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THE HILLMAN

By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM
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¢ English Cumberland ecountry the
= Lonise Maure!, faumous London
uspitality of Stephen and John
s, who own a great farm. Before |
f John Strangewey and is in tarn {
uter John, on impulse, tukes a train |

for London, and immediately renews his aequaintance with Louise.
He is warned by her friend, Sophy, not to be puritanical in his :
regurd for Louise !
|
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CHAPTER VIL. | The door of the room was suddenly |
_— opened.  The purlor maid stood at one

The first few minutes that John spent | side.
ia Loulse's little house were full of “The prince of Seyre, madum,” she |
acute and vivid interest. The room | announced.

that be was =0 eagerly studying con- Louise nodded. She was evidently |
firse his cloudy lmpressions of its | expecting the visit. She turned to

onl There was, for a woman's
apartment, a curious ahsence of orna-
mentation and knlckknacks. The walls
were black and white; the carpet was

white: the furniture graceful in s
outline, rather heavy in build, and cov-
ered with old-rose oolored chints,

There were water-colors upon the wall,
sote smaull black-and-white fantasles,

| John. !

“Will you come back and ecall for us
here—say at seven o'clock? Mind, you
ure not to bother about your clothes,
but to come just as you are. I can't
tell you,” she added under her breath,
“*how much 1 am looking forward to
our evening!”

Sophy sprang to her feet.

| ever Kknown.
| golden, her eyes a distinet blue, yet

“Won't yom drop me, please, Mr.
Strangewey ¥ she asked. “Then, if you
will be so kind, you can pick me up
| aguin on your way here. You'll have

B4

R\.

puzzling to John, who had never even
heard the term futurist. A table, drawn
ep to the side of one of the easy chairs,
was covered with books and magazines,
sume [talinn, a few English, the great-
ef part French: and upon a smaller
one, close nt hand, stood a white bowl
full of pink roses. Thelr odor was
somehow reminiscent of Louise, curi-
ously and wholesome—an odor |
which suddenly took him back to the
morning when she had come to him
fﬂl' unider the cCunopy of ;[pplr-ltIou_-a-
sod. His heart began to heat with
plessurs even before the opening of
she door atne She
came in with Sephy. who ut once seat-

@d herself by his side

T

mineed her presence,

*We have beenn making plans,” Lou-
lse declared. “for disposing of you for
the rest of the day.”

John smiled hnppily.

“You're not sending me away, then? |
You're not neting this evening?” |

“Not untll threes weeks next .\l--n—f

she replis “Then, If you are
production I8 not post-
¥ seat yourself in a box
the nolse vou like after
the fall of the curtain. These are real
holideys for me, except for the nui-
sance of rehearsals. You couldn't have
come ut g bhetter time.”

Sophy glawred at the clock.

“Well,” she said, “1 wust show my |
respect to that most ancient of adages |
by taking my departure. |

“You do nothing
<hild.” Loulse interrupted. “1 want to
htefest you in evolution of :\I‘—'.
Strangewey We must remember that |
it Is his first 0 don.  What
aspect of it =hall i to show
Bm? Don't say n we It is
aot for us to choose,”

“I'm afraid there Isn't any cholce”
John declared falling. *“I
baven't any clothes except whut you
see me In”

""lnlf‘?t:- 2 3‘:--[!!]\'

day.”
good, and the
poned. you n

and make nll

L 72 ¥ | ]
“We Shall Have to Put Up With Her,”
She Told John With a Little
Grimace, -

I feel—" . .

of the sort. | to pass where I live, if you are at the
{ Milun. I must go home and do my lit-
tle hest to compete.”

frown was so slight
even John failed to notice it. Upon
the threshold they encountered the
prince, who detained John for a mo-
mient.

