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There was something peculinrly hor-
rifying to him in the exhibitlon Han-
dolph wns making of himself, He'd
never Iin his life tnken o drink ex-
copt convivially, and then he took as
Nitle ne would pass muster. Golng off
alone and deliberately fuddling one-
self, ag a means of escaplng unplens-
ant realities, struck him a= an act of
the basest cowardlce. But for thnt
pleture of Rose ba'd have gone long
ago and left Randolph to his bemused
reflections. Only . . Rowe had
anked him to droj, In on the doctor for
a vigit, DId she wean she wanted him
to try to help?

He tried, though not very success-
fully, to conceal his violent disrelish of
the task, when he sald: “Look here,
Jim! What s the matter with you?
Are you sober envugh to tell me?"

Randolph put down his glass, *1
have told you," he sald, “I'm Eleanor's
kept man, Well kept, oh, ves! Beau-
tifully kept. I'm nothing but a pos-
sesslon of hers! A trophy of sorts an
ornament. T'm semething she's made,
I have n big practice. I'm the maost
tashionable doctor In Chicngo. They
come hore, the women, in shoalg,
That's Eleanor's dolog. I'm o faker,
a fraud, I pose for them. I play up.
1 give them what they want, And
that's her doing. They go sllly nbout
me; faney they're In love with me,

“T haven't done a llek of honest work
in the Inst year. 1 can't work. She
won't let me work, Bhe—smothers me,
Wherever I turn, there ghe Is, smooth-
ing things out, trying to make It ensy,
trylng to anticipate my wants, I've
only one want. That's to be let alone,
Bhe can't do that, Bhe's Insatiable,
There's always something more sho's
trying to get, and I'm always trylng to
keep something away from her, and
falllng."

“And why?t Do you want to know
why, Aldrich? That's the cream of the
thing, - Because we're In love with
each other. Bhe wants me to live on
her love, To have nothing else to live
on.

“Do you want to know what my no-
tion of heavon 187 It would be to go
off alone, with one sult of clothes In
a imadhns ,oh, and fifty or a hundred
dollars In rey pocket—1 wouldn't mind
that; I don't want to be a tramp—to
some mining town, or slum, where I
could start ‘-‘ general practice; where
the things I'd get would be nccldent
cases, confinement ccses: renl things,
urgent things, that night and day are
all allke to. T'd like to start agaln ond
be poor; get this stink of easy money
out of my nostrils. I'd like to see If I
could mnke good on my own.

“T enme back from New York, after
that look at Rose, meaning to do it}
meaning to talk It ont with Elennor
and tell her why, and then go. Well, 1
talked, Tulk's cheap, But I didn't go.
I'll never go. TN go on getting softer
and more of a fake; more dependent,
And Elennor will go on enting me up
until the lagt thing In me that's me
myself s gone. And then, some day,
she'll look at me ¢ seo that I'm noth-
ing.”

Then, with suddenly thickened speech
(an affectation, perhaps), he looked up
at Rodney und demanded:

“What are you luoking so s-solemn
sbout? Oan't you take n joke? Come
nlong and have another drink.”

“No,” Rodney sald, “I'm golng. And
you'd better get to bed.”

Rodney walked home that night lke
a man dozed. The vividness of one
binzing 1dea blinded him, The thing
that Rundolph had seen and Incked the
ecourage to do: the thing Rodney de-
spised him for n cownrd for haviong
failed to do—that thing Rose hod done,

Without knowlng It, yielding to n

blind, vngerutinized Instinet, he'd want
ed Rose to llve on his love. He'd tried
to smooth things out for her, unticipate
her wants, He'd wanted her soft, help-
leas, dependent, Sho'd scen, even then,
something he'd been blind to—some-
thing he'd blinded himself to: that
love, by Itself, wus not enough. That
it vould poison, ns well us feed,
! But she had won, among the rest of
her spolls of victory, the thing she had
originally set out to get. *His friend-
ship and respect, Friendship, he re-
membered her saying, wos u thing you
had to enrn. When you'd earned it, it
eouldn't be withheld from you, Well,
it wir right she should be told thut;
made to understand it to the full, He
vouldn't ask her to come back to him.
But she must know that her respect
was ns necessary now to him as she'd
once sald his was to her. He must see
her and tell her that,

He stopped abruptly n his walk, His
bones, ns the Psnlmist sald, turned to
water. How should he confront that
gane of hers, which knew so much and
understood so  deeply—he with the
memory of Lis two lost ignominious en-
sounters with her behind him?

