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SYNOPSIS.

John Vallant, a rich mtﬂ‘?

{avorite,
“wuddenly discovers that the

allant cor-

now it seemed a clamant watcher,
tolling joy. ‘Three! . Four!
Five! Perhaps he was

al

Soration. which his tather
which was (he princlpal source of
wealth, had falied. He voluntarily turns
=over his private [ortune to the recelver
o corporation.

ipoesesslons conalst of an old motor ear, A
white bull dof and Demory court, & neg-
! mcted estate In Virginia. On the way to
Damory court he meets Shirley Dand-
eldge. an auburn-halred beauty, and de
eides thut he ia golng o like Virginia im-
measely. Shirley’s mother, Mrs, Dand-
ridge, and Major Bristow exchange rem-
"inisoences during  which 1 ks revealed
that the muajor, Vallant's father, and a
man named Sussoon were rivals for the
Band of Mrse Dandridge In her youth.
Vassoon and Vallant fought a duel an ber
acconnt in which the former wan Willed
Wallant finds Dams COUTrt  DYErEIOWD
“with weeds and o era and dedider to
rehiabllitate the place. Vallant suaves
Shirley from the bite of a snake, which
hites him, HKaowing the deadliness of the
Wite, Shirley sucks the polson from the
wound and saves hig Iife. Vallant learns
for the first time that his father left Vie-
glala on account of n duel In which Doe-
tor Bauthall and Major Bristow acted as
thals father's seconds, Vallunt and Shicley
Secogms  @ood friends Mrs. Dandridge
faints when she mosts Vallant for
frst time. Vallant discovers that

in old walgut trees, The ¥
boa survival of the jousting

ded and
his

o

4 . I8 held nt Damory court. At
ithe inst moment Vallant tnkes the place
af one of the knlghts, who Is sick, and
eoters tho lnts Ho wing and chooasen
Biriey Dundridge ne quean of baanty to
the dimmay of Katherine Fargo, n former
sweellicart, whoe 1 visiting In  Virginia
The tournament bajfl at Damory court
fraws (he clite of the countryside, Shir-
fev I» crowned by Vallant as queen of
Seauty, Vallant tells Shicley af his love
and they beoome  engaged Katherine
Fargo determining not to  give up Vali-
mant without u strugnle, pointa out to Bhir-
3oy how tevrible 1t would be for the woin-
a2 who coused tha duel to meet Vallant,
who looks 8o miuch Hke his father. Shir-
Tay, uncertain, hut feoling that her math-
a was in love with the vietim of Vall
ant™s pistol, breaks the engigement, Mojor
Reistow s fatally wounded by Greel
Hing, n liberated convict. who he had sent
e prison, but beforo dying Bristow con-
Tesmes to Mrea. Dandridge that he had
itept n letter Vallnnt had writtén to her
after the duel, Valinnt decides to loave
Drrnory court and writes Shitley that he
wili fove her mlways. Mrs, Dandridge
arnx from the thirly-vear-old lettor
St Valinnt expected her to answear the
peyle If sho wanted Bim to return, For 1t
vus Valiant she lovad

THAPTER XXXIV.—Continued,

Shirley'e breath stopped. She feit
%er face tingling and a curious weak-
wes8 came on her limbs. ‘Why, Indeed,
anless—and the thonght was like a
wild prayer in her mind—she had
seon  mistaken In  her surmise?
Thoughts came thronging In panie
aaste: the fourteenth of May and the
rape jessamines—these might point
a0 less to Vallant than to Saseoon.
Awt her mother's falnting at the sight
of the son—the eager interest she had
fisplayed in Shirley's accounts of him, |
*rom the eplsode of the rose and the
hulldog to the tournament ball—
ssemied now (o stand out in a new
Nght, throbbing and roseate. Could
it be? Had she been stumbling along
s hlind trafl, misled by the cunning
Hoveiailing of circumstance? Her
r yemrt was beating stiflingly. If she
should be mistalken now! She dashed
fier hand across her eyes as though to

His entire réemaining |«

| out

llstening, too, Was he in
the old library, thinking of her?
St . . Seven! . Bight!
Nine! If she could only
sond her message to him on the bells!
Ten! It swelled more loudly
now, more deliberate. Eleven! h
Another day was almost gone.
Twelve! “Joy cometh in the
morning”™-ran the whisper across her
thought, 1t was morning now.

