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© cut throngh the hickory grove and I
. would save a mile of travel.

 woods -and find you.”
& little, - and ' Prudence,

. the nature of her accident, flushed.

4

. gay to me? It's borrowed. Oh, I see

~ausual.” /

'
2

- Moore.
g " from the parsonage and I wanted to
'* ‘ashamed to ride in the daytime, for

- fear some of the members would think
4t improper for a girl of the parson-
. ‘age, and so I got up at 6 o'clock this
- morning to do it on the sly.
.~ ‘how I never can remember that it is

" Just as bad to do things when you

; . doesn’t seem g0 bad, does it? But of

e

r
g
{
i
!

!

'

———

ep—

— —

%OTTUMWA COURIER, TUESDAY, AUGUST 1, 1916 _ <

R —

— ]
poos,

‘The Courier’'s Magazine an

Page

)

,.

| PETEY DINK —— PERFECTLY NATURAL MISTAKE, OF COURSE
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CHAPTER XI. (Continued.)
Tn answer; he pulled off his coat and

: ed it carefully by the side of
: go road on the grass. Then jerking

pen the bag he had carried, he took
ut a few towels, and three soft shirts.

" Hastily rolling them together for a

ow, he added it to the bed pro tem.

‘3 e% he turned again to Prudence.
1

carry you over here, and fix you
as comfortably as I can. Then I'll go
_to the mearest house and get a wagon
"to take you home.”
" | Prudence was not shy, and realizing
' that his plan was the wise one, she
" made no objections when he came. to
1p her across the road. “I think I
n walk if you lift me up.”
But the first movement sent such a
inge of pain through the wounded
ankle that she clutched him frantically
“It hurts,” she

‘cried, “don't touch me.”

 Without speaking, he lifted her as
'~ gently
‘33. place he had prepared for her.
" «Will you be warm enough?”’ he ask-

as he could and carried her to
‘ed, after he had stood looking awk-
wardly down upon the sobbing girl as

Jong as he could endure it.

“Yes,” nodded Prudence, gulping

ﬁown the big sob rising in her throat.
& Tl yrun. Do you know which way

s nearest to a house? It's been a long
me since I passed one coming this

“The way I came is the nearest, but

" §t’s two miles, I think.”

. “P1l go as fast as 1 can, and you ' 'will
This confounded cross-
is so out of the way that no one

‘Teu
will pass here for hours, I suppose.

i Now 1lle as comfortably as you can
Jand do not worry.

I'm going to run.”
Off he started, but Prudence, left
was suddenly frightened.
“Please, oh, please,” she called after
him, and when he came back she bur-
sd her face in shame, deep in the lin-

" en towel.
i «f«p'm afraid,” she whispered, crying

“1 do not wish to be left
A snake might come, or
tramp.” -

He sat down beside her. “You're
ous. Il stay with you until you
better. Some one may come this
‘way, but it isn’t Jikely. A man I pass-
_ed on the road a ways back told me to

That's
‘how I happened to come through the
He smiled a
remembering

Then, being Prudence, she laughed.
“It was my own fault. I had no
‘business to go coasting down like
that. : But the mule was so station-
ary. It never occurred to me that he
ocontemplated moving for the next cen-
tury at least. He was a bitter disap-
ipointment.” She looked down the
<roadside where the mule was content-
_edly grazing, with never so much as
a2 sympathetic glance toward his vic-

“I'm afraid your bicycle is rather
adly done up.”

‘“Oh—whatever will -Mattie Moore
now, that it was just foolish pride that
‘made me unwilling to ride during de-
cent hours. What a dunce I was—as

He. looked at her curiously. This

* was beyond his comprehension.

“The bicycle belongs to Mattie
She lives across the street

‘ride. She said I could. But I was

Some-

‘aren’t seen as when you are. It
But I never think of
that when I need to be thinking of it.
Maybe I'll remember after this.” She

was silent a while. “Fairy'll have to

‘get - breakfast and she always gets
 father's eggs. too hard.” Silence
again. “Maybe papa’l, worry. - But
_ten, they-know by this time that
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something always doés happen to me,
s0 they’ll be prepared.”

