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SYNC2SIS, !
Gars»t Canst, & young man of .“ﬂt
Yare 9y, mee's Dougias Dlack ook, whe |
farites i to 3 exsd party. He acoepts, |
Ssiimart: b dellkes Blackstack the rea- |
Sl beang thet both are i love with Kath- ]
ertpe Thoster Coast fails 1o coavince b
thet Rlabtsmork i onworthy of ber
Irwmdstoyp  Af the party Coast merts TWO
masned [undss and YVan Tuyl There i
8 guarrel and Blerksmok shoots Van
Terl dead Cosst siruggies to Wt the |
Seapos frem i thus the police &is-
euner thest Coast is arrested {or mus’ or
W robvieted but &s bLe wgins his sen-
teare [Pundas names Wlackstock as the |
merd-rer ate Eills Bimnme!f Const be-
cwpes free. but Bisckstock bas married |
Kathering Thasier and Ged Coast pur-
*hasee a yacit and wife saling soes a
mas rheows from & distant bozt Tie res- |

“hep the f-Blow who is named Appieyard
siznd kacwn A
~%-

They crrve st a loacty
Me Man's Land Coast stzrts out to
Plare the loce and romes wpos
demr—od buldings He liscoiers a
dead Upes gmng for
Wy i bowcre bhe sees -
whe c3pliins 1Rt ber nd, unde
Bamme of Higrk bas bought - -1
He &s Liind. & wirelb s oprrator 35
8 E2laws (heye Cosst iuforms ber that
her hushand murdersd Van Tuyl Coast |
rars Habrios ynd some ChHinaas
Yt a2 muas They fire at bin, but he
I rescoed by Agyplevard wha gets i
W e Ecto in safety and there he re-
Tenis * ke 5 8 ge~yel ssrvies man |
the crowd on
*F e crimuina’s
3 The mysieres

2ppr

is A«trrml

spst e

Apoieryard

et slown smeo-~ts bim

e K oo Ssesppear. (Coarl assufes KB
=iae of s prodec"-n and she i77om
i 1) they mee '~ phandon the isiar
memed The Lilcbd man and i
w»odts t ewrrpow ar (Cacst, who aft
TR ranpes and s met L Katherine
-im ——y Ao er a ivm
bt bt they can reach It 18

dmai = the craf Bla« »
tag=ticsty states thot e 1

PFind W s orerposn
Kathepe By from 1
regmads pori of the
boat wh o~k they =
Appleryard and (he 12w

CHAPTER XX.—(Cecnnnued.)

aasl, as §

mriataneousy

romp! ‘o take alarm, bad
imitated ber action
Whesling. weapon polsied, he discov
ered (D¢ shadowed
rebn:p, sward them—or,
fer secemed hadly
reeling throsgh
formiess

hape of a man

raiher,
slagrering

be

windes - leapinz

and

the vudsiations of the low,

end yielding sub-

ounad of

a

Lol L8 v Eoge
Sad
nis approach until be was almost vpon
irts Ivn

il 1

Slarce deadered the

At Kztherine's call be Sung up one
kand as i to signify a peaceful ingent,
Sl came on st unzbated speed.

oeY sheot!™ ke pleaded boarsely

m Cnrmed- |
Bota kaew that voice too well The |
wmean's fOgoare straightened o ng- |
SQity Stop'™ she reprated. impera-
Uee, infexibie “Stop, Doug’'as, or—"
Cozst threw ocut 3 Dand :nd de !
focled the mauzsie of ber weapolb.

“DanY.” be seid aside: “if it comes to
hat, = me attend to him!’
Hiackstock!™ be cried curtis
where you are’™

At this the man pelied wp 2t a dis
ince of a few lect, within the radius

“Stand

{ lamtern Neht “Steady'™ he b-xg-.d'
etween pasps  “T've beatcn
i ol

Pleaty ol time. . - i
“What's your game now™ demand- |

od Coas! coldir, his atiention distraet- !
ot by comiosiing sound of dipping
oz and squealing romiccks behind
2=

Ge The man's eves conght a |

curtans ghint of light from the lantern
a the Ted svdUy, gancisg side |
long “Gams be Merated in Lrokea

224 Lollow tones. “T'm i Do shape for
Fur God's sake don't be

Extes 2o’

Frrd oo ne iw omme 10 give my !
up—ito surrender”™
i zunouncoment fell like a thun
4 -rctagpn Lt om .'..';\."”} Coaxt d.tsc.*ed-i
Hed bis gense of besring “Surren-!
der” he muliered. locredulous |
“YouZ" fie cast 3 quick, cautious loﬂk..
*sand.  Thers was po obe else within |
the lixits of hs vislop—oot a fizure |

mor s mwoving shadow. His gaze re- |

twrned 1> the huge, quaking shape by

fore them: Blackstock fn a panic,
‘resubiling with fear and exhsustion,
ais plemp Tace furned 2 pasty, un-
whol-some shade znd largsly blotched
with < gll, burning red. eves like knots !

