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The Herring’s Big Cousin.

tarpon is a gigantic cousin of the herring,
weighing up to 800 pounds. A rod only 10 feet long
and a line little stronger than a string is used, and

the fisherman landing one is awarded a special button.

: This Day in History.

THIB is the anniversary of the death, in 1504, of Isa-

bella of Castile, the patroness of Columbus, with-
out whose help the intrepid navigator might never
have embarked on the voyage to discover a new world.

{

GET-RIC

A Stirring Narrative of the Influence
of Love on the Lives of a Girl

and a Man.

(“Get-Rich-Quick Walliingford” T
Is a Cosmopolitan Production

“Jim'll be tickled to death to ses
you; why didn’'t you let us know
you were coming?"

“Oh, just thought of it as the
train was pulling in—say, that's
something new, the Overland stop-
ping here, isn't it? 1ls that one of
the wonders J. Rufus has pulled
off? 1 hear you're married too—
well, well.”

“Yes, got a fine boy, too. Here's
Jim—guess who's here, Jim,” he
called as the tall figure of his part-
ner emerged from the hall.

But Wallingford didn’'t need to
guess. “I'll be hanged,” he cried.
“The same old Tom—you old fraud,
why didn't you wire ua?"

“Look funny for a mere detective
to be sending a telegram to a couple
of millionaires, wouldn't 1t?"

An Unlooked-for Welcome,

“None of that, Tom. Where are
you staying—can't you come up
here—we'll show you around.”

“Nothing doing—I'm off tomor-
row."

“You're going to stay a few days,
anyway,” Blackle put in, “if we
have to corral your luggage.”

“Can't be done,” sald Mr. Dono-
hue. *“I just had a hankering to
look in on you fellows—I've been
hearing so much about you for the
past two years—by George, it's
wonderful. The boss back at head-
quarters couldn't belleve It was all
true—sort of a pipe dream he calls
it—well, I guesa he's wrong.

‘““He 1s,” said Wallingford, point-
ing to the lights in the streets be-
low and the evidences of industry.
‘““There’'s the answer; we've got the
most prosperous town in the Middie
Weat."

“And Jim's the chap who's done
it,” put in Blackie.

“You've got to give the boas
credit,”” Donohue explained. “He

always sald If you fellows would in-
ject half the energy into the straight

lingford stories and the famous
play by ' George M. Cohan, di-
rected ‘by Frank Borzage and re-
leased as a Paramount Picture.)

Screen Version Novelized.
By Jane McLean

E astute Yosi did not fail to

recognize the familiar features

of an old acquaintance who he
had long hoped would never appear
on: his horizon again.

““Hello, Yosl,” cried Donohue, smil-
Ing into the mask-like face of the
Japanese, “‘how's tricks? Long time
since we met, eh, what?"

“Police!"” said Yosi
clutching at his heart.

There was that in his tone that
#et Donohue alaughing. He hastened
to reassure him. “Don’'t be afraid.
It'’s only a friendly call—tell your
boss I'm here, will you?"

Mutual Recognition.

Yosl was spared this unpleasant
duty, by the appearance of Blackie
Daw, immaculate in dress suit.
“Yosi,” he called, “the guests are
walting for their wraps" and then
he caught sight of the stranger.

One word the astute Jap managed
a8 he edged past Mr. Daw into the
hall; that word was one that had
spread dismay in the days gone by.
“Bull,” said Yosi under his breath.

“Well, if it isan't Tom Donohue,”
and he advanced to shake hands
with the man he had formerly tried
hard to avoid.

“What are you doing here?”
asked Blackie Iin a voice that be
trayed no uneasiness."”

“On my way to Des Moines to
pick up a guy and fetch him East;
thought I'd stop off and see If you

were behaving yourselves, you and
Wallingford."

with fear

H-
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goods that you put into bunco games
you'd be rich. He called the turn
all right.”

