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'HE RED LANE

Author of “King Spruce® “The Ram.
rodders,” “The Skipper and the
Skipped,” etc,

By HOLMAN DAY
A Romance of the Border

READ THIS FIRST

Beaulieu, keeper of an inn
the ll.l.lnu' malan  border,
his daughter, Evangeline,
Rol, leader of border smug-
The girl refuses to marry
- and en a teacher in n
at Attegat. She loves and is
Norman Aldrich, a
customs officer. When
denlers attarnpth to I d:-:;-;

Acadlan squatters there in
lnr the sohool is burnsd
. Aldrich helps Representative
to frame a bill which, if
by the leglslature, will enable

nts to keep thelr homes,

Blals, an attorney, inciting
nts to mutiny, is a traitor
hem, for he has sold out to the
v dealers. Father Leclalr
his flock agalnst Blals and
alleging that the priest is
Ing In politics, gets the bishop
“remove him. Blais seeks Clif-
seat and Rol brings his rene
to town to help Blais win by
reputable citizens from the
Evangeline spolls theflrtph‘\ss
! ing a personal appeal to the
u.'.lll‘l o'f th?m Acadians ke her-
In the meantime Anaxagoras
enu, a fiddler, carryving a peti
. slgned by the peasants, to the
, asking ‘that Father Leclair
returned to them, is marked as
y pleking” by a thief In the big
~ gty where he at last finds himself.

! THEN READ THIS

-BILLEDEM..' had finished his story |
P and was looking at them wistfully. |

"V The man of the sharp eyes turned
F ly and regurded the new arrival
" with chilling stave,
.~ *Don't you realize that are
.q'ving yourself in on a private talk
between friends?’ he demanded.
“Oh, 1 see,” sneered the other.
“When you get a real good thing you
* don't want to split with a pal. Tntend
" to take it all for yourself, eh?"
.é--'l‘he sharp eyes fixed themselves
" once more on the old fiddler.
‘“Fiddler, have yvou got money
‘your clothes?"
. ¥or a moment Billedeau hesitated.
' '1".‘“ the eyes were not hoatile. There
‘was gomething frank and compelling

ey
r

you

in

4:,1! them. and the man had lstened so

-_ not mine. 1t is much money for a
i

.~ phurch there and speak to the first|

i

%o him that the man at his side Was | ;.. 0y (e men i bigh places

~ earefully!

T have money,” he faltered. "It la

poor man to have. T have worrled
all the nights.”

“Fidaler, vou hurry over to your
priest you see. Tell him you're a
ger and ask liim to care for your

until you eall for It. There are
~ thieves in a city like this. Here is &
- sample of one of them—this man sit-
waﬂﬂ‘ beside me. o, leave your money.
¥ awill watch your bucket until you
* ipome back.” .

. The fiddler cast a horrifled look at

iﬂl person who had been pointed autf
: one of those wicked pursueras of |

‘othier folk's money against whom he

¢ been warned. He trotted away,
palm pressing hard upon the little

in his trousers pocket.

‘“Yhen you propose to be a friend
fo one in need it's well to remove

 gemptation from your path’ muttered

. be of the sharp eyes.

/4 All at once the consciousness came

o

euraing him horribly.
| 'He leaped to his feet and dragged

 other up, then he kicked the
1 hy curser for half a dozen paces
nlong the turf

(il

.\ wphat’s a hint for you to leave a
~ gentleman undisturbed when he wants
" to meditate on the troubles of his

