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AL ove Story by

ever and ever,” she realized. ‘“Per-
haps it was being 8o busy that did it.
People in plays always have so much
spare daytime!”

“lI suppose the unhappy Trevelyan
must Jook like a boy poet on cleaning
day with somebody using the tele-

the little sister, usually veiled and si-
lent in her home as some young nun.
“What has got into you this morn-

L.ate in the afternoon they met
again at the home corner, coming
from opposite directions, Mrs. Gage
striding as though she cadrried a ban-
ner, Chloe with a gleam of unright-
eous joy showing through an air of
decent regret.

nearly all out of town, except when
they were ill. They expected Mr.
Gardner in, so I waited and waited—

my Alex! Isn't he splendid! Look at
the strength of him. Did you ever see
such blue eyes? And his hair isn’t
red—it’s a warm brown. He is 8o fine
and able, and yet such fun! Oh, you
don’'t know! He looks sad and stern
tonight, but $hat's—watch him now,

Then the whole street might
have seen that he started; but the
&reetlng that followed seemed to deny

C Children’s Evening Story

SUSIE LITTLETAIL JUMPS ROPE.
Sammie and Susie Littletall were
Didn't I

it I hope you will excuse me and I'll
see that it d%es not happen again this
spring or summer. Oh, my, yes; they

his little boy rabbit friends, while

I'd rather play marbles and fly a ki
but I'll turn'for you, if we can fin

= ¢ Al X B s \ h " coming home from school. a rope,” for, you see, Sammie was ak
= g v i ot i wiked Lt o et ) 40| A LB 0 ML g [ Sipion Sloe, it ta Heog by | iyt ind o i it

A i ; S g 3 : y . children went to school?’) Well, “We will have a rope in g few min
2'2_ Ralston shot a glance of surprise at |single person on that list! They were ::: :‘ue{‘ his name before he was aware meant to, I'm sure, and if I overlooked |utes,” said Uncle Wiggily. “I know

where to find it.”
Just then who should come walking
along but Possum Pinktoes, and, af

& ing?” he demanded. I haven't shirked. And then he tele- | it.

’& “I Yhink I am growing up,” was the | phoned that he wasn't coming.” She “Oh, hello, Chloe!” It was the went to school in an old hollow tree, soon as he saw "hP rabbits, he pre
% ] \| and an owl was the school teacher— |tended to go to sleep.:

S . demure answer. “It has been coming|threw an arm about her mother, |friendly cousin of all her life who d. kind old owl, who never kept| “Oh, you do not -dt

REE JULIET mmmmm for some time but I have waited to be |laughing into  her nhot{lder. “I | spoke, not the lover she had been t‘h”;’ ’ hi?d ih and  niake beii 0 ?h“t 0 go to slnq
of 5 gure. It's awfully hard, you know,|couldn't help it, could I?" building up. Chloe had no time to|"™g PUnRY CLICren A - = ot e e e heliste, thariyoy e dead,
S when one is so much smaller agd| Mrs. Gage smiled down indulgently | See how badly she was hurt. She was h g ‘f. e hool ’nd Sn.;imle had | you for th we'r]d e would not hur{
N 1 Corvaiant 1916 By Twz Bowes-Memaiii Co. U |younger.” into the wicked face. “Well, dear, it [100 busy being even more cousinly( o rom BEACCT SO TR K |7 Then Possus P

,5;'.“ i o —— —a “Well, if you are}oing to be one of |didn't matter, for 1 have had tremen- | than he stopped to play marbles with some of, ossum Pinktoes, who was on

ly pretending to sleep, as he always

i 's very tender of her |those women who find everything fun-|dous luck. We needn’t raise any| ‘“Hello, Alex. I was waiting for you.

