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NORTHWESTERN LOUP CITY, NEBRASKA.
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By E.

THE HILLMAN

PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

AN UNUSUAL
LOVE STORY

LOUISE HAS A CURIOUS EXPERIENCE WITH THE BACH-
ELOR BROTHER AND SHE STARTS A LITTLE FLAME
BURNING IN THE SOUL CF ONE

wiress, to spend the night at the
At

recluses,

Srunugewny.

n-hating

Synopsis.—(n a trip througzh the English Cumberland country the
twenkdown of her automobile forees Louise Maurel, a famous London

dinuer Louise discovers that

furm home of John and Stephen
the brothers are wom-

CHAPTER IIL gtep with the plowiman by his side, but
e without any of the iaborer’'s mechani-
Lonise awoke the next morning | cal plod—with a spring in his foot-

filed with a curions sense of buoyant
expectauncy. The sunshine was pouring
inte the room, brightening up its most
smuber corners. It lay across the quilt
of her bed, and seemed to bring out the
perfuine of lavender from the pillow
on which her bead reposed.
Aline, hearing her mistress
hastensd at once to her bedside,

stir,

steps, indeed, pointing with his stick
|along the furrow, so absorbed in the
| instructions he was giving that he was
almost opposite the gate before he was
awuare of her presence. He promptly
abandoned his task and approached her.

“Good morning! You have slept
well?” he called out,

“Better. I think, than ever before in

‘I is half-pust nine, madam, and [my life,” She answered. “Differently,
your breaskfust s here. The old im- | at any rate. And such an awakening!”
Seotle  frem  the kitchen has  just | He looked at her, a little puzzled. The
Srought it up.” glow upon her face and the sunlight

Louise looked approvingly at the [Upon her brown hair kept him silent.
Wrenkfast tray. with the home-made | He was content to look at her and won-
hresd  ard  deep-yellow  butter, the der.
wrown o2gs and clear honey. The | “Tell me” she demanded Impetu-

the coffee was aromatie. She

brvathied u little sigh of content.

supet] of

“How delicious everything looks!”
she exetoimed.

“The Jome-made things are well
spoungh in thelr way, madam,” Aline
egreesd, “but | have never known a

household so strange and disagreeable,

That M. Jennings. who calls himself |
the butler—he is a person unspesak-
able, a savage '™

Lowdise & eyes twinkled

“1 don t think they are fond of wom-
| o trs housebold., Aline.” she re-
T O “Tell have you seen
Chart~=7

"Chari== has gone to the nearest
Hacksm *h's forge to get something
e | the our pdnm.” Aline re-
il sked me to =ay that he
was afroid be would not be ready to
e2art bl e midday,’

Tha bves pot matter,” Louise de-

ut of the cuse-
tely below was
which stretched
a precipitous angle, toward

vinred, g
ment Wit e
a grass-FTown or

upward 2t

# bt of “reshiy plowed field ; beyond, a

Lintte n of rocky hills, sheer over-
bend. TLe trees were pink and white
with blod=ot; the petals lay about
mpes the ground ke drifted snow-
rkes. ilere and there yvellow jon-
g ils W growing among the long

Efss, A aft of perfuine stole into
th= roow through the window which
sl had chened

‘Fill my bath quickly, Aline,” Louise

*Twust go out. 1 want to see

wered.

VRether is really as beautiful as it
b slgs.”

Aline < e<seqdd her mistress In si-
leace. Then. suddenly, a littie excla-
" oathe ot 1 her. She swung round
towar® her mistress, and for once there
ras anbie o in her face.

‘Baut TP, FY T she exclnimed, *“1}
have roetiern Dered The name Strange- I
wey Yestedday morning you read it
out while U ook Your Coflee, YHLI.'
spoke of the goml fortune of some
farmer in tle nporth England to
whaotn sotae rslatiy ulla had
left a8 Zreat 1= and

The name was
as that.

thousands «f
Strangy
metuber 11 now

She paointed cn
!Al'.l.‘-o
parted lips

“You quit* right, Aline. I re-
metaber it all perfectly now. 1 wonder
whether 11 could possibly be either of
these tWo tnen?”

Allne shook ber head doubtfully.

