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S8YNOPSIS.

On Windward Isiand Palidor! intrigues
Mrs. Golden into an app of evil
which causes Golden 1t
ture the Itallan by brar
qrushing his hand. Pal

nd and kidnaps Golde

argery. Twelve years later in New York
& Musked One rescues Margery from La-
gar and takes her to her father's home,

whence she is recaptured. Margery’'s
mother fruitlessly Implores Golden to find
thelr daughter. The Laughing Mask

from Legar

aln tekes Margery away
nd &

war sends 1o Golden a warnin
demand for a portion of the t of
Windward Isaland Margery meets her
mother. The chart is lost in a fight be-
tweean Manley and one of Legar's hench-
men, but is recoversd by the Laughing
Mask Count Da FEspares figures in a
dublpus attempt to entrap legar and
claims to have killed him. Golden’s house
is dynamited during a masked ball Le-

r escapes hut Da Espe \g erushed in
Et ruins. Margery rescies the Laughine
ask from the pollce. Manley finds Mar-
Erﬂf not Indiffarent to his love

He saves

from Mauki’'s polsoned arrows Man-

¥y plans a mock funeral which fails to

accomplish the dealred purpose, the cap-

ture nf the Tron Claw and his gang The

Laughing Mask again frustrates the Iron
.

ELEVENTH EPISODE
The Saving of Dan 0’Mara

Yonng Peggy O'Mara was troubled
fn mind. She had become suspiclous
wof her own father. On more than one
occasion of late that debt-harried
toller from the Applewaithe works
had been visited by a stranger who Im-
pressed the sophisticated young Peggy
as anything but attractive. And an
honest man, Peggy argued with her-
®elf, indas no need for stealing up to
@ house at night and closeting himself
with its owner behind the locked door
of a cellar workroom. So the spindle-
legged daughter of Dan O'Mara, watch-
fng for her chance, decided to investi-
gate.

But the gir'®s chances for investl-
gution were limited. for Peggy was a
hard-driven young housekeeper, with a
bedridden mother to look after as best
she could. Late one night, however,
when Dan O'Mara had led his myste
rious visitor into his cellar workroom
and locked the door behind him, the
&irl slipped off her broken-toed shoes
and stole silently down to that under
ground chamber of mystery.

There, with her ear to the keyhole,
she overheard enough to conflrm her
darkest suspicions. She stole away.
stricken In spirit and struggling in
waln to keep back her tears, for the
girl's Jove for her toil-hardened father,
if not always blind, was at least with-
out limite. She waited until the mys-
terions visitor had stolen out through
the house, with a parcel under his
srm, and then once more made her
way down to her father's workroom.
The door, this time, was unlocked. So

~she entered noiselessly and crept over

to where Dan O'Mara sat staring at
the wall with unseeing eyes.

“Pop. what're you thinkin' about?”
suddenly asked a tremulous volce
elose to his shoulder.

He swung about like a shot.

*“What should 1 be thinkin’ about?”
he demanded.

*“You're thinkin'about that man who
was down here ten minutes ago,” was
the girl's answer,

“What man?" equivocated the cul-
prit.

“Chinatown Charlie.”

“And how'd you know he's called
Chinatown Charlie? demanded rebel-
Hous-eyed Dan O'Mara,

“1 know more'n that, pop,” said the
girl, with a gulp. “I know that city
erook's ropin’ you in for work I never
thought you'd do!"

“Work? What work?"

“There’'s & bunch of opilum smug-
glers got wise to the fact that the dye
works is bringin’ in tons of that Kal-
sow wood from China. And certain o'
them blocks Is goin' to come In hol-
low, with secret marks, and you're
goin’ to dig the opium out o' them and
hide it here until that hop runner for
Chinatown Charlle comes and carries
it away in a laundry bag!™

“Well, what about 1t?

“You can't do it, pop. Hop smug-
glin's & pen job, and you know it."

*“] got ‘o take me chances,” protest-
ed the man.

