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CHAPTER XIl.—Continued.
—15—

Ramsey looked dogged. *I'm not
goin’ around always arguln' about
everything when arguin’ would just
hurt people’s feelings about something
they're all excited about, and wouldn't
do a bit o' geod In the world—and you
know yourself just talk hardly ever
settles anything—so I don't—"

“Aha!"” Fred cried. *1 thought so!
Now you Hsten to me—"

“I won't. I—"

But at this moment they were inter-
rupted. Someone slyly opened a door,
and a snowball deftly thrown from
without caught Ramsey upon the back
of the neck and head, where it flat-
tened and displayed itself as an orna-
mental star, Shouting fiercely, both
boys sprang up, ran to the door, were
caught there 1n & barrage of snowballs,
ducked through It in spite of all dam-
age, charged upon a dozen besweatered
figures awaiting them and began a mad
battle in the blizzard. Some of thelr
opponents treacherously joined them
and turned upon the ambushers,

In the dusk the merry conflict
waged up and down the snow-covered
lawn, and the combutants threw and
threw, or surged back and forth, or
clenched and toppled over into snow-
banks, yet all coming to chant an ex-
temporized battle-cry In chorus, even
as they fought the most wildly.

“Who? Who? Who?" they chanted.
“Who? Who? Who says there aln't
golin' to be no war?”

CHAPTER XIlI.

So everywhere over the country, that
winter of 1916, there were light-heart-
ed boys skylarking—at college, or on
the farms; and In the towns the
young machinists snowballed one an-
other as they came from the shops;
while on this Bunday of the “frat”
snow fight probably several hundreds
of thousands of youthful bachelors, be-
tween the two oceans, went walking,
like Ramsey, each with a girl who
could forget the weather. Yet boys
of nipeteen and In the twenties were
not light-hearted all the time that win-
ter and that spring and that summer.
Most of them kpew long, thoughtful
moments, as Ramsey did, when they

med to be thinking not of girls or
work or play—nor of anything around
them, but of some more vital matter
or prospect. And at such times they
were grave, but not ungentle,

For the long strain wus on the coun-
try ; underneath all its outward seem-
fug of things going on as usual there
shook a deep vibration, like the air
trembling to vast organ pipes in dia-
pasons too profound to reach the ear
as sound; one felt, not heard, thunder
in the ground under one's feet. The
succession of diplomatic notes came
to an end after the rorpedoing of the
Sussex; and at last the tricky ruling

Germans in Berlin gave thelr word to | Y

murder no more, and people sald, “This

means peace for America, and all is |

well for us,” but everybody knew in
his heart that nothing was well for
us, that there was no peace,

They sald, “All is well,” while that
thunder in the ground never ceased—
it grew deeper and heavier till all
America shook with it and it became
slowly audible as the voice of the old
Americun soil, a soil wherein lay those
who had defended It aforetime, a soll
that bred those who would defend It
again, for it was theirs; and the wean-
ing of it—Life, Liberty, and the Pur-
suit of Happiness—was theirs, and
theirs to defend. And they knew they
would defend It, and that more than
the glory of a Nation was at stake.
The Freedom of Man was ut stuke. So,
gradually, the sacred thunder reached
the ears of the young men and gave
them those deep mowments that came to
them whether they sat In the class-
room or the counting-room, or walked
with the plow, or stood to the machine,
or behindd the ribbon couvnter, Thus
the thunder shook them and tried them
and slowly cawe into their lives and
changed everything for them,

Hate of the Germans was not bred;
but a contempt for what Germuny lLad
shewn in lteu of a national heart; a
contempt as mighty and as profound
ns the resolve that the German way
and the German will should net pre-
vall In Americy, nor ln auy ceuntry of
the world that would be free. And
when the German kalser laid his com-
mand vpon America, that no Amesecan
should take his ship upon the free
seas, death being the penalty for any
who dizobeved, then the Gernmnmun kalser
got his unswer, not only to this new
law he had wade for us, but to mauny
other thoughts of his. Yet the so-
swer was for some time delayed.

There was a bitter Sunday, and Its
bitterness went everywhere, to every
place in the whole world that held
high and generous hearts. Its bitter-
ness come (0 the special meeting in
the “trat hall,™ where tliere were
hearts. Indeed. of that rig it sort, and
one of them became vocul v its bittdd.
ness. This wis the heart of Frea
Mitehel?, wno wes now an uthority,
bheing presigent of the Junior class,

ceuirman of the Prom commitive, and
other things pleasant to be and to live
for at his nze.

