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HAS FIRST WELL 
DAY IN 6 YEARS 

Huntington Citizen Could Neither 
Sleep Nor Eat With Any Sat

isfaction Before He 
Got Tan lac. 

"Before taking Tanlac I had not 
Been a well day in six years," said 
W. R. Peoples, 328 22nd St., Hunting
ton, W. Va. 

"It seemed like I had lost my health 
fop good. I could neither sleep nor 

with satisfaction. I was badly 
run down, nervous, had no appetite 
and had to force down every mouthful 
I ate. Even then my food soured. I 
wouid fill up with gas until -I had In
tense pains in my stomach and chest. 
Headache almost drove me mad, rheu
matism in my arms, shoulder and hips 
B^pt me in pain all the time, and I 
had to force myself to work. 

"Tanlac went right after my troubles. 
On four bottles I gained ten pounds 
and the rheumatism and stomach 
trouble soon left me. My wife has 
given a statement about the good Tan
lac did her, and I am glad to add my 
endorsement of this wonderful medi
cine." 

Tanlac Is sold by all good druggists. 

Brief and Comprehensive. 
Ben Dierks has an express agency 

and transfer business In a village in 
Sonoma county, California. Recently 
he detailed one of his teamsters with 
a wagon and pair to take a San Fran
cisco man and wife to their country 
place a few miles out of town. The 
bill, as rendered by the teamster, 
read: "Haul grip, grub, and people, 
three hours, three dollars." 

Shave With Cuticura 8oap 
And double your razor efficiency as 
well as promote skin purity, skin com
fort and skin health. No mug, no 

^ slimy soap, no germs, no waste, no lrrl-
— tation even when shaved twice dally. 

One soap for all uses—shaving bathing 
and shampooing.—Advertisement. 
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Next Day, All Riqht. 
She (during spat)—It's a story for 

you to say I grabbed you up quick. 
You know very well that when you 
proposed I didn't say "yes" until the 
next day. 

*\ He—That's right, you didn't. I 
proposed at 11:59 p. m. and you ac
cepted me at 12:01 the next morning. 
—Boston Transcript. 

Sure Relief 
FOR INDIGESTION 

Bcll-ans 
Hot water 
Sure Relief 

ELL-ANS 
25$ and 75$ Packages. Everywhere 

INDI«ST»O* 

is indispensable in all cases 
of Cougb, Cold, Influenza, 
Distemper, Pink Eye, 

Heaves and Worms among horses and 
I males. Give an occasional dose as a I 
preventive. Excellent for Dog Distemper I 

| cnhoC"Cr!n Write for Free Booklet \ 
Sold in two sizes at aU drag stores. 

S P O H N  M E D I C A L  C O .  G O S H E N .  1 N D .  U . S . A .  

"Vaseline" Carbolated 
Petroleum Jelly 

is an effective, antiseptic 
first-aid dressing for cuts, 
wounds and insect bites. 
Ithelpsprevent infection. 

CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO. 
(Consolidated) 

State Street New York 

DONT 
DESPAIR 

 ̂ If you are troubled with pains or 
aches; feel tired; have headache, 
indigestion, insomnia; painful paa-
aap; of urine, you will find relief in 

COD MEDAL 

The world's standard remedy for kidney, 
liver, bladder and uric add troubles end 
National Remedy of Holland since 1698. 
Three sices, all druggists. 
Look for th« maas C*U M*4a! «a «t o t t  Wm  

aa4 acc«»t m ialutioa 

ELEANOR H. PORTER 
ILLUSTRATIONS BY 
R.H.LIVINGSTONE. 

COPYRIGHT BY- ELEANOR H. PORTER 

FATHER 

SYNOPSIS.—In a preface Mary 
Marie explains her apparent "dou
ble personality" and Just why is 
a "cross-current and a contradic
tion"; she also tells her reasons 
for writing the diary—later to be 
a novel. The diary is commenced 
at Andersonville. Mary begins with 
Nurse Sarah's account of her 
(Mary's) birth, which seemingly in
terested her father, who is a fa
mous astronomer, less than a new 
star which was discovered the same 
night. Her name is a compromise; 
her mother wanted to call her Viola 
and her father insisted on Abigail 
Jane. The child quickly learned 
that her home was In some way 
different from those of her small 
friends, and was puzzled thereat. 
Nurse Sarah tells her of her moth
er's arrival at Andersonville as a 
bride and how astonished they all 
were at the sight of the dainty 
eighteen-year-old girl whom the 
sedate professor had chosen for a 
wife. Nurse Sarah makes it plain 

