
THE CONNECTICUT LABOR PRESS

QUICK! YOUR HAIR
NEEDS "DANDEH1NE"

i Ttis Ms2nlftnt Anilirsiis TBk?00th si
olCopyright by Doubleday. Page & Company.

man." And he departed, leaving the
"living room" to Lucy and George."WILL YOU BE ENGAGED TO ME?"

Synopsis. Major Amberson had made a fortune in 1S73 when other people
were losing fortunes, and the magnificence of the Ambersons began then.
Major Amberson laid out a 2't.i-ao- re "development." with roads and statuary,
and in the center of a four-acr- e tract, on Amberson avenue, built for himself
the most magnificent mansion Midland City had ever seen. When the major's
daughter married young Wilbur Minafer the neighbors predicted that as
Isabel could never really love Wilbur all her love would be bestowed upon the
children. There is only one child, however, George Amberson Minafer, and
his upbringing and his youthful accomplishments as a mschief maker are
quite In keeping with the most pessimistic predictions. By the time George
goes away to college he does not attempt to conceal his belief that the
Ambersons are about the most important family In the world. At a ball given
In his honor when he returns from college, George monopolizes Lucy Morgan,
a stranger ana the prettiest girl present, and gets on famously with her until
he learns that a "queer looking duck" at whom he had been poking much fun.
Is the young lady's father. He is Eugene Morgan, a former resident of Big-bur- g,

and he is returning to erect a factory and to build horseless carriages
of his own Invention. Eugene had been an old admirer of Isabel's and they
had been engaged when Isabel threw him over because of a youthful Indiscre-
tion and married Wilbur Minafer. George makes rapid progress in his court-
ship of Lucy. . A cotillion helps their acquaintance along famously. Their
"friendship" continues during his absences at college.

CHAPTER X.

That night George began a jubilant
warfare upon his Aunt Fanny, open-
ing the campaign upon his return
home at about eleven o'clock. Fanny
had retired, and was presumably
asleep, but George, on the way to his
own room, paused before her door,
and serenaded her In a full baritone:
"As I walk along the Boy de Balong

With my Independent air.
The people all declare,
'He must be a millionaire!'

Oh, you hear them sigh, and wish to die.
And see them wink the other eye

At the man that broke the bank at Monte
Carlo!"

After breakfasting in bed, George
spent the next morning at his grand-
father's and did not encounter his
Aunt Fanny until lunch, when she
seemed to be ready for him.

"Thank you so much for the sere-
nade, George !" she said. "Your poor
father tells me he'd just got to sleep
for the first time in two nights, but
after your kind attentions he lay

of box where four people can sit, with
a step and a little door in the rear,
and "

"I know all about it," said George.
"I've seen any number like that, east.
You can see all you want of 'em if
you stand on Fifth avenue half an
hour any afternoon. I've seen half
a dozen go by almost at the same
time within a few minutes, anyhow ;

and of course electric hansoms are a
common sight there any day. I hired
one myself the last time I was there.
How fast do Mr. Morgan's machines
go?"

"Much too fast! It's very exhila-

rating but rather frightening; and
they do make a fearful uproar. He
says, though, he thinks he sees a way
to get around the noisiness in time."

"I don't mind the noise," said
George. "Give me a horse for mine,
though, any day. I must get up a race
with one of these things ; Pendennis'U
leave it one mile behind in a two-mil-e

run. How's grandfather?"
"He looks well, but he complains

sometimes of his heart."
George had taken off his coat. "I

don't like to hint to a lady," he said,
"but I do want to dress before din-

ner."
"Don't be long; I've got to do a

lot of looking at you, dear '." She
kissed him and ran away, singing.

But his Aunt Fanny was not so
fond ; and at the dinner table there
came a spark of liveliness into her
eyes when George patronizingly asked
her what was the news in her own
"particular line of sport."

"Well, what's the gossip? You

usually hear pretty much everything
that goes on around the nooks and
crannies in this town, I hear. What's
the last from the gossips' corner,
auntie?"

Fanny dropped her eyes, but a
movement of her lower lip betokened

in his mind, Uncle George was
bacle-lor- , iind probably would never
marry; Sydney anil Amelia were child-
less. The .Major's only grandchild ap-pear-

to remain the eventual heir of
the entire property, no matter if the
Major did turn over to Sydney a third
of it now. "Well, I suppose it's grand-
father's own all'ar. He can do it or
not, just a he likes. I don't see why
he'd mind much."

