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SYNOPSIS.

Challis Wrandall is found murdered I1
a road house near New York. Mrs. Wran
dael is summoned from the city and iden
tifles the body. A young woman who ac
companied Wrandall to the Inn and sub
sequently disappeared. Is suspected
Mrs. Wrandall starts tack for New Yorl
in an auto during a blirding snow storm
On the way she meets a young woman li
the road who proves to be the womba
who killed Wrandall. Feeling that the
girl had done her a service In ridding he
of the man who though she loved hin
deeply, had caused her great sorrow
Mrs. Wrandall determlhes to shield he
and takes her to her own home. Mrs
Wrandall hears the story of Hetty Cas
tieton's life, except that portion that re
lates to Wrandall. This and the story o
the tragedy she forbids the girl ever td
tell. She offers Hetty a home. friendshtll
and security from peril on account of thi
tragedy. Mrs. Sara Wrandall and Hettt
attend the funeral of Challis Wrandall a
the home of his parents. Sara Wrandal
and Hetty return to New York after at
absence of a year In Europe. Leslie
Wrandal. brother of Challts. makes him
self useful to Sab and becomes greatly
interested In Hetty. bara sees in IAs

e's Infatuation posadbility for revenge of
the Wrandalis and reparation for the
wrons she suffered at the hands o
Challis Wrandall by marrying his mar
deress into the family. Leslie. In com
pany with his friend Brandon Booth. at
artist, visits Bara at her country place
Lesite confesses to Sara that he is madl!
In love with Hetty. Bara arranges witI
Booth to paint a picture of Hetty. Boott
has a haunting feeling that he has seet
Hetty before. Looking through a port
folio of pietures by an unknown Engllst
artist he finds one of Hetty. He speak'
to her about It. Hetty declares It must
be a plcture of Hetty Olynn. an Enrlest
actrees who resembles her very much

CHAPTER IX.-Contlnued.
Leslie was coming out on an eventin

train. Booth, in commenting on this
again remarked a sharp change in Het
tys manner. They had been convers
Ing somewhat bouyantly up to the mo
meat he mentioned Leslie's Impending
visit. In a flash her manner changed
A quick but unmistakable frown sne
eoeded her smiles, and for some ree

son she suddenly relapsed into a statg
of reserve that was little short of sul
leq. He was p'ssled, as he had beet
before.

The day was hot. Sara volunteered
to take him home In the motor. As
errand In the village was the excuse
she gave for riding over with him
Heretofore she had sent him ove•
alone with the chauffeur.

She looked very handsome, veir
tempting, as she came down to the
ear

"By Jove," he said to himselfl "she
is wonderful!"

He handed her lnto the car with the
grae of a courtier, and she smiled
upoa him serenely, as a princess might
have smiled in the days when knight
hood was In Sower.

When she sat him down at his little
garden gate, he put the question that
had bees seething in his maind all the
way down the shady stretch they had
Aversed.
"Have you ever seen Betty Olyan

the nStagsh actres?"
Sar was always prepared. She knew

se qusetion would come when leasi
saputod.

"Oh, yes," she replied, with nter
est. "Have you noticed the resen
blanee? They are as like as two peas
In a pod. Isn't It extraordinary "

He was a bit staggered. "I have
eyver sees Betty Olyna," he replied.
"Oh? You have seen photographs

of her" she inquired casually.
"What has beoee of her" he ask.

ed, Ignoring her question. "Is she still
an the sta*ge"

"Heaven knows," she replied lightly.
"Miss Castletea and I were speaking

Sher last night. We were together
the last tlme I saw her. Who knows?
She may have marred Into the nobill-
ty by this tl. She wa a very poor

etress, but the lovellest thing in the
wornd--eseptng our Betty, a-
eoarse."

