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PRUDENCE SAYS SO

By ETHEL HUESTON

“PRUDENCE OF THE PARSONAGE”

Bowser
Strikes
Chords

But He Does Not Make
a Success at It

SO0 BOBNNORARARNDANOS

CHAPTER XV—Continued.
R

“Yon're the nicest old
ever lived,” said Lark, stlll laughing,
but with great warmth and tender-
ness In her eyes and her volee. “But
vou can take the stockings buack and
save vour money If you lke—we love
you just as much.”

But this the happy donors stoutly
refused to do. The twins had earned |
this weualth of hose, and finally, wiping |
thelr eves, the twins hegnn to smooth |
thelr halr and adjust thelr ribbons and
belts,

“What's the matter?”
Tou “Will you buy
of us some silk stockings?'
tamily, comic-opera effeet

“Where are we going?' Carol re-)
peated, surprigsed, seeming o feol that
snvone =hould know where they
going, thongh they had not spoken,

“We're golng to eénll on our friends,
of course,” explained Lark,

wOf conrse,” sald Oarol, Jnhbing her

things that

“Where are
the rest
queried the

going "

ware

halrpins in with startling energy. “And
wio've got to hurry, We must go to
Mnttie's and Jean's and Betty's and
Fan's nnd Allce's and—say, Lork, may-

be we'd hetter divide up and each take

half. Ir's kind of Inte—nnd we musin't
mis=2 any,”

“Well, what on earth!” gasped Pru-
dence, while the others stared in |
speechless nmazement,

“For goodness' sake, Carol hurry.

We have to get clear out to Minnie's
tonight, If we miss onr supper.”

“But what's the 1dea? What
What are you talking about?"*

“Why, you silly thing." s=said (-m-ll
patiently, “we have to go and tell our
friends that we've got four paire of
sitk stockings, of course. I wonldn't
miss this afternoon for the world. And
we'll 2o the rounds together, Lork, 1
wnnt to how they take it,” sghe
smiled at them benignly. *T ean imng
ine thelr excitement, And we owe It
o the world to give it all the exelte-
ment we can.  Prudence says so."

Prudence looked startled. *Did
say that?”

“Certaninly. You sald plensure—hut
excitement’s very pleansing, most of the
time. Come on, Larkle, we'll have to
walk fast.,”

And with a fond goodbhy to the gen-
erous family, the rwins set out to
spread the jovful tidings, Lark paus-

for?

S8

I

fng at the door just long enough to |
expluin gravely, “0Of course, we won't |
tell them—er—just how It happened,

you know.
age need to be
saye so herself.”

Lots of things in a parson.
kept dark. Prudence

CHAPTER XVI.

The Girl Who Wouldn't Propose,

It took a long time for Carol to re-
eover from the effect of Lark's disgloy-
nlty, ag she pergisted In calling i, For
severnl weeks she didn't twinkle at all,
But when at Inst the smiles enme eaxy

| one

| evebrows quizsieally,

| is

aguin, she wrote to Mr., Duke, her
p'fessor no longer, hut now a fall-
fledged young minister, She apolo-

glzed sweetly for her long delay.

“But you will forgive me when you
have read this"” she wrote.
working in our famlly, (‘H’
course no one outside the home elrele
knows yet, but 1 ingisted on telling you |
because you have been such a grond
good friend to us for so long. We muy |
seem young to you, becanse you can't |
forget when we were freshmen, hilll
we are renlly vory grown up, We net
quite nmture now, and never think of
playing Jokes, Buat I didn't finish my
news, did 13"

“It Is Jim Forrest—he was in high
school when we were, Remember him?
Larkie ond I were out to spend a week,
nod—but I nesdn't go nto particulars,

“Cupid ivz
havoe

1 knew you wonld be interested. The
whole family s very happy about It
he I8 n great favorite with everyone,
But how our family Is golng to pleces!
atill, since It Is Jim—! He Is nice,
Isn't he? But you wouldn't dare say
no."