Thirteen!

She caught & sharp breath, Her
eqr had not deceived her—the vibra-
tion still palpitated on the air llke m
heart of sound. It had struck thir
teen! A little eery touch crept along
her nerves and a cool dampness bhroke
on ber skin, for ehe seemed to hear,
quavering through the wondering si-
lence, the voice of Mad Anthony, ns
it hand quavered to her ear on the
door-step of the negro cabin, with the
wellsweep throwing its long curved
shadow across the group of laughing
faces:

"Ah sees yo' gwine ter him. Ah
heahs de co'ot-house clock a-strikin’
in de night—en yo' gwine. . . .
Don' wait, don' wdit, 1I1 mistis, er
de trouble-cloud gwine Kyah him
erway 'om yo' When de clock
strike thuhteen—when de clock strike
thuhtpen—"'

She dropped the flowered curtain
and drew back. A weird fancy had
| begun to prese on her braln. Had not
} Mad Anthony foretold truly what had
(gone before? What if there were
gome cryptic meaning in this, too? To
go to him, at midnight, by a lonely
country road—she, a girl? Incredible!
Yet her mind had opened to & vague
growing fear that was swiftly mount-
ing to a thriving anxiety. That innate
|nupnnit1tlnn, gecretly cherished while
| derided, which is the heritage of the
lSomhmn-b{}m bred from centuries of
| contact with a mystical race, had her
in its grip. Yet all the while her
sobaer sctual common-sense was crying
upont her—and crying In vain.
Unknown appetenceés that had lain

darkling in her blood, come down to ||

her from long generations, were sud-
denly compelling her. The curtain
began to wave in a little wind that
whispered in the silk, and gomewhere
in the yard below she could hear Se-
Iim nipping the clover.

She was to go or the
would carry him away!

A strange expression of mingled
fright and resolve grew on her face.
Sha ran on tiptoe to her wardrobe
and with: frantic haste dragged out a
rough cloak that fell over her soft
house-gown, covering It to the fest, 1t
had a peiaked hood falling from Its
collar and into thie she thrust the
resentful massea of her hair, Every

“trouble-cloud”

ompel their clearness, and looked
rwemin.
4t was Heaoty Vallant's face that
“@y in the locket, and that could menn |
but onn thing: It was he, not Sassoon, |
whom her mother loved! |
The lamplight ecemed to grow and |
spread to an unbearable radiance.
Shirley thought she cried out with n |
sudden sweet wildness, but she had
not moved or uttered a sound, Tha |
Uumination was all about her, like
i splendid clond. The impossible had
mappened. The miracle for which ghe
syaterically prayed had been wrought!
When she blew out the light, the
shinlng still remained. That glowing
snowladge, ke a vitalizing and phys.
enl presence, prssed with her through
e hall to her room. As she gtood in
lpe ¢lfish light of her one candle, the
wameney of her jovy was as sharp as
ser past pain. Later was to come the
vonder low that tragedy bad bent |
leanty Valiant's 1ife to exile and her |
mother's to unfulfillment, and in time |
s to know these things,
dut now the one grest Knowledge blot-
‘md out all else. Bho need atarve her
faney no longer! The hours with her |
ovver might again sweep acrois hur|
nemory undenjed. She felt hig arms, |

was 0.

his kizmes, heard his whispers against |

ser dheek and smelled the perfume of
“« MaGoona lilles,
Bhe drew the curtpin and opened
" the window nolselessly to the light.
nifly & few houre ago she had been
dnging to her harp in what wretched-
wes! Bhe laughed softly to herself
The quiet night was full of his voles:
“I fova you! 1 want nothing but you!™
How her pitiful error had tortured
and wrung them both! But tomorrow
e, oo, would know that all was well.
A clear sound chimed ncross the
fistance—the bell of the court-house
sinck, striking midnight. One! . .
Swo! How often lately it had
sun discordantly across her mood;

e ——, - -

| hand

few seconds she caught her breath in
a short gasp, and once she paused
with an apprehensive glance over her
shoulder and shivered. She scarcely
knew what she did, nor did she ask
herselt what might be the outcome of
such an absurd adventure. She nel
ther knew nor cared. She was swept
oft her feet and whirled away into
some ouflandish limbo of shadowy
fear and crying dread.

