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the greater and Mars

Two “Bad Ones” Put Their Heads Together.

is the d_:te of the conjunction of Mars and Sat-

urn, to which astrologers assign the most malign
Influences over the fates of men. Saturn they call
the

lesser “infortune.”

the first

This Day in History.

TH[S Is the anniversary of the birth, in 1815, of
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, pioneer leader in this
country in woman suffrage.

! She issued the call for
“Woman’s Rights Convention” in 1848.

GET-RICH-QUICK WALLINGFORD

A Delightful Serial

Intrigue and the Triumph of
Love Over Dishonesty.

(“Get-Rich-Quick Walliingford” 1

Is & Cosmopolitan Production
based on some of the famous Wal-
lingford storles and the famous
play by George M. Cohan, di
rected by Frank Borzage and re-
leased as a Paramount Picture.)

Soreen Version Novelized.

By Jane McLean
“THIB is going to be a real

town from now on,” were

Dempsey’'s firat words as
the two men emerged in answer to
his gesture.

“1 belleve It 1s. Mr. Wallingford
talks like a business man—he's ask-
ed Mr. Daw to get him a map of
the city right away."

“Hello, Mr. Dempsey,” ecried Clint
Harkins, breaking into the conver-
sation greatly out of breath, but
afire with enthusiasm, “I've got it
all fixed already—big surprise. You
can't guess.”

“8pill 1t," urged Eddie.

“The Battlesburg Band is golng
to turn out in honor of the arrival
of Mr. Wallingford, the Blade will
Eive him a send-off. That's the
kind of an up-to-date newspaper I
get out. Where 18 he?"

“Hold your horses,” Mr. Demp-
sey cautioned. *“Lucky thing for
you you thought of that because I
was golng to suggest It myself; but
itt’s all the same—we all got to
work together. Going to wear thelr
uniforms, I suppose?’’

“S8ure, and we're painting a big
banner, ‘Welcome to Wallingford.” "

“It's a great idea,” said Eddle.

“I'll say 1t 18" from Harkins; "“we
want that manufacturing plant.”

Mr. Daw, at this point smiling
his approval at the manner in which
Wallingford had captured the ecitl-
gens of Battlesburg, caught sight
of Dorothy Welles, and Inviting her
and Gertie to the drug store for a

.

soda, separated himself from t?:le

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE.

Horace Daw, known as "Blackis.' »
well-dressed ¥ood- looking plausible
Young man, arrives in the sleepy little

town of Battleaburg, lowa,
Palace, the beat hotel and
Ingratiate himself with the citizens. He
also falls In love with Dorothy Welles,
duughter of a real estate operator. Mr
Daw finally intimates that he s looking
l’u'r A& manufacturing site for J Rufus
Wallingford, his principal, whoss ex-
ploits as & bullder and financler he
axtols to the citizens of the town Wall-
Ingford arrives after llaw huas learned
that Eddie Lamb, the hotel clerk, has
$11,000 in the bank.

Koes (o the
proceeds to

rest of the company.

Bounds of decided mirthful char-
acter were audible from the floor
above, and Colonel Battles' volce was
the prevailing one In the laughter
and conglomerate noise that drifted
to the ears of the curious listeners.

Mr. Wellee winked at Dempsey,
as though forecasting one of the big-
gest surprises the town had ever
known. Nor was he mistaken. Mr.
Dempsey's home brew was of a na-
ture at once swift and potent. The
magic personality of J. Rufus Wal-
lingford had induced the staid colo-
nel to sip, then drink and then con-
tinue, and the result was bevond the
dreams of the oldest inhabitant,

Colonel Battles appeared at the
top of the stairs arrectionately grip.
ping the arm of Wallingford and d-.
claring in a loud voice that he'd
never had a more enjoyvable visit in
his life.

“I'll look up that book for vou,
Mr. Battles,” said Wallingford, smil.
ing and holding tight to his guest
to prevent him from stepping off
into space and breaking his neck.

