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.By Oc-l;\;_IQ;y Cohen. ||

ACmutinued Fross Vage dia )
bis heart with one hand and clapped
tare other over his torehread —

"Ohl My Gawd.™ he howled, *my
picher o1 the nekkid Edner has done
went!™

‘Oh! Lawsy!"
body i1s sha' dor
now I

He collapsed in jellyliuh misery on
the bed and give thought to eventy-
plities All ¢olored liummglmu
knew that Edner Torring had heen
posing for her picture, Chocolate
BOCILY wWas walliog agape for sight
ol the canvas, And it was obvious
that 1t was soon 1o be treated 1o a
sght for which  neithe t nor
maodel had ||:¢r ned

Lircumistances had connived
ARarnst tne more day and
Fdner would have been at least par-
tally  clothed. But pow! Lymus
comldn’t even explain, for explina-
tion would publish broadeast 10 the
world s masquerade. Did he tell
of luy deception Birminghamn would
know that he was not an artist, and
Hirmingham would laugh b out ol
Mare, there was that damn-
ing comtract which  lawver hem
had drawn up and he had signed
that, and the $30 advance avoe ped
i the gitise of an artist

There was little sleep in the
occupied by Lymus that mght,
vestigation had
that the Flukers residence had been
vacant during the afternoon, Sis
Callie having heenn downtown shope-
ping and the other gentleman board-
er ?l(a_\' at his Job with the City 1ce
cothany. The intruder had found a
Selear ficld and a world of time tor his
vandalisam,

The day dawned raw and dismat
Low hanging clouds scudded by
within wview of Lymus' window

moanped Le, “"Some-
¢ helled things up

Figtl

Il!!’l‘

oW

In.

ol -
thick, damp clouds, which exuded a
heavy mwoisture that chilled him to
the bone and kept him lving supine
with the spread pulled up about his
thin neck

Finally le rose and staggered to { Pants
was

the window, The prospect
gloomy to the 'nth degree.
At 10 o'clock Sis Callie announced
a visitor. Lymus scented trouble.
Just at the moment it was impos-

» . . . 1
sible for him to scent anything else. |3 ll_“;‘-‘ hurt, B
He shrugged indifferently and bade |€3tin you now?

Siz Callie show the man in.

She did. She tried to hang around,
but Lymus shut the door abruptly in
her face. Then he opened it again

and requested politely that she re- ;T};'-‘ dl‘nlh: of agony, Prissilla stared
move hersell from the proximity of | aiter him dumbly; cut to the quick.
the keyhole. After which he made | Then her head went back pridefully

assurance doubly sure by plugging
the lock. Finally he turned.

“What you wan’s with me, Noah
Lee:™

The face of the big man glowed
with triumph. He towered above
Lymus menacingly.

“You Ii'l speck of less'n nothin',”
he growled, "Ise got a good min’ to
sqush you!”

“Sqush away,” invited Lymus, “It
don' make no pretickeler diff'ence
to me.” »

‘Iffn I was to lay my han's on
you—"

“Bein® murdered is the fondest
thing Isis of right now, Brother Lee.
My grave ain't gwine be big enough
to ca'y my troubles into."

Noah seated himself on the edge
gf-4h= bed and lighted a cigar. He
chuckled “audibly. Lymus flushed.

“Laugh, big'bog, If'n you c'n see
anythin® funny roun’ heah, I cum-
gratulates you."

“Tain't what I see, Brother John-
son,” returned Noah. “It's what I
don' see.”

“Meanin' which?"

“Ain't you be'n paintin' a pitcher
of Edner Torring?"

.ll has-‘I

“Where is it now?"

Lymus' diminutive body grew
rigid. He advanced a step closer to
his visitor. “Noah Let—is you the
feller done swiped that pitcher outen
this room?"” .

Noah nodded cheerfully, “I is.”

Lymus walked to the window,
where he stood for a moment staring
down at the gray, dismal prospect.
He spoke without turning, ‘“How
come you to steal that pitcher,
Noah?" )

“ICause,” returned the wisitor
frankly, “I craves to make ma'iage
with Prissila Wattles.”

“What Edner Torring's
got to do with that?"

“With you not tryin’ to ma'y
Prissilla—] is gwine have a chance.
An' you ain't gwine try no mo' to
make ma'iage with her.”

"How you talk that soht of fool-
ishment?

“The minute you makes talk with
her again, Mistuh Lymus Johnson,
I as pwine show Mistuh Lisha Tor-
ring that pitcher of his wife, an' he's
most likely gwine inquire where her
clothes are at”

And this situation was square in-
deed, Noah had stolen the picture,
which he was suspending over the
head of the diminutive Lymus as a
sword of Damocles. The price for
his silence would be the calling off
of Lymus' courtship. Did Lymus
continue to pay court to Pressilla, all
Noah had to do was to exhibit his
ill-gotten trophy to the massive hus-
band of the beautiiul Edner—and
Lymus saw himself being patted in
the face with a spade.

“Noah?"

“Huh?"

“Ain't you reelizin’ I ¢'n have you
'rested fo' stealin’® that pitcher?”

“Sho'ly. But you ain't gwine do
nothin’ so foalish.” *

“How come you figger thataway?”

“Minute I gits "rested, Lisha To!'-
ring sees him - that pitcher of his
wife an’ then I'se gwine be a heap
mo' curnfutibler in jail than what you
is out.”

“S'posin’,” said . Lymus slowly—
“s'posin’ I lays offen Prissilla Wat-
tles. Does you return the pitcher
back to me?"