He stood back to survey the well-
dressed figures before him. *“Gee,”
he cried, “it's hard to belleve you
were both a couple of——"

“Don't say 1t aloud, Tom,"” cau-
tioned Wallingford,

“1 won't—but when are you com-
ing back to Broadway? low long
can you stand this small town stuff.
I have to laugh at the boobs here
all right——"

Mr. Daw looked at his partner
with an indignant frown. “‘See here,
Tom, can that stuff—you're In
WwWrong. There aren’'t any boobs
in Battlesburg, and as for going
back, as far as I'm concerned, this

4 18 good enough for me.

Wallingford, Blackie Daw and their wives survey the busy city of Battles

£ R e e,

s I

town of a few years ago by Wallingford’s cleverness.

you, Jimmy?"

“I'll make you a present of my
share of the white lights, Tom; that's
hafy 1 feel,” sald Wallingford,

Square with the World.

“Going to live all your livea in a
joke tank town llke this?" Deno-
hue nodded, as though the idea were
really humorous,

“We've got the greatest business
in this part of the country, and we've
got the finest hotel in the state,
We've got the best traction lines In
this part of the country and we-ve
got a millionaire’'s club with forty
members. You're off, Tom; It's
Broadway that's the joke, not Bat-
tlesburg."

How about 4

N

“And they tell me you've squared 4
yourself with every boob you ever
trimmed?"

“We pald them two for one," sald
Wallingford, “we're quits with the
world."”

“l am proud to know you, both
of you,"” sald Donohue, as the guests
began to come out.

It was too late for the caller to
escape. He stood there while Mr,
and Mrs. Dempsey, the latter wear-
ing a wrap made by a rue de ia
Palx modiste, sald their good-hyes,
He was Introduced to them both—
he met the fashionable Eddie Lamb
dnd his wife, Gertle—Eddie the
$26,000 a year advertising manager
of the Tack Co., which, instead of

burg, transformed from

p bought the concern.

selling out to the Eureka, had

the sleepy

He shook hanis
with Clint Hankina and the bejew-
eled Mrs. Hankins, and he was pre-
sented to Col. Battles, and his brotn-

er, Tim Battles, ana Henry Quig
and the one-stime hackman, Abe
Giunther, and the amliable Mr.
Welles, as those gentlemen came i

ainging In a group to say goodnight
to their host.

They expressed thelr delight at
mecting the wvisitor from the East;
any friend of Wallingford's was u
friend of theirs, and they invited
Mr. Donohue to come to the club and
make a night of It.

“And you think New York's got
anything on this town?" asked Wal-

INGFORD

A Delightful Serial of Adventure,
Intrigue and the Triumph of
Love Over Dishonesty.

Ingford smiling, as the jovial direc- T

rs of the Tack Co. departed.
“I'm beginning to think I was

The front door closed and the
two men stood looking from the
veranda at a trolley passing in the

wrong,” Donohue admitted. distance.

“We know you're wrong; the “I tell you,” sald Wallingford,
great-great-grandfather of the oid “Fannie's a wonderful woman;
fellow founded this town."” she's responsible for all this.™
The Last Trick. “S8he and Dorothy,” amended

“Benjamin Battles?" asked Mr. | Blackie Daw.

“You know, when I think back.
I wonder sometimes how we ever
got so far as we did without going
to jall—do you ever feel the long-

Donohue, who seemed famillar with
the name. “Oh, yes, I read about
him in a book I picked up in the
train—some man he was, all right.”

Blackie Daw began to laugh— | Ing to play the old game coming
Wallingford held out his hand. | over you, Blackle?”
“Shake hands with the author.” “Once in a while,” admitted
“You wrote it?" asked tne M- Blackie, “but I think of Dorothy

and my little boy, and then it's all
off."”

“I'l tell vou,” esald J. Rufus,
“let’'s talk with Tom In the morn-
Ing and offer him a good salary
to stay here and keep his eye on
us—that'll make us both feel easy."