“You're all right,” answered Bat-
tles in a thick voicee.

I think it's in my Palm Beach
library."” went on his host, I usually
carry it with me, but this time—-""

“Never mind, Wallingford, vou're
a good fellow. You've convinced
me that a certain amount of money
invested in this town—in this town

of Adventure,

One of the
exciting
scenes
in the

new motion
picture

“Get-Rich-

Quick Wal-

lingford,”

soon to be

shown at
leading
theaters.

—to perpetuate—that's what
said—perpetutate the name of Bat
tigg will be a fine thing. 1

vou 4

n goinge

to think it over Walllngford—! am

"

—and you're a good fellow

By the time he had finished this
for him lengthy speech Mr. Battles

had reached the lowest stepn.

His

hat was cocked on side of his head,

a cigar stuck belllgerently
from his lps. Catching sight
Gunther, he paused unsteadily.

upwiard
of

“l want you to drive me home,

Abe."

S o i

"“Yes the door,
Mr. Battles.”

“Did you ever read the life of my
Benjamin

remar k-

elr

carriage at

great-great-grandfathoer,

Rattles—one of the most

able men of his time, if 1 do say
Driving Him Home.
Mr. Gunther having disclaimed

any such lterary feat, managed to
CHCOrL colonel the
and after maneuvering to get
him inside, he drove off, while Mr.
Welles and the rest of the amazed

the (L}] carriage
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company made mental
the Rufus
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over and st
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greatneas of J.
as evidenced by

the parsimonious il
pat Croesus of Battlesburg.
Mr. Wallingford

pleased himeelf, a4

was  somewaht |
with he stoo
watching the departure of his 1

Incidentully he became awnr

he was & conter of attraction
he was being sized up, weiched ancd
measured by groups of cves in varl

the lobhy.

around fi

ous puarts of

He looked Horaen
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When a Girl Marries

AN INTERESTING STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE

By Ann Lisle

SMILED amiably and ns if sure

I we understood each other, I

thought it safe to conclude

that Mr. Rogers would get the im-

pression 1 wished to convey—that

Dad Lee was an old man and a bit

uncertain mentally, His reply show-
ed e I'd bullt well,

“T know how you feel, Mrs. Har-
rson. Responsible but not very af-
fectionate. Well, I'll tell you all I
know—wishing it was more. The
old gentleman seemed kinda agi-
tated all last Sunday afternoon.
He'd had a lady to lunch and after
she left he paced around this lobby
like a lunatic begging your pardom
madam. But it helps excuse what

he did later. He had another guest
in for dinner, and this one wuasn't
#s0o much of a lady. And he came to
me in great excitement after she
went and asked about the first train
to Oklahoma City."”

“That's all you know?' I quee-
tioned.
“There’'s  this—he asked us to

hold his mail. BSaid he'd telegraph
it he needed it. Otherwise to hold
it till he came back.”

“Oh, then he's planning to come
back,” 1 repliced.

“Yes—and one thing more. He
sald he might bring a friend along.
A sort of invalid maybe. And would
we be sure and have a room where
they could be quiet and restful.'

“Thank you,” I sald, rising to go.
“T may count on you to say noth-
ing about the poor old man's fan-

cles—and to let me know if you
bhave a telegram asking for his
mall?"

“Of course, madam. I'm here to
merve you,” replied the man suave-
ly.

For all my seeming ealmness and
pelf possession, T left the hots]l in a
whirl., 1t Is posaible that the “sort
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b of Invalid” whom Dad Lee exnects

to bring back with him Is—Dick
West?

Dinner at a cafeterla and an
evening at the movies fllled in
the hours until it was sgafe
to reckon that Pat and Virginia
would be homeward bound from

Carlotia’s. BEven in my lonliest girl-
hood days I had never permitted

myself to be driven to guing out
alone in search of an evening's
amusement. A book and the quiet
of my own room had been my idea
of a solitary evening's entertain.
ment.

