THE YALE EXPOSITOR, THURSDAY, OCTOBER 29,

1914,

The Amhition 0f Mark Truitt

By

HENRY RUSSELL MILLER

Au'hor of

*THE MAN HIGWIR LID" ™
O POWER.” ke

1S RISE

TR “\“"ﬁ\‘. G“‘m"ﬁ“““‘\s\“

(Cowln.nl 1613, by I‘h:‘ Bobbe-Merrill Company)

CHAPTER XXIV—Centinued

Together he and Mark drageed Pl
o the cub nd foreed bim withi
Flotr, dased by Murk's apy neea, 1
slsted bot feebiy

Bafors the grim majesty of ap
proaching desth even Plotr's madnoss

wan ubashed, The supreme consclous
ness recelved back the atom that,
when imprisoned In flesh, had been
Romun t was Kazin who saw

He In dead

The Matka uttered o low monn, then
becume pllent agaln, resumed her rigid
gnzing at the not less still body. Motr's
hand pussed over his eyes in a bowil
dered gesture The womnn who kept |
the door made the sign of the cross
angd went qgul ot

Kanle bant to kiss Homan'
torabiod 'ben Plotr cam ut of hiy
daze, He caught liar roughly and
her 1 K

No!
i Ir
“' 1no '3 tn 11t

4 {1 | 1 i nit
the ki Plotr Ho

He confronted } 1 Mark., “"You
nn go Y. Loth of vi

“Oh, Plotr, not now! vazia began
ploaidingly I'hw Malkn s T
and

Wo peed nothing from you W
woren't good nough for You ond
You left us 10 be & Boe lud NoOw Wi
don’t want .’

“But camée back and 1 ldn't
12l me win

' when you found that Jin
Whiting couldn’t ive u what you
wanie You thought vou could wse
ws then—as he did He clided
ward Mark How his teetd d
in an ugl using iee how T
Hunky girl get to be soeh & fin }

Ba still!™ Muark stepped cloge ti
him, sterniy. “lsn't there any decency
fn that cracked nd of yours? Re
member ghe oy to the “he pointed
toward the lttle bedroom, “when they
peeded some ope You wers gut fill
Ing the strocts with your blackguardly
rant, An vhose money do you think
had to keop them allve beeause you
wouldn't do & man's work?

“A man's work!" Ploir laughed, a
horrible startling cackle, “To a eracked
brain that isn't to bhetray and gouge

and drive—" He broke off
monn It was her money?"

“Who else would have cared?™

Plotr went hack into ths
olutehed his mo by
and shook her or
aovied (n he
money 'm—:.‘
i told y

The Mat

“Do you

» death room
the

shoulder
Tell me.” he
"have you taker

that
aer ani

fongue

iman —when

to Ke I

“What Have You Found, Roman? 0

It S8imple, There™

table, He did not stop until he reached

the door. Thers bhe turned, facing
Kaxia,
“You can bhave her now, I'm go
“"He's cragy,” Mark muttered. "Don’t

mind him.”

With an effort she rncnned heraelt
to the situation. “You had better go
now. | must take care of the Matka.
Wil you please telephons to the hos-
pital that 1 shan’t be back tonight

“But I can't leave you alone hers,
while Plotr's at large. I'm going out
to arrange for tomorrow, Then I
come back heroe.”

"It may bo best,” she agreed.

Two hours later he returned and
mpped lghtly, Reeceiving no answer
he tried the door. It opened und he
entered quietly.

Hanka lny on a narrow cot, In ths
sleap of exhauvstion. In a chalr by the
table, hend pillowed on one arm,
Knzia, too, slept. She stirred uneasily
an ‘he entered, then bocams still, He
tiptoed to another chair and bogan his
lanely wutch

The night seemod sndless. To it
motiogless, looking at the relaxed for
fomm figure she made, bocame imvbos-

b« His and itly into
= oot w hiere Hom A slugle
ile wns burning low e socket
iv it= fadnt Nickering glow the waxen
nese and ’ lded hund seemed npot
Iead, but obly at peace, Mark looked
long at him, a8 the lJ-'?I Homun held
he pnswer to his questiona, Oneca he |
lenned over, whispering
‘What have you found, Homan? Is

It simple there? Is thera & new birth
in which mistakes can be pald for?
I want o pay.”
CHAPTER XXV
Payment,

It wius two days pfler the funemi
sfurk hnd seen Kazin but for o few
minutes, mere!y long enough to learn
her new plut and then Hanka had
been | sent. Kazia proposed 1o take
canr f her, and that they might pot
hin to b pai to glve up h I
I thon at the ) ital; st theuzh!

