cawp of Red

| the head swith the pis|

| where on your way w¢
| It you want to go bac!

lern” wal.

|y gun away from

| to everything save th
“You've| put it ull over

the corridor to the elevator landing, [

slowly and became a
to blink helplessly aff the light and |
supporting himself on gne hand.

“Is that you, Monty[?" sald a volce

man sitting up

tremulous and broken} and then: “1
can see. The light bljnds me. Have
you come to fi-finish the Job?"

I have come ta tgke you out of
this; to take you back with me to
Brewster. Get up and| come on.”

The victim of Smith's ruthlessness
struggled stily to hjs fee! Never
much more than a phiysical weakling.
and with his natural ftrength wasted
by a life of dissipatign, the blow on
) ol butt and the
sharp hardship
deeply into his

forty-eight hours ef
and privation had cut
scanty reserves.
“Did—did Verda-serd you to do {t7"
he querled.
“No; she doesn't kpow where you
pped over some-
st. Come along,
with me."
¥ a step or two |
agalnst the cav-
ere stlll staring
n back to show

are. She thinks you st

Jibbey stumbled awi
and flattened himself
His eyes
und his lips were dra
his teeth.

“Hold on a minute,
“You're not—not gol
out' as easy as that,

" he Jerked out.
g to wipe it all
You've taken
ne, but I've
tick that candle
hnd look out for
you, right now,

my two hands yet. §
in a hole in the wall
yourself. I'm telling
that one or the othel
to stay here—and stay dead!”

“Don't be a fool!”|Smith broke in.
“I didn’t come here to|scrap with you.”

“You'd wbetter—and you'd better
make a job of it while you're about |
1t!" shrieked the castaway, lost now
biting sense of

his wrongs.
me—knocked my chapces with Verda
Richlander and shut nje up here in this
hell-hole to go mad-ddg crazy! Jf you
let me. get out of here alive Il pay
ybu back, If It's the last thing I ever |
do! Youll go back to Lawrenceville
with the bracelets on! You'll—" red
rage could go no farther In mere
words and Ne flung Bimself In feeble
flerceness upon Smll’;n clutching and
struggling and waking the grewsome
echoes again with frantic, meaningless
maledictions,

Smith did pot strike

the madman lo a pi
held him hel W
and Jibbey had been:

and sobbing, to stax
the tunnel wall, Smit
candle and found anc

“Tucker,” he satd
more of a man than
a good bit more. Now
ing me a chance to

back; wrapping
foning grip, he
hen It was over,
eleased, gasping
er back against
groped for the
relighted 1t.
gently, “you are
[took you to be—
that you're giv-
ay It T can tell

you that Verda Richlgnder doesn't fig-
'm not golog to
dido't come

ure in this at all.
marry her, and she
here In the expectatio)

“Then whnt does fi
the dry-lipped query.

“It was merely a m
ervation. There are
Who would pay high
tlon you might give

“You might have
and a chance, Monty. | I'm not all dog.”

“That's all past anfl gone. 1 didn't
glve you your chancy, but I'm going
to give It to you ngw. Let's go—it
you're fit to try It."

“Walt a minute.
cause you didu't pull your gun now
and drop me and legve me to rot In
this hole, If you think that squares
the deal—"

“I'm not making |any conditions,”
Smith Interposed. *“There are a num-
ber of telegraph offires In. Brewster,
and for at least two days longer I
shall always be withip easy reach.”

Jibbey's anger flardd up once more.

