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Y was just 1ike thousands of

theryoiing men sc,::;t!zu? ::inh‘it
‘the |\ wor he was o o
i a whol;ilnt T:

“avery one save himse

h:gu::nu;, and even he had
8¢.its extent. The ambition to
‘had grown on Harry from the
fiad seen hls first play. Starts
Jlivlth‘ schiool (boy Tecitations and
up with college dramstics he
cultivated the tasts for stage life.
thers he was in Bloomstead, &
n the drmg store, his small nal-
y golng every week for the necestl-
o5 of 1ifs. Thera did not seem Lo be
chance in the world for him to gel
from thers, yet, anybow he did
‘give Wry to that thﬂ'ﬂthf:, “T
Just-got to get on the stage” he

It himself mors than once & day,
#that's where I belong” gy

%0t course like every other halple

;021!:;“:1‘;& wlm.lug ambitions, he
“wrote to every play producer he ever

heard of, and poured out his story
‘Soma of them answered him, most of

them dld not. 'The answers were all
abont the same. “Forget il" was the
underlying thought, though they went
al it in a kinily fashion, enlarging on
the discouragements the theatricals
profession offered to the novice. None
of them did nshe hoped; that 18, g_rita
and say “Come right along. wa"will
give you a chancse to make good and
we will pay you enough to keep you
from starving and to buy your tickat

Bome again if you don't suit** The¥

fooked on him as jost & "moan-eyed

pube”, They forgot the days when
they were longing for that chance
when & helping hand would have put
them on thelr fest. That's what Harry

\ thought, anyway.

i u'lHo‘wever. y;mn was not going'to be

. denied all the pleasure of footlights
afd applause. Amateur dramatics pf=
fered. o little soothing ointment to hig
jongings. As leading man and direc-
tro of the Blpomstead Dramatic Bocle-
be was filling In all his spare time,

The gecond rehearsal for the “The Ro-

manca of Lilllan wne scheduled for

that night at the town hall, &nd Harry
‘w5 lonsing mo time in getting thers.
{He had big hopes for this play. Tt
‘g&va him an opportunity for some real
acting in the last act, and there was

& vague hope that some one of Infli-

ence in the dramatic world might hear
~of his success in*it.

"Bt at the town hall disappointment
was lurking., Clarenca Colbert, chos-
en leading lndy, balked at the kissing
seene. . "Papa says if T am to be kiss-
#4 in this play T ean't be in it," Olor-
o told Harry with roral tartnoss.

“#Me mother thinks it would he 8w-
ful to have Klsaing fn it," one of the
other Eirls in the case agreed. RIght
there an argument started that ended
|0 Clorene’s leaving in tears. The re-
hearsal was upset for the evening, and

* urther rehearsals were postponed un-
til & new Jerolne could be secured.

‘Poor Hi ! 'He had never heen 80|
dlsguested as he was that night What
did these 'rubes know about art, any-

way, he asked himself. The Idea of
Clorene balking et the kissing scene!
As it a stage kiss meant anything!
Where conld he get another herolne?
All the girls with any abillly at all
were in the cast already. But no!
Thera was that new arrival, the young
Ipdy from the city who was visiting
{he minister's wifs. Would she take
the? There was only one way, to find
but, and Harry started out to put that
one way into operation.

Ruth Hedley ilstened to Harrys
plea and smiled Kindly. The ambition
of the young man before her could not
help making its impression.

“Let ma read your play” she said
when Harry had finlshed, The young
Teader of tha dramatic soclety hisnded|
over the manuscript willingly. As R
s8t and read Harry watched her fa
'He bed not noticed before how very
. beautiful she was., When she smiled
_ sha was slmply glorlous, Why Clor-
. soe wag not in it with har!

i “Ruth finished the manuscript. ‘Read
 Lhat Jast act to me.”” She handed the
play over to Harry for compliance,

" “Harry started to read, his voice and
\expression” gathering strength a5 the
Aft procecded. It was nol & sirong
but Harry certainly made the

teof jt.