Hd ol I ne that w 1

’ | her d 1 bad, ©

All day Hanka b ' L i the
I tied t, thinki wt of hi

] iman wl
Oan
wil B
1 of

t of

ud the look
nto Kazia's

©eYEeR
The dinner was over, he dishes
washed and put away; this being part
of Hanka's share {n the new divigion
W lwbor, She went into the little bed
room whither Kagia had gone 1o dresgs
Hut at the door she stopped, unnotleed,

ooking st the Hrure that lay

dowpnwanrd o

motion
the bed
 then t :rnul

to the be

less and fac n

She started to steal
ind went tir
She I..hi H L

Little Kazia,"”
Irightened

nhwny
wEir side.
I..,tu! on Kazla's lm.r
murmured, half

whutl s

ntle
F!J!
bolduess,

atl her

troubling you?"

"Nothing, Matka," came the muf-
fed answaer,

s 1t because of me? 1 don't want
to be a burden. I cun go™

“No, no! You musn't leave me. I'm

just tired.”
“Heart tired

vour lover?™
"1 have no lover
Kazia rose

Is it because of him
wearlly, and golog to the
began to take down her halr
thick soft fell tumbling

mirror,

The tresses

o

nround her, Hanka, in troubled won
der, watched the round arm that
| wiglded the comb, the smooth firm
oculders At Kazia's age Hanka had
rendy hegon to nio an un
[ ! hat o y unde
e W t h iri
and touchad iy v Hr
| ihiful] Nesh
| JAT T th r
1
) I| 't'fl
1¢0n | TS d her,"
| comb 1 LI d nl -
¢ m ither?
love | have never ¢ I
I 1 b 1 d Umo an hour
bisll 1 He 1 heird
¥ t loor and a startled
i 4 ib notlifluou
F: i ] it Know IF'he
VR #{l and itnl into the |
Lir oon To \h kit I tame
murmur of Kazian's valce and his,
He had been there but a few min
ites when hils volce changed. It be
ame eagoer, with an undertone that
perturbed Hanka etrangely, Once
Kazia uttered & low hurt ery. Hunka

rogse and gropt along the little hall
She orocuched In the durkness near
the sitting room door, listening In-

tently and wishing she had not been
so stupld about English

“Am | an ogre? the mellifluous
volee was saving

“1 do not love you.”

“It Ia not a question of love. I am
not old, but I have lived long enough
to prick that lHusion. We sclentists
know what love |s."

“] don't oare for you In any way,"
Karla answered coldly. “Mr. Quinby,
you oughtn't to ba here. A man In
your position—"

MMy dear lady, let me remind you
that the interest of & man in my posl
tlon I8 not to be rejected lightly, With
a word 1 gave you the best position
your profession offers a woman. With
a word | can take It away. [ can ro
lleve you of the necessity of working
at ull, 1 can make It impossible for
you to find work in this eity.,”

“Threats—""

“My dear lady!"” the stranger’s voles
protested, "1 would not do that 1
would harm no one. | am a tender
hearted man, [, too, ruffer, It by chance
others suffer through me."” The volce,
vibrant with emotion, would have
wrung tears of sympathy from a stone,
Put Hanka, a8 we have sesn, could
not weep. 1l am only trying to show
that those who enlist my Interest do
wot lose by IL™

“80 you think | um for saje?™

“Forglve me, my dear,” said Quinby,
“but that is gross. Say rather that,
gince you have struck a reaponsive
chord In my breast, it will be my ploas
ure to be gunrdian of your welfurs,
to lift you out of the sordid struggle
for exintence, And bave | 20l preved

"

-

that?! You lay In the hollow of wmy
hand. With s breath | could have de.
etroyed your reputation, But | kept
slletice, 1 advanced your Interests, |
held you tenderly In my heart. Wom-
an, you bave bewltched me. 1 want
you.”