“Yeh—soon as
ma'ied.”

“Wigglin' Tripe! An'ii'n she don'
ma'y you—what I is gwine do then?”

“You paints yo'se't another pitcher
of Edoer an’ delivers same. I prom-
ites I ain't gwine do nothin’ with the
one I is got. Then the pinute I an’
Pressilla gits ma'ied—youn gits back
yo' Jekkid pitcher. Ain’t that sim-

el
y “Yeh,” agreed Lymus disgustedly,
imple like a crap game with loaded
dice, On'y you owns the dice.”
“You takes my propersition or you
Jeaves it, Lymus.”
“An’ what about all the wuk I Is
g'ready done on that pitcher:” '
“You ain't on’y be'n wukkin' on it
two days. That ain't =0 much to do

over ag'in.
“You says! Baut you don't know
Bathin'=-or even fess'n that,”

pitcher

I an' her gits

room |

closed the fact !

| atter

started forward,

{fore the window

good evenin’.”

| answer !p(i:

rose ponderously, “lse
gwine. | asts you o' the finally las' |
time—~does you lemme ma'y Prissilla |
Wattles or does you git murdered by
Lisha Torring” ‘
Lymus threw his arms wide in a
gesture ol surrender,
“They ain’"t much 10 choose, Broih-
er Lee, But jey' fo' the present ||
reckons | prefers to remain livin®
Immedistely alter Noah's swag
Reting departure hygmius got busy,
No matler how indigo hued the fu.
ture—it was the present in which
Lymus was living, and in which he
desired 1o continue. MHe scurried
downiown to his friend—the dealer
in dusty relics,  Unlortunately that

.‘\ru!l Lee

*gentlenun had no more getns of art

Nor had any other store
i Hirmmgham save one studio where
a faded oil was on sale for £300
Eduer was due at  o'clock for her |
datly sitting.  And it behooved I,y-l
mius 10 assume an  artistic  virtue, |
even though he had it not. 5o he
purcliased some canvas and when
Edner arrived he spread it on the
cascl and for one hour and a half
pretendeld to work, It was a hard
session for hath of them, and at its
conclusion Fdner again begged for
sight ot the portrait
“Lain’t let you see it,” negatived
Lymus.
“Why not!
“They ain't nothin’
answered truthfully,
He went for an airing downtown
carciully  locking the blank
canvas in his trunk: He passed two
ambulances and a hearse of his way
down, There secmed to be an ine |
tense  morladity  enveloping  the
bustling city of Rirmingham. Then
he saw Prissilla coming toward him
a broad smile of greeting on her
altractive  face. Instinctively, he
_ Out of the corner |
ol his eye he envisioned the menac-
g hgure of Noah Lee bulking be-
of the Smooth
Pressing club  across the
street, Prissilla swept down in force.
“Honey!"
Lymus raised |is
“Evenin', Miss Wattles,”
She drew back—surprised and not
“Why, Lymus—what’s

in sl Ip\

to see,” he

hat  stiffly.

I eraves to be relieved outen vo'
company, Miss Wattles. I bids you

Lymus passed on—wallowing in

and she strode angrily southward.
Noah Lee. catacornered to intercept
her. She greeted him with stimu-
lated warmth—albeit her eyes con-
tained more than a hint of moisture,

That night Prissilla gave herself to
reflections on the possible reasons
for Lymus' action. There was no
arent. Undoubtedly she
had offended ', and Prissilla
loved Lymus. Therefore she stifled
her pride and indited a letter which
she dispatched by a small colored
boy. Within 20 minutes it came
back with a cryptic answer scrawled
laboriously at the bottom,

“Dere miss Wattles:

“my hart is broke, but it is still
beeting.

“Respectiull

‘MR YMUg'JOH NSON.”

Prissilla experienced two distinct
and entirely feminine reactions. The
first was a surge of wild indignation
amounting almost to a sense of per-
sonal insult. Followed an attack of
insatiabla curiosity.

She donned her hat and coat and
sallied forth into the night, She
headed straight for the home of
Lymus Johnson. And as she started
down the street something happened
of which she was blithely ignorant—
and Lymus even more happily una-
ware, -

It so happened that Mr. Noah Lee,
gripped by the idea that it would be
exceedingly wise to take in a crop
of hay while the sun was shining—
and dvoubting. too, that his present
strategic advantage would obtain for
any considerable length of time—had
started out to call upon Prissilla.

He was crossing the street when
she emerged from her residence and
set off in the general direction of the
Flukers' home, later discermed her
in the room which he knew to be
Lymus’, and still Jater saw the shade
discreetly drawn down over the win-
dow. Noah emitted sulphur.

Prissilla entered Lymus' room une
heralded—observing the conventions
by leaving the hall door agape, Ly-
mus rose to his feet quivering—part
with love, part with deep fear,

“Prissillal Honey!”

“Lymus!”

They kissed. Then discretion rose
to Lymus’' assistance, “You is got to
git out of heah, Prissilla.”

“Ain’'t gwine do it."” /

“You got to, sweetness”

“Does you love me, honey?"

“My Gawd! Prissilla—how come
you to think anythin' else?”

“Thep if'n you loves me, Lymus
—les’ us git ma’ied.”

“Ma'ied! O, Sugar—I cain't!"

“Says whicht”

“But, Lymus—"

“No corpse ain't no good as no
husband, Prissilla.”

