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SYNOPSIS.

Knoch Wentworth, Journalist, and An
drew Morry, actor, play a hand at pokor,
lha atoluia abnotuto control. of thn future
or the losw. Wentworth wins. Tlmy de-
cide to keep (he matter secret. Dorcas,
knowing from her brother, Enoch, of
Merry'a ahortcomlncn, trips to Arouse hla
ambition. Andrew outline the plot of a
play he baa had In mind and alio urges
film to ico to work on It. When the play
ta completed Merry roads It to Wentworth
whoae life ambition la to write a success-fu- l

play, lie demand Merry'a play aa a
forfolt of the bond won In the poker
jnune. Preparations for ataalna; the play
are begun, but Merry, wno la to taxe mo
leadina; part, la missing. Dorcaa provea

success In the leading female part at
rehearsals. She quarrel with her brother
for taking-- credit for a play ahe knowa to
tolonff to Merry. Dorcaa flnda Merry
anion; the down-and-ou- ta In a bread line
and pcrauadca him to take hla part In
the play. The producer aurg-eat- a certain
dianajoa In the play, which Wentworth
tries to Induce Merry to make. The actor to
Ntuaea, but finally conaenta on condition
that Wentworth cease hla attentions to
Eltla Paget, the henvy woman In tho play,
who baa bad reputation.

CHAPTER XIII Continued. Is

"Here la the second act," said Went
worth brusquely. "I imagine It will
ult you. The changes are exactly

what yon suggested."
"Ob, splendid!" Oswald's voice was

cordial. "I'm ever so glad you felt like
It You will say yourself It Is an 1m

provement"
"I hope so." Enoch spoke listlessly.

"And. Dlngloy, while I think of It,
send a message back to Miss Paget
Ask If I can see her now. In her dress
InK-roo- for a few minutes." He
turned to Oswald. "I must explain to
her the change we're making. Bettor
havo tho part copied at once; It must
bo put Into quick rehearsal."

CHAPTER XIV.

The Opening Night
Dorcas stood motionless In the

wings, with Merry besldo her, leaning
against a table. Tho curtain had' fallen
on tho third act of "Tho House of

The girl's body throbbed
from bead to foot, and she folt as it
the emotions of a lifetime had been
crowded Into that single hour. Thero
was a babol of noise behind the
scenes; In front the applause sounded
like a tempest At Intervals the hand
claps died away aa from weariness,
only to begin again with tremendous
vigor.

Come," said Merry; "we must go

n2 again."
Again 7" whispered the glrL

"Yea," Merry smiled; "this Uma the
two of ua alone.". '"The two of uaT"

"The two of ua alone." There waa
a low, tender thrill In Merry's voice.

He took her hand and led her out
upon the empty stage. Tho curtain
waa lifting slowly. From where she
atood ahe saw Enoch standing In the
wings. His faco was flushed with ex
citement The audience looked to tho
girl like a blur of color and human
forms. The people swayed forward
eagerly, and the applause became up-

roarious. A voice cried, "Speech!
Speech 1" It began to come insistent
ly from the back of the house. Tho
cry waa taken up by men and women
everywhere in the audience. 'Dorcas
turned to Merry, Oswald was beckon-
ing to him from thn wings, but the
actor shook his head

"I could not make a epeech tonight
It my life depended on It," he whis-
pered, and the curtain descended
slowly.

A new cry came from tho clamorous
house. Some one was shouting for the
author. Dorcaa laid her band upon
Merry'a arm.

"They want you," she cried.
He smiled and shook hlB head.
She heard Oswald urge Enoch to

go In front of the curtain. The noise
la front grew louder. The girl flew
across the stage and put her hand
upon her brothorB shoulder.

"Enoch," sho pleaded In a whisper,
"take Merry with you and explain."

Wentworth left her without a word.
Oswald and the stage manager beck-
oned to him from the wings. She took
a few flying steps aa It to hold him
back, then stopped. Morry bad called
her. She paused, staring Into hla eyes
with terror.

"Enoch must not go out there
alone," aba protested In a low voice.
"He must not do It You should be
with him. It Is the last chance he has
to make restitution. He will never,
never do such a thing as this!"

"Listen," sho heard Merry's whis-
per clearly through the din. "Dear, It
does not matter. What does anything
matter T Tho play Is a success. You
believe in mo. I did It for you. What
do I care about tho people out there?
They are nothing to us."