“That's the hest Idea you ever
had,"” said Blackie Daw.

“Say,"” said Wallingford, after a
pause, “‘did yvou ever tell Dorothy
the truth?”

“Yes 1 did: 1 made a clean slate
of it,” sald Blackie. “I didn’'t want
her to hear it from anyone elsge.”

credulous detective.

““Had to, to square myself, and
the joke of it is it's selling llke
hot cakes! Here are the ladies.”

“Fannie,"” called Wallingrora,
“come here a minute—an old friend
of ours, Mr. Donochue.”

“Yes,” sald Donohue, shaking
hands with Fannie and then with
Dorothy, like a man in a dream, “I
used to see a lot of the boys be-
fore they came West."

A cry from the house interrupt-
ed him! a further smile wreathed
itself about his face as he asked:

‘A boy?" “1 did, too,” said Wallingford.
K ; They're some little girls.”

hed at Walli s i )
 dectigions s s They watched the smoke from

“Trust a man for getung things
wrong,” apologized Donohue; “a
girl of course."”

“One and one make two,” said
Wallingford. *““Twins."

“You're right,” s=sald Donohue,
“this is some town." And he
promised, under the artful persua-
glons of the ladles, to stay over
and see the tack factory and m-
spect the trolley lines and view the
city as it should be viewed.

Mr. Donohue departed and the
ladies retired with a warning to
their husbands not to sit up too
late.

their cigars trailing up in the half
light, then J. Rufus spoke again.
“It takes a smart man to be a
clever crook, doesn't it, Blackie?”

“You. bet,” agreed Mr, Daw.

“But what a fool a smart man is
for being a crook, lsn't he?"

“1 should say he Is." .

They continued to smoke until
Wallingford threw away his cigar.

“Did you ever think what we owe
those girls?” he asked.

“You =said it,” replied Blackie
Daw, as they turned to join their

wives.
THE END.
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BOBBIE AND
HIS PA

By William F. Kirk
HE public of this grate na-
shun gita some strange no-
shuns sumtimes, sed Ma last

Colleges and
Morals = |

By W. A. McKeever

Widely Known Lecturer and Author
And a National Authority on

T

Juvenile Problems. nite.
OW do you evaluate the col- What is the latest noshun? sed
I I lege which your son or | Pa.
. * daughter is attending? Islﬂit Oh, thay seme to maik such a
ntellectual achievement, scientific grate f I
research, social advantage, moral itch nss caver sum baseball
direction, religious integrity, or | Piicher or sum fiter or sum movie

star, sed Ma, & you hardlup evver
heer them pralsing a grate college
perfessor, llke; what my deer old
d&d&iﬂ w“. .d m.. §% "

Well, what of it, sed Pa. You
hardly evver heer the wurld prais-
ing eeven me, do you? sed Pa.

Hardly evver, sed Ma. Sumtimes
I think it will be jest as well for
Bobbie to be a grate baseball pitch-
er as a grate thinker, sed Ma., He
throwed a rock thru the front win-

spirit of democracy?

The first three of these might be
considerad hy some as major col-
leglate issues, and the other three
as secondary. Just' now, whh the
entire country in a tense struggle
to control the morals of the young
and to refine public morals In gen-
eral, it {8 my contention that the
college authorities should stress the
second three, the altrulstic purposes.

Every high consideration for the
early return of common society to
that lofty and quiet level character-
istic of a decade ago warrants us in

urging that the colleges of all dow yester-day, sed Ma, which
classes throw their powerful influ- shows that his arm s working
good, sed Ma.

ence into the task of turning the
public mind back toward ideallam
and altruism. Consider azgin sharp-
ly the three curative college motives
as given above:

Bobbie will be what he will be,
ped Pa, no matter what we want
him to be, & If he wants to be a
baseball pitcher T will not throw a

Moral Direction. ;'::eblll in his way. Ha, ha, sed
1i ; 4
i il b Maybe he will be & hew-merist

Spiritual Democracy.