g R a0 o e Mrs. | mothers Toeltngs, Jooked. about for |BY. You'd better have stayed as you |more.” [ have something to tell you, some-|Suéle ';L',‘fd‘f{’. e g:’,.?:?:g,':;:ne%’ Aooughl-he/ wakia da
'31 3 Van Dusen :Bom the Babies' Outings. cheer. “The opening night will be|¥ere,” Ralston objected, frowning at( “Whee!" Chloe’s squeal would have ;lhing perfectly great. Come down| ' r: ;:mmn‘ fmbe 4na they invited |other| one eye, then the
F1 e navebeon mven—bu 1 will teil fun she sald. “That proved a healing | {he chateay, front he vas adjustingdrewn o orowd in s mote conventional | hefe wheve i ie wuisters | Sadl {o"in’ hemn, "I"um going to leara to Jump ropes
4 3 o fpiaser. S0 of, e, 't 'oug n gy :?a er notices and | €BOUEh without a new an+, aggressive |old brick! How on earth did you do | Chloe, very blithe and blooming, told|, ‘Come on” sald one rabbit with s S'usle to him.

1% 4 S Ralston brought down his eyes, tain calls and newspape Chloe to reckon with. A®ew weeks |it?” ; of Mrs, Cartaret’s splendid act and of |t¥0 Pink eyes, “we will turn for you, Ha! Jump rope, eh?” exclaimed
s which' had been seeking patience on of the five hundred thousand dollars g . : and you san have ‘three slow, pepper, | Possum Pinktoes. “I know the very
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“certain of your intention, wouldn't it

the ceiling. The scene was dark with
coming disaster, but Mrs. Gage still
smiled to herself over good news.
its close Sabra made a swift, scratchy
note. It sounded like a criticism and
Ralston paused with politely inquiring
eyebrows, but she only nodded.

“Go on. We will talk about it after-
ward.” she said.

Ralston finished his first ect and by

2 pause invited .comment, but no one.

spoke. Chloe, though still reveren't.
was looking puzzled; Mrs. Gage's
‘hande had mechanically taken up her

At |

.that Shenandoah had earned—or was
it The Merry Widow?—and presently
they were entering Billy’s name for
Groton and wishing that Sereno Gage
could have known. Sabra went to bed
but Mrs. Gage stayed up to read the
last act to Chloe. She tried valiantly
not to be disappointed over the lack
of happy embraces at the close. Ibsen
ended that way, she knew.

“A very powerful play,” she declar
ed.
! “Yes, very,” Chloe assented. It mor-
tified her that she did not seem to

ago the snub would have depressed
her; it was curious how love was em-
boldening her, setting her free to be
herself,

“Don’'t worry. Cleaning day with a
boy poet will never seem really funny
to me,” she said. ‘“Ralston, if the play
makes you very rich—''

“You all keep talking about the
money,” he broke in. *“lI wish you
could realize how little that matters.
We don't speak or think of it, Mrs.
Cartaret and 1. What we are trying
to do is 80 much bigger than money."”

Mrs. Gage, after a rather futile ai-
ternoon, had had the Juck to meet a
wealthy connection from Rochester on
the street. “Of course, 1 had thought
of Cousin Anna, but there is not much
use writing to people when you want
money,” she explained. “Face to face
is the only way-—remember that, dear.
She was immensely interested and
gave me a check for the balance then
and there./ A very public spirited
woman, Chloe. I wish she lived near-
er.”

“Oh, I'm—so-—glad!" Chloe breath-

the family glory to come when poor
old Rawly, at last, got his chance. The
tale demanded enthusiasm, but Alex
heard it with lowered eyes and a grim
mouth.

“It is going to be a stunning pro-
duction,” she insisted, and piled it up
for him, but coutd get no response.
“You might at least be a little glad
for Ralston, Alex,” she reproached
him. Then there was an explosion:

“Lord God, what that man won't
take!"” .

Chloe recoiled, her face paling.