“1 was hoping that I might meet you
here, Mr., Strangewey,” he sald. “If
 ¥ou are in town for long, it will give
 me great pleasure if 1 can be of any
=ervice to you. You are staying at a

will
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exclaimed, O

hote] 7°

vm. Louise! We'll
u B “I am staying at the Milan,” John |

You shall put

with your smart go
be splendidly Bohemlan,

& replied.
rour black frock nnd a black hat,
:d} swowider vour nose, and we'll all go “I will do myself the pleasure of
to 1'Iulul . first and drink vermuth. 1| “Mling upon you™ the prince con- |
" = firs 8 ] « -

tinued. “In the meantime, if you need :
any service that a Londoner can offer
| ¥ou, be sure to let me know. Yon will
easily find my house in Grosvenor
square.”

“It is very kind of you indeed.” John
suid gratefully,

Sophy made a wry face as the prince
| entered the drawing-room.

“Didn’t some old Roman once write
something about being afraid of Greeks
| who brought gifts?” she asked, as they
' descended the stairs together.

can't look the part, but I ean act it!”

“But tell me"” Louise asked him,
“did you lose your luggage?”

“f brought none.” he answered,

They both looked at him—Sophy po-
Ntely curious. Louise more deeply ln-
" ""'""l.

“You mean.” Louise demanded, “that
a®ter walting all months you
s urted away upon lmpulse like that—
without even letting your brother know
or bringing any lugzage?”

" ‘:Tlh: o :;:::ﬂy‘.l“"::: als:'l:.:l_;.._l::t;:: “Quite right,” John assented,

my ;u.;(';rc':! \ﬂ‘:m I bad bought my | “Well, be careful ™ she advised him.

T s = ) | “That’s all.”
'::" .':imm: mj(::: :lrrll:' I:::ht:: ,:;::: John handed Sophy into the taxi and
’ 4 took his place beside her,
Mr. Appleton has been worrying luvl T ; s
for months to come up and talk over | u-:k:»'\dh! re shall I put you down?" he
Mntﬂ!mmts.“rmll.ft‘uk:; ::.;::;;l\::‘ﬂtllicl-. “It's such a terribly low nelghbor-
ﬂﬂl‘; :nf ::f’ l*nr:'lw-:l vll'ko a pauper. | hood ! However, it's quite close to the
at last, :

" | Milan—10 Southampton street,”
::rt‘:’mt out himself and bought my | John gave the nddress to the man,

)l und  they started off. They were
“And a very nice shirt, 100.” Sophy | p1oc0q in a stream of traffie almost as
declared, glancing at the I“}_““'m- *Do | soon as they reached Hyde Park Cor-
tell us what else happened ! ner. John leaned forward all the time,
“Well, not much more” John re-|j,mensely interested in the stream of
plied. “Mr. Appleton stuffed me *fulll ll’“"-“"”""-"-
of money and made me take a little “Your interest in your fellow crea-
sulte of rooms ut what he called i tares,” she murmured d“lllurt’ly, “g
more fashiona®ie hotel. He stayed 0| wonderful, but couldn't yYou conecen-
lunch with me. and I have promised to { trate it just a little?”
see him on business tomorrow morn- He turned quickly around. She was
o smiling at him most alluringly. Un-
The two girls sat up and wiped their | copsciously he found himself smiling
eyes. ' hack again. A wonderful light-hearted-
“Oh, this Is & wonderful adventure | pess seemed to have come to him dur-
you have embarked upon!” Loulse ex- | ing the last few hours.
clalmed. “You have come quite in the |  “] suppose I am a perfect idiot,” he
right spirit. It Is your first night here, | admitted. “I cannot help it. T am used
Mr. Strangewey. so [ warn you that | to seeing, at the most, three or four
Sophy Is the most irresponsible and | people together at a time. I can't un-
capricious of all my friends.” derstand these erowds. Where are
Sophy made a grimace, they all going? Faney every one of
“Mr. Strangewey.” she begged ear- |them having a home, every one of
pestly, “you won't belleve a word she | them struggling in SN form or an-
says, will you? All my life I have | other toward happiness!
been looking for a single and stead- “Do von know,” she pronounced se-
fast attachment. Of course, If Louise verely, “for a young man of your age
to monopolize you, I shall fall you are much too serious? I am quite
‘mtlle background, as I usually do; | sure you could be nice If you wanted
put if you think that 1 am going to ac- | to,” sh;? contil::lﬁ l“l;’?w much are
fou go out to dinner | you in love w uise
~ mr:u:::ﬂ'e’l’r gndl mistaken. ’ “How much am I what?”
;w' st eny rate, I lusist upon com- “In love with Louise?’ she repeated.
#,. b )

these

“I don't believe you are neglected at
all,” he replied. *“You are much too—"