-
P

ot oo much white and roiling |
+ 24ly, loose mouth aquive-, hands '
shakicg lwesth coming spd soins
wil & seund resembling the exbanst
skipping molor. “The devii!”
tabd Coast o himseifl; snd sioud tn |
accents hard and unrelenting: ~You'd
best expinia . *

W 1l & suddes mavemest the wom

- B

as louched his arm
“Don’t trust bim Garreti!™ she ex-
~ zimed “You dont kmow bhim— |

dont, dca"t trust bim'™
“T've no intention—" Coast bogan. |
Incontinently they were trested 1o
*he lpecagruous :p-octacie of PBlack
siock on his knces. bumbling himset] *
Sirst to the woman fhen 1o the man.!
e bad wrouged fat mottied, :rﬂnu-;

lous bands tmploring them “No!™|
he prayed. cosrsely pliiful “Doat!
ey ! Have a littie pity! My God!
d4ant you ksow ['m dying? Dom't

beave we bere 1o die like a dog. in htuz1
sames of mercy'” |

“inving s Coast™ repeated
while Katherice bent forward, peering |
stendily into the man's fage “Wkhai|
d'rou xean by “dyipg™ "~ !

“Dan you underfiand—ean’t yom
ses™ The piump,. spotied hauds fum-
for the first time
Coas: remarked kot it was lpndaged, |
and began to comprehend what frignt. |
ful fear was bringing the man to his |
feet. “That éamn dog” Blackstock
breatbhed conruisiveiy—“he’s” done for
mwe. il | 4am’t gt belp—medical help—
guick. He's tors my throat to tat-
ter:,” be whispered: “I'm polsoned,

-l

poisoned’ U yab leave me dere, I'll | own country.

'sharp and frigid address,

' over to the police, first place we stop.”

' ally imi

| for sure.
| perky little head toward the tender.

| He sighed and with a brief, uncertain

| squatted sliently in the slern.

A DOMANCE
ﬁ’y/ﬂskﬁ

his eve upon her, responded with a
nod and a shrug.

“f think well have to . . .”
faid. tentative.

“Of course,” she answerd listlessly.

“Look here, Blackstock!” At Coast's
the man
quieted abroptly, and appsrently com-
ing te a reaiization of tke spectacie
be wzs making of himsell, got slowly
and shame-facedly to his feet. “If we
agree to take you off the island, you |
kmow what it means? ['Il tarn you

he

“I dom"t care,” Blackstock asserted
eageriy. “l dont care a damn. [I'll
£o anywhere, do anything—go to the
chair, if 1 bave to—work out my life
in the pen—anything but stay here
ard go mad. I've been a cur, | know,
but for the love of God don't leave me
to die llke one—"

“Heilo!™ PBehind the trio the keel
of a rowboat grated on the sand, and

Appleyvard jumped Dbriskly ashore,
trotting up, painter in kand. “What's
this™ bhe demanded briskly. *“Hello,
Coast! Madam, your servant. . . .
Now, what's the row?

He put himse!f in the center of the |

Applevard’'s eyes svught Coast's.
The younger man lifted his shoulders,
disclaiming homor or responsibility.
“When the devil was sick,” he quoted
in disgust, lowering his tone. “Keep
an eve on him.”

“Wel-l, rawther,” Appleyard drawled.
“But he won't try any monkeyvshines
aboard the Echce—or 1 never saw a
man afraid of his sins before. . . .
Madam,” he added, turning with a cu-
rious little courtly bow to the woman,
“if you'll step in"—his glance traveled
past her down the beach—"we’ll beat
that pack to the mainland. 1 see,” be
said, “they're launching a long-boat.
What kind of a yarn explains that,
please?”