Hankn understood at lesst his last
worda and she understood hls tone,
She crept closer and through the erack
of the sitting room door =aw Kazia
elude Quinby's outstretehed arma,

At the same momeut she heard a |
halting step on tho statrway She
apened the outer door and went out
o meet Muark Trulty, whispering ex
citedly to him in Pollsh, When hea,
stonished by her apprarance nnd
emotion, would have spoken, she
clapped a hand over his mouth, and
clutelitng him by a gleeve, drew him
into the hall. She polnted through the
ornck

Again Qu

and again she

Imby reached towanrd Kazin
rocnlled

"Don't—don’t teuch me'

"“Why do you rebuff me? You'rs not
an fgnorant child You must have
known what my Interest in the hos

pital and In you this vear has meant,
You wouldo't kave taken my help un-
less you were willing to give me what
I want."
“What
III .-\'.l'."

I8 ft—what is It you want?™
you to be to me
have been to Tralrt.”
“And W—If T pe
"I hava never y
Trultt a:
In wur

what you

fuse?
ot told that
in-hrowned womat

I enueht

Ottawn  hotel under circum
RGeS I have no reason to love him
I have refrained from telling onls
r Eaie i Why do fores

h to b

you

wi

ad bark into
her hands W he

wore

face with

he looked ghn ngaln Lthe

up

prosslon
she whispered chok-
14 pay.”

d engerly

Wi
Wy Mark Truitt
the company

stuill

in the

Kven Ut You gre worth every-

thing
*And vé me time—to send

let him know?

mnke

will you pi
and never

18 far yo

u conditions

Al!

iy

In trlumph Quinby
T ovar to

her pnd bent
Den't do that!™ sald & volee behind

him
Quinhs

stepped toward

take her hand

whirled For a long sllent
the trio faced sme another,
Mark, ot hands
convile went dlowls
Quinby who seemed
He did not resist
hand leaped
by the throat
until his back
met The grip tightened
Quinby's grew purple He
gquirmed and trind to ery out, but anly
a hoarse gurgle resulted,
1‘..1;:\ eame to herself,
to her wt and
brenkin 1 i= grip
Don't hurt him

minute

wh face,

fvely,

Then
working
the stupefled
turned

evyen

to
o Fone
Muark's
it him eruelly
back

when
caugl
wits pressed
wall

face

|]:I
and
He

the

She sprang
caught Mark's arm
t He's not worth
without tnking his eves from
Mark read his

tlid not

rm 'rom her
I Hut hr

ilse

wenkly, "l

es mirthils
Wl

I8 dirty tray

=1

1 Klek him
down mtal 3 oring | .
Lt him go," she answered
rk shouk hisn haead NoOtL with

grimly, “"he wins
1 to pay.”
not afrald of
feabls
you say of me that isn't true of

“Ah!" Mark drew o gharp whistling
breath. Quinby shrang back, his hands
going protectively to his uching throat.
“Now you shall pay., You—" He broke
off with a gesture of disgust. *1 find
I've no stomach for blackmall jusr
now. I'll telephone Henley to come
over, He'll know how to handle this
situntion.™

Then Quinby was indeed fear-struck
He elutched Mark's arm tightly. “Don't
tell him!" he quavered. “"We can aet-
tle this ourselves, 1 didn’t really in-
tend to force you out of the company,
only to—to (righten you a lttle."

Mark jerked his arm free, “So you're
a cownrd asn well as a fraud! But |
knew that before. This I8 too slck-
ening. You'd better go."

Quinby started again to go.

“Waltt™

Quinby walted.

“You seem to be afrald of Henlay
You have reason, Tomorrow al ten-
thirty you have an engagement (o meet
him at his ofMece—I have Just made It
for both of you. At eleven | will meat
hin. You know best what Henley In
his present mood will do If he gets
wind of your latest adventure in phi
Ianthropy. Now go.”

Quinby went. The next morning,
prompt on the hour, he kept his en.
gagement with Henley,

A weakness for eplgrams han de-
feated more than one falr project.
After a disereet Interval—long enough,
as he thought, for the Interment of
the dead pamt—Jeremiah Quinby
sought to revive the paleontologleal
propugandn. He found that for onoe
the publle memory was long and lald
more strees on the fateful twing of
production than on lchthyosaurl and

‘I'm you,"

tered o

Quinby

Lty
Wihint

mut

deflance

vou

|

|
vt

Ianthropiat, plereed to the heart. That
Is to say, Quinby retired from the
realm of beneficence and his rival
reigned absolute ones more.