"Oh I" cried Dorcaa, "oh, I. will go
and tell thorn myself. They must
know!"

She darted toward tho edgo of the
drop curtain, then she stopped. A
allerco bad fallen, not only upon the
houae but behind tho scenes. Stage
bands who had been dragging proper
ties) about stood motionless. A shiver
crept over the girl. Sho felt Morry lay
hla band ou hers with a steadying
clasp that seemed to quiet her. She
could bear Enoch speaking. He bad

strong, vibrant volco. Every one bo-fcb-

the scenes waa listening and
ucept herself. Hla voice

grew blurred as faces in the audience
had been. She turned to glance at
Merry. Onco a look of consuming
hatred flitted a'croas his faco, and his
lips grew pallid aa gray ashes.

Dorcas pulled away from his clasp-
ing hand and ran to her dressing-room- .

She was choking with sobs. She felt
her flngera tingle where Andrew had
touched them, and there was a look of
terror In her eyes.

Alice Volk sat waiting for her In the
dressing-room- . Little Julie Jumped to
her feet when Dorcas entered. The
girl did not speak, but clasped the
child to her bosom,

"Alice," she whlsperod, "help me to
dress as soon as you can. And Julie,
ask Dugald to get a carriage. I want

go home."
The woman kissed tho girl's neck as

sho, unbuttoned her gown. "It has
been an awful strain. I know all
about It but Miss Dorcas, your future

made."
The child returned In a minute. "Mr.

Wentworth has a carriage ordered.
Dugald says will you go with hlmT"

"No." cried Dorcaa; "tell Dugald I'll
be ready in ten minutes. I am going
home alone." -

Merry atood waiting at the stage en-tran-

when she went out. He had
heard Julie deliver the message. "Good
night, Miss Dorcas," he said. "Sleep
well. Remember, everything Is all
right I owe it to you, I owe you more
than you understand. You made good
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A Look of Consuming Hatred Flitted

Across Hla Face.

tonight; tho papers will tell you bo in
the morning. Good night. God bless
you!"

"Good night" Tho girl shivered for
a moment It was Intensely cold, and
eho drew a fur coat cIobo to her chin.
The cabman drove quickly, for tho
streots were emptied of vehicles.
Along Broadway the theaters were
dark. ,

Jason stood waiting to open the door
when tho girl ran up tho stops. Hla
dusky old face was one grin of delight
He hud Just returned from tho theater
and was growing Impatient for the
triumph of a homocomlng.

"Missy." he cried, "yo' cert'ly done
us proud. My eoult I couldn't er
b'llovcd de baby I toted yeaha en
yeans oga ud ebber'a' lived to act ex
One ez yo' done. I used to play I was
yo' black mule. I reckon yl' don'
'member, honey, rldln' mule on ol'
Uncle Jason's back, do yo'? En dar
yo' was, honoy, mo up till I
'clar to goodness I mos' cried my ol'
eyes out When Marse Enoch come
out en made dat speech folkses hoi-lere- d

en got to der feet clappln' en
bangln' sticks on de floor, I 'clar to de
Lawd dar wa'n't a prouder ol' darky In
New York den Undo Jason."

Dorcas began to laugh and cry at
once.

"i aon- - wonaer yo's all done up,
Missy, l's got de Ones' supper ready
fo' yo' yo' ebbor see."

Dorcas was too unnerved to eat. She
swallowed a cup of coffeo and nibbled
at the good things Jason had prepared.
Then Bho went upstairs and began to
undress. Sho brushed her hair, plait
cd It In two long braids, and slipped
Into a gray kimono, which folded It-

self about her In sheeny waves. Tho
coffee had driven sleep away. Sho
tossed a shawl about her shoulders and
ran down through tho eilent house to
tho library. Wentworth often read
thero until long after midnight, and a
coal flro was burning brightly.

She pushed au armchair closo to the
hearth and dropped Into It wearily.
Sho realized that sho was very tired.
She bad not thought of nerves or body
during the long weeks of rehearsal,
with tho Incessant study, tho multi-
tude of detail, and the strange irregu-
larity of lite.

She began to live over again the last
few hours and drew a long breath as
she remembered the strangling terror
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which laid hold of her beforo she mado
her first entrance. When she heard
her cue sho folt dumb, crlpplod, almost
blinded for one moment Tho smile on
Zllla Paget's face, as sho stepped
from the wings, stung her into action.
There was scorn in It, and cruolt'y
smoothed over by a Bweot, beguiling
perfidy, which aroused In tho girl a
sudden bato that sho had never felt
In her ,ll(o beforo. Tho hatrod made
her forget everything except her part.