CHAPTER XXIV,
Friends.

o suceess ns n deslgner of coxtomes
enlng, stimulating, seasoning,

adequite materinl comfort which the
unwonted physical privations of the slx
months that preceded It made seem
ke positive luxury.

For several months after she came to
New York to work for Galbralth she
found him a martinet. She pever once
enught that twinkling gleam of under-
stunding In his eye which had meant
so much to her during the rehearsals
of “The Girl UpStalrs” His munner
toward her carried out the tone of the
letter she'd got from him In Chi-
cngo, It wans stif, formnl, severe. He
seldom pralged her work, and never
ungrudgiongly, Ilis censure wns rore,
too, to be sure, but this ohviously was
beenuse Ilose almost never gove him
nn exense for it. Working for him in
this mood gove her the unensy sonsn-
tlon one experlences when walking
abrond under a sultry, Overeast sky,
with mutterings and flaxhes in it. And
then one night the storm broke,

They had lngered in the thooter
after the dismissal of a rehearsal, to
tulk over n change in one of the num-
bers ose had been working on, It re-
fused to come out satlsfactorily. Roge
thought ghe suw a way of dolng it that
would work better, nnd she had been
telling him about It. Eagerly, ot flret.
and with a lmpld directnesa which,
however, beeame clouded and troubled
when she felt he wasn't paying atten-
tlon, It was a ditficnity with him she
hid encountered before,

But tonight, after an angry tum
down the aisle and back, he suddenly
erledd out: I don't know, 1 don't
kndw what you've been tulking about,
1 don't know, and I don't enre.,” And
then, confronting her, thelr fnces not o
foot apart, for by now she had got to
her feet, hig hands gripped together
and shoking, his teeth clenched, his
eyes glowing there In the half-light of
the auditorium walmost like an ani-
mul's, he demanded: “Can you seo
what's the matter with me? Haven't
you seen it yot@"

Of course she saw It now, plalnly
enough. She sat down agnin, man-
uging an oir of deliberation about it,
nnd gripped the back of the orchestra
chalr In front of her. He remnlned
standing over her there In the alsle.

When the heightening tenslon of the
sllence that followed this outhurst had
grown absolutely unendurable, she
spoke, But the only thing she could
find to say was almost ludicrously In-
adequute,

“No, I didn't see It untll now,
sorry.”

“You didn't see It.,” he echoed, “I
know yon dido't. You've never seen
me at all, from the beginning, as any-
thing but n machine, But why haven't
you? You're a womnn. If I ever saw
o woman In my lifé, you're one all the
wny through. Why couldn't you see
that I was o man? It iso't becnuse I've
got gray halr, nor because I'm fifty
years old, I don't believe you're like
that. But even back there in Chicago,
the night we walked down the avenue
from that store—or the nlght we
had supper together after the show

L
“1 suppose I ought to have seen,” she
sald dully, *Ought to have known that
thot was all there was to Iit. But I
didn't.”

“Well, you see It now,” he saild sav-
ugely fairly, and strode away up the
nlsle and then baek to her. He sat
down in the geat In front of her and
turned around, 1 want to see your
foce,” he sald,  “"There's something
I'vo got to know. Something you've
got to tell me. You sald once, buck
there in Chlcago, that there was only
one person who really mattered to you,
I want to know who that person 1s.
What he is, Whether he's still the one
person who really matters, If he isn't,
I'll take my ehunce.”

