
jg
New Medicine CeblnetDo I lie
FEBN-A-MINT vaiua 50f!
DILLARD'S ASPEBGUM

War
lakeAepirla Value l~*i

Total Value 7Sf!
Feen-a-mint is America's moatPopular
Laxative. Pleasant, safe, dependable,
non-habit forming. Keep it bandy in
this attractive economical bottle.
Aspergum is the new and better way
to take aspirin. No bitter tablet to
swallow. Effective in smaller doses for
every aspirin use. At yourdruggist’s or
HEALTH PRODUCTS CORPORATION
113 North 13th Street Newark, N. J.

ifj^KUnisrts
sis?Without Poison

A Mow Exterminator that
Won't Kill Livestock, Poultryi

Doga, Cats, or ovon Baby Chicka
K-R-Ocan be used about the home, bamor poul-
try yard with absolute safety aa itcontains no
deadly poison. K-R-O is made of Squill,as rec-
ommended by U.S. Dept, of Agriculture under
the Connable process which insures maximum
strength. Two cans killed 578 rats at Arkansas
State Farm. Hundreds of other testimonials.
Sold on a Money-Back Guarantee.
Insist upon K-R-O. the original Squill extermi-
nator. All druggists, 75c. Large size (four times
as much) $2.00. Direct if dealer cannot supply
you. K-R-O Co., Springfield, O.

KrßrO
KILLS-RATS-ONIY
New Excuse to Get Money

“Hooray! I found a new excuse to
write for money!”

“What is it—I need one.”
“I said you were gambling and I

fiad to pay your -oom rent.” —Brook-
lyn Eagle.

EXCESS ACID
SICKENS-GET

RID OF m
Sour stomach, indigestion, gas, us-

-dully mean excess acid. The stom-
ach nerves have been over-stimulat-
ed. Pood sours in the stomach.

Correct excess add with an alkalf..
The best form of alkali is Phillips’
Milk of Magnesia. It works instantly.
The stomach becomes sweet. Your
heartburn, gas, headache, biliousness
or indigestion has vanished!

Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia is the
pleasant way—the efficient way to
relieve the effects of over-acidity.

Phillips’ Milk ofMagnesia hasbeen
standard with doctors for over 50
years. 25c and 50c bottles at drug-
gists.

Make dresses
bright as new!

DIAMOND DYES are easy to
use; go on smoothly and evenly;
NEW. Never a trace of that re-
dyed look when Diamond Dyes are
used. Just true, even, new colon
that hold their own through tho
hardest wear and washing.

Diamond Dyes owe their superi-
ority to the abundance of pure
anilines they contain. Cost more
to make. Surely. But you pay no
more for them. AU drug stores—,
16c.

DiamondoDtyes
Highest Qualify for 50 Vaars

WHITE SKIN
KREREOLA makes old skin young. Itpositively
accomplishes four things for it is a skin tonic;
a tissue builder; banisnes pimples; and a skin
whitener and rejuvenator—or money refunded.
Thousands of women depend on Kremola to
keep their skin youthful. Ask your Druggist, or
direct by mail prepaid. Price $1.25.

Write for FREE "Beauty Secret*” toJane Kay, care
Dr.C.H.Carry Co., 2975S. MichiganAye., Chicago,!!!.

Wanted—Agents to sell Electric Water
Heaters. Heats water almost Instantly Sells
at $3.75. Send $3.60 for sample. Heaters
guaranteed. Whitten Co., Coldwater. Mich.
Local District Manager.Unique,’‘world con-
vincing” specialty; field unlimited; repeat
profits greater than razor blades;sells$2.50;
exclusive territory. Write Eppes-Itoss. 100
W. 23rd St.. New York.

Doctor’s Book Tells About Stomach, liver,
blood, sldn, men’s, women's, bladder dis-
eases. cause and cure; $2.50 book for sl.
Vlcta Co.. Box 1470, Springfield. Mass.

I SHI I* FRESH HOLLAND BUTTER
COOKIES c. o. d. anywhere. They keep
fresh. Also fresh farm honey. Address E. J.
FARRELL. Box 64. Hawthorne. N. J.