By featuring these for even &
year's time and by giving full pub-
licity to their emergency programs,
our five hundred colleges could pro-
foundly change and elevate the
moral well-being of the entire com-
monwealth.

Without moral education the in-
dividual becomes selfish and grasp-
ing; without religious practice he be-
semes cynical and pessimistic; with-
out democratic traning he becomes
mean and intolerant.

ke you, sed Ma. Ha, ha.

The reeson the publick worships
A grate pitcher, sed Pa, is that grate
pitchers is scarse, sed Pa., Therae
are Jots of grate perfessors, lots of
grate docktors, lots of grate law-
vers, but vary few grate pitchers or
baseball mannidgers, sed Pa. That
wich vary very few can do is the
thing peepul admires most, sed Pa.
Do I malk myself cleer? sed Pa.

You do, sed Ma. In other words,
sed Ma, if shampane was as com-
mon as beer, it wud be the saim

f

price, sed Ma.

That Is a good illusterashun, sed
Pa, but it {8 not a sutabel one in
this dry Eery, sed Pa. It malks me
yern for the deer ded past to heer
you speak of shampane, sed Pa.
Aggenn I heer the popping cork
as wen I cut loose in New York,
sed Pa.

about Bobble's futer, sed Ma, is the

thot that he will not be up aggenst

Clears the Pores
f o :?I:dtem]l)‘t:zmna his noabel father
() Im 8O not to reesfet, sed Ma,
punhe' I think many mothers feels safer

s about thare boys now than thay
Daily use| | {000 & a lot of you old boys

oftheSoap,| | must feel thankful that yure sons
with oc- will not have to go thru the paces
casional x:'nl:cgey::l went thrru. ;u-d i\;am'rhny
er men for {t, se a,
:%u‘:h(e)'l ot‘ I hoap so, I hoap so, sed Pa, but
e ne- I find it hard to beleeve that thare
ment as] | will evver be better men than what
RO0G0d.] | (0.5 cke st M e
8, se a, we was
c‘:‘n.aﬁe. super-men, sed Pa, in the grate
andpuries theeter of Life, sed Pa.
theskinand & in many respecks you & yure
e~ keepsitfree old crowd was moar llke supers
A from pim- than like super-men, sed Ma, I am
L) 1 d glad to have lived to see the deth
59 IE €s an of the Flowing Bowl, sed Ma,
Wen I grow up 1 doan't care if

the wurld praises me or not & I
guess the wurld doant care neether.
All T want to git s enuff Doe so 1
can have what | want for my
friends & my Pa & Ma & myself &
beegides if you git enuff Doe you
will git praise enuff too, also.

Cuticura Talcum is ideal for
powdering and perfuming.
Tk

h-'bl-uu &ﬂr? “Outlewrs
m mtmant 3 and B0e.
Seap shaves without

One of the moast moothing thots.

By Arthur Stringer,

of Countrywide Reputatioa.

The men and women in Torrle's
world, he remembered, took a view
quite opposite to his, which they
would have laughed at as provincial,
as smug and mid-Victorion. And
that world, in a way, was already
his own world. He had entered It
and was being a part of it; and in
Rome, he concluded, it was acknowl-
edged best to do what the IRomans
did,

There were still certain aspects of
that world which he could not com-

dom of intercourse, its topsy-turvy-
dom of standards, were still a be-
wilderment to him. Repeatedly he
wis being confronted by that free-
masonry of Bohemia which kept
warning him there would have to be
ever-renewed shifts in the outposts
of behavior inexplicable contractions
at one point and equally inexplicable
expansions at another.