~ frlends,” he Informed his captive when

r'.fh had cast him off. He went back to

. the bucket, stretching his arms above
" his head. . “That's one curse of this

. happy life of & hobo for i mun edu-

Ceated for something else' he solilo-
md "There are so0 many cheap
hdurl who take to the road! But
T suppose 1 would have found just as
m cheap ones in the law If I had
on.”
Billedeau, returning, found his new
Hend sitting on the grass pensively
g seeds from a stalk of robin's
tain with his thumb-nail,
_ iHe took the cash, eh?”
. “Yes, M'ser.”
| “¥There are some waya in which the
pulpit can bless the world."
was silent for some time, bDusy
a"_ his plantains, plucking one after
" the other.
—, ‘#8p you want to see the bishop, eh,
iy triend?”
. He glanced sideways at Billedeau,
’ the old man nodded his head, as
jough he did not dare to burst Inte
again,
#Do you suppose vou can talk to
m as well as you just talked to
Fiadler? For if you can, I under-
why some chap up Your way
@ wise enough to put you onto this

you've gat. 1 know good jury
2 hat kind wins verdicts. I used
' be a lawyer.”
. Billedeau did not reply, for he did
pt understand now.
| #Ip was good talk, Flddler. It had

be good talk to fix me—and it did

| that! It's a great thing, is talk! |

won kingdoms, it has over
monarchles, when the soul was
simple sentences. And, on the
 hand, men have yawned and
w m sentences which
‘mo sou! behind them. 1 don't
I would have made a good
, anyway. Thers was never
soul in me, You surprised me
when your talk uncovered a
‘spark of soul. But it was good
. ¥iddler, mighty good talk! It
to be, T say, to swing me as it

":” & handful of plantain
SOTe BPATTOWE.
as though ¥ycu need =
in this thing, doesn't it

I wish there was a little|

to me—I could boost

. But I've found that these

Il-thp world, But

war in me. &nd & mighty
48 e, o

1t's |
It for some poor cuss to help |

deau crushed his hat between his| because a bit of a ruln in a landscape ! Billedeau "stared, as one 1lifta fearing,
knees and ghred on this new friend makes the rest seem more beautiful' | fervent, adoring maze to a revealed
hopefully and hungrily, | But the old man had given up trying divinity. What he felt within him
“Let's see—dld you ever lay eyes on | to understand the strange chatter of | was not recognition of a great man:
your bilshop?" | thin ragged chap of the sharp eyes. | it was instinct teiling his startied
"Oh no, M'ser,” said the fiddler, with | They eamo at last to @ bench beside | woul that this was he! It was the
awe, a shaded drive and sat upon the ruul'grmg blshop! He pulled off his hat
“He's a nlce, kind-looking old gentle- | zine of the rest-place and dropped it under the bench. He
man. He and 1 haven't a nponkmgl “He may drive here today. he mny |gat like one paralyzed, jaw drooping,
acquaintance, you understand. But I | not, Fiddler, T only know that T Ivm‘e.',y" protruding,
see him riding around the streeta seen him drive h_:-ro many times; _nnf'l; The ragged waited until the
every now and then. No style to him, | old men stick to their old hablts, .\o“..dom”& unsuspiclous horse was nearly
npt at all, Fiddler! He goes poking  If you get the chanece le N'f'ﬂ_ii to llfr‘rl abreast. Then with s daft ack of.the
around in a phaeton ns broad as a it this m:mmo works-——remem wr Wiiet: ho shapped Nis dinted Bowlits
hen's nest, driving an old plug of a| your card, Filddler. 1 mean to t‘Hﬁ‘ hat epinning tnder.the snimars feet.
white horse all by himself, I reckon remember those poor folks you were | ; _ waled fvom the
telling me about! «Forget that he is a| The &ct was concealed fr
Keep thinking that he is a|bishep, but the horse saw and trled to
Sometimes kindfaced old gentleman who needs a ! Bather all four of his hoofs off the

man

those priests haven't told him about
you at all—don't propose to let you get  bighop,
Looks like that!

ut him,

!

| .

et of

He dragged the precious pucket from his pocket

get | little talking to Put in your best|grounid at the sine time, suorting

| the reputatlon of being hard—the| lcks!  Get that packet of  papers o fright at sight of this rolling, |

understrappers are too officlous.” [ hands. 1'11 be mighty ashamed of you spinning, loaping thing thal came at
Heo nrose suddenly and motioned o f you can't talk twice as well to him ; . s

& . - i ] e 1le !

the old man to get up as you talked to me. No, leave those B lle =oma suvage little Least

beads  alone, now Prsy  later on!
Double your fists ke n man and ye-
member your good whatever
his name I8, and your peopls who are
walting hear whether wyou
made good.”