So I came home feeling pretty
desolate. But the tray of sand-
wiches and fruit lemonade I found
In my little sitting room made me
see I hadn't been forgotten. And I
got further cheer and courage from
the prompt appearance of Carlotta,
looking very sweet and girlish with
her copper-red halr hanging like a
flame against her white crepe de
chine negligee. We chatted for a
while of trifles. Then I brought
out the question which was hother-
Ing me almost as much as Dad
Lee's strange disappearance

“Did you tell Virginia and Pat
that I'd come here to live?"' |
asked,

“I told them,” replled Carlotta,

feeling her way slowly and speal:-
ing with none of the vivid energy
which had once heen so character-
istic of her. "And [ can't =av it
seemed to make much of a hit with
Virginia. 1 was glad for your sake
that I could tell her we'd worked
this out on a sound financial basis
like two men keeping bachelor hall
together."”

“That's a clever way of putting
it"” I replied. *“You're a splendid
sort.”

Carlotta smiled wanly. Then,
after A moment or two of thought-
ful silence, she cried, explosively:

“If 1 didn't have you to think
about I'd be in a bad way. 1'd think
about myself, and that won't do a
bit of good. Gee, I'm a pig! But
when I think of Jim's coming hak
and taking you away from me I get
cold prickles up and down my spina,
That's what a splendid sort I am.
Oh, by the way, Anne, a woman
telephoned about dinner time and
begged to speak to you.

“Did she leave a name?"”
idly.

“"Yos—she sald to toll you Bertha
wanted you, but not to 'phone the
house and speak to IHedwig untll
ahe'd seen you, Can you make head
or tall of that?"

"INOt entirely But part of i's
clear enough., Dertha Is an ex-maid
of mine, and =0 Is Hedwig. Virgin-
in's been emploving them both nt
Dreamwold. They got on badly, &3
perhaps they've quarreled and Bor.
tha may be anxious to reach me and
enlist me on her side. Dear moe—
I hope It isn’t that,” 1 mused, pain-
fully conscious of all the ramifica-
tions there were to my gquarrel with
Virginia.

“Virginia left this for you,
pose she was sorry (o mina
chance of a little chat."

When Carlotta was gone T selzed
the note and tore it open with eager
fingers A great joy surged up n
my heart at the thought of Vi=
ginla making the first move toward
u reconciliation

(To be continued Tuesday.)
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CLOTHES FOR
CHILDREN

By Rita Stuyvesant

T

needs particular attentior
pald to her clothes, for whils

HE little girl of two to eight

simplicity 18 the keynote to all ju
venile smartness, frocks s«hould
be hoth iIndividual and comfort-
able. The child who must be
quickly dressed for play needs ser-
vicable little bloomer dresses, hut
some ng better for afternoons,
parties and dancing—school occas-
ions,

Washable materials are well

chosen for youngsters, and among

these one may select chambray
small checked ginghams, linen-fin
ished cotton, dimity, plain lawn, cot
ton crepe, plain wvolle, or
swiss.

A new model slips on over the
head, and has short kimona sleeves

dotted

It is made from an unusual yoke
and is prettily smocked below., A
round flat collar and cuffs of the

material is blankct stiteched and has

cunning pockets to show the stitch

ery. Black stitchery on yellow
chambray is Interesting and, in fact,
goes well on any colored frock.

Many other color schemes, however

may be chosen and are equally us

lovely.

I'nder this slip-on frock one wears
step-ln bloomers 8o that any little
gir! may dress hersell for there
are no tedious buttons or hooks to
fasten.

When your Yyoungest daughter

goes to Sunday school she will look

her prettiest in & frock
pongee smocked and
heavy red sllk. Straight

stitched

of natural
in
stepin

panties with turned cuffs done In

red accompany the frock.

Another smart frock that showed

much individuality was of whit
wool jersey and was elaborately em
broldered In various colored worsted

It was a simple little kimono frock

with oval neck and brief sleeves,
and the bottom showed a slight
flare,

The hem was stitched in five
rows of worsted, rose, gold, purple,
black and green, and odd motifs
were sacattered along the bottom.

repealed
ane

This decoration was also
around the neck and sleeves,
there was a braided girdle of
worsted tassoled at the ends.

