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By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

i

JOHN HEARS MYSTERIOUS PHRASES WHICH TROUBLE
HiM WITH GRAVE DOUBTS ABOUT LOUISE—AT TIMES
HE WISHES HE WERE BACK IN THE HILLS.
Synopsis~—Louise Maurel, famous aciress, making a motor tour of
rursl Eus ] - ! , when ber car broke down, to spend the
nizht at *} tral } of Stephen amd Johin Strangewey, bachelor
s } the { r 1 dlistriet. Before she left the next day
a5 A rivated John Thres i later he went to London and
Vs ¥y <4 ' ol I v her friends, migong them Graillot,
- 2 ped Sophy Gerand, a light-Learted little actre=s.  John,
] " 5 =, entered the zay bohemian life of the city with
> » 1 soon seen that Jolin and the prince of Seyre were
v b el hand of Lounise. Sophy also loved John
T 1 o enttee John into evil ways by sending
q at n rm and Yedevil him.
CHAPTER XIV—Continued. j 1 i¥s, and the dramatic in-
. : ngly developed in him.
= L Maurei. s ) muettered under his |
L b Yor 1. Sy _ th
John r “She is very different, T know.” John
[ z ve  bLoug Baed r . after a moment’s hesitation.
' 5 ] dons * is very clever and a great artist,
. 1 . in the | und she lives in an mosphere  of |
- = - guzing, and | whick, a few months ago. I knew noth- |
- r T SS0WS | inz. 1 have come up here to try to |
' ¥ E 1 bouzht 4 | yyderstand, to try to get a little nearer |
& r i it., 1 to Liep™ |
) n s thut ha There was pnother silepce, this time |
1k troduce wst an awkward one, Then Grail- |
I never wish | 15t pose = to his feet.
4 - fi¢ --I‘."-‘ “I will ¢t your coufidence,” he
. W, st mised, holding out  his  hand.
« 1 properiy grats Huve no fear of thar. I am due now |
ful.” . ; the theater. Your tea is excellent, |
‘ - s _"h‘j '.‘: and such little cukes I never tasted be-
Graillot grur fore.™
-4 ; % “You will wish me good luck?
. - ctraordinarily WAy 1
ki John ted slowly. “Whyr not?" John demanded, a little
-t 1 ! R} n it
ha & renl INANY
. L ) " - - '."' “Beenise Graillot pronounced. |
. S e \ r what I have seen and know of
- ; - th, ti « no two people ia |

“There Is No Sscret About It It is

Louise Maurel™

able for each other.”

“Look here” John expostulated, “1
on't want you to go away thinking so.
You don't understand what this means

o e

thiz world less sul

“Perhaps not, my friend,” Graillot
repliedl, “but remember that it is at
least my trade to understand men and
L i 8 I have known Lonise Mau-
was a child.”

wWor

rel since she

hen it is T whom you don't un-
L

nay be so " Graillot confessed.
Let us leave |
ut that. You are a young man of
ndeveloped tenperament. You may
le of much which at present

I do not find in you.”
“Tell me the one quality in which
vou consider me most lacking.” John |
“I want you on my side, Grall-

“tme makes mistakes,

“Amd L Graillot replied, as he shook |

‘:ﬁ - i:,j his friend’s hand and hurried nﬂ".i

_ nly to de on the side that will |

- - H r . !
- ’.—_!5 gt eun happiness fo hoth, |
. -3 He left the room a little abruptly.

b=} ’ John v 4l buack to the window, op-

: of something

...... Frenchman's |

ething which he could not
npainst which he struggled in

erladd Side by side with it, there |

<idde surged into his memory the disquie- |

roush « whirh his present relations with |

Graills Lowaise had developed. She was always |

; <ol o | churming when she had any time to |

more of & en af tl . 1 | spare—sometimes almost affectionate. |

On the other hand, he was profoundly

¢ ™ Jos " el simy onseions of her desire to keep him |

] me e life up arm’s length for the present. |

I mean, of ¢ had accepted her deeision with-

ordinary life of 1r'a-u:~ur--.?""'- a murmur. He made but few ef- |

the life 1o be v by @ young man  forts to see her alone, and when they |
ke 1 r win basu't any profession | Met he made no special claim upon
ar g } Le can concen- | ber notice.  He was serving his appren-

frate his thouzhts
] do you stay?’
no tminedia

wd to the

te reply. In-
window of his |

nd stood looking across

ith a discontented frown | forwand, chafing against the restraint
gpots his fmee. Beotwesn him and the | of the narrow walls and the low ceil-