"He seemed rather confused and
pained about it," Isabel said. "I think
they oughtn't to urge it. George says
that the estate won't stand taking out
the third that Sydney wants, and that
Sydney and Amelia are behaving like a
couple of pigs. I'm on George's side,
whether he's right or wrong; I always
was from the time we were children ;

and Sydney and Amelia are hurt with
me about it, I'm afraid. They've
stopped speaking to George entirely.
Poor father! Family rows at his time
of life."

An hour after lunch, George strolled
over to his grandfather's, intending to
apply for further information, as a
party rightfully interested.

He did not carry out this intention,
however. Going into the big house by
a side entrance, he was informed that
the Major was upstairs in his bedroom,
that his sons Sydney and George were
both with liim, and that a serious
argument was in progress.

George went to the foot of the great
stairway. He could hear angry voices
overhead those of. his two uncles
and a plaintive murmur, as if the
Major tried to keep the peace.

Such sounds were far from encour-
aging to callers, and George decided
not to go upstairs until this interview

"Lucy, 1 Want I Want to Ask You,"

was over. He turned from the stair
way, and going quietly into the library,
picked up a magazine but he did not
open it, for his attention was instant-
ly arrested by his Aunt Amelia's voice,
speaking in the next room. The door
was open and George heard her dis
tinctly.

"Isabel does? Isabel!" she exclaimed,
her tone high and shrewish. "You
needn't tell me anything about Isabel
Minafer, I guess, my dear old Frank
Bronson ! I know her a little better
than you do, don't you think?"

George heard the voice of Mr. Bron
son replying a voice familiar to him
as that of his grandfather's attorney
in-chi- ef and chief Intimate as well. He
was a contemporary of the Major's, be
ing over seventy, and they had been
through three years of the war In the
same regiment.

"I doubt your knowing Isabel," he
said stiffly. "You speak of her as you
do because she sides with her brother
George, instead of with you and Syd-
ney."

"You little fool! You awful
little fool!"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Leadership Qualities.
The challenge of leadership must be

the inner spontaneous response to an
outer opportunity or it will never last
over night.

Success artists are flooding the
world with ready-mad- e recipes for how
to win. They forget that you can't
put vision where there is no inclina-
tion to vision. And where there is
no vision failure is bound to result.
That's why it is that so many people
never get beyond the point of work-in- ?,

for the other man. They are just
slaves of today. They fear responsi-
bility. Loads that bring joy to the
heart of the real man crush them.
But where men see the possibilities
there is no limit to what they may
accomplish. At bottom a man must
have in him something of the soul that
appeals and feel the self-master- y that
urges him to attempt what others have
failed in. It may seem a common
thing, but it's one of the assets of suc-
cess.

Cicada Does Not Travel.
The real locust is a sort of nomadic

militant. Its hordes, like those of
Atilla the Hun, sweep hither and yon,
a'ways on the move, destroying as
they go. The cicada is a home body.
The tree from which any individual
c!cada dropped as a newly hatched
larva 17 years ago is the exact tree
tinder which he will emerge on his next
appearance, up which he will crawl to
cast his pupal skin, and in wliich he
will meet his mate and sing his love
song, In which he will pass his days of
decrepitude, and from which, in a few
weeks his dead body will fall, almost
upon the spot where he as n larva
fell 17 years before and burrowed into
the ground.

Names for Towns.
There are .",1 Franklins given in the

latest United States postal guide.
Chester and Clinton are close seconds,
there being 30 towns and cities by
each of these names In the United
States, Washington and Newport
come next in popularity, each, bavlDff

Check ugly dandruff! . Stop hair
coming out and double

its beauty

A little "Danderine" cools, cleanses
and makes the feverish, Itchy scalp
soft and pliable; then this stimulating
tonic penetrates to the famished hair
roots, revitalizing and invigorating
every hair In the head, thus stopping
the hair falling out, or getting thin,
dry or fading.

After a few applications of "Dander-lne-

you seldom find a fallen hair or a
particle of dandruff, besides every hair
shows new life, vigor, brightness, more
color and thickness.

A few cents buys a bottle of de-

lightful "Danderine" at any drug or
toilet counter. Adv.

No Case for a Dime.
"What did you give that beggar?"" A dollar."
"A dollar! I should think a dime

would have been enough."
"A dime! The poor man said he

was hungry and needed something to
eat. The least I could do was to give
him enough to buy a cup of coffee and
a roll."