1
1
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DO YOU KNOW
THAT—

Englishman, John Walker
the first practical frictior
18217.

An
Invented
match In
aplints covered with sulphur and tip

Thesoe woere wooder

ped with a mixture of sulphide of

antimony, chlorate of potash anc

Bum.

Small pocketknivea are called pen
knives becauss, when our ancestor
wanted o write, they used goos:
quille, which had to be sharpene
from time to time as they wo
away., Hence writers carried snu
knivea, known ns penknlves,
townrd (he hown of
ship, port n the left and starhol
the right You ean romembor
by hearing In mind that “port'’
“left” have ench four 'etters i ke
port light Is red, the starbourd gr. o

lLookineg

1
1
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" The Wine of Life

STORY OF AN AMBITIOUS YOUNG SCULPTOR

By Arthur Stringer,

Well.Known Novelist and Author

of Corntrywide Reputation.

g'ﬂ RROW,
. he could possibly see Charlotte.

gense of estrangement
Mlss Kirkner, he was told, was not
it But Medberry would sce
to it that any message which might
be left would her on her re-
turn,

Storrow, beyond an expression of
conventional regrets, knew of no
message, and with no ponderable lea-
sening of restraint took his depar-
ture. Two davs later he received a
ehort note from Charlotte explaining
that her mother had so greatly im-
proved that she would be taken
South as soon as she could be safely
moved, She hoped Owen would
havew happy and successful wintar,
It struck Storrow as odd that the ¢x-
jression of & hope 8o benignant
should carry with it so keen a barb
of discomfiture to its recipient.

down by a
asked if

welphisd

home.

rodch

CHAPTER XI.

The sound of gaspes and walls, of
pleadings and imprecations, echoed
through the gloomy old bullding off

Madison Square

“Awful shouted a man's voice
when the agony had come to &n
end “Simply awful!”

“Then why can't you let me o
it my own way?" demanded the tear-
ful voice of a woman.

“"That's just what's the matter.
You haven't got any way. If youl
pull a few feathers from the wings
of your imagination and stick then

in the tail of vour judgment, you
might get somewhere."

“Then stop ridiculing me!*

“I ridicule you ns long as you
don't do things right. I'm the bhig
ki-ky of this kennel, and you're
going to do what 1 say."

1§ ou claiming o be a dog,
I agree with you,” was the Impas-
sloned retort,

“Then we'll let it go at that and
get back to our work And Just

save a little of that pep, please, Jor
professional purposea'’

It was the lahorpaing of Art,
and the olive-akinned Hebrow
known as Herman Krasaler come

to coach Torrie Throasel In her new
part. He had worked with her an
hour, at first quletly and patlently,
tl X 1 hefore
Storrow In the next room fully un-
deratood what was taking place. He
renlized, during what became an In-

v pHorivels

eredibly nolsy scene, that the flery-
hearted litle man of the sage was
3 ¥ h ey flort 1o imymnret

fire to the protesting and somewhnat

bewildered girl confronting him, It
was an emotional “bit," apparently,
and the noviee was nelther sure of

her way nor fully consclious of whatl
wne expeciod of her
ry that agaln, and for the
ike get a llttle life Into it1"

gl hear her all but ex-
LIt I conch demand,

I yonu “l-]'lrllll“ I ean't! I
nnt It wns the almost sullen
pr of the girl, in a volee already
he with fatigne

ve got to," commanded the

And he proeecded 1o gond

unt her Into renewed activs

ockeying her into position
and swguin as a rider Urges n

? apirited hunter up to an except
ally hazardous jump.

| Storrow  resented that achitra

| assumption of control over the mind

| and body of the girl Floo by

| comprechend what wus tuko i
on the other side of
realized the domination, fu 1 (

I ment at least, of tha I W
over the less adrolt will of | }
Krassler was trying to o
man body of 11s own s !
thrust an altogether Jiff
mike-believe one, into its |

| was Ltaking possession of hea

f bpuin hient wsscin bl I

| sult his own ends.

| “"No! No! No shottted Krasslo

| to the weary Torrk “PDon't wi

| like that' That's vour . big line
vou've got to get son | it L
into it. Don't sing like a sick par- |
rot. Feel it, woman, (eel 1 |

"1 can’'t feel it It's a fool of a |

”

line, and vou know 11!

