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SYNOPSIS. 

Miss Innes, spinster and guardian of 
Gertrude and Halsey, established summer 
headquarters at Sunnyside. Amidst nu- 
merous difficulties the servants deserted. 
As Miss Innes locked up for the night 
she w as startled by a dark figure on the 
Veranda. Unseemly noises disturbed her 
during the night. In the morning Miss 
Innes found a strange link cult-button in 

a hamper. Gertrude and Halsey arrived 
with Jack Bailey. The house was awak- 
ened by a revolver shot and Arnold Arm- 
strong w-as found shot to death In the 
hall. Miss Innes found Halsey’s revolver 
on the lawn. He and Jack Bailey had dis- 
appeared. The link cuff-button mysteri- 
ously disappeared. Detective Jamieson 
arrived. Gertrude revealed she was en- 

gaged to Jack Bailey, with whom she 
talked In the billiard room a few mo- 

ments before the murder. Jamieson ac- 

cused Miss Innes of holding back evi- 

dence. He imprisoned an intruder in an 

empty room. The prisoner escaped dow-n 
a laundry chute. Gertrude was suspected. 
A negro found the other half of what 

Sroved to be Jack Bailey's cuff-button. 
ialsey reappears and says he and Bailey 

left in response to a telegram. Gertrude 
said she had given Bailey an unloaded 
revolver, fearing to give him a loaded 
weapon. Cashier Bailey of Paul Arm- 
strong’s bank, defunct, was arrested for 
embezzlement. Halsey said Armstrong 
wrecked bis own bank and could clear 
Bailey. Paul Armstrong’s death was an- 

nounced. Halsey’s fiancee, I.oulse Arm- 
strong, w-as found at the lodge. The 

lodgekeeper said Louise and Arnold had 

a long talk the night of the murder Lou- 
ise was prostrated. Louise told Halsey, 
that while she still loved him she was to 
marry another, and that he would despise 
her w-hen he learned the wrhole story. 

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued. 

Gertrude and Halsey went for a 

long walk that afternoon and Louise 

slept. Time hung heavy on my hands, 
and I did as I had fallen into a habit 

of -doing lately—I sat down and 

thought things over. One result of 

my meditations was that I got up sud- 

denly and went to the telephone. I 
.1 _i. i._ 

UaU lttn.cn me uiuov 

this Dr. Walker, whom I had never 

seen, and who was being talked of in 
the countryside as the fiance of Louise 

Armstrong. 
I knew Sam Huston well. There 

had been a time, when Sam was a 

good deal younger than he is now, be- 
fore he had married Anne Endicott, 
when I knew him even better. So now 

I felt no hesitation in calling him over 

the telephone. But when his office 

boy had given way to his confidential 
clerk, and that functionary had conde- 
scended to connect his employer’s 
desk telephone, I was somewhat at a 

loss as to how to begin. 
“Why, how are you, Rachel?” Sam 

said sonorously. “Going to build that 
house at Rock View?” It was a 20- 

year-old joke of his. 
“Sometime, perhaps," I said. “Just 

now I want to ask you a question 
about something which is none of my 
business.” 

“I see you haven't changed an iota 
in a quarter of a century, Rachel.” 
This was intended to be another jest. 
“Ask ahead; everything but my do- 
mestic affairs is at your service.” 

“Try to be serious,” I said. “And 
tell me this: Has your firm made any 

plans for a house recently for a Dr. 
Walker at Casanova?” 

“Yes, wre have." 
“Where was it to be built? I have 

a reason for asking.” 
“It was to be, I believe, on the Arm- 

strong place. Mr. Armstrong himself 
consulted me, and the inference was 

—in fact, I am quite certain—the 
house was to be occupied by Mr. Arm- 

strong’s daughter, who was engaged 
to marry Dr. Walker.” 

When the architect had inquired for 
the different members of my family, 
and had finally rung off, I was certain 
of one thing. Louise Armstrong was 

In love with Halsey, and the man she 
was going to marry was Dr. Walker. 

Moreover, this decision was not new; 

marriage had been contemplated for 
some time. There must certainly be 
some explanation—but what was it? 

That day I repeated to Louise the 

telegram Mr. Harton had opened. She 
seemed to understand, but an unhap- 
pier face I have never seen. She 
looked like a criminal whose reprieve 
is over, and the day of execution ap- 
proaching. 