*Bplend Ruth app when
finfshed. ‘Mr. Thomas you

born: sctor."

At-last some one had recognized his

Harry blushed radiantly and

out his thanks, Somehow this

ming young lady lelt him berelt

e

g1 Tatnded

npt.get a stronger play—one
ore life In it and that will give
‘alchance to act?'! Miss Hedloy
ested. *I have the manukcript of
g.In my trunk that will be the very

1 would'ba pleased to play the
‘part in (" :
Bul ‘It takgs 80 long to writs gut
aris for the others,” Harry de-

- ‘can hive typed manuscripts hera
fom the city In less than a week,”
(th told him, “Are you on?"

T sure am!" he declared. We'll

8 these peopls sit up.”

& peopla of Bloomstead certainly

tuy. Never had there Peen such

{18 in thair midst as the Drama-

ciety made that fall. The rehear

\the new play went off with

many pluces, ha thongh Busutimes|

ghe han showa: pom. pf the fire she
Installed” fo the othen..an: on the
wholo shs kept her talent, it she did
josness any, I3 restras~. Then thert
1ind beon Lbe Ecenery—real city scen-
ery that arrived Io timg for the last
rehearsd) & kurprise drranged by
Rath. Was thers ever such.a girl af
shs? Harry was quite convinced there
naver was,

before Harry realized it. Alter the
first line Or two he forgot himself en-
tirely, forgot everything but the part
he was playing and ths people thal
wera acting aronnd him. The roar of
spplavee’ thar followed 'the fall of the
curtain brought him to himself. Would
the applaugs never ceasal?

“They ars calling us before the cur-
tain. It was Ruth flnshed and ex-
cited. Then' it all came  over him,
TRuth had been acting as he bad never
sean her act befors. ‘Together they
had mpde a trivmph.

But the first act was nothing to
what followpd. Curtain call after sur-
tnin call heralded thelr efforts a grea{
HUCCERE.

When it was all over, Harry fonnd
himsolf In his dreseing room, dazed by
the wonder of it all. A light Iaugh at
the door, and Rutb's volea brought his
| nerves back In“place. Ruth entered
followed by & portly gentleman;

My maneger, Mr. Cuthbertson “Har-
ry heard her say, as It It were In 2
dream. Buddenly it dawned upon him
Ruth was a'rea] actress—a Brondway
favorite, ha conld'read [t In her eyes.

Of course she was; Mr. Cutheraton
goon let that out.

“Thig play you both handled 8o won-
derfully tonight is the one Mise Hed-
ley {g' to open the gemson In  next
month.”  Cuthberton sald, "and we
want you to play opposite her. I have a
blank contract hers for your signn-
ture.”

It was Harry's opportunity, A great
blaze of light struck him between the
temples, he felt himself wavering, -and
thera was a choling sensation in his
throat.  Out into the air hs rushed;
he could not stand it any longer.

Ruth found him, sitting In tha open
rear doorway, panting and dea‘hly
white.

"Can’t you see what a glorions thing
it s for you" sho eaid—"the success
you bave dreameq of, everything you
want {n the world." !

“But, it {sn't" Harry had risen and
wis facing her with s sort of wild
stara, "It {a you that have meant
more to me than ‘anything and now I
have leamned to love you &g just Ruth
Hedley, the minister’s wife’s college
chum. 1 wonld not dare to love so
grand a person as Ruth Hedley, the

Brondway star.’”’

“And why not? Can't Broadway
stars be loyed? Can't they love, In
return?" There was a light in Ruth's
eyes that brought back Harry's cour-
-age.

His world had opened up to him—
most of it was in his amms.

The Story Lady

“Where bave you been, Peter?”
asked Mama. !

“Up to Mr, Ramaey’'s houss.”

“"What were you doing up there?”

new son was a-gettin' along.”

“Who {5 his new gon?"
wanted to know.