S8he turned gravely to the young
man beside her. He was loking down
at her, too. And as their eyes met,
and clung for an instant, a slow dark
color rose in his face. Prudence felt
a curious breathlessness—caused by
her hurting ankle, undoubtedly.

“My name is Prudence Starr—I am
the Methodist minister’s oldest daugh-
ter.”

“And my name is Jerrold Harmer.”
He was looking away into the hickory
grove now. “My home 1is iIn Des
Moines.” .

“Oh, Des Moines is quite a city,
isn't it? I've heard quite a lot about
it. It isn’'t so large as Chicago,
though, of course. [ know a man who
lives in Chicago. We used to be great
chums, and he told me all about the
city. .Some day [ must really go
there—when the Methodists get rich
enough to pay their ministers just a
little more salary.”
thoughtfully, “Still, I couldn’t go even
if I bad the money, because I couldn’t
leave the parsonage. So it's just as
well about the money, after all. But
Chicago must be very nice. He told
me about the White City, and the big
parks, and the elevated railways, and
all the pretty restaurants and hotels.
I love pretty places to eat. You might
tell me about Des Moines, Is it very
nice? Are there lots of rich people
there?—Of course, I do not really care
any more about the rich people than
the others, but it always makes a city
seem grand to have a lot of rich citi-
zens, I think. Don’t you?”

So he told her .about Des Moines
and Prudence lay with her eyes halt
closed, listening, and wondering why
there was more music in his volce
than in’ most voices. Her ankle did
not hurt very badly. She did not min®
it at all. In fact, she never gave it a
thought. From beneath her lids, she
kept her eyes fastened on Jerrold Har-
mer's long brown hands, clasped
loosely about his knees. And when-
ever she could, she looked up into his
face. And always there was that curi-
ous catching in her breath, and she
looked away again quickly, feeling
that to look too long was dangerous.

“l have talked my share now,” he
was saying, “tell me all about your-
gelf, and the parsonage, and your fam-
ily. And who i8 Fairy? And do you
attend the college at Mount Mark?
You look like a college girl.”

“Oh, I am not,” said Prudence, re-
luctant to make the admission for the
first time in her life. “I am too stupid
to ‘be a college girl. Our mother is
not living and I left high school five
years ago and have been keeping
house for my father and sisters since
then. Iam 20 years old. How old are
you?”

I am 27, and he smiled.

“Jerrold Harmer,” she said slowly

and very musically. *“It is such a nice

name. Do your friends call you
Jerry?”

“The boys at school, called me
Roldie, and sometimes Hammie. But

my mother always called me Jerry.
She isn't living now, either. You call
me Jerry, will you?"

“Yes, but it won't he proper. But
that never makes any difference to me
shock the

—except when it might
members! You want me to call you
Jerry, don't you?"

“Yes, I do. And when we are bet-

ter acquainted, will you let Imme call|
you Prudence?”

“Call me that now.—I[ can't be too
particular, you see, when 1 am lying
on your coat and pillowed with your |
belongings. You might get cross and
take them away from me.—Did you
g0 to college?”

“Yes, to Harvard, but I was not
much of a studen. Then [ knocked
around a while, looking at the world,
and two years ago 1 went home to Des
Moines. I have been there ever since
except for little runs once in a while.”

Prudence sighed. *“To Harvard!—

Then she added |

1 am sorry now that I did not go to
college myself.”
“Why? There doesn’t seem (o be

anything lacking about you. What do

you care about college?”.

“Well, you went to college,” she ar
gued argumentatively. “My sister
Fairy is going now, She's very clev-
er—oh, very. You'll like her, I am
sure—much better than you do me,
of course.” Prudence was strangely
downcast.