He turned his head to look at her.
She was so elose to him that their hats
collided. He was profuse in his apolo-
gies,

“Too what?" she whispered.

“Too attractive,” he ventured.

“It's nice to hear you say so,” she
sighed.

She was unlike. any girl John had
Her hair was almost

| some trick of the mouth saved her face

from any suggestion of insipidity. She
was looking straight into his eves, and
her lips were curled most invitingly.

“l wish I knew more about certain
things,” he said.

*Oh, why didn’'t you come before?”’
she excluimed. *“Faney Loulse never
telling me about you. I hope you'll ask
me to lunch some time,”

“I'll have a luncheon party tomor-

row, if you like—that 1s, {f Louise will’

colne,

She looked up at him quickly.

“Isn't Louise going to Paris?' she
asked.

“Parls? 1 dido't hear her say any-
thing about it.”

“Perhaps it is my mistake, then”
Sophy went on hastily. “I only fancied
thut I heard her say so.”

There was a moment's sllence, John
had opened his lips to ask a question,
but quickly closed them agaln. It was
4 question, he suddenly declided, which
he had better ask of Louise herself.

“If Louise goes to Paris,” Sophy
whispered disconsolately, I suppose
there will be no luncheon-party?"

For a single moment he hesitated.
She was very alluring, and the chal-
lenge In her eyes was unmistakable.

“I think,” he said quletly, “that If
Miss Maurel goes to Paris, I shall re-
turn to Cumberland tomorrow.”

For a time there was a significant
silence. Then Sophy raised her veil
once more and looked toward John.

“Mr. Strangewey,” she began, “you
won't mind if 1 give you just a little
word of advice? You are such a big,
strong person, but you are rather a
child, you know, in some things.”

“This place®oes make me feel igno
rant,” he admitted.

“Don't idealize anyone here” she
begged. “Don't concentrate all your
hopes upon one chject. Love is won-
derful und life is' wonderful, but there
is only one life, and there are many
loves before one reaches the end. Peo-
ple do such silly things sometimes.”
she wound up, “just because of a little
disappointment. There are many dis-
appointments to be met with here.”

He took her hand in his,

“Little girl,” he said, “vou are very
good to me, snd I think vou under-
stand. Are you going to let me feel

evening in London %

“If you want me.” she answered sim-
ply. "I like you, and I want you to he
happy here; and because I want you
to be happy, I want you to come down
from the clouds and
vou have left vour hills behind and
that we walk on the pavements here”

“Thank you." he whispered, “and
thank you for what you have not said.
If T am to find sorrow here instead of
jo¥.” he added, a little grimly, “it is
better for me to stumble into
knowledge of it by myself.”

“Your hills have taught you just that
much of life, then?" Sophy murmured.

- - L - - -

The prince of Seyre handed his hat
and stick to the parlor maid and seated
himself upon the divan,

“I should he very sorry.” he said po-
litely. as the maid left the room, “if
my coming has hastened the departure
of your visitors.”

“Not in the least.,” Loulse assured
him. “They were leaving when you
were announced. Sophy and I are tak-
ing Mr. Strangewey to a Bohemian res-
taurant and a music hall afterward.”

“Fortunate Mr. Strangewey!” the
prince sighed. *“But, forgive me, why
not a more dignified form of entertain-
ment for his first evening?”

“The poor man has no clothes,” Lou-
ise explained. *“He came to London
quite unexpectedly.”

