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David Amber, starting for a duck-shoot-
ing visit with his friend, Qualn, comes up-
on a young lady squestrian who has been
dismounted by her horse beccmln{
ened at the sudden appearance In
of a burly Hindu. e declares he s
Beharl  Lal (?hul!urlllJ. “the appointed
mouthplece of the Bell,” addresses Amber
ng o man of high rank and pressing a
mysterious Mttle bronze box, *The
Ken,' Into his hand, disappears
The girl calls Amber by name.
In turn addresses her as Mliss Sophie
Farrell, daugltor of Col. Farrell of the
Britishh diplomatle service In Indla and
visiting the Quudns, Several nights later

] ity hema Is burglarized and the
Amber and Qualn go
on an fsland and become lost and
8 left 1 ooned, He wanders
Anally re a cabln and
ns Ita iy old

fright-
he road

the

o8
pant

rec-
friend

ognizes « L3
named Rutton, whom he last met In Eng-

land, he in hiding.
I s montioned Rutton b
agltated, Chatterjl appears
summons RHutton to o meeting of n
mysterious body, Rutton selges o revol-
ver and dashes after Chatteryi. e re-
turng wildly execited, suys he has killed
the Hindu, takes polson, and when dying
nsks Amber to go to Indla on a mysateri-
ous errand.

and who :||[-;mu|-\. to

atrangely

CHAPTER VI, (Continued).

The servant hrought from Rutton's
leathier trunk a Dbattered Dblack-
japanned tin box, which, upon ex-
mloration, proved to contaln little that
might not have been anticipated., A
bankbook issued by the house of Roth-
schild Freres, Paris, showed a bal-
ance to the erodit of 1. D, Rutton of
something slightly under a  milllon
francs. There was American money,
chiefly in gold certificates of large
denominations, to the value of, round-
ly, $20,000, together with a handful of
French, German and English bank-
notes which might have brought in
exchange about $250. In addition to
these there was merely a single en-
velope, superseribed: “To be opened
in cvent of my death only. H, D. R."

Amper broke the seal and read the |

enclosures once to himself and a sce-
ond time aloud to Doggott. The date
was barely a year old.

“For reasons personal to myself
and sufliclent,” Rutton had written, I
chocse not to make a formal will. 1
shall die, probably in the near future,
by my own hand, of poison. I wlsh
to emphasize this statement In event
the circumstances surrounding my de-
mise should appear to attach susple-
fon of murder upon any person or per-
sons whatever. I am a widower and
childless.  What roelations may sur
vive me are distant and will never
appear to clalm what estate 1 may
leay
that
an
appl
proj
in o
To

have died or left me, however, the dis-
position of my effects Is a
about which I am wholly careless,”

The signature was unmistakably
genuine-—the formal “H. D. Rutton"
with whieh Ambor was familiar. It

was unwitnessed,

The Virginlan put aside the paper
and offered Doggott the blank cheque
on Rothschilds' “This,” he said,
“makes you protty nearly independent-
Iy rich. Dopeott.”

“Yes, sir."”

LYoggott toak the slip of
paper in a hand that trembled even sa [
his

volea, and eyved |t Incredulouslsy.

maltter |

g0 on valeting until I'm teo old; after
that the money'll be a comfort, I
dares'y, . . Don’t you think so,
eir?”

“I belleve you're right, Doggott;
only your common-sense surprises Hms.
But it makes It casler in a way. . ..
Amber fell thoughtful again.

“'Ow's that, sir—If 1 m'y ask?”

“This way,” said Amber: “Before
he died, Mr. Rutton asked me to do
him a service. I agreed. He Sug-
gested that 1 take you with me”

“I'm ready, sir,” interrupted Dog-
gott eagerly. “There's no gentleman
I'd llko to valet for better than your-
self."”