Susie dear.” .
But Susie couldn't, because she
didn't know how to jump a rope. Now,
isn't that strange? No sir, she didn't
know the first thing about jumping
rope, for she hard never had a chance
to‘learn.
So, when she got home to the bur-
row that afternoon, and Nurse Jane
Fuzzy-Wuzzy had given her a bit of
chocolate-covered carrot, Uncle Wig-
gily Longears notlced that the rabbit
gir] looked rather sad.
Susfe?’ he

think for you. A wilg grapevine!| If
will make a fine rope, \
“That's just what I was going tg
say,” called out Uncle Wlull;.o \
“Come with me, and I'll show yoy
where there are plenty of vines,” wenf
on the possum, so they followed him,
and pretty soon they came to the
place. Sammie and Uncle Wigsllly
cut a long plece, and then they took
hold .6f each end and began to
the rope fof Susie. At first she coul
not do very well, even though thera
was a nice, smooth

i - Mrs. Gage drew breath for troubled [ed. ‘Mother, isn't life perfectly beau-| “Why shouldn’t he take—" “What is the matter, grassy place to -
darnlng. Hewent on, bo ﬂms d\oli}(;: :;‘seszn;'o;en.gl. onp‘:‘ni:): I?r{ol::rw%:?'on': speech, then let it go again and signed | tiful!"” ¢ “Why shouldn’t he hold up a wom- uked. ;i G learn on. Then out of a pond jumped
grew flat, strained. He offered fa. thought! But the play was, of course,|® ten-cent appeal in silence. Chloe| Mrs. Gage answéred with an unex-|an Who has no one to—" Alex broke| “I can't jump a rope,” she answered, | Bully, the frog, and, as he was one of
speeches badly, too proud to curr)ion powerfu'l ) ' *|tried to say it "’Nﬁf pected sigh. “Things are going so|Off. 10 2o on more gently, though all|'‘and all the otl_aler rabbit girls can.” |the best jumpers in the woods, or, for
vor by clothing them with e ord  The good news was even better by | “But it would take a load off moth-|well, it half frightens me” she ad-|his physical being was still angrily| “Never mind." said Uncle Wiggily,|that matter, on Orange mountain, he
Mrs. Gage occaslgnlll) lost tad ot morning. The richness of the oppor-' €= Rawley. And you know you do mitted. stiffened. “Look here, Chloe, we've!*l will show you bow. Come with me, |show& Susie how to do l‘t.

;:: alaked htgwh“:hnit' r:';e:l;er'ated tunity grew on them till the house like nice things and good service.' It did not frighten Chloe. The accu- 53‘:;’1“:"9 'N;‘ thing %ul. lI'Ve dold;lz- Oh, deﬂ.';f a(f)rl: mryooﬁ?Odg‘l!l". o:',’.: and is Slﬁoﬁle::zrq?:e;;ej:mp ‘h.l‘:..; '}“c:‘
amin . g ’ You' : ! ! ; ong as I can. Now I'm go some sassafras ! ! ! f ' which is fast,
g into the seemed to hold no other tople. Chloe; YoU'Te getting them now. spending!mulatea good news was too great to g going ‘What is the matter?” askedSusie, |and “double: pepper. which

When Billy's kitten came

' rodm and Chloe held out beckoning

fingers to it, Ralston made a cold
pause as though u; say, "V;htencgrol;r

i is quite free—" Bu »
S bwing y did not catch

had/had her secret doubts as to Ral-'YOUr days at Mrs. Cartaret's: you'll

ston’s talent, her moments of smoth-

{ered impatience that he did not fling 1 40Wn home again. poor as ever.”

'ofr his coat and help them by any man-

iner of honorable work when disaster i ¥hen she saw the look of barassed

hate it like fury if vou have to settle

She wished she bad not spoken

be held in. Ralston had demanded
absolute secrecy about the play, imply-
ing darkly that a word might burst
the lovely bubble, but Chloe, finding
him at home, begged permission to

to say everything I feel, once for all.”