He dreaded, as all men of mensi-
bilitles dread, the accusation of nar-
rowness, Inlquity, he knew, waa
not peculiar to the city. He had
seen enough of country life to re-
member that impurity could walk
in lllaced lanes as corruptingly as
it sidled along lamp-lit pavements,
But in the crowded centers it brush-
od more disconcertingly alose to one,
And still agaln he made it a pont to

Well-Known Novelist and Author

prehend. 1ts casual liberties, its free-

The Wine of Life

T remember that he was a newcomer 4

THE WOMAN
OBSERVER

OU never can tell which way a
freshman class will jump when

asked to register their preferences
concerning favorite authors of the
past and present. Take the fresh-
man class of the University of
Louisille, Ky. Among 102 stud-
ents the vote for the most popular
of modern novelists has gone over-
whalming for Harold Bell Wright.
Charles Dickens heads the list of
favorites among standard authors,

Harold Bell Wright recelved over
twice as many votes as did ., O,
Wells and Mark Twain: over four
times as many as did Booth Tark-
ington, Sinclair L.ewis, Hugh Wal-
pole and others. John Fox, jr, and
Zane Grey tled for eecond place.

The list, in order of wvopularity,
ran: Harold Bell Wright; John Fox,
Jr., Zane Grey, Rudyard Kipling,
Mark Twain, H. G. Wells, Winston
Churchlll, William J, Locke, J. M.
Barrie, Sinclalr Lewis, Booth Tar-
kington, Hugh Walpole, James
Lane Allen, Jack London, Fdgar
Burroughs, Arnold Bennett, Diana
Craik, Irvin 8 Cobb, Mary Roberts
Rinehart, Willlam Dean Howells,
John Galsworthy, Kthel M. Dell,
Marion Crawford, Charles Neville
Buck, Kenneth Graeme, George
Barr McCutcheon, Jeffery Farnol,

Beulah Dix, Mras. Fannlg Caldwell
MeCauley.

The votes poled for standard
noelistsa ran as followsa: Dickens,
Cooper, Scott Stevenson, Fliot,
Thackeray, Jane Austen, Haw

thorne, Mark Twain, Henry James,

FEdgar Guest, Swinebourne, Viector
Hugo, Tennyson, Hardy, Bulwer-
Lytton,

to that great city so contradictory
in aspect and so indecipherable in
impulse,

It was not only too big to be
changed; it was aleo too complex in
its blind interweaving of strata for
him to choose and cleave to any one
particular plane. It was he himself,
and not the city, that must change.
Yet inevitable as those changes were
he had no intention of leaving life
little more than a mush of conces-
sglons. He would always Insist on
¢lbow-room for his soul.

And It was becoming more and

more difficult, he felt as he crossed

p

A STIRRING ROMANCE

By Arthur Stringer.

to Torrie’'s side and kissed her for 4+ his second gin-rickey he no longer

the make of peace, and purely for
the sake of peace, to distinguish be-
tween advance and retrogression,
between enslavement and emancipsa-

tion. For just a moment, before he
drank down the ginn-rickey which
she had mixed for him, he enter-
talned a suspicion that his wife's
ingistence on physical contact was
for inflammatory and obliterative

ends, to burn up in flame of passion
all tracea of more trivial emotion,
as the burglar has been known to
burn the mansion after ransacking
ita treasure-chesta.

But by the time he had finished

When a Girl Marries

AN INTERESTING STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE

By Ann Lisle

Whose Present Serial Has Scored
a Big Popular Success,

HE day after I commissioned
T Carlotta to find me an office

for my new business venture
I telephoned Mabel Storrs and
asked her to meet me for lunch.
She agreed with the prompt friend-
liness which reminded me for the

second time of Betty. |

We met at the time and place
appointed, greeted each other with
the brief [friendliness two men
might have shown, and then found
a table and gave a concise and
simple order. After that I got
down to the busineass of the day.

“I've news for you,” I announced.
“RBut first I want to fire two ques-
tions at you: Any news from Jim?
And any returns from the Arkansas
country?'