“I am sure I won't,” said Jerrold
Harmer, with unnecessary vehemence.
“I don’t care a thing for college girls.
I know a lot of them, and aw—,they
make a fellow tired. I like home girls
—the kind that stay at home, and keep
house, and are sweet, and comfortable,
and all that. Jerrold flipped over
abruptly and lay on the grass, his face
on his arms turned toward her face.
They were quiet for a while but their
glances were clinging.

“Your eyes are brown, aren’t they?”
Prudence smiled, as though she had
made a pleasant discovery.

“Yes. Yours are blue,
that, first thing."”

“Did you? Do you like blue eyes?
They arn’t as—well, as strong and ex-
pressive as brown eyes. Fairy's are
brown.”

“I like blue eyes best. They are so
much brighter and deeper. You can't
see clear ‘o the bottom of blue eyes—
you have to keep looking.” And he
did keep looking.

“Did you play football at college?
You are so -tall. Fairy's tall, too.
Fairy's very grand looking. I've tried
my best to eat lots, and exercise, and
make myself bigger, but—I am a
fizzle.”

“Yes, I played foontball.—But girls
do not need to be so tall as men. Don’t
vou remember what Orlando said
about Rosalind—'just as’ tall as my
heart’? 1 imagine you come about to
my shoulder. We’'ll measure as soon
as you are on your feet again.”

‘““Are you going to live in Mount
Mark now? Are you coming to stay?”
Prudence was almost quivering as she
asked this. It was of vital importance.

“No, I will only be there a few
days, but I shall probably be back ev-
ery week or so. Is your father very
strict? Maybe he would object to your
writing to me.” :

“Oh, he isn't strict at all. And he
will be glad for me to write to you, I
know. [ write to two or three men
when they are away. But they are—
oh, I do not know exactly what it is,

I noticed

but I do not really like to write to
them. I believe I'll quit. It's such a
bother.”

(To be continued.)

CHICAGOANS PLAN
BUSINESS COURT

Chicago, July 29.—A business arbi-
tration court, said to be the first of
its kind in the world, will be inaugu-
rated in Chicago beginning Monday.
The plan has been approved by the
judges of the municipal court. Two
judges were named to preside over it.

The new tribunal will have jurisdie-
tion only over questions of law in com-
mercial disputes. Questions of fact are
to be decided outside of court by arbi-
trations, boards of experts selected
from the various trades and industries.

OFF SUBMARINE

‘Rome, Friday, July 28,—(Delayed)—
The Re d' Italia, a 6,237 tons vessel of
the Italian Lloyd Sabaudo line, was
attacked by a Teutonic submarine at 9
o'clock in the morning of July 23
while the steamer was on g voyage
from Genoa to New York. The defen-
sive guns with which the vessel is
equipped were brought into play and
the submersible was driven away. The
liner then proceeded on her way to
America.

BRITONS EXCLUDE
IRISH-AMERICANS

Washington, D. C., July 29.—Ameri-
ctn Ambassador Page at L.ondon today
cabled the state department that Great
Britain insists on excluding from Eng-
land and Ireland, Eugene Hughes Kel-

|1y of New York, treasurer of the Irish

relief fund; his assistant, Joseph
Smith and Mrs. Kelly. They will leave
England Monday on the American
liner Philadelphia. !
RUSS TRADE GROWS.

Washington, D. C., July 29.—Exports
to Russia from the United States
reached a value of $28,000,000 the first
three months of this year as compared
with less than $1,000,000 the same per-
fod last year, the bureau of foreix..

rand domestic commerce reporteg -

l

day. Most exports consisted ‘of war

metals and maohlnery._

Uncle Wiggily and Jimmie's Bath

Let me see now, where did I leave
oft? Oh, I remember, it was where
Uncle Wiggily had taken the poor
little mousie girl, and her brother and
sister, and some other animal chil-
dren from the hot city down to the
cool ocean beach. That was it. And
Uncle Wiggily, after seeing that his
little friends were comfortable in his
own little hollow stump bungalow,
happened to remember that Jimmie
Wibblewobble, the boy duck, and a
number of his other friends were soon
coming to the seashore to spend the
summer,

“Perhaps they have arrived today,”
thought Uncle Wiggily, as he made his
nose twinkle like a star on a frosty
night, when he got up to look out of
mousie girl had saved him from the
dogfish.