It he could have sees the troubled
look Ih her eyes a she was whirled
of to the village, he might not have
goee about the cottage with suh a
blithesome •r. He was happier than

ha had been Ih days. and all because of
Betty Olynnl

Leslie Wrandall did not arrive by
the evening train. He telephoned late
ha the afternoon. not to Hetty but to
Sar, to say that he was unavoidably
detaiaed and would not leave Noew
York until the next morning. Some
thing in his voice, in his manner of
speaking, disturbed her. She went to

"It's All Tommy-Rot," He Growled.

bed that night with two sources of ua-
easiness threatenalng her peace of
mind. She acented peril.

The motor met him at the statios
and Bara was waiting tor him ia the
cool, awningcovered verandah as be
drove up. There was a sulen, disat-
isfled look In his face. She was stretch-
ed out comfortably, lazily, in a great
chaiselounas, her black littleo slippers
peeplng out at him with perfect aban-
donmeat.

"Bello" he said shortly. 8he gave
i~ s hand "Sorry I oemuldn't get

oat last ~tL" He shook her hand
rather epameiousty.

"We missed yo," she s8l. "P'll up
SdhaJr. I a aoker so lay as now.W Ih m al m a mraid I'l ge stoutand

"Spring fever." he announced. H
was plainly out of sorts. "I'll stand,

is you don't mind. Beastly tiresome, at
ting in a hot, stuffy train."

ec- He took a couple of turns across ti
porch, his eyes shifting in the ease

rk annoyed manner of one who seeks ft
m. something that, In the correct order c

sm things, ought to be plainly visible.

he "Please sit down, Leslie. You mak
m me nervous, tramping about like tha

W. We can't go in for half an hour c
per

m. more."
"Can't go In?" he demanded, stol

of ping before her. He began to pull a
to his little moustache.

he "No. Hetty's posing. They won
tr permit even me to disturb them."at He glared. With a final, almost dri

u matic twist he gave over jerking am- his moustache, and grabbed up a chati

r which he put down beside her with
o vehemance that spoke plainer the

he words.
,r- "I say," he began, scowling in th
-direction of the doorway, "how long I
he going to be at this silly job?"

"Silly job? 'Why, it is to be a mai
th terpiece," she cried.

n "I asked you how long?"
"h "Oh, how can I tell? Weeks, pei

k' haps. One can't prod a genius."
sh "It's all tommy-rot," he growled

b "I suppose I'd better take the nee
train back to town."

"Don't you like talking with met
rg she inquired, with a pout.

"Of course I do," he made haste t
say. "But do you mean to say the
won't let anybody in where- Oh,
say! This is rich!"

"Spectators upeet the muse, o
words to that effect."o He stared gloomily at his cigarett

case for a moment. Then he carefull:
selected a cigarette and tapped it o01
the back of his hand.m "See here, sar, rm going to se
this off my chest," he said bluntly
"I've been thinking it over all weet
I don't like this portrait paintg nos
sense."

"Dear me! Didn't you suggest it?
she inquired innocently, but all thi
time her heart was beating violen
time to the song of triumph.

He was jealous. It was what she
wanted, what she had hoped for al
along. Her purpose now was to e-
courage the ugly fame that tortureshim, to fan it into fury, to make it un
ht endurable. She knew him well: Hi

supreme egoism could not withstani
an attack upon its complacency. Ikie
4e all the Wrandalls. he had the habi
of thinking too well of himself. Hi
possessed a clearly-ldefned sense o
humor, but it did not betin to inelude
self-earifice among its endowments
He had never been able to laugh a
himself for the excellent 'eason tha
some things were truly sacred to him

She realised this, and pomptl.
laughed at him. He stiffened.

"Don't snicker, Sara" he growled
He took time to Ilght his cigarette, ant
at the same time to consider his an
awer to her question. "In a way, yesI suggested a tort of portrait, a

ouarse. A sketchy thing, somethinl
like that, you know. But not an all
summer operatida."

"But she doesn't mind." explaanel
Sara. "In fact. she is enjoying it. Sh
and Mr. Booth get on famously to
Sgeather."

"She likes him, eh?"
"Certainly. Why shouldn't she likt him? He is adorable."