Remembering the scene afterward,
Rose was a little surprised that she'd
been able to answer him as she did,
without a hesltatlon or a stammer, and
with a straight ganze that held his un-
tll she had finlshed,

“The only person in the world," she
suld, “who ever has mattered to me, or
ever will mutter, is my husband. 1
fell in love with him the day I met hiin,
I was In love with him when I left
him. I'm in love with him now, Every-
thing I do that's any good {8 just some-
thing hie might be proud of if he knew
It. And every fallure Is Just something
I hope I would make him undersinnd
ond not desplse me for. IU's months
gince I've geen him, but there Isn't o
day, there Isu't an hour in a doy, when
I don't think about him and—want
him, I don't know whether Ull ever seo
him pgain, but if I don't, It won't make
uny difference with that. That's why 1
tldn't see what I might have seen nbout
yvou, It wasn't possible for me to see,
I'd never have scen it If you hadn't
told we o 8o many words, like this, Do
you see now

He turned away from her with a nod,
and put his hands up to his face, She
wilted a moment to see whether he
hnd auything else to say, for the habit
of walting for his dismissal was too
strong to be broken even for a situa-
tion llke this. But fAonding that he
hodn't, she got up and walked out of
the theater,

There was an hour after she had
galned the haven of her apartment
when she pretty well went to pleces.
So this was all, was It, that she owed
her lllusory appenrance of success (ol
The nmorous selflshness of a man old
cnough to be her father! Once wore,
shie blissfully and lgnorantly unsuspect-
Ing nll the while, it wuns love that had
made her world go round. The same
attruction that James Randolph long
ngo had told her about, All she’d nes
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It won natural, of course, that the |
relatlon between them, after that,

[ for the theater was o good life, broad- | should not prove quite go shuple and
It rest- | munngeable,
{od, to begin with, on a foundation of | days when the storm visibly hung in |

There wera brenthless
the sky ; there were stralned, stiff, self-
consclous moments of rigldly enforeed
politeness, Things got said desplte his
resolute repression that had, os veso- |
lutely, to be Ignored. But in the Inter-
vals of these fullures there emerged |
n new thing—genuine friendliness,
partnership,

It wase just after Christmas that Abe
Shuman took her away from Galbraith
and put her to work exclusively on
costumes, And the swift sequence of
events within a month thereafter
lnunched her In an Independent busi-
ness: the new partnership, with the
detnlls of which, through Jimmy Wal-
lnee, you are already sufficienly ne-
(quainted,

Iler partner was Allce Perosinl, She
wans the doughter of a rich Italian
Jew, n begutiful—=really a wonderful—
person to look at, but a little nnace
countable, especinlly with the gorgeous
clothes she wore, in the cirele of wom-
en who “did things” of which Rose
had become a part. Rose took her time
nbout deciding that she liked her, but
ended by preferring her to all the rest
DBut the foct that they had become
partners served, somehow, to divert a
relntion between them which might
othorwise have developed into a first-
cluss friendship. Not that they quar-
reled, or even disappointed each other
fn the cloge contacts of the day's work.
But at the end of the day's work they
tended to fly apart rather than to stick
together, More and more Rose turned
to Galbralth for a friendship that real-
Iy understood; gripped deep,

There were long stretches of days,
of course, when they suw nothing of
ench other, nnd Rose, as long as she
lind plenty to do, wins never consclous
of missing him, But the prospect of
an empty Sunday mornlng, for In-
stance, was nlwoys enormously bright-
ened If he called up to say that It was
empty for him, too, and shouldn't they
go for a walk or n ferry-ride some-
wherey

All told, she learned more about
men, as such, from him than ever she
hind lenrned, consclously at least, from
Rodney. She'd never been able to re-
gard her husband as a specimen. He
was Rodney, sul generis, and it had
never occurred to her either to general-
ize from him teo other men or to ex-
plain anything about him on the mere
ground of his masculinity. She begun
dolng thut now a ilttle, and the exer-
¢lse opened her eyes.

In o good many ways Galbralth and
her husband were a good deal alike,
Both were rough, direct, a little re-
morseless, and there was In both of
them, right alongside the best and
finest and clearest things they had, an
unaccountable veln of chlldishness.
She'd never been willing to call It by
that name in Rodney. But when she
saw It In Galbralith too, she wondered.
Was that just the man of It? Did a
man, n8 long as he lived, need some-
body in the role of—mother? The
thought all but suffocated her.