“No clothes?"' the prince repeated.
“It is a long journey to take in such a
fashion. A matter of urgent business,
perhaps?®”

Louise had risen to her feet and was
busy rearranging some roses in the
bowl by her side. She crushed one of
the roses to pieces suddenly in her
hands and shook the petals from her
long, nervous fingers,

“Today,” she said, “this afternoon—
now—you have come to me with some-
thing in your mind, something you wish
to say, something you are not sure how
to say. That is. yon see, what Henri
Graillot calls my intuition. Even you,
who keep all your feelings under a
mask, ean conceal very little from me.”

“My present feelings,” the prince de-
clared, *I do not wish to conceal. I
would like you to know them. But as
words are sometimes clumsy, T would
like, if it were possible, to let you see
into my heart.”

" She came over and seated herself
by his side on the divan. She even
laid her hand upon his arm,

“Eugene,” she expostulated, “we are
tao old friends to talk alwayvs in veiled
phrases. There is something you have
to say to me. You are displeased be-
cause I have changed my mind—be-
canse I feel that I eannot take that lit-
tle journey of ours?”

“You mean that you cannot now, or
that you cannot at any time?”

“I do not know,” she answered, “You
ask me more than I can tell you. Some-
times life seems so stable, a thing one
can make a little chart of and hang
up on the wall, and put one’s finger
here and there—‘Today I will do this,

ing “All the men are. It is a perfect cult
¥ head. - | with them. And here am I, her humble
Loulse .g;o;'t”l:!:'ﬂm“ with hor” | aamnonian and friend sahsnlntelv nee-
ot

= {

tomorrow I will feel that—and the

the |

|in the fire. I wish I understood my-
| self a little better, Eugene!”

| “I believe that I understand you bet-
jter. far better, than you understand
| yourself,” he declared’ *“That is why
i I also believe that I am necessary to
you. I can prevent your making mis-
| takes.”

“Then prevent me,” she
“Something has happened,
[ chart is in the fire today.”

“You have only,” he =aid, “to give

me this little hand, and I will draw

out a fresh one which shall direct to
the place in life which is best for you.

It is not too late,”

She rose from beside him and walked
| toward the firepluce, as if to touch the
bell. He watched her with steady eyes
but expressionless face. There was
something curious about her walk. The
spring had gone from her feet, her
shoulders were a little hunched. It was
the walk of a woman who goes toward
the things she fears,

“Stop!" he bade her.

She turned and faced him, quickly,
almost eugerly. There was a look in
her face of the prisoner who finds re-
spite.

“Leave the bell alone,” he directed.
“My own plans are changed. I do not
wish to leave London this week.”

Her face was suddenly brilllant, her
eves shone. Something electric seemed
to quiver through her frame. She al-
most danced back to her place by his
side.

“How fopllsh!" she murmured. “Why
didn’t you say so at once?”

“Because,” he replied, “they have
only been changed during the last few
seconds. I wanted to discover some-
“thing which I have discovered.”

“To discover something?”

“That my time has not yet come.”

She turned away from him. She was
oppressed with a sense almost of fear,
a feeling that he was able to read the
very thoughts forming in her brain;
to understand, as no one else in the
world could understand, the things
that lived In her heart.

“I must not keep you,” he remarked,
glancing at the clock. “It was very
late for me to call, and you will be
wanting to joln your friends.”

“They are coming here for me,” she
explained. “There is really no hurry
at all. We are not changing anything.
It is to be quite a simple evening.
Sometimes I wish that you cared about
things of that sort, Eugene.”

He blew through his lips a lttle
clond of smoke from the cigarette
which he had just it

“I am not of the people,” he said,

begged.
and the

i detest the bourgeoisie of every country
yin the world—my own more particu-

i larly.”

|

| life.
| ning?"
remember that

“and I have no sympathy with them. I

“If you only knew how strangely
that sounds!™ she murmured.

“Does it?" he unswered. “Yon should
read my family history, read of the
men and women of my race who were
butchered at the hands of that drunk- |
en, lustful mob whom Iying historians
have glorified. 1 am one of those who
do not forget injuries. My estates are
administered more severely than any |
others in France, No penny of my |
money has ever heen spent in charity. I
nelther forget nor forgive.”