AJQJUAT•fWcOUGHj safe eany way befor*
W worae trouble*follow. Taka

HALE’S HONEY
OF HOREHOUND AND TAR

The tried home remedy for breaking
up colds, relieving throat troubles*
healing and soothing—quick relief
tor coughing and hoarseness,

30c atall druggbta
PxTike’a Toothaafa* Drop*.

MARGARET WEYMOUTH
JACKSON

WNU iarvlc*

Copyright by Bobba-Merrill Co.
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looked through everything and
found material with the dost of a year
upon It In a pile were pictures of
the poplar tree. He had made the
tree again and again. She caught a
hint of desperation. He had bsrti de-
liberately careless. He had distorted
the limbs, hut neither the carelessness
nor the distortion had given him the
quality that lay now on the board
with the charcoal sketch of herself on
the stairs—a thing called Life. Vi-
tality !

Months of work. Months of strug-
gle. Secret, silent—a new idea, a new
stirring pain goading him out of his
~iath.

And every morning he had to go
and make the cat cartoons. He had
to go from the Sun to the movie
studio. When he was longing to ex-
periment with this new conception.
He was ready to leave satire for a
new form of beauty. He was ready to
establish a new and modem school of
work.

It was not an unnatural develop-
ment. Looking back, it seemed to
Ernestine that the years had conspired
In order to accomplish this. She re-
membered the little boy with his leg
in a brace, who had made the book of
bird pictures for her—a book she still
loved and possessed, and which she
had been showing to Peter only a day
or two ago. Will had so loved the
color of wings.

She recalled the water colors on his
mother’s walls: the smudged pictures
of John Pryor when he was a baby—-
crude but warm. She remembered
what Mrs. Todd had said —all the
neighbors thought Will would be a
great artist some day. If he were not
subjugated to her biological neces-
sities !

Through the newspaper environment
and his hero worship of John Poole
he had become a cartoonist And he
had had hard work and desperate
struggle to accomplish that. But the
very things this success had brought
him had been a means of releasing this
deeper, more sincere impulse. The
comfort, the affluence, the sense of
security, all had enabled him to begin
to give heed to another voice.

And Will had thought in his sim-
plicity that he could have a secret!
He had imagined that he could, in his
idle hours, pursue this new and de-
lightful gift of artistry. He iiad ex-
perimented here alone with new tools,
new methods, and thought that no one
would ever know. Ernestine was
wiser. She knew the consequences of
activity, secret or open. This studio
was going to destroy the cats as cer-
tainly as love destroys infatuation.

She stooped and brushed lightly
with her lips the charcoal image of
herself descending the stairs. She
locked the door and went away, her
lips Arm, her eyes glowing in her love-
ly face.

“Whenever you are ready, Will, I
will be ready, too.’’

But Will did not seem to be ready.
He had changed. He had become
silent, morose, irritable. There was
no question now as to where he was
spending ids time, for he played bridge
hours every day. He won constantly,

Ernestine kept him as clean of money
as she could, subverting all that she
could lay hands on to her own pur-
poses. She did not know how much
money he won at cards, but his mania
was a new thing, and she could not
understand it. One night at a dance
in the club to which he belonged she
saw him through the open door of the
cardroom, sitting at a heavy round
table, his face absolutely set, his,dark
eyes watchful, playing in an intense
absorption.

“How does he play?" she asked her
partner, a friend of Will. ‘Tve played
with him, of course, but always witli
women, and lie seemed indifferent—
careless.”

“I wisli I could get him at a table
when there were women there," the
man, a middle-aged illustrator, an-
swered. “He has a great deal of my
money. Why, he plays an extraordi-
narily good game, and every one.likes
to play with him because lie minds ills
own business. He plays for study, but
he doesn’t row. He makes no mis-
takes, but he doesn't jump on the
fellow who does. And cards! Oh,
boy—lie lias them. He lias an abso-
lutely marvelous memory."

Ernestine knew this. Will’s memory
was part of his equipment as an artist.
He would be able to visualize each
trick that had fallen, without error,
she knew. But she was troubled. She
understood tile psychological use of
the word “substitution,” and it oc-
curred to her in connetclon with Will
at the bridge tables, but she could not
get the thing clearly. Will was drug-
ging himself with the mechanical occu-
pation of cards. The cards interested,
absorbed, fascinated him. The mes-
meric fascination of the game were
useful to him as a means of stilling
something—stie could not quite get It.
She could not ask him whether he had
ceased going to the little office. She
felt balked and wounded.