One Saturday morning, toward the
end of Muy, Galbraith called up and
winnted to know if she woulkdn't come
over to his Long Island farm the fol-
lowing morning and spend the day.
She had visited the place two or three
times, and had alway= enjoyed It im-
mensely there, It wasn't much of a
farm, but there was a delightful old
Hevolutlonary farmhouse on i, with
ccllings seven feet high, and casement
windows, nnd the floors of all the rooms
on differeut levels; and Galbraith,
there, wns always quite at his bost. Elis
slster and her hushband, whom he had
brought over from England when he
bought the place, ran it for him. Rose
accepted eagerly.

Galbraith met her with a dogeart
and a fat pony, and when they had
Jogged their wany to thelr destination,
they spent what was left of the morn-
Ing looking over the farm. Then there
was & midday farm dinner, which Rose
astonished herself by deallng with as
It deserved, and by feeling sleepy at
the conclusion of.

Coming Into the veranda about four
o'clock, and finding her, Galbraith sug-
gested that they go for & walk, Two
hours later, having swung her legs over
n stone wall which had a comfortably
inviting flat top, she remalned sltting
there and let her goze rest, unfocused,
on the pleasant farm land below thew.

After a glunce at her he leaned bnek
agulnst the wall at her slde and be-
gon flling his pipe. She dropped her
hand on his nearer shoulder, After
ull these months of friendship It was
the first approach to a caress that hod
passed between them, *You're a good
friend,” she sald: snd then the hand
that had rested on him so lightly sud.
denly gripped bard, “And I guess 1
need one '

He went on filling his pipe. “Any-
thing specinl you need one for?' he
nsked.

She gave n rogged Tittle laugh, *1
guess pot. Just someboidy strong und
stendy to hold on to like this"

“Well," he sald, very dellberately,
“you want to reallze this: You say
I'm a friend, and 1 am, but If there s
anything In this friendship which cun
be of use to you, youwre entitled to
everything there 18 In it. Because you
made it."

“One person can't make a friend.
ship.” she sald. “But you are content
with It, aren't you?! Like this?"

He smoked in sllence for a minute;
then: “Why, ‘content’ Is hardly the
word for it. When I think what {t was
I wanted and what you've glven e
Instead—something 1 wouldu't trode !
for all the love In the world”

ST ke to belleve It wos a belter
thing" she sald, “*buot I'm efvild )
ean'y”

Wl her =anl! 1 w.

| that nine

old are you?—twenty-four,
when you're fifty-one you enn”

“I suppose =0," she sald absently.
“Perhups If It were a question of
chivoging between a love that hadn't
noy friendship In [t and a friendship
But it ean't be ke that! Cun
It? Can't one have both? Can't & man
—love a woman and be her friend and
pariner all nt the same time?

“I ean't answer for every man,” he
sald reflectively. “But I've a notlon
out of a dozen, if wvou
conld get down to the actual bedrock
facts ahout them, would own up that if
they were in love with a womapn—
really, you know-—they wouldn't want
her for a partner, and wouldn't be
able to gee her ns n friend. That's Just
n guess, of course. But there's one
thing 1 know, and that is that 1
couldn't,”

She gave a little shiver. “Oh, what a
mess It 1s!" she sald. "“What a per-
fectly hopeless blunder it 1s 1™ Bhe slid
down from the wall. “Come, let's
walk."

He feoll in beside her, and they
tramped sturdily along for a while In
sllence. At last he sald: “I don't know
thut I ean explain it, but I don’t think
I'd eall it a blunder that a strip of spring
steel ean't bend In your flugers like
copper, and still go on belng a spring.
You see, n man wunts his work, and
then he wants something that's altoe
gether apart from his work, Love's
ahout as far away a4« anything he can
get. So that the notlon of our work-
ing ourselves half to death over the
sume Job, and then golng home to-
gether—"

“Yes," she ndmitted, I can see that.
But that deesn't cover friendship.”