“You think I wom't do It? You
think I'll be so glad to get to some
place where they sell whisky that I'll
forget all about It 1nd let you off?
Don't you make any mistake, Monty
Smith! You can't knock me on the
head and lock me up as If I wére a yel-

out

ttér-of self-pres-
ten In Prewster
for the Inforwa-
hem about me.”
glven me a hint

got |

of us Is golng /

|
1t you think, be- |

A teing

tor

'1t'u'hlln¢.udlwmtblt

Yyour sense
meet It. I saw “what would lnppen.
.ll Tucker Jibbey came here, Stanton
‘would )

it all out while T was waiting for the

traln. /It was Jibbey's effacement, or

the end of the world for me, and for
manyon! -

High Line."
Baldwin's daukhter was not

little’ gasps when she sald:

e

"No it/ didn't quite come to a mur-
blood, though I'thought it

those who shriek and falnt at the

can't belleve it! You are not go- N |
/’h‘hh‘]m&nyoumnm‘mu
gl and then—"

Butte. Smith twisted the gray road- |
ster sharply to the left outwf the road,
and four miles from the turn, shut off
the power and got down to continu
his journey afoot. The mine workings
were tunnel-driven In the mountaln:
side, and a crooked are track led out.
to them.. Smith followed the ore tracks
until he came to the-entrancy, and to |
the lock of :a small door framed’ in |
the bulkheading he applied u key. . |
1t was piteh dark beyond the door,
nnd the: silence was like that of the
Smith had brought a candle on
Y food-carrylng visit of the day be-

bim

TT‘

| Jibbey, careless in

low dog. Il fix you!"

Smith made no reply. Linking his
free arm In Jibbey's, he led the way
through the mazes, | stopplng at the
tunnel mouth to blow out the candle
and to plck up Jibbey's sultcase. In
the open alf the freed captive tramped
In sober silence at Stuith's heels unti!
they. reached the aufomobile. At the
crossing of the ralirogd maln track and
the turn into the highway, the river,
bassooning deep-tofed among Its
bowlders, was near gt hand, and Jib-
bey spoke for the firgt time since they
left the mine mouth.
‘m horribly thirsty, Monty. That
water In the mine bafl copper or some-
thing in It, and 1 fouldn’t drink Iit.

You didn't know thuft, did )
3 ‘ou put me in there| I mean? Won't
~et-" you stop the car and let me go and
“You Are a Coward,” sn.T: stied | stivk my face In that river?”
Back. The tar was brought to a stand and
bbey got out to sramble down th

i

river bank in the it Obeying
some fnner prompting which he did
not stop to analyze, Smith left his seat
tbehind the wheel and walked over td
the of the embankment where
Ibbey lall descendedl. With the glare
of the roadster’s acetylenes turned the
other Way, Smith cquld see Jibbey at
the foot of the slopq. lowering himselt
face dawnward oo hi
reach the water. Th

starli

edg:

0, in’ that
Is thirst, lost his

balance and went
torrent.
A battling eon hid._passed before |

fs propped arms to |

eadlong 10to the |
1

S L AR 3 < ol EoTa
Jike the prempnitory shiver 6f an ap- arms while he stroye
roaching agye. ' he of the resuscitative
" [ened his pace untirtel ywas hastenl iven -in the Lawrencevi)
blindly through a miaze of tunnels and | elubls first-aid drills.
lcross driftings, deeper hod still deeper | In good tinie, after an
into the bawels of the thountain. Com- | long That it seemed endles
it the last Into the chani- | spairing ‘first-aider, the 1
yos” bet of the dtipping water, lie found into the reluctant Jul
|2 F was ot there one Sundayatér. | what he was b for, and again ed. choked, gusped
noon with Starbuck. The mine 18 blk- | the ague ehill| shook hin. *There were | His teeth were chattering,
| headed and locked; but one of the keys [no apparent signs of life tn the sodden, | chill led to the bene by
on my ring fi e lock, and Star- | muck-begrime(l figure lylng In a crum- | ph into the cold sne
buck and L qw:n in and led | pled heap ameng the water pools. he_‘w-s unmistakably aljye.
laround for a while in the dark tup- | <“Jibbey!™ he called: jand then again, 'What—what happenedito me, Mon-
nels,-% took J{bbey there and |¢¢,d igrioring the Inspiring | ty?" tumble In?"
him up. He's there now.” echoes rustiing like fiying bats in the | *“You did, for a fact.”
“Alone. in. that. horrible p,an eavernous oveérspaces:| “Jibbey!” “And you went 1n aftef. me?”
‘| The sodden heap bestirred itself

It wapn't ['of course'—
| not by a long shot! //Alll you had te
do was to let me go//and the score—
| your score—would have | been—~wiped
| out for good and all. “hy dido’t you
| do 1e?”