CHAPTER XV. 

Liddy Gives the Alarm. 

The next day, Friday, Gertrude 
broke the news of her stepfather's 

She Lay Limp and White. 

death to Louise. She did it as gently 
as she could, telling her first that he 
was very ill. a^d finally that he was 
dead. Louise received the news in 
the most unexpected manner, and 
when Gertrude came out to tell me 

how she had stood it, I think she was 
almost shocked. 

“She just lay and atared at me, 
llunt Ray,” she said. “Do you know 
1 believe she is glad, glad! And she 
Is too honest to pretend anything 
else. What sort of a man was Mr 
Paul Armstrong, anyhow?” 

“He was a bully as well as a ras 

cal, Gertrude,” I said. “But I am con 

vinced of one thing; Louise will send 
for Halsey now, and they will make 
It all up." 

For Louise had steadily refused tc 

see Halsey all that day, and the boy 
was frantic. 

We had a quiet hour, Halsey and I, 
that evening, and I told him several 
things; about the request that we 

give up the lease to Snnnyside. about 
the telegram to Louise, about the 
rumors of an approaching marriage 
between the girl and Dr. Walker, and, 
last of all. my own interview with her 
the day before. 

He sat back in a big chair, with hia 
face in the shadow, and my heart fair- 
ly ached for him. He was so big and 
boyish! When I had finished he drew 
a long breath. 

"Whatever Louise does,” he said, 
"nothing will convince me, Aunt Ray, 
that she doesn't care for me. And up 
to two months ago, when she and her 
mother went west, I was the happiest 
fellow on earth. Then something 
made a difference; she wrote me that 
her people were opposed to the mar- 

riage; that her feeling for me was 

what it had always been, but that 
something had happened which had 
changed her ideas as to the future. I 
was not to write until she wrote me, 
and whatever occurred, I was to think 
the best I could of her. It sounded 
like a puzzle. When I saw her yes- 
terday, it was the same thing, only, 
perhaps, worse.” 

"Halsey,” I asked, "have you any 
idea of the nature of the interview 
between Louise Armstrong and Arn- 
old the night he was murdered?” 

“It was stormy. Thomas says once 

or twice he almost broke into the 
room, he was so alarmed for Louise.” 

On Friday night, then, I had gone 
to bed, resolved to go at once to sleep. 
Thoughts that insisted on obtruding 
themselves I pushed resolutely to the 
back of my mind, and I systematically 
relaxed every muscle. I fell asleep 
soon, and was dreaming that Dr. 
Walker was building his new house 
immediately in front of my windows; 
I could hear the thump-thump of the 
hammers, and then I waked to a 

knowledge that somebody was pound- 
ing on my door. 

I was up at once, and with the 
sound of my footstep on the floor the 
low knocking ceased, to be followed 
immediately by sibilant whispering 
through the keyhole. 

“Miss Rachel! Miss Rachel!” some- 

body was saying, over and over. 

“Is that you, Liddy?” I asked, my 
hand on the knob. 

“For the love of mercy, let me in!” 
she said in a low tone. 

She was leaning against the door, 
for when I opened it, she fell in. She 
was greenish-white, and she had a 

red and black barred flannel petticoat 
over her shoulders. 

“Listen,” she said, standing in the 
middle of the floor and holding on to 
me. “Oh, Miss Rachel, it’s the ghost 
of that dead man hammering to get 
in!” 

Sure enought, there was a dull thud 
—thud—thud—it came apparently 
from the wall. 

“It's not a ghost,” I said decidedly. 
“If it was a ghost it wouldn’t rap; it 
would come through the keyhole.” 
Liddy looked at the keyhole. "But it 
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“We Had a Quiet Hour,” Halsey and I. 

“Another thing, Halsey,” I said, 
“have you ever heard Louise mention 
a woman named Carrington, Nina Car- 
rington?" 

“Never,” he said positively. 
For try as we would, our thoughts 

always came back to that fatal Satur- 
day night, and the murder. Every con- 

versational path led to it, and we all 
felt that Jamieson was tightening 
the threads of evidence around John 
Bailey. The detective's absence was 

hardly reassuring; he must have had 
something to work on in town or he 
would have returned. 