“But this ain’t givin' you a chance,
pop.”

“Ain't your mother got to have med-
feine? demanded her father. “Ain‘t
we behind in our rent? And ain't the
company docked me ten a month since
that one-armed man had me machine
work taken away from me?"

“But you'll have more'n your ma-
chine taken away from you, pop.
You'll be queered with the company,
for tamperin’ with stock, and then the
bulla "1l get wise and send you up the
river for smugglin'!™

“I've thought that out, me gerll. I've
no love for goin' against the law, at
me time o' life, bui 1 guess we've got
to taka chances, We've got to, or go
under for good and all! For I'm think-
fn' your poor mother was right when
she said there waa no crime so black
as the crime o' bein' poor!”

The face of the young girl hardened.
The look that came into her eyes was
opsuly anarchistic,

“Hut they'd promised to raise vour
pay, over to the dye works!"” she re
minded him.

“Instead o' which they took off me
machine and gave it to that one-armed
snitch who claimed I'd been workin'
against the company by tryvin’' to in-
vent a chemical color that'd scon be
seéndin’ their old logwood plant t' the
scrap heap!’

A fighting light came into the Celtie
eyes of the thin-blooded young girl.

“They've never given you a chanet,
none o them!" she passionately
avowed.

“Then see that you don't be spoilin’
me last one!” warned her father as
he got up from the table and pro-
ceeded to hide away an artfully "hol-
lowed out block of Keisow wood.
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Silent as Peggy O'Mara remained
on the subject of her discovery, she
brooded long and darkly on this heav-
ier cloud that hung over her home and
her father's good name. It haunted
her thoughts as she worked. It filled
her blind young heart with a spirit of
revolt. It converted her into a di-
minutive yet lowering-browed Ishmael-
fte. She hated the owner of the works,
she told herself as she carried her fa-
ther’s dinner pall to the factory the
next day, and she hated the hard-
voiced foreman of the shaft room. She
turned to stare belligerently towards
Auson Applewaithe, the immaculate
son of the factory owner himself, as
he ushered into the room of whirring
ghafts and flying belts a small group
of visitors.

Yet the Ishmael-like young face soft-
ened a little as she looked at one mem-
ber of that approaching group. For
one fair-haired girl of about twenty,
dressed in black, whom young Apple-
waithe piloted about amid the roaring
and clattering machinery and repeat-
edly addressed as "Miss Golden,” was
beautiful enough to bring a wayward
pang of envy to the breast of Peggy
O'Mara. As she watched her eyes sud-
denly widened in alarm. For Margery
Golden, in staring about the room, had
unconsciously moved closer to one of
the ponderous machines. There the
loose end of her motor-cape Wwas
snapped at by a spinning cog wheel, as
a hound snaps at a bone. The next
moment the whirling teeth had fas-
tened themselves in the fabric of the
garment edge, carrying it back be-
tween the jaws of the twin cogs that
quickly closed on the cloth and
seemed to reach out for more.

At the same moment that Margery
Golden turned about to determine the
meaning of this sudden tug at her
clothing, the alert-eyed Peggy O'Mara
made an apparently maniacal spring
for that astounded young woman's
throat. For Peggy had long since
learned the meaning of guard rails and
the menace of high-powered ma-
chinery.

With a quick jerk of her thin young
fingers Peggy tore the cape free where
It was already straining against the
white column of its wearer's throat.
And with a movement equally quick
she dragged the woman in black away
from the whirling wheels, even before
young Anson Applewaithe, with a be-
lated shout of warning, sprang for the
control lever of the machine itself.

It was not until Margery Golden
saw the iron t2eth of the cog wheels
swallowing up the last of her vanish-
ing cape that any inkling of her dan-
ger came home to her. And even then
she could not quite understand the
horror on young Applewaithe’s face.

“By Jove, that was lucky!™ gasped
that young man as he threw the shaft
belt off the pulley and brought the
machine to a stop.