‘It would be unhelievable, madam,”
i “Cousd] any sane human

¢ same

# more to the family
momnent with

1res sisl for a

alre

decided,

erentures live here, with no company |

bt the sheep and the cows, if they
had money—money to live in the
vitles, o buy plearures, to be happy?
Un elievable, madran '

wise remuined standing before the
wisdow. She wa® watching the blos-
sotu-laden boughs of one of the apple
trees beoding an® swaying in the fresh
worping breeze——~antching the restless
shadows which rame and went upon
the grass benes (b,

“That s jus? your point of view,
Aline.” she murmured ; “but happiness
—weil would not understand.
They are sirange men, these two,”

Louise found her way without Jdifi-
rulty across @ cobbled yard, through a
postern zate set in a red-brick wall,
inte the orcharml, At the farther end
she came to a gate, agalnst which she
ment, leaning her arms
wi bar. Before her was

you

restedd for

upon the to]

the litle bolt of plowed earth, the
fresh. pungent odor of which was a
pew thing 1q ] o lintle way to the
vight. the rolling mooriand, starred

sith clutups of gor in front,
the ficld on the viher side of the gray
stone wall, the strewn hills, The
1 ft seemed] to her,

with little masses

L #eross

sky—unusunily
und dotied Gl ove
of Beecy, Wiuh

wow lower atid

—seemed] some-
or was she, per-

maps, higher up?
]

she Huger wl th

beord] I,“- the rapid 1

vre. alsolately bewil-

nd senses of what surely must be
e Dewly kindled faculty of appre-
dagion. Thre wans a besuty in the

world which she had not felt hefore.
She turne her head alinost lazily at
the sound of 4 man's volee, A tea%s of
parses, strairiog 2t a ]alnw__ were com-
ing round the bend of the field, and by
their side, talkinz to the laborer who
' thew, was John Strangewey.
#hec him as he came into

** ‘;‘m steep rise. He walked in

- e s i

I re-|

s " ]
th in her brain |

o ————— e i

ously, “is this a little corner of fairy-
| land that you have found? Does the
| sun always shine iike this? Does the
| eurth alw ays smell as sweetly, and are
[your trees always in blossom? Does
| your wind always laste as if God had
breathed the elixir of life into it¥”

| He wrned around to follow the
sweep of her eyes.  Something of the
same glow seemed to rest for a mo-

{ lent upon his face.

Fand the lower hills on both sides, were
[ parceled out into fields, inclosed within
[ stone walls, reminding her from the
| height at which they stood, of nothing
|~«- much as the quilt upon her bed.

Her eyes swept this strange tract of
Leountry backward and forward. She
| saw the men like specks in the fields,
| the cows grazing in the pasture like
toy animals. Then she turned and
looked at the neat row of stacks and
the square of farm buildings.

“I am trying hard to realize that
you are a farmer and that this
your life,” she said.

He swung open the wooden gate of
the churchyard, by which they were
standing. There was a row of graves
on either side of the prim path.

“Suppose,” he suggested, “you tell
me about yourself now—about your
own life.”

“My life, and the world in which I
live, seem far away just now,” she
said quietly. *I think that it is doing
me good to have a rest from them.
Talk to me about yourself, please.”

He smiled. He was just a little dis-
appointed.

“We shall very soon reach the end
of all that T have to tell you,” he re-
marked.
you would like to know—"

“Who were these men aml women
who have lived and died here?” she
interrupted, with a little wave of her
hand toward the graves.

“All our own people,” he told her.

She studied the names upon the
tombstones, spelling them out slowly.

“The married people,” he went on,

is

“are buried on the south side: the
single ones and children are nearer

the wall,
moment's hesitation, “are vou married
or single?’

“It i= good.” he said, “to find what |

you love so much appreciated by some-
one else”

They stond together in a silence al-
most curiously protracted. Then the
plowman passed again with his team
of horses and John ealled ont some in-
to him, She followed him
down to earth,

“Tell me. Mr. Strangewey,” she in-
quired. “where are your farm build-

ings?"

striuctions

“Come and 1 will show you,” he an-
1swered, opening the gate to let her

through., “Keep close to the hedge un-
til we come to the end of the plow;
and then—but no, I won't anticipate.
This way!”

They reached the end of the plowed
field and, passing through a gate,
turned abruptly to the left and began
to elimb a narrow path which bordered
the Loundary wall, and which became

every moment. As they as-
cended. the orchard and the long, low
house on the other side seemed to lie
almost at their feet. The road and the
apen mwoorland beyond, stretching to

Steepwr

into sight with every backward glance,
Louise paused at last, breathless.