. why the household seemed a strange 
one to the child and how her father 
and mother drifted apart through 
misunderstanding, each too proud 
to in any way attempt to smooth 
over the situation. Mary tells of 
he time spent "out West" where 

the "perfectly all right and genteel 
and respectable" divorce was being 
arranged for, and her mother's (to 
her) unaccountable behavior. By the 
court's decree the child is to spend 
six months of the year with her 
mother and six months with her fa
ther. Boston is Mother's home. 
Mary describes her life as Marie 
with her mother in Boston and 
about her mother's "prospective 
suitors." Then Mary goes to her 
other home, to visit her father. 
Aunt Jane's questions. 

W. N. U-, FARGO, NO. 19-1922. 

CHAPTER V—Continued. 

ONE WEEK LATER. 
Father's come. He came yesterday. 

But I didn't know it, and I came run
ning downstairs, ending with a little 
bounce for the last step. And there, 
right In front of me in the hall was— 
Father. 

I guess he was as much surprised 
as I was. Anyhow, he acted «o. He 
just stood stock-still and stared, his 
face turning all kinds of colors. 

"You?" he gasped, just above his 
breath. Then suddenly he seemed to 
remember. "Why, yes, yes, to be sure. 
You are here, aren't you? How do 
you do, Mary?" 

He came up then and held out his 
hand, and I thought that was all he 
was going to do. But, after l funny 
little hesitation, he stooped end kissed 
my forehead. Then he turned and 
went into the library with very quick 
steps, and I didn't see him again till 
at the supper-table. 

At the supper-table he said again, 
"How do you do, Mary?" Then he 
seemed to forget all about me. At 
least he didn't say anything more to 
me; for three or four times, when I 
glanced up, I found him looking at me. 
But just as soon as I looked back at 
him he turned his eyes away and 
cleared his throat, and began to eat 
or to talk to Aunt Jane. 

After dinner—I mean supper—he 
went out to the observatory, just as 
he always used to. Aunt Jane said 
her head ached and she was going to 
bed. I said I guessed I would step 
over to Carrie Heywood's; but Aunt 
Jane said, certainly not; that I was 
much too young to be running around 
nights in the dark. Nights! And it was 
only seven o'clock, and not dark at 
nil! But of course I couldn't go. 

Aunt Jane went upstairs, and I was 
left alone. I didn't feel a bit like 
reading; besides, there wasn't a book 
or a magazine anywhere asking you 
to read. They jvst shrieked, "Touch 
me not!" behind the glass doors in the 
library. I hate sewing. I mean Marie 
hates it. Aunt Jane says Mary's got 
to learn. 

After a while I opened the parlor 
door and peeked In. They used to 
keep it open when Mother was here; 
but Aunt Jane doesn't use it. I knew 
where the electric push button was, 
though, and I turned on the light. 

I was just tingling to play some
thing, and I remembered that Father 
was in the observatory, and Aunt Jane 
upstairs in the other part of the house 
where she couldn't possibly hear. So 
I began to play. I played the very 
slowest piece I had, and 1 played 
softly at first; but I know I forgot, 
and I know I hadn't played -two niawn 
before I was having the best time 
ever, and making all the noise I want
ed to. 

Then all of a sudden I had a funny 
feeling as If somebody somewhere was 
watching me; but I just couldn't turn 
around. I stopped playing, though, at 
the end of that piece, and then I 
looked; but there wasn't anybody in 
Bight. But the wax cross was there, 
and the coffin plate, and that awful 
hair wreath; and suddenly I felt as if 
the room was just full of folks with 
great staring eyes. I fairly shook with 
shivers, but I managed to shut the 
?iano and get over to the door where 

y 
the light was. Then, a minute later, 
out In the big silent hall, I crept on 
tiptoe toward the stairs. I knew then, 
all of a sudden, why I'd felt somebody 
was listening. There was. Across the 
hall in the library in the big chair be
fore the fire sat—Father! And for 
'most a whole half-hour I had been 
banging away at that piano on 
marches and dance music! My! But 
I held my breath and stopped short, I 
can tell you. But he didn't move nor 
turn, and a minute later I was safely 
by the door and halfway up the 
stairs. 