Coast recounted with exceptional
brevity the wrecking of the schooner,
at the same time stepping into the
boat and placing himself at the oars,
on the middle seat. Katherine sat
forward, behind him, and Appleyard,
pushing off, scrambled aft and
dropped down beside Blackstock, who

| sulkily moved to one side to make

recom for him.

“Look lively, Mr. Coast,” he lttle
man advised pleasantly.
haven't got a minute to spare—those
chaps are laying to their oars as If
they really wanted to scrape acquaint-
ance with us. Or perhaps,” he sug-
gested with a look askance at Black-
stock, “my cheerful prisoner can ac-
count for this apparent mad anxiety
of theirs to bid their dis—, I mean ex-
tinguished leader a fond farewell.”

Blackstock, fumbling nervously at |

his bandaged throat, made no answer.
Coast, bending all his strength to the

| oars, drove the dory swiftly toward

the Echo.
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Orove the Dory Swift

BT bright watchiul eves diagnos- |
'Ly one expression aflier another on
the ccuntemances round him; with
something in his pose and manner
sivgularly suggestive of an exception- |
el'igent and inquisitive mag- |

up,

ple

Coast dropped a hend affectionately
on his shoulder. “Thank heaven,
vou're here at ilast™ he said. “And
bere's your prisoner—take him in the

| pame of the law and for the sake of
| ez2ce He's beea badly bitien first
by a dog and then by fright, and he

himself up and Le sent

. that’s it, eh?

I heard a bit of
the coalab while rowing in, and it
Hstened uncommen’ interestin’; but

couidn't figure out what was at the
v m of it all VWell, well, Mr.
tlaci:stock!™ TEke little man rubbed

Riac

bis bands. “I'm giad to come up with
vou. This Is more fun than a goat,
Come'” He jerked his

“Jump in, and I'l hurry you to mar-

A sullen loock replaced the terror
that had masked Blackstock's face.

nod, apperently directed at Coast. col-
lected himecelf and trudged heavily to-
ward the boat, entering which be

ly Toward the Echo.

“Blackstock,” said Appleyard, ironic,
“what you 2ot in that neat little bag
between your feet? The conventional
prijamas apd toothbrush, what?”

The tormented man at his side grum-
bled something inarticulate.

“Did I understand you to imply it's
none of my business?
narily rude, Mr. Blackstock!
being untrue—quite a naughty fib.

Besides
In

{ 2addition to which it's uncalled for;

I know.”

“You know?" lackstock turned tc
! him  with a scowl. -

“Sure. I can put two and a mill-

: stone together and make a hole in a

ladder just as ~asy as take a siik
purse out of a souse’s ear. It wouldn't
be wou, Mr. Blackstock,” Appleyard
continued without giving his vietim
time to analyze this astonishing state-
ment—*it just wouldn't be you if you
didn’t try to hand your friends the
double-cross. That bag's stuffed with
icot—the best part of the truck they

-were running this trip—jewelry, for a

dellar. And that's why, you see,
they're so infatuated with the idea of
shaking your band and wringing your
neck before you get away; they've
just discovered your perfidy. But
don't you fret. Here we are and long
before they can drive that seire-boat
this far we'll be sailing merrily away.”
(TO EE CONTINUED.)

Tempting M?f'ks for Bolts

Lofty Spires of Churches Are Dan-
gerovs Because They Arc Often
Struck by Lijhtaing.

The reaction from thu intense heat
of the past few days, whiclk in wvari-
ous sections Las taken the form of
electrical storms of almost phenom-
enal destructivencss, has played ex-
ceptional havoe witk the churches of
New Epglapd. As many as a hall
Joren bave been struck by lightnipg
iu this state alone, apd in almost ev-

| ery instance the structure has been

of the familiar style of architecture
that was Instituted by our forefath-
ers and has been more or less cher
fshed ever since.

Somewbat squafely Luilt, with a
lofty spire, the New England meet
ing house has been a familiar feature
to the New Englard worshiper wher-
ever he might find aimself, and

ithwghanelse was strange, that

made him feel that he was in his
L]

as the main structure, it seems to
offer a special challenge to the rag-
ing elements, whether they take the
form of wind or lightning.

The “White church” at West
Springfield, which suffered yesterday,
had been struck twice previously dur-
ing the past ten years, and in Wil
braham, Brookfield and other places
it was upon the spires that the de
structive force alighted —Boston
Transeript.

This Is Siumber Land.

