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Backache Warns You

Backache is one of Nature's warnings
of kidney weakness. Kidoey disease
kills thoasands every year.

Don’t neglect a bad back. If your back
is lame—if it hurts to stoop or lift--if
there is irregularity of the secretions—
suspect your kidoeys. If you suffer head-
aches, dizzioess and are tired, nervous
and worn-out, you have further proof

Use Doan’s Kidaey Pills, a fine rem-
edy for bad backs and weak kidoeys.

A Texas Case

Ben-

. B, T

operntions falled
to relleve my kid-
ney trouhle I
bad hemorrhages
of the kidneys and
passed pure blood.
The pain and sufl
fering in my back
wus terrible. I
was nothing but
skin and bones
When I had given
un  hope Doan’s
EKldney Pills came
o my rescus mnd
curesd mae Todny
1 am in better
health than ever
before.”

Get Doan's at Any Store, 50c & Box

DOAN' HIDNEY

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

i A girl_';_idea of an nﬂinit,\r.is the
first man who proposes.

And many a powerful piano mover
18 unable to cafry a tune.

—_,

Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup for Children
Veething, softens toe gums, reduces infamma-
Uoo.allays painecures wind colic, 3¢ & botileds

Not in Training.
Bix—Can your wife keep a secret?
Dix—Yes, but she's generally out
of form from lack of practice.

Red Cross Ball blue gives double value
for your money, goes twice as far as any
other. Ask your grocer. Adv.

Hot Air.
"It is said that a bottle of liquid
gas will drive an aeroplane 500 miles.”
“Maybe s0. A great many birdmen

have been kept above ground by the
EAs emanating from press agents.”

He sure that you ask for Wright's Indlan
Vegetable Pill&_ and look for the sigoa-
ture of Wm. by on wrapper and box.
For Constip 1 and Indiges
ton. Ady.

Could See the Joke.

Bir George Reld, the former premier
of New Zealand, is a very big man.
On one occasion he dellvered a long
speech. In addition to belng very long
it was very dull. He spoke of his de-
clining years, and said, emphatically:

“In & short time I ghall have passed
away, and will be no more.”

“Then the fat will be in the fire,”
yelled a voice from the gallery, and
the big orator himself laughed heartily
at the humorous sally.

He'd Called Seventeen,

Jim was a new porter in the hotel,
and he was putting in his first night
at his new and responsible position:
It was five in the morning, and so far
Jim had done all he was told and was
getting on splendidly.

“Call 17 and 4" commanded the

sheet. Jim obeyed. After he had
been gone for a considerable time, the
clerk went up to see if he had called
the rooms designated.

“Well,” sighed the new porter whom
he found on the third floor, “I've got
seventeen of 'em up, but I haven't
started on the other four yet"—Na-
tional Food Magazine.
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Criminals’ Finger Prints.

Dr. Heintl recommends a very good
method for taking the finger prints of
criminals, this not relating to finger
print records in an anthropometric bu-
reau, but where the record {8 to be
taken on the spot where a erime oc
curred, such as on a wall or any ob-
Ject which cannot be moved and where
the print is imposeible to photograph
on account of lighting or other reason.
He makes use of a very fine color
powder so as to dust it over the priuts,
which are of a more or less greasy
nature, and In this way the powder ad-
heres to the finger print and takes all
its gradations. Then a fbecially pre-
pared paper is pressed upon the print
and the powder adheres to it go as
to give a good copy of the original.
Buch paper I8 prepared with a mixture
of beeswax and paraffin, adding a few
drops of glycerine.

e WIFE WON
Husband Finally Convinced.

Some people are wise en to try
new foods and beverages and then
Eenerous enocugh to give others the
benefit of their experlence. A wife
writes:

“No slave In chains, it seemed to
me, was more helpless than I, a coffee
captive. Yet there were innumerable
warnings—waking from a troubled
sleep with a feeling of suffocation, at
times dizzy and out of breath, attacks
of palpitation of the heart that fright-
ened me.

(Tea is just mas injurious as coffes
because it contains caffeine, the same
drug found In ecoffee.)

“At last my mervous system was so
disarranged that my physiclan ordered
‘no more eoffes.’ I capitulated,

“Determined to give Postum a fair
trial, I prepared it according to direc-
tions on the pkg., obtaining a dark
brown liquid with a rich smappy fla-
vour similar to coffee. When cream
ndﬂmwmlddud.ltmnotonjy
Eood but delicious.