“But

there will be dangers, Dog-
gBott—I don't know precisely what.
| That's the rub; we'll have to travel

| half-way round the world and fice un-
[ known perfls. If Mr 3iuttsn were
]I‘ii:ht about it, we'l’  lucky to get
away with our lives."
“I'll go, sir; it was 'ia wish.
go with you to India. Mr. Amber."
“Very well. Amber spoke
abstractedly, reviewing his plans.
“But,” he enquired suddenly, "I didn’t
mention India. How dld you know—1*"
“Why—1 suppose 1 must ‘'ave
guessed it, slr. It seemed so likely,
knowing what 1 do sbout Mr. Rutton.”
Amber sat silent, unable to bring
himself to put a single question in re-
gard to the dead man's antecedents,
But after a pause the servant contin-
ued voluntarily,

“He always 'ad a deal to do with

rn

persons who came from India—nlg-
gers—I mean, natives. It didn't much
matter where we'd be—lLondon or

Parls or Berlin or Rome—they'd 'unt
Im up; some 'e'd give money to and
they'd go aw'y; others ‘e'd be locked
up with in '{s study for hours, talking,
talking, They'd 'ardly ever come the
snme one twice. 'E 'ated 'em all, Mr.
Rutton did. And yet, slr, I always
‘ad a suspleion—"

‘ Doggott hesitated, 'swored his volce,

shrouded figure In the corner,
“"What?" demanded Amber tensely.
“I alw'ys thought per'aps 'e was

|whm call in England a man of
color, 'Imself, sir.”

I “Doggott!"”

j “l don't mean no 'arm, sir: It was

| Just their 'ounding him, llke, and 'is

| being a dark-complected man the

| syme as them, and speakin' thelr lan-

| Buage so ready, that made me think

Tt tema tad o little

wo

him and Doggott found him

with a haggard and careworn

but with the sane light of & man

posed in his eyes. e A
in an

"Doggott,” he aeked in a
toneless volce, “have you ever p
tioned to anybody your suspicion
about Mr. Rutton's race™ '

“Only to you, sir,’ IhEy

“That's good. And you won't

“Nﬂ. m-l‘ )

“Have you," continued Amber, look-
ing away and speaking slowly, “ever
heard him mention his marriage?”’

“Never, sir. 'E says in that paper
‘e was a widower; I funcy the lady
must have died before I entered 'is
service. 'F was always a lonely man,
all the 15 year I've been with ‘im,
keepin’ very much to '{mself, sir.”

Doggott disappeared to prepare a
meal, but within five minutes a gun-
shot sounded startlingly near at hand.
The Virginian's appearance at the
door was coincident with a clear hail
of “Ako-oy, Amber!"—unmistakably
Quain's voice, raised at a distance of
not over 200 yards.

Amber's answering cry quavered
with joy. And with a bear-like rush
Quain topped the nearest dune,
dropped down into the hollow, and
was upon him.

“By the Lord Harry!" he cried, al-
most embracing Amber In hls excite-
ment and relief; “I'd almost given
¥You up for good and all!"

"And 1 you” said Amber, watching
curiously and somewhat distrustfully
& second man follow Qualn into the
vale. “Who's that?” he demanded.

“Only Antone. We've him to thank.
He remembered this old camp here—
I'd completely forgotten it—and was
sure you'd taken refuge in
inside.” He dragged Amber In, the
Portuguesé following. “Let's have a
look at you by the light. Lord! you

| seem to be pretty comfortable—and

I've been worrying myself sick for
fear you—" He swept the room wiih
an approving glance which passed
over Doggott and became transfized
as it rested upon the hammock-bed
with its burden; and his jaw fell
“What's this? What's this?” He
swung upon Amber, appraising with
relentless eyes the havoc his night's
experience had wrought upon the |
man. “You look like hell!" he ex-

his gaze shifting uneasily to the atlll.]

3 'd
con-
+ 80,
mce
| Rutton,
The servant stared, vIsibly im-
| pressed. "Very good, Mr. Amber. I'll
| remember, sir. 1 don't ordinarlly gos
| 8ip, sir; but you and him being so
| thick, and everything ‘appening to- |
fntgh[ g0 'orrible, 1 ‘orgot myself. I
| 'ope you'll excuse me, sir.”
‘ "God in heaven!”™ cried the young
| man hoarsely. “I ecan’t be true'"” He
|

flung himself Iu®o his chair, burying
| bis face in his hands. “It can't!”
Yet irresistibly the conviction was
being foreed upon him that Doggott
had surmized aright Circumstances

ploded. "What's up here? ER?"
Amber turned to Doggott. “Take
Antone out there with you and keep

it. Come |

his story from him, and Doggott's op
portune appearance with n Po "
coffee, steaming and mﬁm
of this restored Amber to &

somewhat approaching the normal.
He lit a cigarette and began to talk.