And then Margery realized what it
all meant. An unkempt factory girl
had saved her from death,

Margery Golden stepped back and
leaned against a guard rail. Then, aft-
er looking studiously at the slattern
and slightly abashed figure of her de
liverer, she opened her pockethook
and from it took out two or three neat-
ly folded bank notes. These she held
smilingly out to the girl with the
broken-toed shoes,

But a quick flash spread over the
usually colorless cheeks of Miss Peggy
O'Mara as she backed determinedly
awny from the bills,

“Domn’t vou care to take them?”
asked the somewhat astonished young
woman in black.

“No ma'am!" was the girl's almost
sullen retort. “I ain't earned 'em!"

“But I rather think you have,” per-
sisted the other, still smiling.

“You see, you saved my life. And
surely you won't embarrass me by
arguing that It's not worth that
much!”

“l dom't want your money,” an-
nounced the sullen-eyed girl. putting
her hands behind her. But already
young Applewaithe was discreetly do-
ing his best to pilot his visitors away
from the scens.

“Money does them mo good, you
know,” explained that afluent young
man. “And I think you'll be interested
in seeing our macerating vats!"

Peggy O'Mara stared after the de-
parting group. So iIntently did she
stare after them that she was oblivi-
ous of the movements of the one-armed
man who had been stooping low over
his machine, in a pretense of filling Its
oil cups. He crept out to where a
small gold locket had dropped from
Margery Golden's neck during the en-
counter. He caught it up from the oil-
stalned floor, looked at it for one short
moment, and then slipped it triumph-
antly into his pocket. After that he
stood behind his machine, well out of
sight, watching the fair-haired girl in
black as she stepped out through the
factory door. His eyes, as he watched
her, were both calculating and sinis-
ter. But the pallid-faced girl standing
g0 close begide him bad no means of
knowing that this preoccupied and
stoop-shouldered workman who had
lost his right hand was Jules Legar,
long known to his enemies as the
Iron Claw.

That mysterious one-armed man,
however, was destined to become bet-
ter scquainted with Peggy O'Mara
than she imagined. For that night,
when the uneasy-minded girl knew her
father to be once more shut up in his
cellar workroom, she was further
disturbed by the sound of stealthy
steps across the bare wooden floor of
her home. She tiptoed out through
the door, crossed to the cellar steps,
and crept silently down into the dark-
ness.

There, vaguely outlined against the
door cracks in the wall shielding her
father, she could make out = stealthily

Lhis

inquisitive figure. And she knew that
figzure could mean no good to the house
of O'Mara.

She crept as silently up the broken
steps again, went to her father's time-
worn tool chest and from it took out a
somewhat rusty but ominous-looking
revolver.

The thin-armed girl with the thick-
bodied revolver then crept back to-
wards the cellar. She had reached the
top of the stairs when she saw a dark
figure slowly emerge from the gloom.
She stood there, with her jaw set and
her six-shooter leveled, waiting for the
intruder.

Then a gasp of surprise broke from
her lips, for she saw it was the one-
armed workman from the Applewaithe
factory. And the next moment she re-

membered that this was the si®ne man |

who had tried to rob her father of his
work. And she no longer hesitated.

“Get out o' this house!" she com-
manded. “And get out quick, or I'll
put a hole clean through you!"”

For a moment Legar stared round-
ayed at the apparition confronting
him. Then he turned and backed
elowly yet discreetly away, with his
eyes steadily fixed on the pistol bar-
rel so diconcertingly close to his body.

“Now, my girl, I mean no harm for
you here,” he tried to argue, as he felt
for the door behind him.

But life had left Miss Peggy O'Mara
a good deal of a cynic.

“You mean harm for me father—
and that's enough for me! Get out o
here, and go while the goin's good!”

“Listen to me.," persisted Legar as
he backed through the door, “you're
doing your father more harm, at this
very moment, than I could ever do
him.”

But the grim young face of the girl
did not relax.

“I'll take me chance on that,” was
her retort.