They had turned away from home
into a street of dingy warehouses, ‘al-
ready shuttered for the night. In the
sudden stillness, the gaunt walls clos-

much frightened, for she had never
heard her uncle cry so. -

“Oh, it's only my rheumatism, Susie
dear,” he answered. “Ron’t mind me.

is very
fast indeed. Then she learned to jump

with two ropes. onme going one way
and one the other, and fipally she
could skip as well as any little rabbit

knowing little of authors, iawakening in Ralston's face. He |tell Alex. ed about them like some dreadful |l shall be all right presently. Just ask|girl in the owl's school. Uncle Wig-
the rebuke, and seized the morlx:emlto ;T.ih"?:}'ﬁem':ée f!;r':'::m)::n :3: | shrank physically. as (hough an intol-] “He never repeats anything,” she |COUTt room where sentence was to be|Jane Fuzzy-Wuzny to bring me some |gily tried to jump, but he was so stiff
gather .up “ the kitten into her fab = o o ncient convention that!€rable and undreamed-of future had|urged. “He will be so pleased.” pronounced. Chloe tried to fight off | watercress liniment. and his rheumatism hurt him so that

Ralston resignedly went on, and tried |

not to see that her fingers played with
the little beast. He was coming to
his big scene and in spite of obstacles

the emotional suspense was rising like |

a tide when Sabra’s cool, efficient

tend there to convey the effect—"
The manuscript was slammed shut.

< “Oh. good lord!" he burst out. “If you

don't get the effect without explana-
tions what is the sense of reading it

to you?" 3
“But if an intelligent listener is not
o

be well to make it a little clearer:
Sabra argued with perfect good tem-
“However, we can talk of that

iman, whether fitted to it or not, must !

jearn money. Now she saw hqw small
{ her vision had been, and joy that she
1 had never given it words made a very
dear little sister of her. Ralston stay-

the characters, Mrs. Gage, seated by |- But we do believe in you,
the window with a porffolio on herPOY¥,” his mother urged, and betwo’onI
| knee. looked on with keen interest.!them the two women soothed and re-!

She was starting an endless chain of;
‘ten cent pieces for the benefit of a'
_diet kitchen, but the letters to the ten |
; friends who in their turn were each to
|get ten cens from ten friends, and no |
{on until the tens overlapped and pro-
tested, were making slow progress,

:self and let a person have a little hap-

suddenly risen before him. Evidently
he had not once thought of that. Then
his wrath descended upon her: she
might have kept her croaking to her-

piness undampened. Of course, being

Ralston’s excitement had come to
its inevitable reaction. ‘“Oh, relatives
never care,” he said moodily. “They
are glad if you fail. They hafve known
you all your life, therefore 'you can’t
be any good.”

dear

assured him. Chloe's new born audac- '
ity - was put away for the rest of the
morning: but she did not feel 80 pa-
tient as she appeared.

iback from Europe and Uncle Harry

saw me on the street? ‘Why, that's a
pretty girl—oh, no, it isn't, it's Chioe!"
She laughed, loving Uncle Harry and
all his ways. ““Alex has invented some-
thing to do with a dynamo, but I don't
helieve you would take much stock in

“Rawley is worse thah a prima don- '
na! I am glad I am going to marry an |
electric engineer,” she said to herd

it.,” she added.
The put-yourself-in-his-place admoni-
tion always annoyed Ralston. He had

the oppression.

“You always object to everything,”
she flung at him; ‘but I thought even
you would be pleased at this. Why
can't Mrs, Cartaret do what she likes
with her own money?"

question a lovely lady; the only thing
she lacks is brains. She is no more
capable of judging the value of a play
than Billy is. To let her back it with-
out some cool, outside, endorsement
is plain highway robbery. Ralston
may be the greatest genius of the age,
but he hasn't given any convincing
sign of it yet and he has had no stage
experience. And she Isn't a very rich
woman.

So when the muskrat nurse had
brought the liniment, and Uncle Wig-
gily had rubbed some on hfs leg, he
felt better.

“Now, Susie,” he said, “I will show
you how to jump rope. I used to do

“But 1 have no rope,” objected Susie,
though she felt a little more happy.
“I can’t jump without a rope.”