For all his affection for snd con-
fidence in his frie:d, there wore
things he might not tell Quainwheres
fore he couched his narrative!in the
fewest possible words and miser-
ly of detall. Of the coming of ba-
bu ard his golng Amber wis falrly
free to speak; he suppressed little if
any of that eplsode. Moreover, he
had forgotten to remove the Token
from his finger, and Qualn instantly
remarked It and demanded an expla-
nation. But of the nature of the er
rand on which he was to go, Amber
sald nothing; it was, he averred, Rut-
ton’s private business. Nor did he
| touch upon the question of Rutton's
nationality. Sophia Farrell he never
mentioned.

Nevertheless, he eald encugh to
render Qunain thoughtful. . . .
“You've set on this thing, 1 suppose?”
he nsked some time aftey Amber had
concluded.

“Set upon it, dear man?
choice. 1 muat go—I1 promised.”

Quain weat to the hamiock-bed,
turned back the shcet, and fur Beveral
minutes lingered (here, #Bcrutinizing
the stony, upturned face.

“S8c!”™ he gald, coming back “Here's
news that'll help you some, You
weo blind not to see It yoursell.
Thunt man’s—was, I should say—a
ajput.” He waited for the comment
“hich did not come. “You knew
it

b suspected, tonight”

“It's as plain as print; the mark of
his caste I1s all over him. DBut per-
haps he was able to disguise It & little
wilth his manner—alive; undoubtedly,

I've no

him until 1 ecall, please. This fs Mr.

Quain; 1 want to talk with him un-!

The Signature Was

disturbed. But you can bring

us coffee when It's ready.”

Q motioned to Antone; the
Portuguese disappeared into the back .
room with Doggott, who closed th"l
communicating door, I

“You first,” sald Amber. “If _\'m.'\-ul
fretted about me, I've been Crazy |
ahout yvou—what time 1've had to
| think." |

Qualn deferred to his insistence.
"It was simple enough—and damned

hard,” he explained “1 caught the
| Beho by the skin of my teeth, the
| skimmy almost sinking under me, She

| soused the motor—

was hard and fast aground, but I man-
aged to get the motor golng and back-
ed her off. As soon as that was all
right we got a wave aboard that
ke a fool 1'd left
the hateh off—and short-cirecuited the
coll. After that there was hell to
pay, 1 worked for half an hour reef- |
Ing, and meanwhile we went aground
ug.;un The oar broke and 1 had to
go overboard and get wet to my walst
before [ got her off By that time it

| was blowing great guns and dead
| frem the beach. 1 had to stand off
| and make for the mainland-—nothing
| else Lo dn. Wae beached about a mile
below the lighthouse and I had the
four-mile tramp home. Then after 1'd
thawed out and had a drink and a

| hours for the sea to go down enough

| practicable

you? What's that there?"”
“A sulcide; a friend of mine—the
| man Rutton whom we were discuss