"Gee Whiz! What is this, snyway?
"Zamination day?”

“Peter, don®t Be impiSignt,  Tell
mother all about It.  Mrs. Rennert
was here this morning and had a
groat tale of woe to tell, 'She sald
that she promised her cousin on her
Uying bed that she would always take
care of James Augustus, and he was
perfectly happy with her, and you and
& strange man came along and carrled
him off and she wanted to fnd out
from me who the man wams so she
oould get him back."”

“Huh!" sniffed Peter, "she'll play
whaley getting him back. I told Mr.
Ramsey about James Augustus, an'
we went to see him day before yester-
day, an' he was a-gittin' out on the
steps haoldin' that big fat kid, an® it
made Mr. Rameey mad, an' Mrs, Ren-
nert came out and began to fuss ot
James Augustus, an' Mr. Ramsay
asked -her if he was lots of help an'
she gaid he wasn't worth his salt an'
she guessed she'd have to put him In
the 'Sylum an' James began to ery
an' Mr. Ramgey asked him {f he want-
ed to go home with him an’ he said
yes an’ he glve Mrs, Renilart a lot o!l
money an' she slgned o paper sayin'
she dldn’t want James no more an’
Mr. Ramsey took him home an' they
have hagd & doctor already an' he says
he ¢'n cure James."”

Mama gave Peter a hug. Peter
sguirmed, but Mama held him tight.

“Do: you_pguppose he will be hap-

an

Mama

‘.'Sura_ He calla Mr. Ramsey ‘Uncle
Bob' but Mr. Rapsey s goin’ to 'dopt
him an' then he Is going to call him

They werp into the 1lrde act almost|

y her.!

I just went to see how him an' hla‘

(Derothy, aged 26, is spending the summer
her job and $500 savings on. the chance

the summer. ]
Silyersand Lake,
. Wednpsday night.
My own dear Joan: @ | b
.We have had the talk, Eric Wallis
and I p : '

“It you only knew," he sald when
we were [ar away from everybody in
& little cove of ‘the lake in his canoa,
“how 1 have wanted to tell you about
—Mary Kymbal, =

“From that first week ddwn at Live-
1y Beach whon'T was still only half ra-
covered from that hell-on-earth that
was the war, and you rescued me from
the gnests of the hotel, T have beon
on the brink of giving you the story.
1 knew yon would understand’ and
might help me pntangle it

Why didn't. you tell me? Was It
talr not to?" E

“Perhaps It wasn't falr to you. But
the story was HERS.",

Yours, too, wasn't {t?"

“Yes and no. For such stories are
more & part of & woman than of o man.
You know the old line: ‘Love is of
man's life & thing apart; ‘tis woman's
whole existence.’ - /

“I'was a soldler in the thick of the
fight. Dorothy—no ona who lss nol
been through that carnage dreams of
what it does to you. It alters your
whole viewpoint on life. It makes
everything else seem. small . Nothing
elss seems 1o matter one wuy or oth-
er, even love,

“It I8 harrible even to think back
to those days. But Mrs, Kymbal has
told you the'story. It Is her seeraf no
longer. I must tell you my side of it
—angd let you judge—no matter how
harshly you condemn me,

“I wonder If you can understand,
Dorothy, the feeliges of » man who
has been reeking in the mud and hor-

ror of the front line, not seeing a de- | vast tragedy.

cent woman for months, not having &
mouthful of dainty food or & clean
bed. Not hearing a word of anything
but seoldier’ talk and hospltal clamor,
Then suddenly’ coming to' somebody's
home in the loveliest part of England.
Belng clean und cared for and fussed
over. Seeing a lovely womnn with gen.
tle ‘volce, coltured speech and tender
touch, at vour side alwnys—eager to
serve you, ready with pralse and sym-
pathy— =

"My whole being seemed to malt in
gratitude. I was as weak as a chilo
—and 28 happy. Thankfulness and
love wers in my heart. They went out
to har. She looked to me llke an an-
gel, 3 goddess, everything that was
beantiful and good.