Tho recollection of a bit of gossip
had flashed to her memory: Zllla
Paget had prophesied that her "Cor-
delia" would bo a dead failure. Be-

fore the end of that second act the In-

tense loathing and, ecorn which Merry
had put Into her lines bocamo real.
The woman understood? She shrank
with a terror which was scarcely simu-
lated during tho girl's denunciation of
a mother who had lost all claim upon
a child for love or respect Seven
times tho curtain roso and fell upon
the two women. Once a volley of
hisses wae hurled at Zllla Paget and
she smiled In happy triumph. Oswald
and Merry stood In the wings watch-
ing the act Tho Intensity which
Dorcas threw Into her part stirred
both men strongly, aa It did the audi
ence. They had anticipated womanly
sweetness and tenderness, but they
had not gauged her emotion to the
depths.

"I never dreamed she could do any-
thing like this," said Oswald slowly.

Merry did not speak. He bad caught
Zllla Paget's subtle smile. He knew
thero was more than acting In the
scene.

While Dorcas sat gaslng Into the
red caves of tho coal Are she went over
each situation In tho play, step by
step. Once she burled her faco In
the folds of her shawl; her cheeks
were throbbing hotly. She felt Merry's
kiss burn upon her lips. There had
been no real kisses at rehearsal. The
trust and lovo and gratitude with
which the broken old convict turned to
bis child seemed real for a moment;
she-- , felt It' when the actor touched
her lips. Then she had fallen sob-
bing Into his arms. She heard the
audience sob with her. When she
turned to glance aside through half-blind-

eyes, she .mot tho derisive
smllo of Zllla Paget who stood In the
wings. There was jealousy In her
Bcorn. Her part was over for the
night; she was deed to people In
front. They had forgotten her, In spite
of tho applauso she had won a half
hour before. It hurt her vanity.

Dorcas came out of her reverie with
a start The door behind her closed,
and Enoch walked In. His face was
glowing with eager, Impetuous tri-

umph, his cheeks were flushed, and
his eyes shone. He stooped suddenly
to kisB his Bister. She did not speak.
It seemed years since Bho hod seen
him in such a mood.

"Dorry," he cried, "why did you rush
homo? Everybody was waiting to con-

gratulate you. You lifted people off
their feet; I swear, you took mo off
mine! Tho critics went wild over
you and wanted to interview you.
Tomorrow you'll be the talk ot the

'town."
Everything that had blurred life

seemed to vanish. It was wonderful
that In a few hours tho dreams ot a
lifetime should have como true. The
girl laughed. Her heart had suddenly
grown light

"Enoch, I cannot make myself be-

lieve It"
He stood beside her with a proud

smllo upon his ltpB. "Dorry, you're a
queer proposition. Any other girl
would have had her head turned by
tho triumph tonight Why, child, In
three hours you climbed straight onto
a pedestal that many women work half
a Ufctlmo to reach. Even then thoy
often miss It.'

Enoch bent und lifted her face till
her eyes looked Into bis. "There wero
minutes," ho said fondly, "when I
actually questioned whether it was
the little sister herself or not"

DorcaB had never seen her brother
bo strangely excited. She wondered
for a moment It he had been drinking,
but she saw It was tho intoxication ot
sudden success, not of wine. Ho paced
about the library, talking, laughing,
building a thousand plans for the
future Tho girl watched htm cu-
riously. It was a strange transition
from the sullen silence ot months.
The Enoch of light-hearte- d boyhood
dayB bad returned.

"You have a great future, Dorry."
Ho stopped abruptly and his voice
grew grave. "Thero 1b one thing I
want to say. Don't," he hesitated and
began to pace the room again, as It
choosing bis words carefully, "don't
make a hero of Merry. He did well
tonight. I have seen him set tho whole
town talking as ho did In 'Esterbrook,'
then topplo back and go down, away
down."

Dorcas rose from her chair and
tossed tho long braids of hair over her
shoulders. Her eyes and cheeks wero
blazing. Wcntworth's face grew in-

exorable. "Enoch," sho cried, "how
dare you say such a thing to me?"

"What do you mean?"
"You know what 1 mean!" He saw

hor chin tremblo. In splto of her
anger sho was on the vcrgo of tears,
"When people were calling for the au
thor, how did you daro to go out and
take the applause? Have you no con
science, no honor left?"

