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I met him this morning down In the
basement as bright, as swaggering, as|
conceited, as full of Irrepressible life as
ever, my old frlend, Alan Breck, and
how glad 1 was to
see him, too!

It happened this

way: It's time to
rettle down for
fall, and the old

books must go on
a long journey to
the new home in g
far away clty, and
1 went to see how
they had fared all
the time they've
been packed.

[ peered down
into & dusty box
and thers he was
right on top of the
pile, Brave Alan, with his friend Davy
back of him, and cheek by jow! was the |
gay St. Ives and his Scotch swestheart.

A Box of 0ld Friends ’ |

Ry WINIFRED BLACK.

Dear friends, dear old friends, every one
of them—how good they did look to me!

I've beon making new friends this sum-
mer—new acquaintances, I mean—and
some were In covers and some werg out
of them, and the bookish fellows 1
thought pretty fine some of them—bul]
where's the equal of the “old friends,
after all! .

I sat right down om. thesfloor.of the
basement and began to heat Alan tell his'
sdventures by flood and. fleld. Over the
water Alan and 1 went together and back '
to the heather agaln, and the day grew.
to evening and the autumn sunshine faded
and still we walked together, my old
friend, Alan Breck, and T,

Are there any left anywhere so gay as
you, Alan., with the bit of song vyou
hummed In the very teeth of the enemy,
“Charlle {s ma darlin’, ma darlin'"?
What Uit there Is to it! No wonder the
walter girl leaned across the table and
whispered eecrets to you when you
hummed the dangerous old song.

And that blitherlng cousin of yours who
could plpe o bravely when he had wine
enough, and the smell of the gorse under
foot, and the white line of the breakers
on the shore, where you just made the
Loat In time, That wae & narrow squeess,
Alan, you know it, you rogue, for all you
laughed so bolsterously in the teeth of
the gale. And that French oousin of
vours, St. Ives, was there ever such &n-
uther adventurer born, with his sidewayr
love-making to the dour auld wife,
who was the guardian of his true love?

How true they were, all the lovers in
the book. Do they make them like that |
nowadays in books or out of them?

What's that making the clatter there in
the Secotch plaid book behind you?
"Pleces of elght, pleces of elght,'” why,
we're on Treasure island with the “"Boyg
of Courage,' and there's Long John 8il-
ver sneaking through the woods right at
the boye' back.

1 spoke of Long John SBllver to & man
the other day, and he sald he didn't know
the gentleman., “Your loss,” said 1 to
him, and I never did tell him what T
meant. What's the use? He wouldn't
have understood, anyhow.

Desd. The man who called all these
beings Into life by the magle of his won-
drous brain. No, not dead, nor even will
be while human hearts beat trus and
human eyes can see to read—Robert Louls
Stevenson, the very name spells mystery
and adventurs to such as love his fancy

Who is this stepping so demuraely ouf

Letters of a Slim- Made
Woman to Her Fat Sister

Fourth Letter: On the Nousskeeping
Burdens of the Overfat Woman
Dear “8ls:—In solving the fat problem |
I've algo solved the servant problem so
far as I'm concerned. My last mald-of-
all-work donned her hat and departed
Iwo weeks #80. And when I say “the
last” I mean “never again.” I'm deing
my own work now and enjoying it all be-
cause that terrible burden of flesh I car-

ried has gone—never Lo return.

How plainly the mirror of memory re-
flects the past. I see myself as 1 was—
& mountain of paipitating flesh, caterin
to servants whose lightest duties 1 coul

not riform because I ecould not carry
the burden of my weght and of my
household.

Now, si& dear, 1 know you haven't saen
the suppleness of my slim-made self—
1 kpew that many formulas, diet systems
and exercise metiipds have robbed you of
faith In all reducing methods, but “take
a little tip from sister” and use a fow
boxes of thos=e harmless little Marmola
FPrescription Tablets 1 told you about.
Any druggist will furnish them at 7S¢ the
Case or you can send the price to the
Marmola Co., Furmer Bldg., Detroft.
Mich. They contain exactiysthe same In-
grodiente a2 the Marmoia Prescription
that left me =l!m, {ilrm and smooth and
they won't nauseate yvou aither.

It ma: take o little ©me, but be patient
and you'll solve all your problems--social

,=—didn’'t you wear & mariposa lily in your
| coat, and couldn’t you sing ke an angei?