Slipping oft! her shoes, she went
awiftly and nolselessly down the stair,
She let herself out of the door and,
shoes on again, ran across the clover
A hound clambered about her, whin:
ing, but sho silenced Him with g whis-
pered word. Selim 1i{ted his head and
sha patted the snufMing Inquiring
muzzie an Instant before, with her
on his mane, she led him
through the hedge to the stable. It
was but the work of a moment to
throw on a side-saddle and buckle the
girth. Then, mountiog, she turned
him into the lane,

He was thoroughbred, and her tense
excltement seemed (o communieate
ftself to him. He blew the breath
through his delicate flaring nostrils
and flung up his head at her restrain-
ing hand on the bridle, Once on the
Red Road, she let him bhave his will,
The long vacant highway reeled out
behind her to the fierce and lonely
hoof-tattop. She was scarcely con-
sclous of consecutive thopght—all was
a vague jumble of chaotle Impressions
threadsd by that necessity that ealled
her like an insistent volee.

Copse and hedge flew by, streaks of
digtemper on the gshifting gloom;
swarthy farmhouse roofs huddled like
glant Indians on the trall, and ponds
in pastures glinted back the pale
glimmering of stars. The faint mist,
tangled In the branches of the trees,
made them look llke ghosts gathered
to see her pass. Was this real or
was she dreaming? Was she, Shirley
Dandridge, really malloping down an

open roud at midoight—because of the
hare-brained maunderings of a balf-
mad old negro?

The great Iron gate of Damory court
hung open, and scarcely slackening
her pace, she rode through and up
the long drive. The glooming honse
front was blank and silent and its
huge porch columns looked like lonely
gray monoliths in the wan light. Not
A twinkle showed at chink or cranny;
the ponderous shutters were closed.
| There wns a sense of desertion, of
|emptiness about the place that
! brought her heart into her throat with
a slekly horrible feeling of certalnty.

She jumped down from the blowing
horse and hurried around the house.
The door of the kitchens was open
and a ladder of dim reddish light fell
from it across the grass, She ran
swiftly and looked in. A huddled fig-
ure s&l there, rocking to and fro in
the lamplight,

“Aunt Daph,” she ecalled, “what Is
the matter?"

The turbaned head turned sharply
toward her. “Dat yo', Miss Shirley?"
the old woman said huskily. “Is yo'
come ter gee Mars' John 'fo’ he gwine
away? Yo' too late, honoy, too late!
He done gone ter de deepo fo' ter
ketch de th'oo train. En, oh, honey,
Ah knowe {n mah ole ha'at dat Mars'
John aln' nevah gwine come back ter
Dam'ry co'ot no mo'!"

CHAPTER XXXV.
The Song of the Nightingale,

Along the dark turnpike John Val-
lant rode with his chin sunk on his
braast. He wnas wretchedly glad of
the darkness, for it covered a thou-
sand familiar sights he had grown to
love. Yet through the dark came
drifting sounds that caught at him
with clutching hands—the bay of a
hound from soms faroff kennel, the
whirring note of frogs, the impatient
high whinny of a horse across pasture-
bars—and his nostrils widened to the
wild bralded fragrance of the fields
over which the mist was spinning Its
falry carded wool,

Once on the Red Road, She Let Him
Have His WIll.

The preparations for his going had
heen quickly made. He was leaving
behind him all but a single portman-
tenu. Unele Jefferson had already
taken this—with Chum—to the sta-
tion. The old man had now gone sor-
rowfully afoot to the blockhouse, &
half-mile up the track, to bespeak the
stopping of the express. He would go
back on the horse hls master was
riding,

The lonely little depot flanked a
elding beside a dismal stretch of yel-
low eclay-bank gouged by rains, Its
windows were dark and the weather-
heaten plank platform was iluminated
by & single lantern that hang on =a
nail beside the locked door, its siokly
flame showing bruisellke through
smoky streakings of lampblack, At
ong side, In the shadow, was his bag,
and beside It the tethered bulldog—
sole spot of white against the melan.
choly forlornneds —Ilying with one
splinted leg, ke a swaddled ramrod,
sticking straight out before him.

In the gaddle, Valiant struck his
hand hard against his knee. Surely
it was a dream! It could not be that
he was leaving Virginia, leaving Dam-
ory court, leaving her! But he knew
that It was not a dream.