“Tut! tut! Do not think about such
a little thing as that” went on her
uncle. “I will have a rope for you in
a few minutes. Come with me.”

Just then Sammie came along, and,
after he had had some corn bread with
preserved sweet cabbage on, he went
with his sister and uncle in the woods.

he couldn't do it.

Then they all started for home, and
what do you think happened? Some-
thing quite serious, T do assure you,
and I'm not fooling. A big hawk. not
the kind, good fish-hawk. but another

¥ » all th ing to build : !
f ht. voice broke in: i !;gntgm;:d'e,s eorfm;,'?; n‘,,:ne‘;y' card i his sister, she didn't believe in him,| “It’s natural,” Chloe excused them. He ignored her tone. “I'll tell you|it when I was a boy, but I am not 80 kind, who was out looking for e§rly
& “One minute, Ralston. Do you in- Chloo palatad/charming taver dutis for | but. thank God, others did! “Don't you remember when I came|Why. ~Helena Cartaret is without|lively and nimble now as I was then.” |spring chickens, swooped down d
| |

tried to carry Susife Littletail off to
his nest. Now Uncle Wiggily was o
old he couldn’'t do much, but Sammie
was not going to see his little sister
harmed, so what did he do but jump
at that hawk with his sharp little feet.
and kick him until the bad bird let go
of poor Susie. Bhe was quite fright-
ened, but not hurt much, and maybe
she didn‘t hug and kiss Sammie for
saving her.

per. = “It's like a rainy Saturd 'h celf. then flushed to her ears lest the | been born feeling himself something Twenty or thirty thousand . Then they all hurried
Jater. 1 realize that I should not have | were children,” said (?hlo? “"(;v?lvw? unwarranted thought had been ln'speclal and set apart, one of nature's| dollars will matter to her. ;How are| “I am going to learn to j\'l‘mP rope,” home to the burrow, and if there is
interrupted.” was always so much littler. I had to S0me way discernible. Alex was not | princes, to whom the leveling advice|¥You going to feel if it is a flat failure?" [said Susie, quite proudly. “Don’t you 'nothing to prevent it, tomorrow night's

“Go on, dear. I must know what
she does.” his mother urged, and Ral-
#ton, with a sigh for lost inspiration,
drearily finished the act. 50,

“That is enough for tonight.” he
said. “I am too tired to read the last
‘act.”

“T am sure it is very powerful and

unusual.” sald Mrs. Gage. “And when

get real people doing 1t and all—

mboms to me every bit as good as

the Henry Arthur Jones play we went
"

he awfully careful not to get sent out
of the way.” {
“I'm sure Sabra and Rawly were |
always very nice to vou, dear,” Mrs,
.Gage protested.
! “Well, they didn't lef any one else
‘bully me,' Chloe admitted with a sigh.
“You want the heroine blonde, don't
vou, Ralston? And blue eyes?”
“There! That just shows the intelli-
gence of the public we rave to write
for,” Ralston ' said disgustedly. |

good news?”

acting like a lover: it was curious. her
certainty of hir love.

“And now, Chloe—" Mrs. Gage's ris-
ing from the lunch table was like a
call to arms—“let us go out and com-
plete the fund. Don't you think that
will be a fine way 1o celebrate Rawly's

Chloe, stricken into misery, dropped
limp hands and looked up appealing-
ly. “Oh. mother, no!" she breathed.

“Hasn't it got (o be done, depr?”

could not apply: and yet, when others
did not recognize this, he had no
means of asserting it.

“Oh, tell him if you like,” he said,
turning away.

Chloe had been longing for some
guch opportunity. She and her father
both knew that Alex loved her; why
should the lovely spring go by, wast.
ed? Alex's bad temper must vanish if
they came together again, and Chloe,
brave and bright in her new power,
meant to have no more nonsense,

The ground seemed to be dropping
away under Chloe's feet; but she
clung to her anger. “Suppose she
wanted to back your dynamo thing—
wouldn’t you let her?"