| not

| Hved in Purgatory ever gince we part
| 1 and now

“I've never ‘ad anything like this be- | Packed 7np circumstance within his
fere, sir; I ‘ardly know what it | knowled®e of or his experience with
mweans.'” the man, all seeming to prove incon- |
“It means,” explained Ambez, “that, | testably the truth of what at the first |
when vouve filled In that Yiank and blush had seemed 8o incredible. What |
had the money collected rom the 41d . Amber, know of Rutton's par- |
Rothschilds, you'll be ‘%orth with | €nte or history that would refute
W cash 1a here—in *he neighbcee | 1O calm bellef of the body-servant
bood of fortyflve theusand poungs |©f the dead man? _ .
sterling.” And then Amber's Intelligence was |
Deggott pasped, temporarily inar- nitten by & thought as by a club; |
date. “Forty-fivs thousands pounds! | 1d be began to tremble violently, un-
Mr. Am'ar.” he declared earn- | ° ontrallably, being weakened by fa-
“1 never looked for nothin® lke | UE%e and the strain of that endless, t
1T mivar—-i Quite without terrible night. A atrangled cry eg- |
Wi I h& wasg quiet and composed l..:n“;]ll j-‘-:.[:l A RpULE A hTIU“lt'(ISEZ i
a Al sk : PN
.'f\‘-' I,'n‘.‘I%;h;n'l'k&l;lﬂfll ::EH!'”“hi‘Hn:l ROpAL Sarrel.ile woman Ny h“dl
tered to retura the cheque—"for a | PFOMISed to wed, nay even the woman
whit=, till 1 can myke up my mind he loved with all his befng—n half-
wrat to do with 1t." ‘ breed, a mulatto! His mind sickened
CUertaluly.”  Amber took the paper | il e sl s L I
fol 1 & and i'-lhw.-d it in his ("lrﬂl e very, xonl seemed to shudder
case. “I'd suggest that ?1 ‘.1»-..‘\qu and his reason cried cot that the
it a¢ soon :;;1 i'—‘l!‘\‘;”lll.’”:.h :I'\'--w I‘|'u-rk e Ml At Toe i)
bank f r'.e-.-llm-‘!;\-'l i‘-.. the I-r1"‘un't1-1<- r'!f‘, heart of hearts F”“, he loved her, |
these bills 'n'li .\-n't': ¥ “'utl 1“.'{'.191- itill destred her with all his strength
ke o -'I -‘ uI" th .[-1 -‘ | If .| -.'I‘. and will; “f his heart there was no |
‘ i vem, yours L YOU | wavering. Whatever Rutton had been,
| 0] ‘1 '..ul banking account' | whatever hia daughter might he, he
' KEeeD ns w ] :uH\\'ln,"" loved And more, the honor of
wl Doggog™consldered, relotk- | the Ambors was In pledge, holding |
gt S | '‘aven't any us8 | him steadfast to his purpose to scek
for excapt, of o . to tide\| her out In India or wherever she
Ine I find apother position.” | might be and to bear her away from
What exclaimed Amber In | the unnamed danger that threatened
' &k her—even to marry her, If she would
| Y " affirmed Doggott respect- | have him, He had promised: his word
M‘.:l} i'm a bit too old to echynge | had passed; there could now be no |
my w'vet a valet I've been all my | withdrawal .
Hfe and A valet I'll die, sir. It's too An Lour elapsed, its passing rau-
Iyte to think of anything else cously emphasized by the tin eclock.
! But with this money, Doggott—" Amber remained at the table, his head
; “Heg pardon, sir, but | know; I |upon it, his face hidden by his arms,
{ could live easy Hke a gentleman If T |=o still that Doggott would have
I Hked—but 1 wouldn't be o gentleman, | thought him sleeping but for his un- |
80 what'as the uge of that? 5o the w'ye ven breathing |
} I look at it, there's naught for me but At length the young man called
| HE : DVANTAGE
i HE TOOK MEAN ADYV. ]
i Broker Banked “Friend’s" Check Aft-| of groat cxcliems nt, saying that a Iit-
1

er the Borrower Thought He Had
Protected His Money.

“See that heavily bullt guy
came In?" gald the broker to

who just

In the cafe. “You may have noticed

that he caught my eye, but passed on

without a ign of recognition “"BN'.
has | Promoter, He and | gsed to be

Lrear friog wstensibly. He rushed

Into my

» one afterncon In a state

his friend | ¢

le denl he was

putting through made

] necesgary at once, and would 1
ve him a little trouble by cashing a
the sum. He always seemed

plenty of money, g0 | gave

| i “i. cangh and took his check. 1

hid not sea him agaln soon, and on my
| depositing the check It came back
arked ‘No funds. 1 looked up his

:'-ﬂ.!ai;, and found he did have a de-
pogit there at one time, [ depecsited

change of clothes, we had to walt twe

to make a crossing In the launch

That's all for mine. Now

ing the night 1 came down. And that's
half. There's a man out there
somewhare, shot to death by Rutton—
a Bengall babu. Quain, I've

I'm about done”

He was; the coming of Quain with
the ease of mind It brought had |

turned. A week later I tried agaln,
with the result. Moera for
amusement than anything else, 1 svntl
the check to the bank for the fourth

e, and this time it went through!