*I= it the home of the fairies you
are taking me t0?" she asked. *“If you
have discovered that, no wonder you
ind nsgordinary women outside your
lives!™

”- .t-'!l.
“There ¢ no fairies where we are

ussured her.,

They were on a roughly made road
now, which turned abruptly to
right a few yuards ahead, skirting the

<ide of a Jdeep gorge,

going.”

]

| to hear it,” she said.
the |

They took a few |

steps further, and Louise stopped short |

j with a ery of wonder,

Around the abrupt corner an entirely
new perspective was revealed—a little
hamlet built on a shoulder of the
mountain; and on the right, below a
steep descent, n wide and sunny valley,
It wus like a tiny world of its own,
hidden in the bosom of the hills. There
was a long line of furm buildings, built
of gray stone and roofed with red tiles;
| there were fifteen or twenty stacks: a
| guaint, whitewnshed honse of consid-
eruble size, almost covered on the

They Stood Together in a Silence Al-
most Curiously Protracted.

southward side with ereepers; a row
lr-r cottages, and a gray-walled inclo-
| sure—stretching with its white tomb-
stones to the very brink of the descent
—in the midst of which was an anelent
| ehurch, in ruins ot the farther end,
partly rebuilt with the stones of the
hillside,

| Louise looked around her, silent with
iwonder. “It isn't real, Is .it?" she
| asked, elinging for a woment to John
| Strangewey’s arm,

“Why not? You asked where the land
was that we tilled. Now look down.
Hold my arm if you feel giddy.”

She followed the wave of his ash
stick. The valley sheer below them,

| her nerves and her voice,

She gave a little start. The abrupt-

ness of the question, the keen, stead- |

fust gaze of his compelling eyes,
seemed for a moment to paralyze both
It was as if
sameone had suddenly drawn away one
of the stones from the foundation of
her life. She found herself repeating

the words on the tombstone facing |
her:
“And of Elizabeth, for sixty-one

¥ears the falthful wife and helpmate
of Ezra Commings, mother of his chil-
dren, and his partner in the life ever-
lasting.”

Her knees began to shake. There
wias a momentary darkness before her
eyves, She felt for the tombstone and
sat down.

CHAPTER IV.

The churchyard gate was opened
and closed noisily. They both glanced
up. Stephen Strangewey was coming

slowly toward them alongz the flinty |

path. Louise, suddenly herself again,
rose hriskly to her feet. Stephen had

: : | apparently lost none of his dourness
the encircling hills, eame more clearly |

of the previous night, As he looked
toward Louise, there was no mistaking
the slow dislike in his stecly oves.

“Your chauffeur, madam, has just
returned,” he announced. “He sent
word that he will be ready to start at
one o'clock.”

Louise. inspired to battle by the al-
most provocative hostility of her elder
host, smiled sweetly upon him.

“Still, if there is anything |

Tell me,” he asked, after a |

‘ is inevitable,

|
|

leeted Zrave,  She tore out the spray
[ of apple blossom which she had thrust
| into the bosom of her wown, and placed
| it reverently at the head of the little
{mound.  For a moment her eyes
[ drooped and her lips moved—she her-
self searcely knew whether it was in
| prayer. Then she turned and came
| slowty oack to her companion.
| Something had gone, too, from his
sanrni. She saw in him now nothing
but the coming dourness of his broth-
er. Her heart was still heavy. She
shivered a little. It was he at last
who ,'-‘-[mk?,

“Will you tell me, please, what is the
matter with you, and why you placed
that sprig of apyle blossom where you
did?”

His tone woke her from her lethargy.
She was a little surprised at its
I[mignunt. almost challenging note.
| “Certainly,” she replied. *“I placed
{it there as a woman's protest against
the injustice of that isolation.”

“I deny that it is unjust.”

She turned around and waved her
hand toward the little gray building.

“The Savior to whom your church is
| dedicated thought otherwise.” she re-
minded him. *Do you play at being
lords paramount here over the souls
and bodies of your serfs?”

“*You judge without knowledge of the
facts,” he assured her ealmly.

Louise’s footsteps slackened.

“You men,” she sighed, “are all
alike! You judze only by what hap-
pens. You never look inside. That is
why your justice is so different from
a woman's., I do not wish to argue
with you; but what I so passionately
objeet to is the sweeping judgment you
make—the sheep on one side and the
| goats on the other. That is how man
Judges ; God looks further. Every case
is different. The law by which one
should be judged may be poor justice
for another.”