“Because T promfsed somebody that
I would bring yoy back |to Brewster
| tonight, alive a ‘7

well, and able to
‘;mm a tefbgram.”
Jibbey tried t
couldn’t quite
down again.

“I don't bellgve a word of It.” he
mumbled, \mw.l:lp[wd. “You did 1t

&)

get upbn his feet,
mpass  It;

|

“If You Think That Squares the Deal.”

| becausq you're not so danged tough
and

wer
| Monty,

and get me Into the auto.
guess—I'm about—all in."

| Smith half led, half carried his

‘cm\rge up to the road. A final heave

| 1ifted him into his place, and it Is safe
|to say that Colonel Dexter Baldwin's
roadster never made better time than
|1t did on the race which finally brought
| the glow of m.- Brewster town lights
| reddening aguinst the eastern sky.

| At the hotel Smith helped his drip- |

| ping passenger out of the car, made &
iquIck rush with him to an elevator,
and 80 up to his own rooms on the
fourth floor.

“Strip!” he commanded: “get out of
those wet rags and tumble Into the
bath. Make it s hot as you can stand
it. T'll go down and register you and
have your trunk sent up from the sta-
tlon. You have a trunk, haven't you?"

Jibbey. fished n soaked card baggage
check out of his pocket and pussed
it over.

“You're as bad off as T am, Monty,”
he protested. “Walt and get some dry
things on before you go."

“Ill be up agaln before you're out
of the tub. I suppose you'd like to put
| yourself outside of a big drink of
Whisky, Just ubout now, but that's
one thing I won't buy for you. How
would a pot of hot coffee from the
cafe strike you?"

You could make it baby food and
I'd driuk it if you sald chattered
the drowned one from the inxide of
the wet undershirt he was trylng to
pull off aver his he:

(TO BE ¢

CARRY A SIX-TON BUILDINE
| Squad of 250 Soldiers Move Structus,

| 72 by 24 Feet, Without Aid of .
Any Machinery.

TIN

Carrying a six-ton bullding, withomt
the ald of machipery, or other equip
ment, was one of the unusual tasks per
formed by 250 North Dakota, soldlers
when they were on the Mexican bor
der, nccording to the Popular Mechan-
les Magazine, The frame structure
that was moved housed the army Y.
M. C. A. at Mercedes, Tex., and meas-
ured 72 by 24 feet.

Because Its ssite was undesirable, it
was proposed to hire a contractor to
move the structure to a new location,
but the army engineers devised a plan
by which the men themselves could
perform the task and so save money.
They estimated that with 250 soldiers
| helping, each would have to carry, less
| than 50 pounds. Accordingly the bulld-
ing was well braced und lts walls w‘z/
vided with runners. Since there w
no floor the men were stationed alopg
all four walls, Inside as well as oft,
each soldler standing next to a byam
inserted beneath. Al the ..n{y ot
| command they 1t the building from
the ground and rched away with 1t
| to a site 200 yantis Jdistant. /’

Salesmanship in School,

Boston has a ctor af splesman-
{ship In its publie schools. Fhe place
1§ filled by Isabel €. Bacon,fvho, at a
session of the Nu 1}...\. Drv

oods assoctation. | the ques-
ton of co-operat s I sales
manship 14 storea.