“No!"” He almost shouted it. “Not if
she knew the whole subject and could
judge its value for herself. A woman
in her position hasn't any way to re-
place her money. The man who gam-
bles with it gambles with her whole
life's freedom. How any one with a
spark of decency can take it—"

want to learn, Sammie?”
“No.” he said, “that’s only for girls.

|story will be about Sammie turning
sky-blue-pink,

can't stand is seeing the help worked
out of soft and sentimental ignorance.
Suppose Ralston has great talent; let
him get the endorsement of competent
judges before—"

“But Sothern nearly took a play of
his, you know that,” she burst in.

“Well. he kept it several months
and wrote a delightful letter of rejec-

on. Oh, Chloe, I want you to see this

pany’s tanks at Cainesville and thrown
to the ground from his car a distanee
of about twelve feet.

He was knocked unconscious hy the
force of the blow, his jaw bone was
broken, his head eut his ear-torn and
l&lrs !Lra(;n, sp;na. limbs, arms and en-

e body and nervous syst
and shocked. et

The cage will he docketed for trin!

" Raleton slightly shivered. “Oh—| “Blonde and blue eyes—baby doll-—| ‘But jt is too horrible to ask for it!* “Stupid boy, staying away!” she| “Nearly every successful artist K -|during the coming . 1
| W Jones!" he murmu!‘.od.‘ for a woman who faces a crisis like , Chloe's {ace burned a sudden red. _q“entl)"’ g(‘old)pd him as she ygtralght. ha‘:.li Look at Wagner—" ':;':fe‘:f :;,eia.jlln’:h&{-“:’t:gxf'm::. court which open: :)l:nm.;zzmrv";'l:
; “It i unusual.”” Sabra decided.|{hat! Mrs. Gage was evidently not unpre- | ened her hat over laughing eyes. She Oh, ‘look at Wagner'! Every year “It has always come between us. Your|ten weeks with Judge Francis M. inn.

“Your motive is strong and dramatic,
and your man is well done.” Sabra
never offered an opinion: she stated
a truth. The softening, “I may be
wrong.” or, “It seems to me,” did not
accord with her mental processes.
“But your woman is not sound. In
the scene where 1 was inconsiderate
enough to interrupt, she would not
have taken just that attitude. That is
a man's idea of a woman, not a real
woman. A man always—"

“If she didn't take that attitude,
there would be no play,” said Raiston
rising.
You have been most patient.” He
was too depressed, hody and :oul, to
be sarcastic very successfully. and his
mother answered with simple literal-
ness.

“It has been a great pleasure, dear!

boy. And I have got a whole pile of

“Thank you all for listening. |

“But having her husband grow tired
of her wouldn't necessarily change the
color of her hair.” Chloe persisted,
paint brush suspended. “And the pub-
lic likes them blonde.”

“The public be—blowed. Make it a
burnt black, black with a dash of
auburn underneath, very straight and
heavy. And long Chinese eyes.”

“I should think he would have got
tired of her.” said Chloe, washing her
brush. Opposing and teasing Ralston
was not usually so safe, and she en-
joyed her daring.

“It was a case of pearls before
iswine; a woman of mystery and dis-
tinction wasted on a fat-necked bus-
iness man,” he explained. “She would
have held a man like Trevelyan all
her life, if she had been free to go to

‘Held,” " Chloe repeated, carefully

pared for the protest.

“Because a thing is hard, is that any
reason for not doing it?" she asked in
kindly reproof. ‘““A good many hard
things have been done for you, Chloe.
It_wasn't just chance that gave you
all those years at the best pri\-mo[
school in the city. Isn't it your turn
to help?”

There was a long silence while she
waited for that to sink in.
Chloe rose slowly to her feet.