She glanced at him almost appeal-
ingly, but there was no sign of yield-
ing in his face.

“Laws,” he reminded her, “are made
for the benefit of the whole human
race.  Sometimes an individual may
| suffer for the henefit of others. That

"

“And so let the subjeet pass.” she

| concluded ; “but it saddens me to think
| that one of the great sorrows of the |
! world should be there like a monument
to spoil the wonder of this morning. |

| Now I am going to ask you a question.
t Are you the John Strangewey who has
recently had a fortune left to him?”

He nodded.

“You read about it in the newspa-
pers, I suppose.” he said. *Part of the
story isn't true. It was stated that I
had never seen my Australian uncle,
[ but as a matter of fact, he has been
| over here three or four times. It was
i he who paid for my eduecation at Har-
{ row and Oxford.”
| *What did your brother say to that?”

“He opposed it.,” John confessed,
“and he hated my uncle. He detests
the thonght of any one of us going out
of sight of our own hills. My uncle
had the wander fever.”

“And you?” she asked suddenly.

“I have none of it.,” he asserted.

A very faint smile played about her
lips.
“Perhaps hefore,”  she

not mur-

“You ecan't imagine how sorry I am |mured; “but now?"

when, in the whole course of my life,
I have met with such a delichtful ad-

venture or spent such a perfeet morn- |
| “Because you are a man!” she an-

ing!”

Stephen looked at her with level, dis-
approving eyes—at her slender forn in
its perfectly fitting tailored gown:; at
her patent shoes, so obviously unsuit-
able for her surroundings, and at the
aint vision of silk stockings,

“If T might say so without appear-
ing inhospitable.” he remarked, with
faint sareasm, “this would seem to be
the fitting moment for your departure,
A closer examination of our rough life
up here might alter your views., If I
do not have the pleasure of seeing yvou
again, permit me to wish you fare-
well.”

He turned and walked away. Louise
watched him with very real interest,

“Do you know,” she said to John,
“there is something about your brother
a little like the prophets in the 0ld
Testament, in the way he sees only
one issue and clings fto it. Are you,
too, of his way of thinking?"

“Up to a certain point, I believe I
am,” he confessed.

“Do you never feel eramped—in vour
mind, T mean?—feel that you want to
push your way through the clouds
into some other life?"

“I feel nearer the clouds here,” he
answered simply.

They were leaving the churchyard
now. She paused abruptly, pointing
to a single grave in a part of the
churchyard which seemed detached
from the rest.

“Whose grave Is that?” he inquired.

He hesitated.

“It is the grave of a young girl,” he
told her quietly. “She was the daugh-
ter of one of our shepherds., She went
into service at Carlisle. and returned
here with -a child. They are both
buried here.”

“Beenuse of that her grave is apart
from the athers?

“Yes,” he answered. *“Tt is very sel-
of the sort happens among ns™

For the second time that morning
Louise was conselous of an unexpected
upheaval of emotion. She felt that the
sunshine hand gone, that the whole
sweetness of the place had spddenly
passed away. The charm of its simple
austerity had perished.

“And I thought T had found para-
dise !" she cried,

She moved quickly from John
Strangewey's side. DPefore he econld
realize her intengion. she had stopped
over the low dividine wall and was on

“I don’t know |
| herited the money? Why should 1 go

ta soul too big for vour life here.
innt and drink. and physically you flour-
| ish, but part of you sleeps hecause it

“Do you mean beeause I have in-
out like a Don Quixote and search for
vague adventures®”’

“Youn have a brain and
You

swered swiftly.

is shut away from the world of real
things. Don’t you sometimes feel it
in your very heart that life, as we were

! meant to live it, ean only be lived

among vour fellow men?”

He looked over his shoulder, at the
little eluster of farm buildings and cot-
tages, and the gray stone church.

“It seems to me,” he declared simply,
“that the man who tries to live more
than one life fails in both. There is
a little eyele of life here, among our
thirty or forty souls, which revolves
around my brother and myself, A
passer-by may glance upward from the
road at our little hamlet, and wonder
what can ever happen in such an out-
of-the-way corner. I think the answer
is just what T have told you. Love and

marriage, birth and death happen.
These things make life.”
Her curlosity now had become

merged in an immense interest. She
laid her fingers lightly upon his arm,

“You speak for your people,” she
said. “That is well. But you your-
self?”