“When I learned how nnhappy she
was, my heart yearned to ler. more
than ever. [If there was anything |
thoroughly understood it was suffar-
Ing. 1had lived with tragedy. To stop
the trouble in the world seemed the
Onpo Great Thing In life,

“Do you understand me, Dorothy?
14id not téll myself ‘This woman loves
me. [ love her; I much prove that I
love her by helping her, befriending
No~ For love In itself I tell
you, was out of my thcaghts

ROMANCES of a SUMMER GIRL
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YAl right,"—his volce was-a whis
per—"If you say.it)'

“Here was some one who had helped
ma beyond the power of words to tell.
and now she needed help. Sho be-
eame i1 my mind & part of the world's
-

“] can't tell yon cxactly what the
end of it was. There seemed to be no
end. 1 got well and went back to the
froot, Gradually thé months o which
she Had been so knitted Into my life
became blotted ‘and blurred in Lhe ro-
nowad struggie.

“She wrote—I got twa or three let-
tars filled with expreasions of devo-
tions and wild plans which 1 only haif
understood. 1 never realized she maant
to lenve her iome, her—her hughand—
averything—and® do (the thing which
ghé has done. [ am not excusing my-
zelf. [ loved her. Or {hoogh.l did—
perhaps 1'still do, in & way thatis half
gratitude; halt pity—"

“Oh, Hrie—" fairly: burst {rom ma
out of the pain his words cansed, “grat-
itude and pity aren't enough—und yet
you must do it—yon musi stand by
\her and,keep whateéver promises you
| made

Ha looked at me a moment like u
man who-has been shot and is going
to fall—

“Ah right—'"" his volce was a whis-
per, “if yoo ask it."

‘My head throbs too terribly, dear,
to/ write more tonight,

DOROTHY.

D et

.

Father Bob. An' Mr. Ramsey calls

him ‘son’.
“Well, It seems very wonderful to

| me. Sometimes I think you-are s very

remarkable ehild **

“Yes,” sald Péter standing on his
head on the poreh railing, “an’ some-
times you think I aln't." =

WHAT TO EAT
NEXT WEEK

The first duty of the housewllo
marketer {8 caraful thought.

First—the thought that breads,
cereals, fruits and vegetables are
cheaper than meat and should form
the bulk of the diet, BSecond, the
thought that some cuts of meat are far
cheaper than others, and that eggs,
cheese, beans and peas, and macaronf
are excellent meat substilutes. Also
that cereals ‘and vegetables properly
compined with meat can make & small
amount go & long way.

Third—that carefully planned men-
us—madse for a weok shead, help the
marketer to buy only what li needed
and no more—avolding wasta and ex-
travagance. :

Fourth—the thought that foods|
bought out of season or In times of
®carcity Are an unnecessary extruva-
Eance;

Firth—the thought that milk, how-
ever expensive is a cheaper food ana
more important than meat. Each
child under 15 should drink or eat In
food 1 quart a day, and every adult re-
quires 1 pint each day,

Bixth—Learn to market according to

tha judgment and the purse —not ac-
cording to appetite,

Here are menus for a week in early
September

Sunday,.

Breakfast—Iced cantaloups, corn-
meal and wheat waffles, honey, cof-
fee,

Dinner—Lamb flank, roasted, mint
jelly, browned new potatoss, peas anid
Ccarrols, orange ice, cup Chkes,

Supper—Hot potato salnd, peanut
butter sandwiches, fced tea.

Manday,

Breakfast—Steamed oatmeal with
cream and sugar, biscait, canned or
stewed dried fruft.

Luncheon — Minced lamb and ou-
cumber sandwiches, buttered beets,
milk, cookles,

Dinner—Cream of tomato soup,
toasted cheese walers, baked sweel
potatops, cord brend, fresh apple sauce
and crenm. |

Tussday.