‘after another,

| Bugle.

and domestic. Let me know results. I'im
sure they'l! be amazing. Lovingly,
| —Advertisement. BETTY
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THe ICY BLAST WAS WORKING
OVERTIME “WILLIE WEEVILS

AND WIS PAL spnpy * WeRE
FOLLOWING THER FAVORITE

of the little brown book? Why, bless my
heart, Lorna, where did you come from
forgotten for so lontﬁ?

1I'll take you home with me. I know a
pair of blue eyes that will soften and
glow &t making your aequalntance. You
and John Ridd are just about right for
ber just now.

Up the Bagworthy with vou, John Ridd,
cold or warm, steep or soft the climb;
up you go to find Lorna, soft-eyed Lorna
and bring her home safe to Exmore, all
for the delight of a blue-eyed lttle girl
I know.

“My Nellle's Blue Eyes." Who's whist-
lir.g that at this time of the day—who but
the most charming raseal of them all,
Jack Hamlin? I thought you'd be some-
where near the top, Jack, you rapscal-
Hon you, with your black eves and vour
pale, inscrutable face, and those Wwhite
hands of yours, and those slim, well-
shod feet, and oh! that tenor volce,

WILLIE TO SANDY “LET US HiE
TO A MORE SHELTERED SPoT

THIS MUST BE THE COLDEST
ETRECT IN NEW YORK® THEN
SANDY HOLLERED BACK,” pE
THAT AS IT MAY | KNOW R STREET
TJUST NORTH OF HOUSTON

THEY CALL BLEEKER®
<

GRANDPA!|
HERES YOUR SNUFF

VOCATION PANHANDLING. QUOTH

HALF THE WORLD

e mnanth R

G@ENTLEMEN BE SEATED
TA-RA-RA-RA

BONES -MISTAH JOHNSON DID
YOU EVAH 8FE DE MEN
WHEELIN' MONEY INTO DE SUuB-
TREABSURY

INTERLOCUTOR - YES BONESWHY?!
PONES- DFy MUS' BE ENORMOUS -
LY WERALTHY.

INTERLO(UTOR- NO, NO- THOSE
MEN ONLY WORK BY THE DAY

THE MONEY BELONGS TO UNCLE
SAM, NOT TO THEM,
BONES- INNOW DAT BUT AINT
DEY SIMPLY ROLLIN'IN
WEALTH?

Ld

HIST!! 115 ThE sNoRE
OF YON COP

OTHER HALF ARE NUTS

ARE SQUIRRELS AND THF

= e
\LL WAS BUSTLE AND CONFUSION
AT THE RER. FRIENDS WERE
PIDDING EACH OTHER GOOD-
BVYE. STEAMER HANDS WERE

PUTTING ON THE LATE BPAGGAGE.
THEREWERE S0OUNDS OF HIBS"

ING STEAM AND THE VESSEZLS
SIREN. THE N THE @ANG-PLANK
WAS DRAWN IN AND THE
STEAMER FOR EUROPE 60T
OUT IN THE STREAM.SUDDENLY
A MAN CAME TEARING WILDLY
DOWN THE PIER WAVING HIS
HANDS EXCITEDLY. IT WAS
WHISPERED HIS WAS A CASE
OF LIFE OR DEATH. SWIP AHOY"
HE VELLED. WHATS wWANTED'
ANSWERED THE CAR
“COULD YOU SAY YOUD SEEN
THE CATSKILLS IF YOU FOUND

MICE IN THE BACK YARD?"

Hvery girl of my age 1 knew was 1nf
love with you Jack, and small wonder.
What did we care If vou were a gambier

IF YOu

And what & dead shot you were! What
was that to the fellow who thought to
joke »ou about a certain encounter? -
“Dealing with your left hand, Jack?"
sald the rash stranger. "Ye-es'" you

ILL GIVE
IT A SHOOT

*

drawled; T shoot with It too." !

Or red, red dust of the Californin road!
Oh, “tall wild IMies springing wherever |
M'llse and her friends of the Slerras |
stépped. Oh, moon of California, shining
over Red Dog or Lone Gulch as moon
never shown anywhere else on earth!
What & sllver-starred vell you threw
across the world, Bret Farte, and how
we who read vour words of silver and
pearl look through it and are full of
mysterious joy!

Fall time, home time, book time—hur-
rah! let's get the old books out one
even If only to glance
through the well-beloved pages. |

THere you are David, poor, lonely David,
and Murdstone, your enemy, bad luck go
with him! And there’'s Pegotty—why,
what would the world be without Pegotly
after all? And little Emily! My heart is
softened to all who love and suffer since
I knew her story.

