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L |f you were in love with a
and a beast of a man, who
o the power to get you fired
Job, mace a smirking
sbout her to you, would
ot gmash him jnthe jJaw and
' him out of your office—
S If the act caused an In-
p postponement of your
"l

mP‘TEﬂ vV—Continued,
ot belleve It, Murray. It's &
of tha book of Bedlam!

falr shot &t it and see where
et lands: this entire crazy fake
gpon one solitary, lonesome
fact that we're here, with a
s our bands big enough to create
present-moment market for
material, There i3 absolute-
glse behind the bubble
Sy it we were not here the Ni-
& Improvement company would
$have been heard of!"

Jaughed. “Your arguing that
ftwo makes four doesn’t changa
ilascent hue of the bubble,” he
l “If big money has seon
B84 to skin somebody, the mere
tho end of the world s due
$ aloog down the pike some
Ml poing to cut any obstructing
k. Well all be buying and sell-
femer lota In Hosford's new eity
jaee s month older. Don't you

[ 4

leve it when I gee It waa
'8 reply; and with this the
d for the moment.

js later in the day, an hour or
t o serving of the hearty
@ In the engincers' mess tent,
| iard was given to see an-
[8tlll less tolerable side of
; guest,  Hosford had
the office to plant himself
the makeshift easy chair for
of a big, black after-sup-

Y

looking over your rules
n8, Broulllard,” he be-
bt aa Interval of silence which
bad been careful not to
R “Tou'rs making a capital mis.
il irying to. transplant the old
iieat blue laws out here. Your

# ought to have the right to

R, Murray, It's a
the Book of Bedlami”

in any way that

8 Wig polntedly occupying
SRS desk, but he Jooked up
0 my: “Whisky, you

S Ofher things. They tell

0% allow any open gam-
% Women here outside of
e ‘ﬂ the workmen,"

*% Wad the short rejoinder.
SO0 Bold water after we gat
motion.
fo hold water as far
8d, If I have to build
- N &.mp,“ ’napm

face wrinkled itself
“You're nutty,”
I find a man
Bard on all the lttle
- me wonder

By Francis Lynde
Copright by

Charles Scribnes’s Song

- | porary welcome as a

ful reply to be made to this, Brouillard
bent lower over his work and said
nothing. At every fresh step in the
forced acquaintance the newcomer
was painstakingly developing new ap-
tagonisms, Sooner or later, Brouillard
knew, it would come to an open rup-
ture, but he was hoping that the actual
hostilities could be postponed until
after Hosford had worn out his tem.
st P dmey guest in the engl

For a time tho big man in the easy
chair smoked on In sflence, Then he
began again:

“Say, Brouillard, I gaw one little girl
today that didn't belong to your work-
men's-family outfit, and she'a a peach;
came riding down the trail with her
brother from that mine up on the
south mountain—Massingale, isn't it?
By Jove! she fairly made my mouth
water!"

Inasmuch as no man can read field-
notes when the page has suddenly be-
come a red biur, Brouillard looked up.

"You are my guest, in a way, Mr.
Hosford; for that reason I can't very
well tell you what I think of you,”
So much he was able to say quietly.
Then the control mechanism burned
out in a flash of flery rage and he
cursed the guest fluently and compre-
hensively, winding up with a erude
and savage threat of dismemberment
it he should ever venture so much as
to name Miss Massingale again in the
threatener's hearing,

Hosford sat up slowly, and his big
face turned darkly red.

“Well!” he broke out, “So you're
that kind of a fire-eater, are you?
I didn't suppose anything lke that
ever happened outside of the ten-cent
shockers. Wake up, man; this is the
twentleth century we're lving in.
Don't look at me that way!”

But the wave of insane wrath was
already subsiding, and Brouillard, half
ashamed of the momentary lapse into
savagery, was ongg more scowling
down at the pages of his notehook,
when the door opened and Quinlan,
the operator, came in with a commu-
nication fresh from the Washington
wire. The message was an Indirect
reply to Hosford's telegraphed appeal
to the higher powers. Brouillard read
It, stuck it upon the file, and took a
roll of blueprints from the bottom
drawer of his desle

“Here are the drawings for your
power installation, Mr. Hosford,” he
sald, handing the roll to the man in
the chair. And a little later he went
out to smoke a pipe In the open alr,
leaving the message of inquiry he had
intended to send unwritten.