All of a sudden Uncle Wiggily heard
a voice calling:

“Come on down; breakfast is
ready!"

“My goodness me, sakes alive, and
some salt water taffy!” cried the rab-
bit gentleman in alarm. “Somebody
is down stairs in my bungalow!
Breakfast ready! I wonder if that can
be the skillery-scalery alligator, with
the double jointed tail, or the fuzzy
fox? Maybe they mean that I am all
ready for their breakfast. I must be
careful.”

Se he peeked down the stairs and
he could see no one, but the voice
called again:

“Well, Uncle Wiggily, aren't
coming down to breakfast?"

“Who are you?” he asked, suspicious
like. : =
“Why, don’t you remember?” was
the answer. “I am the little mousie
girl, whom you brought down from
the hot city.”

“Oh, yes, of course, I remember!”
the rabbit gentleman exclaimed. “F
had forgotten about you over night.
But what was that you said about
btreakfast? I'll be down directly and
I'll get it for you.”

“Oh, you needn't to,” laughed the
mousie girl. “I have your breakfast

you

all ready. It was I who called you.”
“Bless and save us!"” exclaimed
Uncle Wigglly, puzzled like. “You

don’t mean to say you got my break-
fast?” *

“Of course we did!"” the mousie girl
said. “My brother and sister, and the
doggie boy and the kittie girl all
helped.
home. It was the least we could do
for you, when you were so kind to us.”

“Well, well!” exclaimed Uncle Wig-
gily, and his heart went bouncing
back and forth against his ribs, like a
rubber ball on the sidewalk in the
nriddle of the night. Still he was
very glad he did not have to get break-
fast for himself and when he had eat-
ten, and the mousie girl had washed
the dishes Uncle Wiggily said:

“Now | am going over to some oth-
er bungalow to see if any of my other
friends have arrived, and you chil-
dren can play around here and go in
paddling in the ocean if you like, only
don’t go in too deep. I will soon be
back.”

So the animal children, who had
been brought out from the hot city,
were very happy as they played
around Uncle
while he went off to see if he could
find ‘any of his friends. And he had

not gone very far before he heard:
“Quack! Quack! Quackity-quack-
quack!” -

“The Wibblewobbles!” exclaimed
Uncle Wiggily. “They have come!"
and the next minute he saw Lulu and
Alice, the two duck girls, with their
bathing suits on, just walking from
their bungalow down to the water.

“Oh you Uncle Wiggily!"” cried
Alice and Lulu, flopping their wings
at him.

“Hello, girls!” cried the jolly old
gentleman rabbit. “I'm glad you're
down at the beach, It won't be so lone-
some for me now. So you are going
in bathing, I see. But where is Jim-
mit?”

“Oh, the silly boy!" exclaimed Alice
as she looked to see if she had her
bathing cap on sideways. ‘“He says he
won't go in bathing.”

“He's afraid, I guess,” spoke Luln,
as she threw a stone away out in the
ocean,

“I am not,” cried Jimmie himself, as
he appeared on the porch of the bung-
alow. ‘But I've never been swimming
jln salt water, Uncle Wiggily, and I
4 don’t belleve I'll like it.”
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1 “Nonsense! Of course you'll like it!"
said the rabbit. ‘“Conde on, I'll_show
,you how to bathe in the ocean.”

“All right,” spoke Jimmie and thed
hewasn't, the least bit . afraid, with
Uncle Wiggily to sty near him,

So Lulu and Alice went off by them-
selves to'taRe a dip in" the sea and
: Uncle Wiggily borrowed a bathing suit
tfrom Mr. Wibblewobble, and he and
the little duck boy went down to the
waves. '

“Now, Jimmie,” said the old rabbit
gentleman, when they were all ready
to go in, *“the first thing to do is not
to be afraid. Just take hold of the
ropes, and wade out and soon you will
be swimming.” r

“You come too,” said Jimmie, for
Uncle Wigily only went out a little
way down the beach.