Lonaly, with & room ful] of such people
as these and & hundred more I could ‘men-
tion! Why, 1'd bid defiance to the lonk-
st day that ever rolled between morning
and night with such & box full of old
frienda to keep me company

I am eo sorry for the folk who have
never learned to read. Oh, yes, there are
many such, They know the alphabet and
can put letters together and can find
names In the telephone book with any
one, Bit they don't care for buooks,

Poor things, poor things, what a nare
row world they lve in. wity just one
window to loak through—the narrow little
window of self.

There’'s the open window, the wige
road, the fair view, the broad sweep of
country that comes to the eyes of such
a8 have learned to look through the great;
broad windows of the world of books,

Fall time, home time, Look time,
riah! Welcome home, old friends,
get acquiinted all over again.

hur-
Let's

The Come Dack.

The cautlous politielan wrote at
end of his letter: “Burn this!"”

The recipient didn't llke the ecaution.
He consldered It a reflection on his
honesty. The more he thought about It
the mare disgruntled he felt.

Bo he sat down and wrote this in reply:

the

“Received your ‘burn It' letter. No
fire about the house. We burn gas
and It hasn't been turned on. So I gave

vour letter to & friend of mine. a nice
voung fellow who works on the Morning
I'm sure he will take good care
of it and T know he must be an ud-
mirer of yours because he seemed de-
Hghted when he saw your slgnature,''—

Shop Talk.
The Inventor was talking to himself.
“What with my heatless light, my

lenkless fixture, my invigihle ashean and

my disappearing bed, | have made the
life of the wurbanite well worth the
living.

“Wrong,"” ocorrested the downweighted

By MARGARET HUBBARD AYER.

bendlet. “You have yet to perfect the
footless meter and the vanishing gas| Miss Rita Stanwood had not come in
BlIL"<Judge. ‘

from rchearsal when 1 called to see her.
“My Best Girl" was up at the Park thea- |

ter, though it was early on Monday
:2{'“-‘ “lm.lu!?r?ﬂtﬁuzzgrdm;nzbm:t‘nrg | morning, when vou think ai least that
Rhortly after his return he pald & visit to |Betresser are getting o real well earned
hiz alster, w0 had nllhtr.la daughter of | rest. |
w!!"ho? Itl‘f!.l:a:nr;ﬂ;;gt;; ynua'rfifuﬂ to em-! “Rita works so hard,” rald the “Best]
brace him or offer him a kiss, but hung Girl's" proud mamma, who looks very
D . said the mother, “why | YOUHE 10 Bave s0 famous u Iittle|
don't you give your Uncle Fd a kixs?'  daughter,
“Well, mother.” replled the child, with T sunpose it'e you who takes care of

No Opening.
A man had been absent from home for

":: “‘?:ctu ._}"l;f__'_.’_m’”'g;ﬁl: "I don't Bee her health,” sald 1. endeavoring to get|
any P l'r-olelll":;li' Definltion. etarted on this “How to be beautiful” |
interview,

*“Bo you sell only soft drinks?' we say

to the fountaln clerk In the loeal aption “Of course, You're very particular as to

town, what she eats, and ull that” I went on
'.1\':5;!'.“. all, sir he says confirma | when just then I espled the largest, fat-

“And what s a soft drink?”*' we pur- |est, the deepest, the widest and alto-
fire.  “‘Bomething you can put your fin- [gethnr the most monstrous box of candy

# Intr
.F"NO“‘III'. Something you ean put a I had ever seen, sitting placidly in the

stick In," he answers Dluminatively

"Dancing is My Secfct of Beauty,” Declares Rita Staawood

3

MIBS RITA STANWOOD, LEADING LADY IN “MY BEST GIRL.

great, big, lovely, luscious, fattening,
riclkr chocolates, Mry. Stanwood offered
some to me and helped nerself with that
begutiful unconcern of the person who
knows that she has beauty enough In
the family not to have to bother with
chocolate creams, and rules for dleting.
“Ddo you let the ‘Best Girl' eat choco-
letes?” | asked In a horrified tone.
Why, ves, 1 thing they're nourishing,
don't you?' usked the mother placidly.
“Rith. has had s0 many chocolates sent
to her and | like them so much myself
that really I hardly eat anything else.”
Thi= wax against all precedent, and 1
was Just golng to remonstrate when Hita
Stanwood herself blew In, looking as
fresh and sweet s a rose, and simply
exuding health and vitalfty.
The first thing she dld after greeting
me was to take one of those chocolates,
and she hadn't had her tunch yet, either,

middle of the table. It was full of those | As 1 feil that somebody ought to live up | molsture and become SOEEY. |

to the principlee of a hyglenle dlet, I
played martyr to the eaxuge, und would lot
neither of them tempt me to touch one
of the ecandies,