“I knowed it]"” triumphantly. “You
is in troublel”

“You said it, honey. Brother Trou-
ble is got hisse'f aholt of my coat
tails and he ain't lettin’ go.”

“I'se gwine he'p you out.”

Lymus responded gratefully to her
attitude, but he realized poignantly
that she was the one person in the
world whose help at that particular
time was a great deal less than
worthless, He told her as much—
tactfully,

She argued. She pleaded. She pro-
tested her undying affection and ar-
gued her privilege to stand by his
side in the hour of stress. But he was
adamant—because he had to be. He
rejected her proffered assistance and
found himseli tongue-tied in the mat-
ter of explaining his difficulties,

Finally she agreed to take his word
for it that all would work out for
the best. She also swore that she
would remain true to him—that she
would see to it that her afiections
were unswerving and would extend
to him the beneiit of all ‘doubt. He
accompanied her downstairs, and
then—making sure that Sis Callie
was nowhere near—he took her in

[lf.'tr.{

[“vou is finished an’ done fo'}

his arms and implanted upon her

treme passion.

eager lips an osculatory salute of ex- ]

Prissilla departed. Two minutes |
later Noah Lee separated himseli |
from the shadows of a large oak ble weck!
across the street and did likewise. | so unpleasant!
Noah had been an interested and |she would.
frenzied spectator of the passionate | Bobbic is sick. She's always alter

parting. And Noah was dead set on
actio

luvestigation disclosed the fact
that Lisha Torring was out of the
city and would not returm
o'clock the following afternoon, Noah
bided his time,

By 4 o'clock the next day Edoer
had completed another sitting and
Lvinus had once again carciully
rolled the utterly blank canvas and
stowed it away i his trunk, He lefi
the house, took a short stroll, and
returned Just belore 0 And even
before e entered his room he sSus
that breakers were ahead—
and not so very far ahead

Noah Lee rose ominously from the
chair at the window., He delivered
a short, pointed speech,

“Lymus Johnson™ seethed,
I zl\’
night 1 seen you kissin' Prissilla in
the front hall. You is done me dirt,
Ve'y welll 1 is jes' come heah o
‘nounce that yo' pitcher of Fidner
Torring has doue be'n gave 1o Lisha,
an' also to adwise that if'n | was
yvou, Lymius Johnson, I'd staht mov.
in' away fum Bummin'ham an' keep

he

lon movin® s'long's I had any brefl or

any .oney lef’"  He bowed elabo
rately. “G'night, Brother Johusou,
If'n Lisha Torring meets up with
you I wishes vou a sudden death an’
not no lingerin' one!”

Noah departed.  So, too, did Ly-
mus' last hope.

He gat staring numbly through
the window—sceing nothing save the
hovering form of trouble. The at-
mosphere was pregnant with a vision
of sudden and complete denuse, It
was surcharged with horrible menace,
The very shadows scemed to dance
a wild warning.

By 7:30 he had completed prep-

larations for his departure and nan-

aged to get Sis Callie out
house, so that his exodus would he
unobserved.  He seated himsell n
the dark for a two-bour vigil,

Time dragged inrermmably, He
conjured horrible visions of the fate
which would be his should his plans
go wrong. The minutes crawled
away—each an hour. And finally a
lighted match, held cupped over the
dial of his nickel plated watch, in-
dicated that it was time to start for
the train, He rose, lighted his lamp
—and less than two minutes later
there came a mandatory thumping
upon the door.

Lymus ducked. The knocking was
repeated—more vchemently, Then
the door swung back.

“0, my Gawd!" inbreathed Lymus
at sight of Lisha Torring.

For the first time in his life Lymus
was face to face with its conclusion.

until §,

of the |

One glance &t the inscrutable couns
vematice of Lisha Torring,
Lymus envisioned a tembstone wpon
whigh was mcribed

HERE RESTS

LYMUs JOHNSON
Who Came to Hig Death

Throvgh Woman

Nor were Lisha's nest harsh words
reassuring.  “Mistuli Johnsou,” sa
he, “1 is be'n lookin' all over Bum-
minham fo' you!”

Lymus vodded flabby acquiescence,
“Neyevassuh, Mistuh Torring—yas-
suh=—1 know vou has"

Lisha advanced and lald nruscular
bands on the cowering Lymus,
*Come along with me, Mistuh John
san.”

“I=1-is got
ment, Mistuh Toreing”

“The pawtungest 'gagement what
you is got right now, Mistuh John-
son, is to my house"

Lymus groaned audibly, So this
wias the disbolical vengeance planned
by the irate hushand—to tiake him
home, confront his innocent self with
the equally inuocent Edner, and then
fannitilate thems both on the strength
of nude circumstantial evidence!

Lymus gave thought to the possi=
bilities of flight, but the sinewy hand
on l'.u- p!1nlll-‘|rl was evidence of the
futility of any such strategy.

“P.p-please, Mistuh Torring."”
| *Ain't gwine argue with vou,” re«
turned Lisha with fierce affability. *1
craves to take you home with me.”
| Lymus went, There was nothing
else for him to do. Did he refuse,
it would be a question of demising in
Sis Callic’s house, and Lymus was
| fighting hard for every additional
moment of earthly existence,

Lisha, never a talkative man, and
now  forbiddingly  silent, scated
Lymus beside him in  the flivver
roadster and drove swiftly to the
| Torring domicile, As they turned
the corner Lymus saw that the liouse
wis in a blaze of llumination,
 groaned:
| “Lawsy! he's done got a audjence
{fo' my demise.”