“Your husband isn't near a post
office just now, that's clear. For
evidently you suffer from the same
shortage of mail the office is en-
during,” eshe smiled. “But the
Arkansas matter is spelndidly taken
care of, thanks to your promptness
and bank account. I paid off the
note. That little strip of land I
have such a queer hunch about is
still In the possession of Harrison
& Company."”

“Need any more money?™

1 tossed It off lightly, though
with thumping heart. The future
of the office 1 had pledged myself
to establish actually depended upon
her reply.

“I'm all right—not only for the
present but for the future, too.
That I'll promise myself, rather
than you, you brave, ever-ready
person. I've fallen down on the
job once by letting you bear the
burdens Mr. Harrison wanted you
eaved from. And yet I don't seem
to be properly ashamed—since 1t
has put us on a footing of under-
standing. No, Mrs. Harrison, no
more loans. No more financing by

you. I'm going to see this through
now—Iif I have to do it—on a
shoestring.”

“Good for you!" 1 laughed. “And
now you must listen to the tale
of how I plan to see a job of my
own through on—a shoestring."

“What are you up to now?"
questionad Mabel Storrs cagerly.

“You sound as if vou were ready
to say '‘Go 1o jt!' and yet only a
little while ago you had qualms

about my going back to Haldane's,"
I bantered.

+

“I didn't know you then,' she
returned seriously. “I didn’t re-
alize that you aren't the clinging
vine 1'd expected to find. 1 know
you now as a self-reliant, sturdy
woman who has to do her bit and
have some form of self-expression,
even though she's found the love
of her life.”.

“1 thought a man of Mr. llarri-
son's position and traditions would
be llkely to mary a lily of the
field. And nis concern for you
mads me sure that you wer«nt the
sort who ought to be perntitiod to
go Dbanging up against reality.
Your revelation that youd worked
before your pparriage and the way
you actually bent me to your will
and made me take the money for
the note a couple of weeks ago
told me the facts about you. Of
course your husband didn't have
the time to explain you to me—
even If he can be supposed to have
had the Inclination to stop and
interpret his wife—to an emplove."”

“You wonderful girl! 1 oried,
“You know just what to sav and
Just when to say it. But if you
ever again call yourself an ‘om-
ploye' in the tone of that and noth-
ing more—1'll see about having vou
enjoined. And now to prove that
we're friends and that the friend-
ship is based on something besides
Harrison and Company—listen to
this: I'm about to go into business
on my own account. 1 have three
advertising accounts to handle and
I'm about to become an advertising
consultant. What do you think of

that?”

“Now, when [ get decently on my
feet, we'll be able to put Harrison
and Company on its feet, too. 1I'll
soon be making big money and with
that to manipulate I'm sure you

won't have a bit of trouble down at
my husband’'s office.”

Mabel Storrs’s face darkened and
ghe stared at me angrily. Her
volee was curt and concise aas she
replied:

“Do you think it was with such a
step in view that your hushand left
me in charge of home affaire and

started off on his own long, hard
Jjourney?"
“I'm sorryv—I spoke Impulslvely

|t was swank!" 1 cried
But as Mabel Storrs stared back

at me with hard, cold eves and
compreased lps, [ realized that she
was a strange, complex woman and
that T'd lost ground 1 might never
be able to regain

(To Be Continued Tuesday.)
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harborage to such battered
suspicions. It was a new world, he
told himself, and he was there to
miake the most of it, to make the
most of it with Torrie at his side.
And as though to seal that deter-
mination, he asked for still another
gin-rickey.

gEave

CHAPTER XV,
TORROW, In making the most

of his new world with Torrle

at his slde, found a number
of things to tax both his patience
and hig resolution. His studio, In
the first place betrayed symptoms
of being embarrassingly over-
crowded, once the Vibbard apart-
ment had been cleared of his wife's
belongings and the communicating
door had been duly locked and
sealed,
Torrie, too, had little of Stor-

row’'s sense of orderliness, and sus-

tained application to that work
work with which he knew life could
alone be justified became more and

more difficult. Yet he was unable
to accuse Torrie of not doing her
part, She had imposed on her
friends, he grew to understand, a
tacit conspiracy of absenteelsm,
and few, indeed, were the callers,
outside of the irrepressible Pannie
Atwill and the persistently loyal
lHardy, who came to interrupt him.
(To Be Continned Monday.)