"CARRY ON"!

If Constipated, Bilious
or Headachy, take

"Cascarets"

Feel gTand ! Be efficient ! Don't stay
sick, bilious, headachy, constipated. Re-
move the liver and bowel poison which
Is keeping your head dizzy, your tongue
coated, your breath bad and your stom-
ach sour. Why not get a small box of
Cascarets aDd enjoy the nicest, gentlest
laxative-catharti- c you ever experi-
enced? Cascarets never gripe, sicken
or inconvenience one like Salts, Oil,
Calomel or harsh pills. Cascarets bring
6unshine to cloudy minds and half-sic- k

bodies. They work while you sleep. Adv.

Indefinite.
"What about that vacuum Invention

Of your friend's?"
"Oh, there's nothing in it."

Wright's Indian Vegetable Ptlla eontat
nothing but vegetable ingredients, which act
gently aa a tonic and purgative. Adv.

His Preference.
"My husband reads me like an open

book." "I wonder if he wouldn't
rather shot you up."

A poor excuse Is worse than none.

FEEL OLD?
Don't let that bad back make you

old! Get back your health and keep
it. You can detect kidney weakness
in its early stages, from the morning
lameness, dull backache, dizzy spells,
nervousness and kidney iiTegiuarities.
Taken early, a short treatment with
Doan's Kidney Pills will usually
cbrrect it. Neglect may lead to more
serious trouble, gravel, dropsy or
Bright's disease. Doan's have helped
thousands.

A New York Case
Howard P.

Wright, Main St.' om! mm Delphi, N. Y. says:
"Sever a 1 years
ag-- I had consid-
erable troublewith my kidneys,
which at times,were very pain-
ful. I heard so
much aboutDoan's KidneyPills and the good
they had don
others. I thought
I would givethem a trial.Ttrta Tt'm Tf i rl n f V

Pills irave me erood results and I
gladly recommend them to anyone
in need of a kidney remedy."

Cat Doan's at An Store. 60c a Box

DOAN'S V?""
FOSTER-MILBUR- N CO- - BUFFALO, N. Y.

PARKER'SHair balsam
A toilet preparation of merit

Mr M Helps to eradicate dandruff.
Far Restoring Color and

Beautyto Gray and Faded Hair.

KINDERCORNS Removes Corns. Cal-
louses, etc., stop all pain, ensures comfort to the
feet, makes wa' kir-s- r v. inc. bv mail or at Drug-
gists. Hiacox Chemical Works, Patctiog-ue-

, t. T.

Clear Your Skin;

WithCuticura
All druggists: Soap 25,
Ointment 25 & 50, Tal-
cum 25. Sample each
free of "Cutiera,
Dept. E, Bostoa."

uncle sm
a SCRAP chew
in PLUG form

MOIST & FRESH

Lumber Wanted
Ash, oak, maple, birch, basswood,
hemlock, chestnut and pine. Also

logs or standing timber, especially
ash. The H. Sheldon Mfg. Co.. Elkland.Fa.

SWEET POTATOES. DELICTOCS! WHOLE-
SOME! Finest quality. Frt. approx. 6oo
to N. T. points. $5 per 3 bu. bbl.. f.o.b here.
V. R. Strickland. Delmar. Delaware.

"What's wrong, George?" she asked J

softly.
"What do you mean : 'What's

wrong?' What makes you think any-thing- 's

'wrong' with me?"
"You do look pale, as papa said,

and It seemed to me that the way you
talked sounded well, a little con-
fused."

"See here !" George stepped close
to her. "Are you glad to see me?"

"You needn't be so fierce about it !"

Lucy protested, laughing at his dra-
matic Intensity. "Of course I am !

Do tell me what's the matter with
you, George !"

"I will !" he exclaimed. "I was a
boy when I saw you last. I see that
now, though I didn't then. Well, I'm
not a boy any longer. I'm a man, and
a man has a right to demand a totally
different treatment."

"I don't seem to be able to under-
stand you at all, George. Why
shouldn't a boy be treated just as
well as a man?"

George seemed to find himself at a
loss. "Why shouldn't Well, he
shouldn't, because a tuo has a right
to certain explanations."

"What in the world do you want me
to explain?"

"Your conduct with Fred Kinney !"
George shouted.