“Io: ave, orothers,” he seid, “1 think
1'd u grent dear sather have been shot
wbrough the head than heard the news

from Washington today! 1 tell you,
I've spent the meanest afternoon |
ever i fb my life, and 1 guess it's
been pretty much the same with all of
us. The worst of It Is, It looks as
though there fsn’t a thing In the world
we can do. The country's been be-
trayed by a few blatherskites and
boneheads that had the power to do it,
and all we can do—we've just got to
stand it. But there's some Americans
that saren't just standing It, and I
want to tell you a lot of 'em are men
from the universities, just llke us.
They're over there right now; they
haven't sald much—they just packed
up and weut. They're flyinz for France
and for England and for Canada;
they're fighting under every flag om
the right side of the western front;
aud they're driving ambulances at
Verdun and ammunition trucks at the
Somme. Wel, there’s going to be a lot
more American boys on all these jobs
mighty soon, on account of what those
men did In congress today. 1f they
won't give us a chance to do sume-
thing under our own flag, then we'll
have to go and do It under some other
tlag; and I want to tell you I'm one
that's going to go! T'll stick It out in
college up to KEaster, and then If
there’s still no chanee to gu under the
Stars and Stripes I'll maybe have to
g0 under the flag my great-great-
grandfather .fought against In 1776,
but, anyhow, I'll go!”

It was In speaking to Ramsey of this
declaration that Dora sald Fred was a
“dangerous firebrand.” They were
taking another February walk, but thé
February was February, 1917; and the
day was dry and sunny. “It's just
about & year ago,” she sald.

“Wkat is?" Ramsey asked.

“That first time we went walking.
Don’t you remember?"

“Oh, that day? Yes, 1 remember It
was snowing.”

“And 80 cold and blowy !" she added.
“It seems a long time ago, I like walk-
ing with you, Ramsey. You're so qulet
and solld—1I've always felt I could talk

“l Never Liked Any Girl Enough to
, Go and Call on Her.,”

to you just anyhow I pleased, and you
wonldn’t mind. I'll m!ss these walks
with you when we're out of college.”

He chuekled. “That's funny !

“Why 7"

“Beenuse we've only taken four be-
sldes this: twe last year, and another
week before lust, and another last
week, This is only the fifth.,”

“Good graclons! [Is that ali? It
seemed to me we'd gone ever so
often!” She laughed. “I'm afraid yon
won't think that seems much as It [’
liked golng, but I really have. And,
by the way, you've never called on me
at all. Perhaps It's becuuse ['ve for-
gotten to ark you."

“Oh. no,” Ramsey sald, and scuffed
his shoes on the path, presently ex-
plaining ruther huskily that he “never
was much of a caller”; and he added,
“or anything.”

“Well. you must come If you ewver
care to,” she said, with a big-sister
graclousness. “The Dorm chuperon
sits there, of course, but ours ls~a jolly
one and you'd like her. You've prob-
ably met her—Mrs. Hustings?—when
you've called on other girls st sur old
shop.”
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“No,"” sald Ramsey. *1 never was |
much of a —" He paused, fearing
that he might be repeating himself, |
and too hastily amended his Intention. |
“I pever llked any girl enough to go !
and call on her” ‘

“Ramsey Milbolland!™ she erled.
“Why, when we were In school half
the room used to be talking about liow |
you and that pretty Milla—" |

“No, no!” Ramsey protested, again |
too hurriedly. *“I never called on her. |
We just went walking.”

A moment later his color suddenly
became flery.
—" he stammered.

“It was walking,

Ing, but It wasn't walking like—\ike

this.” He concluded with a fit of

coughing which seemed to rack him.
Dora threw back her head and |

gize!" she said.

four or five times altogether. I think 1
can explain, though: I think It came
partly from a feeling I have that I ean
rely on you—that you're a good, solid.
rellable sort of person. 1 remember
from the time we were Uttle children,
you always had a sort of worrted, hon-
est look In school. and you used to
make a dent In your forehead—you
meant (t for a frown—whenever 1|
caught your eye. You Lated me so hon-
estly, and you were so honestly afrald
I wenldo't see ft!™

“Oh. no—no—"

“Oh, yes—yes!” she laughed, then
grew serious. “My feellng about youn
—that you were a person to be relled
on, I mean—I think It began that eve-
ning In our freshman year, after the

campus and you went with me, and 1
couldn't help crping. and you were so
nice ard quiet. I hardly realized then
that ft wus the first time€ we'd ever
really talkea together—of course 1 did
all the talking!—and yet we'd known
each other so many years. [ thought
of it afterward. But whut gave me
such a different view of you, I'd al-
ways thought you were one of that
truculent sort of boys, always just
bursiing for a fight; but you showed
me you'd really never had a fight in
your life and hated fighting, and that
you sympathized with my feeling sbout
war.” She stopped speaking to draw
In Ler breath with a sharp sigh, “Ah
don't you remember what I've told you
all along? How It keeps comng
closer and closer—and now (t’s ‘almos!
here! Isn't It unthinkable? And what
an we do to stop it, we poor few who
feel that we must stop it