Here is a story about the soothing
quality of Flatbush air, says the
Brooklyn Eagle. Newcomers to Flat-
bush notice first of all that they don't

first they bhave amn idea that perhaps
it's the malaria, but it is only the
beavy sea air which induces slumber.
A new resident in Flatbush asked
some friends of his in the district if

“We heall!' {

How extraord!l |

seem able 10 get sleep enongh. At

{ chey want something suitable.
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O make the wind that
eth where it listeth
carry man on frail new
found wings savors of
the sublime.

But it also savors of
the supremely natural,

| looked forward to it as a foregone
| conclusion? Not because it was im-
perative, like those problems that

the race must solve for its very ex- |

istence. but merely for the reason
that man in his god-like vanity must
perforce reach the very limit, if limit

| have learned to make wings that
{ adapt themselves in a measure to the
air, and when the untamable winds
| are complaisant they make their little
! Rights and say, “We have conquered
| the sky. Behold the sublime!—the
work of men.” And the name of each
serial sdventurer is known and lauded
| and passed from tongue to tongue.

. To take that same free eternal air
,and rend it as we rend the earth te
make metals, to make of it helpless
material in men’s hands, answering
with indifference its raging and blus-
tering, and to do not only that. but to
' make it answer the most unanswar-
able riddle ever propounded by mother
earth—this is the work of one womar.
! And it is a thousand to one you have
never even heard her name.

No, not strange, but only the world’s
| way. For one achievement is as ro-
| mantic and gratuitous as a touraey of
{ knights in glittering armor. But the
| other is as humkble as the baking ol «

loaf in the ashes. Sp that I hesitate

to turn from the grandeur of fiying
, through the air to the making of fer-

tilizer from that air, lest I be accused
! of willfully plunging from the sublime
to the ridiculous.

It is not only impossible, being ar
accomplished fact. but it is of an as-

pect yet more sublime than aviation.
|  Never heard of making fertilizer

out of the air? There is a factory
| now doing it in this country and an-
other is being built, there are seven
| or eight in Norway, and Sweden, Aus-
tria, Germany and France have them
also.

Fertilizer is absolutely essential to
vour life, because there is not so
| very much virgin sbil left on the earth,

apd much of what there is is unecul-

tivable. And in spite of the rotating
of crops earth is becoming weary with
| the immense strain of feeding her
| teeming millions. In the childhood of
! the race she fed us freely, as a woth-
{ er should her babes. = But as the race
grew up things have changed, and
| earth leng since became like a bank
into which we must first put some-
thing if we would get anything out
The next aza will behold a still more
| stringent state of affairs, for carth
| will be seen to be holding over man's
| head a morigage, with the threat of
| ijmmediate forclesure if the giant in-
| terest accruing be mot met.  Even
! now things have reached a state
1
i

where practically every acre of land
under cultivation is first fertilized.
| The end of the natural fertilizer is in
{ sight, which means that Mother
| Earth has at last seen through our
ltrick of paying our board bill with

for have not the years |

there be, of his possibilities. So men |

from herself, and

fhl\\\\

on the
door.

What next? We

pantry

/

starve, acd pay
her in cdvance in
the shape of
so0 much fertil-
izer for so muth
food. So the mad
question be-
comes. “How
shall we pay
without coin?
Earth is our only
supply of that,
even as she |is
our only supply
of focd. And now
she is withdraw-
ing thé coin™

Could a more
impossible dead-
lock be imag-
ined?

And doesn’t the
deadlock become
a thing to amaze

we consider that
one of the most
needed elements
of a “complete
fertilizer” exists
right in the air
that all plants
grow up in and
breathe and
stretch out their
arms in, but that
through all the
aeons that have
passed since
“God said, let *he
! eart h bring
1 forth.” they have
| been separated by a golf from that

=
-
-
=
-

from Eden time Llow- | food that they live in and for lack of

{ which earth says she will one dav
extinguish them and through them us.
That is not to say that plants o not

: absorb nitrogen from the atwosphere
'IBIJI. plants obtain but a part of tha
| needed nitrates that way. The rest
must, by an edict of nature, come ¥

earth is withdrawing the suppirv, in
stead of by way of leaf and branch
from the air, where the supply is ex-
haustless.