The papers reported that the cash- 
ier of the Traders’ bank was ill in his 

apartments at the Knickerbocker—a 
condition not surprising, considering 
everything. The guilt of the defunct 

president was no longer in doubt; the 

missing bonds had been advertised 
and some of them discovered. In 

every instance they had been used as 

collateral for large loans, and the 
belief was current that not less than 
a million £nd a half dollars had been 
realized. Every one connected with 
the bank had been placed under ar- 

rest, and released on heavy bond. 

Was he alone in his guilt, or was 

the cashier his accomplice? Where 
was the money? The estate of the 
dead man was comparatively small— 
a city house on a fashionable street, 
Sunnyside, a large estate largely 
mortgaged, an insurance of $50,000, 
and some personal property—this was 

all. The rest lost in speculation prob- 
ably, the papers said. There was one 

thing which looked uncomfortable for 
Jack Bailey: He and Paul Armstrong 
together had promoted a railroad com- 

pany in New Mexico, and it was ru- 

mored that together they had sunk 

large sums of money there. The busi- 
nwrs alliance between the two men 

added to the belief that Bailey knew 
something of the looting. His unex- 

plained absence from the hank on 

Monday lent color to the suspicion 
against him. The strange thing 
seemed to be his surrendering himself 
on the point of departure. To me, It 
seemed the shrewd calculation of a 

clever rascal. I was not actively an- 

tagonistic to Gertrude’s lover, but I 
meant to be convinced, one way or the 
other. I took no one on faith. 

That night the Sunnyside ghost be- 

gan to walk again. Liddy had been 

sleeping in Louise’s dressing room on 

a couch, and the approach of dusk 
was a signal for her to barricade the 
entire suite. Situated as it was, be- 

yond the circular staircase, nothing 
but an extremity of excitement would 
have made her pass it after dark. I 
confess myself that the place seemed 
to me to have a sinister appearance, but 
we kept that wing well lighted, and 
until the lightB went out at midnight 
it was really cheerful, if one did not 
know its history. 

sounds very much as though some one 
is trying to break into the house.” 

Liddy was shivering violently. I 
told her to get me my slippers and 
she brought me a pair of kid gloves, 
so I found my things myself and pre- 
pared to call Halsey. As before, the 
night alarm had found the electric 
lights gone; the hall, save for its 
night lamp, was in darkness, as I went 
across to Halsey's room. I hardly 
know what I feared, but it was a re- 

lief to find him there, very sound 
asleep, and with his door unlocked. 

“Wake up, Halsey,” I said, shaking 
him. 

He stirred a little. Liddy was half 
in and half out of the door, afraid as 

usual to be left alone, and not quite 
daring to enter. Her scruples seemed 
to fade, however, all at once. She 
gave a suppressed yell, bolted into the 
room and stood tightly clutching the 
foot board of the bed. Halsey was 

gradually waking. 
“I’ve seen it,” Liddy wailed. “A 

woman in white down the hall!” 
I paid no attention. 
“Halsey,” I persevered, “some one 

is breaking into the house. Get up, 
won’t you?” 

“It isn’t our house,” he said sleepi- 
ly. And then he roused to the exi- 
gency of the occasion. “All right, 
Aunt Ray,” he said, still yawning. “It. 
you’ll let me get into something—” 

It was all I could do to get Liddy 
out of the room. The demands of the 

occasion had no Influence on her; she 
had seen the ghost, she persisted, and 
she wasn’t going into the hall. But 
I got her over to my room at last, 
more dead than alive, and made her 
lie down on the bed. 

The tappings, which seemed to have 
ceased for a while, had commenced 
again, but they were fainter. Halsey 
came over in a few minutes, and stood 
listening and trying to locate the 
sound. i 

“Give me my revolver, Aunt Ray,” 
he said; and I got it—the one I had 
found in the tulip bed—and gave it to 
him. He saw Liddy there and divined 
at once that Louise was alone. 

“You let me attend to this fellow, 
whoever it is, Aunt Ray, and go to 
Louise, will you? She may be awake 
and alarmed.” 

