
The Garter That Doesn't Slip
You know iiIi \u25a0ml nf iif mmi l^allirr nun Ailrr you walk a tlllc wlu>.

thry tup down. outkklu wrinkU. You ("•! .>-. ifInej woe down ovrr jroulihoc-lotw.
And common pun an- tiulit. I'>•

<\u25a0 Ia\r i"lir <\u25a0 k"-p you k> Inup. Bui uV-> Lind
youi Icifl inlrrfrrr withllir frrr- orcuUtlon <iblood.

"THATsALL GARTERS"
are itlral for lumnm. Tiicy can't •'\u25a0': TVy Iprp your v*k» trim and n.-.ir \rt triry

drm't pull. Youdon't know you're wranaatheoi. Tliry'rr i!>-»n. elk.l and comlottablr.
TTiry can't ad wakrd with p-npiratK.n. Thry can't cook und.>nr. Yet ilwv \u0084rr caal)
put id and takrn 08. TVy..in t»- worn with ctll>rt loaf or jlxittdnwea. And m-«
rlaitici tort r«it Si a pair, ll you n»-*-«J thrm.

Eniny Eartrr-comfort lliis lumnvr If your drain can't «upi>!y you. Mail la25c. lor a
pair of THAT-ALLCartrn U...ill^n10 day.. Then, it IPau'lC not UiU-Unl.v..
rrfund your —11 And»r'rr X»urr y.Hj'U t«- plran-d. itial we'll rv<-n rrpay your I-!
*kci( you don't ikr tnrfn. Send (or .1[uur now- addrr«
"THATsALL

'
CARTER CO., 41Union Square, NEW YORK

THUS ii was that Mary found them,
wht-TJ

-;-c rushed breathlessly into
the garden. "Oh! what has happened,
Roxie'" she cried in dreadful anticipa-
tion. How she would have betrayed her
trust ifanything happened inher absence
to Elizabeth's baby!

"Fo' Gawd's sake. Miss Mary, dis chile
wants watuh, and dat thing da." here

Roxie, her confidence restored by Marys
presence, gave the interpreter a scornful
look, "can't onerstan' hisself, let 'lone
llerican ways o' talkin"'"

While the landlord ran for the water to
quench the baby's noise as well as thirst.
we bookkeeper could not fail to under-
stand Roxie's looks and tried to make his
explanations to Mary.

"The graci us fra'ulein," Georg had
lone since given the history of the Amer-
ican Baby to the landlord, "willpardon;
1 did not' quite comprehend. Ze black
iraulein. she not spik English Itmakes
me very sorry she not spik ze English.

"

ATsupper .illThese chance met travelers
sat together at the long table of the

inn. The Itilian priests at the bottom of
the table were gay as boys on a lark,
einptving bottle after bottle of mine host's
light vines. The French and German
tourists filled opposite sides of the table.
At thehead sat the clergyman, with Mary
»n.l Fraolein Lechner on his right and left.

"X/fIDXIGHT after the Passion Play.
A A Lntlc Oberammergau lay as quiet
and dreamful in its mountain cradle as ii
in the waking hours just past ithad not
been the World's Inn. The encircling
mountains, brooding tenderly over • he in-
spired hamlet of their guardianship,
gathered above it a soft, fleecy, coverlet
ofclouds. The moon, fullrounded, leaned
over a Titan peak and, dropping her float-
ing, effulgent mantle on the mountain tops,

looked down on the.Passiori Play village,
as ifmystically meditating on the moun-
tain nursling's achievements. The tall
gilded cross on the Kofel Peak caught the
golden love beams ami reflected them
again on the domed belfry of the village
church. Xo sound broke upon the brood-
ing peace of the nij;ht. save the tuneful
flowof the Aminer. murmuring its ancient
lullaby as itwound through a tangled em-
broidery of meadow flowers and slipped
out under the rustic bridges of the village.
Inall Oberami no one was awake
to all this magical beauty of the luminous
night but one very enthusiastic and ro-
mantic foreigner.

Mary had looked on with pity at the
hurried, pellmell flight of the five thou-
sand people that witnessed the great
drama. In a short time after the last
fearful act of the Passion Play, no one of
that spellbound audience seemed to have
a thought but to ... six o'clock

tram for Munich. Mary, walking as one
in a dream, had sought a bench in a
meadow near the Ammer. over which
rose a tall pole bearing aloft an image
of the Crucified One. How the time
passed or how her stirred emotions fi-
nally settled down or her mind became
conscious of every day matters, *he
hardly knew.

pVE' after everyone at her pension•*~< had retired, she could not sleep.
The stupendous Drama of the Cross, as
it had advanced hour after hour ofthai
century long day to its fearful climax,
still cast its mystic shadow on her. She
threw wide open her sash opening win-
dows, and. leaning on the broad sill,
where, beneath, she could hear the
Ammer, gazed out on the mountains
and all the moonlit loveliness of the
scene they inclosed. Under this soften-
ingmoodof the night. Mary was able to
review the days experience more
calmly. To-day she had witnessed and
felt to'her soul's depths the real, human.
heart sickening tragedy of Jesus of
Xazareth.

She recalled another day. the only
other time she had so felt it. It was
when as a child she had first read the
story of the Cross for herself. Begin-
ning' to read carelessly, she had been
svept on in breathless absorption to
the conclusion of the tale. W ith eyes
dimmed by tears she had followed the
thorn crowning and the cross burdened
march to Calvary. With a child un-
quenched hope she had turned the
pages, expecting to read at the end. as
in her story books, of love and mercy
and joy. The unsparing pitilessness of
the story of Calvary hail torn her
childish "heart. Shaken with a storm
of sobs, she had thrown the book from
her.