She laughed a little nervously.

“What an unsympathetic person you |
can be, Eugene!”

“And for that very reason,” he re-

for a shoek. It is fortunate that you
are a millionaire !”

John laughed as he paid the bill and
ludicrously overtipped the waiter.

“You are so convincing ! Sophy mur-
mured, “But remember that your fu-
ture entertainment is in the hands of
two women, one of whom is a deserv-
ing but struggling young artist without
the means of gratifying her expensive
tastes.”

“My children,” said Louise, rising.
“we must remember that we are going |
to the Palace. It is quite time we
started.”

They made their way down two |
flights of narrow stairs Into the street. |
The commissionnaire raised his whis- |
tle to his lips, but Louise stopped him.

“We will walk,” she suggested, *“This |
way, Mr. Strangewey !” i

They passed down the lonz. narrow |
street, with its dingy foreign cafes and |
shops, scarcely one of which seemed to |
be English. The people who thrlmg(‘tl!
the pavement were of a new race to |
John, swarthy, a little furtive, a classl
of foreigner seldom seen except in
alien lands. Men and women in all
stages of dishubille were leaning out
of the windows or standing on the door
steps. The girls whom they met oceca-
sionally—young women of all ages,
walking arm in arm, with shawls on
their heads in place of hats—lauughed
openly in John's face.

“Conquests everywhere he goes!”
Louise sighed. *“We shall never keep
him, Sophy !

“We have Lim for this evening, at
any rate,"” Sophy replied contentedly; |
“and he hasn't spent all his fortune |
yet. I am not at all sure that I shall
not hint at supper when we come out
of the Palace.”

“A pity he fell into bad hands so
quickly.” Loulse laughed. “Here we
are! Stalls, please, Mr. Millionaire. I
wouldn't be seen tonight in the seats
of the mighty.”

John risked & reproof, however, and
was fortunate enough to find a disen-
gaged box. They devoted their atten-
tion to the show, Louise and Sophy at
first with only a moderate amount of

| of thougzht.

come as they should come, th-y ure
overwhelming, they will carry ypu off
vour feet. You will forget to speculate
and to analyze. Therefore, I think yeu
have heen wise and right to wait. You
have run no risk of having t9 put up
with the lesser things.”

She leaned toward him ucross the
rose-shaded table., For those few sec-
onds they seemed to have been brought
into a wonderfully intimate communion
A wave of her halr almost
touched his forehend. His hand boldly
rested upon her fingers,

“You talk,” she whispered. “as if we
were back upon your hilltop once
more !"

He turned his head toward the little
orchestra, which was playing a low and
tremulous waltz tune.

“I want to believe,

" ha sald, “that

you can listen to the music here :md‘

vet live upon the hilltops.”
“You helieve that it is possible?”
“T do indeed,” he assured her. “Al-

loneliness, I do not think that I should

though my heart was almost sick with | I

I Now that prices are I

high it is more than ever
important that vou give
careful consideration to
the roof you are going to
put on. You can save real
money and get a beuer
roof by using

| Roofing

| sky-scrapers, factories, horels,

Certainteed

Thru quality and sheer merit as
a roofing material CERTAIN-
TEED is now being used as the '
preferable type of roofing for

stores, warchouses, garages, firm
buildings, etc., where durab:lty
18 necessary.

It is economical to buy, inex-
pensive to lay and costs practi-
cally nothing to maintain. It s
weather-tight, light weight, clea
sanitary and fire-retardent. It s
guaranteed for 5, 10 or 15 years
according to thickness (1, 2 or
3 ply).

Certain-teed Slate-Surfaced
Asphalt Shingles

| great friend of mine, just arrived in

interest, John with the real enthusiasm
of one to whom everything i{s new. His

laughter was so hearty, his apprecia- | '°oU Talk” She Whispered, “as if We

tion so sincere, that his companions g:re MBac:tu Upon Your Hiiitops
found It infectious, and began to ap- ee: more:
plaud everything. be here if T did not believe it. I have |

“The bloscope,” Louise at last de-
cided firmly, “I refuse to have anything
to do with. You have had all the en-
tertainment you are going to have this
evening, Mr. Countryman.”