The car quivered to a halt and
Lisha allowed Lymus to alight first.
It was very plain to Lymus that
Lisha was taking no chances of a
sudden dash for freedom. Again the
powerful hand of the big man was
clamped around the puny biceps of
the pseudo artist, impelling him—
much against his  will—toward the
house,

They entered the front door. In-
stantly silence fell upon the hitherto
chattering group. Lymus, cold per-
spiration standing out all over his
body, saw only one face—the sinis-
ter, satyrlike, leering countenance of
Noah Lee, Then, in a far corner of
the big room, he discerned Prissilla

A pawtunt engage-,

! e admg sassiel

Wattles, So Lisha Lad Leen so

‘ ' b el
and | heartless as to invite Priscilla to ate| PT¢ g, 1 han's him this .mr.n;w,’

- |
tend his obsequies. Lymas cowered, |

No one had & word to say 10 him
save  Prissilla  She  crossed the
room and slipped her  hand touﬂ-‘
dently throukh his arm.  He thrilled
chillily to the contact=—his last touch |
ol mundane blessedness, He saw
the scowl deepen on the face of
| Noah Lee

Through the room boomed the |
harsh voice of the outraged hushand
The guests of the homicidal host |
gathered about him where he stood,
!ll‘i(ira the 1'!(\!1'1’ !ﬂ!ilill‘ dﬂf'l’i iep-
arating parlor and dining room,
"Folks an' feller citizens,” started |
Lisha. “You all know we is got a
artist in our mi'st. Us, bein' the

folks in the bestest
cullud set in I(ummm'lum, went an’
hired that artis’ to paint us a pitcher,
He was to paiit a pitcher of my wife,

] which is the mos' beautifullest cullud

gal in all of Alabama,

“U'night, feller pussons, that piteh-
| er was delivered to me. 1 is got it
healr behin' these doors
sliow same to you-—also my
which s standin®  behin' the
doors hikewise, Is you I'l"d)'?”

A chorus of eager shouts
| And then, with a grandiloquent ges-
ture, Lisha Torring flung wide the
door

Fhe first thing Lymus saw was

pwine

wile,

below a large gold frame. Above the
frame was a green-shaded electric
! light. And in the frame hung the por-
| trait of the nut-brown Venus—clad
[ only in very doubtful modesty!

[ Lymus cast a wild glance at the
| doorway and rose to the balls of his
| feet in preparation for a sudden and
| complete departure. But something
| in the next words of Lisha halted
{ him.
“I is proud of my wife,” exulted
| the husband, oblivious to the choked
“Ah-a-ah's" of his guests. “Mebhe
so you think it's kinder funny she
ain't dressed, but I assuahs you that
she had clothes on when the pitcher
was painted—an' it on’l turned out
s0 good on account of Mustuh Ly-
mus Johnson, which T is honored to
say is my frien’, is the hestest cul-
lud artis" which there is in the
world.,”

Lymus paused. He was dazed, The
guests were raving with enthusiasm
over his work of art. Both Lisha and
Edner beamed with frank  pride.
Noah Lee was scowling more black-~
ly than ever.

Lymus did not understand. His
dismal cosmic orientation had sud-
denly become roseate, There wasn't

arose, |

Edner Torring standing |vridcfu11)’l

| cali, Mexico, to Portland, Ore,, a

any eense of it, of course—but then

The Married Life of Helen

and Warren

Helen Yields to a Dubious Impulse
and Discovers Her Sister-in-
« Law's Perfidy.

it was one of her best mono-
grammed guest towels, its freshness
marred by the grimy imprint of
Bobbie's chubby hands.

Resentfully Helen consigned it to
the soiled clothes hamper,

She had given Bobbie a towel to
be kept on the low rack by the wash-
stand. - But he persisted in dragging
down the guest towels,

Now that he was having his tonsils
out, her impish nephew was more
incorrigible than ever. With pre-
cocious perversity he toock advan-
tage of his temporary immunity from
discipline,

It was just a week since Carrie
had brought him into town for the
operation—a week that had sorely
tried Helen's hospitality, Bobbie
ran riot over the whole apartment
and his mother made no effort to re-
strain him,

MWell, what do you expect with
him cooped up here?” had been Car-
rie's complacent comment, when
just that®morning his ball creashed
through a pane in the bookcase door.
“He must have some place to play.
Poor darlingl With that sore
ghr’oat, I wonder he's as good as he

is.

And Helen had picked up' the
broken glass with rankling thoughts
of the glazier's bill. Those diamond-
shaped panes were always so expen-
sive to put in, and of course Carrie
;vould never think of offering to pay
or it.

“Look what I found in the flour
box!" Anna appeared at the bath-
room door with a tin soldier clotted
with flour. “And he tore all my
clean shelf paper climbin' up there,”
with bristling indignation. “If he
ain't a spoiled imp—I ain't never
seen one."”

“It's hard to manage him now
when he's sick—but I'll try to keep
him out of the kitchen,” promised
Helen. Then, as Anna turned sulk-
ily away, “What're we going to have
for dinner that he can eat?”

“Milk toast and custard. That's
enough, ain't it?"

“Make the toast with cream—I1
ordered that extra pint for him."”

“Suppose they'll be goin’ home
soon—now he®s better?”  hinted
Anna.

“Yes, but I don't know what day,”
straightening Bobbie's throat spray,
mouth-wash and swabbing cotton
that littered the glass shelf oyer the
basin, ’

“Hope it'll be tomorrow,” mutter-
ingly, as she slouched back to the
kitchen.

