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World."”

BY CYNTHIA GRYY

of bdetter™ Thia statement 8 made
by many people who showid know
Pelter—for instance, dy wise
end women, cducators and scientiats
The continual harping on this string
shonid pet oen the nerves of any
oM -thinking person. They
Shemacives red in the face over the
oarions crimes and shortcomings of
Duman nature,

The fact is, tho, petting right down
fo bdrass tacks, that the todayas are
ot very different from the poster.
days. A close study of history wil
give ws proofs that the last century
was no more desirable than this one,
the  fulure will undoubtediy

men

o ity years
; The trouble with eur thoughts (a
Shat we forpet that the pood and
Donest and virtwons people hardiy
ever pet into the papers. For every
scandal we hear abowut we can count
dotens of people who have never

every one convicled of positive
erime there are thousands who have
sever come under the condemnation
of the lawa. There are countiess
Mappy homes, wirtuous wives, hard-
working, home.loving fathers and
Musbdands. For every broinless de-
L penerate there are Rundreds of Ww-
gelligent, honoradie human deinga
. We're a pretty decent people, after
ofl. The present upheaval of many
,b‘m- the strict standards of right
L il Aave (ts epposile effect in due
| time.
Lpat ourscives on the Ddack with
" Pharisaic complacency and decide
Tghat there s mo need for trying to
" Pettor owrselves, owr aima, and owr
" daily deeds. But there (s no need

0 me.
holdgalways to an even temor
e, to refuse (o be led away into
s of thought or condemnation
eritictam, to do owur level best right
where we are placed with the work
that (s mearest to wa, thia, if succcss
erowns our effort, will keep owr
sinds so busily employed that we
shall find mo time for morbid Ques-
flonings or doudla
®
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Ezception

: Proves the Rule

'v Dear Misa Grey: T was ratwed to
pespect womanhood and to think the
pamoral woman was the exception
asd not the rula. But sinoe being
out in the world, 1 hgve been com-

. pefied to change my opinion, almost

_ fo the polnt of thinking that It is
e good womman who is the excep
Pon, for It Is almost unbeliovable
at the ordinary girl will encourage
& man to take liberties with her and
fi=h for remarks that would almost

i

the “party,” a stink.
room in a third-ciass hotel, plen-

my getaway and took my companion
to her, 1 supposs, unsuspect
"k busband and tiful, innocent

gnild As I wended my way home,
St 3 in the morning, & badly dis-
hick, trying to figure out why
are thus I thought of what
" @ friend recently smid to me: “When
have sonfething on your chest,

it to Cynthia Grey.” Thank
Jou. B P A
e o o
rench Army
erm
" Dear Mims Grey: 1 came acrons

@ word “martinet” and looked it
g It grve as a definition, a system
military drills devised by a French
officer by the name of Marti-

¥  Now could yon please give me the

of this drill or tell me where
That 1a, I mean a gen-
of this system.

find 1t?

description
king you,
A HOPHOMORE AT THE U,

: Martinet 44 a military term more

¥ ally used in a disparaging than

#m @ complimentary sense, impiying

' @ strict disciplinarian or drill maater.

. The term originated in the French

4 ‘ ormy about the middle of Louls

; IV's reign and was derived from

: 4 Martinet, who az a WHeutenant-

of the king’s regimens foot

' inapector general of imfantry,

drilled and trained that arm in the

| Model regular army, created by

| Louis dbetween 1660 and 1670. Marti-

#et also scema to have introduced

the copper pontoona with which

. Louls bridged the Rhine in 1672. [

Bave been unabie to obtain more in-

L formation about this word wsed in

&N army sense.

LAND AND SKY
TAXI SERVICE

Did {mn ree “MAIN 65007 fiying
over the city today?

It was painted on the winr- of
the great Curtiss Sea Gull flyin

boat. This air Taxi is operate

by the Puget Bound Alrway Com-
any, with a hangar at Madison
, on Lake Washington.