Carol's eyes gllitered wickedly as

ghe realed this lettor, which she had
penned with greatest care. And a few
dnys later, when the answer cnme, she
danced gleefully up the stalrs—not at
all “mature” in manner, and locked the
door behind her while she read

Dear Carol:

Indeed T am very Intereated, and 1 winh
you all the joy In the world, Tell Jim for
ma how very much | think he Is to be
cemgratulated He weema a fine fellow,
and 1 know you will be happy. 1t was o
surprise, I admit—1 knew he was doing
the very devoted—but you have seemed
e youns to me alwase. 1 can’t imagine
youl too grown up for jokes, though you |
do sound more “mature™ In this letter
than you have before Lark will be lone-
Iy, 1 am afraid

I am wiry busy with
will understand If ™y
frequently, won't you?
ten busy with your ewn happiness to

my work. so yon
lettern como lowm
And you will be

bather withh an old professar any maore
anyhow. [ have enjoyed our fricadahip
very mich.—more than you will aver
know,—and I want once mare to haope you
may be the happlesl woman in the werld,
You dusarve to be
Very sincersly yonr friend
DAVID A, DUKE

Carol lay down on the hed nand
eruahed the letter eestationlly between
her hands, Then she harst out iaugh-
ng. Then ahe eried n little, nervonsly,
and Inonghed again, Then she smoothed
the ietter affectionntely, and curled up
an the bed with o pod of paper and

her father's fountain pen to unswer te |
{ matter?" Lark would wonder anxlous

letter.

My Dear Mr. Duko: However In tle
world could you make such a miktaks,
I've beon laughing ever since 1 gol your
letter, but I'm vexed too. He's nice, w0l
right; he's junt fine, but 1 don't wang hie!
And think bhow annnyod Lark would be If
ghe could see I I am not enguged o
Jim Forrest,—nor to any It's Lark,
I cortiinly didn't any it was I, did
We're all so fond of Jim that it really m

v plearnre to the whole family to count
him one of us, and Lark grows mo'n
deliriously Jjovful all the time. But !

1 know you're awfully busy,
and I hate to Intrude, but you must writs
little postal card to npologine e
vour error. and Ul understand how ha
vou are working when you do not wri'e

| agaln.

but alwaye sincerely
CAROL.

Huastlly,

Caral jumped up and eanght up her
hat ond rushed all the way downtowa
to the postoffice (o get that letter
started for Dnnville, Hlinols, where the
Rev. Mr. Duke was located. Her face
waus so radinnt, and her eyes were no
heavenly blue, and so sparkling bright
that people on the street turned to
look after her admicingly.

She was feverish'y lmipantlent until
Ih{‘ Answer nl"rnm!. ‘ﬂ‘[ wis not at nll
surprised that it eame under special
delivery stamp, thouzh Lark lifted her
and Aunt Graee
smiled suggestively, and her father
lonked up with sudden questioning In
hig face. Corol made no ¢omment, only

'

of couree, |

ran up to her rooin and locked the door |

once more,

Carol,
that on purpose, and you know . You
pever mentioned Lark's noame. Well, it
you wanted to give me the scare of my
life, you succesded. Of course, 1 don't
wint to lose my lttle chum, and 1 knew
very well that no man in his proper
genses would allow his sweethonr! Lo Iu
as good a comrade to another man as 1
want you to be to me. Of course | was
disnppointed. ©OF course 1 expectod to bo
busy for a while. Of course I fatled to
see the sterling worth of Jim Forrest  §
see It now, though. 1 think he's & prince

and a: near worth bhelng in your famlily
ag anvbody could be I'm sure weé'll be
great friends, and tell Lark for mo that
I am waxing enthusiastic over hin good
qualities even to the polnt of wing In-
articulate. Tell her how happy I am
over It, a good deal happler than I"ve been
for the past peveral dovs, and 1 am winh-
ing them both a world of Joy. I'm hav-
inge one myself, and [ find It well worth
having I could shake you, Carol, for
playing such a trick on me. I can just soe

¥You c¢rouch down and gigegle when you
read this. You wait, my lady My turn
coming. I think 1'll run down to

Mount Mack next week to nee my uncle—
he's not very well. Don't have any dates,
Bincerely, D. D.

