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Great demand for the EVENING
PUBLIC LEDGEHR may cause yan
to miss an installment of this very
Interesting story., You had better,
therefare, telephene or write to the
rirculation Department or ask your
newsdealer this afternoon ta leave
the EVENING PUBLIC LEDGEE at
vonr home.
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HAT a change, Edna, In two short
yeara! Lifée then was one round

| of pleasire ™ “Oh, cheer un, Alica Clay.
fon! Busy yourself with what's golng
on today, and you'll find enough to do.
Here T am pusziing myself to Aind a way
o pay car fares, raom rent, buy lunches,
and now a war savings stamp each
month, and all on a eaiary of $10 a
wesh "

The Claytona at one time had been
among the wealthiest families |n Sea-
ville.  OFf late fate had dealt harshily
with them ; mother and father had been
vietims of an auio accident, and a sud-
den change in the stock market had left
them with llittle more than the old
homestead In a short time it became
necessary for them to sell their home
L and seek employment for a living, Allce
felt the reverse keenly. while Edna,
‘tht-hearted and care-free =tiil, maun-
aged to find considerable enjovment in
her present surroundings

“1 have it, Alice " exclaimed Edna,
after a few tRoughtful momente  “All
that old fewelry we have in the bottom
of our trunk I will take to the melting
Pt tomorrow.  Guess 1 will at  least
got one wor savings stamp for all we
have =tored away. and that will be my
stamp for June. Come along now and
help me get it aut.  Oh, there’s my little
siiver watch,” nearly ten years old! 1
doubt If 1 used it u dozen times. How
proud 1 was the night 1 first wore thig
pendant ! Well, here they all go. with
best wishes, to the melting pot,” said
‘Ana a8 she tied them up all rendy for
the morning.
unch hour next day was devoted to
s { her treasures, and svening

overfoyved with the results

ming a song as they paddled up river
1111 his favorite canoe. And Edna, pink-
! ¢heeked and eyes of azure hlue, with
her fair golden curls blowing in the gen.
tle summer breene, resting so comforta-
bly among the cushions. .

“Well,” thought Fred, “my dear old
gwestheart, I'll give you. the surprise of
vour Iife when 1 land In New York."

The persistent ringing of the door-
hall mused Ednon from her reading
What'! A letter from Fred Morag post-
marked New York! Could it be possi-
ble? Qulckly tearing open the envelope,
i gha read of his receiving the wrist-
! watch and the slp of paper inside
Wil be home by Wednesday, Could
we plan for w canoe ride Thursday
evening? 1 will ‘phone you Wednesday
night."”

Edna could hardly realize that Fred
was really coming to see her again, as
she had thought ?!r? bad long since for-
gotten her Anxiously she walted for
the phone call, and with s=tilll grenter
anxiety for Thurp:!ni.‘ evening to come

The great, beautiful moon cast s
sllvery light upon the old familiar river
g Fred and Kdna siowly paddled to
thelr favorite “cozy corper.” 8heltered
by overhanging branches, Fred settled
himself down beslde Edna Gently
drawing her head to hie shoulder, bhe
whispered: Wil vou be my own sweet.
heart forever, Fdna? [ will be here for
a month, and how happy 1 would be to
krnow that vou were reilly mine before
I return to camp. Say 'ves,' dear, and
don't keep me In suspensge.” Edna failnt-
v murmured the desired “ves' and ae
Fred brushed back her falr golden curle
he kisged nnd kissed the rosy lips soon
to be his very own

“It geems= all oo good to be true™
sald Ednin a few hours Inter as they

cried FHdna ! “just look—two
PVINGE stamps ! Ien't thiat great? |
o Bappy I don’t know what to de.”

‘Yer, Edna, (t's fine” =ald Allce:
‘vou're nlwaye so fortunate In nll your
undertakings ™

The little watch 1 gave to the

continued FEdna excitedly.
vosald it owag too good for the melt-
ing pot”

An uneventful month |
then came Edna's big vacation., A I'll'lp1
chance to mend your old clothes.” ad- |
vised Alice as she was leaving for work
Monday morning

“Yes, ' =ald Edna as she curled her-
=oif up on the couch, buried in one of
the lutes! nevels

Monduy morning Fred Morse had been
digcharged from St Vineent's Hospital,
and expected to =all for New York the
following day Two long weeks, the
longest he had knovn in his whole life,
had been spent in this hospital, the re-
| sult of having been injured doing his
bit Together with four others, he had
| been chogen to give a course of leciures
| ‘st Camp Upland, and the next dav they

were 1o start for the U7 8 A

“I'm completely lost without my wrist
watch, sald Fred to hizx nurse. Mizge
sy nd