"Merry got as much applauso as ono
man could stand." Ho looked at her
with dogged dellanco.

"That makes you nouo tho less a
thief."

Enoch did not answer. He pulled a
cigar from bis vest pocket, lit it, and
began to smoke. He did not flinch
beforo his sister's gaze.

"I should have been tho happiest
girl In tho world tonight, almost fool
Ishly happy." Thero was a pitiful
quaver In her voice. "I feel now as If
I were disgraced. Men have gone to

tho penitentiary for stealing less
than you did."

Wentworth laughed scornfully. He
tossed his cigar into tho heart of the
11 ro and turned upon Dorcas In sud-
den rago. "Stealing is not a nice
word."

"It is nlco enough for what has hap-
pened." f

"Do you know," asked Wentworth
with grave deliberation, "what did hap-
pen? Has Merry over taken you into
his confidence about this transaction?"

"Merry haB never said one word
against you to me."

"Thon reserve your Judgment until
he does. If you were to ask him, and
If he played fair, ho would tell you
that It was a straight, honest bargain,
a bargain bought and paid and
signed for. Merry, with all his fall-

ings, Is no wolcbor."
"Bought and paid and signed for?"

repeated tho girl in slow bewilder-
ment. "How could you buy and pay
for something conceived by another
man's brain and wrltton by another
man's hand."

"That is my business, wholly," an
swered Enoch coldly. "It Is an affair
no woman would understand." Ho
paused to light another cigar; then he
turned to Dorcas with such authority
aa he had never used to her beforo.
"I want to say ono thing before you
leave this room. It is about the ques-
tion of tho authorship of this play. It
Is not to be brought up again at any
time between us. Do you under-
stand?"

"I understand," Dorcas answered
quietly. "I understand It Is perfectly
useless to appeal to a conscience
which Is dead."

Enoch shrugged his shoulders. "If
that Is the way you choose to put It,
well and good. It seems to me a pity
that you cannot drop this altogether
and forget The future looks bright
for both of us. We could easily go
back to our old happy life it you
would."

Dorcas moved toward the door. "I
cannot forget I promise you one thing,
Enoch, I will never speak of It again."

"Thank you," said the man brus-
quely.

CHAPTER XV.

Master Robin Tully.
When the curtain dropped on tho

last act at a Saturday matinee, Dorcas
paused on tho way to her dressing-roo-

and glanced out at the stago
door. Rain was lashing the street In
furious, wild-blow- n torrents. The
few people who braved the storm bent
their heads against It and plodded on
with determination. Nearby, a street
organ was wheezing tho "Miserere" In
pitiful appeal to a heedless crowd at
tho theater door.

Dorcas returned to her dressing-room- .

It was a delightfully cozy re-

treatMr. Oswald had seen to that
Alico Volk sat repairing a gown.

"Where's Julie?" Dorcas demanded.
"She's aBleep In our dressing-room.- "

The girl seated herself In front of
tho mirror and began to remove her
make-up- . At intervals she glanced
over a bunch of letters which lay on
the dressing table.

"I used to wonder how It would feel
to be famous. Of courso I am not
famous yot" said Dorcas quickly; "I
am merely ono ot tho peoplo you hear
of In passing. Still, I cannot grow ac-

customed to tho queer experience ot
seeing my namo blazoned on every
housetop when I ride on tho L, or
finding my picture In papers and mag-

azines. Peoplo stop on the street to
stare at me; occasionally they whis-
per my namo to some ono who Is with
them. A girl I went to school with
wrote the other day and asked for
sixteen autographed portraits to give
as favors at a party. She was a rich
child, and at school sho snubbed me
unmercifully."

"It's the way of the world," the
other woman answered. "A little of it
came into my own life."

"It's a queer way," Dorcas contin-
ued, "and somehow already I feel
blase. Tho lovo and trust I havo from
Julio and you is somothlng worth
while."

Mrs. Volk rose to hang up a gown
she had been repairing. As she passed
DorcaB she bent and kissed her cheek.
Tho girl looked up with a grateful
smile.

"Suppose," Dorcas suggested, "we
have a little spread right hore. I can
order a hot dinner sent in. It's a
wretched night What do you say?"

"If I wero to speak for Julie, you
know how she would enjoy it." '

" 'Phone to the Boauclerc for a
menu. It will be fun."