1 He threw his cigarette over the nrail
lag. "Comes here every day, I p•r

Spou?"
S "My dear Leslie, he is to do me a

soon as he has finished with her.d don't like your manner."
d "Oh." he said in a dull sort of won

t der. No one had ever cut him short

a in just that way before. "What's upa Sara? Have I done anything out o1
t the way?"

"You are very touchy, It seems t7 me."

e "I'm sore about this confounded per
a trait monopoly."
S"I'm sorry, Leslie. I suppose yo-
w will have to give in, however. We ar-
s three to one against youa-Hetty, Mr
,f Booth and L"

o "I ee," he said, rather blankly
Then he drew his chair cloeet. "Se.
here, ara, you know rm terribly keern
about her. I think about her, I dream
about her, I- oh, well. hers it is in a
nutshell: rm in love with her. Nos
do you understand?"

"I don't see how you cod help be
Ing in love with her," she bald calmly.
"I believe it is a habit men have whe•
she is concerned."

"You're not surprised?" he cried
himself surprised.

"Not in the least."
"I mean to ask her to marry me,"

he announced with finality. This wu
intended to bowl her over abmpletely.

8he looked at him for an instant,
and then shook her head. "'rd like to
be able to wish you good luck."

He stared. "You don't man to say
she'd be tool enough-" he began in
ersdulously, but scaught himself up in
time. "Of course. I'd have to take my
ehances," he concluded, with more hu.
mility than she had ever seen him dis
play. "Do you know of any one else?"

"No," she said serloously. "She doesan't
confide in me to that extent, I fear.
I'vre never asked."f "Do you think there was any one

back there in baglsad?" He put itI ln the past tense, so to speak, as
I there could be no question about the

Spresent.

"Oh, I dare say."
He was regaining his complaceany.LI "That's neither here nor there," he

Sdeclared. The thing I want you to do,

Bara is to rush this confounded per
trait' I don't like the idea, not a littleSblit"

t "I don't blame you for betig traild
I of the attractive Mr. Booth," she said.
with a signifitant Itftinig of her eyeI brows.

"I'm goang to have it over with beI foreI go up to tow. my der girl," h

amonmeed in a matte ead w.
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ie "I've given the whole situation a
if deuce of a lot of thought, and I've
t' made up my mind to do it. I'm not

the sort, you know, to delay mattershe once my mind's made up. By Jove.
er, Sara. you ought to be pleased. I'm

or not such a rotten catch, if I do say it
of who shouldn't."

She was perfectly still for a longke time, so still that she did not appear
at. to be breathing. Her eyes grew dark-

or er, more mysterious. If he had taken
the pains to notice, he would have seen
m that her fingers were rigid.

at "I am pleased." she said, very gently.
She could have shrieked the words.4-t How she hated all these smug Wran-

dalls!
S "I came to the decision yesterday,"
at he went on, tapping the arm of the

ir, chair with his finger tips, as if timing
a his words with care and precision.a "Spoke to dad about it at lunch. I

was coming out on the five o'clock, as
be I'd planned, but he seemed to think

I'd better talk it over with the mater
first. Not that she would 'be likely to
kick up a row, you know, but-well.
for policy's sake. See what I mean?
Decent thing to do, you know. She
never quite got over the way you and
Chal stole a march on her. God knows
I'm not like Chal."

Her eyes narrowed again. "No," she
said, "you are not like your brother."
r "Chal was all right, mind you, in
what he did." he added hastily, noting
the look. "I would do the same, 'pon
my soul I would, if there were any
senseless objections raised in my
case. But, of couse, it was right for
or me to talk it over with her, Just the
same. So I stayed in and gave them
all the chance to say what they

ly thought of me-and, incidentally, of

)n Hetty. Quite the decent thing, don't
you think? A fellow's mother is his

St mother, after all. See what I mean?"

Y.

a-
is

te
it

d He Bilinked I Astoelshment.

S "8bhe is quite atied, then, thatSyou are not throwlng yourself away on
da Miss Castleton," said Sara. with a

i deep breath, which he mistook for a
,- sigh.