£

ar
If you want a combination of
and and sky taxi ride, call MAIN
§500, and we will take you to and
from the hangar from any part
of the business section of the
n]t

ten, Including both LAND
SKY trip are;

'or ong passenger ... .5$10.00
, For twe passemgers ...$15.00
For thres passengery . .$20.00

SEATTLE TAXICAB COMPANY
MAIN 6500

All's Right With the™

e world's getting worse instead |

talk {

ow that all wil not de picaswure |

committed any sglaring wrong, for |

It does mot do, of course, to|

= Gither to wmowra over present femn |
moies and prophesy ferrible evils|

THE SEATTLE STAR
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BY B, M. BOWER

(Copyright, 1921, by Litle Brews
& Co)

(Continued From Yesterdny)
CHAPTER X11
Bunday waa falr,
At the corral freshshavem men
foregathered, looking over the horses
and making beta. Pop came sdling
up to Bud, who was leading Smoky

out of the stabla, Smoky walked
with a slight limp.
“Goin' to run him, young feller-

lame as what he 157 he demanded
sharply.
‘Going to try, anyway.” sald Bud.
| “1've got a bet up on him, dad. "™
You kin oall it off. Jeff
ain’'t so onreason'ble he'd make yuh
[ run a lume horse, Alr yuh, Jefr?™
| Jeff strolled up and looked Smoky
over with oritical eyes, "“"What's the
matter? Ain't the kid game to run
him? Looks to me like a good little
goer.™
| “He's got a tmp--dut I"ll run him
anyway. ™
| “Seen my Skeeter™

{ “Sho!

i “Good horse, | should fndgn.® Pnd
ohserved Indifferently, “But I ain't
worryving any .

| "Waell, neither am [.* Jeff grinned

i Pop stood, plainly uneary. “1'd rud
him right good with Uniment.™ he ad
vised DBud '

“What's the matter, Pop? You got |
money up on that cayuse?™ Jett |
laughed.

Pop whirled on him. *T atnt got |
money up on him, no. But if he|
wasn't lame I'd have somea, 1'd gshow |
Lye "t I admire gameness In a kid.” {
| "There aint a gamer old bird In
| the valley tham FPop.™ Jeff ecried. |
“C'm awn, Pop, 1'll bet yuh $10 the|
| Kid beats me™ |

“I'm giving the k4 a chanoe to
hack out,® Jeff hastened to declars. |
“He can put it off tiil his horse gits |
woll, If he wants to.™ ,

“That's mighty kind of you,” Pnd |
sald, coming up. *“But Il run him
just the same. Smoky has favored |
| this foot before. I'll bat another $10 |
that T don't eome in more than a
| neck behind, lame horse or not™ l

Bud took several other small bets
on the race |

“Py Christmas, T fust put ap $10 |
{on the Kid" Pop eackled. *“Old Pop |
{ain't going to see the young feller
l!'.‘lﬂ-' alone ™
I A crowd of perhaps 100 men and |
[women lined the bank of the creek |
[bed and watched the horwes run. |
iThe men called Bud a fool and
lelther refused to bet at all or bet
against him. |

Not a man save Pop and Pud
had paced a bet on Smoky. They
Joshed BPud, whoe grinnesd and look;
t good-naturedly, and found an-|
other $5 to bet—this time with Pop. |

The two men rode down the
hoofscored mand te the quarter!
poet, !

“He's not Nmping now.” Bud;
gloated, !

Dave started them with a pisto!
shot, and the two horses darted
away, Smoky half a jump In the |
lead.  Flis lmp was forgotten, and |
for ha!f the distance he mn neck
and neck with Skeeter. Then he|
dropped to Skeeter's midfla, to hin
flank-—then ran with his biack nose
even with Skeeter's rump. Even so
It was a closer mce than the crowd
had expectad, and the boys be.
gan to yeil

But when they were yot a fow
lsaps from the wire clothes line
strotched high, from post to post,
Bud jemned forward until he lay
flat alongwide Smoky’s neck, and
gave a real Indian  warwhoop
Smoky lifted and lengthened his
stride and came up again to Skeet
ar's middle, to his shoulder, to hin
ears—and with the next leap thrust
his nose past Skeeter's a8 they
Nnished.