“Noting its beneficial effects in me
the rest of the family adopted it—all
except my husband, who would not ad-
mit that coffee hurt him. Several
weeks elapsed during which I drank

. Postum two or three times a day,
when, to my surprise, my husband
said: ‘T have decided to drink Postum.
Your improvement is mso apparent—
¥you have such fine color—that I pro-
pose to glve credit where credit is
due. And now we are coffee-slaves no
longer.”

Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich. Read “The Road to Well-
wille,” in pkgs.

Postum now ¢omes in two forms:

Regular Postum-—must be bolled.

Instant Postum is a soluble powder.
A teaspoonful dissolves quickly in a
cup of hot water and, with cream and
sugar, makes a delicious beverage
Instantly. Grocers sell both kinds.

night clerk, as he looked over his call |

BYNOPSIS.

Fran arrives at Hamilton Gregory's
home in Littleburg, but finds him ahsent
conducting the cholr at a camp meeting,
She repairs thither in eearch of him

leave. Abbolt Ashton, superintendent of .
schools, escorts Fran from the tent. He |
tells her Gregory s a wealthy man,
deeply interested In charfty work., and a
pidar of the church, Ashton becomes
greatly interested In Fran and while tak-
| Ing lenve of her, holds her hand and is
| seen_by Bapphira Clinton, sister of Rob-
ert Clinton, chalrman of the school board
| Fran tells nrng--r{‘ she wants a home
with him. Grace Nolr, Gregory's private
secretary, takes a violent dislike to Fran
and advises her to go away at once.
Fran hints at & twenty-year-old secret,
and Gregory In tation asks Grace to
leave the room. Fran relates the story
of how Gregory married a young girl at
Bpringfield while attending college and
then deserted her. Fran is the child of
that marriage. Gregory had married his
pfesent wife three vears before the death
of Fran's mother. Fran takes a liking to
Mrs. Gregory. Gregory explains that
Fran Is the dnu]ghler of a very dear friend
who s dead. ran agrees to the story,
Mrs. Gregory Insists on her making her
home with them and takes her to her
arms. Fran declares the secretary must
E0. Grace begins nagging tactics In an
effort to drive Fran from the Gregory
home. Abbott, while taking a walk alone
&t midnight, finds Fran on a bridee tell-
Ing her fortune by cards. Bhe tells Ab-
bott that she iz the famous lion tamer,
Fran Nonpareil. Bhe tired of circus life
And sought a home. Grace tells of see-
ing Fran come home after midnlcht with

& man. She esses gut of the story
and wurprises the rest from Abbott. She
o go to

decldes to ask Bob Clinton
Bpringfleld to Investigate Fran's story.
ran enlists Abbott in her battle againwst
Grace. Fran offers her services to Greg-
ory as secretary durﬁnf the temporary
absence of Grace. The Iatter, hearing of
Fran's purpose, returns and interrupts a
touching scene between father and
daughter. Fran goes fishing with Mrs
Gregory’'s brother. Abbott, whose reten-
tion as superintendent, is to be decided
that day. finds her sitting mlone In a
buggy. He joins her and Is discovered by

laughs during the service and is asked ta'r"‘

e

LY/

On the front seat of the surrey were
Mise Sapphira and Bob Clinton. On
the back seat was Simon Jefferson
whose halry hand gripped a halter
fastened to a riderless horse; the very
horse which should have been between
the shafts of the Gregory buggy

Miss Sapphira stared at Abbott,

speechless, So this is what he had
meant by wanting the air unstrained
by window-screens. Studying, indeed!
Abbott, in his turn, stared spenchless-
ly at the led horse. .
+ Bob Clinton drew rein, and grasped
his hay-colored mustache, inadequate
to the situation. He glanced reprosch-
fully at Abbott; the young fellow must
know that his fate was to be decided
this very night. -

Abbott could not take his fill of the
sight of Simon Jefferson whom he had
fancied not far away, eyea glued on
cork, hands in pockets to escape mos-
quitoes, sun on back, serenely fishing.
He had supposed the horse grazing
near by, enjoying semi-freedom with
his grass. Now it seemed far other
wlise. Miss Bapphirg had even had
him telephone Bob to bring her hither.
With his own hands he had dug his
pittall.