Doesn’t that look as if it were trne
| that earth were conspiring agzinst

{ her childre.? That is just what it
| bas been Icoking like to those seer
| evyed scientists who are able to peer
intdo the futvre and see the end of
those supplies that seem so boundless
to the lay mind. But even to them the
question has only recentdr become
acute, and they have been asking each
other how this great sphinx riddle
could be answered.

But where was ever the woman who
could forever remain a closed book to
sther woiwen? The riddle has been
answered, and answered by a woman.
If earth demands fertilization and is
withdrawing her own natural supplies
of the coin she demands, what then?
“Simaple,” s2id Mme. Lefebre of Paris.
“There’'s only one thing besides the
eartk avallable, and that is the air.
Use it And then she devised the
method of extracting the nitrogen
from the air and using it to make ni-
tric acid, and in turn the muititudin-
ous chemicals that man now needs,
including the humble and all import-
ant fertilizer.

“When did she do 1t?" asks the pub-
lic. *It must be very receat, or the
news would have traveled outside of
seientific circles. When it does, the
woman Wwill be landed as she de-
serves.”

The woman will not be lauded. She
made her discovery more than half s
century ago, taking out an English
patent on the process in the year 1859,
and the decades that intervened be-
{ tween the time of her work and man-
'Ikind'a'- discovery of its pecessity have
i been sufficlent to bury her name as
!completely as they hid her deed till
urgent necessily made us aware of it
Look throngh the articies on famous
women scientists in the old French re-
views; look through French diction-
aries of science and histories of im-
portant inventions. You'll find the
names of those who met a then rec-
ognized need, but you will probably
find no mention of her, though the
value of her discovery may exceed
theirs many times. And listen to this,
published not long ago in one of the
chemical trade journals: *“Nitrogen
. ...is so rare an article. the com-
mercial sources of it being so few,
that he who will discover a cheap com-
mercial process for obtaining it from
the atmosphere and combining it in a
form that will be serviceable in crop
production not only will be a grea:t
ibene!’actor and inventor, but will
change the economy of living on this
earth.” g

“He who will discover!™ *She” had
; already discovered. and bad done it be-
| fore the need became pressing, fust as
| a mother feeds her family so long be-

must pay her or|. .. is so rare an article .

way of their roots from the soil where L

FEED-US

something taken | fore hunger becomes acute that they

are not aware that her simple act sus-

is putting a lock | tains and saves their very lives. Had

Mme. Lefebre made her discovery 50
years after she did this is what the
{ chemist would have said: “Nitrogen
. . that she
who discovered a process for obtain-
{iag it from thr atmosplere . . not
|only is a grea’ =enefactor and inven-
j tor, but has changed the economy of
iliﬂng on this earth.” Then he might
Iha\'e added: “And the modern need
| being everlastingly for the greater
' cheapening of processes, and the cost
of water power, bigh or low, the one
' who will make the latter still cheaper
or invent a substitute independent of
| the natural supply of water power, will
| make ber blessing to mankind practie-
' ally free.”

{ What is this process that produces
i such marvelous results? It is as ele-
i mental in its simplicity as the grear
| prirzal drama 1 spoke of in beginning
i to tell this story. It is in this that fire
jand water are called in to aid the
| woman. Fire? The leading feature
| of the process is an electric arc be-
' tween the poles of which the tempera-
tore is 4,200 degrees centigrade, or
{ 7,592 degrees Fahrenheit. It reminds

| “the earth also shall melt,” and when

i air Is pessed over that arc one natur-

ally expects a result apocalyptic in its |

{ nature. What does happen is that the
{ oxygen in the air is burnt up, utterly
{ consumed. That which remains is, a
| colcrless gas, as invisible as the air
j itself, which is known as nitric oxide

éThis. driven out into the air, recom-
: bines with it, the result being, of
| course, twice as muth nitrogen as
| there was before to the same amount

{of oxygen; in other words, nitrogen |

| dioxide (NO2). The next step is just
as childishly simple. There is added
one more ingredient. no rare and
, mystic compound to transform the air
:b,r magic into chemicals before our
| eves—just water. The result of this is
| mitric acid. poisonous and powerful,

'made of air plus a part of the air |

| pins water! And this chemical stands |
,Serond in commercial importance.
ionly one, sulphuric acid, having a