Breakfast—Chilled grapes, bolled
rice and cream, clnnamon toast, cocon.

Lunch—Canned’ sulmom, whole
wheat bread and lettuce sandwiches,
watermelon or cahtaloupe.

Dinner—Baked spinach and choeas
loaf, white sauce, creamed carrots,
rice-muffing, peaches und cream.

[sdnesday.

= 1
at Lively Beach, having staked
i ) l!ll!‘l".'lﬂ !

‘Delighttul School Dress
~ Girls and Mis

: : B
UST received!—All Wool Poplin ‘Superi
Dress in sizes 13, 15, 17 and 19 youthfy

. signéd and especially suitable for -stl‘:hlog’f"

" Made with pleated skirt, wide belt neatly

ered with points of red, sailor collar; red ail

color, nayy blue. “Superior Maid” Dresses r

here exclusively and are very good

Values at a modest price ..ot diava

o
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Copyridhted 1019 By ths

“And If Bob doesn't recognize me

me out in my shroud!" So 1 said to
myself, in the Blly, sentimentsl way|
of girls when they are tired and ner-
Vs,

It had grown terfibly derl while [
wag spreading out my wedding gowi.
A thunder storm was brooding, 8n
the wind was stirrng the lops of trees,
in an ominos way. Yet it didn't make
me ngrvous, for [ hiktve elways: loved
& great storm. | wasn't at all ofrafd
to be alone in my dear lttle rooor,
But 1 was awlfully sorry. Mother had
not arrived. 1 wanted her to see my
wedding dress again,

Finally, the black threat ¢ ‘the
storm broke in fury, and made a rec-
ord for itself in the annals of the elty.
1 reallzed, as [ looked 'out upon the
swirling, flood in the stretts that i
immured for hours. 1 was rather
pleased, for'it was'a comfortable pris-
on, and from the window of the room
1 could epe a great cxpeanse of (the
suburb Jashed under the storm.

As I turned from the window—I
faced a gtrange/dlttle fIgure In glass.
It was not Jane Lorimer, there in
Jane Lorimer's own 1oom, in Jane
Lorimer's own house.

Away I rushed to my bathroom, and
scrubbed off that abominable dark
complexion . ang threw aside that hor-
rid black bobbed wig. Then, to: be
entirely mysell agaln, I put on my
wedding dress. Mother conld see It
better ko when ghe came lo get me
ater the storm.

To mysell, then, the real Jane Lor-
Imer, visible now in the mirror, {n-
stead of as the pilp ghost I lad been
‘watching & short while befors, I mads
the sweeping curtesy that Bob had
liked 50 much in tha old days.

—

mato sauce, hread and ‘botter, fresh
fruit;

Dinner—Green corn’ souffle, lima
beans, plclded heets with coftuge
cheese balls, Dutch apple cake.

Friday.
Breakfast—Grapes, fried egzplant,
rolls, coffee.
ch—Banana and ripe olive salad,
nut bread gandwiches, mill,
Dinner—Planked flsh with i

soon, 1 don't care how soon they lay i

| Play Ghost Myself and My-Man Comes Homel

. And In' the midst of it I almost lost
my equilibrium! A step—ths step of
‘man—eounded on the tiled flgor of
the veatibufe! {

Vislons of the most dreadful men
1 hod ever met, when T Was unpro-
tected, grew large, and faded Bway
Mmefora mae; the crew of the U-boat—
Certals—Jo Back!

1 picked up the lopg (rain ol my
wedding dress, and fled sofly to &
nook behind the pale pink damask
curtning which divided ‘my boudolr
from my dresging room,

1 heard the than move hurriedly
to-and~fro [n the various rooms-be-
low. Then be came up the. stairs, I
was glad the fury of the storm was
increasing, that day had turned into
night, %

But the man awitched on the lights,

1 nearly fainted In my hiding place,
Baob and 1 were nlone together in our
brida] chamber!