A beavy troubled sflence was in the
little room. Kazia stood passively by
the table, walting for Mark Lo speak
After a long while he raised his eyes
to hers,

“Knzia, you poor romantie fool! Did
you think any amount of money was
worth that—even If he
word? When | think what
couwld you thiok of it!*

"I wantad,” she ahewered o a gqueer
a8 if bonunibed by this

ah, how

lifeloas volos,

¢risls Inte which they had stupliled,
1 wanted to do ooe thing for you
and your happy ocity.”

My bappy eity! What happiness
could it bave had, bulit on that? And
J—hudu't you glven me anough?

“I gave youa only love."

“"Only—1"
“It was all 1 had o giva, It wasn't

enough.”
“lI wish I could have given as much
ks you." The wistiul words slipped
out
He stopped closar to her.
“Kaziu, this has got to end.”
“You
Life,
maore
“You are trving to

tomorrow."”
tlickered once

must marry me

and with It pain,

give something

BOW ot I'm glad vou sald that.”

pomething

give

uve o new bilrth
rang with a lon
stmnd, but he

her

g uhe
could not

head spir-

il
L under

dhe

her shook

auch
itlees];
The
as there
forget that | hi
Do think
hold my own
sin,
it hils arms to take
your poor little
envugh.’

% birth so long
You could never

I am not clean.”

smull

you?

re can be no nes
I8 memory
that
ad to
It is
ea close r. reach

her
reusonn

yau me o

fault agalnst

" ton ™ o1
my o0 He steg

ing
dear,

'‘Come,
aren’t
sShe shrank
trembling
came il
glance
sl

away from his clasp,

Into the tired white face
wk of fear and despulr. She
4 this way and that, as though
gought an edcnj Her hands went
to her [hur. forced them
down and her ayes to his,

"I thought—I[ thought you
stood. I-=1 wasnt clean-
we sinned The doctor who
ne, [—" She could say
Susplicion had not prepared him for
this, He atared foolilshly at her, show
ing how he recolled from the fact her

L TAC she
under
before
helped
no more,

broken words had revealed He did
not then think it strunge that the
shinme of o woman he did not love
should stab so deepl
Kugin, how could you—how pcould
"J.I
After o while he forgot his own palu
itla In nit foor ths nit iricken
i s ur r hed }
1¢T At d not b Lerdd
It must muke no diTerenoe
raut | for Himgs “\
L to bl youl? 3 ld you
| y tal I L¥VE Iy 'S0 to el
Hera 4q ng under my foet. You
hurt iy your I've hurt «
G il 1 hurt vou If 1 i
p w0 1 yoar ngo whe
firwt ved, you wonld never have been
o mptod Your 1 I8 only a | 1
mine It I i} who hu I )
Bliowly she mlsed her heand to look
nt him "And you," came a broken
neredulous whisper, “and you would
milrry me—aven now
All the more now!™

For an Instant a faint pitiable hope
defying knowledge, shone in her ayes
“"Hava [ been mistaken? Only love
could lgnore—ah! don't lie to me now
It wouldn't be kindness. Is it just pay
—ar love?"

He tried to look away frd'm her and
could not. Her eyes held his, seeking
through them to hunt out the last
truth hidden In his soul. With a rough
convulslve movement he drew her
head down on his shoulder.

“How can | know what It Is? It
must be love, since 1 need you and
want to make you happy, If It lan't
now, surely love will come when we
start right., Kazia, don't refuse me
this chanes to maka up to you a little
of the harm I've done you."

Her answer was a stifled sob. He
felt her body relax; her head rested
hoavily on his shoulder,

She released herself, He did not
try to hold her. They faced each other
in & heavy throbbing silence,

His soul quivered with the cruelty
of it; It would have heen Infinitely
easier for him if she had been the
unfaithful ons, His words echoed
mockingly In his ears, torturing him
with the!r hopeless futility.