Bud rode to where Pop was sit.
ting apart and paused te sy
guardedly,

“1 pulled him, Pop. But at that
I won, so If | ean pry another mce
out of this bunch today, you ean
bet all you likee And you owe me
$5." he added thriftily.

“Shucks a'mighty™  splattersd
Pop, reaching reluctantly into his
pocket for the money. “Jeff, he

done some pullin’ himself”™

“Jeff, he'd a beat him a mile If
his bridle rein had busted™ an ar
rogant voice shouted pecklessly
“Jeff, you know you pulled Skee
ter™

*If youn think I &idn’t run right”
Jeft retorted, someone else can ride
the horme. How about Iit, Bud?
Think you won falr?™

HBud was ecollecting his meney,
and did not Immedintely answer,
When he @id It wan to offer another
mce. He would bet his last cent
on little Smoky. Within haif an
hour he had once more staked all
the money he had In the world
The number of men who wanted
to bet with him surprised him a
littla. Also the fact that the Little
Lost men were betting on Smoky.

Honey called himm over “to the
bank and gave him $10 which she
wanted to wager on his winning

As he whirled away, Marian beck:
oned Impulsively and leaned for
ward, stretching out to him her

closed hand.

“Here's $10," she asmiled. ‘“Put
it on Smoky, please™ When Bud
was almost out of easy hearing,
ghe called to him, *“Oh—was that
a five or a $10 bill 1 gave you?

PBud turned back, unfolding the
panknote. A very tightly folded
scrap of paper slid Into his palm.

“Oh, all right—I have the five
here in my pocket,” cailed Marian.

Pud turned back, puzzled and
with his heart jumping. For some
renson Marian had taken this means
of getting a message into his hands.
He did not think that it concerned
the race, so he did not risk opening
the note then, with so many people
':sbout.

(Contimued Tomorrow)
Ol produced in Persia last year
amounted to 918,600 tons,
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CLEAR SKIN
CAN BE YOURS
i stin dimencss

Treatinent,

Srap asdirected. Then spp
Cream evenly, ing into skin
refs gone. 'Ahl.izlr_.duh

Healin,
until all moietu
u { you will

e e St [ oot e

n clear and smooth, It is 8 fine
m lcnvi'nz hair soft and brillisnt.
Bold

and Guarsnteed by
Bartell's Drug Store, 1908 'f

'_Fnr ‘oo‘ .-uplo ple, g0 to Boldt's,
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS

JOME APDLLY WERE A0
DON™Y maxe T
MUCH NOWDE

YOU BOYS CAN HOLD YOUR MEETING |
HERE i THE WITOMEN YOU'L FND ’

COMING OFF
:I BACK THERE

| HELEN, WwHAT'S
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N
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Keep Out!

BY ALLMAN
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TWO FINGERD win®
NEAN AN OUT wmve’

GLove
tAMER TO
.
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OM, FDEQAES,
WUADOVYA GET IN
DEPOQTMENT 7

WAV, ST T The
Toee TS
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YOU MUSTN'T COME

™ HERE DADDY'!
WERE FRAMIN WP
SIGNALS FOoR
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Shattle

The lttle girl begped to go and
ook for the pig, but It was dark
in the woods and nobody eould
see to ok for anything, ee they
just Dad to go to bed and hope
he would fiud his way home for

brenkfast.

By and by, way I the night
they were startied out eof thaeir
sleep.

“Frank.” whispered Mary,
“Frank, do you hear that awful
nolse? What an earth do you sup
pose 1t ™

“It certalnly o an awful nobw”
he agreed, “T'm afraid K » In
diana”

The INittlsa Jog eabin seemad
suddenly to grow small and the
forest all ahout them seemed fill
od with terrora
They lay still and lUstened and
walted. The sound was pot near
enough for them to hear whether
it was human voloes or the volces
of beasts In battle; it was very
terrible to Ne like that with
danger so near and not to know
Just what It waa

Presently, out of the efamor,
they heard a familiar sound. It
was  pigeY's  squeal-—tarrified,
plercing, hurt, it rang out in the
night.

