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BUY your Drug Store Articles by mail
froin Shreveport’s greatest Drug Store—
at lowest CUT-RATE prices
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same appreciation,
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derful littlc Corona Typewriter, which weighs six pounds,
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skiilful repairing and can safely guarantee all jobs.
interest to get our prices before giving out your work.
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DIRECTORS—J. W.
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Elston, Prince & McDade
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: Shreveport, Louisiana
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them. *“I'm s#$emn in spite of my-
|| self.”
“Please don't,” objected Molly al-
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distributors

Wood's Mobilette and

Puliman Automobiles

o

1028-30 Texas Avenue
Shreveport

We Pay 4 Per Cent |
Interest on
Time Deposits

'i"i'

*§ Every loan made by our
bank is carefully consider-
ed, as is evidenced by the
fact that we have been in
business eleven years and
have never lost a dollar on
a loan. Cuan you deposit
your money in a bank with
a bctlrr record?

€ We \\‘.. t your busi-
ness and in return will
render you lnnmpt and
a(,cul'm serviee.
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Painstaking skillful workman-
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A TALE OF
RED ROSES
&

By
GEORGE
RANDOLPH
CHESTER

Copyright, 1914, by the ' Bobbs-
Merrill Co.

| ~i(- forgetting or not seeing that pain-

traces of untidiness which the flus-
tered maids might bave left Lehind

most piteously. “If you turn soiemn
my last prop is gone.”

“I didu't mean to,”
“But getting married is rather a
weighty thing after all. Besides that,
my conscience hurts me.”

“It should, I suppose,” agreed Molly.
“Anybody’s should. Why?"

“About Sledge. Molly, he's a nice
old fatty.”

“I never can remember him with an
ugly thought,” admitted Molly. “i
darven’t sympathize with him, though.
He started a rough game with me, and
I beat him. T had to be rough to do it.”

“We were mean to bhim,” declared
FFern. *I've a notion to marry him
my=clf to make up for it.”

The pang of distaste which Molly
felt at that speech was not jealousy;
far from it. If anything, it was a
mere questioning of Fern's taste in
making such a remark. That was it!

“1 suppose poor Bert's lonesome,”
she sngzested. “We really ought to
2o down and keep him company untii
the minister comes.”

“Murder!" objected Fern. “Molly.
you haven’t a bit of style about you
You mustn’t even see Dert until rou
walk In the parlor on your father's
arm and take him for better or—well.

apologized Iern.

“You don’t seem any too hopefnl,”
laughed Molly, looking longingly at the
couch, but remembering her gorgeous
gown. I don't believe you like Bert
very well”

“Indeed 1 do!” remounstrated Fern al-
most too quickly. “He’s still the hand-
somest feliow I ever saw—tall and big
and fine looking and the very Dbest
dancer 1 ever swung across a floor
with. I just couldn’t get through en
vying you when I first came.”

“Yes, I was jealous of you," con-
fessed Molly. *“Bert is a fine dancer.”

“All the girls wlll be envious of you,”
went on Fern, determiued to say nice
things. “You should be very happy.
Molly. about the new home and the
fine business prospects and the social
trinmphs which I know are waiting
for you, and you'll have a polished
Lusband, of whom you can always be
proud, and Just bushels and bushels of
love, of cours

“Of course,” agrec«l Molly, looking at
the little Dresden clock on the mantel
“Goodness, Fern, the minister is due
to arrive in ten minutes, and Jessie
Peters isn't here yet!”

*“If she knew the importance of your
informal invitation to call this nl'lor

noon she'd bave been here ho rs ugo
et “rern. T 00N L won N

Iy, that of all your girl friends >hc wils
the one you insisted on having here
She's a darling!”

“She's true,” added Molly.  “Some-
now I always feel sade, even against
myself, when she's around me. 1 love
you to death, Fern, but you're wicked.”

“1 guess 1T nm,"” giggled Fern. 1
never can see anything else when
there's a chance for devilment.”

Mina knocked at the door. ~

“Miss DPeters,” announced Minw
gloating once more over her handiwork
as she surveyed the handsome Molly
and the pretty Fern.