“No, Jimmie,” said the rabbit, “I can
tell you how to swim, but'T can’t swim
very well myself. Now you just go
right out, and don’'t mind it.”

But just then, in came a big, rolling
wave, and it broke right over the

heads of Jimmie and Uncle Wiggily.|.

“Wow! I'm going back home!” cried

Jimmie, his mouth and nose and ears |-

and eyes full of salt water.

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Uncle Wig- |

gily when he could get his breath.
#‘That was flne. It won't hurt you.

:Now :you're -a duck, and -a:duck can|’

swim better in salt water than in fresh
Go on out beyond the breakers and
-swim. [ will go a little way with you”
+:'So Jimmie thought that if Unclg

"Wiggily could be brave and not mind |’

a wave breaking over him, he, too,
must show that he was not afraid. Out
he plunged, through the breakers, and
soon after. he was swimming boldy,
like a cork on the water.

“Oh, this is fine!” he cried, bobbing
,up and down, and farther along the
i beach Alice and Lulu were screaming
,with. joy when the water came over
 their toes.

i And then, all of a sudden, something
grabbed Jimmie by one of his yellow
legs and began pulling him under the
water,

“Oh!" he cried.
‘Tt must be a ‘shark or a whale.

save me!"

| 1 will!” cried Uncle Wigglly, and,
‘even though he could not swim, and
before the regular life saver dog could

jump into the surf,

plunged in, waded out and pulled Jim
mie safely up on the beach:

“Something has me.
Oh,

the boy duck, shivering like. .

“Thig little chap,” replled TUnecle
Wiggily with a smile, as he held up
a tiny blue clawed crab. ‘““Oh, Jimmie!
To be afraid of a baby crab!”

“Well, it felt like a whale, anyhow,”
said the boy duck, and then he went
in bathing some more, and soon he
didn’t mind how many crahs tickled
him. So that's how Uncle Wiggily
taught Jimmie to be a bold ocean
swimmer. 2

And in the next story, if the ice man
doesn't forget to leave us some cucum-
bers so we can sew them around the
edges of the doormat and make the
mosquitoes fall down when they wipe
their feet, I'll tell you about Uncle
Wiggily and the marshmallows.
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A man with his hat over omne eye
came up wile me and pop was taking
a wawk yestidday, saying, Ixcuse me,
but you look like a good fellow.

In that case, Ill ixcuse you this time
but never let it happen agen, sed pop.
And we kepp on wawking and the man
came after us saying, Im not going to
|ask you for enything, dont think that
for a minit, all T wunt is a small tem-
porary loan, in fact thats all I wood
accept.

How small a loan can you get along
with- sed pop. ;

Well thats largely up to-you, sed the
man, .

It may be up to me but not very
largely, sed pop. AL

Until the Titanick went down I was
pracktically a wealthy man, sed the
man.

1 see and wen the Lucytania sank it

Uncle Wiggily |

“What was it that bit me?” asked| .

" THE VOGUE OF
. THE COTTON FROCK

ON THE SUMME.R‘ROOFS, IT FREQUENTLY
‘“TAKES THE PLACE OF THE EYENING GOWN

- PASTEL SHADES FAVORED. .

New York, July 29.—The New York
roof gardens, afternoons and evenings,
display most charmingly the present
vogue of summer cottons. Earlier in
the season, when the popularity of
silk for blouses and frocks was coms
mented upon because, owing to com-
ditions abroad, cotton was going to
waste, it was predicted that cotton
and lingerie frocks would take first
place for mid-summer wear, and the
prophecy has come true. The dainty
cotton frock is worn both for after-
noon and for evenings
Dainty Volles on an Evening Roof.
One of the most conservative of

Purple and White Striped Vell.

the roof gardens, at the dinner hour
an evening or so ago, the absence of

eetch have about the same number of
letters in them, sed the man, but about
this loan, I issure you its meerly a
temporary thing.