Frenchman a curious friendship had | In2. A sudden desire had seized him
sprung up duringe the last few months. |10 Iy back to the hills, wreathed in
“1 gather ™ Graillot coptinued. “that, | mist though they might be; to struggle
to gt it coneis et truthifully, you o0 his way ‘through the blinding rain.
are (be most bored man in London. | t0 drink down long gulps of his own
Thet - 1s somsthing bebind ¢ll this ef- | purer, less divilized atmosphere.
fart of yours, wy friend, to fit your-| The telephone bell rang. He placed

imas being, into Hll‘l
ek the truth, now! l*

self, the 1
sguare pHlace,
Treat me s u 1;

Joln swuug re

r confessor.™ |
! upon his heel, In !
the clear lizht it was obvious that he |
was a little thinner in t2e face and
that =wue of the tan had gone from hi-&}
complexion,
“] s staying up here, and going on, |
sith it” he annosueed dogzedly, “be- |
coane of wotnan,”
Graillot stoppes]l enting, placed the |
annius of bis cake In the saneer of his
gacup, and lald it down. Then he
too speeptk nnd abiraptiy |

petied his jips

| there were times like the present when

| furnish them? Surroundings like these
; are destructive to one's Individuality,”

ticeship doggedly and faithfully., Yet
he found his task both hateful and dJdif-
ficult.

He walked almlessly hackward and

the receiver his almost
chanieally,

“Who is it?" he asiked.

“Lady Hilda Mulloch is asking for
vou, =ir.,” the hali porter announced.

Lady Hilda peered around John's
room through her lorgnette, and did
not hesitate to express her dissatisfice-
tion.

“My dear man'” she exclaimed,
“what makes you live in a hotel? Why
don't you take rooms of your own and

to ear me-

"

“Well, vou see” John explained, as

sHilda asked.

| shoulders
| only
{ vinced that if I chose to take you off

| lazily.

| my mind, the most bhour
| It comes from a want of

| has bored

how#” she demanded. =1 feel sure that
Eugene told me the reason which had
brought you from your wilds, but I

have forgotten it.”

“For one thing,” John replied, *1
have come becnuse I don’t want to ap-
pear prejudiced, and the fact that I
pever spent a month in London, or even
a week, seemed a little narrow-mind-
ed.”

“What's the real attraction?’ Lady
“It is & woman, isn't it?”

“I um very fond of a woman who
is in London.” John admitted.
haps it is true that I am here on her
account,”

Lady Hilda withdrew from her mufl

a zold cigarette case and a little box of

mutches,
“Order some mixed vermouth with

lemon for me. please,” she begged. 1

lzive been shopping, and 1 hate tea.
I don’t know why I came to see you.

| I suddenly thought of it when 1 was

in Bond street.”
“It was very kind of you." John =aid.
“If I had known that you cared about

secing me, I would have come to you

with pleasure”

“What does It matter? she an-
swerad., “You are thinking, perhaps,
that I risk my reputation in coming to
4 young man’s rooms? Those things
do not count for me. Ever since i
wias a child T have done exactly as
liked, and people have shrugzed their
and said, *\h, well, it is
Hilda!” 1 am quite con-

Lady

to Monte Carlo with me next week
and spend a month with you there, 1
should get my pass to the royal inclo-
sure at Ascot when I returned, snd my
invitation to the next court ball, even
in this era of starch. You see, they
would say, ‘It is only Lady Hilda!" ™
The brought the vermouth,
which his visitor sipped contentedly.

waiter

“So there is a woman, is there?” she

| went on, looking across the room at her

companion. “Have you committed
yourself already, then? Don't you re-
member what 1 told you the first night
we met after the opera—that it is
well to wait?”