“Have her come right up,” directeg
Molly, brightening, and waited witn
an expectant smile, which changed to
a look of councern when she suw the
poorly concenled traces of tears in Jes

“What's the matter, Jessie?” she ask-
| ed, stepping hastily forward, and Jes-

full\ finfy wedding gown, threw her
self dismally into Molly's arms.

“They didn’t want me to comel” she
gulped. “But I had promised you, ana
Dicky said I might.”

“Where is Dicky 7" asked Molly.

“IHe went on downtewn on an er-

rand.  He'll be back after me fu hair
an hour.”
“Why didn't they want you to

come?" asked Molly anxiously.
“On account of your father.”

“Father!” gasped Molly. *“What

CHAPTER XVIl
The Minister Comes.
" ONEST, I can't giggle abou
anything any more,” regret-
ted Fern, rescuing a dis-
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carded shoe of Molly's from
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anxiously about her for auy othe
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Lumber for Sale
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rams, sheds ‘ ared. “Mr.
|at Bolinger, as well as enough of the had played
'new lumber to take care of the local|
Any one wanting lumber will| He broke
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find a stock on hand there, at low price

Will handle Windows, Doors, Lime, | Sledge “tried to break father. and |
I expect | don't know how many people hesides

Brick, Cement and Shingles.

S.

to handle all kinds of building material.

Yours truly,

15-tf R. C. PURCELL.

about him?”

“Sledge is a Dbeast,” charged Jessie
vebemently. *“He is the most cruel
and vicious man in the world, I think.
Dicky says he should be killed.”

“IIe isn't really so bad.,” declared
Molly, trying to be just. *“He's like

other strong people. He doesn’'t know
how badly he hurts. Ie's like a foot-
ball player sbaking bhands with you.”
“He is a Dbrute!” shuddered Jessie.
»1 stood by him in Maberly's candy
stove yesterday, and 1 was actually
afrald of him for fear 1 wouid annoy
him by being in his way and he might
turn around and be rough to me.”
Molly laughed softly at the idea of
Sledse’'s being rough to little Jessie
Peters.

“Why, be'd be so gentle to you as to
Le ridiculous.” she said, *“Not even
Dicky could be more gentle.”

Jeszie straizhtened immediately.

“liow absurd!™ she laughed. *“You
don't kunow Dicky, Molly. He isn't like
other men. Why, when we found that
we bad lost every cent we had in the
world and would be in debt besides
and would even lose our bome father
blamed mother for sizning the mort-
eage and has Leen cross with bher ever
sinze he got into difficulties, and there
isn’t a better father than mine. But
Dicky! Why, when the West End
bank failed because it held too many
street railway securities and Dicky lost
the $G.000 e saved to buy us a home,
do you know what he did? He took
me to the theater and patted my hand
all through the show and told me how
vounzg we were, and how much mouey
we were going to make, aud how happy
we'd be even if we didn't, and he
wonlkin't bear to father's having us
postpone our wedding for a wminute.

Why. Molly, he can't do without me.
and I ean't do without him. It's won-
derful!™

Molly  patted  Jessie’'s shoulder

thoughtfully.

“I guess you and Dicky love each
viher very much,” she suggested.

“I don’t know how to tell it,” con-
fessed Jessie shyly. “Love is such n
tremendous thing, Molly. It cries.”

Molly was startled into silence.
What was this thing tbat she was do-
inz? Sbhe was entering on the most
serious relationship in life as the ter-
miuation of a game in avhich love, such
as Jessie knew had had no part, in
whicli even romance, to which every
zirl is cntitled at least-once, had been
made subservient to business, to stock
manipulations, to real estate deals and
to stubbornness. The, only one who
had been at all rou{untk—'\nd she
smiled with a trace of;bumiliation as
she remembered it— s big, coarse
Sledge.
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sie,” udmnttod \Iolly rcfuslng to own
she was envious.

“I'm so happy ['m selfish,” replied
Jessie comfortably. *“I've even for-
gotten to ask why you were so insist-
ent this morning upon having me come
over at such an exact minute.”

“1 wanted yon at my wedding,”
smiled Molly.