So in spite of her protests, I left 
Liddy alone and went back to the 
east wing. Perhaps I went a little 
faster past the yawning blackness of 
the circular staircase; and I could 
hear Halsey creaking cautiously down 
the main staircase. The rapping, or 

pounding, had ceased, and the silence 
was almost painful. And then sud- 
denly, from apparently under my very 
feet, there rose a woman’s scream, a 

cry of terror that broke off as sudden- 
ly as it came. I stood frozen and still. 
Every drop of blood in my body 
seemed to leave the surface and gath- 
er around my heart. In the dead si- 
lence that followed it throbbed as if it 
would burst. More dead than alive, 
I stumbled into Louise’s bedroom. She 
was not there! 

CHAPTER XVI. 

In the Early Morning. 
I stood looking at the empty bed. 

The coverings had been thrown back, 
and Louise’s pink silk dressing-gown 
was gone from the foot, where it had 
lain. The night lamp burned dimly, 
revealing the emptiness of the place. 
I picked it up, but my hand shook so 

that I put it down again, and got 
somehow to the door. 

There were voices in the hall and 
Gertrude came running toward me. 

“What is it?” she cried. “What was 
that sound? Wh#»rp is T/iiiiflp’” 

“She is not in her room,” I said 
stupidly. “I think—It was she—who 
screamed.” 

Liddy had joined us now, carrying a 

light. We stood huddled together at 
the head of the circular staircase, 
looking down into its shadows. There 
was nothing to be seen, and it was 

absolutely quiet down there. Then 
we heard Halsey running up the main 
staircase. He came quickly down the 
hall to where we were standing. 

“There's no one trying to get in. I 
thought I heard some one shriek. 
Who was it?” 

Our stricken faces told him the 
truth. 

“Some one screamed down there,” 
I said. "And—and Louise is not in 
her room.” 

With a jerk Halsey took the light 
from Liddy and ran down the circular 
staircase. I followed 1-im, more slow- 
ly. My nerves seemed to be in a state 
of paralysis; I could scarcely step. At 
the foot of the stairs Halsey gave an 

exclamation and put down the light. 
“Aunt Ray,” he called sharply. 
At the foot of the staircase, hud- 

dled in a heap, her head on the lower 
stair, was Louise Armstrong. She lay 
limp and white, her dressing-gown 
dragging loose from one sleeve of her 

night-dress, and the heavy braid of 
her dark hair stretching its length a 

couple ef steps above her head, as if 
she had slipped down. 

She was not dead; Halsey put her 
down on the floor and began to rub 
her cold hands, while Gertrude and 

Liddy ran for stimulants. As for me, 
I sat there at the foot of that ghostly 
staircase—sat, because my knees 
wouldn't hold me—and wondered 
where it would all end. Louise was 

still unconscious, but she was breath- 

ing better, and I suggested that we 

get her back to bed before she came 

to. There was something grisly and 
horrible to me, seeing her there in 
almost the same attitude and in the 
same place where we had found her 
brother’s body. And to add to the 

similarity, just then the haH clock, 
far off, struck faintly three o’clock. 

It was four before Louise was able 
to talk, and the first rays of dawn 
were coming through her windows, 
which faced the east, before she could 
tell us coherently what had occurred. 
I give it as she told it. She lay 
propped in bed, and Halsey sat beside 

her, unrebuffed, and held her hand 

I while she talked. 
(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

London Mulberry Trees 
Finbury Circus gardens, which have 

just furnished fruit for the lord mayor, 
are by no means tfie sole city haunt of 
the mulberry tree, says the London 

Daily News. The “wisest of trees,” 
as Pliny termed it, evidently “likes 

London,” and flouirshes even at the 

Charterhouse in murky Smithfleld. A 

thriving little sapling has recently 
been planted in the pictureseque north- 

ern corner of St. Paul’s churchyard 
hard by the spot where once stood the 

famous Paul’s cross. Asked how the 

prospective fruit would be protect- 
ed from marauding street arabs, chap- 
ter gardener replied: “I hope he 

won’t never bear no berries in my 

time.” 

London mulberry trees are supposed 
to derive their descent from an at- 

tempt of James I. to found a silk grow- 

ing industry, but seem really to have 

been introduced by the Romans. An- 
other unlikely tree which appears to 
do well in the heart of London is the 

fig, numerous specimens of which can 

be seen flourishing under the most 

depressing conditions. 

The Only Kind. 

"It would be a good idea if brains 
could be gone over and renovated now 

and then.” 
“If that were possible, some brains 

would have to be renovated with a 

vacuum cleaner.” 