“Perhaps |

followed, and

citn get you one It was
only last night the presldent of our
Rid Cross branch announced the re-
ipt of some watches, and if there are
v left 1 will got one for you" '
“There.’
sented Fred with o watch that after-g
nont, her gre Lrown eyes sparkling
with Jjoy. "the only one left” Fred
| thunked her sincerely, and, opéning the
case, a small piece of paper dropped
out, on which wes written, “Contributed
by Hdna M. Clavton, Seaville, Mass.”
Was he still unconsclous, or was |t
really true? Yes, suraly was so. for
ere on the cover was the famillar
mopogram, "B A C7

For gome time he sat dreaming. In
farey she was with him once again. He

| cued from th

| when Brisket
sutd Miss Synd as she pre- |

paddled toward the boathouse. "“Whao-
ever dreamed of #a much pood luck
coming from thant melting-pot scheme?”
“It was= well for vou,” sald Frad gazing
at hig wrist-wateh, thil you weérg res-
melting-pot, or | would
not be the happy fellow 1 am tonlght
And herenfter., ldna, 1 shall take the
greatest pleasure in providing you with
atamps to the fulfillment of your pledge

my own sweetheart, the dearest girl in

this whole wide worid

Tomorrow's Complete Novelette—
"BLOWN IN BY THE DRAFT.”

Dirty Work

A deadly feud had long been declared
between the two rival pork butchers of
Little Mushford, and on a day they
broke out into npen warfare,

1t happened In this way:

Brisket. the “old-established,” put a
sign abave hig door reading., ‘‘Pork
RAUSAEES . OUT make."” intending
to advertise hig gonds to the world—or
that portlon of it which was Little Mush.
ford

But {n the night Hambone, his deadly
rival, did a bad deed to his hurt, for
awoke the next morning

own

hig sign read:
“Pork sausages;
1deas.

our own moke''—

Preferred Still Life

The painstaking artist, anxious to

please, remarked to a progpective cus-
tomer :

“l ean paint you a portrait of vour
wife which will be a speaking lHkeness "
“H'm~—couldn’t you do {t in what they

| could hear her gaily chatting or hum-

call still life? " —Pearson’s Weekly.
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To a Snail
By pouring water on snails they ara
made ready for food immediately —Daily
Desnlate,
Go, gentle erawler, go!
Not munch thee,
Although, "tis sald, ‘twers very good
To Junch me
On thy =oft. Nabby succulsnce
Acquired at very small expenus,
But if 1 do thee that offenne
Well, punch me!

1 would

Yea, thou art eafe from me, old pal,
For ever!

Rob thy home conchologlieal 7
No. never !

As Jong a= there is other {food

Ag tender, tanty, and as good

To spare thee, will 1, by the rood,
Endeavor!

Don't think because 1 pass thes I'm
A gilly aes!

I let thea live thy span of time
Willy-nilly, as

It isn't thar 1've any ruth

Or pity take upon thy youth;

Thou art, to tell the honest truth,
Too billous ! :

—Satu=day Journal.

-

Impudent Youth

O1d Grumfler had plenty of monev. &
splendid house, and the best of every-
thing, including diseases

All the latest complaints were his. but
no doctor seemed abie o help him Ha
changed his phyeician again and again,
| and finally decided to give a trial to a
voung fellow who had Jjust started (n
practice

He was telling the doctor what he
thought was the troulle with him, when
the doctor ventured to disagree with the
dingnosis.

"It hardly sounds to me like tubercu-
losis.”

"But allow me——-—""

"You see, the svmptoms of tubercu-
losig——-o

"Look here, young man

“I repeat that you're wrong.”

“I beg your pardon !™ said the patient
in & haughty way. "It {sn't for a young
doctor like you to disagres with an ex-
perienced Invalld llke me! 1 have had
gixty vears of illness, and you're onlv
a learner !"—Answers,

Then He Made a Sale

“l ean see ot a glance, madam,” eald
the experienced hawker, “that vou would
not bhe interested in the preparation 1
am selling, except possibly as a gift to
#ome of yvour neighbors."

“What are you selling™' the lady of
the house inquired, with interest

“A facial beauty preparation, madam,”™
he replied —TIt-Bits.

By DADDY
“THE WILD INDIANS"

“DREAMLAND ADVENTURES”

A complete new adveature each week, beginning Monday and ending Baturday.

