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time 1 was on the lifesavin’ crew |,

over ter Bleak Hill fer & spell—my
cap’n he had a fist jest lite thai
Useter make out the spickest, span-
nest reports. Lemige see,” the twinkle
deepening, “didn’t the EAls may yew
was & 'spectin’ somebody terday? Law,
1 ain’t saw Cap'n Sam'l fer ten year
or more. I guess on these here pop-
pin’ trips o’ his'm he haln't wastin’
time on no men-folks. But, Blossy,
yew better give me a chance ter talk

Points on

lAdvertising

By HERBERT KAUFMAN

to him this arternoon, an’ bbe I
speak a good word fer yer."”

Blossy, not always keen to see a
joke, and with her vanity now In the
ascendent, felt the color rise into her

(Copyright.)

How Alexander Untied

Alexander the Great

the Khot.

was being

g ! that does not plead for their custom
. will eventually be drawn to an estab-

lishment miles away because they have
been made to belleve in some advan-
tage to be gained thereby.

The circulation of every newspaper
is nothing less than a reservoir of

| buyers, from which shoppers siream
!in the direction that promises the
| most value for the least money.

The magic development of the

| desert lands has its parailel in mer-

chandising of the men who consider
the newspaper an irrigating power
which can make two customers grow
where, one grew before.

SYNOPSIS. they must crave their very own fire-
side; and the thought that they missed W‘}gﬂhmd Che;:-.dn‘t e 110 | ShOWD the Gordian Knot. "It St Be

Captaln Abrabam Rose and Angeline, | the old homestead made her yearn for | B E o word e trou untled,” they told him; “every man | |f It Fits You, Wear This Cap.

his ‘wite, huve lost their little [OTC® | the hom~ that ehe might have had— | ‘° ’pe"hz . 31'; word for me. ADY | who tried to do so failed.”

1 1 Abhe's cky purchise nA- "

ﬂ_l-mrl;lrfjlul \n:lr.-in::";:--r{i‘(. i household | the home that she still might have. :"'lsl‘: :oasnc‘:nna:ﬁ“;'bgt. cn.n 18:-:";&: But Alexander was not discouraged | Advertising isn't & crucible with
ooy T g8 g g o1 G| Asain she brought her eyes back €0 |\ ien: Xed. Just| pecause the rest had flunked. He sim- | which lazy, bigoted and incapable mer-
Tame. Gr Angy In the Old "‘d,'.‘{"' the portrait; and now she saw, not the : ! = g, ply realized that he would have to 80 | chants can turn incompetency into
Hoth are seif-sacrificing but Abe | ocpora steristics which had always made e man you take & mate is the | at It in a different way. And instead | success—b ins
! Aoy . g . ut one into which brain
M"-.'r:‘-i' 'h.'ﬂ‘kf,"’ m‘.‘h w]I::‘ r(,f' :rr’_‘" it seem impossible for her and Samuel | :-:Lt‘:ie?tbgnglm ‘t;:n' }Ii’.’f. r:fu 2‘111‘:?:460:5 of wasting time with his fingers, he | and tenacity and courage can be
i cuply Hig not e Wt liul | to jog together down life's road, but | iries on earth. I'd rather be him than | drew his sword and slashed it apart. | poured and changed into dollars. It is

house,
gends them along by-paths to the

te of

the great truth that the face was hon-

gtrike & gold mine reaching from here to
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chamber, volees the unanimous verdict
that Abe must be taken In with his wife
Abe mwakens next morning to find that
he 18 “0Old Lady No. 31 The old ladies
EV! him such & warm welcome that he
made to feel at home at once. “Brother
Abe” expands under the warm reception
of the sisters, and & re!gn of peace be
in the 0Old Ladies’ home.

CHAPTER Vi—Continued.

It “plagued” the others, however, to

tion,

The next morning found Blossy
kneeling before a plump little leather-
bound, time-worn trunk which she kept
under the eaves of the kitchen cham-
ber. The trunk was packed hard with
bundles of old letters. Some her
younger fingers had tied with violet
ribbon; some they had bound with
pink; others she had fastened togeth-

Blossy's cheek waa still flushed, but
no longer with pigue. Her voice qua-
vered and broke; and finally there fell
upon the faded page of the letter two
sparkling tears.

Abraham shufiled uncomfortably
from one foot to the other; then, mut-
tering something about the “pesky
apple hook,” went scuffing across the

it. The fumbler has no show %o long
as there 1s a brother merchant who
doesn't waste time trying to accom-
plish the impossible—who takes les-
sons from the failures about him and
avoids the methods which were their

downfall.

The knottiest problems in trade are:
1—The problem of location,
2—The problem of getting the

not the shirker—gets rich.