I stayed in my room the rest of that 
evening; and for the second time since 
I've been here I cried myself to sleep. 

ANOTHER WEEK LATER 

Well, I've got them—those brown 
and blue serge dresses and the calf
skin boots. My, but I hope they're 
stiff and homely enough—all of them! 
And hot, too. Aunt Jane did say to
day that she didn't know but what 
she'd made a mistake not to get ging
ham dresses. But, then, slie'd have to 
get the gingham later, anyway, she 
said; then I'd have both. 

Well, they can't be worse than the 
serge. That's sure. I hatel the serge. 
They're awfully homely. Still, I don't 
know but it's just as well. Certainly 
it's lots easier to be Mary in a brown 
serge and clumpy boots than it Is in 
the soft, fluffy things Marie used to 
wear. You couldn't be Marie in these 
things. Honestly, I'm feeling real 
Maryish these days. 

I wonder If that's why the girls 
seem so queer at school. They are 
queer. Three times lately I've come 
up to a crowd of girls and heard them 
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I Was Having the Best Time Ever, 
and Making All the Noise I Wanted 
To. 

stop talking right off short. They col
ored up, too; and pretty quick they be
gan to slip away, one by one, till there 
wasn't anybody left but Just me. Just 
as they used to do in Boston. But of 
course it can't be for the same reason 
here, for they've known all along 
about the divorce and haven't minded 
it at all. 

Aunt Jane doesn't care for music. 
Besides, it's noisy, she says, and would 
be likely to disturb Father. So I'm not 
to keep on with my music lessons here. 
She's going to teach me to sew in
stead. She says sewing is much more 
sensible and useful. 

Sensible and. useful! I wonder how 
many times I've heard those words 
since I've been here. And durable, 
too. And nourishing. That's another 
word. Honestly, Marie Is getting aw
fully tired of Mary's sensible sewing 
and dusting, and her durable clumpy 
shoes and stuffy dresses, and her nour
ishing oatmeal and whole-wheat 
bread. But there, what can you do? 
I'm trying to remember that it's differ
ent, anyway, and that I said I liked 
something different. 

I don't see much of Father. Still, 
there's something kind of queer about 
it, after all. He only speaks to me 
about twice a day—Just "Good-morn
ing, Mary," and "Good-night." And 
so far as most of his actions are con
cerned you wouldn't think by theai 
that he knew I was in the house. Yet, 
over and over again at the table, and 
at times when I didn't even know he 
was 'round, I've found him watching 
me, and with such a queer, funny look 
in his eyes. Then, very quickly al
ways, lie looks right away. 

But last night he didn't. And that's 
especially what I wanted to write 
about today. And this is the way it 
happened; 

It was after supper, and I had gone 
into the library. Father had gone out 
to the observatory as usual, and Aunt 
Jane had gone upstairs to her room as 
usual, aud as usual I was wandering 
'round looking for something to do. I 
wanted to play on the piano, but I 
didn't dare to—not with all thosa 
dead-hair and wax-flower folks in the 
parlor watching me, and the chance of 
Father's coming in as he did before. 

I was standing in the window star
ing out at nothing—it wasn't quite 
dark yet—when again I liad that queer 
feeling that somebody was looking at 
me. I turned—and there was Father. 
He had come in and was sitting in the 
big ehair by the table. But this time 
he didn't look right away as usual aud 
give me a chance to slip quietly out 
of the room, as I always had before. 
Instead he said: 

"What are you doing there, Mary?" 
"Just 1-Iooking out the window." 
"Come here. I want to talk to you." 
"Yes, Father." 
I went, of course, at once, and sat 

down in the chair near him. He 
hitched again in his seat. 

Why don't you do something—read, 
sew, knit?" he demanded. "Why do I 
always find you moping around, doing 
nothing?" 

Just like that he said it; and when 
he had just told me— 

Why, Father!" I cried; and I know-
that I showed how surprised I was. 
'I thought you just said I couldn't do 

nothing—that nobody could!" 
"Eh? What! Tut, tut!" He seemed 

very angry at first; then suddenly he 
looked sharply into my face. Next, if 
you'll believe it, he laughed—the 
queer little chuckle under his breath 
that I've heard him give two or three 
times when there was something he 
thought was funny. "Humph!" he 
grunted. Then he gave me another 
sharp look out of his eyes, and said: 
"I don't think you meant that to be 
quite so impertinent as it sounded, 
Mary, so we'll let it pass—this time. 
I'll put my question this way: Don't 
you ever knit or read or sew?" 