“Well—" Ruamsey begaun uncomfort-
ably., “Of cvurse [—I—"

“You can’t do much” she sald. *“1
know, None of us can. Wha cun any
iittle greup do? There are so few of
us among the undergraduates—and
only oue in the whole faculty. Aall the
resi are for war. But we wustn't give
up; we must never feel afterward that
we left anything umlone; we must
fight to the last breath!™

“'Fight'?" he repeated wonderingly.
then chuckled.

“Oh, as a fizure of speech.” she sald

impatiently, *“Our language is full of
burbarie figures left over from the
dark uges. But, oli, Romsey!"—she

touched his sleave—*"I've heard
Fred Mitchell is suying that he's goi
to Canada after Euster, to try to get
into the Canadian aviatlon corps. If
it's true, he's a dangerous firebrund, 1
think. 1Is It true?”

*I guess so. He's been talking that
way, sowe.”

“But why do you let him talk that
way?" she crigd. “He's your rommate;
surely you have more influence with
him than anybody else has, Couldn't
rou—"

He shook his head slowly, while upon
his face the faintly Indicated model-
ings of a grin hinted of an ‘hner
laughter at some surreptitious thought.
“Well, you know, Fred says himself
sonetimes. [ don't seem to be much of
a talker exactly!™

“1 know. But don't you see? That
sort of thing Is cuntaglous. Others will
think they. ought to go If he does; he's
popular anthquite a leader, Can't you
do anything yith him?™

She wafied for bim
“Can't you?" she Insisted.

The grin had disappeared and Ram
sey grew red again.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

to answer

“1 don’t mean—] mean |

of course—I mean we did go out walk- |

laughed delightedly. “Don’t you apolo- |
“I didn't when'I sald |
it seemed to me that we've gone walk- |
Ing so often, when In reality It's only |

Lusitanla, when I stopped you on the |
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prepared with even greater care than Baby’s

A Baby’s stomach when in good health is too often
by improper food. Could you for & moment, then, think of
to your aiing child anything but a especially
for Infants and Children ? Don’t be deceived.

Make a mental note of this:—It is
you should remember that to function well,
your Baby must receive special care. No
the desired results may be had from the use
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HAD HIGH SENSE OF HONOR

Mark Twain Punctilious to a Degree,
in Order to Satisiy His “Presby-
terian Censcience.

Mark Twain, it is well kpoown, la-
hored in his older years to repay the
4debts Incurred by his publisher; Lut
probably a great many persous, busig

| their opinidas on Twaln's own Jests,

| sketch of Twain in

England Has Three of the Most Re-
markable That the Whole Werld
Has to Offer.

A loaf of bread more than 600 vears
old. It Is sald, Is to be found at Ambhas-
ton, In Derbyshire, England. It was
Included In a grant of lund from the
crown in the reign of King John, and
has remained in the Soar family ever
since.

Almost as great a curlosity as this
Is n house 1,100 years of age. nnd yet
fit for habitatlon. This old dwelling,
the oldest Inhabited house In England,
was built In the time of King Offa of
Mercia. It I octagona! n slape. the

walle of Its lower story belug of Zreat

thickness. The upper part is of onk
At one time the house was fortified |
and known by the name of St. Ger- l
wan's Gate. It stands close to the |
River Ver, nnd only a few yards from |
St. Albans abbey. |
A warriage pmoposal 3400 years 05 {
age Is In existence In the British |
museum. It Is the oldest marrinze
proposal of which there is any definita
record. {1 consists of aSout ninety
elght lines of very fine cunviform wri
Ing, wad L1 on o smatl clay et woe
of Nile mud, It 4s & waoange pe -
posul of a Pharach for the bund et
the duughter of the king of Ganylo-.
It was writiew about the year 15w |
B‘ (‘ |

supposed Fm to be rather Lappy-go°

lucky in snaller affairs. But he was
oot, shows Gamaliel Bradford in his
“American Por-
traits.”

The most obvious Instance of his
rectitude, says Mr. Bradford, are in
regard t0 money. In spite of his
dreams and speculative vagaries, he
was  panctiliously scrupulous In
financial relations, his strictness cul-
minating In the vast effort of pa-
tience and self-denial necessary to pay
Off the debt of honor which fell upon
him in his later yesrs. But the nice-
ness of his conscience was not limited
to broad obligations of this kind.