“Yes, I remember,” John admitted.

“T meant it."”

He lnughed good-humoredly, yet not
without trace
ness.

“The mischief was done then,” he
said. i

“Couldn’t it be undone?’ she asked
“Or are youn one of those tedi-
ous people who are faithful forever?
Fidelity,” she continued, knocking the
ash from

sote of self-conscious-

her cigarette, “is really, to

ois of vices.

elasticity in
Nothinz in life
el faith-

the emotional fibers,

me So as the

| fuiness of wmy lovers™

“You ought to put all this into one
of your hooks” John sugzested,

“I probably shall, when I write my
reminiscences,” she replicd. “Tell me
about thi= woman, And don't stand
about in that restless way at the other
end of the room. Bring a chair close
to to my shde!”

John obeyed, and his visitor contem-

plated him thoughtfully through a
little eloud of tobaceo smoke,
*Yes," she decided, “there is no use
nying it. You are hatefully
. and comehow or other I think
your clothes have improved you. You.
have a little more air than when yon
first eame to town, Are yon gquite sure
that you haven't made up your mind
about this woman in a hurry?”

“Quite sure,” John langhed. *1 sup-
pose I am rather an idiot. but T am
addicted to the vice of which you were
speaking.”

She nodded.

“1 should imagine,™
you were not an adept in the art of
flirtation. Is it true that the woman
is Lonise Maurel?"”

“Quite true,” John replied.

“But don't you know—"

She broke off abruptly. She saw the
face of the man by her side suddenly
change, and her instinct warned her
of the danger into which she was rush-
ing.

“You surprise me very much,” she
said. “Louise Muaurel is a very won-
derful woman, but she seems to spend
the whole of her time with my cousin,
the prince.”

“They are, without doubt, very
friendly,” John assented. “They have
a good many interests in common, and
the prince is connected with the syn-
dicate which finances the theater. 1
do not imagine, however, that the
prince wishes to marry her, or she
him.”

Lady Hilda began to laugh, softly,
but us if genuinely amused. John sat
and watched her in ominous silence.
Not the flicker of a smile parted his
lips. His visitor, however, was undis-
turbed. She leaned over and patted
his hand.

“Simple Simon!™ she murmured,
leaning a little toward him. *“If you
go on looking like that, I shall pat
vour cheeks, too. You are really much

me—there, close

o

Agsed them., His face suddenly under- | he drew an easy chair up to the fire
wenl ali extroondinary change. A few for his guest, *my stay in London is
mseotirds ngo | dtitnde had been that | only a temporary one, and it hasn't
of a professor cxamining some favorite seemed worth while to settle any-
ol ject of study now g more personal ' where”
pote Bud Bamanized B expression. | She stretched out her graceful body
Whatever thoush: or reflection it was | In front of the fire and raised her veil.
hat had come Wis wimd. it had | She was very smartly 1_lr-'*-‘-'"-l, as usual.
{auinly startied hi Her white silk stockings, which she
“Who 5 the woman? be asked seemed to have no objection to dis-
breathlessty. playing, were of the latest vogue. The
“There is no secret shout 1t, so far nlf‘hlll-'lli“ll around her neck and in her

johim answered.
I thought you

us 1 am converued,
“It Is Louise Maurel.
mwust have guessed.”
The two meu lovked nt each other
e sllence for some moments. Out on
the river a little tuz was hooting vig-
ly. The roar of the Strand came
faintly into the rovin.  On the muntel-
a very orpute lrench clock was
phec lightly. A these sounds
Il 1 suddenly acoeniuated, They

S lbenshy. s Dandkerchief

little togque was most becoming. She
seemed to bring with her an atmos-
phere Indefinable, in its way, but dis-
tinetly attractive. Brisk in her speech,
a little commanding in her munner, she
was still essentially feminine,

John, at her direct invitation, had
ealled upon her once or twice since
their meeting at the opera, and he had
found her, from the first, more at-
tractive than any other society woman
of his acquuintance. None the less, he
was a little taken aback at her pres-
ent visit.