By its measurement every man
stands for what he is and for what he
does, not for what he was and what he
did.
= Every day In the advertising world
{s another day and has to be taken
care of with the same energy as its
yesterday,

The quitter can’t survive where the

with white silk cord, and there were | floor in the direction of the chimney. d

see that none of them could get ahead | &7 . crowds. plugger has the ghost of a chance.

of Blossy in their noble endeavors to more and more bundles, both alim and | Blossy, however, called him back. 3—The problem of keeping the Advertising doesn't take the place
stout, which Blossy had distinguished [ “I was crying, Brother Abe, because wds. £

make Abraham feel himself a light and
welcome burden. She it was who dis-
covered that Abe's contentment could
not be absolute without griddlecakes
for breakfast three hundred and sixty-
five times a year; she it was who first
baked him little saucer cakes and pies
because he was partial to edges; and

by some special hue of ribbon In the
long ago, each tint marking a different
suitor's missives.

To her still sentimental eye the col-
ors remained unfaded, and each would
bring to her mind instantly the ple-
ture of the writer as he had been In
the golden days. But save to Blossy's

the man 1 did take for a mate once
was not happy, and—and neither was
L 1 was utterly wretched; so that
I've always felt 1 never cared to
marry again. And—Samuel's wig is
always slipping down over one eye,
and I simply cannot endure that trick
he has of carrying hie head to one

4—The problem of mini
expenses.

mizing fixed

§—The problem of creating a valua-

ble good will.
None of these knots is

going to be

untied by fumbling fingers. They are
too complicated. They're all inextri-

of business talent or business man-
agement. It simply tells what & busi-
negs is and how it Is managed. The
snob whose father created and who
is content to live on what was handed
to him, can't stand up agalnst the
man who knows he must build fer
himself,
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The rapid development

created a demand for

)
of spraying
among orchardists and gardeners has

cably involved—so twisted and en-
tangled that they can't be solved sin-
gly—like the Gordian knot, they must
be cut through at one stroke. And
you can't cut the knot with anything
but advertising—because:

1—A stors that is constantly before

Blossy it was who made out a list of
“Don'ts” for the sisters to follow in
their treatment of this grown-up
young-old boy.

“Don’t scold him when he leaves
the doors open. Don't tell him to wipe
his feet. Dom't ever mention gold

spraying machines and there are sev-
eral machines adapted to potato spray-
ing now on the market. 1
The best machines have tank or air
chambers with safeiy valves for reg-
ulating thle pressure by which the
mixture is returned sutomatically to

What makes you think that you are
entitled to prosper'as well as a com-
petitor who works twice as hard for
his prosperity?

Why should as many people deal at
your stors as patronize a shop that
makes an endeavor to get their trade

side, as if he had a left-handed spell
of the mumps. It nearly drives me
frantic.

*Brother Abe, now tell me honestly:
do you think he would make & good
husband

eye alone there were no longer any
ralnbow tints In the little old trumk;

*mines or shiftless husbands,” etc., ete.

All these triumphs of Bloasy's in-
tuition served naturaily to spur the
others on to do even more for Brother
Abe than they had already done, until
the old man began to worry for fear
that he should “git sp'iit” When he
lay down for his afternoon nap and
the house was dull and quiet without
his waking presence, the ladies would
gather in groups outside his door as if
fn a king's antechamber, waiting for
him to awaken, saying to one another
ever and , “Bh, sh!” He pro-

Abe cleared his throat. Blossy was
in earnest. Blossy could not be
laughed at. She was his triund, and
Angy's friend; and she had come to
him as to a brother~for advice. He,
too, had known Bamuel as man to
man, which was more than any of
the sisters could say.

Stroking his beard thoughtfally,
therefore, he seated himsell upon a
convenient wooden ciest, while Blossy
slipped her old love letter in and out
of the envelope, with that essentially

the people makes Its own neighbor-

hood.

2—Crowds can be brought from any-
where by persistent advertising.
3—Customers can always be held by

Inducements.

4—Fixed expenses can
duced by increabing the
sales.

5—Good will can only be created

through publicity.
Advertising is breeding
every year and making

only ba re-
volume of

new glants
them more

and shows them that it is worth while
to come to its doors?

Why should a newspaper send as
many customers to you in half the
time it took to fill an establishment
which advertised twice as long and
paid twice as much for its publicity?

This is the day when the best man
wins—after he proves that he is the
best man—when the best storg wins,
when it has shown that it is the best
store—when the best goods win, after
they've been demonstrated to be the

the tank when an excess of pressurs

is reached.
The power of the pump

sufficient to force the mixture

should Dbe
through

:ﬁzﬂn& ’ er of welghing sad con- powertul every hour. Publicity is the

sustaining food of a powerful store
and the only strengthening nourlsh-
ment for a weak one. The retafler who
delays his entry into advertising must
pay the penalty of his procrastination
by facing more glant competitors as

best goods. .