“I am one of them,” he answered—
“a necessary part of them.”

“How you deceive yourself! The
time will come, before very long, when
you will eome out into the world; and
the sooner the better, I think, Mr. John
Strangewey, or you will grow like your
brother here among your granite hills.”

dom, T am glad to sy, that anything |

He moved a little uneasily, All the
I time she was watching him. It seemed
| to her that she conld read the thonghts
I which were stirring in his brain.
| “You wounld like to say, wouldn't
[ ¥ou,” she went on, “that this is a use-
| ful and an upright life? So it may be,
{but it is not wide enough or great
enough. Some day you will feel the
desire to climb. Promise me, will you,
that when you feel the impulse you
won't use all that obstinate will power
of yvours to erush it? You will destroy
the best part of yourself, if you do.
Yon will give it a chance? Promijse!”

She held ont her hand with a little
impulsive gesture. He took it in his
own, and held it steadfastly,

“I will remember,” he promised.

Along the narrow streak of road,
from the southward, they both watched
the rapid approach of a large motor-
ear. There were two servants upon

|
|

man—inside. It swang into the level
stretch heneath them, a fantasy of
gray and silver in the reflected sun-
shine,

Louise had been leaning forward, her
head supported upon her hands. As
the car slackened speed, she rose very
slowly to her feet.

“The chariot of deliverance!"
murmured.

“It is the prince of Seyre,” Johp re-
marked, gazing down with a slight
frown upon his forehead.

She nodded. They had started the
descent and she was walking in very
leisurely fashion.

“The prince is a great friend of
mine,” she said. “I had promised to
spend last night, or, at any rate, some
portion of the evening, at Raynham
castle on my way to London.”

He summoned up courage to ask her
the question which had been on his lips
more than once.

“As your stay with us is so nearly
over, won't you abandon your incog-
nito?”

answered, “I will risk it.
Louise Maurel”

“Louise Muurel, the aetress?” he re-
peated wonderingly.

“I am she,” Lonise confessed, “Would
your brother,” she added, with a little
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“] Placed It There as a Woman's Pro- |
test Against the Injustice of That
Isolation.”

grimace, “feel that he had given me a |
night’s lodging under false pretenses.”

John made no immediate reply. The
world had turned topsyturvy with him.
Louise Maurel, and a great friend of |

her knees by the side of the plain, neg- | the front seat und one passenger—a | of her brown eyes us

the prinece of Seyre! He walked on
mechanically until she turned and |
looked at him.

“Well?"

“I am sorry.” he declared bluntly.

“Why?" she asked, a little startled
at his eandor.

“I am sorry, first of all, that von are
a friend of the prince of Seyre.”

“And agnin, why?”

‘Pecanse of his reputation in these
parts.”

“What does that mean?” she asked.

“T am not a scandalmonger,” John |
replied dryly. “I speak only of what T |
know. His estates near here are sys-
tematienlly neglected. He is the worst
landlord in the country, and the most
unscrupulons,  His tenants, hoth here
and in Westmoreland, have to work
themselves to death te provide him
with the means of living a disreputable
life.”

“Are you not forgetting that the
prince of Seyre is a friend of mine?”
she asked stiffly.

“T forget nothing.” he answered.
“You see, up here we have not learned
the art of evading the truth.”

She shrugged her shoulders,

“3o much for the prince of Seyre,
then. And now, why your dislike of
my profession?”

*“That is another matter,” he con-
fessed. “You come from a world of
which 1 know nothing. All I can say
is that T wonld rather think of you—
as something different.”

She laughed at his somber face and
patted his arm lightly.

“Big man of the hills,” she =aid,
“when you come down from your fro-
zen heights to look for the flowers, I
shall try to make you see things differ-

ently.”

C.HAP'I'ER V.

Onece more tinet Tong, winding stretch
of mountain road lay empty under the
moonlight. Up the long slope, where
three months before he had ridden to
find himself confronted with the ad-
venture of his life, John Strangewey
jogged homeward in his high dogeart.
The mare, scenting her stable, broke
into a quick tret as they topped the
long rise, Suddenly she felt a hand
tighten upon her reins. She looked
inquiringly around, and then s_tnml pa-
tiently awaiting her master's hidding.