“But you're
you're—"

Legar did not complete that sen-
tence. Instead, he leaped suddenly to-
wards the girl with the firearm, for’
he had noticed her dress sleeve catch
in the screen-door hook. Thia had re-
sulted in the momentary deflection of
that ever-menacing revolver barrel
and Legar's long fingers had encom-
passed that weapon before she could
level it again. With a quick turn or
two he had twisted it out of her hand
Then "he caught her by the shoulder
and swung her fiercely about. Even
then she was not actively afraid of
him. The tears in her eyes were more
those of mortification than of terror.

“Now, my girl, I'm going to tell you
a thing or two,” said the man with the
revolver, stooping closer to her in the
moonlight. “You think I'm an enemy
of vour father's. But you're wrong.

losing your chance

| her throat when
this morning.
her you'd found
feel sorry for

you, ‘got to make her
feel sorTY ou'd better try a
faint, Ing to her, and
tell her en for a couple

Eive you money

‘m are.”

"It's up D make her. And
the best wa § her out here is to
persuade 2 basket of food
and wine i it back with her
in her o knows you belong
to the pment here and
she won't Jus. You do your
work i 7l have her here
LOmMOrToOw . -

The yout! which life had al-
ready left died the siniater
figure in tht. |

“And ‘wh t her out to that
sluiceroom; Pre you goin’ to do
with her i

The of n laughed quietly. | §

“That" strictly between | ||
her and hig calmly enunci-
ated rep pped slowly back
and dis: pugh the shrub- | |
bery beside § cottage.

The girl || staring after him
without mo¥ intently did she
look after shing figure that
she did not a second ﬂg'glure.
even more than the first,
as it slipped the shadows and

Bhe turne - and stared
up at the | r confronting her.

And it did not add to her peace of
mind to discover that this stranger
wore & mask over his face.

“What d' you want here?' was her
brusque demand.

“I'm looking for a young girl who
happens to be in trouble,” was the
guletly spoken reply.

“Then 1 guess you'll have to keep
on travelin’,” announced Peggy as she
swung up the broken steps with as-
gumed nonchalance, strode in through
the door, and shut it after her. She
stood there for several minutes before
venturing to move. Then she silently
reopened the door and stared out, to
make sure that her visitor had taken
his departure. Instead of catching
sight of the masked figure, however,
she was a little startled to see the
onearmed man push his way in
through thé bushes and once more
creep to the door where she stood.

“What did that man want?” guick-
1y demanded the newcomer.

“] didn't wait to ask him,” was the
girl’s retort.

“No, 1 guess this isn't a time for

waiting,” ruminated the other aloud.

The Girl

All I am is a treasury agent. And I've
been wondering if you know how many
years It means for & man who gets
caught in a twenty thousand-dollar
dope-smuggling coup?

Legar turned and nodded pregnantly
toward the cellar where he knew
O'Mara to be.

“You've nothin’' on me father!” pro-
tested the now terrified girl.

“Nothing beyond the fact, of course,
that he's carrying Kaisow wood away
from the Applewalthe factory. And
why he's doing that you know aa well
as [ do!™

A sob suddenly shook the meager
body of the white-faced girl.

“For Gawd’'s sake, mister, gather me
in if you want to! Take me, but don't
send me father up! He's a good man.
at heart, and wouldn't so much as
harm a fly.! You can kill me if you
want to, but don't be hard on me fa-
ther!™

Legar stood thoughtfully regarding
her. .

“1 don't want to kill you, my girl. 1
want to help you. And if you're willing
to take a turn at helping me, in a
move or two, 1 beliéve 1 could still
make this thing come out all right.”

“You'll let me father off?” she de-
manded.

“Yes."

“Then tell me what I'm to do.”

“You remember that young lady at
the works this morning, who nearly
got drawn into the machinery?”

“The skirt with the starry eyes?
Sure!"

“Well, | want to meet that young
lady, in secret.”