"I do sew every day In Aunt Jane's 
room, ten minutes hemming, ten min
utes seaming, and ten minutes basting 
patchwork squares together. I don't 
know how to knit." 

"How about reading? Don't you 
care for reading?" 

"Why, of course I do. I love Jt!" I 
cried. "And I do read lots—at 
home." 

"At—home?" 
I knew, then, of course, that I'd 

made another awful break. There 
wasn't any smile around Father's eyes 
now, and his lips came together hard 
and thin over that last word. 

"At—at my home," I stammered. "I 
mean, my other home." 

"Humph!" grunted Father. Then, 
after a minute: "But why, pray, can't 
you read here? I'm sure there are—, 
books enough." He flourished his 
hands toward the bookcases all 
around the room. 

"Oh, I do—a little; but, you see, 
I'm so afraid I'll leave some of them 
out when I'm through," I explained. 

"Weil, what of it? What if you do?" 
he demanded. 

"Why, Father!" I tried to show by 
the way I said it that he knew—of 
course he knew. But lie made me tell 
him right out that Aunt Jane wouldn't 
like it, and that the books always had 
to be kept exactly where they be
longed. 

"Well, why not? Why shouldn't 
they? Aren't books down there—in 
Boston—kept where they belong, 
pray?" 

It was the first time since I'd come 
that he'd ever mentioned Boston; and' 
I almost jumped out of my chair when 
I heard him. But I soon saw it wasn't 
going to be the last, for right then 
and there he began to question me, 
even worse than Aunt Jane had. 

He'd been up on his feet, tramping 
up and down the room all the time 
I'd been talking; and now, all of a 
sudden, he wheels around and stops 
short. 1 

"How is—your mother, Mary?" he 
asks. And it waa just as if he'd 
opened the door to another room, he 
had such a whole lot of questions to 
ask after that. And when he'd fin
ished he knew everything: what time 
we got up and went to bed, and what 
we did all day, and the parties and 
dinners and auto rides, and the folks 
that came such a lot to see Mother. 

Then all of a sudden he stopped— 
asking questions, I mean. He stopped 
just as suddenly as he'd begun. Why, 
I was right in the middle of telling 
about a concert for charity we got up 
just before I came away, and how 
Mother had practiced for days and 
days with the young man who played 
the violin, when all of a sudden Fa
ther jerked bis watch from his pocket 
and said: 

"There, there, Mary, it's getting 
late. You've talked enough—too 
much. Now go to bed. Good night." 

Talked too much, indeed! And 
who'd been making me do all the 
talking, I should like to know? But, 
of course, I couldn't say anything. 
That's the unfair part of it. Old folks 
can say anything, anything they want 
to to you, but you can't say a thing 
back to them—not a thing. 

"And there—ehe told me. And 
it waa the divorce." 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Always the Same Dreams. 
What ts called science hils always 

pursued the elixir of life and the phi
losopher's stone, and is just as busy 
after them today as ever it was in the 
day of Paracelsus. We call them by 
different names, immunization or radi
ology, or what not; but the dream* 
which lure us into the adventurer 
from which we learn are always ai 
bottom the same.—Bernard Shaw. 

HOW TWO WOMEN 
ESCAPED OPERATIONS 

Doctor Advised Use of LydiaE. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound 

Happy Results in Both Cases 
_ St. Joseph, Missouri. —"Both of my 

sides swelled and hurt me so that I 
could not move or do any of my work. 
There was heavy pressure ana pains 
through my lower organs ana the 
doctor told me to try Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound for these 
troubles. He said 1 had this one 
chance, and if the Vegetable Com
pound aid not help me nothing but an 
operation would. After taking several 
bottles I felt it was helping me and 
now I am able to do my own work. If 
my testimonial will help others I shall 
be glad for them to read it and hope 
your Vegetable Compound will ao 
them aB much good as it did me." — 
Mrs. WM. LOCKMAN, 613 N. 4th St, 
St. Joseph, Mo. 