Fran, suddenly aware of her ridicu-
lous attitude, sat down and began to
laugh.

Clinton and his sister,

CHAPTER XV.—Contlnued,
Fran enatched up the whip, and
leaned over as If to lash the empty
shafts, She had suddenly become the
child again. “We must drive out of
Sure-Enough Country, now. Time to get
back to the Make-Belleve World.” She
stood up, end the lap robe fell ubout
ber like green waves from which
springs a laughing nymph.

Abbott still felt stunned. The crash
of an {deal arouses the echo—"Is
there no truth in the world? Bur yes
—Fran was here, Fran the adorable.

“Fran," he pleaded, “don't drive out
of Sure-Enough Country. Wait long
enough for me to tell you what you
are to me.”

“lI know what I am to you,” Fran
retorted—"Git ap!"

“But what am I to you? Don't drive
80 fast—the trees are racing past like
mad. 1 won't leave Sure-Enough Coun-
try until I've told you all—"

“You shall! No, I'll not let you take
this whip—" :

“1 will take it—let go—Fran! Bless-
od darling Fran—"

She gripped the whip tightly.

He

“We Must Drive Out of Sure Encugh
Country, Now.”

could not loosen her hold, but he
could keep her hand in his, which was
Just as well. Btlll, a semblance of
struggling was called for, and that is
wky the sound of approaching wheels
was drowned in laughter,

“Here we are!” Fran cried wickedly
—"“Make-Belfeve World of Every-Day,
and some of Its Inhabitants o
A surrey had come down the seldom-
used road—had Miss Sapphira fol-
lowed Abbott in order to discover him
with Fran? The suspicion was not
Just, but his consclence seemed to
turn color—or was it his face? In fact,
Fran and Abbott were both rather red
—caused, possibly, by their struggle
over the whip.

Bob Clinton Inquired: *“Taking a
drive, Abb™

Miss Sapphira set her heavy foot
upon her brother’s unseemly jocular-
ity. "Unfertunately,” said Miss Sap-
phira, speaking with ecold clvility:
"Mr, Jeflerson had to come clear to
town before he could recapture the
horse. We were giving him a lift, and
had no idea—no idea that we should
find—should come upon— We are
sorry to Intrude.” Hud her life de
pended on it, Miss Sapphira could not
have withheld a final touch—"Pos-
slbly you were not looking for Mr, Jef-
ferson to come back so soon.”

“Why,” answered Abbott, stepping
to the ground, “hardly so soon.” At
any rate, he felt that nothing was to
be gained by staying in the buggy. “Is
that the horse that belongs to this
buggy ? Let me hiteh it up, Mr. Simon.”

“This has been & terrible experience
for me,” growled Simon. All the same,
he let Abbott do the work, but not as
if he meant to repay him ‘With grati-
tude.

"What was the matter with your
horse, anyway ™ Abbott cheerfuily in-
quired.

Simon looked at him sourly. “Didn't
Fran tell you that the horse got scared
at her throwing rocks at my cork,
and broke from the tree where I'd
fastened it, and boited for town?"”

“Mr. Simon,” said Fran innocently,
“I don't believe the horse was men-
tioned once, while you were gone,”

“It would be interesting to know
what was,” remarked Robert with
humeor so dry that apparently it choked
him; he fell to coughing huskily,

Miss Sapphira gave him a look while
he was struggling in his second par-
oxyem. It healed him by suggestion.

“Turn,” sald Miss Sapphira with be
coming gravity. Robert, still under
the Influence of her thought-wave, sol-
emnly drove her from the scene.

When the last buckle was clasped—
“I came out here for a quiet peaceable
fishing,” said Simon. “I've spent my
time hunting horees, and being afraid
something might happen to Fran."

“Mr. Ashton took care of me,” Fran
sald reassuringly.

Simon cried explosively, “And who
took care of him?” He climbed in be-
side Fran and begrudgingly offered Ab-
bott the imaginary Epace of a third
occupant; but Abbott declared his
preference for strolling.

“This has been a hard day for my
heart,” Simon grumbled, as he
snatched up the whip vindictively.

The buggy rolled away,

“Mine, too,” Abbott called after them
emphatically.

