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~Bilversand Lake,
;) Angust Something
. dear Joan:
r i_le,,dgut r,rl!end. y:;\:r led:l:
rightness in marriage. m
me your sdvice upon what I
old Erfe Wallls to do, for I am
"1 have insisted upon the
58 conrse,
tude  and pity.’. 1 lectured
you rémember, ore not enough
parry on. Yet you must do it
‘muat. stand by her nm?, keap
{ayer promises you made.”
A1l right,” he answersd.
Joan, he looked 1ike & man re-

allsyﬁ"'; s death sentence. What have
“done to him—to them both?

“have always shuddered st mar-
which were made at the polnt
of & plato)l po to Eay, Do you re-

‘¢ams to the good women of Bents-
' glile and cried, “But T don't want to
Marry Willle Mason NOW. I thought
1 loved him, but now I don't [ meyer
want to eee him again!”

‘And do you remember how, follow-
ing the lght as they saw it, they in-
#lsted? And Mollle Wigging enden
ber perplexities in the lake?

T've been thinking all night of her.
Wouldn't it have been better to have
sent her away somewhere and helped
Ber to u fresh start? She was a nice
1ittle thing, helptnl and full of intelli-
gence, But she had no mother or
father; no one to teach her right from
wrong. No one to teke gn interest or
glve her a good tima, She thought
J Willle Mason was her friend, and ghe
' wae eager and wistful—and grateful,

Isn't It something the same with

Wallls and Mrs. Kymbal? She be-
friended him when he needed help

; desperately, And he probably con-
4 fused his gratitude with love, Per-
haps gratitude is love, of a sort. But
where there is no mora than. grat-
itude and pity left, {s marrisge right?

The trouble is that she wants it.
Blis belleves he loves her. There are
people lke that—who can belleve
Wwhat they wpnt to belleve. After all,
Joan, perbaps her love for him 18
enough for two. Perhaps she can
bring back the fesling he frankly ad-
‘mits he had for her when he was
11l at her home in England during the
WAr ......If not, perhaps she can be
satigfled with less than love.

But can ho? These dreadful prob-
lems are so Individosl. Rrie's tem-
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aged 26, is pending the summer at Lively Beach, having staked

00 savings on the chance of winning a suitable husband during
These are her leiters home to foan, her chum.} .

‘member the little Wiggins girl who|

“But | don’t want to marry Willle
Miason now."

perament {8 not the phlegmalie, easily
satisfled eort. Would he not just
have to turn against her if he mar-
rled her under snch conditlons? And
would he be able to disguise his fesl-
ings and not trest her cruelly? Oh,
Joan, help me to undo what I have
done—if I have done wrong—before|
it s too late?

1 guess what I need is for & sense
of humor to come to my rescue! Thelr
affzirs mey not be as serfous as I
think, And perhaps they had best
fight it out themsslves At any rate
it ia rather comic my fering forth to
find a hugband and ending' up by
marrying off the only lkely man to
another woman! Lots of folks will
g8y, “Serves her right. Bhe should
walt for fate to come to her"

Write quick, Joan, and cheer me

DOLLY-DUMPS.

Love and Llghtning Wark

1 get'my teeth in the back of my
Hand to keep myself from screaming,
snd stood as'still as If T myself had
been paralyzed by the lightning stroke,
> |- dared not stir—I dared not speak,
i .~ Beelng me in that hbuse, in that veiled
pridal dress, Bob must think me a
dream-woman—sa wraith of happiness,
A mere glimpae of me, revelled ina
\ightning flash, might disturb the deli-
b pate mechanism of his shell-shocked
brain—and make him mad forever!
More than once the doclors hed
warned the Lorimer family that Bob
. ' lived and moved on the verge of in-
' #anity. s
' Blackness like that of ths tomb
deepenad about me and & great dread
.. orept over me. Had the wish of many
Lg weary mionths come true—too late?
i ‘My man had come back to me—we
. ' were togather once more In our own
retty home—in our own little Toom!
- ?:nthul But perhape with the bar-
rier of death—
“'A soft glare of lightning broke
“through the torrents of rain, The room
as lllumined for an {nsiant and then
t black again. But upon my eyes
“was imprinted a dreadful spectacle:
My husband had dropped upon the low
00 ponch and was stretclied there, awk-
i wardly, limply, with closed 1lda.
- My shrieks filled the house. Wers
Bob and I'united, at last, on the brink
& 3t the grave? T sprang to his side and
ht his dear form in my arms, and
rowedding vell enshrouded us to-
I -
parcaly had I moved him than my
. horror waa over. He was not
gad,. He began to speak, but not to

ddy!" he
: that poor devil scream?
p him!"