“Soon after that our friend aills me
ip on the telephone, and In the most
kod tone of volce asks what 1
menn by taking advantage of him that
WAY He could not have been more
indlgnant had 1 double-crogsged him in
a stralght deal. And that explaing
why he no lunger speaks to me.”

Bauae

!

_f'

| a tentative

|to pack his hand-bag—it being obvi-

| ous that to take tye trunks witha
| them was not feasible; while Quain
was to care for Amber's

I'd say. He was a genlus of his kind
—a prodigy; a mental giant., That
translation of the ‘Tantras'—! Won-
derful! Well, he's gone his
own way: God be with him. . . .
When do you want Lo start?”’

“As soon as pos#ible—soconer. I've
not a day to lose—npot an hour.”

“Urgent as that, eh?' Quain

Unmistakably Genulne,

peered keenly into his face. “I wish
I knew what you know, I wish to
heaven I might go with you. But I'm |
married now—and respectable, The '

morning traln leaves Nokomis at 7:30. |
You can ke that, If you must. But |
| You need sleep—reat,"

“I'll get that on the train,”

“‘Koew
This 18 T

you'd say that,
gday. The

Very well
Mauretania— |

or the Lusitania, 1T don't know which

salls tomorrow You ean cateh |

that, too it's the quickest route,
eastwards—

"But I've decided to go west.” |

1

“That means a week more, and you |

sald you were in a hurry.”
"I am; but by going westwards it's
barely pessible I may be able to trans-

act or wind up the business on the
wny."

As a matter of fact Amber was hop-
ing the Rolanda, with Sophla Farrell,
mlght Hnger semewhere en route, e
membering that the girl had discussed
project to stop over be-
tween steamers g Yokohama,

“Very well” Quain gave in; “you're
the doctor. Now as for things here,
your mind easy. I'll take
churge and keep the affafr qulet.
I'here’'s no reason I can see for its
ever getting out. T can answer for |
myself and Antone; and the two of |
us can wind things up. Get rﬁnd}"
now to trot atong, and I'll take care
of everything."

“There's no wey of thanking you.”

“That's a comfort. Call Doggott now
and tell him to got ready. You‘
haven't much time 0 loge.”

While they walted for the servant

HiAhe

things at
Tanglewood until his return from In
dia

Quain was possessed by an Idea

Let the Failries Afone!
Another good but niisguided wom-
an has undertaken a canspalgn for
the abolition of “Mother Goose,”
“Allee In Wonderland” and fairy sto-
ries of all kinds. She declgres that |
these stories are lles and ought not
to be tolerated. In her opinicgn Mnth-}
er Goose 1s worse than a witch, and |
as for Lewls Carroll-—well, this "Z\ll‘t.l
Gradgrind,” of Boston, would have him |
hanged on the highest hill. Ah, but |
it would be a sad old world If all the |

minn awd

| scarcely

| the adjoining country,

“Hang Your Promise.”

take care of that, when I write and
tell Labertouche you're coming.”
“What name?"

“Labertouche. Why? You don't
know him."”

“No; but Rutton did. Rutton got
that poison from him."”

Quain whistled, his eyes round.

“Did, eh? So much the better; he'll
probably know all about Rutton and'll
take a keener interest.”

“But you forget—"

“Hang your promise. I'm not bound
by it and this is business—bilacker
business than you seem to realize,
Davy. You're bent on jumping blind-
fold and with your hands tied into the
seething pool of Infamy and intrigue
that is Indla. And I won't stand for
it. Don’t think for an instant that I'm
going to let you go without doing
everythirg 1 can to make things as
pleasant as possible for you. . .
No; Labertouche Is your man."

And to this Quain held inflexibly;
80 that, In the end, Amber, unable to
move him, was obliged to leave the
matter in his hands.

A sullen and portentous dawn hung
in the sky when the little party left
the cabin.

Between two sand hills the Bengall
lay supine, a huddled heap of garish
color—scarlet, yellow, tan—against
the cold blulsh-gray of snow.