CHAPTER VI
Symptomatic

For some few minutes the two on
the cabin porch made no attempt to
talk, but when the rumbling thunder
of the orecar which the eider Mas-
singale was pushing ahead of him Into
the mine had died away In the sub-
terranean distances Broufllard began

“¥'do get your point of view—some-
times," he gaid. “Clvilization, or what
stands for it, does have a way of
shrinking Into littleness, not to say
cheapness, when one can get the
proper perspective, And your life up
here on Chigringo has given you the
needful detached point of view.”

The trouble shadows in the eyes of
the young woman who was sitting in
the fishnet hammock gave place to a
smile of gentle derision.

“Do you call that civilization?’ ghe
demanded, indicating the straggling
new town spreading itself, maplike, in
the valley below.

“I suppose it is—one form of it. At
least it is civilization in the making.
Everything has to have somd sort of a
beginning."

Miss Massingale acquiesced in @
{ittle uptilt of her perfectly rounded
chin.

“Just the same, you don't pretend to
say you are enjoying it,” she said In
manifest deprecation,

“Oh, 1 don’t know. My work is down
there, A few weeks ago 1 was right-
eously hot. It seemed so crudely un-
necessary to start a pigeon-plucking
match at this distance from Wall
street.”

“But now,” she queried—"now, I sup-
pose, you have become reconciled?”

“] am growing more philesophical,
let us say. 'nm:. a’r: :;g about so
many pigeons to ucked, anyway,
they’'d molt if they weren't plucked.
And it may as well be done here &s
on the stock exchange, when you come
to think of 1t.”

"1 like you least when you talk that
way," said the young womap in the
hammock, with open-eyed frankness.
“Do you do it a3 other men do?—just
to hear how it sounds?"

Erouillard, sitting on the top step
of the porch, leaned his head against
post and laughed,

“Youn know too much—-a lot too
a person of your tender
asserted. "Which mames

to label ‘Amy,’ sweetest and most
serrphie of diminutives,”

“If you don't like my n~me—" she

, And then she went off at a.-
other tangent. “Please tell me why I
am a ‘collection of contradictions.'”

Broulllard's gaze went past the
shapely little figure in the string ham-
meck to lose {tself in the far Timan-
yoni distances.

“You are a bundle of surprises,” he
said, letting the musing thought slip
into speech. “What can you possibly
know ebout my thoughts?”

She made a funny little grimace at
him. “It was ‘contradictions’ a mo-
ment ago and now it is ‘surprises.’
Which reminds me, you haven't told
me why I am & ‘collection.'”™

“Oh, I can catalogue them it you,
push me to It. One minute you are
the Madonna lady that I can't recall,
calm, reposeful, truthful, and all that,
you know—so truthful that those child-
like eyes of yours would make a stut-
tering imbecile of the man who should
come to you with a e in his mouth,”

“And the next minute?”

“The next minute you are a witeh,
laughing at the man's little weak-
nesses, putting your finger on them as
accurately as if you could read his
soul, holding them up to your ridicule
and—what's much worse—to his own.
At such times your insight, or what-
ever you choose to call it, is enough
to give & man & fit of 'seeing things."”

Her laugh was like a schoolgirl's,
light-hearted, ringing, dellclously unre-
strained,

“What a picture!"” she commented.
And then: “I can draw a beiter one
of you, Monsieur Victor de Brouil-
lard,”

“Do 1t,” he dared.

“Very well, then: Onee upon a tlme
—it was a good while ago, I'm afraild—
you were a very upright young man.
You would cheerfully have died for a
principle in those days, and you would
have allowed the enemy to cut you up
into cunning little inch cubes before
you would have admitted that any pig-
eon was ever made to be plucked.”

He was smiling mirthlessly, with the
black mustaches taking the sardonic
upeurve.

“Then what happened?”

“One of two things, or maybe both
of them. You were pushed out into
the life race with some sort of a
handicap., I don't know what it was—
or is. Is that true?”

He nodded gravely, “It is all true
enough. You haven't added anything
more than a graceful little touch here
and there, Who has been telling you
all these things about me? Not
Grizzy 1"

“No, not Murray Grislow; it was the
man you think you know best in all
the world—who 1s also probably the
one you know the least—yourself.”

“Good heavens! Am I really such a
transparent egoist as all that?”

“All men are egoists,” she answered
calmly. “In some the ego Is sound
and clear-eyed and strong; in others
it Is weak—in the same way that pas-
sion 18 weal; it will sacrifice all it has
or hopes to have in some sudden fury
of self-assertion.”