And Carol laughed agnin, and wiped
her eyes,

The Rev, Mr, Duke's devotion to his
Mark wus a

elderly uncle in Mount

Then She Smoothed the Letter Affec-
tionately and Curled Up on the
Bed.

most beautiful thing to see. Every fow
weeks he “run down for a few days,”
and If he spent most of his time re-

you awful little scamp, you did |

counting his uncle’s symptoms before |

the symputhetic Starrs, no one could
be surprised at that. He snd Mr.
Starr naturally had much ln common,
both ministers, and hoth—at any rate,
he was very devoted to bis uncle, and
Carol grew up very, very fost, and
smiled a great deal, but lnughed much
less frequently than in other days
There was a shy sweetness about her
that made her father watch her anx.
iously.

“Is Carol siek, Grace?" he asked one
day, turning suddenly to his sistern-
Iaw,

She amiled euriously, “Neno. I think
not. Whyt

“She seems vory—aweet,”

“You, Bhe feelg very—sweet,” was
the enlgmntie response. And My, Starr

| muttered romething about women ani

geometry and went away, shaking his
hend, And aunt Grace smiled again.

But the months passed nwny, Lark
not too absarbed in her own happiness
to find roora for her twin's affalrs, at
tast grew trombled, She and Aunt
Grace often held Nitle conferences fo.
gerher when Carol was safely out of
the way.

| fore

“Whntever do yon suppose Is the
Iy, 'To which aunt always answereil
1 patiently, “Oh, just walt, He isn't sure
she's grown-up enough yet.”

Then there came & quiet night when
Onrol and Mr., Doke sat in the living
room, idly disenssing the weather,
looking at Connie, who was deeply lm-
mersed In a book on the other side of
the blg reading lamp. Conversation
hetween them lageed so
thut they slghed with relief when she
finally Jald down her boolk, s twisted
around in her chair until she had them
both in full view,

“Books nre funny,” she hegan bright
ly. “I don't belleve half the written
staff ever did happen—1 don't belleve
it could. Do girls ever proapose, Mr.
Duoke?"

No oné ever proposed to me,™ he an-
swered, Iaughing.

“No? she queried politely,
no ane wanted you badly enough
I wonder if they ever do? Writers say
I can't believe It somehow, It
S00mME B0 — woll — unnecessary, Eome
wiay, Carol and T were talking about
it this afternoon.”

Carol looked up startled,

noticeably

“Mayhe
But

80,

“Whnt does Carol think about 1t?™
he queried,
“Well, she sald she thought In ordi-

nary cases girls were clever enough to
get what they wnnted without asking
for It."

Carol moved restlessly in her chnir
her face drooping a little, and AMr
Duke lnughed,

“Of course T know none of our girls
would do such n thing™ said Connie,
serene In her family pride, “Bnat Curaol
says she mu=t ndmit she'd lke to find
way to mnke a mnn sny what
anyhoidy could see with half an eye
he wanted to say anvhow, only—"

Connle stopped abruptly. Mr. Duke
had turned to Carol,
genrching her face, but Carol sank In
the big chnir and turned her face awny
from him agninst the leather enushion

“Connle,™ enld, “of course
girl wounld propose, no girl would
wint to—I was only Joking—

Mpr. Duke lnughed openly then, *Let's
o and toke n walk, shan't we, Carol?
It's au grand nlght.”

"“You needn't go to get rid of me”
suld Connie, rising. *“I was Just golng
anyhow."

“Oh, don't go” &uald Mr. Duke po-
Itely,

“Don’t go.” echoed Carol pleadingly.

Connle stepped to the doorway, then
paused and looked buck at them, Suod.
den lumination enme to her as she
sepnned thele faces, the man's clear-
cut, determined, enger—onrol’s shy and
seared and—hopeful, She turned qguick-
1¥ back toward her sister, pain darken-
ing her eyes. Carol was the Inst of
all the girls—It wonld leave her alone
—and he was too old for her, Her lips
quiversd a little, and her face shadl-
owed more darkly. But they did not
gee [, The man's eves were intent on
Carol's lovely features, and Carol wns
studying her slender fingers, Connie
drew o long bresth, and looked down
upon her slster with n great protecting
tenderness in her heart. She waonted
to eatch her up in her strong young
arms and enrry her wildly out of the
ronm—awny from the man who sut
there—walting for her—

Carol lifted her face at that moment,
and tarned slowly toward Mr, Duke.
Connle suw her eyes, They were luml-
nous,

Connie's tense figure relaxed thon
nnd she turned at onee townrd the

=OMe

she no

door, “I am going.” she sald In a low
volece. But she looked back ngaln be-

she clored the door nfter her.
“Carol” she sald in & whisper, “you—
von're a  darling. I—I've always
thounzht sn."”