Bob went over to the chaise longue

and pleked .up the phone from _ths

stand at ite slde,

“Mother,! he suid, when ‘his' call
bad ‘gone through, “that lttle girl
you sent me for isn't hera. I'we been
all ‘over the house.! Then & pause.
Bob ‘expostulsted ‘Now, don't gat
narveus about her, Mother dear. Prob-
ably she started home before the first
shower, and has taken shelter “on o
porch: gomewhere. I'1] find her and
bring her home in the car when the
rafn—"

A horribla crash—another, anid
another,—~tora the world asunder. Tha
room was filled with'a blue glare, All
of the lghts went out, and I heard
the phone crash to the floor, After-
wards, nothing more. Utter datk-
ness and ‘utter stillnéss, except for
the waves of rain that washed agaliist
tha windows!

e e e e ot o

GET-READY FUR WINTER.

With winter suret yeomling, it 1s the
part of wisdom to put all your:roofs
In'shape. There lant' anything better
than the slnte surface shingles or the
2:and 8-ply Gibraltar yoofing that we
are putting on o lot of houses, Call
us today. J. Barle, Davls, . general
contractor nnd Job contractor, No. 70

_|Cleyeland Aye., phone 470-B, - Adv.

potato, creamed onlons, tomato and cu-
cumber galad; peaches’and grapes,
Saturday. y

Breakfast— Appla sauce, cornmeal

mush and milk, Fronch toast, coffea;

Lunch—Mock: snusages, with ‘fried
apple, bread and’ butler, tea, 1

Dinner—Egges baked in whole toma-

toes, buttered parsnips, cucumber and
green pepper safud, poach custard,

Breakfast—Blue plums, scr
eggs, toast, coffee,
Luncheon—Corn on the eoh, string
beans cooked with pork, iced lamon-
ede, tookies: T
Dinnep—Bee! stew with carrots and
onfons, baked potatoes, corn bread,
epple sauce, ripe pears.
Thureday.
Breakfast — Sliced peacher and
cream, cream’ of wheat, toast, coffes,
Lunch —Stuffed gréen peppers, to-

DON'T YOU MISS

The pleasure you might enjoy ny be-
iog the owner of an Kastman Kodak?
It you sre on & vacation—afloat or
aghore—evary where you go, you find
eomathing you would like to reinem-
ber. Would ‘not'= yhotozraph fill tha
blll? We have many different atyles,
Let us shuw you how casily they are
'olszi\,ramd. “A. (. Martin Company.—
Adv. v

“I ALWAYS> HAVE GUOD LUCK”™

Ask any housowife why she préfars
Marigold Flour ana she will' say that
sha ean depend on {t. Being dependa-
ble, it not only ellminates chance of
spolled baking, but ‘makes o' quality
long that the housew!fe. ls prond ol
Got 4 sach from your grocer and have
sallsfactory bakings. Manufacturad
by Falrmont Graln ind Milllng'Co.

————

IT 18 OUR BUSINESS .
To dispenss iiefltn-glving prescrip-
tions in'the proper way. Not a busm-
ness we have learned In a day, but
atter years of hard wirk and carefil
study, We tiss pure drugs, compound
them' with accuracy and charge you
an honest price for our 'services
Bring your next ons to the Mountain
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City, Drug Co., opposite Court House®
Phone 1216.—Ady. :

—

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—(YES, PANSY’S VAC

ATION 1

S OVER T00!)—BY ALLMAN.

‘suocess and’' the night for the
mence arrived

o

strung to the highast pitch. 1t
~the first time he had been affecl-

nd the footlights {n the town|
HI Harry was oxclted and his narvas|

wiLL Have

T™ ko YolRs TEELING 5O WELL BECAUSE |
| WVE QUIYE A LOT OF SOLED CloThEs THAT

To BE WASHED AND IRoNED—

|STUFF IN THE WASH

| SAN, OLVIA, ThRow THis | | WRAT DoNou .
THINK L AM,
[ ATTRUCKE