Fran looked back at him, from cver
the lowered top. He saw her hand go
to her bosom, then something fiuttered
in the air and fell in the grassy road.
He darted after it as if it were a clue,
showing tLe way to the princess’ cas-
tle. %

Perhaps it was. He pounced upon
it—it was the queen of hearts,

SCIENTISTS TELL OF THE SEA

Some Facts Not Generally Known,
But of Interest to the Man
Who Admires Nature.

Not only Is the sea the reservoir
into which all rivers run, but it Is the
cistern that finally catches all the
rain that falls, not merely upon its
own surface, but upon the surface of
the land and upon the roofs of our
houses. It has been calculated that
each year a layer of the entire sea
fourteen feet thick s taken up into
the clouds. This vapor is fresh, and,
if all the water could be removed in
the same way, none of it being re-
turned, there would, it is figured, he
left a layer of pure salt 230 feet high
on the bed of the Atlantic. These fig-
ures are based upon the assumption
that three feet of water contain one
inch of salt, and that the average

depth of the ocean Is three miles,

At a depth of about 3,500 feet the
temperature is uniform. varying but
little between the poles and the
equator. The colder water is below.
In many deep bays the water begins

“There's a Reason” for Postum.
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CHAPTER XVI,
A Tamer of Liona,

The life of a household progresses,
usually by insensible gradations, to-
ward some great event, some climax,
for the buflding of which each day has
furnished its grain of sand. Today,
Hamilton Gregory and Grace Noir
were In the library, with nothing to
indlcate the approach of the great mo-
ment in their lives. It was Grace’s
impatience to drive Fran away cven
before Robert Clinton should bring
the secret from Springfield, that pre-
cipitated matters.

“May I speak to you, Mr, Gregory !
She rose from the typewriter, slightly
pale from sudden resolution,

Gregory never missed & movement
of his secretary, but now he lifted his
head ostensibly, to make his observa-
tion official.

“It's about Mr. Clinton,” said Grace
in a low volce, feeling her way to “that
Fran.”

He lald down his pen with a frown.
Suddenly kls missions in New York
and Chicago became dead welghts,
Why Grace's “Mr. Clinton” instead of
her customary “Brother Clinton? It
séemed to equip the school direetor
with formidable powers. Gregory has-
tened to put him where he belonged.

“Oh! Bomething about Bob? he
asked casually.

Her look was steady,
humble: *“Yes.™

Her humility touched him profound-
ly. Knpowing how unshakable were
her resolutions, he made a desperate
attempt to divert her mind: ““That s
settled, Miss Grace, and It's too late
now to alter the decizgion, for tue
school board has already voted us a
new superintendent—he has been sent
his notification. Abbott Ashton is out
of it, and it's all his fault. Bob was
the only one to stand up for him, but
he wasn't strong enough to hold his
friend above the wave of popular opin-
lon. Don't ask me to interview BHob
for Abbott Ashton.”

Grace calmly waited for this futility
to pass; then with an air suggesting,
“Now, shall we talk sensibly? she re-
sumed: “I approve the action of the
school board. It did well in dismiss-
ing Professor Ashton. May I ask about
Mr. Clinton? He urges me to inarry
him at once.”

“Nonsense!" he exclaimed,

“It is not nonsense,” Grace calmly
responded. ““He thinks I could make
him a better man. We would work
among the very poor in the Chicago
settlements; maybe In one of your
own missions. 1 often wonder if [
couldn’'t do more good by personal
contact with evil, than I can here
with & person like Fran always clog-
ging my efforts.”

He started up. “Grace! You g0
away?—And—and leave me and my
work

“Let Fran il my position. You
think she's the daughter of your boy-
hood friend—it would give her posi-
tion and independence.”

“No one can ever fill your place.,”
Gregory claimed, with violence. His
cheeks burned, lambent flames
gleamed in his brown €yes. The ef-
fect was startlingly beautiful. At such
exalted moments, thinking no evil be-
cause ceasing to think, grown all feel-
ing, and It but an infinite longing, the
glow of passion refined his face, al-
ways delicately sensitive,  The vigion
of Grace, In giving herself 'to another,
like a devouring fire consumed tnose
temporary eupports that held him
above the shifting sends of his inner
nature.

"“Grace! But Grace!
marry him!"

Because she found his beauty appeal-
Ing to her as never before, her voice
was the colder: “Anyone's place can
be filled.”