.

T . —

Exactly why are you here, any-

too nice looking to wear such thun-
der clonds!™

“Perhaps if we chose some other
subject of conversation—" John said
stiflly.

“0ih, dear me!” she interrupted.
“Very. well! You realiy are a most
trying persen, you know. I put up with
1 great deal from yon.”

John was silent. Her face darkened
a little, and an angry light fashed
in her eyes.

“Well, I'll leave you alone if you
like,” she decided, tossing her cigarette
into the grate. “If my friendship isn't
worth having, let it go. It hasn't
often been offered in vain, There are
1yore men in London than I could count
who would go down on their knees tor
such a visit as I am paying you. And
you—you,” she added, with a little

“Per- |

she said, “that |

tremble of real anger in her tone,
| “you're too hatefully polite and prig-

gish! Come and ring the bell for the
lift. I am going!™

! She slid gracefully to her feet, shook
the clzarette ash from her clothes, and
| picked up her muff.

i “You are really an egregious, thick-
| headed, obstinate countryman,” she de-
| clared, as she moved toward the door.
“You haven't either manners or sensi-
bility. I am a perfect idiot to waste
|my time upon you. I wouldn't have

cuuse I feel that there is a wall be-
tween us that I can’t get over.”
“There Isn't really,” Sophy sighed.
“Louise is a dear. Considering every-
thing, I think she i{s wonderful. But
you are utterly different. She is very
complex, very emotional, and she has
hvr own standards of life. You, on the
other hand. are very simple, very falth-
ful and honest, and you accept the
standards which have been made for |
Fou—very, very rigidly, John. What |
are yvou looking at?”

| done it,” she added, as he followed her
dumbly down the corridor, “if I hadn't
rather liked you!™ |
“I am very sorry.” he declared. *T |
| don’t know quite what T have done. I
| do appreciate vour friendship. You |
have been very kind to me indeed.” |
She hesitated as his finger touched |
the bell of the lifi, and glanced at
| the watch on her wrist. She sighed,
|and watched the top of the lift as it
| came up. Then she dropped her veil,

CHAPTER XV.

“This is very nearly my idea of per-
| feet happiness,” Sophy murmured, as
| she leaned across the table and listened
idly while John ordered the dinner.
“Give me very little to eat, John, and
talk a great deal me, I am de-
pressed about myself and worried
about everything!™

“And L™ he dee «], “oam jll.‘-“! hegin-
ning to breathe a I don't think I
understand women, Sophy.”

“Wasn't your week-end party a sas
she asked.

“Not altozether.” he confessed ; “but
tdon’t let’s talk about it. Tell me what |
is depressing vou”

“Ahout myself, or things generally ¥

“Yourself first.,” i

“Well, the mos: respectable young
man you ever knew in your life, who
lives in Bath, wan:s me to marry him,
I don’t think I could. T don’t think 1!
could live in Batl, and I don’t think
I could marry anvone. And I've just
thirteen shillings and fourpence left,
I haven't paid my rent, and my dress-
nuiker is calling for something on
account on Monday morning.”
| here’s only one thing to answer |
| to that,” John insisted cheerfully., *I
am going to lend you fifty pounds while

to

Cesst”

you make your mind up about the
| youngz man."”

|  She made a face at him. |
[ “I couldn’t borrow moneyr from a

| strange gentleman” she protested,

“Rubbish ! he exclaimed. “If yoa
| begin ealling me a stranger—bmt there,
never mind! We'll see about that din-
ner. Tell me more about your love af-
fair, Sophy.”

“It isu't a love affalr at all!™ she ex-
claimed, almost indignantly.

“Why, T am sorry. Your prospective
allinnce, then, shall T eall it?”