He owned that It dldn't. “But when
I'm in love with a woman—this isn't
n fact I'm proud of, but it's true—I"m
Jenlous of her, I want to be everything
to her, Iwant her to think nobody else
could be right aud I be wrong, And I
want to be able to think the same of
her, He thought It over a bit longer,
nnd then went on: “No, I've been in love
with women I thought were lying to
me, cheating me; women I've hated;
women I've known hated me. But I've
never been in love with a8 woman who
waos my friend.” He had been tramp-
ing nlong, communing with his pipe,
thinking aloud, If he!d been swatching
Rose's face he wouldn't have gone so
far.

“Well, If it's llke tha{—" she sald,
and the quality of her volce drew his
full attention Instantly—*"If love has to
be llke that, then the game doesn't
seem worth golng on with. You can't
live with It, and you can't live—with-
out it." Her volce dropped a little, but
gulned in Intensity. “At least I can't.
I don’t belleve 1 can” She stopped
and faced him. “What can one do?"
she demanded. 8he turned away with
a despairing gesture and stood gazing
out, tear-blinded, over the little valley
the hilltop they had reached com-
manded. '

“You want to remember this" he
said at last, *“I've been talking about
myself, I might have been different
if my first love affalr had been an al-
together different thing. And I'm not,
thank God, a falr sample.”

“My love affair brought me a home
and—kids,"” she sald. “There are two
of them—twins—a year and a half old
now; and I went off and left them;
left him. I thought that by earning my
own way, bullding a life that he didn’t—
surround, as you say, I could win his
friendship, And have his love be-
sides. I don't suppose you would have
belleved there could be such a fool in
the world a8 I was to do that.”

Hao took a while digesting thls truly
nmazing statement of hers. But ot
last he sald: *No, I wouldn't eall you
a fool. T call a fool a person who
thinks he enn get something for noth-
ing. You didn't think that. You were
willing to pay—a heavy price it must
hinve been, too—for what you wanted.
And I've an Idea, you know, that you
never really pay without getting some-
thing."

“I don't know,” she said raggedly.
“Perhaps ., ., .

There was & wseven-thirty traln to
town, snd they fAnlshed thelr walk at
the station. 8he got back to her npart-
ment about nine. Two corners of
white projected from under her door,
n visiting eard and a folded bit of
paper. It wns Rodney's card, and on
it he'd written: “Sorry to have missed
you. I'll come back at eight.”

Her shaking fingers fumbled pitl-
fully over the folds of the note, but
she got It open at last. It was from
him, too, It read;

. .

Dear Rore: This is hard luck, I sup-
pose you'te oft for a week-end somes
where., I want very much to mses you
When you come back and have lelsure
for me will you call me up? I know
how busy you are, so I'll walt until I
hear from you. RODNEY.

When the telephone girl switched

‘her to the Information desk, and the

information clerk sald, “Mr, Rodney
Aldrich? Just a moment,"” and then:
“Mr, Aldrich I8 in fifteen naught five,"
the dry contraction in her throat made
it Impossible for her to spoak., She
couldn't answer his first “Hello,” and
he sald it e nin, sharply, “Hello, what
is It

And then puddenly her volce came
back, A volce that startled her with
its distinctness. “Hello, Rodney,” she
sald, “this 15 Rose"

There was a perfectly blank silence
afier that, and then the crisp volee of
an operator * somewhere—""Walting?"

“Yes," she heard Rodney say, “get
off the line, And then to her: *I
cnme to see you this afternocon, and
again tonight.”

“Yes, I know,” she sald,
thigs minute got in. Can't you come
pack ngaln now?" How In the world,
ghe woudermd, eould she manage her
voloi 1keé®ihint!  From the way it

madety she mizht have been speaking

“I Just

i 1 wos—Low | @ Allen Moposinl; und yet ber sbak-

l'c-rrmpz'lng hand conld RBardly bhobid G

celver, Bhe heard him say

“It's pretty late, isn't It? 1 don't
want to . . . You'll be tired
53t . o« W

“It's nol too lnte for me,” she sald,
“only you might come before It gets
any Inter,”

She munaged to walt untll she heard
him say “All right” before she hung
up the receiver. Then a big, racking
sob, not to Dbe
pounced upon her and shook her.