“And where do I come In?" asked
the worldly wise girl.

“] want %ou to go to her house and
ask her to come to the sluicercom of
the factory tomorrow night.”

“l can see that millionaire dame
losin' her beauty sleep to beat it out
to a dye dump lke this!"

“Then it's up to you to take her
there,” was Legar's retort.

“But 1 ain’t no miracle worker!™

Legar drew back.

“Then our bargain is to fall
through?” he demanded, with a head
movement towards the cellar door.

“But how'm 1 goin’ to make her
come?" inquired the distressed girl

Legar drew out the gold locket which
he had picked up from the factory
floor.

Geemed Honest.

“And for that reason we’ll have to
speed up that bargain of ours, and put
the thing through tonight!™

“Tonight?" echoed the girl in a whis-
per 'of alarm. -

"“Do you want to save your father?”

“T'll bring 'er,” she announced with
grim determination. “I'll bring her,
even though I have to throw a string
o’ fits to start her on the way!"

Fhe Drums of Death.

It was not until Margery Golden
was seated Im the suede-upholstered
landaulet that she found time to ques-
tion the expediency of- her midnight
mieslon. Yet as she looked at the un-
happy and hollow-eyed girl at her side
she felt sure that her journey, odd as
it had at first seemed to her, could not
be altogether a mistake. The girl was
honest, of that there could be no ques-
tion, for she had journeyed many long
miles to restore a trivial bit of jewelry
to its owner. BShe had also refused to
accept money. She had even seemed
unwilling, after Margery had packed a
large motor hamper with jelly and
milk and potted meats, to have that
luxurious young lady venture so far
afield at sueh an hour of the night.
But Margery felt that it was a case
where the loss of time might possibly
mean the loss of a life, and she was
glad, as thy'mt humming put past
the -thinning lights of the city's re-
motest suburbs, that she had not hesl-
tated to do what she could to repay
her debt to the daughter of Dan
O'Mara.

“Why are We stopping at the Apple-
waithe works?" she asked as the car
drew up beside the unlighted roadside.

“Because me mother's here for the
night,” explained the wistful-eyed girl
as she clambered down from the car,
grateful for the gloom that already
gurronnded her. “You see, ma’'am, they
put us out o' the house this mornin'!
So pop got the watchman here to let

mother #leep in one o' the base-

be here? inguired

the somewhat bewildered young wom-
an

ma'am,” explained

that your moth- ' |

pn't swallow that .

“I'll be back in & minute, ma'am.,” the
girl replied, only too glad of any rea-
sonable excuse for disappearing.

Margery, in the meantime, peered
doubtfully about the somber bullding
in which she found herself so unex-
pectedly a visitor. Along one side of
the room in which she stood she eould
make out dark masses of dye wood
piled as high as her head. Beside this
she saw, in the uncertain light, an
open pit filled with water. Into one
side of this pit ran a cement-walled
gluiceway, stained almost black, with
a watergate set in the upper part ot
its channel. The opening in the far
side of the pit, which was guarded by
& heavy iron grill as big as a park
gate, led into a high-walled cavern
across which stretched a number of
huge steel drums. Set in these drums
were rows of knife-edged cleavers.

The polished surfaces of these great
blades of steel shone ominousiy in the
half-light.

Margery was still staring at the
great drums bristling with cleavers
when with a suddenness that startled
her the electric lights were thrown on
across the roof of the chamber. She
wheeled about quickly to discover the
cause for this. As she did so, an invol-
untary gasp escaped from her lips, For
lstanding beside the door, with his fin-
| ger still on the switch, the Iron Claw
| himself confronted her,

“Why are you afrald of me?" he con-

fidently purred. For the girl drew
slowly away while he as slowly fol-
| lowed after her, step by step. Then,
| with a movement that was feline in its
| quickness, he flung out an arm and
seized her. Then he turned her dellb
erately about until she faced the black:
walled sluiceway. But the girl shrank
back.