"Oh. trust mother to nose into-d things. She knows Miss Castleton's
e pedigree from the ground up. There's

-Debrett, you see What's more, you
can't fool her in a pinch. She knows
blood when she sees It. Father hasn'tto the same sense of proportion, however.

He says you never can tell."
- Sara was startled. "What do you

P mean?"
"Oh. It's nothing to speak of; only aas way he has of grinding mother once

I in a while. He uses you as an exam.
pie to prove that you never can tell,

a- and mother has to admit that he's
rt right You have upset every one of
p. her pet theories. She sees it now, but
if -whew! She couldn't see it in the

old days, could she?"
p "I fear not," said she in a low voice.

Her eyes smouldered. "It is quite nat-
r. ural that she should not want you to

make the mistake your brother made."
a "Oh, please don't put It that way,

SSara. You make me feel like a con-
r. founded prig, because that's what it

comes to, with them, don't you know.
r. And yet my attitude has always been
* clear to them where you're concerned.

nI was strong for you from the begin-
anlng. All that silly rot about-"

a "Please, please!" she burst outw quivering all over.

"I beg your pardon," he stammered.
p"You-you know how I mean it, dear

r. girl."
e "Please leave me out of it, Leslie,"

she said, collecting herself. After a mo-
L ment she went on calmly: "And so you

are going to marry my poor little Het-
ty, and they are all pleased with the
arrangement"

S"If shell have me." he said with a
r. wink, uas if to say there wasn't any
, use doubting IL "They're tickled to
o death."

"Viviann"
y "Viv'a a snob. She says Hetty's

a- much too good for me, blood and bone.
a What business, says she, has a Wran-
y dall aspiring to the descendant of

. Henry the Eighth!"
"What!"
"The Murgatroyds go back to old

t Henry, straight as a plummet. 'Gad,
. what Vivvy doesn't know about Brit-

ash aristocracy isn't worth knowng.
a She looked it up the time they tried to
t convince her she ougtht to marry the
I duke. But she's foeud of Hetty. She
Ssays she's a darling. She's right:

Hetty is too good for me."
Sara swished her gown about and

roe •racefally from the chaiseSIoague. Extending her hand to him

she said, and he was never to forget
the deep thrill in her voice:

p "Well, I wish you good luck, Leslie.

Don't take no for an answer."
I "Iard, itf she should msay mo," he

gasped, confroted by the posslllty
of such staupidity on Hetty's pert.
"Yo den't think she winl?"

Her answer was a smile of deab,
th leeat f whlek wa to dmetlrqhis I

. glUty rc hen ,

a "It is time for luncheon. I suppose, we'll have to interrupt them. PerhapsAt it is just as well, for your sake," she

Ssaid tauntingly.a. He grinned, but it was a sickly ea
a tort.

It "You're the one to spoll anything ol

that sort." he said, with some as
g cerbity.f "IT"

L- "Certaluiy.". he said with so much
I meaning in the word that she flushed.

n Hetty and Booth came into view at
that instant. The painter was laying

. a soft, filmy scarf over the girl's bares" shoulders as he followed close behind

-her.

S"Hello!" he cried, catching sight of
Wrandall. "Train late, old chap?

e We've been expecting you for the lastg hour. How are yout"
1. He came up with a frank, genuine

I smile of pleasure on his lips, his hand
Z extended. Leslie rose to the occasion.
k His self-esteem was larger than his
ir grievance. He shook Booth's hand

a heartily, almost exuberantly.
L "Didn't want to disturb you. Bran-

? dy," he cried, cheerily. "Besides, Sara
" wouldn't let me." He then passed ond to Hetty, who had lagged behind.

5 Bending low over her hand, he said
something commonplace in a very low

e tone, at the same time looking slyly
out of the corner of his eye to see ifn Booth was taking it all In. linding

9 that his friend wis regarding him rath-n er fixedly, he obeyed a sudden impulse
7 and raised the girl's slim hand to his
y lips. As suddenly he released her fin-

r gere and straightened up with a looke of surprise in his eyes; he had dis-h tinctly heard the agitated catch in her
y throat. She was staring at het hand

I in a stupefied sort of way, holding it
t rigid before her eyes for a momenta before thrusting It behind her back

as if it t were a thing to be shielded
from all scrutiny save her own.