“You don't care!™ he cried out des
perately,

“For Mr. Clinton? Yes, 1 admire his
persistence in seeking God, and his
wish to work for mankind, God comes
easier to some than to others, and |
believe 1 could help—*

Gregory, aghast at her measured
tone, interrupted: “But I mean that
you don't care—don't eare for me.”

“For—" she began abruptly, tmen
added in an odd whisper, “for you?

her volce

You woulan't

i

to freeze at the bottom before It does
at the surface,

At that depth waves are not felt.
The force of waves is in proportion
to their height. It is saild that the
sea strikes upon certaln rocks with
the force of seventeen tons for each
square yard.

The pressure of water Increases
with the depth. One mile down this
pressure Is reckoned at more than a
ton to the square Inch—in other
words, more than 133 times the pres-
sure of the atmosphere. The depth of
the sea presents some interesting
considerations. If, it {s claimed by
one authority,
were lowered 6,564 feet, it would be
reduced to half its present width. If
it were lowered a little more than
three miles the result would be dry
land all the way between Newfound-
land and Ireland. [If the Mediter-
ranean were lowered 660 feet, Africa
would be joined to Italy, and three
separate seas would remain.

Wins Rich Husband,
A pretty girl, a bit of banana peel,

& gallant young man to the rescue, and
]

the Atlantic ocean |

BOBBS -MERRILL CO)

“Yes, for me don't care
how much I suffer, or whether I suf-
fer at all—I mean my work, if it suf-
fers. If I lose you, Grace—"

"“Oh, you will always have Fran.™

“Fran!” he ejaculated. “So you
don’t care, Grace It seems in-
credible because I care so mueh
Grace!™ His accent was that of utter
despair. “How can I lose you since
¥ou are everything? What would be
left to live for? Nobody else aympa-
thizes with my aims. Who but you un-
derstands? Oh, nobody will ever sym-
pathize—ever care—"

“But, Mr, Gregory!" she began, con-
fused. Her face had grown white.

“Grace!” he caught her bhand, expect-

ing it to be snatched away—the hand Go

he had hourly admired at its work; he
could feel its warmth, caress Its shape-
liness—and it did not resist. It trem-
bled.

He was afraild to press it at first,
lest it be wrenched free: and then, the
next moment, he was clasping ' con-
vulsively. For the first time in her
life, Grace did not meet his eyes

“Grace!” he panted, not knowing
what he was saying, “you care, 1 see
you care for me—don't you?™

“No,” she whispered. Her lips were
dry, her eyes wide, her bosom heaving.
Boundaries hitherto unchangeable,
were puddenly submerged. Desperate-
ly, as If for her life, she sought to
cling to such floating landmarks as
duty, conscience, virtue—but they were
drifting madly beyond reach.

“But yon can't love him, can you?™
Gregory asked brokenly.

Grace, with closed enas, shook her
head—what harm could there be in
that confession?

“You won't go away, will you,
Grace?™ he pleaded, drawing her

She shook her head, lips still part-
ed, eyes still closed.

"Speak to me, Grace. Tell me you
will never leave me.”

Her lips trembled, then he heard a
faint “Never!™ Instantly neck and
brow were crimsoned; her face, al-
WAYS superb, became enchanting, The
dignity of the queen was lost in the
wWoman's greater charm,

“Because you love me!” cried Greg-
ory wildly. “I know you do, now, 1
know you do!” His arm was about
her. “You will never leave me be-
cause you love me. Look at me,
Grace!"™

It seemed that her eyelids were held
down by tyrannous thumbs. She tried
to lift them, and tried again. Her
face was firradiated by the sunrise
glow of a master passion. Bwiftly he
kissed her lips, and as she remained
motionless, he kissed her agaiu and
again,

Buddenly she exclaimed blindly:
“Oh, my God!” Then she threw her
arms about him, as he drew her to his
bosom.

It was at that moment, as if Fate
herself had timed the interrupcion,
that Fran entered.

There was a violent movement of
mutual repulsion on the part of Hamil-
ton Gregory and his secretary. Fran
stood very still, the sharpness of her
profile defined, with the keenness of
eyes and a slight grayness about the
lips that made her look oddly small
and old.

Fran was a dash of water upon
raging fire. The effect was not extip-
guishment, but choking vapors. Be-
wildered, lost to old self-consclousness,
it was necessary for Grace to readjust
herselfl not only to these two, but to
herself as well. -

Fran turned upon her father, and
pointed toward his desk. “Stand
there!™ she sald, scarcely above a
whisper, .