! vaster area of usefulness.
! But nitric acid, you say, is not fer- |
tilizer.
| ist's mind, for with it he is as near to
having fertilizer as he is to having
{ money when he pushes an indorsed |
| check through the paying teller’s win-
|dow. Limestone is cheap, exhaust- |
{less, easy to get and easy to work
i He treats it with his air made nitric
| acid, and the result is nitrate of lime
| (or mitrate of calcium), for fertilizing
i purposes the practical equivalent of
; the famous Chilian nitrate of soda.
| That is about all of the process, but,
jsimplp as it is, it {is spectacular
| enougi to fuliill all expectations. For
| the electric spark between the poles
of that arc is ninme feet long. Nine |
‘fee: of that inconceivable fervor of |
{ heat! a nine foot core of light so in- |
| tense as to be colorless, a thing al-
{ most beyond the concept of both eye
| and imagination. Surrounding this is
{a zone of wonderful greenish blue, |
| fascinating and repelling at the same
{ time, like an evil beauty. Here the |
temperature is 1400 degrees centi- |
grade, or 2552 degrees Fahrenheit. |
Wrapped about this (the beauty’s veil, |
,/to make more alluring by partial con- |
cealment) is a zone of pale greenish |
brown, and bere the temperature is |
but a paltry 900 or 1,000 cencdigrade. It |
is mystical, terrible, and to behold as
its result that humble, whitish, crum- |
bly stuff that is only fertilizer dust, |
and to return to dust, is as If we were |
to behold witches casting, with spells |
and mutterings, all sorts of magic into |
their cauldron to take therefrom—a |
loaf of bread.
That is just what is it. though— |
bread for us and the generations to
come. - For, in spite of the fact that
water power costs four times as much |
in this country as it does in Norway |
and twice as mach as in Austria or|
Switzerland, its development has al |
ready so cheapened the use of elec-
tricity that the production of atmos- |
pheric nitrogen is at last coming into
its own as a thing of such limitless |
icommercial vaine that its discoverer |
i!ndeed deserves the name of “a great |
benefactor,” for she has, in truth, ac-
complished that which will "change],
the economy of living on this earth.™

Child Explained. |
Sinker told the following story: He |
was one day giving a2 lesson to his !
schbool children at Goole. He had been |
talking to them about colors and had |
expiained that white denoted good- |
ness and black sin. |
Wishing to drive his lesson further |
home, Sinker said: “Now, children,
{ bave you ever noticed the colors of |
my hood?” |
“Yes, sir; black and white.” ,
“Quite right, and what do those col- |
ors signify?”

After a short pause one small chiid
answered: |
“Please, sir, you wear black because
vou are a sinper, and white because |
you sre trying to be good!”™ }

]

Instance cf Way In Which Librarians
Are Called on to Exercise
1 Judgment.

i Infinite are the requlirements and
| profound the judgment of librariams.

| The other day a little girl Who does |

| the famils marketing rushed into a
| west side library with the anrounce-
ment that the sewing sociely was go
| ing to meet af her mother’s house that
afterncon and wouldn't the librarian
please send 2round a book suitable
for the eiocutionist of the sociely to
read aloud while the others worked?
The young woman sppealed to sent
the sequel to a particularly charming
tory that “had beguiled the tedium
of the same circle on a previous afi-
erncon. In a short while the little
girl returned the book.

“Ma says this ain't the kind of a
story they need today,” she said
“They ain't workin' on baby clothes
&nd shirtwaists today. They're darnin’
men's socks and mendin’ shirts,

BOOKS TO SUIT CONDITIONS

! There was a consultation of Iibrari-

rans Just what kind of literature
I would £t the mental attitude of wom-
en engagzed in darning socks ané mend-
ing shiris was a question hitherto un-
| considered.

| They decided on a wonfin's rights
| pamphlet called “The Eternal War-
fare” Apparently it suited, for the
child did not bring it back -

Candid Admission.

“YWhat are vour idess about re-
form?

“About the same as everybody’s.”
replied Senator Sorghum. *1 have a
general impression that myself and
my personal and political friends are
the only people who do not meed it™

) Better Still.
Edna—Did Mabel get that six-shoot-
er she spoke of providing berself with

After the Quarrel, {
~ The Heiress (in tears) —My husband |
was so ardent in his lovemaking. 1|
thought he adored me =

Her Friend—My dear, a man can |
put considerable fervor into his woo
ling when it's a case of marriage or‘
work,

Somewhat Dubious,
*“1 wonder would the judge consider
a plen of insanity?”
“Doubtiess he would. Why do you
hesitate?”
“Well, my client
plunks.”

only stole 25

of c;uru She Could.

chicken?”