It seemed to John as if he had passed

she |

“In the absence of your brother,” she |
My name is |

him with that pleasant F{2%= uir of fa-

miliarity, shared by no otlfér womn

he had ever known.

Then the little scene faded away, a=d
he rememmbered the tedious present.
He had spent tweo dull days at the
house of a neighboring land owner,
playing ericket in the daythme, dancing
ar night with women in whom he was
unable to feel the slightest inlvrn-ft.
always with that faraway feeling in
his heart, struggling hour by hour with
that curious restlessness which seemedd
to have taken a permanent place in
his disposition. Ile was on his way
home to Peak Hall, He knew exactly

| the welcome which was awaiting him.
'He knew exaetly the news he would
| receive. He raised his whip nnd
| eracked it viciously in the air.

Stephen was waiting for him, 53 he
had expected, in the dining room. The
elder Strungewey was seated in his ae-
| customed chair, smoking his pipe and
' reading the paper. The table was laid
| for a meal, which Jennings was pre-
paring to serve.

“Back again, John?" his brother re-
marked, looking at him fixedly over
his newspaper.

John picked up one or two letters,
glanced them over, and flung them
[down upon the table. He had exam-
ined every envelope for the last few
months with the snme expectaney, and
thrown esch one down with the same
throh of disappeintment.

“As you see.”

“Had a good time?”

“Not very. Have they finished the
barley fields, Stephen?”

“All in at eight o'elock.”

There was a brief silence. Then
Stephen knocked the ashes from his
pipe and rose to his feet.
| “John,” he asked, “why did you pull

up on the road there?”

There was ne immediate answer.
The slightest of frowns formed itself
upon the younger man's face.

“How did you know that T pulled |
up?”

“I was sitting with the window open,
listening for you. I came outside to|
see what had happened, ard I saw your |
| lights standing still.”
| *“I had a fancy to stop for a me-
ment,” John said: “nothing nore.”

*

John Strangewey ig able to
stand this kind of dissatisfac-
tion with life for just so long.
Then he takes the bit in his teeth
and goes tearing away
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TIMES CHANGED IN KOREA

-/

Government Which Twenty Years Age
Was Afraid of New Methoo: Now
Welcome American lce:

Twenty years ago the A n
government was o afraid of oS
that a Korean student in tl list
Episcopal School for Boy- vl

was arrested and put into pri-

was the henious churge? =i 1t

he had formed a literary so int

discussed matters of genernl !
But times have changed : 4

now appreciates American idi -

the World Outlook. The

hoy, named Cynn, came to Ans

study and later became 1l
principal of his old boys' =
Seoul. And how the boys dis

rent events nowadays! Mr.
since then distinguished hims.
general conference by a spees
for its thought and its English
Jjust one of the many Koreuar
who have tested Unecle Sam's
knowledge and found it good

(TO BE CONTINUEL.) |

| Not More Than One Hundred of Race |

Which Columbus Found in West
Indies Are Still Alive.

The Carib Indian was the first repre-

| sentative of Lo, the poor red man, to |
| meet the tide of European travel. He

was the one found by Columbus and |
the later Spanish explorers in the West |
Indies, and he has given the Caribbean

sen his name. Thus he is assured a
monument as long as geography shall |
last, and he needs it, because as a liv- |
practically disap- |

ing ruce he has
peared.
. How many thousands of Caribs

dwelt in the West Indies in 1492 is

largely a matter of conjecture. They '
quickly began to die out under the:
hand of the conqueror, who worked |
them as slaves and shot them when |
they made war. Today it is doubtful

whether there are 100 pur:&-blundvd‘
Caribs alive. llrm.-!imlly all of them |
live on the Dritish isle of Dominica, on |
i reservation set apart for them called |

| Salybia,

aecess, for there is no sheltered har-
bor or landing place. The only method
of approach is by one of e coasting |
steainers  which circle -pe island. |

The reservation s very diflicult of i
|
|

| When the steamer gets o)posite Sa- |

Iybia with anyone whe wants to land |
abourd, she stops and whistles, If the |
weather is good and the water smooth |
enough, a canoe puts out and takes the !
passenger ashore. If the weather is

too rough the passenger must needs
content himself to go on around the

island and try again on the next round. i

A Model Man.