She sat up and put her hands to her
hair, and he was free to look away,
down upon the great ditch where the
endless chain of concrete buckets
added to the deep and widespread
foundations of the dam, Across the
river a group of hidden sawmills sang
thelr ravcous song, In the middle dis-
tance the camptown city spread
its roughly indicated streets over the
valley level, the tall chimney ua;eks
of the new cement plant were rising,
and from the quarries beyond the
plant the dull thunder of the blasts
drifted up. :

This was not Brouillard’s first visit
to the cabin on the Massingale claim
by many, In tho earliest stages of the
valley activities Smith, the Buckskin
cattleman, had been Amy Massingale's
escort to the reclamation camp—"just
a couple o' lookers,” in Smith's phrase
—and the unconventional altitudes
had done the rest. From that day for-
ward the young woman had hospitably

| opened her door to Broufllard and his

assistants, and any member of the
corps, from Leshington the morose,
who commonly came to sit in solemn
silence on the porch step, to Griffith,
who had lost his youthful heart to
Miss Massingale on his firet visit, was
welcome,

.

CHAPTER VII
A Tum in the Trail

For Broulllard it had seemed the
most natural thing in the world to fall
under the spell of enchantment. He
knew next to mnothing of the young
woman’s life story; he had not
to know. It had not
to wonder how the daughter of

world. It was enough for him that she
was piquantly attractive in any char
acter and that he found her marvel
ously stimulating and uplifting. On
the days when the devil of moroseness
and irritability possessed and mad-
dened him he could climb to the cabin
on high Chigringo and find sanity. It
was a keen joy to be with her, and up
to the precent this had sufficed.

“Egolsm is merely another name for
the expression of a vital need,” he
said after the divagating pause, de-
fining the word more for his own sat-
isfaction than in self-defenss,

“You may put it in that way if you
please,” she returned gravely. “What
is your need?”

He stated it concisely., “Money—a
lot of it.” 5
“How singular!” she laughed. She
got out of the hammock and came to

Iean, with her hands behind her,
against the opposite porch post. “But
tell me, what would you do with your
pot of rainbow gold—if you should
find 1t

Brouillard rose and straightened
himself with his arms over his head
like an athlete testing his muscles for
the record-breaking event.

“What would I do? A number of
things. But first of all, I think, I'd
buy the privilege of telling some wom-
an that I love her.”

She was gilent for so long a tims
that he looked at his watch and
thought of going. But at the deciding
instant she held him with a low-spo- |
ken question, |

“Does it date back to the handicap? |
Ym‘a needn't tell me if you don't want
to.'

“It does. And thera is no reason
why 1 shouldn't tell you the simple |
fact, When my father died ke loft ma |
a debf—a debt of honor; and it must |
be paid. Until it is paid—but I am
sure you understand.”

“Quite fully,” she responded guickly,
and now there was no trace of levity
in the sweetly serious tone. “Is it
much?—so much that you can't--" |

He nodded and sat down again on |
the porch step.
to go In a class by itself—in round !
numbers, a hundred thousand dollars.” |

“Horrors!” she gasped. “And }'ou!

are carrying that millstone? Must you | & lorpedo and the cruiser \\"i&shaqm |
‘SUHH. by the British gunfire. In addi- |

carry it?"

“If you knew the cireumstances you | tion several German torpedo cralt |
would be the first to say that I must are missing and the small urumer!
carry it, and go on carrying it ta the | Fraueniob was [ast seen badly listed |

end of the chapter.”
“But—but you'll never ba frez!” |
“Not on a government salary,” he
admitted. “As a matter of faet, it
takes more than halt of the salary to |
pay the premiums on—pshaw!
drop it.”

She was looking beyond him and her | exciuding the tomnage of the W:es-;
| baden, of which there is no record,|

voice was quick with womanly sympa-
thy when she said: “If you could drop |

With Your Pot of Rainbow Gold?"

{t—but you can't. And it changes ev-
erything for you, distorts everything,
colors your entlre life.
breaking!”

This was dangerous ground for him
and he knew it. In the ardor of young
manhood he had taken up the vicarl
ous burden dutifully, and at that time
his renunciation of the things that
other men strove for seemed the light-
egt of the many fetterings. But now
love for & woman was threatening to
make the renunciation too grievous to
be borne.

“How did you know?" he querled cu-
riously. “It does change things, I'd
sell anything I've got, save one, for a
chance at the freedom that other men
have—and don’t value.”

“What is the one thing you wouldn't
sell?” she questioned, and Brouillard
chose to discover a gently quickened
interest In the clear-seeing eyes.

“My love for the—for some woman,
I'm saving that, you know. It is the
only capital Ill have when the big
debt is paid.”

“Do you want me to be frivolous
or serious?” she asked, looking down
at him with the grimacing little smile
that always reminded him of & caress,
“I have been wondering whether she
is or isn't worth the effort—and the
reservation you make. Because it {s
all in that, you know. You can do and
be what you want to do and be if
you only want to hard enough.”