"“You will not?™

“You counidn’t say It—and 1 don't
want pay.™

The slght of her bad Become more
than he could endure. He tormed away
and dropped late a chair, letting his
head fnll to the table,

After a little he felt her hand gently
smoothing his hair. And soon she be-
kan to speak In & voice unsteady nt
first but gathering strength as she
wenl an.

“You musta't reprosch yoursalf, |
know you'd love me If you could. And

kindred monsters. The alr was oark | you mustn’t think 1 refuse just for

aned with polsoned barbs of matire

your suke. I'd do what You want—

had kept his |

would bs misery for me always. Tom
wouldn't want that, . . . And thie—It
seems I've always known It would

come. It was a chance 1 took for a
fow months' happiness, I've had my
happlness. . . . You haven't harmed
me—I1 bDég you to believe you haven't
harmed me”

"Knzin—"

But the hoarse cry died away. There
was nothing to say.

wns completa

Magdalen that ahe was,

His humiliation |

| wintry emile

He Felt Her Body Relax—Her Head

Aested Heavily on His Should |
! o d up her from ds

{ 'l 4§ ‘-I :.l' h} e r

(4T v ¢ LE ¥ 5 * u -.l'-'l

saln "When 1 think how It ght
I v ended—If you COL to- |

11 ! I'm glad you came i nre
me from thn And now—1 thiuk
you had bhetier—go. . . .”
CHAPTER XXVI,
The Penitent,

It was a'red sunriee, that Sabbath
morning, and the ruddy glow lingered
in the costern sxky long aller the sun
hnd swung clenr above the hills. A
slanting shaft found his window and
fell upon him as he dreamed He
stirred voly

He nwoke elowly, reluctantly, drift-
ing toward consclousuess through “f
golden haze that vibrated with far-
away dwindling harmonies,

Where have 1 heard that before

After a lttle he remembered—a
youth, full of dreams and cre -!']u'.i‘:'.
Jovouely facing his great adventure

nd tomorrow | get out on a4 new
ndventure It was & Jong way from
there 0 here I wonder, wonld
any wman, given the cholee, travel his

road a second time?”

He rose and went to the window

Two yvears had passed, crowded with
effort, crowned with achievement
From the stood, =till
weking to recover the lost harmonles,

window where he

he could see the begluning of his
wappy oity, all ready for the great ex
pariment
Ho Bathed and dresged—Iin the new
bathroom that was his one cons slon
ta tl 1 )  old life—
ind  Jde | 1t hen The
Jr ot ir m met his
| thesl
W I ] . rully
d ! I {
" r Simon stili
rvedd 0
Hul 1 1 man the |
N tten b Fo
V od
Liood mornil 1 r e f 3
) moT Mark.” =lmon
ntly I winl
thinkin® 11 1 20 year
I by @ went away—af' now
wera's that"
“Yen Your dream has come troe
If vou live until tomorrow ulght you'll
have secn It all—steel made in hel™

they sat down and
Mark ate

Hireakinet réeady,
ween the meal in silence,
rt absently.

Ever since Mark had returned,
Simon had been vaguely sensible of a
suffering to which some solacing word
might be said. Dut the word would not
come to hig unschooled 1ips.

“I wish,"” Slmon thought, “l
give him something.”

It was a real suffering Slmon sensed,
no day without its hour of payment,
no hour so heavy e on that Sabbath
morming,

From across the town came a mekl
low ¢lamor, the wvolee of the new
church bell calllng the falthful

The clamor ceased and after an in-
tarval resumed for a few last taps be
fore he rose and went into the house
for his hat and cane. When he emerged
again he found Simon wsitting on the
front stoop.

“Goln' to church?™

“] guesa I'd better.”

“Yen, Courtney llkes ye to. Do
yo," Simon ssked suddenly, “still be-
lleve what he preaches?”

Mark hesitated a moment. *I sup-
pose 1 never did, 1'd like to, but |
can't. It takes a certain guality of
mind, 1 suppose—or early habit. |
can't quite see—" There was that
in Mark's tone which made Simon
look up quickly. “I can't see the logie
of letting another's suffering pay for
our sins."