“Molly!” exclaimed Jessie.  “That's
why you and Fern are all in white.
Oh, and I came over In my old blue
tailored suit.”

“That's lucky,” laughed Molly. “You
know the old rime, ‘Sonething old and
something new, somehing borrowed
and something blue.” ™

“1 shan't be sometiing blue,” de
clared Jessie. “T'm tochappy for that,
and so are you. You'e a lucky girl
Molly.  Yon have ewvirything in the

“Don’t you know?” wondered Jes- :

| sie, half crying again.

| “Why, no, child,”
“What is it? Tell me,” and she heari
Fern slipping quietly out of the room.

| She led Jessie over to the couch, and
all forzetful of her shimmering satin
with its beautifully uncreased folds,
sat down.

“It's the stieet car stock.” Jessle ex
plained. “Dicky just came out to the
house with the news. There is to be
no consolidation. The old tracks are
' to be torn up three years from now,
and nobody would have the stock for
a gift. And iU’s Thanksgiving n n

“That's ouly some wild rumor,” Mol
ly assured her, wondering, neverthe-
less, at this new and strange turn of
financial gossip. “Even if it were true.
though, how is father to blame?”

“1 don’t kunow, except that my fa-
ther's like a maniac about it all and
forbade me to come near this house.”
| Molly beld her closer.
| “Dicky brought me, though. He said
that he didn't think Mr, Marley wasg
| the thief, and that if be was you
Worcn 't, and that if T wanted to come
1 was comingz. He's a good Dicky,
Molly,” and here Jessie cried a little
| more, just on account of Dicky's goud
ness.

“It isa't father's fault,
| confessed Molly, azhast,
for {he first time to fully realize tiw
lumln-k of real sufferers in t hizh

it's mine,"”

Siedge wanted tc,
warry me, and [ was enzaged to Bert.
Dert.  Then father said hbe

| had mouey cnough for all of us: so
:

as have had to suffer for that. It's

Sledge and I, Jessie, not father.”

worried Molly. |

as she begage |

¥

They Found Frank Marl&prawled on
the Floor.

| world—friends and monand a pret-
| ty home aund eversthingiu want, in
| ¢luding the man you ley

=1 suppose [ am luckyngreed Mol
Iy, putting bher arm re lovingly
about her friend. Sonow she did
net like to let go of littlessie.

There was a knock ate door, but
it was Fern who stoodre in place
of Mipa.

“The minisier is bher whispered
fern in her most mystas air. and
lier eyes were dancing. {Ie’s in the
parlor. trying not to seeit shocking
picture, and Bert's in thibrary pull-
ing his thumbs. and yofather's in
the den, most respectub;uiet. Jes-

tie, you eomz down with me. I'N seng
up Mr. Mar and when be and Mol-
Iy start downstairs you're to play the
wedding mareh, while 1 back Bert up
under the chandelier. Now, everybody
toe their posts.”

She flew down the stairs and bur-
ried back to the den. A moment later
they heard a shrick, and, running to
the den. they found Frank Marley
sprawled on the floor with Coldman's
check erumpled in his nerveless fin-
gers.

CHAPTER XVIIlL
Molly Starts For a Drive.
LOOSENING of his collar, a
dash of cold water into his
lace, a sip of brandy, restored
Frank Marley to conscious-
ness, but he was an old man. UHe
seemed visibly to bave shrunk in bis
clotbes and the flesh to have sagged
in his cheeks. [e tried to smile brava-
Iy when they set bim in his cbair, but
the attempt was a pathetic failure.

“1 guess I'm out of the game,” he
confessed. My heart's bad.”

Molly took up the telephone.

“I'll call Dr. Brand.” she anxiously
decided.

“Don’t!" he begzed, stopping her with
bis band. *It isn't physical; it's men-
tal. I've lost my nerve. Molly, Sledge
wins. We're broke.”

“How can that be?" she puzzled, un-
able to comprehend it. "You even
showed me the check.”

“Here it is.,” said Bert, who had pick-
ed it from the floor and was smoothing
it out.

“Worthless!" Marley groaned at sight
of it. *I can sue for it, but they'll beat
me.”