“Don't be afraid of it, my dear,” he
mocked as he led her forcibly, step by
step, to the lip of the channel through
which the mill water was curling and
eddying. “In fact, | want you to look
at it closely and understand it fully.
It's wonderful, wonderful for many
reasons. At the end of this sluice, you
see, is a log mangle. | have seen those
knives shred a six-inch timber in less
than a minute's time.”

He turned and stared down at the
white-faced girl, drinking to the full
| the dizzy wine of her terror. wringing
| & voluptuous delight out of her word-
| less gape of horror. Then the look on
hiz face suddenly altered, and he
wheeled about. still clutching the girl
close to his side. He stood staring at
the door which he had locked but a
minute before. And his face sudden-
ly hardened as he saw the heavy iron
latch of that door move.

Margery, following his glance, also
watched that door. And when she
heard the thump of a heavy timber on
its panels a new hope sped through
her. That hope equipped her with
fresh strength. It prompted her to
struggle against the Irom Claw with
the utmost power of her desperate
young body, But her enemy, for all
her efforts, was too much for her. Foot
by foot he forced her back towards
the open sluiceway. Then, with a mut-
tered gasp of finality and & sudden up-
ward heave of his shoulders, he flung
the girl headlong into the water,

As he did so the door burst open.
For the heavy-hearted Peggy O'Mara,
after slipping gulltily away from the
sluiceroom where she had left her
quite unsuspecting victim, awakened
for the first time to the full enormity
of her offense. As she stood there in
the darkness, staring back at the dark
mass of the factory walls, the aches of
remorse lay heavy on her young heart.

She was standing there, with tears
of helplessness In her eyes, when a
figure stepped up to her. She would
have fied, Incontinently, at the ap-
proach of that Intruder. But the
stranger held her with a gently re-
straining hand. And as she peered up
at his face she saw that it was the
man in the laughing mask.

“The righting of wrungs is a part of
my business in life. Can I help you?”

The girl hesitated.

“Yes,” she finally confessed, with a
burst of tears. And through her sobs
she brokenly recounted as much as
she dared of that night's proceedings.
But she continued to weep.

“And me father’ll be goin' to the

for what I'm tellin' you,” she
walled out in her misery.

“He will not,” avowed the Laughing
Mask, with decision. “He’ll have
more than help before this night s
over, and a better job and a clear con-
ascience before another one comes!
But tell me first where you left this
girl you brought out from the city?™

“Inside the door o' the sluiceroom
there.”

“Good God!"” gasped the man in the
mask. Then he caught the spindle
legged Peggy O'Mara by the hand and
started for the shadowy pile of the fac-
tory on the run. “Quick!” he said as
s ran, “show me the door!"

The half-breathless girl pointed it
to him. But as he ran up to it he
it locked. He stooped and fran-

caught up & plece of timber al-
D as long and beavy as his own
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With a Bed-Ridden Mother to Look After.

body. Peggy O’'Mara, seeing that its
weight seemed more than he could
manage, promptly ran to his assist-
ance,

“Now, come together,” he said, “for
we've got to knock that door in!"»

Twlee, three times, they charged the
door before it gave way. But the mo-
ment its panels crashed in the Laugh
ing Mask leaped through the opening.
As he did so he caught sight of the
two struggling figures on the brink
of the blackened runway. As he saw
the figure of the woman flung headlong
into the open sluiceway he leaped with
a shout towards the one-armed man
who stood on its brink. But that one-
armed man, with & lightninglike move-
ment, whipped a revolver from his
pocket, swung round on the intruder,
and fired.

The Laughing Mask wheeled balf
way about, staggered a step or two,
and then fell forward on his face.

The wide-eyed Peggy O'Mara, fol-
lowing at his heels, saw both that fall
and the fact that the Iron Claw had al-
ready leaped towards the econtrol
board of the water mangle. Peggy
screamed aloud, shrilly and belligerent-
1y, as she leaped for the man already
before the control board. She caught
at him, clawing at his upraised arm,
fought him with every jot of her thin-
blooded girlish body.