At a word from Quain the Portu- |

IvuAau—uTAYeL KDOWSs where,

“Right-0!" agreed Quain. His
hand sought Amber's. *“Goodby, and
God be with you,” he sald huskily.

Amber tightened his clasp upon the
man's fingers. *1 can't improve on
that, Tony,” sald he with a feeble
“"Goodby, and God be with you." He
dropped his hand and turned awzy.
“Come along, Doggott.”

The servant led the way baywards.
Behind them the angry morning blaz-
ed brighter in the sky.

In the sedge of the shore they
found a rowboat and, launching it,

| embarked for the power boat, which

swung at her mooring in deeper wa- |
ter. When they were aboard the lat- |
ter, Doggott tock charge of the motor,
leaving to Amber the wheel, and with
little delay they were in motion.

As their distance from the shore in- |
creased Amber glanced back. The |
!sland rested low agninst the flaming |
8ky, a shape of empurpled shadows, |
more substantial to the vis-
lon than the rack of cloud above. In |

| the dark sedges the pools, here pmd |

there, caught the light from above
and shone blood-red. And suddenly
the attention of the Virginian was ar-
reated by the discovery of a human
figure—a man starding upon a dune-
top some distance inland, and staring
fteadfastly after the boat. He seemed
of extraordinary height and very thin;
upon his head there was a turban; his
arms were folded. While Amber
watched he held hlas pose, a living
menace—Ilike some fantastic statue
bulking black against the grim red
dawn.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
Fences Ward Off Rabbits,
Owing to the- Increase of rabbits in
certain parts of Australla a movement
has been started {n the Armidale dis-
trict to construct a barrler fence along
the eastern slde of Central New Eng- |
land., This will serve to ward off the
rodents, which now abound in the
rough country along the edge of the
tableland. These rabbits are begin-
ning to crowd westwards, and are al- |
ready making thelr presence felt on
The sugges-
tion is to link up the rabbit-proof fen- |
ces which already exist along the edge
of the more settled area from Walcha
to Glen Innes districts, and thus cut |
off the rough country where the rab
bits are thick, and where there Is no
chance of keeping them under.

it all the dear delightful tales thal|
have to do wieh fairfes and fmps and |
elves and hamadryads were to be de-
stroyed. The world is sad enough as
it is, but it would be infinitely sadder
and dreader If children did not be-
lieve In Falry Fine-Ear and mothers
and fathers did not yield allegiance to
the Dame o' Dreams.—Rochester Post
Express,

Hair Indicates Strength,
Short, thick, curly halr {s an iadics

is_right?" They have been led |
ask this question by an arousal of coms
nub,“ y that at one tim

1]

life, and to the extent that there is
greater effort for higher standards
of morality and of religlous prac-
tices,

The question is an old one. It has
been asked by man since first he knew
there was right which might be dis-
tinguished from wrong. It has ‘been
discussea in all its phases, and St
Paul in his letter to the Philippians
exhorts them In the words of our text.
He tells them that right is “what is
true, what is honest, what s just, what
Is pure and lovely and of good re-
port.” His exhortation is as pertl-
nent today. as then, and his definition
as complete. Let us first consider
men, not things.

A great many men are true so far
as their standards permit them to be.
There are others who seek constant el-
evation of standards so that they may
be nearer the ideal true man. To be
a true man means to be truthful in
thought, in speech, in act, to be devold
of dissimilation, to be right and to be
just what you seem to be; to be loyal
to all that is good and devoted to the
furtherance of good. Such a man In-
variably answers the question “What
is right?" correctly, and his answer
has the respect of his fellow men.

A great many men are honest so
far as the demands of relationship
with other men may go, and few go
beyond this point and are honest with
themeelves as well as with their fel-
lows. In their transactions they have
no doubts, no regrets, no sufferings
of consclence. They make every
transaction a closed transaction In
every sense of the word. They are
right. Such men are the examples of
honesty that should be emulated.