“Oh, it isn't interesting” she said.
“It’s just a youns man in Bath. He
is a lanwyer and moderately well off.
He has wanted nme to marry him fer
years, He was a friend of my broth-
er's. Lately he has been bothering a
| little more than usual—in fact, 1 sup- |
pose I have received what might be
culled an ultimatum, He came up yves-
terday, and T went out with him last
night. He has gone back to Bath this
morning, and I have promised to let
him know in a month. I think that is
why T went out to Waterloo bridge in
a mackintosh and got wet.”

“Dwr you like him?” John asked prae-
tieally.

*1 iike him. I suppose,” Sophy sighed,
“That’s the worst of it. If I didn’t like
him, there mizght he some chance, 1
can’t realize miyself ever doing more
than liking him in a mild sort of way;
and if he expeeted snore, as of course
he wonld, then 1 shonld probably hate
him. He tried to kiss me on the way
to the station, and I nearly scratched
him. That isn't like me, you know, I
rather like being kissed sometimes.”

John buried himself in the wine-list,

*“Well,” he admitted., *it doesn't
somnd very hopeful., I'm no sort of
Judgze in these mutters, but I have

heard lots of people =ay that one gets
on all right after marriage without ear-
ing very much before. You don't seem
to have a very comfortable life now,
| do you?”

“Comfortable? XNao, but I am free,
Sophy replied guickly. *“I ean come in
and go out when I please, choose my

|
|
4

i
i

|

“You Really Are an Egregious, Thick-
Headed, Obstinate Country Man."

own friends, It's rather fine to be
here, you know—to be in the atmos-

L1y changed.

| aronnd.

| Saphy

| seemed taller

| returning

| 4 woman

' down the room., John slowly resumed |

{ tate very long.

John's whole expression had sudden-
His eyes were fixed upon |
the door, his face was stern as a gran-
ite  block. Sophy tarred quickly
The m#@itre d’hotel, with an-
other satellite In his rear, was welcom- |

| inz with much ceremony two lately ad-

rived guests. Sophy elutched at the

| tublecloth. The neweomers were Lou- |
lise and the prince of Seyre. '

“I don’t understand this!™ John mut- |
tered, his lips twitching. |
Gerard said nothing. Her
chieeks were pink with excitement.

Suddenly Louise saw John and So-

pliy. She stowd quite still for a mo-
ment; then she came toward them.
slowly and a little languidly. The

prince was still studying through his
eyeglass the various tables which the |
head waiter was offering for his “'"'j
sideration.

“What an astonishinge meetin=!"
Louise remarkod, as she 1aid her hand
for a momen: on Sophy's shouiler.
“What is goins on behind my back?®”

John rese very slowly to his feet. He
than ever, amd Lonise's
* remained upnanswered,

“The rain up my week-end
wirty,” he expliined, “and 1T met Sophy |
he Strand. In any case, I intended |
toni. I understood that |
you would not Lo here uatil tomorrow |
abvnt eleven o'vlock. |

“Those were my plans,” Louise re |
plied; “But. as vou see, other I]Iin'.::«'i
]
|
i
]
| ]
i
|
|

oy
Ooae

i,

have intervened Our little house
party, too, was broken up by this shom-
inable weather, 214 we all motored up
to town. The Faradays
home. The prinee heard from Miies
that T was at home, and telephoned |
me to dine. Me voici!”

John was strugciing with a crowd of |
hateful thoughts,
n wonderful gown
tifully arraneged;

have gone

Louise was wearing
her hair was beau- |
h:idl the air of
whose was complete |
and perfect down to the slightest dt"-l
tail. The prince’s slow drawl reached |
them distinetly, |

“It was my servant's fault, I sup-

she

pose.” he said. I told him to ring up
last night and order the table for two
in that corner. Houvever, we will take |
the vacant one near vour desk.™

He 1 e around and,
first time, Louise.
towanrd 1

for the

He

as i1

missed came

eI at once,

[ am finding you too attractive fo_r_
my peace of mind. There's your text!

He poured a glass of wine and drank
it off.