One day when he telephoned that he
would not eat at home, and came in
after midnight, he flung down on the
table a roll of bills.

"I've been playing for ten cents a
point. Won rubber after rubber,” be
suid Indifferently.

Ernestine picked up the money and
counted it.

Beggars Can Choose
——

“This will pay for—" she began, and
Will exclaimed passionately:

“My G—d, Ernestine, what do yon
do with the money? I never see you
that you don’t have your hand held
out to me.”

Her fear gave her sudden fury.
“Am I to account to you for every

penny?" she exclaimed. “I did with-
out, long enough. Now that you’re
earning, are you going to be niggard-
ly with me? Don’t you dare ask me
what I do with my money!”

He made no answer, his face bored
and scornful. She had been thinking
that when he came in she would try
to talk to him, but now the moment
was passed. He undressed and got
Into bed, and said In his quick ir-
ritable way:

“Either turn out the light or go
somewhere else. I'm tired.”

“From working?" she asked, and
then regretted swiftly. That was too
much like that other time—that other
pain.

WIH did not answer, but turned his
back and flung his arm, In the blue
pajama sleeve, up over his eyes.
Ernestine put out the lights except the
small lamp at her side of the bed,
and sat on the bed for a while, her
feet drawn up and her arms clasped
around her knees, thinking, her mind
turning this way and that, her heart
full of pain.

“Will?” she said at last gently, but
he did not answer. She Went around
and stood beside him, looking down at
him. He was asleep. His eyes and
brow were hidden by the fold of his
arm, but his wide mouth, his mobile,
sensitive, excited mouth was in repose.
Where had she seen that droop be-
fore? It was Elaine's. It was the
gentle enduring fold of her mouth,
when she had been little and sick so
much, and had borne It all with such
remarkable patience. Will’s mouth
was like that. Not In cut or form, but
In the line of its expression. Will was
bearing something. He was sick. He
was enduring. Ernestine felt herself
lost in a dark wood. Fiercely, passion-
ately, she burled In herself her per-
sonal resentment and pain. She must
find away out for ail of them. If she
could see what to do! If something
would show her the way!

Next morning Will ate his breakfast
and went out, his manner more normal
that it had been of late. He kissed
her cheek, and said to her:

“Was I rough last night, kitten?
You're pale. Sorry. I left the money
in your desk drawer. Use it. It’s all
for you and the children, anyhow.”

"Thanks, Will,” she said Indifferent-
ly, for now she did not care about the
money at all. "Do you know any-
thing about Loring and Lillian? We’ve
not seen them for days. I’ve been
spring housecleaning, and haven’t even
phoned her. I tried to get her just
now, and no one answered.”

f'i think 'Loring and Pastano are
having some trouble,” said Will. “I
saw Ruby a day or two ago, and he
was black In the face about something
Loring tried to put over on him. He’ll
be hard. If he gets turned against
your brother-in-law. I’ll call Loring
at his office today, and see If I can
find out what’s up. Well, so long.
I’m late.”

Ernestine was busy with her family
and household all morning, but with a
sense of troubled foreboding In her
heart. She went to the phone two or
three times, but could not get Lillian’s
house nor Loring’s office.

“Funny thing Lillian’s maid Isn't at
home,” she thought, but no one an-
swered the prolonged ring at the other
house. Ernestine went on about her
work, and at eleven o'clock, Molly
called her to the phone.

“Hello,” said Ernestine.
It was a woman’s voice, crisp, young

and businesslike.
“Mrs. Will Todd?”
“Yes.”
“This is the Van Hueten ClarkStreet

Savings bank calling. Could you come
down here right away?”

“Why—l don’t know. Why should I?”
“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that.

You’re to come here for a private con-
ference. I believe it’s Important.”

“Why, yes,” said Ernestine. “I can
come. But I don’t understand. There’s
not a'run on the bank, is there? I’ve
all my savings—”

“Oh, no,” said the cheerful voice.
“Nothing like that, I assure you. Can
you be here about ten minutes of
twelve? The doorman will take you to
the private office.”