Gregory burst forth in blind wrath:
“How dare you enter the room in this
manner? You shall leave this house
at once, and forever. . . . I should
have driven you out long ago. Do you

hear me? Go!™
Fran's arm was still extended.
tury.

“Stand there!" she repeated,
Quivering in  helpless
stumbled to his desk, and leaned up-
on it. His face burned; that of Grace
Noir was ghastly white.
“Now, you,” sald Fran, her volce

vibrating as she faced the secretary,
“go to your typewriter!”

.closer.

he |

Mrs. Charles Anspa
Kimmell, Noble Co., Ind“l::'.;, - i
“Peruna has been a Eodsend tg
I can feel safe in saying that it
my life, as 1 was all run down g |
just miserable when I commencad
ing your Peruna, but am op the 1oy
to recovery now. I canmot thank y
too much.” )
Those who object to Hquid
cines can now procure Peruna
lets,

Ask Your Druggist for Free .
Lucky Day Almanse for 19 '

Gmce did not move,
Fran's eyes resembled cold stones
with jagged points as her steady arm
pointed: "Go! Stand where 1 tell
you to stand. Oh, | have tamed lions
before today. You needn't look at me
s0—I'm not afraid of your teeth.™
Grace's fear was not inspired by
dread of exposure, but by the realiza-
tion that she had done what she could
not have forgiven In another. But for
the supreme moment she might never
have realized the real nature of her
feeling for her employer. She stood
appalled and humiliated, yet her spirit
rose In hot revolt because it was Fran
who had found her in Gregory's arms.
She glared at her defiantly,
“Yes,” said Fran somberly, “that's
my profession, lion-taming. I'm the
‘World-Famous Fran Nonpareil’ Go
to your typewriter, Grace Nolr, I say—
1™

Decorated.

A recruit of the army went og
rade one day with six medals op |
manly chest. S5

"Ah!" said ° Ticers, “yoy
seen service?”

“No, sir.”

“Then how aboutr (home
Then you have no right to #

“Sure 1 have. Didu't my plgs -
six first prizes at the county fg

Grace could not speak without fi]l-
ing every word with econcentrated
hate: “You wicked little spy. your
avﬂmtmm‘thtmmlnytﬂu
but evil in the fruits of your eaves-
dropping. You misjudge simply be-
cause it would be impossible for you
to understand.”

“1 see by your face that you under-
stand—pity you hadn’t waked up long
8go.” Fran looked from one to the
other with a dark face,

“I understand nothing of what you
imagine you know,” Grace said stam-
meringly. “I haven't commliited a
crime. Stop looking at me as If | had
—do you hear?” Her tone was pas-
sionate: “I am what I have always
bean—" Did she say that to reassure
herself? “What do you mean, Fran?
lonmmdmtnputmrmplchm
In words.”

“I have had them roar at me before
today,” eried Fran. “What 1 mean is
that you're to leave the house this
day.”

“I shall not leave this house, unless
Mr. Gregory orders it. It would be ad-
mitting that I've done wrong, and I am
what I have always been. What you
BaAwW . I will say this much, that
it shall never happen again. But noth-
ing has happened that you think, little
impostor, with your evil mind |, o
1 am what 1 have always been. And
I'm going to ve that you are an im-
postor in a Very short time.™

Fran turned to Hamilton Gregory,
"Tell her to go,” she sald threatening-
ly. “Tell her she must O it. You
know what I mean when'] say she
must go, and she needn't show her

=
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RINGWORM ITCHED TER

1545 Alsquith St., Baltimore, M4
“My children were aficted with
they called ringworm of the B
contracted from a hou ‘they wey
playing with. The ring
on their scalps about
sllver dollar and their bl
leaving a round scale or cpust on.
scalps. Their hair fell out in 0
#pots. There was terribladtel 1
they scratched till the bipod
They were very fretful
sleep at night, and the
Cross.

“They were treated
months with no improven
ever. | was told they
have any hair and wou
bald. Then I began usim
Boap in connection w
Ointment and the first
ses the wonderful remedil

du'_ ]

But Why Do They Pass?
Winkle—My wife wo
Hinkle—Why?