“I'll do my best,” he nereed. oo £ A
sounds like rubbish, you ecan still he-
lieve that 1 apprecicte everything
you've told me. You are pretty, and 1
am lucky to have you here. Now Il
try to make you believe that I thiuk
s0."

She leaned over so that her head al-
most touched lis,
mmurmured.

<}
St

“Go on, please!”
“Even if it hurts afterward, it will be
heavenly to listen to!”
® - - - L L ] *

The next night Sophy acted as show-
man at the first production of the play,
so lonz delayed because of Graillot’s
insistence on a scene that promised
to be startling to English playgoers.
Her part was over at the end of the
first act, and a few minutes later she

| slipped into a seat by johu's side be-

hind the curtain.

“What do you think of it so far?”
she asked a little anxiously.

“It seems quite good,” John replied
cheerfully. “Some clever lines,
and all that sort of thing; but I can’t
quite see what it's all leadi

Sophy peered arcund the house from
behind the curtain.

“There isn't staading
where,” she declared. *“I

very

room
don't

any-
sup-

She Leaned Over and Patted Him on

the Mand.

pose there ever was a play in London
that was more
putting it

el abour; and then
off for more than three

o : months—why, there have been all sorts

I'he prince seems to have omdered of rumors about. Do youn wuant to
h?‘ table last night,” John remarked, know who the people in the audience
his tone, even to himself, sounding are?”

queer and strained.
Louise made no reply. The prince
was already shaking hunds with Sophy.

“I thought

“I shouldn’t know
There are just a

“Not particularly,” John answered.
them, if you told me.
familiar faces.

fow

- ore spondine the : - S

yYou wer spending  the I see the prince in the box opposite.
\\wjl\“-t:llil \\“!1‘ my o ST | “Did you telephone to Louise to-
WY, ¢ remarked, mr to Jo | day?" Sophy asked.

“We did spend part of it together,”
John replied. *“The weather drove us
biack this afternoon.™

alone until after tonight.”

John shuok his hn*:ui.
“No. I thought it better to leave her

1 ""'n:r_‘_lnﬂ_“‘" ,\'ﬂu_hn‘:h on gour “You ure going to the supper, of
good taste,” said the prince. “There is course?’

nothing more abominable than a river-
side retreat out of senson. We are tak-
ing the table on the left, Louise.”

He led her away. and they passed

his seat. |
“Sophy,” he demanded hoarsely, “teli |
me the truth. Is there anything be- |
tween the prinee and Lonise® '
Sophy nervously crumbled up the

tonst by her side,
“The prince a

Jdmires Louise. and has | «
v yvears,” she answered, |

Louise |
I canuot |

never speaks of him to me,

a little doubtiully.
whether I want to.
by the prince or by the management?"

him.
zoing to be rather fun.”

ond aet.
the

subject

a4 ae, a
bearing and full of personality. from

“l have been asked,” John replied,
“I don’t quite know
Is it being given

“The management,” Sophy assured
“Do you come and take me! It's

The eurtain went up upon the sec-
John, from the shadows of
listened attentively. The |
was not a particularly new
but the writing was brilliant.
There was the old “Marquis de Guy,”
degenerate, but still over-

]nnL

me,

tell yor™ I‘\l""'" lips came some of Graillot’s
“But you must know,” he persisted, | most brilliant sayings: Louise, his

with a little hreak in his voice. “For-|
give me, Sophy, if I made an ass of my-
self. First Lady Hilda, and then Grail-
lot, and then—well, 1 thought Louise
might have runz up to see whether 1/
was at home, i€ she came back sooner
than she expected ; and the prince took
the table last night !

She leaned over and patted him én

wife: and Faraday, a friend of the old

marguis, and obviously the Intended |

lover of his wife.

“I don’t see anything so terrible in |

this,” John remarked, as the crutain

went down once more and thunders

| Sept. 21, 1916.