He was looking down, chiefly he-
cause he dared not look up, when he
snswered sobarly: “She s worth
it many times over; her price is above
rubles. Money, much or little, wouldn't
be in it.” -

“That is better—much better, Now
we may go on to the ways and means;
they are all in the man, not in the
things, ‘not none whatsocever.’ as Tig
would say. Let me show you what 1
mean. Three times within my recol
lection my father has been worth con-
siderably more than you owe, and
three times he has—well, ii’s gone.
And now he 18 going to make good
again when the railroad comes.”

Brouillard got up. :

“l must be going back down the
hill,” he said, And then, without warn-
ing: “What it I should tell you that
the railroad 18 not coming to the Ni-
quola, Amy?"

D¢ you think that Amy will

railroad to

‘Niguola or
away? e .

| sadness.
‘sand men on the ships which sank

| crews.

THE WORLD'S GREATEST
NAVAL BATTLE FOUGHT

BIG 8HIPS OF BRITISH AND GER-
MAN NAVIES ARE DESTROYED
BY HEAVY GUN FIRE.

THOUSANDS ARE LOS

HELP FOR
WORKING WOMEN

Some Have to Keep on Until
They Almost Drop. How
Mrs. Conley Got Help,

Here isa letter from a woman who

The greatest naval battle in all his-
tory has been fought, and was stagodl
in the North Sea, off the coast of
Jutland, between the German aud Brit- |
ish fleets. |

Picking its way irom its base in lhai
Kiel canal the Germun high sea l‘le{:ti
on Wednesday alternocon umui‘ged!
into the North Sea and engaged the |
British fleet throughout the aitercoom
and pight in what probably was the
greatest naval battle, so far as 1un-|
nage engaged and tounage destroyed |
s concerned.

When the batile e¢nded Great Brit-!
ain had lest the pottle cruisers Queen |

Mary, Indefatigavle and Invincible, |
“Yes, it is big enough | the cruisers De.ence, Black Prince and | Yich

Warrior and eignt icrpedo boal de-
stroyers, while tne Germau battleship
Powmern was seut to the bottom by

and is believed to lLave gone to the
bottom, These losses have all been
adomitted by Great Britain apd Ger-
wany.

Great Britain's aamitted loss in ton-

Let's page was 114,510 for six battle cruis-| gdvice,—it will be confidential,

ers and cruisers,

was 15,172, The tnnage of the capi-
tal ships sunk by the Japanese in ther

¢ | fight with the Russians in the baitle |
4 | ot lsushima in May, 1905, aggregated | posure in

| 92,000 Twenty-one Russian crait were |
| destroyed in this tignt, including 8iX | wlfind Tutt's Pills the most genial restoras
| battleships and four cruisers. The re-|
| mainder of the sunken craft comprized |

coast defense and special service ves-
sels and torpedo boats.
Great Britain mourns for mora than

| four thousand of her best seamen and
|

the whole unaiion is oppressed with
TLera were some six thou-

and only a few hundred have been
saved. Rear Admiral Hon. Horace
Lambert Hood, second in command to

i\’ice Admiral Sir David Beatty, and

Captaing Sowerby, Cay and Prowse

i were lost. There were no surrenders

'and the ships which went down car-
!ried with them virtually their whole
The German loss will also
run into the thousands.

While Germany still holds to her
| original announcement of losses—a
battleship, three cruisers and several
torpedo boat destroyers, the Bri}ish
admiralty says there is the strongeat
grounds for supposing that the Ger-

“ ‘mans lost two battleshirs, two dread-
oo P byt i o D'ino-ught battle cruisers, nine torpedo

boat destroyers, four light cruisers
,and 2 submarine—elghteen vessels in
all, The admiralty says that with the

losses were not relatively, baut abso-
lutely, heavier than those of the Brit-
ish.

NAVAL BILL PASSES
HOUSE BY BIG VOTE

Washington.—The second of the big
preparedness measures, a naval ap-
propriation bill larger by many mil-
lions than any ever considered in con-
gress, passed the house Friday almost
unanimously. It carries a building
program for the next year of five bat-
tle cruisers, four scout cruisers, ten
destmyer% ty submarines and 130
a:ruplm:q ; provides for 2 government
armor plate plant; authorizes an in-
crease of nearly seventeen thousand
enlisted men, and appropriates a total
of $269,900,000,

As passed, the bill Is in substantial-
ly the same form as framed by the
naval committee. Only a few amend-
ments were adopted during a week of
debate, and a final effort by repub-
llean members to have the measure
recommitted with Instructions to add
two battleships, two ecout cruisern
and destroyers was beaten, 189 to 183.
The fight for an increase in the build-
ing program by the addition of battle-
ships will be renewed in the senate
when the measure ig taken up there
late this month.