Interchange of Confidence. 

“I have come here,” said the cat 

model in the artist's studio, “for a set 

purr pose.” 
“Yes,” said the dog, “any one ought 

to snap at that Job.”—Baltimore 
American. 

111 V 

Chinese Take to Smoking Cigarettes 
I 

WASHINGTON. 
— America has 

taught the people of the Chinese 
empire to smoke cigarettes. In a re- 

port to this government on foreign 
trade by Consul General Charles Den- 
by of Vienna, In which he described 
the class of foreign markets which 
may be created by American enter- 
prise, and then supplied the consul 
general says: 

“One of the most conspicuous ex- 

amples of such a market Is the de- 
mand for cigarettes in China. Ten 
years ago the cigarette was an article 
used In China by a small number of 
people, chiefly foreigners. The field 
attracted the attention of a group of 
American manufacturers who ex- 

amined into it and decided to intro- 
duce the cigarette to the Chinese peo- 
ple by American methods. The result 
is that now the cigarette is popular 
throughout the empire." 

The international opium conference 
to be held at The Hague next fall will 
have a very general representation of 
the powers, according to the latest in- 
formation reaching the state depart- 
ment. 

In reporting to this government on 

opportunities in Malaysia for rubber- 

growing enterprises, Consul General 
James T. Dubois at Singapore, cited 
a3 follows an Instance to show how 
the Investing public Is sometimes ta- 

ken In In the exploitation of the rub- 
ber Industry there: 

An estate was sold to promoters for 

$150,000. The syndicate got an old 
planter who knew the estate to put 
a flotation value on It He named 
$250,000. The promoters were not sat- 
isfied. Another expert examined and 
reported. His price was $360,000. 

British and American gold was pour- 
ing Into the country and the get-rlch- 
quick Bplrlt was born. Another expert 
was called In. He was told of the for- 
mer valuations and that they were un- 

satisfactory. He valued the estate at 

$500,000. 
Just at this time, rubber took a big 

jump in the London and New York 
markets and another expert was asked 
to report and he placed the flotation 
price at $750,000 and the syndicate In 
order to have It In round numbers 
made it an even $800,000 and floated It 
at this price. 

People fought for the stock, the 
share Issue was oversubscribed and 

many of them Immediately sold at a 

good advance. All this was done with- 
in a few months without the slightest 
improvement on the property except 
the natural growth of the few hundred 
acres of Para plants which had re- 

cently been planted. 
Trained white supervisors on the 

rubber estates are in demand, the con- 

sul general reports, and there Is a 

scarcity of labor and consequent high 
wages. 

Heads of Navy Are Annoyed By Women 

JOHN HAY had a saying that the 
ideal diplomatic service—if any 

government ever succeeds in having 
one—will be composed exclusively of 
unmarried men. Mr. Hay had no ex- 

perience in n«.val matters, or he might 
have included the navy in his maxim. 

There probably is no branch of the 
government service, the Washington 
Post says, where petticoat influence 
is so strong as in the navy. Ask any 
ex-secretary of the navy about it and 
he will tell you how the navy women 

In a thousand different ways, some- 

times unconsciously and occasionally 
deliberately, annoy the navy depart- 
ment. He will tell you how they 
scheme to obtain desirable posts of 
duty for their husbands or sons and 
how they annoy the department with 

requests for a change of orders when 
their husbands are transferred from 
an easy job in Washington to sea duty 
on the Asiatic station or some other 
far-away tropical post. The recent row 

at the Boston navy yard, which cul- 

mlnated In the court-martial of two 

officers, illustrates the prominent part 
women play in navy circles. 

Almost everybody knows of the 
mutual ill feeling existing between 
the navy women and the department. 
Every once in a while something hap- 
pens to widen this breach. Only a 

few' days ago Ensign Charles M. Aus- 
tin, son of Representative Richard 
W. Austin of Tennessee, was deprived 
of an especially desirable berth by the 
navy department merely because he 
got married. He had been detached 
from the dispatch boat Dolphin at the 
Washington navy yard and ordered 
to Japan for duty as a student at- 
tache at the American embassy at 
Tokyo for the purpose of studying the 
Japanese language. On the way to 
his new post of duty he stopped at his 
former home in Tennessee and was 
married to a girl he had known for 
many years. 