"You must not kiss it again. Mr.
Wrandall," she said in a low, intense
voice. Then she passed him by and
hurried up the stairs, without so much
as a glance over her shoulder.

He blinked in astonishment. All of
a sudden there swept over him the
unique sensation of ehyness-most
unique in him. He had never been
ashamed .before in all his life. Now
he was curiously conscious of having
overstepped the bounds, and for the
flrst.time to be shown his place by a
girl. This to him, who had no
scruples about boundary lines.

All through luncheon he was vola-
tile and gay. There was a bright spot
in his cheek, however, that betrayed
him to ara,. who already suspected
the temper of his thoughts. He talk d
aeroplaning without cessation, direct-
ing most of his conversation to Booth.
yet thrilled with pleaspre eash time
Hetty laughed at his sIlies. He was
beginning to feel like a half-baked
schoolboy in her presence, a moss as
plorable state of affairs he had to
admit.

"If you hate the trains so mach,
and your automobile is out of whack,
why don't you try volplaning down
from the Metropolitan tower?" de-
manded Booth in response to his lug--
brious wall against the beastly luck
of having to go about in railway
coaches with a lot of red4yed, nose.
blowing people who hadn't got used
to their spring uaderwear yet.

"Sinister suggestion, I must say,"
he exclaimed. "You must be eager to
see my life blood scuttered all over
creation. But, speaking of volplaning,
I've had three lessons this week. Next
week Bronson says I'll be flying like
a gull. 'Gad, it's wonderful. .I've had
two tumbles, that's all-little ones.
of course--et result a barked knee
and a peeled elbow."

"Watch out you're not flying like
an angel before you get through with
it, Lee," cautioned the painter. "I see
that a well-known society leader in
Chicago was killed yesterday."

"Oh. I love the danger there is in
it," said Wrandall carelesly. "That's
what gives set to the sport."

"I love it, too," said Hetty, her eyes
agleam. "The glorious feel of the
wind as you rush through it! And
yet one seems to be standing perfect-
ly still in the air when one is hal( a
mile high and going fiftty miles an
hour. Oh, it is wonderful, Mr. Wran-
dalL"

"I'll take you out in a weak or two.
Miss Castleton, if you'll trust your
self with me."

"I will go," she announaced promptly.
Booth frowned. "Better waSt i

bit," he counseled. "Risky business,
Mis Castleton, flying about with
fledgelings."

"Oh, come now!" expo••lated
Wrandall with some heat. "Don't be
a wet blanket, old man."

"I was merely sggesting she'd bet-
ter wait till you've lot used to your
winge."

"Jimmy Van Wickle took his wife
with him the third time up," said Le
lie, as if that were the last word in
aeroplalns.

"It's eommon report that she keeps
Jimmy level, no matter where she's
got him." retorted Booth.

"I dare say Miss Castletona can
hold me level," said Leslie, with a pro.
foaund bow to her. "Can't you, Miss
Cuastleton "

She smiled. "Okh, as for that, Mr.
Wrandall, I think we em all trust yeu
to clins pretty closel to your own
leveL"

"Rather ambgous, that," he re-
marked duMously.

"She means you never seat below it,
Lele," said Baoth, ajo•yg htamselt.

"rhat's the one reat principle in
seroplantng," said Wrandall, qulck to
recover. Vvian eays I'll break my
neck some day, but admlts it will be
a bherolc way of deoing it. Much nobler
than pitching eat of sa automobile or
catapeltint oev a hor's head in
Ctral ptark." ' He pased for. Ret
beime vatelag his next coeleusio.
"It must be sefbly sbMime, blas
iuaashe-.r in it queed-efter a

d0e ot a -ll ase a itfr

He looked to see Miss Castleton
wince, and was somewhat dashed to
find that she was looking out of the
window, quite oblivious to the peril
he was in figuratively for her special
consideration.