The four negatlve voles cast were
by Representatives Browning, New
| Jersey, and Graham. Pennsylvania, re-
publicans; Randall, California, prohk
bitionist, and London, New York, so-
clalist.

With the passage of the bHl the
house completed the major portion of
its ghare In the preparedness program.

Twenty-five democrats voted with
the republicans to recommit and in-
crease the building program.

Banker Killed With Ax.
Wills Point, Tex.—R. J, Morau, son
m-law of H. 8. Goodnight, president of
the Van Zandt National bank, who,

ome early Wednesday, and Mrs
oran seriously injurad, was arrested

murder. All® three members of the
family apparently were beaten with a
heavy, sharp instrument, which the po
‘ice believe was an ax. Morau was
taken to Cantoa for safekceping’

That of Germany, |

with his wife were killed In their |.

Wednesday and formally charged with |

had to work, but was too weuk and sufe
fered too much to continue. How she
regained health :—

Frankfort, Ky.—*1 suffered so much
with female webkness that I could not
7do my own work,
had to hire it done,
I heard so much
about Lydia E. Pink-
{tham’s Vepetabla
Compound that §
triedit. Itool threa
{|i{] bottles and I found

{i1it to be all yon
[ elaim, Now Ifecles
wellaseverIdidand
it am able to do all my
own work again,
vecommend it to any woman suffering
from female weakness, You may pub-
my letterif youwish,”’—Mrs. JAMES
| ConLEY,b16 St. Clair St., Frankfort,Ky.
| Nowoman suffering from any form of
| female troubles should lose hope until
ehe has given Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegy
| etable Compound a fair trial,

This famous remedy, the medicinal
fngredients of which are derived from
native roots and herhs, has for forty
years proved to be a most valuable tonia
| &nd invigorator of the female organism.

All women are invited to write
to the Lydia E. Pinkham Medle
| cine Co., Lynn, Mass., for special

Tull’s Pills

The dyspeptic, the debilitated, whether from
excessof work of mind or body, drink or ux=

MALARIAL REGIONS,

| tive ever offered the suffering inveild.

Kill All Flies! ™g.to

!’.}::" mm.nuu Fiy Kittor attracts and kills al}

orpamental, convenient, an E
Laats pll seusen.
of meta )
i~ Ftip over) nal
f

XN,
infregor s Gt

; P £ Dalsy Fiy Killer
ORI oy
HAROLD BOMERS, 150 DeKal Ave., Broakiyn, N. Y
e e s ey

It's Valuable Now.

When Willlam Jessup, who formerly
| operated a woolen mill in Princeton,
| died 20 years ago, he left among hie
| effects a large keg of Russian red dye-
| stuff. Bach bousecleaning time his son
! in-law and daughter, Mr. and Mrs.
| Charles F. Woods, had to shift 1t
| around. Woods had tried to sell 1t
| to wholesalers in vain, they didn't
| need ft.

J, “What'll we do with this?”’ asked
| Mr. Woods when they cleaned house
| last gummer,

| “File it on the trash heap and burs
'it; I'm tired of looking at it said
| Mrs. Woods. ’
! Being a dutiful husband, Mr, Woods
| oheyed.

i Now the Russian dye is sald to be

It's hearts destruction of 4hese ships Germany's| unobtainable at any price, and thd

| amount that Mr, Woods burned would
have netted at this time from $500 to
$1,000. 2

The losers philosophically agreed
that It's no use to cry over Bpilt
milk"” and have dispensed with any
worry over “what might have been™
—Indianapolis News,

Borry He Spoke.
“] object to coming after the tralned
baboons.”
“You're right,” sald the manager.
“Crowding similar acts together is al-
ways a mistake.”

It takes an artistic bore to be als
most entertaining.

e

Concentrated
Satisfaction
A great many former users
of tea and coffee have learned
btlm there is a pure food

ev made from wheat,
which has a delightful flavor.

It never exacts of its users
the tribute of sleeplessn
heart-flutter, headache an
other ills often caused by the

Postum

mﬂﬁ]\e mapty flavor of
ild java coffee, but is abso-
lutely free from caffeine or
any harmful ingredient.

stant Postum is.in con-
densed, goluble form, and
wonderfully convenient for
the home—for the picnic—
for travel—everywhere.

| If tea or coffee interferes
with comfort or success, as
it does for many users, try o
shift to Postum,

L“There’s a Reason” _J