Far away, rounding Powhattan
Mountain, he heard the long-drawn
hoot of the coming train finging ite
skr-warning In a2 host of scampering
echoes, Among them mixed another
sound of & horse, galloping fast and
hard,

His; own fidgeted, flung up wide nos-
trils and nelghed shrilly. Who was

. SUCCESS NOT DUE TO LUCK

LPhotographer Wil Not Admit That
Element of Chance Enters In-
i to His Work.

When the amastour photographer's
firbend usked him why he looked
speeved the other was glad to explain.

'*A& friend of ours just nsked me

o come over and take a plcture of
Bier biby,” he snid. “Bhe apologized

fisr sksiag, which was unnecessary be-
<zamse T was glad 1o do it, but she splll-
.+ sl the heans by giving her reason that
4% mad such good luck taking plotures.”

.

removed from exposure and negative
making. The same {s triie of the
printlng processes. You know in ad-
vance how much light you have and
how much you need; factorial tables
tell you how long to leave a plate in
the developor; every step 1a timid
with a stop watch. And that's why
it annoys me to have people say tha
my art is a luck proposition.

“Before T had taken as many ple-
tures as stand to my record now,
thers was sometimes luck, mostly bad.
Although, as it appears to me at pres-
ent, [ got better results than 1 ahould
have obtained. But If & man with a
little experlence and the proper out-

fit exercises as much Intelligence as

.

vots of the deputles, with the explana-
tion that “the part taken by women
in associations with political ten-
dencles Is well known, and, under the
circumstances, can scarcely be pre-
vented," This bill has been sent back
to the deputies for further consldern-
tion, The women of Austria have been
leading an agitation against the ries
of prices which they, as housekeepers,
foel most acutely, They have besn
uccessful In cheaponing coal in Vienna
and milk in Brunn. The leaders of the
miovement have been elected to mu-
nicipal committees, and for the first

coming along thst runnelled highway
nt such an hour in such breskneck
fashion?

The train was nearer now; he could
hear its low rumbling hum, rising
to a roar, and the click and spring of
the rails. But though he lifted & foot
from the etirrup, he did not dismount.
Something In the whirlwind speed of
coming caught and held him motion-
less, He had a sudden curlous feeling
that all the world beside did not ex-
Ist; there were only the sweeping
ruch of the nearing train—impersonal,
unhuman—he, sitting his horse in the
gloom, and that unknown rider whose
enguish of spead outstripped the
steam, riding—to whom?

The road ekirted the track as it
nearsd the station, and all at once a
white glare from the opengd fire-box
flung itself blindingly ncross the dark,
(lluminating lke a flare of summer
lightning the. patch of highway and
the rider. Vallant, staring, had an in-
stant’s vision of a streaming cloak, of
a girl's face, set in a tawny swirl of
loosened hair. With a cry that was
lost in the shriek of escaping steam,
he dragged his plunging horse around
and the white blaze swept him also, as
the rider pulled down st hig side.

“You!" he cried. He leaned and
caught the slim bands gripped on the
bridle, shaking now. “You!"

The dazzling brightness had gone
by, and the alr was full of the groan.
ing of the brakes ns the long line of
darkened sleepers shudderedjto its
enforced stop. “John!"— He heard
the sweet wild ery plerce through the
Jumble of noises, end something in it
set his blood running molten through
his \'Ellis. It held an agony of relief,
of shame and of appeal, “John
John!"

And knowing suddenly, though not
how or why, that all barriers were
swept away, his arms went out and
around her, and in the shadow of the
lonely little station, they two, in their
snddies, clung and swayed together
with clasping hands and broken words,
while the train, breathing heavily for
a resentful second, shrieked itself
away into the nlght, and left only the
fragrance from the misty fields, the
crowding silence and the aprinkling
stars,

The breeze bhad risen and was
blowing the mist away as they went
back along the rond. A faint light
was lifting, forerunner of the moon.
They rode side by slde, and to the
slow galt of the horses, touching noses
in low whinnyings of equine comrade-
ship, by the faint glamour they gazed
into each other's faces. The adorable
tweedy roughness of his shoulder
thrilled her cheek,

e And you were going away.
Yes, yes, T know. It was my fault
i ey’ misunderstood. Forgive
me!"
He kissed her hand. “As If there
were anything to forgive! Do you
remember fn the woods, swestheart,
the day it rained? What a brute I
was—to fight so! And all the time 1
wanted to take you in my arms ke a
little hurt child,
She turned toward him.
wanted you te fight! Even thomgh
it waz no use. 1 had given up, but
your atrength comforted me, To have
you surrender, too—" '
“It was your faee In the church-
yard" he told her, *“How pale and
worn you looked! It came to me
then for the flrst time how horribly
gelfish it would be {o stay—how much
easier golng would make it for you"

“. + . And to think that It was
Mad Anthony—Did the elock really
strike thirteen, do you think? Or did
1 faney it?”