But she was no match for that de-
termined and malignant opponent. The
most she could do was to distract and
harry him for a precious moment or
two. Then, realizing she was a factor
to be eliminated without scruple, he
caught her bodily up from the floor,
raised her above his head. and with a
gickening thud, sent her body against
the solid masonry of the factory wall

She lay there stunned, without mov-
ing, moaning brokenly with pain, as
Legar darted back to the control lever
of the mangle druma and shifted that
lever to the spot marked “start.” The
next moment he had thrown over the
switch of the sluicegate control.

He ventured one triumphant glance
of the whirring
mangle knives and the slowly ascend-
ing gate, Then, with a grimace of sat-
isfaction, he leaped over the inert
body of the Laughing Mask, ran to the
door, and disappeared in the darkness.

Had that flight been leas hurried
Legar might have observed that the
eyes of the Laughing Mask were open,
and the inert body, weak as it was
from the loss of blood from a flesh
wound in the hip, was already pain-
fully gathering itself together for some
predetermined movement. That move-
ment, wavering and unsteady as It
was, took the crawling man directly to
the control board of the water mangle,

There. by a supreme effort, he raised
himself to his feet, groped about with
an unsteady hand, and swung back
the lever.

The next moment the roar of the
machinery stopped, the threshing
knives stood poised. But it had been |
only in the nick of time. For Mar
gery Golden, who had clung to the
glulcegate until its withdrawing bars
had compelled her to relax hqr last |
desperate clutch on its bars and drop |
back into the black tide carrying ber |
closer and closer to those flailing
blades of death, now caught and clung
to a graphite-covered driving chain lit- |
tle more than a yard from the fore-
most mangle drum which towered
above her like an open jaw. And as
ghe clung there, a renewing wave of
hope swept through her body, for from
the sluiceway wall above her she could
hear a reassuring if somewhat um-
steady voice calling down to her. And
that voice, she knew, was the voice
of the Laughing Mask!

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The Marseilles-Rhone Canal.

Completion of the 50-mile Marseilles-
Rhone canal, which will permit small
Mediterranean steamers to enter the l
Rhone river, indicates that not quite
all of France's energy is being com-
sumed by the war. A four-and-a-half-
mile tunnel through the Rove moun-
tain, the canal's chief obstacls, has
been succesafully - bored, practically
ending the six years of labor put in on
this great public work. Unlike the
Turkish railroads in Palestine, this
project seems to have been pushed to
a conclusion In spite of the war rather
than because of it. Yet its advantages
where huge armies are depending on
water-borne munitions and food can
readily be grasped. To the French
canal system, already the most exten-
give in the world, it will be an addition
of prime importance.

Matter of Businesa.
“l hope you don't associate
that man I saw you speak
street just now?”

FIRST PRINCIPLES OF SAVING

Men Must Look to the Future If There
Is to Be Any Progress Made
by the World,

Sociallst* claim that the world would
be better oif if every man received and
consumed all that he produced so that
nobody could aceumulate wealth or be-
come more prosperous than his neigh-
bar. If all men were equally strong,
Intelligent, honest and industrious,
such a state might be possible ; but the
superman must come frst,

If & small group of men living by
themselves save nothing and do no
work to Improve their future, they
will not progress. They would have to
build and otherwise crente real wealth
for future use, or they would remain
barbarians, The aborigines of Amer-
fen, Australin and most of Africa lived
from hand to mouth for ages. Ameri-
cau Indians were practical socialists,
and they made no progress, though
they were physically strong and Intei-
lectually bright. They remained barba-
rians because they gave no thought to
the future.

If a few men, beginning with noth-
Ing more than mesns of bare suste-
nance, put aside every year tokens of
value, such ns gold, aceeptable to them-
selves, or build houses, make tools,
cloth and other things of wvalue that
enn be kept for future use they will
improve their condition in life and
grow rich In proportion to thelir indus-
dustry and thrift. The acenmulation of
gold or other money Is a secondary
matter. Heal wealth ¢an be accumu-
lated in other ways, but money is a
convenience that standardizes values
and has become Indispensable to our
form of civilization.