Men are just in the measure that
they mete to thelr fellow men: and
some of them are just to the extent
that they heap the measure to over-
flowing. They neither welgh to the
ounce, nor exact thelr pound of flesh
as old Shylock did. If anything, they
are just to the point of sanarncies and

ha 1
} n
exl! t
- woom impurity is absolutely ob-,
noxious. They think good, and as the

thought is the father of the act, they
act well. These are the men at whom
the finger of suspicion never points,
but are always held as models after
which we should pattern,

Men who are truly honest, just and
pure, men whose thoughts are always
upward, are men of good report. They
have unassailable reputations support-
ed by unimpeachable characters. They
ask the question, "What 1{s right
from the innermost recesses of their
souls, and answer it with all the en-
lightenment of conscience and spirit-
ual guidance that God can give them.
They are alwaye men of good report

| and always will he so long as they

possess the virtues that the apostle
has enumerated.

I know that the apostle tells the

| brethren to “think of things that are

true, honest, pure, lovely and of good
report.” It is by thinking of these

| things that men become honest, true

and just, The apostle asks them not
only to think but to reason, for he
says that “if there is any virtue iIn
these things, if there be any pralse"
thinking of them will bring them into
their lives and cause them to be grate-
ful for the good they recelve. Men
who think honestly, men who try to be

| consclientious gain for themselves all

the good that can be derived from
right thought and pure thinking. And

| that good is ability to think straight,

and answer correctly the question,
“What 18 right?”

Of course there Is no absolute right.
Men do not think alfke. They have

| not the same standards, nor the same
| conceptions, and yet they have one

standard of right and their conception
of that standard will always Erow bet-
ter and better the more they study it
That standard was sget by Christ Paul
studied it, and his wonderfu) growth
In spirituality enabled him to tell the
Phillpplans what they should think
about, for he knew that the man who
was true, honest, just and pure, the
man who regarded things that were e
evating and of good report, would be-
come the man who would be able soon-
er or later to answer more exactly the
question, “What 1s right?"

You can follow Paul's prescription,

| especially if you ask for that guld-

ance which has been promised you
by that greatest exemplar of right.

Woman's Rights.

During these days we hear a great
deal of women's rights which are
really women's wrongs. I know not
whether women will ever get what
they term equality with men. Man
and woman are equal in the sight ot
God, but here below woman oecuples
a different station. She was created
to be man's helpmate and to supgple
ment what he lacked. She was to be
kind and gentle under long suffering.

-—Bishop J. J. Nilan, Roman Catholle
Hartford, Conn.
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“Dr. Thirdly, outspoken » P
torted: Er g b ¥
“*Do you mean John H. Good, the
wealthy farmer ,or young Sam Goed,
the Socialist millionaire? "

They’'re All About Tail
“All  eriticism,” sald :
Brander Matthews in one of his bril-
lant Cclumbia lectures, “is, to & cer-
tain extent, personal and biased™ He
paused and smiled. “The Tallor i
Cutter, a weekly paper,” he L
“sald in a recent leading article:
*‘Carlyle’'s “Sartor Resartus”™
dith's “Evan Harrington” and Kings-
ley's “Alton Locke” will he great

| classics when the ephemeral novels

of today will have long since pes
ished."

Would Arrest Him Anyway.

Sergeant—'Alt! Take Murphy's
name for talkin' in the ranks.

Corporal—W'y, sergeant, "e weren't
talkin'.

Sergeant—Wasn't he? Well, cross
it out an' put *im in the guardroom for
deceivin' me.—Tatler.

Overiooked.
Knicker—We can’t carry revolvers
any longer. 3%
Bocker—But they didn’t take away
the girls’ hatpins. i ey o

SHIFT
I{ Your Food Fails to
Change.

One sort of diet may make a
despondent, depressed and blne sn
changs to the kind of food the bhody

All human culture rests on & wilk

ngnes: to make sacrifices to the

enough.
“Finally, between the doector and fa-
ther, I was put on Grape-Nuts and

“During the first week 1 ﬂh‘"@
welght. my spirits improved, and the
world began to look brighter and more
worth while. 5

“And this has continued steadily, thy
now, after the use of ‘/ripe-Nuts for
only a few weeks, 1 am uerfectly well,
feel splendidly, take a lively interest ln
everything, and am s changed persom.

in every way.” Name given by Postany
Co, Battle W,
Read the little "th“.-

Wellville,” in pkga. “There’'s

Ever read Above A N