CHAPTER I
The Indian Plot

{In the first chapter Peggy is sum-
moned by Judge Owl from the camp
{n the kills where she i85 sl'tlzying. En

wides her to Billy Belgium. who
zimu's her a trive of Indians start-
ing an the warpath.

) HOO-0O0P! Whaa-oop !
| oop ' howled the dancing Indians,
while from a cirele of sauaws 1n the

background came a wa‘ling =0ng, accom- |

panied by the beat of the tom-toms

Peggy felt her h:urt
The plcture befrre her #Ves )
lhf‘ll.li:ng than any movie she had ever
seen. The blazing fire, the painted red
wen whirling around it, the dironing

snquaws, the shadows grotesquely frolick- |

| on the walls of the rocky basin-—
mz sight was enough :; 5end_ the blood
cl faster through her veins,
rat_'::: big warrior in particular held
her fascinated cyves. He was tall and
apparently very powerful, for he swung
around his head & huge ax instead of
the wusunl Ipndian tomahawk  He
crouched very low as he stamped the
ground viclously with his feet, then
threw his head back as he let out his
wolf-like howl
As the savages coreled around and
around they made matione as if scalping
unhappy captives. It would be horrible
to fall into the power of such a cruel
band -
Are they really on the warpath
whispered Peggy to Billy Belgium
‘Sh-h-h-h' Listen'" he answered
The dance had ended and the braves
had seated themselves around the fire
The hig Indlan with the ax remained
standing. He looked very terrible in
his eagle feathers and painted face, He
folded his armz and remained silent a
moment as the song of the squaws died
away and the throb of the tom-toma
ceased. Then he began to speak slow-
'y and impressively
] 'B!‘olhtpl‘!i of the wilderness, hark to
the volee of Chlef Many Cows!” he said
“The hour of our frecdom is here. Too
long have we heen the slaves of Pale
Face wave Tonlzht we throw all that
agide! Tonlght we become again the
children of the forest. worthy sons of
| the noble red men who roamed these
hills in days of old, hunting the deer and

spluttered Mr WeTe be o sparkle
i :‘_‘P ,_.._‘. !-r = ated his mother

the bear, and tomahawking the invading

Whao- |

thump loudly.
was more |

|
“Whoop! Whoowop! Whoo-oop!™
| howled the dancing Indian

| Pale Faces Whoo-oop!
| 'm a wild Indian"

And with that Chief Many Cows
whirled his ax around his head and ler
it fiy at a big tree far back in the shad-
lows. The ax atruck with a réerounding
whang. the blade sinking deep into the
tree  Pegiy gasped with surprise, and

| the Indians muttered their admiration
Chie? Many Cows surely was very pow-
| ertul _

"He looks like Fred Snow. the village
milkman,’ whispered Billy Belglum
Peggy shook her head. To her he didn't
look a bit like a milkman Thiz was a

| Benuine savage Her opinjon  grew
stronger as Chief Many Cows went on
with his speech

“We must make our freedom secure.’’

fald. “We cannot have lasting lib-
eérty until we have driven the Pale Faces
| from our hills,. We must go on the war-
path as did our fathers before ue  We

Whoo-oop !

must kill ; we must take scalps.  Tonlight
Jve attack. By morning not a Pale Face
shall be left |n the mountain camps or
in the villages. They will vanish bafars
us as the snow before the April sun. 1
] have spoken.”

Peggy looked at
horrified eyes

"How awful!"
Bive the alarm !

“Walt!" he cautioned her. as a
squat Indian brave aroge "T‘hai-’l‘];?ait:;
| Wre Hooks, the village talln
| .. "Listen to the volee of 8
| the Indian grunted. I am heap wise
| from heap much thinking. This shall
fl?.e our plan.  First wes shall attack the
::jr?i‘j?uuﬂe}h: h:l}l t'1i @ ehall have many
& ore e sleepin a '
|knm\' what has Im]‘mnlr] i =

“Thein we shall take their guns which
will help us in our attack upen the
villuge In the village we shall find
II heap much food. and heap mueh guns
and powder. The hills shall be our own,
Death te the Pale Faces '™

There jumped up a wiry,
ed warrlor,

“Secalps! Mueh Halr w
he shrieked, as he began t

“If he wasn't so
2ay that was
com's general

Billy Belgium with

She gasped.  “Wea must

{\";llng Man,"

flercely-paint-

ants scalps '™
o dance
avage looking, I'd
Sol Green. clerk In Bas-
store.” whispered Rilly
Belgium. Peggy shook her head in
stron disagreement This leaping,
hounding, haif-naked warrior didn't have
the slightest resemblance to a clerk In
a store.