, ~—~Advertscment.

Page 348
HE LITTILE P10
(Continued)
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Quickly making a Nght, Frank

placed It In the window becaune &
light or a fire Is the bast thing to
frighten off a cougar,

And g cougar it was after the
pet ply; & great mother cougar
with her two bahlea

It was very plain to Frank that
the mother was giving her bablies
a lemson in pig killing, for not
once did she temr the pig with
her cruel clawn, but showed the
little ones how; coaxnd and urged
tham on, and they did their tar
rible httle best .

After they were d@rfven off,
Prank got poor piggy to the
house, so torn and scratched that
It sesmed he must die

But Frank beld him down, took
a butcher knife and cut away the
torn part of his fat thigha, mend
ed him all up and tock him out to
his pen. ¥

The pen was & MOe shed of
heavy bonrds placed against a
great fallen tree trunk, and when
the ends were closed, pigxie was
quite safe

All thrm the night they heard
the cougurs padding around the
pen and in the morning the trucka
ware thers, but good old piggie
waa safe and got quite well

(Te Be Continued)
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“How many animals have we brought back?” asked Flip-

pety-Flap.

Nancy and Niek and Flippety-
Map sat on top of an empty band-
wagon and talked things over, “Lat's
wee,” the falryman was saying. “How
many animals have we brought back
to the cirecua?’

Nick eounted up on his fingers.
e elephant, Mra. Kangaroo and
Kicky Kang, her son, the Lion fam-
fly, Mr. and Mrs, Beal, Gyp the
Giraffe, the Monkey family and old
(Giranny Hippe and her neighbor,
That's all the fingers T've got,
Nancy, you'll have to help count
next time."”

“Fine,” exclaimed Plippety - Flap.
“*The excellent part of It is, they are
all happy and glad they came; better
still, they wouldn’t leave now if all
the gnomes In falryland let them out
and handed them their rallroad
tickets home on a gold plate, but best
of all, 1 saw a man put a big stock
of pink tickets into a drawer this
moming. That means that we are
to have a real eircus this year,

“Another thing, when I pamssed
Mra. Bobadil's hounse | saw her hus.
band’s clown.suit hanging on a line
in the back yard to let the smell of
camphor balls blow off. Fesides I
heurd someone practicing on a big
brass horn. The band’s getting busy
3ut heigh-ho, we must not be loaf
ing here, kiddies. A half a elrcus is
better than none, 1 daresay, but a

ADVENTURES
L__zg_mﬁu_-'{_____

OFF TO CALIPH CAMELS

WINS
s Barton

whole circus s what we are after.
Let's see. Where would we better
go next, Nickle?™

Nick ran his eye down the lat of
names on the fairyman's shoe.
“Caliph Camel” he read. “Green
Oasin, Great Brown Desert, As-Far-
Away-Asthe.Eye.Can Reach.”

Naney eclapped her hands “Oh,
lot's go xet him,” she cried. “It
wouldn't be a good clrcus without a
camel”

“No, Indeed™ answared Flippety-
Flap, sliding down. “We'll round up
the old rascal at once®

(To Be Continued)
(Copyright, 1921, N. E. A)

Leg Sore

foul dincha Agony all day; no
rest At night Then just a few
drops of the mentle, wooling llquid
D. D, D. lreritation and pain gons,
Bweet, refreshing slecp at ""\:"'
In Aue time, complate healing. .
uaraniea the first bhottle, e,

and §1.00. Ask for D. D. D,
today,
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fLL BET HE NEVER
MISSED A MEAL IN

IFE =HE'S SO
CANT HELP [
=
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GET A WAY DUMMY TO TAKE
VOUR PLACE AT THE DESK *

3

ON " TE AFRERINOON OFTHE GAME GO I

THE 8055 DISGUISED AS A BOOK AGENT.

o

i,

Atk

r BROS-

MR TEWELER, WHAT

A — T Awd ar .