Adam, the first, was a man of lov-
able disposition and & model husband,
so I um informed by the recorders of [
early ¢vents. Never once in the reco-
lection of his biographers did he speak ‘
ill of his beloved soulmate in the pres- ‘

|
I
(
|

ence of human company, and according
to those who were able to know all
his private affalrs he never kicked on
her cooking nor growled at her house-
work. .

Whether she wore her gowns high
cut or low in the neck was a matter {
of little or no concern to him so long
as she was respectably attired in the
fashion of the period. And when she |
got fired from the Palm Garden for |
nibbling apples without someone’s con-
sent Adam did not sneak off to Reno,
as husbands do today, to apply for a
divorce. No. He cast aside his over-
alls, threw up his job and went out
with the little lady like a little man.
That's the kind of a sparerib he was!
—Zim, in Cartoons Magazine.

The Essentials of Gardening.

The essentials for successful gar-
dening on a small or large scale are
soil, water and cultivation. Much de-
pends also on the grower, the season
and the crops selected.

The soil is the storehouse of plant-
food. The garden, therefore, should
contain humus or rotted material in
large quantities. The gardener should !
remember that about 50 per cent of |
ordinary carth is not soil at all, but |

from the partial abstraction of the last
few hours inte absolute and entire for- |
gotfulness of the present. He could |
cee the motorcar drawn up by the side |
of the road, conld hear the fretful
voice of the maid, and the soft, pleas- |
ant words of greeting from lht'. woman |
who had seemed from the first as if |
she were very far removed indeed |
from any of the small annoyances of
seldent. |
lhf:;rlf;l"-‘.: proken down. Can vou help?” |
He set his teeth. The poignancy of
wollection was 1 torture to him.
lived again through
that brief interview, He saw her de-
scend from the car, felt the touch of
her hand on his arm, saw the flash

the rec
Word by word he

Water makes plantfood that is pres-
ent freely soluble. Rain and snow-
witer are soft and contain ammonia.
The magic of soft water on the plant |
world Is one of the miracles of good
gardening, as everyone who has con- |
trasted the effect of rain with that |
produced by sprinkling with a hose
realizes, Plants are succulent and
contain large amounts of water which
they have to draw from the soil

consists of air and water, [
|
|

Beware.

When a fellow doesn't come through
for the grocer every so often, his food
is likely to cause an unsettled condi-
tslou of the stomach.—Iudianapolis

m.

HAVE SOFT, WHITE HANDS

Cuticura—Trial Free,

LAST OF THE CARIB_lNDIANS | Ciear Skin and Good Hair by Using
|

The Soap to cleanse and purifs
Ointment to soothe and heal. B 5
these fragrant, super-creamsy
lients prevent little skin troul
coming serious by keeping tl
free from ohstruction. Noth
at any price for all tollet purposes

Free sample each by mail with Book,
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept
Boston. Sold everywhere —Ady.

King Edward's Little Needs.

Many Interesting reminiscences o
famous people are given by Mr. F.
Townsend Martin in “Things I
member.”

Referring to the late King Edward
the author says:

“Lady Burton once told me an
ing incident which oceurred wh
late King Edward stayed at
quoich.

“1 hope, sir, that you have
everything to vour liking?
to the royal visitor.

““Yes," answered
I may make a
thing would adid
fort of your guests,

“‘Oh, sir, what can t 7

“"Well., Lady Burton,” =aid his maj-
esty, ‘the one thing needful is a hook
on the bathroom door. ™

king ;

snzgestion,

the

greatly to

Promise Easily Kept.

“Your honor, let me off
and Tl never appear before sou
again," pleaded the culprit.

“Am I to take this as a promise to
refopm?”

“Yes, your honor, And T might !
that I am on nry way to Australia. If
1 should happen to backslide, =0
other eourt would attend to my ecuse™

nis

Natura! Result.
“Banks looks all gone to pieces.”
“No wender. He's broke."—Baltl-
more American.

A doctor may give a patient hope,
but he charges for the time it thkes to
give it.

for Tomorrow

J Many people seem able
to drink coffee for a time
without apparent harm, but
when health disturbance,
even though slight, follows
coffee’s use, it is wise ‘O
investigate.

Thousands of homes,
where coffee wtis Oglitéd t}tlt:r
disagree, have chan e
family table drink to

Instant
Postum

With improved health,
and it usually follows,
the change made becomes
a permanent one. It pays
to prepare for the health
of tomorrow.

“There’s a Reason"'J

\,