Carol did not hear her—she did not
henr the door clo=ing behind hor—she
had forgotten Connle was there.

My, Duke stood up and walked
aquickly across the room and Carol rose
to meet him. He put his arms about
her, strongly, without hesitating.

“Carol,” he mald, *my little song-
hird"—and he laughed, but very ten-
derly, “would y8u llke to know how to
muake me sny what you know I want
to say?”

“I—I—" ghe began tremulously,
clasping her hands agninst her breast,
nnd looking Intently, ng if fascinated,
nt his square, firm chin so very near
her eyes. She had pever observed It
#0 nenr at hand before. She thought
It waus a lovely chin—in another man
the would have enlled It distinetly
“hossye,"

“You wonld try to make me when
you know I've been gritting my teeth
for yenre, walting for you to get grown
up. You've heen awfully slow about It
Carol, und I've been In such a hurry
for yon"

She rested Timply in his arms now,
brenthing in litle broken sighs, not
trying to speak.

“You have known it a long time,
haven't you? And I thought T wae
hiding It so eleverly.,” He drew her
closer In his arme. “You are too
young for me, Curol," he sald regret-

fully. “I nm very ald.™
“I=I lke ‘ein old,” she whispered
shyly,

With ane hand he drew her hend to

. hle shoulder, where he conld feel the

i

warm, fragrant
"lovely chin.™

breath sagainst the

his keen eyes|

“You like *them' old,”" he repeuted,
smiling. “You are very generous. One
ol one {8 all I want you to like But
when he leaned toward her lips, Carol
drew away swiftly., “Don't be afrald
of me, Carol, You didn't mind once
when I kissed vou,” He lnid his hand
softly on her round cheek, *I am too
oltl, dearest, but I've heen loving you
for years, I guess, I've been walting
for vyou glnce you were a little fresd-
man, only T dido't know It for n while.
Suy something, Cuarol—I don't want
vou to feel timld with me. Yon love
me, don't you? Tell me, if you G6e."

“I—1" She looked up at him dGespe-
rately. “I—well, 1 mnde you sey it,
didn't 17

“DIA you want me to say It, dearest?
Have you been walting, too? How
long have you—"

“Oh, o loug time:; since that night
among the rose bushes ut the parsoge
nge."

“Since then?”

“Yeou; thnt was why It dido’t bresk
my pledge when you kissed me, Ee-
couse J—was walting then,”

“Dao you love me?

“"Oh, P'fexsor, don't make me say R
right out in plain English—not te=
night, I'm pretty nearly going to ery
now, and—" She twinkled a litde

then, llke herself, “you know what cry-
ing doeg to my complexion.'”

But he did not smile. “Don't ery™
he said. “We wannt to be happy 5
nlght, You will tell me tomorrow, ‘I
night—"

“Tonlght,” she sald sweetly, turning

in his arms so that her face wry
townrd him again, “tonight—" &
lifted her srms, and pul (Dem softs

ahout hig neck, \ie 'mees faling back
and showing her pink, dlmpiea eltes,
if'ted

“Tonight, my dearest—" She
her lips to him, smiling,
THE END.

DRIVING RIVETS SLOW WORK

Not Only That, but Enormous Numbes
of Them Are Needed in a
Steel Ship.

The largest single (tem in the lahok
of fabricating a steel ship I8 In the
riveting of her hull; therefore Lhe
driving of rivets Is taken as n standartl
of size and of progress by most of the
shipbuilders. To bulld a 10000 toh
ship a week means the driving of
about 650,000 rivets in that time.
Unlon shipyards of 8an Francisco, 88

nt present equipped and freed from la- |

bor troubles,
rivets, althongh In a record week It
drove 411000 rivets; the four next
Inrgest yards In America—at Fore Riv.
or, Mass,, at Newport News, Va. a6t
Camden, and at Philadelphia upon the