“I Just love chocolntes,” said Miss Btan-
wood, us she bit Into a particularly good
one, and then eyed the other half with &
kind of affectionate regnd. She was
dressed Ig o pretty, sensible little sult,
with a severely plain white silk shirt-
wiist, and her bright young eyea and
clear compelxion and pink cheeks prove
| that one can eat *chocolates without the

dire results that physiclans crouk about,

Btill I do protest—

“"Don’t say that chocolagtes are bad for

one,” sald pretty Miss Rita, with an {n-

uratioting charm of manner which (s

natural to her. UL 1 sat around and ate |

candy . all the time, talked the n'r--‘

thing, but | really work very hard, and
: I don't think an occasional chocolate does
| any harm, They glve It to soldiery aflter
4 long march,” she went on mischiev-
ously, "und If you want succeed In
this profession, you have to work, work,
all the time, ' ‘

"I love my regular siage work, and |

the performances of ‘My Hest Glvl' ars
|'-l real recremtion to e Dot bosides
that, I work every day at dancing, and

there—that i something that 1 can recom-
mend.  Fvery woman oukht to leurn how
to dance, and girls especlally should
make o real study of It. Dancing is the

|heg[ exerciie for girls, I's lnt-_-|'r-lillnn.|
which regulur physienl culture |8 not:
Dancing stimulates the magineton, it
mukes one graceful, and for that rea-

pon, IU's & tremendous factor In soclal us
well s slage success

“You ses If you are gquite graceful’
Misy Ritn went on, “vou wren't. llkely to
become self-congclous  and embarnssed.
Pebple who don't know how to move prop-
erly, who-haven't been tiught the grace-
ful disposition of thelr hody through dane-
ing, are alwuys self-conscious and subse-
quently awkward and often ridiculous the
| minute they are placed In an embaras-
Immt or difficull situation,

l "Phe mind hag =0 much to do with
the body, hasn't 1t7" continued this very |
young actress, who already knows so
much. “Sometimes 1 think it'a all &
question of mind. 1 am sure that sie-

cess |8 @ matter of determination and will

power. At least. [t has been with me.
| I've never let anything or anybody down
{me: T'm like the Httle boy who won't he
licked |
“1"ye Dbéen determinsd o woceesd, and

[ work and work to that emd, There was
a song which T didn't use to sing satls-
factorily. That )8, thers was one place
where 1 alwavs got off the pitch. Lols
of singers do that, but I'm not golng to.
I determined to get the better of that
lf.ml_ and 1 would do it all right. | made
{my singing teacher coach me on that song
hour after wour. | worked and studied

and thought, and 1 conquered It. It goes
wil right. now doesn't It?
“That why 1 know that if you

just [
stick at & thing and work and work,
you're bound to accomplish it. I've made

up my mind to be able to sing regular
prima donna parts in two years' time, |
’nm} I know that 1 will do It." ;

-
! Bread Crumbs for Frrying,
| Use bread crumbs Instead of cracker
crumbs for frying or for covering the
' tops of entrees &5 they do not absorb the |

Our Personal Taxes

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX,

The girls to whom the worde *'Personul
taxes' brings a vague memory of some-
thing that troubles father several Uimes n
yoar, and to whom all tax questlons
seema mysterious prablems beyond all un-
dorstanding, have taxes of thelr own
which thoy must pay.

Father loses his temper over the tax
on mortgages, the tax on horses, bonds.
Rutomoblies and furniture. |

Daughter furrows her pretty brow and
sheds & few tears, and scolds and puys
tuxes just as serlous and often more try-
InF than those he payws,

For hers are the taxes she pays nn
friondship! There I8 nothing in his busi-
ness lfe that is, more fretting and mors
pnnoylng than the little taxes she pays,
though here are not pald over a counter
Yo i county official,

A [riend borrows a book and rgturns it
with the back half off. A friend makes
an engagement and then presumes on the
rights of friendship to break It on a mo-
ment's notlee, and sometimes there I8 no
notice at all

A friend claims the right of eritleisin
and exercises it beyond the bhounds of
clticlam, the line between that gentle art
of fault finding and the more vulgar one
of nagklng belng dellcately drawn,

A friend violates overy law of oon-
fidence. A friend has been known count-
less times to come between a girl and
the man she loves. A friend 1a at the
samo time the most worrying and the
most comforting of all the companions
life brings.