cally above hia
stk to front.
“\Oomnecting the motion with his
rds, I caugbt the dreadful signiti-

Lat's
Then he moved his hand
head from

“THE IDLE DOLLAR.

ory Idie dollar io the pocket of
Jyoung person should become the
ayed for fuiure need. Dollars
80 &g far us they once did, and
on, you are vary llkely to need
fe of them. The wise person takss
tige) of - every opportunity to
Addle dollars In & savings ac-
.f- romptly, This bank will pay
| per cent, Interest on your sav-

o

he ‘Feoples Natiomal Bank—

THERE'LL GOME A TIME
you will want a better Tire than

e ever before used. Then, if

%% wise you will coms here for
6f the Gates Half-soled Tires
‘have been famous for years but
er bragged abont. Come In
snd learn all the details, Gates
Tire BService Btatlon, 216
Strept—Ady,

. MAKES HENS LAY,

Hesn Folulry Pan-a-ce-a helps
gep Poultry hu._lth{ and to make
[Tuy,~ 'Tnls 1a Just the time of tha
i _your poultry nesds a tonle,

tria] package and note the
-_,!l!nnd 50 cents per pack-

1
whispared hoarsely.

s a Miracle With My Bob,
oance of both. ‘Bob was adjusting his

helmet! His mind had gone hack to
the trenches! He was living over the
moment of the explosion which had de-
stroyed his memary of his wife, which
had changed his life and mine for
monthg,

The thunder rocked the house agaln.

“Too damn near, that last one, Bud-
dy!" Bob raised himself on hia elbow
and sat with head a little to one sida
In & lstening attitude, In the blue
gleam of the lightning, I saw that his
oyes were still tightly closed. He was
talking like & man in his slesp,

“The poor kid's gone west!" he sald
at Inst with & sigh and he seemed- to
wipe the sweat from his forehead.
“Let's thank God he didn't suffer any
longer, Buddy!" He dropped flat on
the couch and his volee thrilled me:
“Come on, now, son! Quick! Stralght
ahead!" A

And then he turned to crawl—as av
infant cresps—as the bravest soldlsrs
must ereep when shells hammer the
earth close to them!

My heart seemed to stop its beating.
Had that awful lightuing stroke sent
Bob wandering forever in the hell of
battle? Had his sick brain besn shock-
od into {nsanity? .

“Not that! Not that! Oh, my love!
My love!" I whispered betwesn my
gobs, and forgotting all prudence, long-
ing only to shield him—to eave him—
I drew his head to my breast and
pressed my Jips upen hia.

Then the simplest thing in the
world _happened. Perhaps wa wouold
ddscover that all miracles are just as
a;mpla. if we only had the facts about

em.

Will be Tound on
page nine.)
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Beginning Tomorrow Morning the '
z Formal Presentation of

Apparel
In Wondrous Assortments

glittering, glorious galaxy of all that is
new, fashionable and desirable in
1 Autumn Apparel and Millinery will greet

your arrival at our store. For this is the
annual event—occuring each Fall—which brings
together our greatest gatherings of things dear
to the hearts of all women who would be charm-
ingly and stylishly groomed.

' We might hint of Suit modes fashioned as
they never have been hefore—super-luxurious in

. their fabrics, fur trimming and tailoring; of
Frocks designed for every conceivable need and
illustrating the great height to which the art of
fashion has attained; of Coats out-distancing al'
previous ideas of beauty; of Hats so gorgeous
that they defy surpassing—but even then we
would not tell you enough,

Adequate description of the exquisite Osgood
modes for Autumn is impossible—there is but one
way to fully appreciate their vastness, their rich:
ness, their variety, and that is to view them at
your first opportunity,

)

Osgood Autumn

-H Drug Btore, Glenn B.
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