Delaware—can drive 200,000 to 275000
rivets n week each, A half dozan

smpller steel shipyards will drive from
50,000 to 100,000 each seven days.
Riveting, despite all the Inventions
devised to speed It up, remains hand
work and slow work., A riveting pasg
consists of two men and two boys-—
the riveter, his “holder-on,” the passer
hoy and the heater hoy. The gang
drives from 2300 to 375 rivets In the
course of a ten-hour day and is tired
at the end of it. But when you knaw
that it takes four men all of a working
day to drive an avernge of a little lesa
than 8350 rivets, you cun begin to sre
the full slze of the lahor problem ef

enn drive ahout $00,000 |

driving at least 650,000 rivets n week |

necessary to turn
ship at the end of that length of tlme,
In other words, you need 1,200 men fop
the riveting gang2 alone,

Look at the matter from another ame
gle, writes Edward Hungerford In Har
per's. Ten ships a week—the tremen-
dous program for 1918 to which we
stand committed—menns 6,500,000 riv-
ot 1 weok. And the rivet eapacity of
onr five greatest yards—with a total
working force of 50,000 men at the endd
of 1917—was but 1,350,000 rivets A
week, And riveting represents ondy
nhout 20 per cent In the constructiod
of a ship.

Making Life Worth While.

To Increase your earning capacitd,
you must be an energetic, live speck
men of bhumuankind, You should ba
throbhing with sarplus power. You
should possess a degree of streagth
that will give yon confidence and couss
age and endurance. Then you can o
on day after day, reiates a writer, ndd-
ing to your skill and kngviedge mxl
power in your profession. And when
you have climbed to the highest polr
on one sphere of endeavor, you will e
ready to look around for other wor%,

ont a 10,000-ted |

LN ORROOORRNRRRRROORRRORS
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The [

nnd continue to experience the delighty |

that come only with the dally strug-
gle, required for the sttainment of the
objects one has In view, Do not forgrt
the value of systematic offort. Do nft
waste your energles. Intelligent diren
tion is all-important. Force, to he o1
vilue, must be applled at the propie
place, Effort, to bhe productive of re
ward, must be directed by superior 1
telligence,

Most Expensive Wood,

The most expensive wood In. the
world s sald to be the boxwood im-
ported from Turkey for the use of
engruvers, The cout ranges from 4 to
10 ecents a square inch for the bes
acode.~Brooklyn Btaadard.Uslon,

per Syndicate.)

By M. QUAD,

A year or so ngo Mr., Bowser read
In o muguzine what many of thousands
of others remd. It wus an urticle by a
celebrated musicn!  composer, who
gtated us o fact that there was 4 chord

o musie which would uppenl to every
living thing, from an elephant to n
flea, nnd from a vullure to a cnnary

He Sat Down and Cried Like a

Child.

bird,
thelr

MNess,

That chord

sympithies,

might appeal to
thelr aggressive-
thelr loneliness, their Joy, their
calmness, and so through the
schedule,

The writer elted one ense where an
elephont had his sympathies wrought
upon that he sat down and erled
Hke g child, There was algo one where
took a harp to a
garden and played on It In front
a tiger's He hit the tiger's
nggressive chord, and the animal got
out of and terribly bit and
Cluwedd two or three patlents. Aguln,
when he struck a llvely chord of the
hippopotnmus, the old fellow went
waltzing dround and his eyes spark-
led with Joy.

oun

S0

goolog

citige,

hig eage

“Egad !" Bowser sald to himself., *1
nm golng 1o prove the truth or ful
slty of that fellow's story about

I =tuy here where such things are go-
ing on."

Mr. Bowser hadn't hit It yet. The
people neross the alley, with the front
of the houses facing on another street,
had thelr back windows open, and his
eye cnught a1 homan form sented ut
one of the windows,

“There's my chanee,” he whispered
18 his eyes come back to the keys, "It
Is a girl or woman who Is In sorrow,
nnd thinks there s no more joy or
pleagure for her In this e, T will try
anid find the joy chord and give her
n new emotion.”