“Now for supper. then.” he proposed,

“Luigi's,” Sophy declared firmly.
“The only place in London.”

They drove toward the Strand. John
looked around him with interest as
they entered the restanrant. Luigi,
who eame forward to welcome Sophy,
eseorted them to one of the best tables,

“You must be very nice to this gen-
tleman, Luigl,” she said. *“He is a very

not come for enything else, for any |
lesser things, but to find—" :
For once his courage failed him. For |
once, too, he failed to understand her
expression. She had drawn back a lit-
tle, her lips were quivering. Sophy |
broke suddenly in upon that moment of |
suspended speech. |
“I knew how it wounld be!” she ex- |
claimed. *“I leave you both alone for |
less than a2 minute, and there you sit, |
as grave as two owls. I ask you, now
is this the place to wander off into the
clouds? When two peopie sit looking |
at each other as yon were doing a min-
ute ago, here in Luigi's, and a supper,
lm‘t!"rwl regardless of expense, on the
! table before them, they are either with-
out the least sense of the fitness of
things, or else—" |
“Or else what?” Lonise asked.
“Or else they are head over heels in
love with each " Sophy con |

London. He has come up on purpose
tn see me, and we shall probably de-
cide to make this our favorite restau-
rant.”

“1 shall be valry
clared, with a bow,

“l am beginning to regret. Mr.
Strangewey, that I ever Introduced you
to Sophy,” Louise remarked, as she
sank back into her chair. “You won't
believe that all my friends are as

appy,” Luigi de-

other!
cluded. [

“Perhaps the child is right,” Louise
| assented tolerantly, taking a peach |
| from the basket by her side. “Evident:

plied. “I can be sympathetic. Because |

that T have found a friend on my first I 'I’rhlll‘t_:i::;":;I,f:;:pl'.' I have the power

Because it pleases
me to deal severely with my enemies, |
it gives me joy to deal generously with
my friemds, That is my conception of
May I wish you a pleasant eve- |
“You are going now?" she asked. '1,
little surprised. “When shall I see you |
again?” \

“A  telephone message from your

| maid, a line written with your own fin-

gers,” he said. “will bring me to you
within a few minutes. If T hear noth-
ing. T may come uninvited, but it will
be when the fancy takes me. Once |
more, Louise, a pleasant evening!”

He passed out of the door, which the
parlor maid was holding open for him.
Crossing to the window, Louise
watched him leave the house and enter
his walting automobile. He gave no
sign of haste or disappointment. He
lit another cigarette deliberately upon
the pavement and gave his orders to
the chauffeur with some care,

As the car drove off without his hav-
Ing once glanced up at the window, she

T

“Eugene,” She Expostulated, “We Are
Too Old Friends to Talk Always in
Veiled Phrases.”

shivered a little. There was a silence
which, it seemed to her, could be more
minatory even than accusation.

CHAPTER VIIL.

The little room was gaudily decorat-
ed and redolent with the lingering
odors of many dinners. Yet Louise,
who had dined on the preceding eve-
ning at the Ritz and been bored, whose
taste in food and environment was al-
most hypercritical, was perfectly
happy. She found the cuisine and the
Chianti excellent.

“We are outstaying everyone else,”
she declared; “and 1 don't even mind
their awful legacy of tobacco smoke.

| ot milk, and a volume of poems are

| seemed to he looking out of the res-

that man's unconscious mind still pre- | cént to partially preventable causes

frivolous as this, will you?"