Booth was acutely reminded that
the term "prig" as applied to Leslie
was a misnomer; he hated the
thought of the other word, which re-
flectively he rhymed with "pad."

It occurred to him early In the
course of this oneelided discussion
that the hostess was making no ef-
fort to take pert in it, whether from
lack of interest or because of its flrv-
olous nature he was, of course un-
able to determine. Later, he was
struck by the curious pallor of her
face, and the lack-luster expression
of her eyes. She seldom removed her
gaze from Wrandall's face, and yet
there persisted In the observer'-
mind the rather unceanny Impression
that she did not hear a word her
brother-in-law was saying. He, in
turn, took to watching her covertly.
At no time did her expression change.
For reasons of his own, he did not
attempt to draw her into the conver-
sation, fascinated as he was by the
study of that beautiful, emotionless
face. Once he had the queer sensa-
tion of eeling, rather than seeing. a
haunted look in her eyes, but he put
it down to faney on his part.

And Leslie babbled on in blissful
ignorance of, not to say disregard for,
this strange ghot at the feast, for.
to Booth's mind, the ghost of Challis
Wrandall was there.

Turning to Miss Castleton with a
significant look in his eyes, meant to
to call her attention to Mrs. Wrandall,
he was amazed to And that every ves
tige of color had gone from the girl's
face. She was listening to Wrandall
and replylng in monosyllables, but
that she was aware of the other wom-
an's abstraction was not fod an in-
stant to be doubted. Suddenly, after
a quick glance at Sara's face. she
looked squarely into Booth's eyes. and
he saw in hers an expression of actual
concern. if not alarm. ,

Leslie was in the middle of a sen-
tence when Sara laughed aloud, with-
out excuse or reason. The next in-
stant 'she was looking from one to the
other in a daesd sort of way, as ,fI
coming out of a dream.

Wrandall turned scaret. There had
been nothing in his remarks to cal
for a laugh. he was quite sure of that
FPlshing slightly, she murmured some
thing about having thought of an
amusing story, and begged him to
go on. she woldn't be raed again.

He had little mest for continuing the
subject and sullenly disposed of it tI
a word or two.

"What the devil was there to laugh
at, Brady!'" he demanded of his
friend after the weman had left them
together on the porch a few malutas
later. BHety had gone upetairs with
Mrs. Wrandall her arm clasped tight
ly about the older woman's waist

"I dare esay she was thinking about
you falHan a mile or two," said Booth
pleasantly.

But he was perplexed.

c rAPTta x.

Yon Preposes.
The young men cooled their hels

for an hour before word was brought
down to them thit Mrs. Wrandal
begged to be excused for the aftere
noon on account of a severe head-
ache. Mid Castleton was with' her,
but would be down later on. Mean-
while they 4were to make themselves
at home, and so on and so forth.

Booth took his departure, leaving
Leblie in sole possessic- of the porh.
He was restless, nervous, elted;
half4frald to stay there and thee Bet
ty with the proposal he was deter
mined to make, and wholly afraid to
forsake the porch and run the risk of
missing her altogethe it she came
down as signiled. Several thing
disturbed him. One was Botty' de-
plorable fallure to han on hims wrde
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HAD SOMETHING LEFT .OVER

Senator Was WenderIng Just Hew He
Would Employ the Remnant of

His Salary Left.

Senator John K. Shields of Tennes.
see is a homelover and likes his own
freside better than the gilded glories
of a gaudy hostelry. On his big plants.
tion out in his state h hhas a large
colonial mansion surrounded by sev-
eral hundred acres of ae land on
which he pastures cattle, ponies and
goats.

But when be cams to the apital
and sought to get a house sitable for
his lare, and panmtes, he found it a
dimcult task. An seergetic real e
tate agent motored him and his wife
from one bose to another, eah time
the rice rising skyward for the rent
Now. the senator reoleves $.,000 a
year, sad If he pays out mdh for rest
he will have to be pretty e em al
In his food and clothing.