Lucy uttered a sudden cry of
laughter; she was delighted. "It's
been awful !" she said. "I don't know
that I ever head of worse misbe-
havior ! Papa and I have been twice
to dinner with his family, and I've
been three times to church with Fred

and once to the circus ! I don't
know when they'll be here to arrest
me !"

"Stop that !" George commanded
fiercely. "I want to know just one
thing, and I mean to know it, too !"

"Whether I enjoyed the circus?"
"I want to know if you're engaged

to him !"
"No!" she cried, and lifting her

face close to his for the shortest in-

stant possible, she gave him a look
half merry, half defiant, but all fond.
It was an adorable look.

"Lucy!" he said huskily.
But she turned quickly from him,

and ran to the other end of the room.
He followed awkwardly, stammering:

"Lucy, I want I want to ask you.
Will you will you will you be en-

gaged to me?"
She stood at a window, seeming to

look out into the summer darkness,
her back to him.

"No," she murmured, just audibly.
"Why not?"
"You're too young."
"Is that " he said, gulping "is

that the only reason you won't?"
She did not answer.
As she stood persistently staring

out of the window with her back to
him she did not see how humble his
attitude had become; but his voice
was low, and it shook so that she
could have no doubt of his emotion.
"Lucy, please forgive me for making
such a row," he said, thus gently.
"I've been I've been terribly upset
terribly ! You know how I feel about
you, and always have felt about you.
Don't you?"

Still she did not move or speak.
"Is the only reason you won't be

engaged to me you think I'm too
young, Lucy?"

"It's it's reason enough," she said
faintly.

At that he caught one of her hands,
and she turned to him : there were
tears in her eyes, tears which he did
not understand at all.

"Lucy, you little dear!" he cried.
"I knew you "

"No, no !" she said, and she pushed
him away, withdrawing her hand.
"George, let's not talk of solemn
things."

"'Solemn things!' Like what?"
"Like being engaged."
But George had become altogether

jubilant, and he laughed triumphant-
ly. "Good gracious, that isn't sol-
emn !"

"It Is too !" she said, wiping her
eyes. "It's too solemn for us."

"No, it isn't ! I "

"Let's sit down and be sensible,
dear," she said. "You sit over there "

"I will if you'll call me 'dear'
again."

"No," she said. "I'll only call you
that once again this summer the
night before you go away."

"That will have to do, then," he
laughed, "so long as I know we're en-

gaged."
"But we're not !" she protested.

"And we never will be if you don't
promise not to speak of it again
until I tell you to !"

"I won't promise that," said the
happy George. "I'll only promise not
to speak of it till the next time you
call me 'dear ;' and you've promised
to call me that the night before I
leave for my senior year."

"Oh, but I didn't !" she said ear-

nestly, then hesitated. "Did I?"
"Didn't you?"
"I don't think I meant it," she mur-

mured, her wet lashes flickering above
troubled eyes.

"I know one thing about you," he
said gayly, his triumph increasing,
"you never went back on anything
you said yet, and I'm not afraid of
this being the first time!"

"But we mustn't let " she fal- -

terei then went on tremulous! v.
"George, we've got on so well together
we won't let this make a difference
between us, w ill w eV" And joined
in his laughter.

"It will all depend on what you tell
me the night before I go away. You
agree we're going to settle things
;hen, don't you Lucy?"

"I don't promise."
"Yes, you do! Don't you?"
"Well" "3b3&L

CHAPTER VIII Continued.
6

In the matter of coolness George
met Lucy upon her own predeter-
mined ground; in fact, he was there
first, and at their next encounter
proved loftier and more formal than
she did. Their estrangement lasted
three weeks, and then disappeared
without any preliminary treaty: it
liad worn itself out and they forgot it.

The Major had taken a great fancy
to her, insisting upon her presence
and her father's at the Amberson fam-

ily dinner at the Mansion every Sun-

day evening. She knew how to flirt
with old people, he said, as she sat
next him at the table on one of these
Sunday occasions; and he had always
liked her father, even when Eugene
was a "terror" long ago. "Oh. yes,
he was !" the Major laughed when she
remonstrated. "He came up here
with my son George and some others
for a serenade one night, and Eugene
stepped into a bass fiddle, and the
poor musicians just gave up ! That
nerenade was just before Isabel was
married and don't you fret. Miss
Iucy : your father remembers it well
enough !" The old gentleman burst
into laughter, and shook his finger at
Eugene across the table. "The fact
Is." the Major went on hilariously, "I
Ibelieve if Eugene hadn't broken that
liass fiddle and given himself away
Isabel would never have taken Wil-lu- r

! I shouldn't be surprised if that
was about all the reason that Wilbur
jrot her! What do you think, Wil-
bur?"