“Well,” said Ernestine, “it all seems
very mysterious, but I'll come. I'll be
there at ten to twelve.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Todd. And,
please, I was to ask you to come by

Ancient Greeks rode bareback or
used a saddlecloth. Even the saddle-
cloth does not appear to have been
used until the B'ifth century. Xeno-
phon says that the saddlecloth had
been adopted by the Athenian cavalry,
and from his advice as to the seat to
be adopted pads or rolls seem to have
been added. There were no stirrups
until the time of the Emperor Mau-
rice, CO2. On a funeral monument of
the time of Nero, in the museum at
Mainz, is the figure of a horseman
on a saddlecloth with something re-
sembling the pommel and cantle of a
saddle, but the first saddle proper Is
found In the so-called column of Theo-
dosius at Constantinople, usually
ascribed to the end of the Fourth cen-
tury A. D., though It may be more
than 100 years earlier.
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the Clark street car, and leave the ear
at Ontario street, instead of coming In
your own car.”

The crisp voice was disconnected.
Ernestine put the receiver In place
wonderlngly. Well, there was no an-
swer to her questions until she was
there.

She left the street car at Ontario
street and walked south. The door-
man at the bank greeted her with a
stiff nod, left his place and walked
back through the big downstairs room.
Ernestine followed him. He paused
at the foot of the wide stairs that led
to the balcony.

“The last door, on the left side of
the balcony," he said to her In a low
voice, and Ernestine' went up the
stairs, half frightened with this
secrecy, walked forward again, toward
the street, passed indifferent employees
and opened an unmarked door, en-
tered a private office, and closed the
door behind her.

Ruby Pastano was standing by the
green-curtained windows, looking down
Into the street through a tiny slit he
held open with his finger. He turned
to her.

“Ernestine1”
“Mr. Pastano!” She did not know

whether she was relieved or more
frightened. At least, here was some
one familiar.

“Will you shake hands with me?”
He came to her, big, sober, non-com-

mittal and offered her his hand. Ernes-
tine laid her hand In his big thick
palm and noticed, as she did so, how
extraordinarily long his fingers were,
as he took her hand in both of his.

“I’ve been wondering, ail the way
over here, who it was that had sent
for me,” she said nervously. “I did
not expect to see you—l don’t know
what I expected. I had a dreadful
dream last night, and I’ve been fright-
ened and nervous all day.”

“Sit down, won’t you?” the voice,
Silky, soft, as always, had In It a note
of gentleness that went to Ernestine’s
heart, In spite of her formed and set
prejudices against Ruby Pastano.

He drew up for her a chair uphol-
stered In red pigskin, and she sat
down, upright, ready for flight, on the
edge of It. He seated himself before
her on the empty desk.

“I didn’t want you to come to my
office, and I didn't want to go to your
home, but I felt that I had to see you.
Ernestine,” he said gently, “do you
believe that I am Will's friend?"

Ernestine felt that the occasion was
momentous. She felt herself thrust
back from the ordinary conventional
judgments of her class and generation
to something more fundamental. She
answered naturally, honestly:

“Yes,” she said, “yes, I do."
“Good," he said. ‘Tve not done

many unselfish things in my life, al-
though I've done plenty that were dan-
gerous—but for my own gain. But
I'm going to do something for you now.
I’m going to give you a chance to do
something for somebody else. All last
night I couldn’t sleep, knowing that
file plans that are coming forward to-
Aky would hurt you. I knew that I
must work some change If It were pos-
sible. I wanted to take Into account
the existence of little Ernestine, know-
ing that I must at least give her her
chance. .

. .”

“What do you mean, Ruby?’ she
asked, her thoughts turning to Will.
How could he be Involved with this
man? He had never had any contact
with Pastano except the free contact
of friendship. He had never had a
favor from him.

“No,” he said, reading her thought,
“not Will—but Loring—your sister’s
husband, Loring Hamilton. Did you
know that he is ruined?”

“Loring—ruined? But how?”
“He will tell you, If he Is fool enough

to talk, that I have ruined him. I tell
you that he ruined himself. He’s In
debt, he’s In trouble, and he’s under
the shadow of an Indictment —for brib-
ing witnesses, in federal court —seri-
ous business, Ernestine.”