So he and Mrs. Shieds tramped
over houses of all kinds for days. At
last the agent got them eorNered In
lovely mansion big ngh to hose a
regiment and ornate enough to snit
the Shah of Persia. He took them
over it from top to bottom and at last
stood up before them in the handsome
library.

"What is the rntt" asked the same
tor. who was mightily plesed with the

"Very reasonable" repled the agent.
"O•aly Mow a year."

Senator sields wet r is a win.

as he had fondly expected her to do:
and then there was that very disqul-
eting laugh of Sar's. A hundred
times over he repeated to himself that
sickening question: "What the devil
wu there to laugh at?" and no an-
swer sugested itself. He was dea1d-
edly cross about It

Another hour passed. His heels
were quite cool by this time, but his
blood was boiling. This was a deos
of a way to treat a fellow who had
gone to the trouble to come all the
way out in a stuffy train, by Jove, it
was! With considerable asperity he
rang for a servant and commanded
him to fetch a time table, sad to be
quick about it, as there might be a
train leavitn before be could get bek•
If it took him as long to find it as
it took other people tq remember their
obligation! His sarcasm filed to
Impress Murray, who said he th• •kt

"What the Devil Was There to Laugh
at, nrd•y?"

there was a schedule n Mrs. Wren-
dall's room, and he'd get it as soon
as the way was clear, If Mr. Wrandall
didn't mind waiting.

S"t I minded waiJting" snapped LOs
lie. "I wouldn't be hern now.

As the footman was leaving, ams's
automobile whirled up to the port

ocherr.
"Who is going out, Murray? he

called t surprise.
"Mii Castleton, sir. tor the ir,

sir."
"The desee you sayl" gasped the

harassed Mr. Wreandl. It was a
pretty kettle f fish!

Hetty appeared a few maltes later
attired for mterings.

"Oh, there you are," ir sa, appw
Itg him. "I am sing for a OL.
Weant to Come alons?"

He swasllowed hard. The edsu at
his mestoche deseribed a palr et ab
stolut ohersmeal be*elmats
peante. "It you dust miad being "e-
eumbn ed," be remerbed sor.

"I deat In th least mind," mId she
swear.

"where are you going? he asked
without mush eathul m. m He w•nt
to be caught appearing ager, ast be.
Besldes, It wan't anything to be fi
pant about

"Toeder," she said, with a liberal
sweep et her arm, taking In the whole
landseape. "And be hoe to time t,
dre•m r baner," she adied,` ac to
relieve his mind.

"Good Lord!" be geaned, "*I w
have to eat agai?"

"We hav to dress or It, at lest,"

"Il o," he inelatmed, and anie
of toeuroe a esp end eat

"EarM has planned for a m t
Lenxo tomorrow If It desist ol,"
she Informed him on his return.

"Oh." be mid, staring. "Beoth
a day off on the portrait, the."

"Being Sunday" sme smiled. "We
knock of oi undays and beant be-
days But, after all, be doesn't rea
get a holiday. He Is to o with
poor fellow."

dw s•d stee or m a•am deepa
thoshl

"Well. sar. what s It that i o
srng you?" •uqLred the agesu

"Nothing much," remarked SIheldo,
"I was only thinknla what I would do
with the other lve hundred of my sal.
ary."

Sh Was Me Easy Mere.
MJartha is seen. sad has .hews

more than ordinary childish averalon
to learnisons , being wae and
having curls made moouth and ahsy.
and hIe than the average delight In

One dey upon her roter ae Kes N
day school be was questioed as to
what she had learned from her aso
teahr this til. She Lcred out with
ameha eyes a a an indignant toes at
her pretty head "Why, mamms:
teacher tld me toeday that story asbt
the Childrena of Israel walkSing aesm
the Red sea and nat wetl their.
selves wet one sdagle Il,.-ad she
cm-peelea me to believe fE"