“You ecan always prove it to me,

/

and yet | can't seem to feel it;” she | work. but the jest and the laugh ac-|angry start.
was fumbling for the difficult words. | companied homing feet like an organ the first that he was to sing for his
“You have all talked me down all my grinder's tune.

could intercept him on his way home
if she hurried. It was Billy’s hour
for taying good night fo his grandfath-
er, but for once Chloe did not want her
little boy. She slipped out uncaught.

Alex would pass the statue, so she
went out to the peaceful little island
in the traffic., whence she could watch
both sidewalks. A girl could wait un-
noticed in this shabby old corner of

Then | the town. Neighbors, passing, greeted | office would be death for him.”

The world was

her with city gaiety.
the day's

hot and dusty, tired with

life, but you have never changed me. ! the entire street stopped to grin and
Perhaps 1 am only lazy and selfish |, help. Two taxicabs grazed wheels,

and cowardly and want to get out of  and their chavffeurs, polite backs to will never have

hard things, as you say. Well, till 1

can prove it isn't so—that what I feel | oj,neks at each other over the etornalf
is really right-—I think I ought to do! jgke of the close shave. A truckman, block and turned slowly back. “But

their fares, rolled eyes and puffed

A horse balked and|

some lovely lady looks at Wagner and
as a result some good-for-nothing fel-
low with a half talent is dawdling and
drinking in Paris at her expense.
‘Look at Wagner!' That's the war cry
| of every gifted loafer who doesn't feel
‘llke earning his own chance.”

“But Ralston couldn’t earn his own
Ichance——do be fair, Alex!" she cried,
“You don’t understand what he is. An

“Yes: he'd be bored to death. I
mean fit, literally,” e insisted at her
“He has decided from

supper; to have to drudge for it, now,
llike other men—he would fall ill and
die of sheer e?speratlon. Well, he!
0. There will always

he some woman to carry him on.”
They had reached the end of the

father was a great man, and the world
wag 80 apprédciative of him that it has
half ruined his other children. You
came a litle too late, thank heaven,
but you are o loyal to your family
that even you—Toto, it's the most in-
sidious danger in the world, to learn
to take!” He had clasped her arm and
his eyes were calling on her for a
great decision.
: (To be continued.)

Sloan's Liniment Relieves Congestion.

As soon as you apply Sloan's Linl
ment, the congestion disappears and
your pain {s gone. Bodily warmth is

rencwed. 25¢, o A

ASKS $35,000
FROM COMPANY

A suit was filed with the clerk of the

ter of Ottumwa presiding,
Indigestion Due to c;:_v;iQipation
Take a dose of Dr. King's New LIfe

Pills tontght. Se¢ how much better wou

feel in the morning. 25c.

JOHN MOHLER RESIGNS.

Fairfield, Dec. t.-- John Mohler, wha
bhas been the' falthful janitor of ihe
Jefferson county court house for (he
past eleven years resigned the posi.
tion on December 1 and has retired.
Mr. Mohler is a civil war veteran s %o
has seen .Jefferson county officers
come and go and has stayed on uttend-
ing to his duties in a faithful conscion-
tious manner, until the appearance of
the Jefferson connty capitol whith
was always spick and span became a
hobby with him and his cetermina-
tion to take a proionged vacation cane

dull mending done. You couldn’t let [removing a dimple from the heroine’s |your way. T'll get my things." And|and a teamster bawled witticisms|You are putting money above every- district court today by A. L. Stewart,(as a great surprise 1o the officiale.
% me take theVlast act? I shall be won- | cheek. “We say that of people in fic- ;she was gone hefore Mrs. Gage could | across the traffic. They could all h,.| thing elge!” Chloe spoke the word as assignee for his son, Walter M. Mr. Moliler was familiarly ..;“;.d
i dering all night if it has a happy end- |tion, but we never think of mother |answer. | savage enough on provocation: but! 'money” with young contempt. but|gtewart, against the Chicago, Burling. “Uncle Tohnny” by svery one around
2 ing.” - having ‘held’ father, do we?, “What has come over the child.” she ' meanwhile they were gay, the city, he answered patiently: 3 ton & Quiney Railroad Co., asking $25-!the court Louse and but 'recen.vlv e
: The phrase was unlucky. Ralston; Mrs. Gage looked up in mild sur-jexclaimed, as bewildered as 'h‘)“ﬂhiwlne bubbling in their veins and: ‘“Ah. Chloe. wait till you have had! gy as damages for alleged persona!|brated his 7ist virthday when 'l:.o was :