Winkle—She's always

bills into the house. d

College Has
“D'ye make a living
“Yep  writing
Widow.

!

are the daily torment of the
fectually cure these troubl

“But You Can't Love Him, Can ‘Ylllr
Gregory Asked Brokenly,

claws at me. 1 don't go into the cage
without my whip. Tell her to go.”

He turned upon Fran, pushed to ut-
ter desperation. “No—you shall go!™
he eaid between clenched teeth.

“Yes!” exclaimed Grace. It was a
hiss of triumphant hate,

Fran lost control over herself. *Do
you think, knowing what I know, that
I'll stand quietly by and see you dis-
grace your wife as you disgraced
Do you think I'll let you have

Lllil Grnen Noir for your to 'nle Typewri

be the third— DlTyu':::ll:kl'v:.in;: f l.. R
out of your past life my
or the RKu
Business M

i
w

Itei]youpldn.lytlutl’nnlnm *ﬂ.
with that secret before Il let you :
have this woman.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Mw

—Presto! there ¥ou have th, gred
e in -
ents of the romance, '

That's the way it happened in the
case of eighteen-year-old Rita Jacobs
of § West One Hundred and Tweir
street, the prettiest of a pevy of pret.
ty sisters, and “Billy* Wallace, a
wealthy merchant of Salisbury, 8. C

It al) bappened way down In Sol;th
Carolina a little more than a year ago.
Cupid, disguised ag 2 hungry citizen,
tossed the banana peel i front of Miss
Jacobs, who was visiting friends in
Salisbury. She slipped, but never fell.
The strong arm of her future hushand
was there in the nick of time,

A few days later they left town and
g0t married without telling anrbody.
Now they're planning to go back to
the Sunny South. Meanwhile, they're
at home at 134 West One Hundred and
Sixteenth street—New York Ameri
can,

..__-__———-—h_-—
Cruel and Inhuman.

“"How dare you advertis that you
do painless dentistry* “Pid | hurt
you, miss? “Absolute ure. You
talkell for five minutes at o time when

I couldn't interrupt."—py

WORTHY OF EMPIRE BUILDER

Cecil Rhodes’ Magnificent Tomb Near
Spot Which Was Scene. of Hip
toric Meeting.

After Cecil Rhodes' death, on March
26, 1902, his body waa taken to the
Matopos hills in South Africa and in-
terred there near the spot known as
World's View. By the terms of his
will the land adjacent was set aside
as a burial place for men who had de-
served well of South Africa.

The Rhodee tomb is near the spot
where he had his famous meeting
with the chieftains of the Matabels
tribes on August 24, 1896. At that
time the Matabeles were about to go
to war against the British, and
Rhodes, fuly aware of this, rode into
their territory, accompanied by only
two men. The risk that he took was
enormous, but the result fully justified
it. When the Matabeles heard of his
coming their chiefs sought him in his
camp and laid their grievances before
bim. He promised to do what he
could to have them righted.

“Now, Is it peace or war?" he

- Whethe: you i
asked, and the chiefs, as one man, small town me
cast their spears on the ground, or a farme you
signifying that they were for peace. a typewril ...
While riding away from the scene of If you e
this historic meeting Rhodes is said | fioe your lette: and Pills
to have remarked to his companions: by hand, you are not g<iting full
“It is such things that make life efficiency. i
woeth Mvieg. It doesn’t require ane
ator to run the L. C. Sm .o

Glass In Japan,

It 1s only. during a comparatively
short time that the Japanese have
glass as occidentals know it When
the first raliroads were built, passen-
gers In the coaches often put thelr

It is simpl
complete, durable.

Send in the attached ¢
we will give especial a:
your typewriter needs.
heads through the glass, BUPPOBIAE | :+=+xxcvvctrnrnmmnmmsnnroninsnnsnen

typewriter.

the frames of the windows to be|:
pasted pictures on the glass to eall
attention to the fact that a solid sub | :

stance was behind them. The masses MBI . ivssessanriinsinsnsasaves
of the Japanese today do not know|: P.O....

the mirror as it is known In the :

west. The richer people have omg| teseeecevre
mirror, indeed, but usually the glass
used in the mirrors sold to the popu-
lace 18 not quicksilvered, being mere
Iy well polished. As for cut glass, it
is practically unknown In the island,
and glass drinking cups are rare.—
Harper's Weekly,
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