Mr. Bowser hegan with
liherntlon to  strike every key
the bonrd from left to right, and he
kept his eve on the figure in the win-
He had slmost

great de-

on

dow as he did so,
reached the end, when he struck n
chord that seemed to fost out and

guiver around with a sort of Fourth
of July chorus, The fgure Instuntly
changed position, and the woman leun-
ed out of the window and her
fist and shouted:

“Ye old divil ye!

shook

Hns o poor woms

nn, who hns been over the wash tub
il day, got to submit to such an in-
fernnl rocket ns this, when she could
enteh o nap by this cool wine
dow, Stop that clntter or 1T will bBlow
the whistle for a policomuan, and he
will soon yank you out of there!™
Mr. Bowser hnd fulled agaln, Pers

haps he should have played on a harp
il of He pulleéd on the
eartuin of the window, and was ahout
to ghandon his experiments, when the
doorhell rang.  Fle went to the door,
and there stood a mon with a bulldog,
und the man sald:

“This Is Mr. Bowser,

*It is."

“Well, Mr. Bowser,
telling me that you
hulldog, and so I brought
He Is worth every of firfty dol-
Inrs, but, as I am hard up just now, 1
will take hulf of that”

wy not wish to hoy a dog, of
any kind"™ replied Mr. Bowser, “but 1
wish you woulil bring your dog In here

Instes n plano,

I belleve,™

the butcher was

ci'nt

o

u miopote, and let me try an experi-
went on him,"
“Is there another dog or ecat In

the experiment?” cauutiously asked the
man.

“Oh, no, I nm going to play the
plano o lttle, and see how he llkes
it

“That won't do no harm, T think,
but you must tuke the risk of it. A
bull dog, Mr. Bowsor, is oo anlmanl
thaut you can't fool with Sometlmes

he will lick your hide, and somethmes
he will try to get at your throat. 1
will wateh him clasely, however, and
I guess he will be all right.,”

The man took a sent, and the dog
sat up and looked around him. 1If he
bnd any idea at all, It was that his
owner was going to sell him, and he
hud obJections te that, for everything
looked nice and comfortable, Mr,

".

The Feathers Flying All Over the Room.

musieal chords, Here, you infernal
old cat, come down from there and
tuke n sent In & chair while 1 practice
on you a lirtle”

He wanted to touch the eat's sympa-
thy chord, apd he persisted for five
minutes and made a fallure. Then, by
chanece almost, he touched the right
chord. It was s chord in the air “The
Sweet By and By.," The eat responded
to It instantly. Her heart was touched.
She gave n yowl and went out of the
open window into the back yard and
licked seven cats one after the other,

Mr. Bowser didn't know wWhether to
be sutisfied or not. He wag pondering
it over In his mind when he heurd the
cook fussing around in the dining
room, She was makiog too much
nolee and he could hear her talking
to herself and compluining of her hard
lite, He would find a chord to calm
and quiet her, and if she wanted =a
ralse In wages to make her forget it
He struck a chord that he thought
would do the bhusiness, It did, He
heard her broom drop and she came
clattering upstairs and looked into the
gitting room and exclalmed:

“Why, Mr. Bowser, what was that?
1 thought & bad boy hatl thrown u
stone through the window and you had
tumbled out of your chair dead.”

“It was only me playing, Sarah”
calinly replied Mr, Bowser,

“Then, If you don't mind It, please
don't play any more, for I certainly
wihil have to have my wuges ralsed If

Bowser took n seat at the plano and

bhegun to strike chords, He let the
busg keys alone and used only the
treble. If he ugsed any of the bass

keys they might sound like a brick-
bat falling close to the dog's heels and
thus arouse his ire,

Slowly, very slowly, the tender keys
were pressed down nnd held for two
or three seconds, and then the right
chord came, The bulldog cocked his
enrs, gnve n growl which sounded Hke
distant thunder, and with & sudden
lunge he broke from his master und
ran across to the divan, Here he
selzed a sofa plllow in his mouth and
had it In threads In 8 moment and
fenthers fiylng all over the room. He
had served a second pillow in the same
way when the two men Interfered, In
the melee which ensued both were bit-
ten, two or three chnire knocked over
and the easel on which stood Mrs, Bow-
sor's portrult wns knocked over and
the portralt was trodden under foot,
Just nt this moment the original of the
portrait opened the front door npd
the dog ran out, pursued by his own-
er. Mr. Bowser sat down to rab his
bitten leg and face the musie, but
there was no musie to fnce, Mre, Bow-
er eanme In oand looked around, and
then, as she began to remove her hat,
she sl