*Ye'll be late,” Slmon suggeeted,

Doctor Hedges, driving along the
valley rond, drew up at she atation
until the eleven o'clock train, having
diacharged its Hathel passengers. aped
onward. The passengers were (wo, A
mnan and a woman, strangers to the
fdoctor and theretors allen to Baethel
Yhe woman stood on the otherwise de-

could

and derlslon. There fell & gresy palk | siuos you want It w0 much—only it |serted platform,

|
o

around her, The man made directly
for the doclor,

"Do you,” he demanded,
where Mark Trult Hves?T

“Why, yen” The doctor hestowed
A friendly smile on the stranger. *1
guess 1 do.”

“Can you show me how to find N

"Yen," Hedges glanced toward the
woman; &#he was entering the station
“I can do better. | can ke you there.”

“know

“If you will™ And the stranger
promptly enteread the buggy
The doector clucked to hiys horse and

turned hospitably, with conversations
iitent, to his pguest, Dut the latts
forestulled him

Lidva here?

“Betwoeen whileg ™

“Fla!" The strangor smiled, s brisf

“Dogtor, 1 see, Lo you
know Trult?™

“Well,” Hedg spat rominatively
“that's & preity risky thing to say of
any man, but I guess—"

“What do they think of him hera?™

“They think he's a great man-—and
It's his own—*
“He's a great mechanle,” sald

guest shortly,

“1," drawled the doctor, "know more
about men than mochanles, .
*Whaut* do you think of him?"
et interrupted ngain,

but
the
Ru

I'he doctor, hoping to complete at
least one sentence, gquickened his
drawl “He's a man who's alther los
ing himself or fnding birmself, I'm
nol

chuckled the doe.
n I r the explacation.’
" ) thie td {
ive I '

H 1 the {1} ted i
rak three o'clo train Much

: He  sprang wre  briskly
in rotundity 3 I wil, out of

e doctor dry A &till chuck-

ng e checkle uld nol have
died even had he known his passenger
to be none other than that Henles
whose star, flashing with e Lol e
awiltness o brillinney above the hor
lzon of specalation, had In two years
achieved full planetary dignity and (m
portance, BHut the doctor was pot a

tudent of Wall streot
"Humph The luminary
the weather-beaten ttle cottuge

nstronomy.
surveyed
with

itsa nnkempt yurd and nearby smithy
‘Bo ha lvea here Allectation, of
course!"

He strode up the path and saluted
the old man on the stoop

Mr. Truitt lives hery, | beileve?™

“I'm Simon Truitt But I reckon
ye want Mark, Mr. Henlay.”

“Ha! You know me. His [(ather,
I supposes T

“Yua I saw ye once, years REO,

when he was In the hoapital.”

“1 remember,” sald Henley, who had

forgotten that incident completely. “ls
Truitt about

“He's at church.”

“Chureh! Surely not s habit™

"He goea gener'ly, sines he come
back.”

"Hmem! Something new for Trultt™
Hm:l- y frowned. "And my time's short
l posa | may as well save some

':‘ by golng over the plant now.
Ih--'- ‘s no objection, 1 suppose?”
Z Simon ventured uncer
um‘ '1 waa just about to go over
'l be glad of your company,” Hen-
ley gruclously replied. “Shall we
start?

An It i S0 ad from

d | ¢ 1day's sunshine ] try
g o r il vt e of the \
[. n

He (ollowad Simon ount on a tiny
cal itted Int FIvQr,
wh T uild 0 o
[ .[ "|I. I\' | L |

", t I the I !
| An enley snw 1 Lhe axparts
had secn, ha If they perceived all
that had beon red: to t—but
with the eves of ons yhosa Ereatn ]
was to see whut might be, whal coald
e And as he looked part, 4t least
of Truitt's dream was unfalded before
him The valley a teeming, throbbing
oltadel of Industry. The cily clamber.
ing over the slopes, capturing the

heights, rec Ianlming other slopes from
the forest, until in length nod breadth,
in numbers and importance, It rivaled
that other fartness where he, the mas-
ter, hod bean known only as & lieuten-
ant. The creator In him, not yst
killed, but only obscured by the mad-
neas of explolitation, thrilled at the
slght.

“He sees big,” he muttered. “He
sees big, [ dido’t think It was in him."