“It's certalnly a fool of a line i
when vou read it that way wiks |
the other impassioned retort “Any |
line would be. But the line's there |
and you've got to squecze the la
drop of lfe out of it. That's what !
God gave vou a brain for. So oo |
back and try it again And do |
swallow your volce as though
had a hot potato agninst vou |
sils. Throw it out—straight out In |
front of you. Throw it out so Il
hit eight hundred people flat in the
face.

It was tried agaln, and Krassler
groaned aloud. Then stlll again
came explanation, expostulati
the lash of mockery, the high
pitched curt commanils And
agaln a voleea which did not scem |
Torrle's volee pleaded  mnd shook
with Ita factitious emotion, roge
and fell with Its waves of purely
Iimaginary woe, choked In a franti-
cally achleved Imltatlon ot a sob,

“You're getting it girl, vou're get- |
ting it,” cried the excited volce of |
Krasslor “Now Keep on o oand |
through the whole scone, * * % irap
your voice on that, and don't move _I
until you come to the words 1 |
never knew—I1 never knew' * ¢ @
Keep your spine suff. * * * No,
no, you can't beat vour cheat-hone !
like a haboon You can’t « that
on Broadway—thieoy canneld tha
twenty years ago, ®* * * Laook, ks
this. * . * * And freeze un
word ‘Forever'—don't move o
cle until Randolph flings the
in your face!"

Storrow overheard |t
vague dlsquiet in hisg soul
and more resented this
appropriation of Torrle's porsona |
even in the name Ari I
gented the thought of Rer heing
ploited and sawayed and pnrassc
this professional exploiter of emo. |
tion. It seemed to involve the sub |
morgence of her own Individual |
It tended to translate e into som
thing new, something ohll )
mote. And the thought of any
eftrangement was ady paantul
to him,

Pangs of Jealousy,
He paced his room, tryving to think

with n
He m

nll

wul

tha thing out, itrving to persasd
himself that It was somcthing mos
than sheer physieal Jjealousy, 11
heart was ftill a parliament of thee
gllent debating volees when he b i
Krassler saying wgood-nlght to "l

rie
(To be continued Monday )
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In this
episode the
genial
Dempsey,
enraged
at Fannie's
insistence
that if
Wallingford
wants to
dictate
letters
he shall
come to her
desk, orders
her to go
to him or

lose her
position.

i

he was entitled to a
private conversation
\ before he proceeded fur-
azzle the natives.
. hetween the two girls,
ntered up on the piazza and see-
crowid called out to hia co-
“Hello, pot to meet
vharming ladiea?"’
mian,'” said Walling
up the bluff with all
rance of truth, “but never
can't find time for that."
i« Miss Gertle Dempsey,

Maw, feeling

minutes’

thy
worker, Hme

Viry VvOoung

rFollcow This Great‘ Story Here, Then

Watch for It on the Screen at the
Leading Theaters.

daughter of the landlord.”
“Ah, Miss Dempsey-—glad to meet

you."
Laying for Eddie.

“She's a lucky girl," Horace
went on, “she’'s engaged to Eddie
Lamb, the hotel clerk, and he's got
eleven thousand dollars In  the
bank."

Mr. Walllngford took the hint and
smlled graciously on Gertle, “Lucky
young man to have you,” he saild.
“Where is he?"”

“Hey, Eddie,” e¢rled Dempsey,
“Mr. Wallingford wants yvou."
Jddie Lamb, blushing, trotted

forth a good deal like a turkey cock
At a poultry show, and Mr. Walling-
ford effusively shook his hand, the
hand that could lay it ‘ingers on
eleven thousand dollars.