"Why question It?" he said. 1 be-
Heve in mysteries. The greatest mys-
tery of all is that you should love
me. 1 doubt no miracle bereafter,
Dearest, dearest!"

Al the entrance of the cherry lane,
he fastened his horse to the hedge,
and noiselessly let down the pasture-
bars for her golden chestnnt. When
he came back to where she stood wait-
Ing on the edge of the lawn, the late
moan, golden-vestured, was just show-
ing above the rim of the hills, paint
ing the deep moft blueness of the Vir-
ginian night with a transhicence as
pure a8 prayer. Above the fallen hood
of her cloak her halr shone like a nim-
bus, and the lovelinees of her face
made him catch his breath for the
wonderfulness of it

As they stood heavened in each
other's arms, heart beating against
heart, and the whole world throbbing
to joy, the nightingale beyond the ar
bors hegan to bubblé and thrill fta
unimaginable melody. It came to
them llke the voice of the magical
rose-scented night itself, set to the
wordless mugie of the dilver leaves,

e e o o ol PP,

“Oh, 1

Comparing Thelr Husbands.

The girls were talking about their
husbands.

“l bave the dearest hueband in the
world,” said Maude. “If he fJust
wouldn't play cards and drink so much,
he'd be parfect.”

“My hunband doesn’t gamble, and he
never tock a drink In his life,” put In
Mabel. “He would be a model man, it
I only eould know what le does when
he stays away from home at night.”

"Ah!" smiled Margaret, “my hus
band {8 all that you wish yours could
be: He has no bad habits, he comes

Ing, there Is no mystery about him.
Why, he goes to church every Sunday
—aor at least he used to.”
“Used to!™ echoed the chorus. “Ahal
Why doesn’t he go to church now?
“He found that it interfered with his
gol!™ '
Margaret was voted winoer of the

pritse  package. — Cleveland: Plain
Dealer.

Styles and Men.

This li—well, let's say amusing—
this dictate of fashion that men must
wear in 1914 clinging garments—ian't
it? Becanse some of us must elther
ndopt pads or endure the moekery of
the masses while parading in the
guise of human searecrows or Funch
and Judy ‘shows—if clinging duds do
master masculinity. And some of us
will lose one large subject of conver
satlon and lgughter, for we won't any
longer be able to criticize the gar
ments of our slsters, wives and affinl-
tles. If any one consideration can do
more than anofher to prevent the gen-
eral adoption of tight styles for men
this loss of critical opportunity s like-

home on schedule, he denies me noth- | .

countered in “Doing" Naples and
Ita Surrounding Attractions and
-Points of Interest.

Naples—The difficulty of “doing”
Naples and its surrounding attractions
and points of interest within a posi-
tvely limited time was demonstrated,
writes s ecorrespondent, when with
o trip to the corater of Vesuviue In
mind, I surveyed the cone from my
window balcony. Thick clonds envel-
oped the trumcated come, mud there
was no slgn of & change ¢f wind to
clear away the mist and smoke suffl-
clontly to permit a view of the boil-
ing depths. So, Inasmuch as there
were other things that must be doné
to prepars for the morrow's salling for
home, I regretfully postponed my vis-
it to the volcano until some other
time in the uncertain future. Per
haps the bronze pledges given at
Rome will prove effective In insur-
ing a return, and them Vesuvius sure-
Iy will be seen.

But fortune was not altogether un-
favorable, for by a good ehance during
the day I met, at the office of the
Amerjican consul, Mr, Jay White, two
scientists from Washington, who have
ecme over for the purpose of studying
the voleanle activitles im Italy. Prof.
Arthur L. Day of the Carnegle inati
tution and Prof. Henry Stephens
Washington of the geophyeteal lab
oratory. They will spend several
months here and in Siclly, observing
conditions and endeavoring te eblain

Vesurius, Btns and Strombell, in their
research into the naturs of the forces
which czuse eruptions.
hoped that they will have the good
fortune te gain imformation to ald in
the evolution of & substantis! werking
bypothesis explanatory of the most
baffling phenomensn now cenfront-
Ing natural seiomoe.