“Scalps' Bealps'" shrieked the other
Indians, joining Much Huir in his dance
Tha tam-toms sonnded again, the squaws
began their walling song

“"We must hurry to cam
can get there!" urged Peggy

“It's too late I'm afraid.” answered
Billy Belgium “There come two scouts
to _report now. "

Into the fArellght had leaped two agile
young Indiins The dance haled ab-
ruptiy ae the warrjors clustered eagerly
around them

“The Pule Faces In the mountain camp
sleep soundly,” spoke up one of the
gcouts, “Our watchers surround them.
waiting for yvou to attack at dawn ™

Pegey turned In dismay to Billy Bel-
Eium.

“Oh, what shall we do”" she whis-

. "Can't we warn them?"’

“No,” he answered,

must stop the Indians "™

p—hefore they

‘we, oursgives,

(Tomorrow will he described the
daring attempt of RBilly Eelgivm ta
upset the plot of the Indians.,

A Quiet Prayver Needed
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—Cattoons Magazine

The Unrepentant Sinner—Don't

pray so. loud about that jam we

took' Yuh want ma to lock the
pantry?

Bunch of English Yarns

He came down the garden path, a sad,
sorrowful figure. She watched him with
anxlous eyes

"How did father take it she asked

“He took it all right,” replled the
voung man,

“Oh, I'm =0 glad, George'" she cried

"Are you?"' he replied, flopping for-
lornly by her side. “Well, 1 can't sav
that 1 am. dear. At firgt your father
wouldn't listen te me "

"Why didn't you tell him that wou had
£500 In the bank, as 1 told you to?" she
exclaimed,

“1 did, after all elss had falled,” an-
swered George dejectedly.

“And what did he do then?"

“Da!" echoed the young man, passing
his hands wearily through his hair, “He
borrowed it!"

Little Johnnie had been showing his
two-year-old sister how to make mud-
pies on the front doorstep, when his
mother, coming to the door and seeing
the condition of her recently cleaned
step, asked rather sharply

“Who's been putting all this dirt on
the step?” ¢

"It you're goin’ to g'umble," sald John-
nle, “it's ‘Liza; if you ain't goin' to
g'umble, it's me!”

A rallway passenger, by way of killing
time, triez to enter Into conversation
with another gentleman who has got into
the same carriage.

“I have an Idea, sir, that your name
s quite familiar, Mr.—Mr.—"

“My name ls Brownsmith:
from Manchester.”

“Ah, then, it |s not your name but
your face that | seem to remember.”

“Very poseibly; [ spent the last Aif-
teen veurs in priscn, and only came out
this morning."”

At this point the conversation dropped.

come

It was washing day. “Shoey" was on
leave. He filled the copper, lit the fire,
drew a supply of water from the well,
eawed and chopped a heap of wood and
fixed up the wringer A

His missis, secing the work getting so
well forward. In the fullness of her heart
burst into seng:

“My love he s a sailop bold,
He plows the oceani-*

“H'm.” murmured *“Shoey,”
gratitude for yer'"

“there's

What the quarrel was about neither
of them knew, but they had been hard
at it all the evening

The ladv the fArst to sue for
peace. Seating hers=elf coyly on the arm
| of her husband's chalr, she sald coax-
| ingly:

Come. John dear; kiss my cheek and
make it up'”

But John was not In a graclous frame
of mind. All he replied was:

YT Kiss it but 1 don't think it wants
| any more making up ™
|

was

Little Dick had a picture book given
him on his birthday Suddenly he came
| running to his mother and sald:

“Mamma. do animals know what theyv
are called™

NB

Dick uttered a sigh of relief and re-
| marked:
| “It would have been so pleasant for

| the donkeys, wouldn't 112"
!Im“-\: Jeweler with a guarantee to keep
it in order for twelve months. About
| 8ix months after. Paddy took it back
| because it had stopped,

| “You seem to have had an accldent
with It.” said the jeweller.

“A small one, sure enough, sir. About
two monthis ago I was feeding the plg
and it fell Into the trough.”

“But you should have Lrought it be-
fore.”

“Sure, your henor, 1 brought It as
| goon as I would. We only killed the plg
| Vesterday !"—Pearson's Weekly.