raised protesting hands to the god of

pure art. ‘““Oh, happy ending—happy

ending! Shall we never be rid of that |

“prise. “Oh, my dear, we were too busy
‘to think of such things,” she said sim- |
ply. “But to the end of his life your:

to X
Mrs. Gage thought best 1o ignore

bogy? Why should it end happily? Life | father did like a pretty woman.” she K Chloe's outburst and gave her a list

doesn’t. Nobody dies, is that is what
you mean. It leaves them goinz on as

,added with a touch of pride. Chloe
looked into her face. so seamed and

of people to cee with a few matter-of-
fact directions., Chloe took it without

best they can, as maimed people must.” | withered, with the tenderness of her , comment, but, after she had gone, the

He gave her the typewritten sheets.
“Read {t if you like, but for

jown great secret in her eyes. she‘

pity’s 'must love Alex like that-—so that in mother. :
sake don't talk to me about it.” he | her aged plainness she could take an 1o run affer the poor little soul and

set whiteness of her face troubled her
She wavered, half inclined

‘and Chloe, city child that she was, felt

!a joyous tremor of response to

i rough fellowship.

¢ Billy had spoken to her in a strangze ' yguchingly patient under difficulties,' to earn a living—just a living for one{

person: pile it up day by day, get a:

Injuries. - ;
An assignment of his claims having

the little ahead, then have an illness or|peen made by the younger man to his
No doubt evil and 2n accident, pay it all out and beginifaiher for the purpese of proceeding

despair stalked the siteets. but it was,K over again, and all the time know that | wit}; this case, the petition recites the

the kindness and the laughter that one
saw.
“My city—"

my father—my love—"

the dav will' come when you can't

“or woman who doesn’i live on some’

claims by saying that Mr. Stewart was

“| work—-iry that, and then you will say, geriously and almost fataliy injured on
an articulate song was ‘money’ in a different tone. That’s the! jype 29, 1916 while at work as hecad
atreaming through her heairt; “My eity common lof, Tolo, for the average man | yraleman on one of

ihe company's

freight tr2ins rorning on the Des

presented with a number of gifts hy
the cousi Liouse employes - The heard
of surervisors Tuesday aftorn:oo ap
pointed Jxv Perking to fill out the v
expired fezm of Mr. Mohler.

WAX is lDENThlf—’I—ED.'

New York. Dec. §.—~Charles H. Wax
wes fdentified at ‘he i1, S. atioinay's
ofice here today by James W. Qs

said, and went heavily 1o bed. Mrs. amused pride in his liking for a pretty let her off. Her love was coming. Chioe woteh., one elze.  Oh, it isn’t that | don’t see Afoines to Caines<ilia. Mo.. branch. borne and his wife, together with 1.
Gage was depressed. 'woman. i “Butl she has got to learn,” she ac | q him with a quick rising of posses- the bigness of art, compared to moen- He savs that he was struck aboutiwiv Wicox, an assistant in his t“!ﬁ
“It is hard to say just the ﬁsh'l “There is no ‘holding’ about thai, it knowledged, and set out almost 100 | gjve pride. She longer ‘6 point (him €Y. And real faleii jiax often got {0 the head and shonlders by & water'as “Oliver Osborie” the” wan ,,‘;.‘
thing,” she admitted humbly, |is ‘belonging,' ome to the other, for-jheavy hearted to do her own part. lgyt to the whole street: “See, that is|be helped—Ill grant that\ What I: gpout, attached 1o cne of the com- won the afikctions of Rae Tanzer.
B v . . > 2 St
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