"I shouldn't be surprised," said Wil-lui- r

placidy. "If your notion is right
I'm glad 'Gene broke the fiddle. He
was giving me a hard run !"

The Major always drank three
glasses of champagne at his Sunday
dinner, and he was finishing the third.
"What do you say about it, Isabel ?

By Jove!" he cried, pounding the
table, "she's blushing !"

Eugene was as pink as Isabel, but
he laughed without any sign of embar-
rassment other than his heightened
color. "There's another important
thing that is, for me," he said. "It's
the only thing that makes me forgive
that bass viol for getting in ray way."

"What is it?" the Major asked.
"Lucy," said Morgan gently.
Isabel gave him a quick glance, all

warm approval, and there was a mur-
mur of friendliness round the table:

Summer glided by evenly and quick-
ly enough, for the most part, and at
the end seemed to fly. On the last
night before George went back to be
a Junior his mother asked him conf-
idently if it had not been a happy
summer.

He hadn't thought about it, he an-

swered. "Oh, I suppose so. Why?"
"I just thought it would be nice to

hear you say so," she said, smiling.
"It's seemed to me that it must have
been a happy summer for you a real
summer of roses and wine without
the wine, perhaps. 'Gather ye roses
while ye may or was it primroses?
Time does really fly, or perhaps it's
like the sky and smoke "

George was puzzled. "It strikes me
you're getting mixed. I don't see
much resemblance between time and
the sky, or between things and smoke
wreaths; but I do see tine reason you
like Lucy Morgan so much. She
talks that s.vine kind of wistful,
moony way sometimes I don't mean
to say I mind it in either of you, be-
cause I rather like to listen to it,
and you've got a very good' voice,
mother. It's nice to listen to. no mat-
ter how much smoke and sky, and
so on, you talk. So's Lucy's, for that
matter; and I see why you're con-

genial. She talks that way to her
father, too; and he's right there with
the same kind of guff. Well, it's all
right with me ! I've got plenty to
think about when people drool along!"

She pressed his hand to her cheek,
and a tear made a tiny warm streak
across one of his knuckles.

"For heaven's sake!" he said.
''What's the matter? Isn't everything
all right?"

"You're going away ! I never can
bear to see you go that's the most
of it. I'm a little bothered about your
father, too."

"Why?"
"It seems to me he looks so bad.

Everybody thinks so."
"What nonsense !"' George laughed.

''He's been looking that way all sum
mer, lie isn t much uirterent trom
ke way he's looked all his life, that

H can see. What's the matter with
lilm?"

"He never talks much about his
business to mo, but I think he's been
worrying about some investments he
made last year. I think his worry
has affected his health."

"What investments?" George de-

manded. "He hasn't gone into Mr.
Morgan's automobile concern, has
be?"

"No," Isabel smiled. "The 'auto-
mobile concern 13 all Eugene's, and
it's so small I understand it's taken

hardly anything. No; your father has
always prided himself on making only
the most absolutely safe investments,
but two or three years ago he and
your Uncle George both put a great
deal pretty much everything the5
could get together, I think into the
;itock of rolling mills some friends
of theirs owned, and I'm afraid the
mills haven't been doing well."

"What of that? Father needn't
worry. You and I can take care of
him the rest of his life on what gran-
dfather"

"Of course," she agreed. "But your
father's always lived so for his busi-
ness and taken such pride in his
sound investments ; it's a passion
with him. I "

"I'shaw ! He needn't worry ! You
tell him we'll look after him." He
kissed her. "Good night ; I'm going to
tell Lucy goodby. Don't sit up for
me."

"Yes, I will," she laughed. "You
won't be very late."

"Well it's my last night."
"But I know Lucy, and she knows

I want to see you too, your last night.
You'll see : she'll send you home
promptly at eleven !"

But she was mistaken: Lucy sent
him home promptly at ten.

CHAPTER IX.

Isabel's uneasiness about her hus-
band's health sometimes reflected in
her letters to George during the win-
ter that followed had not been alle-
viated when the accredited Senior re-

turned for his next summer vacation,
and she contided to him in his room,
soon after his arrival, that "some-
thing" the doctor had said to her late-
ly had made her more uneasy than
ever.