It had required all of Helen's tact
besides several substantial tips to
keep Anna placated during this tur-
bulent week of Bobbie's visitation.

Last year it had been Carrie’s
teeth—this year Bobbie's tonsils.
What ailment of Warren’s relatives
would next demand her hospitality?

In her own room, that she had
turned over to her guests, Helen
placed the tin soldier in the dresser
drawer, cleared out for Carrie’s con-
venience.

Closing the drawer, her glance fell
on some mnotepaper covered with
Carrie’s large angular writing.

Her own name leaped at her. Then
the words “stingy” and “petty econ-
omies.”

Before she realized what she was
doing, Helen had read the letter.

“Dear Lawrence: The doctor said
vesterday Bobbie would be well
enough for us to go home Saturday.
So try to cut your trip short and get
back by Sunday.

“It has been a most uncomiorta-
Helen ‘has made things
! T might have known
She won't realize that

By Mabel Herbert Urner

him with “Don’t, Bobbie, you musn't
do that! You'll spoil Aunt Helen's
nice—" whatever it is. You'd think
everything she had was priceless, Il
there's a pin scratch on her old
worm-caten antiques—she  almost
throws a fit.

“And she's too stingy for words—
such petty economies! If Bobbie
gets a spot on the tablecloth she al-
ways drags in about how hig the
laundry is and how hard it is to get
it done. Thank gooduess, we'll be
home next week.

“I phoned out this morning and
Jane said everything was all right.
The man came to fix the lock on the

arage, and the new gate we ordered
or the furnace—"

The hot blood scorching her face
and. neck, Helen replaced the unfin-
ished Ietter and closed the drawer.
She had no qualms for having read
it. They might come later, but now
she saw only those hateful para-
granhs about herself.

“Too stingy for words!” That
was the thanks she got for having
them both for the whole week,

She was glad she had read it! In
no other way could she have known
the perfidy and ingratitude of War-
ren's sister,

If she could only confront her with
this letter! But she would have to
pretend she did not know, She must
go on trying to be hospitable and
cordial, ;

The belll That was Carrie’s ring!

Fluffing some powder over her be-
traying countenance, Helen hurried
into the dining room and began set-
ting the table as Anna opened the
door. ; '

“I'm almost dead,”*Carrie entered
the dining room, “We should've
taken a taxi” dropping exhaustedly
on the window seat. “That sub-
way's awfull”

“Yes, it is crowded,” Helen kept
her face averted as she placed the
silver. Setting the table for Anna
was another propitiatory ‘“company
week"” offering.

“Doctor said Bobbie was much
better. He gave me another,spray
to use, Here, dearie, let mother take
off your coat.”

“I'm hungry!” fretiully, hurling his
mittens at Pussy Pure-Mew,

“Dinner’ll soon be ready—it's al-
most 6. There, run, see ii that isn't
your Uncle Warren now.”

“Hello, Skeezicks!” came Warren's
greeting from the hall.

“What did'je bring me?" greedily.
“Y'said y'd bring me somephin to-
night,”

“Look in my overcoat pocket,”

Gleefully, Bobbie dug into the
deep pocket and then pranced into
the dining room to display his prize.

“Warren, what on earth possessed
you to get this?” Carrie held up the
deflated rubber toy. “He can't blow
anything with his sore throat.”

“By George, that's so! I didn'
think of that. Well, never mind,
Skeezicks, I'll get you something
else tomorrow.”

But Bobbie set up a roar, and they
had to take turns inflating the cor-
pulent, highly-colored rooster.

“Come now, Pettie, let mother
wash your hands before dinner.
Never mind the old rooster. Uncle
Warren'll bring you something nice
tomorrow night.”

When, a few moments later, din-
ner was announced, Carrie reap-
peared, her {ace slightly flushed and
exuding an atmosphere of hostile re-
pression,

“Well, Helen, you must've had an
illuminating afternoon,” as she un-
folded her napkin.

“TlHuminating? Why?"
| "You think it over.”

“Hold on there, Bobhie!" admon-
lished Warren. “Youll cut the
cloth,”

Y

insinuating remark, Helen confis-
cated the knife with which Bobbie
was carving his initials into one of
her hest tablecloths. Illuminating?
Could she mean that letter? How
could she know?

“Want ong of them! One of them
cakes!” demanded Bobbie,
“They're not cakes,
they're corn muffins,
eat anything like

throat's so sore.”

“You're coming along fine, Bob-
bie," encouraged Warren, vigorous-
ly sharpening the carving knife.
“You'll feel like a fighting cock In a
day or so.”

“Yes, the doctor said I counld take
him home Monday.”

“Monday?”  exclaimed  Helen.
“Why, I thought he said Saturday?”

“Oh, you did!” with sarcastic em-
phasis. “And what made you think
that:" I'm quite sure I didn’t tell
yaou,

“Why, I—I just got that impres-
sion,” crimsoning as she realized
how adriotly she had been trapped.

“You read that letter] T knew it
the moment I opened the drawer, I
must say, Helen, I didn't think you'd
stoop to that.”

“Eh? What letter?"
Warren sharply.

“A letter to Lawrence I hadn't fine
ished! Helen was prying through my
things,”

“T was not prying!” flamingly.
“Anna found Bobbie's tin soldier in
the flour can, When I put it in that
drawer, the first thing [ saw was my
name. I read on before I realized
what I was doing.”

“And you read it all, of course!”
witheringly.