“Oh, yes,” declared the ambitious
bride, “1 saw uncle take a clock apart
once. You just number the pieces as
you take 'em out.”

Bakery or Beggary?
=“What line is poor old Slipupp In
now 2"
“Last I heard he was in the brea¢
line."—Judge.

It practically is in the chem- |

“So you think you could dress a A

WOMAN SICK
TWELVE YEARS

Wants Other Women to Know
How She Was Finally
Restored to Health.

Louisiana, Mo.:—*1 think a woman
naturally dislikes to make her troubles
——— known to the public,
but complete restor-
ation tohealthmeans
so much to me that
I cannot keep from
{ telling mine for the
sake of other suffer-
ing women.
y “‘I had been sick
about twelve years,
and had eleven doc-
tors. I had drag-
ging down pains,
peins at monthly periods, bilious spelis,
and was getting worse all the time, I
| would hardly get over one spell when I
]' would be sick again. No tongue can tell
| what I suffered from cramps, and at
| times I could hardly walk. The doctors
| said I might die at one of those times,
| but I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta-
| ble Compound and got better rightaway.
i Your valuable medicine is worth more

the stars when | o of that “fervent heat™ in which | than mountains of gold to suffering wo-

| men. "—Mrs. BErTHA MUFF, 503 N. 4th
| Street, Louisiana, Mo.
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
i pound, made from netiveroots and herbs,
| contains no narcotic or harmful drugs,
| and to-day holds the record of being the
| most successful remedy for femaleillswe
| know of, and thousands of voluntary
| testimonials on file in the Pinkham
| laboratory at Lynn, Mass., seem to prove
this fact.
| It you want Special adviee write to
Lydiza E. Pinkham Medicine Co. (confi-
| dentizl) Lynn, Mass. Your letter will
be opened, read and answered by a
| weman and held in striet confldence.

— — —

The man who gets gay with a busy
bee is ant to get a stinging rebuke

Red Cross Ball Blue gives double valus
for vour money, goes twice as far as any
Ask your grocer.

: other,

Some people lead such placid lives

! that nothing ever seems to happen to

them, :’,:\1 even the unexpected.

ritable. nervous condition due to a

ils for jt= patural actidote—

Some peopie are congenia: not be-
cause they like the same things, but
because they hate the same people.

To be sweet and clean, every wom-
an should use Paxtine in sponge bath-
| ing. It eradicates perspiration and
all other body odors. At druggists,
25¢ a box or sent postpaid on receipt of
price by The Paxton Toilet Co.,, Bos-

| ton, Mass.

A Surmise.

“That,” said the musician, “is a
Stradivarius. It is worth thousands.”

“H'm!™ replied Mr. Comrox, rather
wearily. *“I suppose music is some-
thing like the drug Dbusiness.
Things cost more when you call 'em
by their Latin names.”

Kind of Things to Buy.

“I'm thinking of going on a tour of -

the Rbhine this summer, and I should
like your advice about the best things
to buy there. You've been there,
haven't you?”

“Yes, but it's a long time ago. 1
shall have to refresh my memory
Waiter, bring the wine card."—
Fiiegende Blaetter.

; Unappreciative.
“Ha!™ mused Noah, as he looked
upon the flood from one of the win-

| dows of the Ark, “the folks who jeered

at me for building this vessel, laugh
ed at me when 1 told them it was the
original water wagon, but they would
have fared ,better had they appreciat-
ed in time the dry wit of my little
joke.”

Her Natural Protector.

“0O Clara, we had a dreadfiul scare
this morning, a burglar scare!™ said
Mrs. Fink. “There was a frightful
noise about two o'cleck, and I got up.
I turned on the light and looked dowr,
to see & man's legs sticking out from
under the bed.”

“AMercy, how dreadful!
lar's?”

*“No. my dear, my husband’s. He
had heard the noise, too.”—Youth's
Companion.

s
When the
Appetite Lags
A bowl of

Post
Toasties

with cream
hits the right spot.

The burg-

“Toasties” are thin bits
of com; fully cocked, then
toasted to a crisp, golden-
brown.

This food makes a fine
change for spring appe-
tites.

Sold by GCrocers, and
ready to serve from pack-
age instantly with cream and
sugar.

“The Memory Lingers”

Made by
Pestum Cereal Company. Ltd
Pure Food Factories
Battle Creek. Mich.
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