She
cre

store

nake
sulesmanship ther
n of the prv
customer

1l ddmon-
her uct-
wother ag o

s

wdﬁuﬂl Insfead of Cotton.
Planters 1o thé/tertile Laguna dim
trict near Turm n. Mexico, are sob-

fore, and, groplog In Its hiding plice | Smith, battered, Heaten and ha stituting war cfups for cot
outside pf the door, he found and | landing the ua- | year., Haviag [-:ml lhllu::e :‘:
lighted 1. was no sign 6f oecu- | 4 hirst-q: on a shelv- | mand for corn, cat apd other sta-
pancy save Jlihv‘n sultcase lylng | ing bank| three hundred yards below | ple foodstuffs 1d he beavy and
where It flang oo the night | the stopped autompbile. After that| prices corresppadingly high, the Mext-
of fthe di-wunm. there wis another (eon in which he can haclends/ owners In«re p)o\\e\! up
tprward into: the | completely forgot MMs own brulsings, their cotton Aands In this famous cot
-nu mll of the place [ while he|worked depperately over the | yon-growing/district of central Mexice

drowned uan, ralsing uod lowering the | and have pjanted food crops.

and sat |

T Rl
: Ol Sandy :
He s Cause !
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(Copyright, 1917, by the MeClure Newspa-
per Syndicate) |

It was not until Randolph Yardley
had definitely made up his mind to pro-
pose to Henrlette\that he secretly en-
tertained the wish'that Henrlette was
the kind of suffragist that felt It to
be woman's privilege|to do the propos-
ing as well gs the foting. Henrlette
was a suffragist. of course, but she
wasn'f_that particular kind of suffra-
gist. Randolph had heard her say so.
After she had managed to bring thg
conversation up to the delicate ques-
tlon of proposing Randolph might eas-
ily have done the rest. But Randolph
| didn't realize how easy this would

{have been till he was nlone the eve’
| ning after the discusslon.

The Saturday afternoan after he had
definitely decided to propase he unfor-
tunately did not find. Henriette alone.
His rival in her attention was the old
mun-uhl?-wnrk wunders, known more
famillarl{ as Sandy—though any refer-
ence that that name might once have
borne to his hair and complexion had
ceased to be apparent for Sandy was
toothless ard his sparse halr was
white—surely not a very formidahle
rival. But any third person Is a rival
when a man wants to propose, and
when Randolph entered her bungalow
living room Henriette was kneellng on
the floor before a packing case with

andy at the opposite end.

“So sorry, Randolph,” she said with
a smile so preoccupied that it wa
worse than no smile at all; “you'll just
hive to excuse me while I go on with
this case. They're tMings for the suf-
frage bazaar. It's to be in & week and
I've had to take the chalrmanship the)
last thing."

During all the call that afternoon
Randolph never once found a turn in
the road from which he might have di-
rected his own remarks toward a pro-
posal. The case was soon packed and
Sandy shuffled away with it, but Hen-
rlettg's thoughts were still engrossed
with the bazaar. And imagine sudden-
Iy skipping from remarks on the fish
pond at n suftrage bazaar or fancy
tables and lemonade booths to’ propos-

Perhaps it was not to be wondered,
| then, that when Henrlette suddenly |/
asked Randolph to promise to “do a
certain favor” and to promlise before
she had told him what it was, he held
up his large musculine hand and swove
rather foollshly to “do anything An
God's world that she wanted him fo.”
What she wanted him to do was to/get
Mr. Tilden to let the suffragists/bor-
row what was known as the “Tilden
mansion,” then unoccupled, for/ thelr
bazaar. /

| “I'll do what I can, Henriettd,” Ran-
dalph sald solemnly, “but it /may be
| very embarrassing for me and for him.
You see, he s n client of mine”—Ran-
dolph had not heen practicing law so
long that he did not use this phrasing
with some degree of self-sutisfaction—
| “and there I8 & lawsult pow going on
over that house. You seg, a year ago,
after the Tildens had bgen out of the
house for a year. it wag leased by Mr.
Hamb the breyer. Loads of
| money, you know, and could perfectly
well have paid the yent even though
he did decide not to/live in the house.
Now Tilden Is suipz Hamberger for
the rent ‘and Hutpberger makes the
| claim that the house could never be
heated.
| court, but we cofldn't.  You wouldn't
understand the/ technicalitles, so 1
shan't bore yoy with them. But the
| case Is coming/up and I'm particularly
anxious not t¢ lose out.”