Later im the day Vesuvius eleared
off finely, a tantallzing trick that made
the postpomement of the trip to the
top hard to endure philosophieslly.
But it I8 quite well assured that the
big chimmey will eontinue to smoks
for a long time to come, and per:

1y to be the thing, isn't {t7 It never
will do to give ladies an opportunity to
turn the batteries of laughter on the
masculine half of humanity, will it?
Of course a compromise may be ar
ranged—but compromises seldom wear
well, do they 7—Detroit Free Presm

|
Insatiable,
George A. Birmingham (Canon Hun |
nay), the veraatils Irlsh clergyman,
playwright and novelist, was talking t&

can business man.
“I' tell ¥ou a, story,” he sald,
“which hits off the American business |
man well. }
“A wife, still young, turned from
the window of her sumptuons nine
teenth-story apartment and sald to her
hugband:
"'George, ten years ago you proms
isod mo that when you made a million
you'd retire from business, and then
wa'd travel and enjoy life’
“Here she began to ery. .
““You've got your million now!' she |
sobbad.
working?
“George, as be hurrled into his over
coat, growled:

"“*Ah, that's just like you—never

Another “R" In the School.

Reading, 'riting and 'ritkmetic, the
“three R's™ of the schoolma’am in the
little old red schoolhouse on the hill,
may have to make room for another
“R"~—roads.
The lowa state highway commission
is of the opinlon that the child mind
is n good place to start “good roads;”
just as good as it is to begin the mul-
tiplication table, the first reader and
how to write,

The highway commission and the
state superintendent of public (n-
struction, A. M. Deyoe; are co-operat-
ing in the workiog out of a plan to
use the rural consolldated schoel
houses in the state lo disseminate
good roads go#pel to the fathers snd
mothers

His Tender Spot.

As » certaln young artist of New
York sat upon his stool on day in the
Adirondacks doing & bit of “mountaln
stuff” there approached bim from the
rear a ‘native, evidently with ideas of
kis own touching act.

"“Did you ever trr photography ™
agked the newcomer.

“No,” was the curt regponse of the
young nrtist, who continued his werk.

“It's a good des! guicker,” sugpest-
od the native.

“1 supposa it 1s,” surely assenied the
painter, with amother dab of the
brush,

“And,” me natlve added, wih =&
dash of matice, “a good deal more like
the place."—Lippincott's.

ARC AND THE INCANDESCENT

Explanation of Entirely Different Prin-
clples Under Which the Twe
Are Employed.

The arc light and the incar *escent
light work on totally different princi-
ples, It wna noted many yesrs ago
that when ‘an electric circuit was bro-
ken the current jumped across a slight
gap, producing & hriliant flame. The
shape of this flame was roughly an
are from one conductor to the other;
thus the word “are” was adopted, All
‘are Jamps burn in the air and not

‘| in vacuum. The light is produced by

the current leaplpj.-mu a small alr

talned from a plece of white-hot wire,
heated by the passage of an electric
ourrent. The wirs must be inclosed in
a glags buld from which the alrf has
been exhausted, otherwise t would
quickly be burned up and consumed.
The wire filament {8 now made of
tungsten, which resisis the flow of
electricity with so much vigor that
the current, in working to get by the
obstruetion, heats the wire to {fcun-
descence, hence the name.

a New York reporter about the Ameri- |

‘Why do you still keep on | ‘|t

satisfled!” ™ ‘ ' :

haps when I come again Rt wil' be
performing more spectacularly than
at present. As T write, in the eve-
ning’'s rosy glow that makea the Bay

Writer Tells of the Diffculties En: |

specimens of the gases emitited from | g

It is ta ba |

erect amd take low freight
rate. The metal used is
rust resisting and made
especially o meet the acid
attack of ensilage. Write
for ouv catalogue showing
our yrices on silos, tanks,

%ebﬁllé’lml Car blrgmm lﬂl’dhﬂ'ym
i ; Cars and
Trucks. Write fior prices and deseription.

Dorris Motor Car Company

M¥rs.of High Grade Plegsure sndCommercisiAntomobiles
Laclede and Sarah. Strewts. 5t Louls. Misseurd

[.