“Undorstand. this (s only & gambler's [rom the covert,
chance we're taking, Fiddler! It may
not work., If 1 were more of a tool
I could plan something worth while
But poor devils like you and me have
got to gamble., Come along. 111 doa
little more thinking on the way."

With his heart in his mouth the
old man followed. His gulde did
not go toward the bishop's house, as
Billedeau had expected. He started
away in another direction. and the
fiddler was astonizhed, for devious

The next moment the vaggea man
wiest, " T
f leaped forward and seized the strug-

gling, shying horse by the bits,

“Do not be frightened,
shouted the fellow,
he qulet,

To pNe Bishap,"
“I'l hold him until
A squirrel frightened
him. Horses are such silly Dbeasts,
Bishop. Whoa, horse.” He had pulled
the animal to a stop. “Whoa—Fid-
dler: ™

On and on went the chatter of the
ragged fellow, encouragement, adjurn-
tlon and appeal, and Billedeau cveased
to tremble, and the spirit of Acadia
began to warm his breast. Time, too,
went on and on, the shadows =

The

sthened on the grass, and the | !
lenathe 36 ¥ charged wire might have jumped

o y . away home, and the

sat affaire  children ran  away ' ek : .

methods of going about grea siately folk who walied and rustleg M- He leaped from his bench. He
ran to the side of the phaeton. He

were not undersiood by hls strals:hl-l i : .
d flounced thinned from the ave-
Re ey > kneeled in the dust of the road. He

forward nature; he had gone to the| pes)
bishop's door, for his business was| o dragged the preclous packet from his

there—he had gone again and again,| Up the shaded visia and down the

8

and

word moved Billedeau as a

-y

Down his upraised face tears
streamed,

“"From Allegat—[rom far.off Atte-
gat, great Bishop! I have come all
the way. 1 am from the poor people.
Oh, on my knees 1 pray vou! These
are she names. It Is for the good
priest whom we love, They are ask-
Ing it of the good God on thelr knees,
I ask It of you on my kneea!"

The bishop's alarmed eyes traveled
from the stilled horse to the upralsed
face, to the pathetie man who kneeled
in the dust beside his carriage.

Speech was bursting from the old
man. The packet wavered in his out-
stretched hands. His hands were
trembling as do the hands of one with
ague.

“Wait—wait, my son,” commanded
the bishop, at last. "Do vou mean
you have been sent with a message to
me? Then why have you noi come to
my residence? A message from the
people of Attegat? It should have
been given to me?"

Agnin—stammering, sobbing, plead-
Ing—Anaxagoras faltered the poor
little story of his quest, his weary
waiting, his hopes, his fears, his pa-
tience.

Gently the bishop took the packet,
leaning from his carrlage,

The ragged fellow was holding the
horse, caressing the white nose.

. “The story—the great story! T have
to tell It to you, ph, réverenced Bishop.
|1t i In my heart—all the story of my
| poor people who look to You—wno
adore you."

| Ah, that pleading of the humble
InmI the sincere! That wondrous
|human quality of soul hehind {he
| spoken word!

"You shall tell me, my son,"” gaid the

|bishop. “To what place shall I send
for you?"