“I read every word of it,” defied
Helen recklessly, “and I'm glad I did!
It shows just how ungrateful you
are. You make a convenience of
staying here and then you write a
letter like that!”

“Look here, vou didn’t read a let-
ter that wasn't intended for you?”
Warren's tone was ominous.

“T told you I did—before I real-
ized it. And I wish you'd read it,
too! You wouldn’t always be tak-
ing Carrie's part if you knew what
she writes to Lawrence.”

“Warren, there wasn't a thing in
that letter I wouldn't be glad for you
to see,” flashed his sister with
heated vehemence, “But I've just
torn it up.”

The telephone was ringing clamor-
ously. Glad of a chance to escape, |
Helen hurried blindly into the li-
brary.

It was only a wrong number call.
As she hung up the receiver, with
swift intuition she darted into Car-
rie's room.

Confident that the letter had not
been destroyed—she jerited open the
drawer,

There it lay! With quivering de-
fiance, she snatched it up and flew
back to the dining room.

“Here's the letter Carrie tore up!
Now, read it!"

Preclous,
And you can't
that while your

demanded

Good, Old, Reliable Peterson’s Oint-

Crushing it in his hand, with a
disgusted snort, Warren ripped the |
letter into shreds.

“You're a fine pair, you are! Read- |
ing other people’s letters—and lying |
like a trooper!”

“I DID intend to tear it up,” Car-
rie's face was scarlet. “And there
was nothing in it so dreadful, any-
way—that's just Helen's spiteful ex- |
aggeration, 1 only wrote—" |

“] don't care a damn what you !
wrote, Carrie. Must've been pretty |

| blamed anxious to lie out of it.
{ the two of you I don’t know which |
is the worst,” grimly.

lraw, or you wouldn't have been so |
Ot |

“This shows
you both up. Jove, women have a |
| rotten sense of honor!"

(Copyright, 1322.)

'age when it
| Ruarantes to return your moaney promptly |

| " . |. Next Week—A Disconcerting Ep-
i Hlumigaling? Intent on Carrie's | isode, l

theie. was no seose i looki g bes
yoml the amazing facts. He gave car
o the end of Lisha Torring's happy
speech

o= An' 50, o8 account of Brother |
Lymus Jolmson s did hisse't =0

which containg what | owes him—
also 350 extra, which 1 gives him
out of the gratitude of my heart!” |

I'he room rang with huzzas for
Lymus, who limply accepted the $100 |
from the proudshusband, Then the |
skinny figure stiffened and took un
to bimseil a vew and becoming dig
nity, He sensed the nearness and ac-
cesaibility of the dearly belovd Pris- |
sills Wattles, He turned his eyes|
upon her tace |

“Y.v.you painted that™ she quess
tioned jealously, eyes focused doubt-
fully on the nude lady,

“1 done!™

She hesitated, “Lymus®”

“Yeh?" )

“Does vou love me?"

"You know | does, honey,”

“An' vou craves to make ma'iage |
with me?”

“1 sha'ly does."”

“ls vou willin to make a hig sac-
rifice?”

“You said it, sweethearr.” i

“Then, honey—1 asts this: i'n

I is now |tha's what you calls art, art ain't 00| visor has been employed by local Ro-

business fo' no ma'ied man, 1'n you
want me o ma'y you, honey—you is
got to quit that!”

Lymus gave ecstatic thought to
her request. “The Lawd,"” he said
piously, “wuks in mos’ michievious
ways his wonders to prefo'm.” I

“Does you quit that kin' of paint- |
in', Lymus?' she trp--n.nl anxiously,

Lymus was magnific.nt in his mo- |
ment of self-sacritice. “1 loves vou |
so much, Prissilla, honey, that 1'se
willin' to do anythin' to git vou, 50,!
sweetness, 1 promises fum this min- |
ute hencefo'most—that | fo'sakes my |
art!”

(Copyright, 192% by Octavus Roy “f‘h“1|

On the Pacific coast it is possible
to travel in motor buses from Mexi-

distancg of 1,000 miles,

LL
COLDS

A Cold or the Grip starts
with a Chill; indicating
checked circulation; the use
of “Seventy-seven” at once;
restores the circulation of
the blood and stops the Cold.

= _—_____— ]
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INDUCES

SLEEP

No Narcotie, Strietly Homeopathie.
Priee, 30c, and $1, at Drug Btores or sent
on receipt of price, or C. 0. D, Parcel Post.

Humphreys' Homeo, Medicine Co., 156
Willinm 8t, New York. Medical Book Free.

ADVERTIREMENT.

TRY SULPHUR ON
AN EGZEMA SKIN

Costs Little ud- Overcomes
Trouble Almost Over Night.

Any breaking out of the skin, even
fiery, itching eczema, cdn be quickly
overcome by applying Mentho-Sul-
phur, declares a noted skin specialist.
Because of its germ-destroying prop-
erties: this sulphur preparation in-
santly brings ease from skin irrita-
tion, soothes. and heals the eczema
right up and leaves the skin clear
and smooth.

It seldom fails to relieve the tor-
ment without delay. Sufferers from
skin trouble should obtain a small
jar of Mentho-Sulphur from any
good druggist and use it like cold
cream.

ADVERTISEMENT,

0id Sores, Ulcers
and Eczema Vanish

ment a Favorite Remedy.