CRISIS OF
WOMAN’S LIFE

Change Safely Passed by
Taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

W er, Okla.—*‘1 never get tired

of praising Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
- table Compound
because during

Change of Life I

was In bed two

grave today hai it
not been for Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Veg-
Compound
which brought me out of it all right, so
1 am now well and do all my housework,

besides working in my garden. Several
of my nei%bbors have %t well by tak-
ing Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound.”"— Mrs, VioLa FiNicAL, Wagon-
er&OcljiJln. ) &
Such warnin S 88 Sense
euffocation, bog ﬂﬂmadsches' back-
aches, dread of impending evil, timidity,
sounds in the ears, palpitation of the
heart, sparks before the eyes, irregu-
larities, constipation, variable app«tite,
weakness and dizziness should be heeded
by middle-aged women. Lydia E. Pink-
kam's Vegetable Com d has carried
many women safely the crisis.

Here Is a Record!

Talk about records! Here's on 1
apparently has every recorded record
beaten to a frazzle.

Think of it—oecean to ocean in half
a day.

We might possibly have helieved

our national defense board had an-
nounced the inveution of some
and wonderful 10-mile-a-minute uir-

plane—bhut on a bicyele—never.

But it's a faet. ©On August 2
ward G. Arminger and two other young
men c¢overed the distance in v
hours on bicyeles—and what's more,
they did it partly en railroad ties and
Ioose gravel roads—and, of course, it's
the first time it's ever been done.

Well, come on! What's the answer?
If you must know, here it is. They
did It aeross the Panama ecanal zone

Financial American.

MNNESOTA DRUSGIST
PRAISES DR. KILMER'S
SWAMP-R0T

I believe you have a splendid, rel
kidnev, liver and bladder medicine
Kilmer's imp-Root. and my
who have taken it during the past t

¢ix vears have nothing but praise for

vie

cu

= ' 4 r Il recom-
mending it for the troubles for which it €]
intended.

3 ¥ - Wiat
it iplished for them. On account of
the ndid reputation which it
the trade I have no hesitancy

Yours very truly,
J. G. SIEBEN, Druggist.
Hastings, Minn,

Letter to
Dr. Kilmer &~ Co.
Binghamton, N. Y.

Prove What Swamp-Root Wil Do For You

Send ten cents to Dr. Kilmer & Co.
Binghamton, N. Y., for a sample size
bottle. It will convince anyone. Y
will also receive a hooklet of valuabic in-
formation, telling about the kidnevs
bladder. When writing, be sure anid men
tion this paper. Large and medium size
bottles for sale at all drug stores.—Adv.

Seized Her QOgpportunity.

For nine long he had
wooing the fair daughrer of the furn.

“Jennie,” he mused, as they sat
the old fence, “lI read the other day
that in a thousand vears the Lakes of
Killarney will dry up.”

Jennie clutched his arm excitedly.

“Oh, Tom!” she exclaimed.

“What's the matter, lass?"

“Why, as you promised to take mae
there on our honeyvmoon, dea’t yoa
think we'd better be a little eareful

t

years Lierny

i

| that they don’t dry up before we ge

of applause greeted some wonderful | g o on

lines of Graillot's, |
1

the hand.

“Don’t werry,” she begged. “If Lou-
ise has to choose some day between
him and you, I don’t think she'll hesi-
Dont look so stern,
please. You look very statuesque anc
perfect, but 1 don’t want to dine with _

The mystery about the life of
Louise further troubles John
and he sets forth to get the ex-
act truth, no matter how tragic
for him it may be.

a piece of sculpture. Remember that |

A ~ ~ ~

| B
(TO BE CONTINUED.) |

UNUSUAL BOATS ON ATLANTIC | VALUE OF

Demand for Tonnage for War Cargoes Arrangement of Pension Lists in Eng- |

Brings Into Service Types That
Are Rarely Seen.

Many vessels of unusual type have

seldom on the western ocean.