If you want the plum you can't get
it by lying under the tree wit® your
mouth- open waiting for it to drop—
too many other men are willing to
climb out on the limb and risk their

fessed to at the attentions Le
received, would grunt and growl
“Humbug!” yet nevertheless he
thrived in this latter-day sunlight. His

“Naow,” began Abe at length, “this
i somep'n that requires keerful de-
batin’. Fust off, haowsomever, Yew
must remember that wigs an’ ways
never made s man yit. Es I riccolee’

it had been, filled out, the wrinkles Sam'l, he was pooty good ez men go. necks in thelr eagerness et It aw:
tarning into tvl.'nn-.t' Abraham had 1 should say he wouldn’t be any more | ®ach month of opportunity slips by. | FEO7E % TEE tos s
grown young again. With the return of a risk tew yew than I was tew Eerwn-! (;hﬂ;t:r a8 “:r =1:w wtrc:::l;

of his youth came the spirit of th Angy; mebbe less. He's got quite a | 80 as a clever sel oesn’

w0 the Old Ladies’ mﬂmfn:w leetie laid by, 1 understand, an’ & | for a hang, o long as other men are COMMENT THAT MEANT MUCH
ily, as Blossy had avowed from the tidy story-an'ahalf house, an' tront | equally well posted and wear the|

' first, they had been In sore need of stoop, an’, by golly, can’t he eook! | sword of publicity to boot. They are | Fgw Words Made Business Woman
the maseuline presence. The ancient He's a splendid housekeeper.” able to tie your business Into con- Realize She Must Have Long
coat and hat, which had hung In the “Housewifery,” remarked Blossy | stantly closer knots, while you cannot Been Out of Style.

hall so long, had perhaps served its sagely, as she began to gather her mis retaliate because there is no knot g

purpose In keeping the burglars away, sives together, “is an accomplishment | Which their advertising cannot cut for | The business woman found herself
but this lifeless substitute had not to be scorned in & young husband, but | them. at the beginning of winter with two
preventsd the crabbed gnomes of lone- not in an old ome. They say there Yesterday you lost a customer—to- | suits of excellent quality and tailor-
liness and discontent from stealing In. hasn't been a woman inside Samuel’'s | day they tock one—tomorrow they'll | ing on her hands, and decided that it
Bploster, wife and widow, they had house since he built it, but it's as | get another. You cannot cope with | would be extravagance to buy a new
every one besn warped by the testy Knssiing Before & Time-Worn Tronk. clean as soap and sand can make it” | their competition because you haven't | one. After a patient dressmaker had

remodeled the skirts and sleeves and
spent weary hours in pressing the re-
sulf seemed everything that could be
desired.

The next fall the suits were still so

the weapon with which to oppose it.
You cannot untle your Gordian knot
because it can't be untied—you've got
to cut it.

for every ribbon and every cord had
faded into that musty, yellow brown
which is dyed by the passing of many
years

“1 bet yer,” agreed Abe. “Hain't
never besn no fiy inside it, neither, 1
warrant yer. Fly can't light arter
BSam'l's cleanin' up nohaow; he's got
ter skate.” -

musical evenings, when Miss Abigail
opened the melodeon and played “Old

Abraham discovered her there, too
engroased in the perusal of one of the
old letters to have heeded his creak-
ing steps upon the stairs.

“Didn't see yer, till I "most stumbled
on yer,” he began apologetically. "I

“He says he bullt that little house
for me,” sald the old lady, as she
closed down the lid of the trunk. There
was a wistful note in Blossy's voice,
which made Abraham declare with a

You Must Irrigate Your Neigh-
- borhood.

Half a century ago the

re were ten

good that with a very slight strain
on her courage she wore them the
second winter. She knew that she
was not garbed In exact accordance
with the last ery of fashlon, but she

million acres of land, within half &
thousand miles of Omaha, upon which
not even & blade of grass would grow.
Today upon these very deserts are
wonderful orchards and tremendous
wheatflelds. The soll itself was full
of possibllities. What the land nesded
was water. In time there came farm-
ers who knew that they could not ex-
pect the streams to come to them, and
8o they dug ditches and led the water
to their properties from the surround-
ing rivers and lakes; they tilled the
earth with their brains as well as their
plows—they became rich through Irri-
gation.

Advertising has made thousands of
men rich, because they recognized the
possibilities of utilizing the newspa-
pers to bring streams of buyers Into
neighborhoods that could be made
busy locations by irrigation—by draw-
Iing people from other sections.

The successful retailer is the man
who keeps the stream of purchasers
coming his way. It isn’t the spot itself
that makes the store pay—it's the
man who makes the spot pay, Centers
of trade are not selected by the public
—they are created by the force which
controlg the public—the newspapers.