Bert edged in between Molly and
Fern, so that he could stand directly
in front of Marley and see his face.

“Do you mean to tell me that our
whole plan bas fallen to the ground?”

Marley nodded miserably.

“How did it happen?”

“I don’t quite understand,” warvered
Marley. *I haven't the details, but by
some trick Sledge has secured fifty
year frauchises for every street in the
city, including mine.”

“How does that affect you?" persist-
ed Bert, his eyes falling again to the
check. That document looked so much
lke real money that he was inclined to
believe it rather than Marley.

“Affect me!” protested Marley, warm-
ed into a trifle wore of life as he ex-
plained. "It renders my street rail-
way company a junk heap. We lose
everything.”

“But the sale.” insisted Bert.

“Invalid. Coldman claims he was
not authonzcd to act.”

|

"I suppme that if thc sule had been
a profitable one you never would have
beard of the invalidity.”

Marley smiled and shook his head.

“Then all our plans arc off,” discov-
ered Bert. “The Porson tract is un-
salable for enough to clear its own
mortgage. Your stock and mine are
worthless. You lose this house. I am
stuck for the loan 1 made to give you
control. We bLaven't money enough
to go into business, and we can't go
bask east. Molly, it looks like a post-
poncement!™

Jessie Peters edged closer and slip-
peéd her arm around Molly.

“Not on my account,” protested Mar-
ler. fumbling at his collar, and he
arose feebly to adjust it before the
muantel mirror.

Molly, seeing that bhe warvered, hur-
ried to his support.

He turned to ber and put his hands
on her shoulders.

“I'm sorry, Molly,” he said simply,
locking into her eyes with more fond-
ness than e was in the habit of show-
ing lher.

“We can stand it," she comforted
him. “After all, it's only just. 1 feel
s0 much less wicked i we suffer with
all the poor peopie we have helped to
ruin.”

A short laugh from Bert interrupted
her, and she turned to him with a ris-
ing flame in her eyes, but little Jes-
siec Peters had caught ber band and
was looking up into her face.

The minister, a tall cifap who had
won the hammer throwing medal in
his last year at college, had withdrawn
discreetly to the parlor when the con-
versation bhad begun, but now came
back apologetically. .

“*I am sorry to urge you,” he observ-
ed, looking at Lis watch. *1 bave a
brief appointment, but 1 can return.”

“l den’'t know.” lhesitated Molly,
glancing at Bert. “Wait just a min-
ute.”

The thin butler, who wius now cross
eyed, came through the hall to the
front dooi. which he opened, and a
second later he was sitting in the um-
brella rack.

“Say, youse!" bellowed the voice of
Sledge as his huge bulk, followed by
Tommy Reeler, slammed back through
the hall, filling the perspective like a
ferry crowding into her dock. “Is it
all over?”

Fern was the first one to recover
from the shock.

“No,” she said meekly, but her eyes
danced of the devil as they met those
of Tommy Reeler.

“Then it's off!™
grabbed
wrist.

Bert cndeavored to throw himself in
between the two and to face Sledge.
but that experienced old ward leader.,
who had not forgotten the training of
his early days. guve him a qunick el-
baw in the pit of the stomach, and
Beit doubled up in the middle like a
jackknife and dropped heels up on a
couch, ciawing for breath while Sledge,
as resistless as an auto dray, dragged
the struggling Molly steadily toward
the front door.

Upposite the library he met with an
upexpected defender. The tall young
preacher threw himself upon the big

yelled Sledgze and
the startled Molly by the

soy bodlly, avoided the pile driver el-
bow, grabbed Sledge around the neck
with his steel-like left wrist and with
his right fist poked him in the jaw.
Sledgo shook his head and spluttered
us be would in a shower bath, but
never let go of Molly's wrist and plod-
ded on toward the front door, trying
to force off the clutch of the tall young
minister with his mighty left arm.
The minister, whose heart was par-
ticularly in his work because this was
the first ppportunity he had ever en-
joyed to wallop a man in a righteous
cause, industriously slammed Sledge
on his other jaw, and the smack was
like a kiss at a country dance.
Tommy Reeler, who had been clear-
Ing the legs of the limp butler out of
the path of progress, now sprang on
the minister’s back and pinioned his
busy arms from behind, while Sledge

T
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Sledge Steadily Dragged Them All To:
ward the Front Door.

steadily dragged them all toward the
front door, with Molly now screaming
ond Mins, hsw armye-9MDUUL TET IS
tress’ waist, jerking ber from behind.