Since that day bad intervened the
years that brought the blunted sensi-
bility, the unrealism, that comes with
familiarity. But to-day she had realized

axn'. said to himself this rather un-
olVrxvil clergyman. .\u25a0;

When Mary reached the inn gardes, she
found Koxie weeping and pacing up and
down frantks-lly, while the American
ftafcy "'

V'|C indulging 3n stentorian and
vindictive shouts of rage. Some Italian
priests sipping Rhine wines at the little
• rden tables looked on in amused won-

der The young bookkeeper sal at a
table all alone, listening despairingly to

the American Baby's reams.
"Ahwants some watuh fuh dis chile!"

Roue had said to her interpreter. !*
t "Ibig youi paddin

—
er—Icomprehend

not ze word
'
ratal

*
the young man.

red laced, .jnxious, had answered, rub-
bine hit hands together in embarrass-

-'•'Mah Baby wants watuh iis" awful!"\u25a0
' "

::. |i« awful
Ro\ie repeated •'\u25a0:•..-> again and
again, more i:i temporary dementia than
in any hope of making her wants known
to the appalling stranger.

The landlord came to the bookkeeper s
assistance, but his animated gestures and
ejaculations only frightened Roxie the
nicre. Pale with fear, dropping big tears

on her projecting bosom, she began to
pace frantically up and down with the
screaming child, like a caged animal that
fears it knows not what.

Apologizing to Hamilton for the hur-
ried leave they had taken of him on
the mountainside. Fraulein Lechner ex-
plained the American Baby and the pur-
port of Uary's travels.

"Joan of Arc was not braver when she
ertook to lead the French soldiers to

battle.** said the debonair clergyman
with an admiring look at Mary. "Iam

no harm will come to you ladies
while y.m have the strong voice of the
American Baby to cal] assistance to you,"
he added. "But, as we shall be in Italy
.it. the same tune. Igo to mccl my son
in Rome Ishall hope tomeet you there,
and perhaps 1 shall be able to 1 i • I
to you."1

\y \u25a0

\u25a0
•

\u25a0 hui rieI t<
;es, amid the c*irdial

adieus <>t mine host and all the
cheeked waitresses, and drove down the

\u25a0
• , :• v. .:v to ( tberam

mergau. I:-.. I
the somber, dusky tops of the firs that

\u25a0 \u25a0 insides, an evan»
\u25a0 \u25a0-\u25a0. The soft musical jingle :I

bell beneath the necks of th<
horses a tunded \u25a0'

Ifary and !' Lechner sat. the whole
\u25a0

:
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MirySp: .Wildly

Down the Mountain.

THE MAN
BEHIND
THE

Bannatyne
kg &1-5O WATCH
J?/m&y 44ATimekeeper Ahead ofthe Times

'
'^&i£?^V

•» Igive you my personal guarantee, backed by twenty-
five years experience as a designer and manufacturer of >L!3".':>

low priced timepieces, that the Bannatyne $1.50 Watch \p>£
as no equal at the price. \
ivented the first successful low priced American watch, and V
c devoted my entire time and ingenuity to this type for a quar- \
fa century. Ihave designed and pesfected over 1000 machines
ools which have made itpossible to produce the Dannatyne -

X Real Watch Cheap
not a cheap so-called watch -

note the difference.
My watch is the only popular priced watch that la built on
watch principles. Others mr merely small clocks. It is

the only low priced watch combining accuracy and dura-
bility. It is the smallest, thinnest, easiest winiiinir watch
of this class. Ithas many other special features, several
of whichore possessed by no other similar watch.
Let me trll you all about this wonderful little time-

piece. Better still, talk it over with your watch-
laker or jeweler. I! he doesn't carry the
Bannahne, we Mil mail it on receipt of

price and dealer's name. Nickel,$1.50. Gun
Metal and Gilt,sl.6o.
Full particulars inour interesting, booklet.
"AlimektcpcrAfujJ of the Times.

'
Ask

I Sec. and Mgr. (
HAN>Al>f*rHATCHCO.
32C»o»l St..W«t*rfc«rr. Com.

STYLE p^ga^TERPRooFEP L =jir::^| FIT
ECONOMY /j= ifiJIxIM Hi COMFORT

FOR ALL MEN AT ALLTIMES

LITHOLIN Linen Collars and Cuffs,
waterproofed, fit every man an 1 every occaaon.
No alba Lind jo pood

—
when at your dcjlt, on the

train, at ti.- dance. Mmthe held, you'll find tin-Hi com-
(oft.it I-, iI-.in and in «yle alway«. No morr wocrj
about Kill.it- "wilting,

"
foi thry won't. Ihey nevet

fray. A wipe wkh a >i*ni|. cloth geb iml oiany wil,
ami makes them whileai new. All trouble iiwved,
and you do away with th« pmol wrrklv r\-:-u rof
Uundenng. No "tic-binding" with the turn-
down* there* a »pace. All Jyles and sues.

The tame collar you have
always worn, only waterproofed.

Collars 25c. Cuffs 50c.
Alwiyjtold from a RED box. Avoid substitutes.

k Ifmil -it WiT d'rcilcr I,<rr,.l, f ting itulri.
*f tizr.hour man*, atth rttmttanct, and v* ,11l
7 mail, poitpattl. »!/•' \u25a0 hool frrr on mquat

THE FIBERLOID COMPANY
Dept. 11 7 W«»erly IUcr, New York
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