“Oh, you, 1 read that snme article,
and T was golng to suggest that you
try It some time. I see you have heen
trying it, and I hope you found it ¢
success | ¥

wanted to buy a |
mine over. |

THE SPRING DRIVE

Our boys are golng “Over the top”
and Into “No man's land" this spring.
No one hias any doubt of thelr ability
to get there. There will alko be a
spring drive on this slde of the ocenn,
boenuse Mareh is the yenr's “hlue Mon-

dny." It §s the wost fatnl month of the
year, March and April s o time when
resisiance usunlly Is at lowest ebb, It
Is a trying senson for the “rou-down™
man, Bot medieal sed W Steps o, and
Buys, it newd not e ! We should cul-
tiviite n love of health, n sense of re-
sponsibility for the care of our bodles,

Pro not allow the muchinery of the body

to ciog. FPut the stomach ond liver la
proper condition,. Tuke Dr, Plerce's
Golden Medieal Discovery, to be had at
maost drug stores In tablet or l:i]ll'll
form, mblots sixty-cents o visl, com-
posed of native hey This puts the
totseh und Hver In proper condition.
You muy be plodding slong, no spring,
no elesticlty, no vim, bt a3 soon gs yon

have put the body into Its normal physis

cul eondition—oiled the machinery, as
It werv—you will fing new vim, vigor
nud vitality within you, A little “pep,”
nnd we lhogh and lve, Try it now,
Send Dr, Mierce, Buffulo, N, X., 10¢, for
trinl puckage, A little energy will save
| the day. The prime necessity of life I8
health. With spirit and energy you

have the power to foree yourself into
aetion. The Golden Medienl Discovery
Is the spring tonle which you need,

Always Particular,
He hid been the nurtiest of the nuts

before hie trod the poths of ¢time; nnd
e was 10 be hanged on the Tollowling
duy

“Have yon any reéquest to moke?”
Inguired the governor of the prison,
necording to thoeshonored tradition.,

“Well, iIf you could let me tie the
noose  myself,”  soggested the cone
demned  one “Never did cure for
thise reddyv-made tles—don't wunt o

start now.’

Important to Mothera
Examine carefully every bottle of

CANTORIA, that famous old remedy
for Infants and children, und #¢e that it

Bears the Wii

Signature of
In Use for Over 'rl.l Yoeurs,
Children ( ry for F leLhcr s Castoria

Hawnli is the --ui_\' plaee under Unit-
edl Stutes control where the humble
eent 1= not used,

Nerves All Unstrung?

Nervousness and nerve pains often

eome [rom weak kidneys. Many a per
| son who worries over trifles and is
troubled  with  neuralgin, rheoamnatic
pains und backache would find relief
through a good kidoey remedy. I youn
have mervous attacks, with hv"anln!u-
kaches, dizgy spells and sharp,
ing pains, try Doan’s Kidney
| Pills, They have brought quick benefit
in thousands of such cases

‘ A Michigan Case

Mra. Jumes M " Eriry
Murphy, &lv Maple Ficture
| § Bt., Bault Bte Mn- Tells @
rie, Mich.,, says: 1 Stary™
waul musernble from
| I stoady nche
ACTORS Iy buck
| jand was often une
able to attend to
my housework. My
foot and hands

swelled and 1 suf-
f-'--! from hend
aches and Jdizs
’Lkllf 1 felt
run down,
'oan's K ildne
1*iis cured all

these symptoms of kidney trouble and
put me in the best of health.”

Get Doan’s at Any Store, 80c a Box

[ DOANl KIDNEY

PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

WHEN

your mouth tastes like all the
mean things you ever did—
mixed together, then you need

BEECHAM'S
PILLS

Your mouth is a good indication of the
condition of the stomach and bowels.

Sale of Any Medicine in the Waorld,
d.-v-y-luu. In I-un. Ilh-... 2Be.

GREAT OPPORTUNITY

Retired larmer ar marchant, bere's your chanes to
et aslf supporting modern eightesn room house,
slso garden wpace, where rentals from axtra rooms
will support you. Small payment down, balance sama
asrent  Wrile for particulars

Harry S. Waterman, Kalamazoo, Mich.

~p Kill Dandruff
and liching
with Cuticura

A toilet m of
elpm o arad!
or
fb
y B weiid
No need te let that
Irritatien, and remove

Plsﬁ’

S