This was too much for the unro- 

mantic departmental authorities, who 
suddenly decided that a married en- 

sign would not make as good a stu- 
dent of the Japanese language as a 

bachelor. Accordingly his orders 
were revoked and instead of spending 
his honeymoon in Tokyo he will have 
less interesting service at the naval 
training station on the Pacific coast 
He will, however, have his wife. 

Girl’s Good Looks Are a Bar to Work 

AFTER losing four positions within 
a year just because of her beauty, 

Mary Todd has left Washington and 
will try her fortune elsewhere. Miss 
Todd set out to be a stenographer. 
Her employer got mixed up in his dic- 
tation and Included phrases that could 
not have been part of the correspond- 
ence. As a shopgirl the floorw-alkers 
strolled too often near her counter. As 
a milliner she aroused the envy and 

jealousy of customers. 
Miss Todd has been living in George- 

town for a little more than a year. 
She came here from a small Pennsyl- 
vania town, well equipped to work, 
with money enough to wait until a 

reasonably good position was open to 

her. 
“Yes,” she said, half-angry and half- 

amused, “I have been overwhelmed 
with offers of marriage as well as of 
employment. But these ofTers do not 
appeal to me. Most men forget that I 
have my ow sweetheart, and if I 
were lhclined to consider a second 
time it seems that mine should be 
the privilege of inviting his attentions 
without having them thrust upon me. 

“At first I did not take such things 
seriously, but since then I have known 
other girls who have shared the same 

fate, merely because they are more 
beautiful than their colleagues. 

“I have worked in offices where 
there were 17 girls, and by the end 
of the third week I was embarrassed 
by repeated offers of company, pleas- 
ures and the like by various men in 
the office. This gave rise to some 

bitter passes between some of the 
other girls and myself. 

“I hope to be married by the autumn 
of next year, but until then l wish to 
do something.” 

Sad Red Men Must Ride on the Wagon 

POOR Lo has suffered many priva- 
tions at the hands of the national 

government In the process of civilizing 
him, but the hardest blow yet must be 
no more “fire water” sold on the ceded 
lands of Minesota. Lo will take his 
seat on the water wagon at once. 

The order includes several counties 
and if carried out to the letter would 
even prevent the sale of liquor in St. 

Paul and Minneapolis, which stand on 

ceded lands. 
Under state laws the counties em- 

braced In the order—Becker, Cass, 
Clay, Hubbard, Mahnomen, Norman, 
Beltrami, Itasca, Polk, Clear Water, 
Red Lake, Crow Wing, Wadene and 

Ottertall—have enjoyed the license 

system of the state and Lo, who dear- 

ly loves his fire water, has been able 
to procure it without restriction. By 
the new order he will have to go dry. 

The provisions of the treaties by 
which the lands were ceded prohibit 
the Introduction of Intoxicating liquors 
in the whole northern part of the state, 

at Brighton, where we sat at a table 
and looked at the ocean?” he asked. 
“Well, when you all went away I 
walked around to the bar and got one 

for five. A shame to charge you five 
cents more just to sit down and look 
at the ocean, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “I’d 
rather pay the extra five than have to 
stand by the bar and look at the bar- 
tender if he was anything like some 

I have seen.”—Nfew York Press. 

Message for Satan. 
“In my dream,” said the dusky 

story teller, "Satan had me an’ wui 

showin’ me over all de place what he 
has specially reserved fer sinners, an’ 
it sho’ wuz a sight ter behol’. Dur 
wuz a griddle here, an’ a griddle dar, 
an’ lots er my ol' friends wuz fryin’ on 

’em &r? makin’ de bigges' sorter hol- 
lerin’. I thoughted every minute dat 
my time wuz cornin’ next, an’ I’d done 

give up in despair w’en Satan turned 
’round’ an said: ‘Go back ter de worl* 
an’ tell yo’ folks ’bout what you seen; 
but ez fer po’se’f, you is too good a 

man ter roast.’ ’’—Atlanta Constitu- 
tion. 

The Kind Needed. 
“Dear me,” said the first young wom- 

an, taking her initial lesson in golf, 
“what shall I do now? This ball is in 
a hole!” 

“Well, let me see,” said her compan- 
ion, rapidly turning the leaves of a 

book of instructions, “I presume you 
will have to take a stick of right 
shape to get it out.” 