Randolph Ipwered his volee and dis-
cussed the ¢pse In a way that was not
entirely professional. “The fact seems
to be that the heating system of the
house was/all wrong, and you see how
it would Lbjure me and Tilden If some
500 or uz;"of the most prominent wom-
en in to' ‘were to go there on a nice
cool day, as it 1s quite likely to be in a
week's time, and find out what a barn-
like pjace It 1s. So, you see, you will
he .?r'm. agalnst my interests If you

ge/1t. Sull, T have promised
ut suppose all those 500 people
--¢: there and roasted almost to
degth? Suppose the temperature there
went up to 80 or 90 and all the win-
ws had to be opened—would that
elp your case?”
/ Randolph's eyes showed keen Inter-
est and for one fleeting moment he for-
got that his sole interest in life for
the time being was to propose to Hen
Flette.  “Why, certaloly. that woul
win the case for me. But—

“I don't suppose you have taken/a
good look at the furnace. or that r.
Tilden has. either.” Henriette scolfed.

“I can say that we have, little gl

We tried to settle It out of |

altogether easy. “You see,we

M:!o!‘t g0 about thlu-v in,

v m

that Indicited Soolémpt the
1, and Randolph's mind

ful contralto.

nd you' might buy
youk way, for the light will
ed off, T suppose.”

Randolph’s roseate dn-nmn\m fad-
ed away, Even an empty house\dfdn't
offer favorable background if th
quitous Sandy were to be the/ tyird
party still.

The trip was taken to the/ Tild
mansion that night in Henrietfe's littic
roadster, with Henriette at the wheel.
Randolph at her side and th{\\rux\-n«l
Sandy sitting at Randolph'A feet with
his own rough-shod feet protruding to
the running board, and in the same
gulse they returned. The hour spent
at the mansion was one/in which San- |
dy was master of cerenfonies and Run- |
dolph found himself chiefly useful in
holding lighted candles for the old man
or holsting his light but agile body to
peer at pipes and drafts in the rusty,
dust-covered heating system that ram-
bled over a good share of the cellar of
the old house.

The pipes that/conveyed the hot air
from the furnace to the upper reglons
of the house were rusty. but not so
much so that drafts in the three main
channels for (he hot air could not be
opened whery Sandy applied the sturdy
museles of Yis thumb and forefinger to
that task. /
ow spe’ll work,” Sandy had re-
marked b way of announcing his trl-
umph. “Af yous'll order a couple o ton
of, chesthut coal and a bit of kindlin® T
think Ican have enough heat in the old
place fo make your ice cream sell like
hot cgkes in Feb'rary.”

. « e e

The day came, and the Ice cream did
sel} like hot cakes, and even after the
lenonade had been so diluted that It
whs almost innocent of any Intimacy
with the citrus fruit for which It was
fhamed, It sold In such abundance that
the proceeds of that table ‘were five
times what one would have expected
from lemonade. Windows were opened,
and those who came_to buy made fan,
of sheets of paper they could find.
was a sharp, cold day for autumn afd
so there was no very great¥rritatios
the volcos of complaint

A few days after the
rlette Beauchamp anno
kagement to Rundolph

up-and-coming
explained the fact
curred just

young suffragist
that the engagemeht oc
when 1t did fn this

| dolph;

. but Randolph was
Foung man who would

fancy to Henrief
not the kind of

could-be heated. And, of course, Ham-
berget's lawyer saw there was.no use
mnlx’uln‘ the sult, and the affalr was
settfed at once. No one cared, for no
oug had any great love for the brewer.
The result was that Tilden gave the
ygung lawyer a fee amouating to half
the year's rent that he had recovered,

nd for that mansion the rent was
jenormous. More than that, Tilden put
all his legal work Into the hands of
the young lawyer. His future was as-
sured and—-well, after that, how could
Mr. Yardley do otherwise than he did?