"Doctor liainey says we ought to
get him away."

"Well, let's do it, then."
"He won't go."
"He's a man awfully set in his

ways ; that's true," said George. "I
don't think there's anything much the
matter with him, though. Have you
seen Lucy lately? How is she?"

"She looks pretty!" said Isabel.
"I suppose she wrote you they've
moved?"

"Yes ; I've got her address. She
said they were building."

"They did. It's all finished, and
they've been in it a month. It's small,
but oh, such a pretty little house!"

"Well, that's fortunate," George
said. "One thing I've always felt they
didn't know a great deal about is ar-
chitecture."

"Don't they?" asked Isabel, sur-
prised. "Anyhow, their house is
charming. It's way out beyond the
end of Amberson boulevard ; it's quite

jjjf

'For Heaven's Sake!" He Said,
"What's the Matter?"

near that big white house with a gray-gree- n

roof somebody built out there
a year or so ago. I suppose you'll be
driving out to see Lucy tomorrow."

"I thought " George hesitated. "I
thought perhaps I'd go after dinner
this evening."

At this his mother laughed, not as-
tonished. "It was only my feeble
joke about 'tomorrow,' Georgie ! I
was pretty sure you couldn't wait that
long. Did Lucy write you about the
factory?"

"No. What, factorv?"
"The automobile shops. This spring-they'v-

finished eight automobiles and
sold them all. and they've got twelve
more almost finished, and they're sold
already! Eugene is so gay over it ! j

They're very interesting to look at ; j

behind the driver's seat there's a sort i

awake the rest of last night."
"Perfectly true," Mr. Minafer said

grimly.
"Of course, I didn't know, sir,"

George hastened to assure him. "I'm
awfully sorry. But Aunt Fanny was
so gloomy and excited before I went
out, last evening, I thought she needed
cheering up."

He turned to his mother. "What's
the matter with grandfather?"

"Didn't you see him this morning?"
Isabel asked.

"Yes. He was glad to see me. and
all that, but he seemed pretty fidgety.
Has he been having trouble with his
heart again?"

"Not lately. No."
"Well, he's not himself. What's he

upset over?"
Isabel looked serious ; however, it

was her husband who suggested gloom-
ily, "I suppose the Major's bothered
about this Sydney and Amelia busi-
ness, most likely.

"What Sydney and Amelia busi-
ness?" George asked.

"Your mother can tell you, if she
wants to," Minafer said. "It's not my
side of the family, so I keep off."

"It's rather disagreeable for all of
us, Georgie," Isabel began. "You see,
your Uncle Sydney wanted a diplo-
matic position, and he thought Brother
George, being in congress, could ar-

range it. George did get him the offer
of a South American ministry, but
Sydney wanted a European ambassa-
dorship, and he got quite indignant
with poor George for thinking he'd
take anything smaller and he be
lieves George didn't work hard enough
for him. George had done his best, of
course, and now he's out of congress,
and won't run again so there's Syd-
ney's idea of a big diplomatic position
gone for good. Well, Sydney and your
Aunt Amelia are terribly disappoint-
ed, and they say they've been thinking
for years that this town isn't really fit
to live in 'for a gentleman,' Sydney
says and it is getting rather big and
dirty. So they've sold their house and
decided to go abroad to live perma-
nently; there's a villa near Florence
they've often talked of buying. And
they want father to let them have their
share of the estate now, instead of
waiting for him to leave It to them In
his will."

"Well, I suppose that's fair enough,"
George said. "That is, in case he in-

tended to leave them a certain amount
in his will."

"Of course that's understood,
Georgie. Father explained his will to
us long ago ; a third to them, and a
third to Brother George, and a third
to us."

Her son made a simple calculation

FEW OWE FAILURE TO FATE

Man Who Has "Lost Out" Generally
Unjust in Blaming the Fact on

Circumstances.

"He who is bitter is beaten. This is
distilled from a life," said a wise ob-

server of his kind, a writer in Philadel-
phia Ledger remarks.

Often one meets the man who has
become soured by his own life through
his own fault though he blames it all
on the chances and circumstances of
destiny.

He will not admit that the hand of
a bad habit dragged him down or
kept him from rising; that he made a
misstep or took the wrong turn of
the road.