“Mina!” cried Molly. “Let go! You're
pulling my arm in two!”

The weight of Tommy Reeler told at
last. The minister's hold on Sledge’s
neck loosened, and he and Tommy
tumbled back with a thud into the mid-
dle of the parlor, rolling under the
very chandelier which was to have been
the pivot of the wedding. Tommy,
who had risen to be a boss contractor
largely through muscular will, enjoyed
a lively tussle with the young minis-
ter, but luck favored him, and he land-
ed on top.

“Now, you behave!” he panted, with
his band at the minister’s throat and
bis fist held in convenient range for
microscopical serutiny. *I don’t want
you to start anything with me because
I daren’t punch a preacher.”

With as steady a progress as if he
had been marching behind a hearse
Sledge dragged Molly out of the hall
and across the porch and to the door
of his waiting limousine, into which
he pulled her with the same careful
force as a man landing a particularly
game bass.

“Home, Billy!" he chuckled to the
driver.

Molly’s first and perfectly normal ac-
tion when the limousine drove away
with ber was to indulge in a splendid
case of hysteria, not one detail of
which was omitted She laughed, she
cried, she shrieked, she pounded her
heels on the floor of the car, she tried
to jump out of the machine, she laugh-
ed and she cried azain, and Sledge
was so scared that he wilted his col-
lar.

“You're all right, Miss Molly,” he
hoarsely cooed over and over, but final-
ly a happy thought struck him, and,
opening a forward window, he grutlly
directed, “Say, Billy, stop at Sheeny
Jake's and bring out a slug of rye.”

Molly dabbed at bLer eyes with the
filmy lace handkerchief which she had
intended to carry under the cut glass
chandelier,

“You are hurting my wrist,” she com-
plained.

He let go slowly and looked at the
deep white indentations of his big fin-
gers. He almost blubbered.

“I'm a slob!” he confessed. *“Why,
Miss Molly, I'd saw my leg off before
I'd hurt you! Why, doggone it, you're
like a flower or a butterfly or a canary
to me! ILook at that wrist!”

She drew her hand away, with a
splendid assumption of cold disdain,
although, through some freak or fancy,
she could see the giggling face of Fern.

“Mr. Sledge, where are you taking
me?”

“Home,” he informed her.
goana get married.”

In spite of her tearing anger, there
wns something in this so ridiculous
that she was compelled to laugh, and
with the first peal Sledze paled.

“Hit 'er up!” he yelled to his driver.
“I want that booze quick! Please
don’t, Miss Molly; you're all right!™
And he made the futile attempt of
mopping his brow with the foolish lit-
tle handkerchief which he somehow
found in his hand.

“Let me out of here!” she demanded.

“Nix!"” he gruffly replied. “You don't

“We're

fool me again. T'm goana marry you.”

“You can’t,” she told him.
legal if I don't say ‘Yes."”

“You got to say ‘Yes,”™ he insisted.
“Look here, Molly, I couldn't let you
marry that pinhead. Ile's a woman
fusser. He's been mixed up with them
since you were engaged, and he'd nev-
er stop.”

“It won’t do you any good to belittle
Bert,” she flared.

“I can’t,” he informed her. *“I kept
my mouth shut, but now I got to spill
what I know. These pretty men are
always worse after they're married.
Bert's a bum! He's got a streak of
yellow the size of a canal. Ie ain't
got the brains of a tadpole. Ile can't
make a living unless somebody helps
him. You'd hate his bones in six
months. 8o don’'t you marry him!”

“I am the one to decide on that,”
Molly indignantly advised him.

Sledge looked at her a moment con-
templatively, then he opened the for-
ward window.

“Stop!” he ordered Billy, and closed
the window again. “All right; go to
it; decide,” he unexpectedly told her
as the machine stopped. “But be on
the level now. Do you love Bert?"