When wealth has been accumulated
the community Is benefited by its exist-
ence. As it grows, roads can be bullt,
pure water can be brought into the
towns, ete. Such progress is impos-
gible If there is no store of wealth
from which to draw to pay or sustain
the men who do the work before it be-
comes productive. It may be said that
other members of the community could
glve part of the wealth they produce
while public works are belng construct-
ed. That is true, but it would be the
exact accumulation of wealth to which
reference ls made, and its outward
and visible sign would be the roads
and the waterworks. By giving part
of their earnings or products for such
a purpose they put aside something of
villue for future use, in this case roads
and a water system.

Someone has to save If any progress
is to be made, and the more that save
the faster will be the rate of progress
aml the greater the prosperity of the
community. What the masses lack is
correct understanding of their common
inte ~est,—New York Commerelal,

Never Knows What He Wants.

The nuisance for the man who has
acquired great financial resources usu-
ally is that he doesn't know what he
wants. Possessing the resources and
feeling the normal necessity to have
recourse to them,-he looks about for
smnething to want, and he seleets the
most costly thing. The aeguisition of
this most eostly thing always involves,
in practice, the separatinn of wgg rich
man from society. .Chus, he will
quire a large estate, or s
estates, and cut himeself off -
world by gates, doors, miles o
lodge keepers, menlals, and se
ties. Or he will acquire n 2,000-ton
yacht and cross the Atlantic privately,
though less quickly, less comfortably,

-and even less privately than on a great

liner. Or he will keep a private or-
chestra, instead of being seen at con-
certs. All which, though magnificent,
Is antisocial and silly, and Is secretly
felt to be so by the rich man when he
happens to wake up in the middle of
the night and can’t go to sleep again.—
Woman's Home Companion.

Generous Man!

A Beotch comedian whose frugality
is as notorious as he himself Is famous,
had an engagement in Glasgow some
years ago, and as he had a friend who
could put him up for the week, no ho-
tel was going to get free advertising
through his resldence within its walls,

His host had just become the proud
possessor of a son and heir, but his
pride in the kid did not prevent him
trom giving the star all the attention
the most exacting guest could expect.

The Saturday night brought a taxi
to the door, und while the host was
carrying down the luggage the eome-
dian, after bidding his hostess good-
by, pulled a handful of silver out of
his pocket and sald: “Do ye ken,
Mrs. Whitewood, if 1 had a copper I
wad leave It for the bairn !"—Saturday
Evening Post.

Prisoners Married by Proxy.

Four French prisoners of war In
Germany, now in the camp at Stendal,
were married recently to their respec-
tive flancees In France. The arrange-
ments were completed through the
Spanish « 'hassy In Berlin. Exactly
at the tinw ut which the wedding cere-
mony, with the brides absent, was per-
ing performed in the prisoners’ camp
at Stendal, another ceremony, with the
bridegrooms absent, was performed in
France.

Think This Over.

What the average man calls dignity,
isn't. It is usually self-defense. The
swollen wearer of the alleged dignity
knows instinctively that he Is a pin-
hend, and doesn’t want to you to get
intimate enough with him to find it out.
—Life.

Worse Domestic Ones.

“] suppose Binks Is now experi-
encing some of the worst horrors of
war,”

“Hardly.
from them.”

He enlisted to get away

In the Restaurant.
“That man yonder is from a zoo.”
“How do you know 7"
“I heard him order a pony of
brandy, a pousse-cafe and some hot
dmll \

Desperation.
“Is dis high cost of livin’ worryin™

you?" asked Meandering Mike.
“It's drivin’ me desperate,” replled

to go to work"

Ty ‘?:‘-;-' E

Plodding Pete. “T'm almost tempted