He prefers to charge impersonal fate
with his personal failure.

But he had the same right to strug-
gle and win that we all have. The
man whom he regards with envy had
to prove that the stuff was in him.
against odds.

The old proverb says that fortune
favors the brave but that saying
really means that fortune plays no fa-

vorites and confers her gifts only upon
those who fight, and fight hard.

Success is not hereditary. We must
qualify on our own merit. Any fool
can inherit money and be parted from
it quickly. The respect of the com-

munity, which is life's chief reward,
goes to him who earns it on his own
account. In that continuing effort the
fragrant memory of a noble family tra-
dition and a pious and honest par-
entage is a valuable asset and a great
Inspiration.

Reasoning From Kittens.
Little Edward's twin sisters were

being christened. All went well until
Edward .saw the water in the font.
Then he anxiously turned to his moth-
er and exclaimed: "Ma, which one are
you going to keep?" Blighty (Lon-
don).

Daily Thought.
Love all, trust a few, do wrong to

none, Shakespeare, ..

a tendency to laugh as she replied,
"There hasn't been much gossip lately
except the report that Lucy Morgan
and Fred Kinney are engaged and
that's quite old by this time."

There was a clatter upon George's
plate. "What what do you think
you're talking about?" he gasped.

Miss Fanny looked up innocently.
"About the report of Lucy Morgan's
engagement to Fred Kinney."

George turned dumbly to his mother
and Isabel shook her head reassur-
ingly. "People are always starting
rumors," she said. "I haven't paid
any attencion to this one."

"But you you've heard it?" he
stammered.

"Oh, one hears all sorts of nonsense,
dear. I haven't the slightest idea
that it's true."

"Then you have heard it !"
George turned pale.
"Eat your dinner, Georgie," his

aunt said sweetly. "Food will do you
good. I didn't say I knew this rumor
was true. I only said I'd heard it."

"Fanny, you're a hard-hearte- d crea-

ture," Isabel said gently. "You really
are. Don't pay any attention to her,
George. Fred Kinney's only a clerk
in his uncle's hardware place : he
couldn't marry for ages even if any-
body would accept him !"

George Lreathed tumultuously. "I
don't care anything about 'ages !'
What's that got to do with it?" lie
said, his thoughts appearing to be
somewhat disconnected. " 'Ages,' don't
mean anything ! I only want to know

I want to know I want " He
stopped.

"Yrou must finish your dinner, dear,"
his mother urged. "Don't "

"I have finished. I've eaten all I
want. I don't want any more than I
wanted. I don't want L " He rose,
still incoherent. "I prefer I want
please excuse me !"

He left the room, and a moment
later the screens outside the onen
front door were heard to slam.

"Fanny ! You shouldn't "

"Isabel, don't reproach me. He did
have plenty of dinner, and I only told
the truth : everybody has been say-
ing "

"We don't actually know there
isn't," Miss Fanny insisted, giggling.
"We've never asked Lucy."

"I wouldn't ask her anything so ab-

surd !"

"George would," George's father re-

marked. "That's what he's gone to
do."

Mr. Minafer was not mistaken : that
was what his son had gone to do.
Lucy and her father were just rising
from their dinner table when the
stirred youth arrived at the front
door of the new house. It was a cot-

tage, however, rather than a house ;

and Lucy had taken a free hand with
the architect, achieving results in
white and green outside and white
and blue inside to such effect of youth
and daintiness that her father com-

plained of "too much springtime !"
The whole place, including his own
bedroom, was a young damsel's bou-
doir, he said, so that nowhere could
he smoke a cigar without feeling like
a ruffian. However, he was smoking
when George arrived, and he encour-
aged George to join him in the pas-
time, but the caller, whse air was
both tense and preoccupied, declined
with something like agitation.

"I never that is. I'm sel-
dom I iiici no, thanks," he said.
"I nieMi not at all. I'd rather not."

"Aren't you well, George?" Etiirene
asked, looking at him in perplexity.
"Have you been overworking ;it col-

lege? Vim do look rather p "

"I don't work," said George. "I
mean I don't work. I Iblnk. but I
don't work. I only work at the end
of the term. There isn't much to do."

Eugene's perplexity was little de-

creased, and a tinkle of the doorbell
afforded him obvious relief. "It's my
foreman," he said, looking at his
watch. "I'll take him out in the yard
to talk. This is no place for a fore- -