Half an hour later the dressing-roo-

looked like a Bmall banqueting
ball, for tho property man had put
'everything he controlled at their dis
posal.

"Listen," said Dorcas to the waiter,
who stood ready to tako their order;
"bring us consomme, boiled salmon,
celery, cucumbers, and sliced toma-
toes, potatoes, string beans, roast
chicken, lettuce, almond mcringuo pie,
coffeo, and Is that all?" sho asked ot
Julie who stood poorlng' over her
shoulder.

"Ico cream and cake," suggested tho
child.

"Of courso," cried Dorcas; "It's so
long ago since I was a little girl 1

had forgotten that ico cream and cake
is much more Important than soup."

Julio turned to gazo at the table.
"Isn't It a pity, Miss Dorcas, there aro
only three of us, when thoro aro four
sides to a table."

Dorcas laughed. "I'll let you pick
out a cuest for us, Julio. Who shall
It be?"

"Well, let mo think." Tho child
paused. "There's Dick Dick wquld do
anything for us. He's only a call boy,
but he's ntce. Then there's Robert-
son. He loaned us the chairs and
table. Robertson's toe nicest man In

tno uotham almost Wo could have
had Brunton, but she's just going out.
Thon there's Mr. Merry. 1 bcllove,"
sho added decisively, "I would rather
havo Mr, Merry than anybody."

Dorcas bent to rearrange a knife
and fork.

"How do you know Mr. Merry Is
In?"

"Ho Is," cried Julie. "He called me
Into his dressing-roo- when I passed
and gave me these." She unclasped
her hand to show three caramels
squeezed Into a sticky lump.

"Would your mother like to have
him here?"

Julio did not wait for her mother to
answer.

"Ot course. Mother and I love him."
"Well, you may be our messenger.

Tell him ho Is Invited to dine with
throo ladles. Dinner will be served In
ten minutes."

Merry returned with Julie clasping
his hand. c

"This is unoxpectod! When tho
young lady tapped at my door, I was
debating whether It was worth while
going out to eat In the storm."

It was a gay little party. Dorcas
ordered the waiter to set tho dishes
on the hot radiator, then sho sent him
away. Julio took hor place delighted-
ly.

"You'ro a clever waitress," said
Merry.

"I used to plan to be a waitress
when I was grown up," Bald the child,
while sho gathered plates neatly on
a tray. "That was beforo I went on
tho stage. Playing the littlo 'Cordelia'
Is nicer than being a waitress."

"It means getting rich faster," said
Merry gravely.

"Of course," agreed Julie. "Still, it
must be delightful work to be a wait-
ress. Before wo found --you, Mother
and I used to go mornings to a little
restaurant to get hot cakes, and I

loved to watch the waitresses. Some
of them were pretty. Thoy had love-
ly hair and cunning littlo muslin
aprons."

Merry laughed. "You wero wise to
decide on 'Cordelia.' "

"1 know that. I would be quite
happy to bo 'Cordelia' with you, oven
If I didn't get any money for it Ot
course, though, it's lovely to get my
salary epvelope onco a week, and to
have nice rooms at Mrs. Billerwell's,
and all wo want to eat, and clothes
and shoes. 1 am growing rich I have
a bankbook!"

"Really?"
"I havo four hundred dollars in the

bank."
"Four hundred dollars!"
"When I have two thousand I am

going to buy a little house out in the
country. Mother and I picked it out
ono day when Miss Dorcas took ub
driving. We will keep chlckenB und a
pony and a cow, and have cherry trees
and radishes and pansles in the gar
den."

"I will come and board with you,"
said Merry, "It I don't have to milk the
cow."

"Oh, Mother," cried the child Im-

petuously, "I never thought of keep-
ing boarders before! only we can't
charge Mr. Merry much."

"May I como too?" asked Dorcas.
"Oh, that would be lovely!" Julie

laid down a chicken bono sho held be
tween her Angers to clap her greasy
littlo hands Joyfully. Merry was tell-
ing a ridiculous adventure which had
once befallen him on a snowbound
train when ho was interrupted by a
timid knock at tho door.

Julio roso to open It. Sho turned
to look back at her mother with a
bewildered glance. A small, odd fig-

ure stood motionless In tho doorway
a littlo boy with serious, brown eyes,
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A Small, Odd Figure Stood In t,he
Doorway.