“I have slept the many nights under
the trees, waiting, 1 have no place,”
sobbed Anaxagoras Billedeun,

The bishop hesitated for one mo-
ment only. He looked at the ragged
man who held the passive horse; he
glanced at the blue bucket beslde the
bench,

“Is that yours—that bucket?"
“I brought in it what [ e
brought it from Attegat,”

"Get it, my son, and come into my
carriage. We shall hear this story
from Attegat,” said the bishop,

“Good-by, Fiddler,” sald the ragged
man, as he patted the horse's nose and
released the bits. He looked at Bille-
deau ns he sald it and smiled a8 the
carrlage rolled on. But the old man

at—I

| st on the edge of the cushioned seat, |

stricken, volceleas, trembling; and so
he passed on, and he and the ragged
man never saw each other agaln in
thie life,

The ragged man plodded after the

|cartlage, rubbing his dented hat on | cost a lot of money to put ‘The Bar-

his eibow,

“1 wonder whether God s going to
remember me at supper-time for this
Job,”" he murmured,

The Pictures the Bishop Saw
LUP-CLOI, the white horse of the
bidhop's phaeton plodded on; clup-

clop, and the heart of Anaxagoras
Bllledeau thudded (ts beats, keeping
time to the beats of the hoofs,

«Anxiety, vigils and privation had
wrought their havoe in the simple
mind of the old fiddler. His mental
hold upon the verities of

thrust

came out from the placid valley of the
8t, John. There In the rush and roar
of the city he had been in a walking
dream.

Plod-plod, the bishop's horse went on
.lmtiﬂ‘ the long shadows of the park's
i trees,

Who was this sitting se siralgnt on
!the edge of the cushloned seat of the
blshop's carriage—a figure xo atarkiy
SUN that it seemed llke sumething
carved from wood? Surely this could
|not he himself, not Billedenu the fid.
dler! Those were his gnarled old
hands that clutched the hat lie had
| not dared to put on; surely those were
| the hands of Billedeau! He had viewed
them for many years: he could feol
the callousness that the fiddle's strings
had thickened.

Sitting one night with his shoulders
against the shaggy bark of nis friend,
lthe tree—hils only friend In that wil-
Idernesn of bricks and humanity—he
had dreamed that the great bishop had
| spoken kindly to him and had smiled
on him,

But surely this was a more wonder-.

ful dream!

{CONTINUED TOMORROW .}

“Don't be frightened—don't be sur- shaded vista the sharp eves kept dart.
priked,” his companion _said. "Ynul”‘ﬂ'v .
understand now that T am not after| All at once he cried out 8o suddenly

Dolis! Dolls!

had to think up those rmmdatmutlword will be
ways =0 as to get my rake-off from "
life. Perhaps 1 can be your fairy)
godfather after all" |
Past great bulldings,
from street to street,
untll they came to woods once more,
greater woods than there were in the |
little park. There was a small lake .
whereon swans floated. Children | white cloud from & cavern, came a fat
played under the trees. Broad, smooth | horse, plodding with sluggish trot.
roads led here and there. The dusty |Boon the clup-clop of the animals
old man with the blua bucket and the hoofs sounded in Billedeau's ears, hut
rigged fellow at his side seemed more | whether he wete hearlng the hoofs o
unkempt against that background, and | his own heartbeats he did not know.
smartly attired folk who strolled along | In his misty eves the carriage behind

‘Fiddler.,” When T yell

In her vouthful days;
“lddler' it wlll be yvour move!"

Dolls she often strayed wiih
Into fancy's maze,
‘I"all dolls, small dolls, solemn

He beat his fist upon the old man's
: shoulder to emphasize his orders.
BiEvAggIng Then he hurried to the edge of the
SReT: waus AN . sward that hemmed the white surface

of the avenue.

I12alls that many storles told

Far up the vista, emerging like u Holding dolly on her knees!-

Ave retalled by anclent dollies
Dalls as-happy-as-a-gqueen and

What a lot of poetry expressed
Dolle!

the avenues frowned upon them as the horse took form. Framed between Dalls! Daolls! *
they passed. |m¢ canopy’'s spreaders, outlined And what o lot of words they
| “And yet they ought to lDDl'oumlEh“ams; the gloom of the carriage's Dols!

| us from an artistic standpoint, Fiddler, jn1erior, was n face. :

DOLLS

vour money. But i{n this life, Fiddler.|that Anaxagoras leaped wupon the .‘.:;um-s. I;;:te: :;l::; 1;;;:1_”
| the roundabout way with big men is | bench. fary 5 |