He stood on the point,
thoughtfully the mnoble valley, forget-
ting his ailent companion. “He's
picked out & great site, . . . And
then to Henley came a vision of his
own,

That city and citadel his, creature of
his genius and might, doing his bid-
ding, ylelding him homage and trib
ute,
paling of lesser men’s reputations, cap
ital of an empire—his empire.

“By God!" he breathed ‘aloud. "By
God! And it's possible—~how
did the bullders of cities overlook this
place? . . . It would be belter
than doing faker's tricks with stocks
and bonde"™

(TO DE CONTINUED.)

-

Gumdrops.

An old man 1n Indianapolis, who has
lost all his teath, takes his “toothless
ness” philoscphically.

It 15 dificuit for him to articulate
as he did in the days of his youth
and he adm!its that gums are not quits
as useful as teeth when It comea to
talking.

In fact his sole dependence on his
gums in his old days bas led him te
refer to his misfortune cheerfully by

| ealling his words “gumdrope.”

scanning |

carrying forth his fama to the |

the |

MRS, THOMSON
TELLS WOMEN

How She Was Helped Daring
Change of Life by Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound.

Philadelphin, Pa.~*'1 am just 52yenrs
of age and during Change of Life L suf
fered for six years
terribly. I tried sev-
eral doctors but none
s¢emed to give me
any relef. Every
month the painswere
intense in both gides,
and made me so
weak that I had to
go to bed. At last
s friend reenmomoen-
ded Lydis E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable
Compound to me and I tried It at once
and found much relief. After that |

| had no pains at all and could do my

housework and shopping the same
as always, For years | have praised
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound for what it has done for ma,
always recommend It a2 o wo-
maen's friend.  You are at liberty to use
my lotter inan '~ Mrs. THOMBON,
645 W. Il 5t., Philadelphia, Pa.

Life Is one 6f the most
I periods of 8 womnn's existencs
erywhere should remer
s i3 no other remadly
fully through
dia E. Piokham's

carry women
this tryving period as Ly
Vegetable Compound,
If you want special ndvice
write to Lydin E. Finkham Med-
feine Co, (confidential), Lynn,
Mass, Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by a woman
and held in strict cuuﬁdr.-.m:c.
ﬂ “'.a
{ WHY NOT TAY POPHAM'S)

'ASTI'IIIA MEDICINE

l Cilves P run-',t nd Pusitlve Relief ln Kvery ¥
i Caan i Drngwists. Priee §.00

RO BUCCHAS

Tn al cipge by Mall [ha.

WIl LIAMS MFQ. CO., Props., Cleveland, 0.

!"".

No Excuse.

Representative Bacon of Georgin
wns condemning In a Macon club the
German genernl staff for its antl
guated clpse formation In attack, a
atlon which costs the German
thousands of h\
formation.'
excellent in Napoleon's day,
our macliine guns, shooting
myrinds of bullets a minuta, I Is
ugseless, It is a cruel waste of 1a™

“Hut,” eald a QGerman-American,
“we've gol s0 many men, you kaow,
congressman—we've gol 80 many, we
can afford to—er—er—to lose—"

"My friend,” Mr. Bacon interrupted,
“would you excuge your cook for serv
ing soup becsuse thaere

I\z- aald, “was
but with

“Closn

modern

Li] a

you walery

| had been a rainy season?”

The Greatest Chasm.

The greatest chasm between the
pros and the consumer is the
1 would not discourage foralgn mis
elonary work, but I am ratheéer anvious
( Orn ent hizghways thal have
1 I r ted | mo of the coun
tries y which wa ¢ gonding Chrie
ting N sdinparies—~Homer T Wada,
etnr lTexaa Good Roads associs
Liou.
Pensimistic Opinion.
“r ' dia you )
i aps it just us well, They'd
starve U ! I
It people don't take Lthe troubls to
fiatlter ¥t they have no fmmedlate

The “Meat”
of Corn

~— the sweet centers of choice
Indian com; cooked, seasoned
just right, rolled thin as paper
and toasted until they become

golden brown flakes—crsp
and delicious|

\
That's why

Post
Toasties

are better than ordinary “com
flakes™

Toasties are packed in an
inner container inside the
tight-sealed, familiar, yellow
carton — keeps the food fresh
and cip for your appetite—

Superior
Corn Flakes

~—sold by Grocers.