New neighborhoods for business are
being constantly built up by men who

Hundred,” and Abraham was encour
aged to pick out with one stiff fore-
finger “My Grandfather's Clock.”
“Hymn tanes™ were sung In chorus;
and them, in answer to Abe's appeal
for something livelier, there came
time-tried ditties and old, old love
songs. And at last, one night, after
leaving the instrument silent, mute in
the cormer or the parlor for many
years, Aunt Nancy Bmith dragged out
her harp, and, seating herself, reached

come fer the apple-picker. Thar's a
handful of russets in the orchard yit,
that's calc’latin’ ter spend Christmas
up close ter heaved; but— Say,
Blossy,” he added more loudly, since
she did not raise her head, “yew seen
anythin' o' that air picker?

Blossy glanced up from her ragged-
edged, crackly billet-doux with a start,
and dropped the envelope to the floor.

For the moment, so deep in reminis-
cence was she, she thought Captain
Darby himself had surprised her;
then, recognizing Abe and recalling
that Samuel's winter visits were inva-
riably paid in the afternoon, she broke
into a shamefaced laugh.

“Oh, is that you, Brother Abe?
Don't tell the others what you found
me doing. These,” with a wave of
her delicate, blue-veined hands over
the trunk and its contents, “are all
old love letters of mine, Do you think
I'm a silly old goose to keep them
cluttering around so long?”

“Wa'al"—Abe with an equally dep-
recatory gesture Indicated Angy's
horsebair trunk in the far corner of
the loft—"yew ain't no more foolisher,
1 guess, over yer old trash 'n me an’
Angy be ws-keepin’ that air minin’
stock of mine. One lot is wuth "bout
as much as t'other.”

felt that she looked well and a long
way from being consplcuously out of |,
date.

With the first warm spring days,
however, came a yearning for some-
thing fresh and dainty that would not
be denied, and after many' days of
search and endeavor to make taste
and pocketbook jibe she became the
possessor of a suit of irreproachable
cut, material and workmanship. When
she sallied forth In it, with the nec-
essary accessories, ome beautiful
morning she had, like the lady of
whom Emerson tells, that feeling of
{nward tranquility which religion is
powerless to bestow

At noon, with a heart full of the
exuberance of spring and a mind free
from sartorial worries, she repaired to
the modest little boarding house
where she had lunched all winter.
The kind hearted, garrulous landlady,
who often came to her table for a

burst of eympathy:

“ "Tain't no disgrace ter git married
at no time of life. Sam’s a good per
vider; why don't yew snap him wup
terday? We'll miss yew a lot; but—"

“Here's the apple picker right over
your head,” interrupted Blossy tartly,
and Abe felt himself peremptorily dis-
missed.

Scarcely he left the attic, how-
ever than she, hastened down the
steep, Darrow Bhe spent the
remalning hours before train time in
dopning her beautiful lace gown, and
in making the woman within it as
young and ravishing as possible. And
lovely, indeed, Blossy looked this day,
with a natural filush of excitement on
her cheek, a new sparkle in her bright,
dark eyes, and with her white hair ar-
ranged In a fashion which might hate
excited a young girl's envy.

The hour for ithe train came and
went, and, lo! for the first time in the
history of twenty years Captain Darby
did not appear.

Blossy pretended to be relieved, pro-
testing that she was delighted to find
that she would now have an extra
hour in which to ponder the guestion.
But the second train came and went,

i
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brought forth what seemed the very
echo, so faint and faltering it was, of
“Douglas, Douglss, Tender and True.”

There was a long silence after she
bad finished, her head bowed on her

e
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Abraham spoke first, clearing his
throat before he could make the words

g

"I wish 1 could git a husband fer
sald he.

you?
a distinct ngte of surprise In her
volee, “Quite a good deal of style

CHAPTER VI Recovering the envelope that she had | her lace gown, thinking although thers | have located themselves in streets | about it, (00"
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= s L] where she now am y here | gven walk from his home at Twin The storekeepér who whines that| Heading. a suburb of Winnipeg. When Bought c'.""""
ept, and where was hung om the | handwritin' does. When I run the | Coves, she sald. ; his melghborhood holds him back is | completely stocked the farm will con- With Nozzies and Attached to Farm

wall, in a frame of yellow hollyhocks,
painted by her own hand, a pheto-
graph of Capt, Samuel Darby, the man
who had remained obstinataly devoted
to her since her days of pinafores.

beach—yew've heard me tell of the Wagone—The Pump May Ales Be

Used in Spraying Orchardas.

the vines may be partislly regulated
through the noazles.!

squinting at the truth—he is hurting
the nelghborhood.

If it lacks streams of buyers, he can
easily enough securs them by reach-

tain 2,500 head of cattle within 1
fences. With 1500 of these giving
milk, the total yearly output
[mdmhwmhml-
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