How about a small temporary loan
of a dime, sed pop.

Well, of course the auxuil size of it
dont make mutch diffrents, because
your sure to get it back. sed the man.

Thats wat Im thinking of, I woodent
wunt to put you to the inconvenients
of giving to mutch back, sed pop.

. O thats all rite, dont let that bother
you, sed the man.

I dont intend to, sed pop. And he
gave the man a dime and the man put
it in his pocket, saying Now remember
youll get this back every sent of it.

You can send stamps if you like, sed
pop. And we kepp on wawking and I
sed, Hay, pop, you never even told him
ware you live or enything, how can he
give it back agen?

O deer, T never thawt of that, sed
pop, come on in heer and Ill get you a
soda, I wunt to drown my mortification
And we went in a drug stoar and eetch
had a soda, me having chocklit and pop
having lemmin.

HUGE TRADE BALANCE.

Washington, D. C., July 31. —For-
eign trade of the United States closed
its greatest year in history June 30
with a balance of $2,136,000,000 in fav-
or of American exporters. The year's
exports - aggregated $4,384,000,000 the
department of commerceé announced
today, and imports were valued at $2.
198,000,000. The trade balance was
double that of last year and four times
that of 1914. Exports exceeded those
of last year by $1,500,000,000.

'TO CELEBRATE ANNIVERSARY.
Fairfield, July 29.—The Presbyter-

‘was the last straw, sed pop.
1 was referring to the Lucytania, 1
always get those 2 boats confused thay

AR M
s

jan church will celebrate its seventy-
fifth anniversary the first week in, Oc-
tober,

the typical evening gown was very
noticeable. In its place the sheer cote
ton afternon dress was worn. Thege
as a rule are very simply cut and made.
Often a bordered material will be de.
veloped into one of the be-ruffied
frocks of the moment with no trim-
ming aside from its own border, which
is used for collar, cuffs, sash ends
and to edge the ruffles or flounces. -
The finish at the upper edge of the
gkirt is a detail which goes far toward
making the dress attractive. With
the striped materials especially, is this
true. The upper edge of the skirt
may be finished with tiny pleats which
extend a bit above the narrow belt of
the same material, or a narrow band
of black ar brightly colored faille or
gros-grain  ribbon. These pleated
skirts, when striped materials are used
are often pleated so that one stripe
overlaps the other, presenting one
solid shade on the outside of the skirt
effectively relieved by the shade be
neath, with every movement of the
wearer.

One of the daintiest of the cotton
frocks worn at dinner this same even-
ing, was a pale green organdy, An-
other, was a soft gray volle, with a
Russian blouse of gray Georgette belt.
ed and trimmed with silver. The
various shades of green and gray are
favored in these cotton dresses, as
well as the other pastel shades, soft
tones of blue, pink, lavender and pur-
ple. An especially pretty striped voile
frock in lavender and white, was made
with white Georgette vest and sleeves,

A Smart Yoked Frock.

and a white leather belt. Tiny pock-
ets and fine tucks made the skirt in-
teres(ing. Yoked effects are good
also, and another frock in stripes,
noticed the same evening, was fash-
ioned of an awning-striped sheer linen,
with deep yoke, sleeves, and sash <of
plain white. While both of these
frocks were unusually simply, they
were perfectly appropriate, owing to
the weather, which was very warm.

PEACE PARTY IN
GERMANY GROWS

London, July 29.—The socialist
newspaper Volksmacht, of Breslau,
says a dispatch from Zurich to the
Central News agency, declares that$
the reichstag no longer reflects the
true opinion of the German people and
it demands a referendum to discover
whether the people really desire peace,

The newspaper further proposes the
formation of a popular league in favor
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