. “Mine was a trained Presbyterian
conscience,” Twain says, “and Kknew
hut the one duty—to hunt and harry
its slave upon &ll pretexts and all
oceasions. 1 don’t wish even to seem
to do anything which can invite sus-
pleion,” he sald, as to a matter so
trivial as taking advantage W a game.

Avoiding Extremes.

“Do you admire skirts so short as
to justify the term ‘flapper.”

“No,” replied Miss Cayenne, “yet 1
don't want them so long as to brash
the street. There should be a happy
medium between the flapper skirt and
the flopper skirt.”

How the Fight Began.
“The doctor says [ must keep my

{ mouth shut in the cold air.”
v immedintely.™

the wind

When
==

P Cui '

Grace's father keeps a flock of fine
guiness on his Bartholomew county
farm, but Gruce, a pupll in Columb

had

‘mox THREE ENEMY SCMAPS
Exploit of l-ﬁ“ ter Fa

high school, was ready to turn eover
all the biue ribbons for guinea raising
to Sllas Marner. She made the ac-
quaintance of “The Weaver of Rave-
4oe” in her English class and she read
[ with wonder the story of his golden
Fanineas, for 1l of her father’s guineas
were of a dull gray color. Then test
time came and Grace, describing the
miser’s joy with his gold pieces, wrote
bravely : “That morning Silas was
happy for he had hatched a new brood
of golden guineas to add v~ his flock.”
—Indianapolis News.

Remarkable Indeed.
“You see that stout old chap In the
corner?” asked Jores.
“Yes. What about
| Smith.

{  “He's a worderful acrobat.”
He looks like a stock brok-

him?" replied

| “Goon!
Uep.”
\ “So he 18"

“Baut I thought you said ke was an
acrobat.”

“He's both. [ asked him yesterday
whether he was busy, and he said:
‘My boy, I just Lhang on from day to
day, keeping my nose above wuter by
the skin of my teeth.”

Expert Advice.

fhe Bridé—I'm in an awful mess
here, mother. 1 simply can’t get my
expense account to balance.

Mother~—It's quite simple, my dear.
| Deduct the items you cun renember
| from the amount you had to begin
{with and eadl the difference sondries.
{ —Life.

Co-operation  diffuses
winimizes profiteering.

wenlttr and

Love is like seasickness—it enn he
felt but not described,

mous A g the Tribes of the
Northwest.

ga-bee, chlef of a pranch of that lbe
which occupled the ase=nd
Rice lake In 1 —— D
75 years ago. Im bals” PMengieg
Cloud wore three eagle phutuen, signl-
tying that she had siain Shet smey
braves in battle.

This expioit she performed when

a party, inciuding herself end Bar -
ther, were ambushed by a Seus of
Sioux, the Chippewas’ traditiensl ene-
mies. Her father was siain, ==l
Hanging Cloud, feigning Jdendl, wal)-
ed until the Sioux came to seome the

sealps of the siaim
then. selzing her
one and, in the
lowed, succeeded
She scorned te masy
tribe, for she ecould X
self to a lesser tham
so she finally wmarrfed a
with whom she lived for
near Rice lake.
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Two negroes
packing case on
taking the labor
labor battation.

“Boy, Ah comes !
My ole man done
a ax an’ brash his

“Huh, ain't so tough.

am a plumber am' e u 3
done shave hisself ?ﬁ b
—Aanerican Legion Weekiy.
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The mure some peogle have the Tesn
they seem o think the other llow
should want.

|

Say, “Please

Hungry Little Muscles

Help Me”’

DIDyo::everstcp to think who it really is
that’s talking, when childish voices raise a
clamor, “Mot"ier, I'm hungry?”

It’s really muscles and bones and ‘nerves and
cells worn in the stress and strain of play—that
are calling for rebuilding material.

What kind of an answer? The
right thing, or just anything?
It makes a big difference.

Grape-Nuts, so deliciously
crisp and appetizing to taste, and
s0 quick and convenient to serve,
is a splendid food for rebuilding
young bodies. All the won-
derful nutriment put in wheat
and barley by Nature, includ-
ing the vital mineral elements,
is there—and Grape-Nuts

pictely. Served with cream or
milk, Grape-Nutsisexcepticnally
ishi

“That's splendid!” says ap-
petite. “That’s just ‘the need!™
say the hungry muscles, nerves
and bones.

Ready toserve right from the
package — always crisp and
fresh. A favorite dish with all
the family. Sold by grocers.

Grape-Nuts—the Body Builder
“There’s a Reason”
Made by Postum Cereal Company, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich,