"Oh, yes, of course,” was the some- 

what cynical reply. “Well, see if you 
Can find one shaped like a dustpan and 
brush.—The Sunday Magazine. 

WANTS HER 
, 

LETTER 
PUBLISHED 

For Benefit of Women who 
Suffer from Female Ills 

Minneapolis, Minn.—"I was a great 
■offerer from female troubles which 

caused a weakness 
and broken down 
condition of tho 
system. I read so 
much of what Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Veg- 
etable Compound 
had done for other 
suffering women I 
felt sure it would 
help me, and I must 
say it did help me 
wonderfully. My 
pains all left me, I 

few stronger, and within three months 
was a perfectly well woman. 
‘‘I want this letter made public to 

show the benefit women may derive 
from Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound.”—Mrs. JonxG. Moldan, 
2115 Second St., North, Minneapolis, 
Minn. 

Thousands of unsolicited and genu- 
ine testimonials like the above prove 
the efficiency of Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound, which is made 
exclusively from roots and herbs. 

Women who suffer from those dis- 
tressing ills peculiar to their sex should 
not lose sight of these facts or doubt 
the ability of Lydia E. Pinkham’a 
Vegetable Compound to restore their 
health. 
If you want special advice write 

to Mrs. Pinkham, at L.ynn, Mass. 
She wil 1 treat your letter as s trictly 
confidential. For 20 years she 
has been helping sick women in 
this way, free of charge. Don’t 
hesitate—write at once. 

Thompson’s Eye Water 

“PLAY WITH THE CHILDREN” 

Fabled Fountain of Youth Could Not 
Be More Potent Than Association 

With Little Ones. 

"Play with the children!” was the 
recurrent advice of a wise and ssuc- 
cessful man. "This will keep your 
heart young, your viewpoint fresh, 
your wit sparkling. The child heart is 
at once the purest and the happiest 
in all nature; the child tongue is a 

transfiguring power.” 
Something of this induibtable power 

attaches to good stories of those naive 
and innocent "little ones” scripturally 
declared specially blessed and potent. 
The child mind transforms, the child 
touch lifts to glad laughter incidents 
and accidents not otherwise worth 
noting. Witness this little tale of the 
careful mother to whom came a tiny 
son all agog over the acquirement of 
new and forbidden knowledge. 

"Mother!” cried the child, baby 
eyes shining, baby cheeks glowing, 
"do you know what ‘I’ll be hornswog- 
gled’ means?” 

“No, dear,” said the mother, sol- 
emnly, seizing the opportunity to im- 

plant a lesson. "I'm sure I do not.” 
"Well, I do,” was the ecstatic an- 

swer, the suggested lesson being ut- 
terly ignored.’ “It means just the 
same as ‘I’ll be gol-darned!’” 

Qualified. 
A prominent western attorney tells 

of a boy who once applied at his of- 
fice for work. 

"This boy wras bright looking and I 
rather took to him. 

‘Now, my son,’ I said, ‘if you come 

to work for me you will occasionally 
have to write telegrams and take 
down telephone messages. Hence a 

pretty high degree of schooling is es- 

sential. Are you fairly well educated?’ 
“The boy smiled confidently. 

‘I be,’ he said.”—Independent. 

Quantity Not Quality. 
Teacher—W’illie, have you whis- 

pered today without permission? 
Willie—Yes, wunst. 
Teacher — Johnnie, should Willie 

have said “wunst?” 
Johnnie (triumphantly)—No, ma’am, 

he should have said twist. 

The Real Thing. 
“You say your husband was cut by 

his neighbors at the party?” 
“Yassah, dat’s so, sah.” 
“Did they cut him with malice pre- 

tense?” 
“No, sah; wiv a razah, sah.” 

The supply of talk always exceeds 
the demand. 

f-^ 
Hungry 

Little 
Folks 

find delightful satisfaction in 

a bowl of toothsome 

Post 
Toasties 

When the children want 

lunch, this wholesome nour- 

• ishing food is always ready to 

serve right from the package 
without cooking, and saves 

many steps for mother. 

Let the youngters have 

Post Toasties—superb sum- 

mer food. 

“The Memory Lingers” 
Fostum Cereal Co., Limited. 

( Battle Creek, Mich. 
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