“And this is Miss Dorothy Welles
—you met her father, you know."”

“Indeed 1 did—charmed to meet
vou, Miss Welles—your father is a
very Interesting man

“Oh, I may,” cried Willie, inject-
ing himself unceremoniously into
the group, “you ought to see the
mob in front of the Blade—the
whole town's turned out.

“C"ome along, Gertie, 1've got
something to  tell you,” cried
Darothy, pulling her companion’'s
arm. *“I'll be back soon, Horace,”
she called to her late escort.

“Oh, it's Dorothy and Horace al-
ready, 18 1t?" whispered the amused
Mr. Wallingford.

“Jsn't she a peach, though?" de-
manded Mr., Daw.

“She's the reason you want
to start a manufacturing plant so
you can linger longer, Lucy—noth-
ing to it, old top; we'll clean up in
three davs, and beat it while the
beating is good."”

“Build a factory
vou're crazy, Jimmy."

“Listen, BElackie, the manufactur-

me

in three days;

4

b ing thing is off: we'll put a few
notes through old Battles' bank and
then it's a getaway.”

“You mean you're not going Lo
Elve me a chance to get acquainted
with her?"

“Bay.," remarked Wallingford,
“you're not in love, are vou?"

“Behave yourself,” was Blackie's
rejoinder to this preposterous ques
tlon. For be It understand neither
Mr. Daw nor Mr. Wallingford ever
allowed themselves to fall in love:
their motto was business before
pleasure, and they were wise enough
to know that love making 18 often a
serious  handleap the former
They had agreed on this long ago,
and they thought they were girl-
proof. But that was before they
came to Battlesburg.

Plans All Laid.

“0O. K. then." whispered Walling-
ford as though passing a remark
about the frescoes the Palace
moulding. “Nixy manufacturing—
all off—cold; we Saturday—
you get me?"

Mr. Daw nodded, but he didn't
agree; to hide his disgust he turn-
ed toward the stairs and volced an
ejaculation quite forelgn to his
usual mode of speech.

Mr. Harkins could not resist the
opportunity of personal speech with
the new arrival

10

oaon

move

“You know what we're doing.
sir'” he sald taking Daw’s place at
Wallingford's  elhow. We're get-

ting out an extra in honor of your
coming."

“Keep busy,” sald Wallingford
encouragingly. “That's the spirit—
I never let grass grow under my

feet.”
“Now, then, Mr, Harkins, let me
butt in.,"” said Dempsey, marching

up to the figure in the checked suit,
“isn't there anything we can do for
yvou, Mr. Wallingford?"

(To be continued Monday.)
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THE RHYMING
OPTIMIST

——By Aline Michaelis—

I 1 glad Thanksgiving's draw-

nigh; I greet it with &
and cast a proud and
Lhappy eve upon the turkey coop.
I .0 that coop is occupied by
ndid bird, when served

I o the side all care
alwurd. l've met some

I must  admit, lined up

my wav: but these like relt-

iniste  will flit when comes
Iday. I"m glad 1 don't
letnks, for bankin's bad
v for this boon 1 tender
theer a rousing cheer.
haven't sacks of gold or
= I Luinids gialore, for when
th ) tax is told, the rich
noomore, I'm glad 1 was

e a Yap or
T ur b post of all my gifta I
it of dafly work! Not
Thanksgiving time do I
exult thi= hoom, 1 sing it's praise in
I rhvme both morning,

I oon. For work makes
all the whe go round that lead
Street; it i the surest
und for making both ends
Itockerbilts may sit and
their coin roll in;