Doctors
Oint-
402

“Had 61 ulcers on my lege.
wanted to cut off leg. Peterson's
ment cured me"—Wm, J. Nichols,
Wilder Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Cet & large box for only 60 cents at any
druggist, sasys Peterson, of Buffalo, and
money baek if it lsn't the best you ever
used. Always keep Peterson's Ointment in
the house. Fina for burns, scalds, bruises,
sunburn,. chafing and the surest remedy
for itehing eczsema and piles the world has
ever known.

“Poterson’s Ointment is the best for
bleeding and itching piles 1 have ever
found."—Major Charles E, Whitney, Vine-
yard Haven, Conn,

“Peterson’s Ointment has given great
natisfaction for BSalt Rheum."—Mrs. J.
Weiss, Cuylerville, N. Y.

All druggists sell it, recommend it. Mall
orders filled by Peterson Ointment Co.
Ine., Buffalo, N. Y. For sale by Sherman
& McConnell Drug Co.

o the Vital
Force of Youth

A Simple Home Treatment, More
Available Than Gland Treatments
or Bark and Animal Extracts.

Nature's greatest gift to mankind i
Korex Compound, for the rejuvenation of
flagging vital force. If you aspire to re-
stored vital nervous energy, to the glorl-
ous vigor of the days of youth, try Korex,
In the privacy of your own home. Gratily-
ing results sre known, usually in a few
days.

Korex Compound (in tablet form) {s the
result of many years of sclentifie research, |
It contains no harmful drugs or opiates,
1t mcts naturally to rebuild the wital
forces in mam or woman, to revive the
power of youthful vigor and stamina.
More widely acclaimed than Gland Treat-
ments or bark and animal extracts, Tt
has & powerful mction in strengthening and
renewing nerve tissoes, and to overcome
the handicap of physical weakness, result-
ing from breaking nature's Iaws.

Korex is distributed and gusranteed
only by the Melton Laboratories, Dept,
141, Masenchusetts Bidg.,, Kansas City,
Mo. A full treatment of this -'ondﬂ‘l
vitaliter sent prepaid for only $2.00. Or,
if more econvenient, send no money; pay
the postman $2.00 and & few cents post-
arrives. The laboratories |

if results are not entirely asatisfactory.
Cut or tear gt this ad pow, and or-
der today. |

Warden Has Faithin |
Honewf Convicts

iy Inlgrualisns] News Sevvice )

Bucyrus, O, April L="1 would
trust some of the inmates of the
penitentiary to take a check on my
personal account for several hune
dred dollars 1o the bank, knowing
they would return safely with the
money, and 1 know men outside the
penitentiary whom 1 wouldn't trust
that far,” declared P, E. Thomas,
warden of the Ohio penitentiary, ad-
dressing the Rotary-club here.

Warden Thomas expressed belief
that it would be better to use the
inmates of the idle house at the
penitentiary 10 making brick out of
the abundant shale clay found |
Ohie and to use other prisoners in |
improving with brick the various |
country roads throughour the state
for the beneht of all its  citizens
rather thap have the convicls waste |
theiwr tme in the idle houge,

Tee Patrol Saves Lives
Detiance, O, April 1—<In an ei- |
fort to prevent river tragedies, which
have heen frequent in recent years
among  vouthful skatgrs, a super-

|
tariaus to watch a section of the

Auglaize river Daily reports arve |
sent, alto, to all schools and to the |
press informing children's  parents
as 1o the exact condition of the ice |

ATV ERTISEMENT,

EASY TO DARKEN
YOUR GRAY HAIR

You Can Bring Back Color
and Lustre With Sage Tea
and Sulphur.

When you darken your hair with
Sage Tea and Sulphur no one can
tell, because it's done so naturally,
so evenly, Preparing this mixture,
though, at home s mussy and trou-
blesome. At little cost you can buy
at any drug store the ready-tg-use
preparation, improved by the addi-
tion of other ingredients, called
“Wyeth's Sage and Sulphur Cow-
pound.” You just dampen a sponge
or soft brush with it and draw this
through vour hair, taking one small
strand at a time. By morning all
gray hair disappears, and alter an-
other application or two your hair
becomes beaunfully darkencd, glos-
sy and luxuriant,

Gray, faded hair, though no dus-
grace, 15 a sign of old age, and as we
all desire a vouthiul and altractive
appearance, get busy at onze with
Wryeth's Sage  and  Sulphur Com-
pound and looks vears younges,

Bee Want Ads Produce Re

sults.

o

No Man
Admires
Gray Hair

No man admires
gray hain, and no
woman need have 11
st any age. The gray
strenks  and  sllvar
threads can bs -
atorsd,  surely and
safely.

Bend for the fres
trial bottle of Mary
T. Goldman's Halr
Calor Hestorer and
test a8 directed on &
single lock. In from
4 to 8 dayns the gra

This restoration
man's Is a scientific laboratory
and rellable. 1ts use Insures the

Mary T. Goldmpn's ls spplied
s it T

by comblag

‘::trh‘mmn thees stalements,
oy
M.nm? ® oom':g“ Mins.
MARY T. GOLDMAN'S
Color Restorer

will disappear and the natural color return,

» natural—no streaking or discoloration. Mary
reparation, every bottle uniform, eficient
uture of your

w.ﬁi.:-dl the No_ skill Is required, nw
R, T B ML B
e GaRen
Ly . By mnn: ol n%ﬂ& i

=
T. Gold-
balr.
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puaw
MARY T, GOLDI

Goldman Did.. M. Pasl,
Please send me your FREE trial bot-
tie of M . Uoldman's Halr
Roestorer, e natural color of my
§ 1o biack..... Jet black.... dark browa.....
medium brown ... \ght brown, lght
suburn or blogd..—

ress
Plesse priot your same and address. §

PIMPLES ON
FACE AND NECK

ADVERTISEMENT,

Allen Claims o
End l@lmalism

ALLENRHU relieves at cnce. One bottle
—a {ull pint—will show you the way to
complete recovery or your druggist will
gladly return your money.