Bt Bl

CHES &L WAL

Make Your Feet H 1
Corne With G
ou have never seen a corn tickled
o death, just apply a few drops of |

“Gete-1t" to yours,

corn die—peacefully as if It had gone

Remove These
ote-lt.”

The

“Gets-It” |
Tickles

Corns
to Death

Firet Steps ANl Pain—Thea Peels
the Corn Off |

Don't try to fox trot om corn tor- |
tured feet.

Get rid of your corns. 1f

EVERETT TRUE

BY CON.

AND HURRY ue !l

SAY, 1 DoN'T WANT THAT STuee!l!/
TAKE (T PAcCK ANO GST
SOME THING THAT'S U7 TO AT .

mME

-
&

|

L
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1 WON'T SIT BY AND

LISTEN To A RealL\yY Goobd

WAITER PAWLEGD ovt 1BBY

cCEaTX THS

|soms SPoweD catld i

HIGH - cH".‘.'?

n wateh that

Lotion for Skin Discase

BARTELL'S DRUG STORKS

ki
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to sleep. Soon It is nothing but a
loose plece of dead skin that you
can lift right off with your [mgers

Get after them now Your drug-
gist has “Gets-1t." Costs but a trifle
eor nothing at all if it fails, Manu-
tactured by K. Lawrence & ‘o, (‘hi-
cago, Sold in Eeattle by the Owl
Drug Co,
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Confessions
of a Bride

Oopyrighted, 1921, by the Newspaper |
Knterprise Association

Bob and T remained tn his tather’
house all week, Chrys nurses ]
splendid, but we agreed that she
might become conecious very suds
denly, and shouid that bappen,
was important that she find
familiar face near.

So I took the night wateh
was busy with his father's aff
and with Morrison, who believed
had found a clew to the gema
saw little of my husband except
the table, where the con

was limited loourhtolm'

to “clews” and to Chrys

Katherine Miller had gone
the day after the discovery and the
loss of the royal rings and things
More than once I let myself think
that she might know g
about *“the inside job,” dut I reak
ized that I was almost willfully ums
Just.

The tawny-hatred bDeauty was
never out of my mind. As I sat by
Chrys' bed my thoughts went round
and round the facts which connech
ed Bob and Katherine X

At no angle did I find them tolen
ible. But I did not refer to them
when Bob and 1 met

Spence proposed hypnosis te raise
Chrys from her trance but post
poned the execution of his plan
from day to day. Since Chrys was
not suffering from het long slum
ber he would give nature a chance
to solve her own mystery.

This decision bging announced,
Bob came to me with:

“Jane, let's go home tonight™

“l am not—going back—to youw
home!™

“You're not—you're not—I don't
understand you, Jane.® Bob came
toward me but I raised a forbidding
palm.

“You never try to understand me,*
I replied. “You take a great dealof
vains to understand a woman with
red halr™

“Jane! Jane! You're unreason
ible! You've no right to be bitter™

“Oh, yes, I have” I raged. “I'm
bitter because I've found out at last
where you've been spending
spare time. It wasn't a nice
covery! 1 guessed you were with
Katherine—I told you that, weeks
ago. But how could I—how could
I imagine—everything?™ e

“If you're so good at guessing
why don't you guess something
plaugible!™

“Because Y know your advanced
theory about freedom for husbands
and wives—about the right of a man
to be ‘human’ and to have his frank,
honest friendships with women as
with men! Well, you've been frank
'nough with Katherine, né doubt,
but you haven't been honest with
ne!” Thus I lashed my husband
ind scourged myself. “And accords
ng to your precious selfish theory,
I haven't any right to be bitter!
Bob, you've made your choice, In
many a time of your need have I
given you my strength, my uplift
my peace, But these are forgotten
~awhen a pretty girl calls you. But
there's one thing, Rob, that I've
ever eurrendered —my right t
leave you!”

“Jane™ The word was Ike the
wmoan of a sick man.

dalisd |

(Teo Be Coantinued),
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