“They aren't,” Sophy proclaimed con-
fidently. “I am the one person who
suceeeds in keeping Lounise with her
feet upon the earth. She has never
had supper here before. Dry biscuits,

|l,v it is our duty to abandon ourselves |
to the frivolity of the moment. What !
1 shall we do to bring ourselves into ae
El"nrll with it? Everybody seems to be
| behaving most disgracefully. Do you
| think it would contribute to the gayety
: o | of the evening if I were to join in the |
her relaxation after the tll‘l":ltpt'. She | chorus of ‘You Made Me Love You'
takes herselt too Setiously.” - and Mr. Strangewey were to imitate
“I wonder if T do!" Louise mur- |, voung gentleman at the next table |
mured, as she helped herself to caviar. | o2 o0 say, at the portly old
She was suddenly pensive, Her eyes | gentleman with the highly polished
shirt-front?”
“You ought to be thankful all your
| life that you have met me and that 1
| am disposed to take an interest in you,”
| Sophy remarked, as she moved her
| chair a little nearer to John's, “I am
.iqulte sure that in a very short time
“T have a friend who seolds me,” she | you would have become-—well, almost
confided. “Sometimes he almost loses | a prig. Providence has selected me te
patience with me. He declares that | work out vour salvation.”

= > T ot = alvti-
my attitude toward _l_irf’ l”‘i""f'\:"t_“l | “Providence has been very kind, |
eal. When happiaess comes m) ay, { then.” John told her.

shrink t_\:wl-:. 1 k.m'!p m_\: }:‘"l;’“‘\:m'kh'l “I hope you mean it,” she returned.
the background, while my brain Works, | wy . ought to, if vyou only understood

dissecting, “m“]"rm%‘ speculating. !.?r' the importance of light-heartedness.”
haps what he says is true. I believe
that if one gets into the habit of an-
alyzing too much, one loses all elas- |
ticity of emotion, the capacity to recog- |
nize and embrace the great things
when they come.” |

“I think you have heen right,” John |
declared earnestly. “If the great thin:.:sl

taurant. Sophy was exchanging ameni- |
ties with a little party of friends at
the next table.

“One must sometimes be serious.”
John remarked, *or life would have no
poise at all.”

|

John finds himself in love with
the actress and discovers that he
has a powerful rival in the
prince of Seyre.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

MOON’'S EFFECTS NOT KNOWN | National Waste.
| Five years of drumming into the
{ public the tremendous wastes of fire
i carelessness has apparently had little
|eﬁ’ect. It probably will take a war
o | such as the one into which the country
All persons in all times have seen | IS now plunged, with its measures of
an intimate connection between the | national economy, to correct wasteful-
moon and fruitfulness, both animal 1119-“5 which has cost millions in money
and vegetable, and vm‘mtless lives. The extent of this
“Even now,” says the New York | Waste is presented graphically by the
Medical Journal, “the onlons which |actuarial bureau of the National Board
come to our city market owe their ex- ©0f Fire Underwriters, which has just
cellence to the farmer's careful con- ;“”mP]i‘TE‘tl ﬂ[f Im'sa.s_nglltlun of 300,000
junction of planting time with the | fires 1-1,1 the United States. The report
phases of the moon.” .Illlli'ﬂ 21.4 per cent of the blazes teo
Such ideas have been so universal | Strictly preventable causes, 37.0 per

May Be Key to Sleep Walking and
Kindred Disorders, Declares
Writer in Medical Journal.

serves them, though lis judgment may |2nd 40.7 per cent to unknown causes,
secorn them as absurd largely preventable. It is another il

Doctor Sadger of Vienna cites cases lustration of the notorious faet that
of somnambulists who “under the influ- | America saves at tll? spigot and
ence of moonlight are recalled to times | Wastes at the bung. Fire prevention
and seenes of active childish wishes. and food economy in these days of na:
The moon calls them in deep sleep to | tional saving should go hand in hand,
act out dream wishes.” 3% —Exchange.

Medical Journal suggests that
th:h:ey to sleep walking and other | Flagler’'s Dream Coming True.
kindred disorders of childhood and | The unn'uuncement that a contract
late life may be found in moon-lore. | has been signed by the P. & O. Steam-
ship company for the transportation
| over the Key West ferry of a large
amount of sugar and pineapples dem-

New Antirabies Vaccine.