Immedintely after you start to take it
the good work begins, It searches out the
uric acid deposite. dissolves the secretions
and drives rheumatie polson out of the
body through the kidneys and bowels.

It's marvelous how quickly it wmets.
Blessed relief often comes in two days,
and even in cases where the suffering is
most painful all traces disappear In & week,

Mr. James H. Allen, of Congress Ave-
nue, Rochester. N. Y., the discoverer of
ALLENRHU, who for many years suffered
the torments of acute rheumatism, desires
all sufferers to know that he does not want
a cent of anyone's money unless Allenrhy
shows immediate results, and he has
structed druggists to guarantee one full
pint bottle In every inatance. Bherman &
MecConnell Drug Co.'s § Stores can supply

wisely lnvastad tn STOCK PRIVILEGES wre

Hahle to show HUNDREDS of DOLLARS

FROFIT. Write for free sxplanstory Bosklet—
“Buccsss In the Bleck Market'

KENNEDY & CO.

oL
Members Consolidated Btock Exchangs
1 BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY

ADYVERTISEMENT.

Safe Fat Reduction

Reduce, reduce, reduce, is the slogan of
all fat people. Get thin, be slim, In the
ery of fashiorl and mociety. And the over-
fat wring their hands in mortification and

afraid of violent exercise, dreading thes un-
walcome and unsatisfying diet, vntil they
hit upen the harmless Marmola Preserip-
tion and learn through it that they may
safely reduce steadily and emsily without
one change in their mode of life, but harm-
lessly, secretly and quickly resching thelr
ideal of figure, with & smoother skin, bet-
ter appetite and health than they have sver
known. And now comes Marmola Pre-
sgription Tableth. from the same famously
harmless formule as the Marmols Prescrip-
tion, It behooves you to learm the satis.

safe, fat reducer by giving to your drug-
gist one dollar for a case, or sending »
lipe amount to the Marmola Company, 4612

request that they mail to you & case of
Marmola Prescription Tablets.

BLADDER, KIDNEYS,

"These thres organs ars’ re-
for more ml

tired fesling, getting [
night, - ture ICO,-L-
results troubles. Wa
believe we have ths bast
traatment known to quickly .
. correct these dlsorders.
Costs nothing unless it .
dows the work ‘shme
for libestrated

BOX 203 1,

The Bee Leads Other Papers in

you.

Sport News.

Weak, Thin, and Run-Down °
on Three Big Meals a Day

What to do to help put on good firm flesh, increase weight,

strength

Bince the dismverr of an smazing
food factor called Vitamines, science
now showswhy thousands may be thin,
weak and undernourished on three bi
meals & day. No matter how mu
you eat if your food lacks a sufficient
qnmti:z of Vitamines, you become
weak, thin, nervous, emaciatod.el:ill‘z
fatigued, run-down and ‘‘all-in”’,
may actually develop serious disease,
Thisis especially true of those who eat
pﬁncipﬂ: soups, white bread, fish,
potatoes, tinned fruits and vege-
tables, pies and cakes, and other
foods which have been deprived of
their Vitamines, either by throwing
away the husks and skins of the foods
which contain the Vitamines, or in
which the Vitamines have been de-
stroyed by the high degree of heat

and energy and obtain a more

‘While we now know the almost mirscle. like
results preduced by Vitamines, even the most
learned sclentista are yet unable to explain
their exact nature. We do know, however,
that when taken with organic Nuxated Iron,
Ppeople who have been thin, weak, nervous and
run-down, in some cases even for yoars, oftén
quiekly guin surprising strength and energy.
put on good, Arm flesh, wonderfully round out
face and figure and become more alert and vig-
orous both physically and mentally,

By helping to create millions of new, red
blood cells, Nuxated Iron taken after meals
onquestionably increases the power of the
body to transform lifeless food matter inte
Mving eells, fesh. muscle and tissue, and Vita-
mines taken before meak mixes with your food
=ad acts as & powerful putritions substance.
Without organic isen in yonr biood, your feod
merely passes throogh your body without de-
ing you any pood—yen do not get any noorish-
ment or strength out of it and therefore both
food and Vitamines are abwolutely useless. It
Is for this resson that organic Nuzsted Irom

used in cooking.

Free

should be taken with Vitamines,

To prove to you the sarprising results which
we feel should be quickly obtained from this
valpable combimation, armangements bave
been made with droggists in this city to give
you A LARGE DOLLAR PACKAGE OF

bottie of Nuxaled Iron. Weigh yourself before
you start taking them, then sgain after ten
daysand see how much you have increased In

weighl, also in strength, energy and endurance. If you have not obtained all and even
grester bensfits than yoo expscted, the manufacturens will promptly refund your momey.
IMPORTANT: We recommend that you do not taks Vitamines unless you whh yeer weight
increaned —if you mevely wish greater stensth, eosrgy. phosicaland meat) views. wa raee—

mend Wat you take Nusted [ron caly,

.
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helplessness ; revolting st nauseating drugs,

factory, beneficial effects of this great,

Wodward Avenue, Detrolt, Mich,, with a -

baek,

prama
ened vitality, are some of the' -
of these
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