;Thnt‘s my affair,” she evaded, flush-

“It isn't

“Naw, it ain't,” he insisted. *“It's
mine. Do you love him cnough to be
poor with him? Now, be square.”

Molly was silent.

“You don’t,” he concluded.
the other way. How
Now, don’t kid yourself.”

Again Molly was silent. She could
answer that question if she chose, and
the plcture of little Jessie Peters’ sub-
lime adoration of Dicky Reynolds came
before her eyes, linked with the mem-
ory of Bert's face when he had sug-
gested a postponement. Being broke
was an incident with Jessie and Dicky
and entirely aside from thelr love.
With Bert and herself it was the love
which bad been incidental.

Sledge waited a reasouable time for
her to allege Bert's enthusiasm,

“Home!"” he commanded Billy. “You
see, I'm wise, Miss Molly. That pin-
head couldn’t love anybody enough to
go the distance. 1 can. TI'll murder
anybody you name. \Want anybody
killed ?”

“You!" she savagely retorted and
then, to her own surprise, laughed.
She had put ber hand on the catch of
the door; but, since he made no ate
tempt to stop her, she left it there.

“You don’t hate me that much,” he
calmly informed her. “You like me.”
Again she laughed, this time at his
naivete. “You see, it's like this,” he
explained: “I'm a Dbig slob, and I'm
rough. I ain’t pretty, and 1 know it
but k eon stavt comothing any minute,
and when I do I can finish it. Yom
don't know it, but you're strong for
that.”

With a thrill Molly realized that he
was right in this. She did admire
force. She admired Sledge, and, now
that she bad time to think it over,
something within her responded to his
direct and simple method of brc(lk[ng
up her wedding.

“But love is different,” she replied,
arguing more to bherself than to him.

“Nix!"” he denied. “It's the strongest
thing there is.”

“Love cries,” Molly mused, remem-
bering Jessie.

“It hurts,” he agreed. “It used to
sound like a joke to me—till I got 1t.
Now I want to break chains with my
chest. Molly, when I think of you I
could holler. I don't dare touch you.
It makes me weak. You don’t want
to go back and marry Bert, do you?"

His voice had in it a trembling plea,
so un-Sledge-like that she would have
pitied him had she not been so ab-
sorbed in her startling attitnde toward
the question he had asked her. Noth-
ing seemed more remote and absurd
than that she should go back and
marry Bert.

“No!" she Dluntly confessed.

Sledge opened the front window.

“Hurry up!” be admonished Billy,
and Molly langhed.

CHAPTER XIX.
Molly Feels Sense of Relief.
OMEHOW she felt a sense of
vast rellef, of freedom, of ex-
" bilaration In her release from
Bert. 1t would have been wick-
ed to have entered into a lifelong mar-
riage with him, and now she seemed
always to have had an undercurrent
of that feeling which she bad bidden
from herself. A little trace of resent-
ment rose in her that girls were tanght
to look so lightly upon the marriage re-
lation that it might be entered into so
thoughtlessly; that a girl migzht select
ber life partner because he was a good
dancer.

“1 don't mind confessing that I would
in all likelihood bLave Lroken the en-
gagement, even had you not come,” she
told Sledge, deciding suddenly to have
it all out, to be perfectly frank, and
for the first time to look her own self
squarely in the face. *“I had realized
just at the last moment,” she went on,
“that Dert's attitude toward our mar-
ringe was not what it should be. That
does not necessarily mean, bowever,
that I am willing to marry you. That’s

“ut 1t
about Bert?

one thing you can’t make me do, Mr, *

Sledge,”
the eye.

He studied her a‘long time and felt
foolish.

“I guess not,” he humbly confessed.
“I thought I could, but 1 got to let
you be the boss.”

She could not know how much that
admission hurt bim, but she vaguely
guessed at it, and something like pity
stirred within her.

“In that I must be,” she asserted. *1
thought we were going to your home,”
rhe addled, puzzling over the out of the
way route.

“Navw, yours!”

“Mine?" she returned.

“It was to be," he corrected,

Concludmugc

and she looked him quietly im
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