A vaccine against hydrophobia that
seems to have many advantages over |
those of Pasteur, Calmette, Babes and |
others has been invented by Prof.
Claudio Fermi, superintendent of the
Institute of Hygiene, University of
Sassaro, Italy, and has been adopted
extensively in India. The London
Lancet describes this serum-vaccine
and says Prof. Fermi has had only one
per cent of his patients die during
treatment, and every one of those who
completed the treatment was cured. Of
the mad dogs he Inoculated all were

-

i “Overseas railroad” and the ferry sys-

onstrates that the dream of Henry W,
Flagler, which caused him to build the

tem between Havana and Key West, iy
coming true. It was Mr. Flagler's
dream that the railroad and ferry
would be crowded with northbound
trafic. During the first years of the
ferry the results have been just the
reverse to what Mr. Flagler had fig-
ured them. But there is reason to be-
lieve now that the traflic is beginning
to go north also, as the builder had
nlannad —Havana Post %
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are supplanting wood and slate shinges
for residences. They cost less, are
just as good looking, wear better, won't
fall off, buckle or split. They are fire-
retardent and do not have to be
painted or stained.

Certain-teed Paints and Varnishes

The name CER-
TAIN-TEED on a
can of paint or var-
nish is the sarmie guar-
antee of quality and
satisfac- -

tion it is on a roll
of roofing or a
bundle of shingles.
Made for all uses
and in all colors.

Certain-teed
Products Corporation

Sales Offices: New York, Chicagn. Philad=iphia
St. Loule, Boston, Cleveland, Piosborgs, [
Buffalo, San Francisco, Milwankee, Cis 2
New Orieans, Los Angeies, Minneapolis e
City. Searntle. Indianspolis. Atianta. R

Grand Rapids, Nz Salt Lake Ci 3
Moines. Houston, Dul andon., Sydney, Havang

placed anywhars,
attracts and ki iie
alfiies. ¥et s

Bl or imjure anvising
aubeed efective S .
deaiuzn. or & » v "
press preps t L]
KALS AVE., BROOKLYN, M. T.

o | oy
HAROLD SOMERS, 150 DE
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and supplies. Largest
house in the wesi
Eastman goods. We pa
turn postage on finisiin

KODA
FINISHIN

| THE ROBERT DEMPSTER CO., 1813 Farnam Strosl
Eastman Kodak Co.

Omaha, Neb.

FORTUNES MADE IN COTTON

| Imperial Valley of California, a Desert

Fifteen Years Ago, Is Now Great
Field of White.

In the Imperiel valley of Calif
they are making fortunes ruisin
ton this year—sudden dramat
tunes. Everything about the It
valley seems to have the
quality ; its story would make a good
moving pleture. In 1900 it wus a blls

Immatie

tering desert where a buzzanl ecould
EOvern-

scarcely live. And then the
ment harnessed the Colorado
the desert was veined with |
canals, and plowed and plants
for the first time since the primoniial
floods subsided, a tint of green and
growing things spread over the wval-
ley.

Cotton arrived in 1908. It came in
the shape of a box of seed under the
seat of & farm wagon driven by a
Texas homesteader. He asked why
they didn't ralse cotton thereabhou’s
and they said beeause it wouldn't g1
And so, being from Texas, which
somgthing like Missouri, he plante
little store of cottonseed, and it CHH
up and opened its snowy bells (0 the
wonderment of all beholders. Further
more, the next year it #m¢ up and
bore again without another planting.

The Texan's littie cotton field spread
like a drop of butfer o0 & hot pan. It
clothed the barrenness of the desert In
its fleece. And it brought to the men
who owned the 1and more hard iron
dollars than ever they had seen he-
fore. There are 50000 acres of cotton
in the Imperial valley this year and
there are going to be many more next
year. And even better than the cot-
ton crop is the human erop, which this
desert has horne; for it is peopled by
men who own thelr own farins and
Are prosperous,

_———
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