Teugh bear.
Car Olert, the noted arhite

New York-t4e Woolweort dlag is
one o his reatfome-a-ld t a resem•
criticlsm of skymcrapers: "This erll.
clam Is not fair. It is preuadiesd.
Hes It will do doer harm thea •god
-like the remark of the wealr. 'Wall
er, •eanfund It, this asaek en't lder

ne•sght 'N t tender emeaghtr
waiter snarmse. "Aw, what do ro as
pet. D you want t =en p u d
.h• and uere T

IATHER DEAD
THAI

D ie C..d... i

Lumpkln, Ga.--Y. . W.
of this place, says: "I UI
dumb chills and fever and wIrregular. Wu also nerve g
weak, short of breath, cosl't
housework without it betag a
and then I began sufering atiedery In my left side and Iback I
where I would rather have bes•
than alive.

I tried many remedies, but
tailed to help me.

Finally, I purchased two
Cardul, the woman's tonic, and
taking it according to
Cardul helped me right away.
lieve It saved my life.

I caunnot praise Cardul
my lady friends. It Is ertalyn
medicine for sufering w .emggirls."

If you have any of the
common to womes, or If yee
aneed of a good, streagthening
we urge you to give Cardui a
has helped thousands of women
past 0 years of msueess, is
by the numerme s ethnlastle
of gratitude, idmilar to the
which come to us every day.

Don't delay. This letter from
Booth should convinee you that
Is worth a trial. Get a bottle
your druggist today. You'll
pet It.-Adv.

Curtain Lecture.
Mis Polly-When I was In the

I attended a vaudeville show,
was Just grand.

Villager-What were the
the pieces?
Miss Polly-I don't remembr

but the curtain said the fbret pl•as
"Asbestos."-Bufalo apress,

A BEAUTIFUL COLOIL
Why use a black nasty, •el

lag disinfectant when yes
Ross' "Dead Q k" Spray?
Ilghttflly cloaa, and will
kill all insects •ad germ the
applied. Use it is your hems,
vegetables and a yaour seek
y your drugist. W. C. ke.e

-etarla company, Little
-Advt.

Army's Fight on Typhb
The o ea y of the treatm

phold by vae•latIo. I
the remarkable stattics
United States army during
whem only two eases at
among the enlisted fome at
were recorded. Of the two
was that of a an who haL

at with tthte vaestos;
was among the troops ia
man had b•e•ea eaused Ia
the history tof the eas to to

Bere the vaew sa
adopted the typheid ametge
lAN; in 1010, bes.e
paeused, the rate was LS
in 111 it drogped to U0,
to $s.-anglesesig

sasy Parmen
" Pluase, sir," said the

head or the hsem, "tis*
an here to ye oea f
"Ten bihm to tik a
"Oh he's ahnady

and new ab's aftsr tl
frem the .instalme
York bern.

age -aew Whet th
"KMt Whi," he hqm

mma-iv. hoewn sndeep the 'Kom,' haven't

Sbe e her ton ywith a mening gask

"iThe 1renh lasiote s

"That most be ben
muh a polite peopJI"

LIVING AlpY
tew -f Healt • p~e)"

It reouireso as sle-
disever whether sese
not.'

Slmplys.sp R erm
Pstnam i laet o*t ltN

beme idl e 1ets. The

"It years t IE u was .l

ames sand •-tais
"I was themn an I

dribter, but rwas lng
b pemeaded that it was
hret E. inlly I dch sie
oP a eow deays ad tf edm

I had a raging heabeksh,

pin of eeate." (The
mused* by the wreaction

"*niin herd of Pestem
bfiad who used tt, I boug
nd•trieedt. Id SI dst

but after I lears ha edhw
right, ecding to dlreti
I weold not change beet i

"When I began to us
weighed only 11? lbs. NW
1' *aen as I have not tasae
in that time I ea only
preseant good health to the
tum la placeof eoffes

"My husand says I ma
vertleement for Festam."

tie Creek, Ieb.
Postamn)aw comes in t
Reglale Peetum - mMt

bolled. lIe and Mc
ilstant Peetum-Is a

er. A teaspoonful
In a cup of hot water an,

The cast per cup ot
thabt the sam.

Tm's a enC