“You mean—the grand jury? But
how did this happen? Tell me,
please.”

"I cannot tell you everything. It’s a
long story, and involved, and, besides,
it is unwise and unnecessary. I can
give you a few facts. A week ago to-
day your brother-in-law was secure.
His security was dependent on his
obedience. He had placed himself de-
liberately in a position where he had
to do as he was told, In return for all
that he had—and wanted. A week
ago he decided to take a step that had
been in his mind for some time. I
knew that it was there. I was ex-
pecting it. Loring decided that he
would break faith with me, cash in on
his knowledge and cut the ties. He
was thirsting for the water that he
carried, but could not drink.”

Ha paused, and the red of old anger
burned In his cheeks.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Early Horseback Riders Disdained the Saddle
In medieval times the saddle was

much like that of the oriental saddle
of today. In the military saddle of
the Fourteenth and Fifteenth cen-
turies the high front parts were ar-
mored. The side-saddle is said to dat6
from the end of the Twelfth century.

"Great Britain"
Britannia Major, meaning Great

Britain, was the name formerly given
to the whole island to distinguish It
from Britannia Minor, which was the
name given to Brittany. James I used
the title king of Great Britain, but
without the sanction of parliament. It
was not officially adopted until after
the union of England with Scotland in
1707. After the union with Ireland in
1800 the country became known as the
Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland.

I “What You Want Wheat
You” Want It

Make the Home Comfortable with Good Fdhn
FURNITURE STOVES

FLOOR COVERING RADIOS
PHONOGRAPHS RECORDS

1 For Enjoyment Try a Radio
j PHILCO CROSLEY MAJESTIC FADA

(Four of the Best)
Shop in Anacostia—Out of the High Rent District,

where you will find plenty of parking space
and reasonable prices

j THOMPSON BROTHERS
Lincoln 0556 1220-1226 Good Hope Road §

t ANACOSTIA, D. C
■ an "nr siv i n- r • --gtiirry

HENNEGEN-BATES CO.
ESTABLISHED 18S7

Jewelers and Silversmiths
Watches, Hall and

Mantel Chime Clocks

7-9 East Baltimore Street
BALTIMORE

'
"

- ■■■<>

The Charles County Bank
(Jranch of the Eastern Shore Trust Co.

Safe Deposit Boxes For R.ent

General Banking Business Conducted
4 PER CENT PAID ON SAVINGS ACCOUNTS

President: WALTER J. MITCHELL.
Cashier : RICHARD H. HALLEY.
Ass’t. Cashier : F. EUGENE MUDD.

Directors :

W. Mitchell Diggea, J. C. Blacklock.
P. Preston Williams, R. H. Halley,
Walter J. Mitchell, James P. Ryon,
F. Brooke Matthews. Leo K. Farrall
Warren M. Albrittain, Samuel C. Linton,

Thomas L. Higdon.

GO TO

J. FRANK CAMPBELL
ISOO GOOD HOPE RD. S. C.

ANACOSTIA. D. C.

FOR
GOOD HARDWARE, PAINTS

AND SEEDS

Tlew on the U. S. S. V-4, the latest submarine in the world, as it lay
in the harbor of Los Angeles where it joined the battle fleet. Inset is I.leut.
Com. William Quigley, who commands the vessel.

AROUND THE GLOBE
Sound films of performances of the

Vienna opera are under consideration.
A course for lispers is to be given

next fall at Oklahoma A. and M. col-
lege.

A celery ranch near Stockton. Calif.,
marketed -more than $4,000,000 worth
of celery in a year.

The state of California operates a
steam railroad two miles long on the
Ban Francisco waterfront.

W. E. Garrison, a Denton (Texas)
jeweler, has built a miniature locomo-
tive less than two inches high.

If it were not for the earth's atmos-
phere, with its clouds and water va-
por, the sun would raise the tempera-
ture at the earth’s surface about fifty
degrees higher than it is.

A well-known chemist rays that If
the tomb of Alexander the Great Is
ever discovered, it may be possible to
examine the remains and to set at res:
the arguments as to whether or not
&iaxt>n<ler was nol^ned.
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