4 VINg

inks aind

rosd  to

w]m
[
micthoal fi
1
i

nd watch

I have not a block of stock and

vily need #=ome tin,  For me, no

coupons by the yard; nathless I
tls ot sob and say: “Alack, my
It i= hard!  Insatead, 1 blems my
joh Thunks=giving Day and other
idavs 1 oradtse my tuneful note and
fing my litile hymn of praise for
on which 1 dote. The world

i« full of lovely things, my tur-
kev's in the coop, and so0 my spirit
sonrs and sings; I whoop & thank-
ful w }."'ILI:

ADVICETO THE
LOVELORN

~—RBy Beatrice Fairfax—-

l)l,‘\l! MISS FAIRFAX:
. I huve been golng with a
of soventeen for about six
tha After the 21at of SBep-
tember he left for a college, and
moew then we have Kept up a
B4 correspondence. By  tha
st lotter T received from him he
. heard T had had lots of
lendg, and hadn't time to
write him and for me to forget
hitn, Now, Miss Falrfax, I couldn't
dov this, and 1 would ke your ad-
w 1 ecould win him back,
MININE ADMIRER.,
to win him back, You
{ remember the young man s
| v with his college work and
probably hasn't time to write you
every  dny However, like many
iva nnd men, instead of telling
yiou t truth, he has tried to make
it n pear that vou haven't the time.
[ ' im, a8 he no doubt has

B0 intenda,

FAIRFAX:
love with my
me, but we hensitate
viuuse we fear that our children
it be normal.  There are
w years difference In our
vie aresboth healthy and
v healthy famlilies
AVIN amd again this question

Monlern wolencea

h ohi g ns to the marringe
ol (4 1 wpproves when they
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The Great Shadower

YOU CAN'T SHAKE OFF YOUR CONSCIENCE

By W. A. McKeever.

Widely Known Lecturer and Author
and a National Authority on

Juvenile Problems.
M

boy, how would you like to
try this test?

A certain branch of the
Government wanted a voung man
for a highly responsible position
abroad. A young bank clerk was
thougnt to be sultable for the
place, and so he was “shadowed"”
for a perfod of nine days and
nights., In order to determine for

a certainty how he spent his time
and money, what he did with his
leisure, and the like, a special de-
tective was assigned to the task.

The young “‘prospec'” was found
to be courteous in manner, careful
about his personal appearance,
prompt with his appointments, con-
servative in his use of money, in-
clined to spend his evenings chief-
Iy at home or in the library, and
possessnd of a forward-looking
plan for his future.

1t 18 needless to say that he was
chosen for the pluce. “And he
never even auspected such a thing
up to the time the place was ten-
deredd him,” stated a proud uncle
in relating the incident,

+

Now, hoy, there is some one
“shadowing’ wyou. It is your con-
science, a detective far more re-
liabls than any Government agent.
You cannot get away from this

searchlight of inner judgment. As
to that you cannot possibly be mis-

my

taken. Simply turn this “sleuth”
on the trall of your conduct for the
past nine dayg and nights and have
him bring a true bill:

Where have you spent your
nights?

What have you done with your
lefusre time?

How have you employed your
money?

Whom have you helped or
wronged?

In what respect have you gained
or lost?

To whom have you brought hap-
pinese or despair?

What have you done to credit
or discredit vour emplover?

What visions, high or low, hava
vou been entertaining as to your
future?

What have you done that has
been serviceable to mankind?

What apecial acts of yours have
shown true reverence for your
Maker?

THE FIRST CHOICE
OF CHEF
AND HOUSEWIFE

£

In ma.king

Cream,

DORCHESTER .

Booklet of Chowce Recipes sen free on approval

The Best Results are
Obtained by Using

Baker’'s Chocolate

(Blue Wrapper, Yellow Label)

Cakes, Pies, Pudding, Frostin
auces, Fudges, Hot and Cold
For more than 140 years this chocolate has

been the standard for purity, delicacy of flavor,
and uniform quality.

IT IS THOROUGHLY RELIABLE

57 Highest Awards in
Europe and America

The trade-mark “La Belle Chocolatiere” on every
genuine package

WALTER BAKER & CO. LTD.

Established ! 780

Ice
rinks

’ MASSACHUSETTS