Like some other American s-.:ilir.gi
craft the John Palmer had an encoun- |
ter with a sebmarine. She was luck- |
jer than the Lyman W. Law, however, |
for she floated on her cargo and man-
aged to make port. While carrying |

| Tumber from Galveston to Genoa thoe
i Palmer was forpedoed 200 miles west

of the latter port. _
After the torpedoing the submaripe |

phere, even if the limelight misses
one.”
John sighed, and regarded her

ti.oughtfully. *“You're a queer little
girl Sophy,” he said. *“I don't know
how to advise you"

“Of course you don’t,” she answerctl.
“No one could, As for you, I suppose
you will marry Louise. What will hap-
pen to you after that, 1 don’t know.
Perhaps 1 sha'n't care so much about
London then, You've made it very nice
for me, you know.” :

“You've made it bearable even for
me,” he told her. *I often think how
lonely I should have been without yon
to talk to. Louise sometimes is de-
lightfully companionable, and kind
enough to turn one’s head. Other days
I scarcely understand her; everything
we say to one another seems wrong.
I come away and leave her simply be

.'_'._ L] -.__-h"_

e |

| was chased by a patrol boat, which
| afterward took the Yankee vessel in
| tow. As she showed no signs of sink-
lim: immediately the captain and crew
remained en  board. The Palmer
eventually reached port and was able |
to deliver her carge, although she haa
to be beached.

The John Palmer s now being re-
paired at Genoa, and it is expected she
will be seaworthy in a short time and
bring an Italian cargo to New York.
She was built of wood at San Fraa-
cisco in 1901,

Full Measure.
Pat—1 hear Kelly lost a foot in that
railroad accident.
Mike—He lost a yard—one of his
own feet and two of his wife's !—Towa

Topics,

. {
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ibrings in a pension of 16s, a short

| measured by inches, the right arm car-
rying a value of 1s more than the!

LIMBS APPRAISED

N. B.—The next month the wedding
bells rang in the village,

The Other Side.
“Young man,” said the office mana-

| ger, “if you knew as much about the
| business of this firm as yom do about
| baseball you'd be helding down my
| job.”

“I know that, sir,” replied the office

[ boy. “And if yo#i'd make your busi-
| ness as interesting as baseball you'd

have kids beggin’ for a chance to work

| for you and willing to pay fer the

land Has Humorous as Well as |
Pathetic Aspect. [

If the average man were asked to

A new order
in council has stipulated the weekly
peasion to be allotted to men who
have lost a limb, and the list has its
humors as well as its pathetie aspect,
Thus we find it more profitable to lose
vour leg at the thizh than above the
knee; in fact, the place of amputation
solected between the thigh and the
knee may make a difference of 3s 6d
a week. A leg taken off at the hip

thizh with pelvie band 14s, above the
knee 12s 6d and below the knee 10s 6.
Pensions for the arm, too, have been

left. Thus the right arm amputated at
the shoulder earries with it a pension
of 16s a week, above or throngh the
elbow 145 and below 11s 6d. This rat-
mz suggests a preblem. Why should
the extent of amputation from elbow
to shoulder vary as much as 2s, and
from elbow downward only 2s 6d% The
rising scale suggests that the lower
half of the arm is worth less than the
upper, a puzzle intensified by the fact
that a man cannot lose the upper part
without loss of the lower.

appeared on the Atlantic in recent|ggte the proportional value of his | “It's that way the most of t
months because of tne demand for | jmbs, he wonld probably reply that | It's never of use In an enfergency
tonnage for war cargoes. Among them f such a task was ns impossible to per- i I'mi going to change Its name, and cnli
is the American four-masted barken-|foem gs it was ridiculous to set, but
tine John Palmer, a type of sailing| the pensions ministry have had m'
ship seen frequently on the Paclfic, but | jygke such an assessment recently, re-
i marks London Tit-Bits,

privilege.”

Change the Name.
“John,” she suid stermly, “the coa
bin is empty.” i
“Yes,” was the diseconsolate peply.
time.

it a coal has-bin!™

In after years a man begins to ap-
preciate the woman who handed him
the ey mitt.

s

The wholesome
nutrition
of wheat and
barley in most
appetizing

form