CHAPTER XXV.
Couleur-de-Rose,

It was nltogether fortunate for Rose
that she had attempted no prepara-
tlon, becnuse the situation she found
herself in when ghe'd opened the door
for her husband, shanken hands with
him, led him iato her sitting room and
asked him to gt down, was one which
the wildest cast of her Imagination
wonld never have suggested ns a pos-
sible one for her and Rodney.

It was his manner, she felt sure,
that had created It; his cather formal
uttitude; the way he held his hat. It
wng the slightly anxlous, very deter-
mined attitude of an estimable and
rather shy young man making his firs
call on a young lndy upon whom he Is
desperately desirous of making a fa-
vorable impression,

And he wns Rodney, nnd she wns
Itose, It was like an absurd dream,

“Won't you smoke?' ghe agked sud-
denly, and hurrtied on when he hesi-
tated. *“I don't do it myself, but most
of my friends do, and 1 keep the
things,” From n drawer in her writing
desk sghe produced a tin box of clgu-
rettes,  “They're your kind—unless
you've changed,” she commented, and
went over to the mantel-shelf for an
ash tray and a mateh safe. The moteh
snfe was empty and she left the room
to get a fresh supply from her kitchen,

On the inner fuee of her front door
wns a big mirror, and In it, us she
cnme back through the unlighted pus-
snge, she saw her husband. He wan
sitting just as she'd left him, and ne
his foce was partly turned away froin
her, it could not have been from the
expression of It that she got her revela-
tlon. But she stopped there in the
dark and eaught her breath and lenned
back against the wall and squeezod
the tears out of her eyocs,

He stayed that first evening a little
less than an hour, and when he got
up to go she made no effort to detaln
him. The thing had been, as its uf-
broken surface could satisfy, a highly
successful first call, Before she let
him go, theagh, she asked him how
long he was golng to be in New York,
and on gettlng a very indeterminate
answer which offered a minlmum of
“two or three days” and a maximum
that could not even be guessed at, she
sald:

“I hope you're not going to be too
dreadfully busy for us to see n lot of
each other. I wish we might manage
it once every day."

That shook him; for a moment,
she thought the lightning was goleg
to strike, and stood very still holdieg
her breath, walting for it

But he steadled himself, said Be
could certainly manage that If she
could, and, as the elevator came up ln
response to her ring, said that he wousd
call her up in the morning at her office,
As she cuddled her cheek into the pli-
low that night, Rose smiled her oid,
wide smile, She was the happiest peds
gon in the world.

That manner of Rodney's lasted—re-
curred, at least, whenever Rose atd
he were together—almost unultered, for
two whole days. There wans a vitit
of his to her workshop, where he li%-
tened intently to her explanations of
her tools and her working methods,
There was a lupcheon, at which, wa-
wincing, he made her tell him the
whole story of her success: and a
dinner and theater, after which he
brought her home in a taxi, and, hav-
ing told the chauffeur to wuit, formal-
ly escorted her to the elevator. But
with the last of the next day's light,
the ice broke up and the floods came,

She.hnd tnken him to a studio téa
In the upper sixtles just off West End
avenue, the proprietors of the studio
belng a tousled, bearded, blond sh-
nrehist of a painter and his exceed-
ingly pretty, smart, frivolous-lookizg
wife,

Thetwo men had instinetively dravin
controversinl swords almost at sight
of each other, and for the hour and a
linlf that they were together the com-
hut roged mightily, to the unniixed
sntisfaction of hoth participants, The
feelings of the bystanders were per-
haps more diverse, but Rose, at least,
enjoyed herself thoroughly, aver srelg
her husband's blg, formidable, finely
polsed mind in action again, The talk,
of course, runged everywhere : socinl-
fsm, feminism, law and itz crimew,
art, and the soclal mind.