Renewed
Automobiles

[ CADILLAG
4107 Olive Bt

,.

I¥ YOU ARE LOOKING FOR AN EASY
wellar with rvgmu ondare, get our silractive
propomdtion. AVIS BMINT ™
GUM. High grade goode: Full hox sample 4fic.
‘ Chewing Gum Co,, Haliimore, Md

WHY NOT FUTURE GREATNESS

Two Qualifications. Surely Entitled:
Young Mother to Fondest Hopes
for Her Bam:

of Naples indesaribahly beautiful, it is
smoking away grandly, molling ita
white steam high: aloft Hefore the wind
earries It In & streamer off to the
sontheast.

I have been devoting part of this
last full day I Italy to a study of
streot conditiong in this lively, nolsy
Naples, It |s a continuous lorment
of témptations, Hwvery corner pre-
senta an Inviting prospect of intarest-
ing scenes, but it is hard to know
whether to turn or go- straight ahead.
(mo street i3 much lke anotiier, in
genaral adpect, same that some are
practicable for vehicles and othens are
not. The latter ascend the precip-
ftous hillsides in series of stons steps,
which swarm withh humanity. At the
and of one of these "gradoni,”’ or steep
stroatd, where It meets a thorvough-
fare, will often Be a group of fHowdér
stally, kiving o wivid dash, of color
to the scene. Tar above stretches
the utoep stons staircase, with the
bufldings so glose together that the
clothing hung out of windows on
sticks and on wires drying, almost ol
soure the view of the skyx

Brand d in Wax Baby.

M.—’Hs.?lguml.u Pechard, formee
ly chief of the police amarchist brlh
gada, has foundsd a museum of erfmi
nology. Among Its curfous contents
are a bellow wax baby which was.
used to smuggle brandy into Paria.
A woman carried a balyy into the city
every day, but as it mever grew any
bigger the authorities, examinsd it and
diseovered the frande

Brothers Mest Aftsr Many Years.
Ansonfa, Conn—Willlam, Merris
and Frank Ginzel, brothers, all ever
seventy, who parted in Nashwille,
Tann, forty-thres years ago, met hore

. Mayor Revokes Baloam License,
_ Ohlcigo.—Mayor Harsison
the saloon lidense of John Lang
he ascertained that a hand bool
) ted In the saloon for

Oocasionally these daye ons findb m

i eervant with a servileattitude of mind:

and am adoring, ungelfish heart. Such.
& nurse muid was Pansy, and she lay-
ighed alll the devotion of her simple
heart on her young charge; Bobby, On
his first birthday anniversary she: sat
looking, at Him in admiration and: after
a long sllence she turned to her mis.
treas:

“Mrs, Blank, do you think. Bobby willi
ever be president of the United
Btates "

THe young. mother woulll not: alto-
gother pooh-pooh the idea of such

| glowing, possibilities for har son's- fu.

ture, so she amiled and said: “Well,
¥ou nevar can. tell, Pansy. He: might.
But why did. you ask that?"

“Oh," came the ready raply, “1' was.
just sittinglooking at him; and: Ba'sso
amart and. bright already; and. besides,
L thought: he'd make such. a pretty
president!”—Kansas City Star.

Woman of Mystary.,
The famous “white Indy," whomever
missed a day of the Dreyfus trial] has
just diedl at Hyeres, France; aged
sixty. About a month ago she ar-:
rivadiat Bormes and complained to the
mayor tliat people wers endeavoring
to abduet her with the wiew of ulti-
mately securing Mer proparty. As there
was no evidence of any stolo plot the
mayor marely advised her to make g
will, and gent a notary to ler lodging,
but when: he reached. it He found that
the lady bad departed with Doctor
Petdt for Hyeres. She took the Villa
Mathiide, where she has just died Her
reall name”was Mme, Jouffray d'Ab-
bans. The precurer of Toulon imme--
diately had seals affixed, and ordered:
a careful invemtory of the objeots in
Ber traveling bag, whiclr she always
carried and which is suppesed to com
tadn about $50,000 in meney and at
least $150,000 in Jewelw:. This, how
ever, remains to be proved.

e

Keep Ceol
and

- Comfortahle

Don't spend so mueh of
your time cogking during bet
weather; and your family- will
be healthier without the beavy
cooked fooda.

Give them

Post