| (Published by arrangement with Interana-
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FUEL FOR THE
BODY

l——-By Brice Belden-

HE wastes of the body may be
concelved of ns so much
gmoke and ashes resulting
vital combustion. It is this
vital combustion which maintains
the animal heat and suppliesa the
energy for bodily activitw The fuel
itaelf im our food. Therefors, life
may truly be sald to be symbollzed
by a flame.

When we speak of commbustion we
mean it literally. This combustion
in like any other fire except that it
gives out no luminous flame, Iis
slower in ite manifestation, and goes
on in the presence of water—that is,
the water of the tissuea, The term
‘oxidation applies to elther process,

from

except that in the case of the fire In
A mtove the burning is a rapid affair,
and in the case of the body a slow
affair.

1t should also be sald that it is
not only the fuel in the form of food
that is burned up, but the body itaaslf
s slowly consumed, whereas in the
case of a fire in a furnace the con-
talner does not Itself burn. More-

over, the heat developed In the
former case is of only moderate de-
gree, while a furnace fire is accom-

panied by intense heat.

Why is the human body not de-
stroyed by vital combustion? It is
because of the continual recreation
of the tissuea from new material
supplied by the food, for food fur-
nishes not only fuel for the wonder.

ful human engine, but also repair
material for our living machinery,

This |ls the sceret, expressed in
the simplest terma of why we keep
warm and why we have so0 much
energy for muscular and other forms
of work.

Advice to the

Lovelorn
By Beatrice Fairfax

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I have not heard from or
seen my sweetheart for six wecks,
and I am heartbroken, as I cannot
understand his silence,

Don't you think an honorable
man, if he had intentions of break-
ing relations after going with me
for a year, woudl! tell me instead of
keeping me in suspense?

I don't sea how anybody can
just simply cast a person off and
think nothing of it. 1 know I will
feel this for a long, long time, and
will never trust a man again.

ON'T jump to conclusions. How
do you know your sweetheart is
not {117 How do you know he hasn't
written to you and had the bad for-
tune to have his letter go astray?
How do yvou know he isn't in finan-
clal difficulties or trouble of such a
sort that he feels the fairest thing
to do is to give you a chance to for-
get 4« man who's gone quietly out of
your life? Write the young man a
calm, friendly letter and tell him
you can't understand his wilence.

CAN BEES TELL
THE TIME?

FRENCH expert declares that

bees are able to tell the time.
This ingenious Frenchman
conducted an interesting experi-
ment. He began by breakfasting
in the open air at 7 o'clock, partak-
ing of light preserves. Precisely at
10 o'clock the table was cleared. At
the midday meal no sweets were
served, but at 4 o'clock in the aft-
ernoon there was a light lunch with
sweetn,

Within a week all the bees in
the nelghborhood seemed to get
wind of what was golng on, for
they came In such swarms that they
covered the table, and the meals
had to be served indoors.

For weeks the visits of the bees
were as regular as clockwork. They
omitted the midday meal because
no aweets were served then.

Subsequently a jar of jam was
placed in a window for the first five
minutes of every hour during the
day. Within a short time the bees
made hourly visits with such res-
ularity that the time of day could
be judged without reference to a

clock.

When raw cold winds blow
DRINK

Baker's Cocoa

It imparts a cheering warmth, valuable
nutrition and has a most de-
licious flavor. The very odor
of a steaming cup is appetizing
and attractive. It is absolutely

see.v.o 0w PUre and of high grade.

MADE ONLY BY
WALTER BAKER & CO., LTD.

Esablished 1780
DORCHESTER, MASSACHUSETTS
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