Paddy Dwolan bought a watch from the

Stories From Tit-Bits

Saturday night "pops” wers a great 3

feature of village life at Fuzaleton, and

on one of these occasions the local |

operatic chmpany essaved to play &
musical plece written round ths story
of “The Mistietos Bough.”

To be brutally candid, the herdine
was not a success, partioularly as a /vo-
calist  Nevertheless, the play procesded
till that good lady was {mprisoned in
the old oak box. kindly lent for ths ec-
caslon by John Smith, who prebided over
the Fuzzleton stores. The only hitch fn

ths proceedings was that the lid of the.
the |

box closed with an audible click at
critleal moment.

Stealthily the stage manager sidled
up to the grocer, who occupled ong
the front seats,

“The lid of your box s locked,” he
whispered, painedly

“lIs she goiln’' to slng any more?”
queried the grocer,

“Yes.” came the reply. ‘“Her spirit
appears in the next act, and she ltlll'I
twice "

“Oh, do it?" snapped Mr. Smith. “Then
I'm goin’ to loss the key!"

When the wealthy amplover of the
old governess died and left her £500,
her friende and neighbors wondered
whether the faded little spinster, who
had had such a hard struggle for lifs,
and had only been able just to keep
body and soul together, would galn
much comfort in her old age from this
windfall,

A

8
3

They called upon her In a bodv neéxt =

day.

"Well, now. Letitia, and whatever will
you do with all that money? You'll put
It by, T suppose In the bank, and—"

“Put it in the bank?" flashed Letitia,
"Nothing of the kind. T mean to have
some enjoyment out of it. I%a nevep
had much of a time so far, but now I'm
going to {ndulge myself. Al my life
I've wanted to have a palr of slde~
combs. with glass heads on ‘em, and
now—nan I mean to have 'em. TYes,
that's what I'm going to get. I don't
care how much they run to even If they
cost me as much as five shillings !"

About  Christmastime every year &
clergyman goes to a farm a few miles
out to have a day's thooting. He s =
very poer “shol,” but a generous giver
—facts well known to Jack, the at-
tendant.

Last Christmas he was out shooting,
and a rabbit jumped up about ten yards
away.

Bang went both barrels. but hunn;'r
escaped with a whole skin

“Did T hit him, Jack?" asked the par-
son, in an excited whisper.

"Well," sajd Jack, thoughtfully, *“T
couldna say ‘zactly as you ‘it ‘Im, but
I mus® saye 1 nivver seed a rabbit wuss
fcared.  Ye're vastly improved sin' last
year, sir” -

The clergyman smiled proudly,

“An' If ye keeps on improvin' and
romes agin next year. why'—with &
shake of his head—"summat’l] happen to
that rabbit!"—London Tit-Bits.

The vicar of a mining village sent a
pair of boots to the eobbler's for repairs ;
but Bill. who had been imbibing rather
freely, felt no inclination for work, so
the boots were not touched that day.
Next morning his nervee were Tathep
shaky, and he longed for “a halr of the
dog that bit him."

His own boots were rather dirty, sa
he thought there was no harm in put-
ting on the parson's, which he accord-
ingly did, and started off for the vil-
lage pub to get a “reviver” He had
not gone very far when whom did he
meet but the vicar, who sald;

"I sent my boots down for repalr,
William™ Are they not finished yet™"

“Why, mister.,” angwered Bill, calmly,
“they're not mended yet, but they're on
the road.”

As she stood ourslde the little country
inn two great tears shone in her innos
cent eves, tears so large that the passing
cyelist saw them. Beauty in distress
caused him to dismount and ask if he
could be of any assistance.

“I'm afraid not, thank you!" replied
the damsel. sorrowfully, as she pointed
1o an automatle chocolate machine at-
fached to the wall of the inn.  “I've just
put a penny in that thing and nothing
has come outr™

That's soon remedled!”
young man, confidently

He slipped a coln into the slot, and
then another.

After the sixth he muttered angeil
raised his cap, and pedaled wildly away.

As he dizappearsd a
peeped round the door,

“Any luck?" asked the owner thereof.

“Oh, wyes, ma!" replied the simple
damael, gayly. “Thats' the tenth. I've
netted one-and-threepence since dinners
time."

sald the

Compulsery Education
Most things that we lgarn from ex=
perience come under the head of com-
pulsory education—Chicago Daily News,

ped nt-r'apt: _
But nobody wa hjl':;!'f':g Mr “CAP” ST{)PBBS—'SGmmy

s Smith
j¢ Blaisdell had the foor

Fooled Them

-
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