Complimenting Father.
Charles recelved u wagon on his
birthday and promptly broke a wheel.
His father soon mended it. “Papa,” he
sald, “you are smarter than you look.”

Randolph had never used those words
Personality.

The two great obstacles fo the
healthy  developm of  perfonality
are Jealousy ul thiey are as
high and Xerpible in busineds as in
any other department of lifgs activi

roenvy
more es-
business,

alousy

object
of the ¥ receives gn tion of
benefit and vhlue for Yimself through
the gratuifous advertijement. A man

occupled In ¢nvying gnother is using
{ up power which he eduld better apply
change.

Naturally, war efforts at protection
should be kept a seqret, but it Is neces-
sary to give peaceffil tratic an idea of
thefr wherrabouts fo order to avold ac-
cident. purpose is accom-
wil

ytent.
somewherd o

| constderable
that

eryone knows
these zwnes the

Iy explosives are hidden and traf-
i limited to certain hours. Thus,
for examy h to the capi-
tal by W Momae Is defended
by » which includes the

crounds, where

the b
Fuel v-lu- of Woods. |
. beech, birch, hard ma- |
e Toctst, longient plne and
| cherry have fairly high heat values, |
and only one cord of sone wood |
[ of those spectes is required to equal
| one ton of conl. Hickory, of tha non-
{nous woods, hus the highest’ fuel

value per unit volume of wood, and
| has other advanta; It burns evenly
| and, as housewives say, holds the heat,
The oak comes next, followed by
| beech, birch and maple.

“People could live on half the food
they eat at present,” says a physiclan.
Also, perhaps get along with half ¢he
medical advice they are in the habit
Torontg- Telegram,

All the Same to
n Irish recruft was

on his
t spell of sentry duty, and had
ague ideas of what a “sentry”
e had wandered a little out ef hls
position.
He waus necosted by an officer witht
“What are you here for, my man?"
“Faith, your honor." sald Pat, with
his accustomed grin of humer,
“they tell m T am here for a century,”

Children who are u
il ot Immediate

prierfapiryid
for complaiaing cblldres. &

for wortaa. _Used Wm%n‘1
mlﬂ 2 cents. .n-;l. ¥
oo oy
Somewhat Hunched.

A marriage broker bmquI an assist-
ant along to a conference about a
bride. The gssistant was to cqufirm
Nn assertions.

“She 1 well made, like a pine tree”

) the agent.
“Like u pine m-e. repeated. as
sistant. Hher
She 18 cultured beyond words.®

Wonderfully_cultured.” came  the

echo

“However. one-thing 18 true” con-
fessed the broker, “she has & slight
hunchi on her back.”

“And what a hunch!" confirmed the
assistunt.

R

A Possible Reason. 4

“Beanborough always looks on the
bright side of things."

“Why?

“Well, the other day I went with
himto buy & pair of shoes, He didn't
try them on at the store, and when he
got home he found that a nail was
sticking right up through the heel en
one.”

“Did he take them back?"

“Not much. He sald that he sup-
posed the nall was put there Inten-
tionally to keep the foot from sliding
forward (n the shoe.”

Piangs Made in taly.
industri

setting up a plano factory designed on
the best American and French models.
Before the war the plano trade was
nearly all In the hands of Germans.

Ostracized.
Mrs. Justwed—Never bring that
wretch Jones here jagnin.” He never

| noticed the haby until he sat on her.

i
People eat

Grape-Nuts
because they™
like it and
they know its
good forthem

J