White Plains, N. Y.—"I had such a 

Sain that I could hardly walk and the 
octor said that I needed an opera

tion. I was sick for a year before I 
started taking your medicine and I 
could not woik. I saw your advertise' 

Phikham's Blood Medicine, also 
Lydia E. Pinkham's Liver Pills and 
used Lydia E. Pinkham's Sanative 
Wash and the capsules and prescrip
tion recommended. I am doing all my 
work and have gained twenty pounds. 
I am taking the medicines still,but I 
feel fine. You have my permission to 
use this letter for the good of others." 
—Mrs. MARY MARK, 37 HamiltonAve., 
White Plains, N. Y. 

Some female troubles may through 
neglect reach a stage when an opera
tion is necessary. But most of the 
commoner ailments are not the sur
gical ones; they are not caused by 
serious displacements, tumors, or 
growths, although the symptoms 
may appear the same. 

When distorting ailments first ap
pear, take Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg
etable Compound to relieve the pres
ent distress and prevent more seri
ous troubles. Many letters have been 
received from women who have been 
restored to health by Lydia E. Pink-ment in a little book and that is how 

I came to take Lydia E. Pinkham's 
medicines. I have been taking the 
Vegetable Compound and Lydia E. 

Lydia E. Pinkham's Private Text-Book upon "Ailments 
Peculiar to Women" will be sent you free upon request. Write 
to the Lydia E. Pinkbam Medicine Co., Lynn, Massachusetts* 
This book contains valuable information. 

ham's Vegetable Compound after op
erations have been advised by attend
ing physicians. 

"Luciferous," Illuminated. 
Lloyd George is said to have used 

the word "luciferous." An unusual 
adjective, but not, we think, an inven
tion of his. An Englishman asked an 
acquaintance what he would under
stand by "a luciferous story." The 
other replied: "Like one of yours; a 
devilish bad one."—Boston Transcript. 

Lost Them Since. 
Bobbie—How did ye hurt yer hand? 

Been flghtin'? 
Eddie—Yep. Those were awful 

Bharp teetli Sammy Jones used to 
have.—Life. 

An apology closes the Incident, but 
it does not heal wounds. 
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spirin 
WARNING! Say "Bayer" when you buy Aspirin'. 

Unless you see the name "Bayer" on tablets, you are 
not getting genuine Aspirin prescribed by physicians 
over 22 years and proved safe by millions for 

Headache Colds Rheumatism 
Toothache Neuralgia Neuritis 
Earache Lumbago Pain, Pain 

Accept only "Bayer" package which contains proper directions* 
Handy "Bayer" boxes of 12 tablets—Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 
Aiplrln 1> tb* trade mark of Bajer Manufacture of Mofcoacctlcacldester of SiUcyllcadA 

Spoiled Her Evening. 
"Maud says she didn't have a good 

time at the reception at all." 
"What was the trouble?" 
"She'd. heard a choice bit of gossip 

about a girl who was there, and the 
girl kept within hearing distance all 
the time, so that Maud didn't have a 
chance to tell it."—Boston Transcript. 

His Business. 
Brown—"That innn gets on people's 

nerves." Goose—"Oh! Why?" "Oh, 
he's a dentist!"—London Answers. 

Both Sides. 
"She said she jilted him." 
"And he ;.ays he was lucky to get 

off easy." 
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Your 
New 
Home 
should be made' 
artistic, sanitary 
and livable. 

These walls should be Alabastined in the latest, 
up-to-the-minute nature color tints. Each room should 
reflect your own individuality and the treatment 
throughout be a complete perfect harmony in colors. 

The walls of the old home, whether mansion or cottage, can be 
made just ai attractive, just as sanitary, through the intelligent use of 

Instead of kalaomine or wallpaper 
It is absolutely necessary if you expect Alabastine results that 

you ask for and secure AlabatUnt. 
Avoid kalsomines under various names and insist on the package 

with the cross and circle printed in red. That is the only way to be 
sure you are getting the genuine Alabastine. 

Alabastine is easy to mix and apply, lasting in its results, and 
absolutely sanitary. 

Alabattine it a dry powder, put up in five-pound package*, white and beau
tiful tints, ready to mix and uie by the addition of cold water, and with full direc

tions on each package. E-vtry taekagt 9/ftnuint Alabaitin* has cross and tircle printed w red. 

Better write us for hand-made color de
signs and special suggestions. Give us your decor-
stive problems and let us help you work them out. 

Alabastine Company 
-16S5 Crsndville Ave. Grand Rapids, Mleh 
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