Father knows he must pay hls taxes to
keep the business credit good. Drughter
must learn, if she has not already taken
this painful lesson to heart, that she
must piay all the little taxes on friendship
with philosophle cheerfulness or be
friendloss,

It I8 better to lose an umbrella, to have
one's most precious books returned look-
Ing a8 If spolled children had played with
them, and to spend hour after hour walt-
ing for an appointment that has beon
dlaregarded than to go through life with-
aut friends,

There could e no
The friendless girl Is homeless,

fate thuat I8 worss
8he I8

morbid, Bhe s sell-
centernd.

Bhe misses all the little pin pricks of

Bhe is wselfish,

friendship, and she misses, alsy, it
greater joys.
Sho misses the Joy of self-sacrifice, 8ho

never learns the lesson every one shoulil
learn, and that is, self-effacement.

Every little tnx she pays on friendship
I8 good for her soul if she accepts the
lesson it bringe In the payment.

If & friend I8 negligent in the litile
nigatles and trles her almost bevond
endurance, she profits by even such =
friendship if, In paying her tax, she 1a-
members (he friend's many other good
(qualities,

The friend hurts her feclings, It Is good
for her to pay this tax on friendship, (f
while remembering that the friend had
no Intention of hurting her, she must (o
future be less sensitive. )

“The fault Is half her own,'” I8 o good
thing to say while paying a friendship
Ingt. T must not place umbrellas, bools,
ribbons, a few walting hours, a few hasty
worde, above the value of human hearts,
I need friends more than I need no 9y
on friendship to pay."

It Isn't always easy to pay these lttle
taxes smilingly, some of which are in-
posed wo heedlesaly and so unnecessarily,
but paying them cheerfully makes the
payment easler, and keeps the friend,

And by “friend” [ mean one who lkeg
you In spite of your faults. I do not mean
the girl or boy you met yesterday, asnd
with whom you made & compact two
hours after meeting that you would by
friends for life,

I mewn those who have known you long
enough to Kknow your bad qualities og
well as your good and who still like you.

I mean those who have known you long
enough to know your bad qualities ag
well as your good and who stlll llke you!

No one Ig so wise that he cun seleot
his feends without an occaslonal hearts
breaking mirtake of Jjadgment. Be Just
n® wise as you e¢an ba in your selection.
Then be & good friend yourself.

And one of the most important Ingred,
fents in the making of what constitutes i
“good friend™ Is the ability to pay every
little tax on friendship cheerfully,

Wash Baby’s Clothes

with the Self Acting
Oxygden

Washing Compound

PERSIL

Persil will absolutely remove
all stains.

Persil cannot injure the deli-

cate flannels, laces and embro

eries of the baby’s wardrobe.
Persil leaves all clothes a

id-

stainless white, sweet and hy-

gienically clean.

At Your Grocers

10 Cents

QUALITY as the ingredients in cereal

Crisps, from field to
a Square Deal{ Washington Crisps

ngton Crisps|
_m-ill i pa— - “ - __m_. o _' 4 . {
The SUPREME quality of Washington Crisps is absolutely beyond question,

Thorough!y steam cooked, toasted, deliciously crisp, ready to serve, On gvery
package the unqualiied GUARANTRE that every ingredient is of as HIGH

LESS OF COST; and GUPARANTEE that W
under MOST PERFECT SANITARY CONDITIONS posible to create in
SPOTLESSLY CLEAN MILLS, by high-<lass workmen, Washington
bome, pever touch human hands—everything

sutomatic machinery, We give BOTH the CONSUMER and the GROCER

foods of ANY other make REGARD-
Crisps are made

done by

Handsomest Foed Puckage

180
§More

and both Groeer and Consumer instantly recognized this—bence our big sales of

SUPREME quality Washington Crisps to millicns and miltions of Americans,

1 Two

H, L F = “:-.:l:.— ?-rb '“o{GMI
WASHINGTON CRISPS are

W First in the HOMES of kis Countyymen® .

WU SPREeE QUAUTY OF TOASTED DOON FLAREE (8 AMERICA; AMD
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