It was half-past six or thereabouts
when they left the studio, and the late
May afternoon was ot Its lovellest, ™1
want to walk," sald Rose, “nfter that
tea, if I'm ever to want any dinner.”
He nodded o little absently, she
thought, and fell in step beslde her.
There wus no mention at any time of
their destination,

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Art of Hanging Pictures.

Pictures should have o strong bawe
below, a large centerplece above, apd
# higher polot above thls, thereby
meeting architectural demnnds. A sofs
ngninst the wall, or a bhookense, or a
lurge table muy form the base, with
on lmportant picture as the centep-
plece, either square or oblong, At all
events the base should be wider than
the structure above, and there ghonld
be a higher polot of apex, Tho bost
of onc's pletures shoult e AL

| over the Lraplacm

denied any longer,l

'BROKEN DOWN
IN HEALTH

’ Woman Tells How $5 Worth
of Pinkham’s Compound
| Made Her Well.

Ohio.~**1 was all broken down
' hm from adisplacement. One of my
: —n lady friends came to
geo me and she ad-
vised ms to ¢om-
mence taklnF Lydia
E. Pinkham's Veg-
etabls Compound
and to use Lydia E.
Pinkham's Sanative
Wash. Ibegan tak-
your remedies
and took $5.00 worth
and in two months
- : __ was a well woman
after three dogc;ou sald 1 Inwu’ wouhlld
stand up straight again. I 'was a mid-
it everywes
the V
man :.F'uko before birth and after-
wards, and they all along 80 nicely
that it surely is n to suffering
women, women wish to write to
me I will be delighted to answer them. "’
- Mra.JENNIE MOYER, 842 E.North St.,
Lima, Ohio.

Women who suffer frows displace-
ments, weakness, irregularities, ner-
vousness, backache, or bearing-down
pains, need the tonic properties of the
roots and herbs contained in Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compoun:

Every Woman Wants

ANTISEPTIC POWDER
PR

pelvic catarrh, ulunlionandhfmhm-
mation. Recommended by Lydia E.
Pinkham Med. Co, for ten years.
A healing wonder for nasal ecatarrh,
sore throat and sore eyes. Economical.
Has and germicidal

of mﬁg
W. N. U,, OMAHA, NO. 41--1917,
BOYS MAKE BEST AIR PILOTS
More Likely to Possess Dashing and
Intrepid Qualities That Make
Ideal Avlators.

War aviation, with Its exceptional
dangers and Its demands for supreme
courage, Is pecullarly a service for
volunteers. But It has been demon-
strated, says St. Nicholas Magazine,
that the younger the war pllot the
more likely is he to possess those
dashing and intrepld qualities that
make the ideal air fighter. Conse-
quently, the government |8 opening
wide the door of the aviation service
for volunteers under twenty-one, the
conscription nge. The army s already
glving officers’ commissions to young
men nineteen years of age, while the
navy has reduced its limlt to elghteen

veurs. Only commiszioned officers are
permitted to operate American military

alrplanes, so all our fllers will get
commissions,
Boys considerably younger than

eighteen can be thinking now of be-
coming wuar pilots, with reasonable
expectations of seelng nctual service,
A8 long as the war goes on, the air-
craft program will keep growlng, since
only the declarntion of pence will jus-
tify a lessening of our effort.

First, let us see the qualifieations
of those suited to war aviation. The
athletic type of boy is preferred, To
have been a member of a4 team s
nsunlly a good indlention of pluck and
persistence. A sound physique, and
good vision and henring, are absolute-
Iy necessary. The ldeal alrman has a
cool head; he Is able to act quickly In
emergencies. It 1s important, too, that
the war pilot be an accurate observer
and equally important that he possess
the ability to form correct Judgments,

When Man ls Caught.
Muny o mnn has been enught at his
own foollsh game by people who let
him think he was fooling  them,

Taking Long Chance,
Captain Boden, of Panamn, recently
bought splvage rights to a bout sunk
22 years ngo.
e

People eat

Grape-Nuts
because they
like it and
they know it’s
good for them