Ills straight, yellow hair was cropped
In a fringe about his eyes, then It
waved upward. He wore a black 'suit
with long, tight trousers. A round
jacket, over a white shirt, reached to
his waist. In his hand be held a hat
like a small saucer. ,

"Hullo, David Copporfiold, where
did you como from?" cried Merry.

"That Isn't my namo." The child
had a soft English accent "I havo
hoard of 'David Copperfleld,' but I'm
not 'David,' sir, my name Is Bobla
Tully."

"Como In, Master Robin Tully," said
Merry, "and havo dinner with us."

The child stared at them steadily
but did not move.

(TO BB COMTUTUEU)
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WESTERN CANADA'S.

NATURAL RESOURCES

PETROLEUM, NATURAL GAS, COAL
AND FARM LAND8.

Tho developments that havo takes
placo recently In tho oil and gas fields
of Western Canada have but added
nnothor to tho many previous evi-

dences that havo been produced,
showing the great wealth that has
been an unknown asset for so many
generations.

Tho latest reports from the oil
Holds at Calgary show that thero la a
production there that would appear
to equal tho best paying fields on the
continent. Experts have boon on the
ground for somo time. It is said that
ono of the wells Is able to produce
3,000 gallons an hour. If this ia so
thero aro but about a dozen wells in
tho world of greater production. Dur-
ing tho past weok discoveries of sur-
face indications have been mado which
ahow that oil exists over a consider-
able portion of Alberta and Saskatche-
wan, while in Manitoba there have al-
so been showings. At Battleford,
Saskatchewan, a few days ago discov-
eries were made which led to the fil-

ing for leases on twenty thousand
acres of land, all having strong sur
face Indications. Companies were
formed to carry on Immediate work,
and In a couple of months, or probably
less, tho story will be told whether oil
exists In paying quantities.

But there are also tho coal deposits
and the natural gas deposits that are
helping to make of Western Canada
one of tho wealthiest portions of the
continent

With tho grain fields covering these
hidden riches It Is no wonder that a
continued range of optimism Is to be
seen everywhere. Early reports ot
seeding of all grains being successful-
ly completed all over the country are
followed by roports of excellent and
Btrong growth everywhere. During
the first week In June most of the
wheat had reached a growth of from -

twelve to twenty inches, with the mosl
even appearance, almost universally,
that has been seen for years. Oats
appeared equally well, and covered the
ground In a way that brought the
broadest kind of a grin to overspread
the farmer's countenance.

Barley, a favorite with the hog rais-
ers, had taken good root, and was
crowding oats for a first place, as to
length of shoot Cultivated fodder
grasses aro getting great attention,
as a consequence ot tho inclination to
go more largely into mixed farming,
and tho raising of hogs, cattle and
horses. Tho weather Ib reported fine,
Just what is needed, and If present
favorablo conditions continue, tfie
grain crop of Western Canada for 1914
will be the largest average.ln the his-
tory of the country. Advertisement

Gladstone's Domestic Rule.
Mr. Gladstone onco said that he

had solved the domestic problem In'
this way: "Whenever Mrs. Gladstone
Insists I submit; unl whenever I InBlst
sho submits." Ho didn't say, how-
ever, whether they took 'turns about
Insisting and submitting. Marrlago
Is a failure .when one of tho parties
insists oil being tho inslstcr and
doesn't' take turns In submitting to
tho submitter. '

VniK. lirttTfifJIST WIM.TFI.T.YOn
fry Murine Kyo lUimcdy for Und, Weak, Watery
i:yes ana (irnnulutixt Kyi-llds-: No SmarUnu
lut Kto Cntaton. Wrlto tor iinuk or ttn Kjo
b mall Ifrce, Murtno Kyo Uoiuudy Co., Calciuo.

India is badly in need of female doc-

tors.

English women aro taking up cricket
as well as bowling.

Experience Has
Taught You
that if you neglect the
Stomach, Liver and
Bowels you must pay
the penalty that
means Sick Head-
ache, Loss of Ap-

petite, Indigestion,
Constipation, Cramps
and Biliousness. Be
wise, and resort to

HOSTETTER'S
STOMICH BITTERS

promptly. It will help
"sidetrack"such troubles.

DEFIANCE STARCH
is constantly growing in favor because it

Does Not Stick to the Iron
and It will not injure the finest fabric. For
laundry purposes It has no equal 16 ez.
package 10c 3 more starch for same money.,
DEFIANCF. STARCH CO., Omaha, Nebraska
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