: ly shrewd way Yuu| p > v i e I've been viewing a collection of some plain and fancy dulls
mmeu'mes thé o: ') thu't S i ) ‘Stand by, Fiddler! t::a.u your Rag dolls, bag dolls, frisky dolls and bisquey dolls:
vent Bag 1o e t 3 brpmatin 6. omes W yat Ter-yeu Dolls in royal raiment and a bunch of rather risky dolly
haven't had to practice it. I ha‘eHifa. now, when 1 vell the word, That

Dolls that grandma played with

Dolls that mother-made-herself and cost-a-lot-o-money dolls.

When at Inst she had grown old
Just watch grandma at her ense

lord! What lots of happy follles

0ld dolls, new dolls, bold dolls, true doils,

What & lot of sunshine sweet originally Sol's!

dolls and funny dolis;

.

feeling-rather-blue uulis
1 in many vols.!

.
cause!—they run Lo mauy cols,!

GRIF ALEXANDER.

On that face
|

|

“SOMEBODY’S STENOG"—Maybe She Didn’t Go to the Same School

life had be- |
| come attenuated. He had heen

|into a world of unrealitles when he | place.

i

“THE POISONED SWORD"”

| fIn this adventurs King Bird brings
forth a champion fo combat the Mys-
tarions Knight in a fourney.)

THE CHALLENGE TO COMBAT

| 6 EAR yo! Hear ve! King Bird ‘In
| behalf of his champlon, the
Knight of the Poisoned Sword, chal-
lenges the Mysterious Knight to combat
In 'l} knightly tourney! Hear ya! Hear
yel"

Biue Jay, looking wvery Important,
perched on a telephone pole and shrisked
thin herald call so loudly that It brought
the birds sourrying from far and near.
And close behind them was Peggy, who
hind been resting for a moment on a
sunny bank after a jolly, springtime run
across the fields,

“Hear ye! Hear ve! Unless the
Mynterious Knlght shall instantly an-
#wer this challenge he shall be held up
to the scorn of all Birdland as n pol-
troon, Hear ye! Hear ye!"

Pegmy flared Into quick indignation
at these words. The Mysterlous Knight
had proved his cournge too well In
battling for her and for Birdiand to
permit her to remaln sllent at a hint
that he might not bes brave,

"For shame, Blue Jay! You know
the Mysterlous Knight Is not a pol-
troon,” she protested vigurously.

“Then why doesn't he answer? de-
manded Blue Jay.

e

“For shame, Blue Jay! You know
the Mysterious Knight is not a
poltroon!™

The chalienge has gone forth 1||mu.‘|
all of Birdland,"

As {f to prove his words thers cime
to Peggy's eara faint, faraway calls:
“Hear ye! Henr yo! The Knight of the
Polsoned Sword challenges the Mys-
terfous Knight to combat!"

"And If he doean't come you'll have
to fight the Knight of the Polsoned

"P:erhnpu it's because he hasn't heard
you"
| "I've shrieked my head nearly oft."
| Innisted Blue Jay. “And so have o |
rcore of other Jay alde, If he
doesm't reply It's beonu he is afrald
of the Knight of the Polsoned Sword.

THE PROBLEM OF THE EMPTY
MANSION

A New Light on an Old Problem
HEN Bruno Duke told me he
planned to spend a lot of money on

Improving the appearance of *“The Bar-
racks,” but that It was to cost Barbara
| Snratalrs Clttle or nothing, 1 evidently
|Jnoherl a8 surprised as I felt, Duke de-
:Huhtn In puszling people, and he was
| enjo¥ing himself, but he didn't keep me
| In suspense long, for he said:

! “This Is how 1 plan to deo it. Wa
have here a fine big house, fully fur-
nished and equipped ‘n every way, All
told, we have twenty-two bedrooms, not |
| counting servants' quarters. To make
ilhal property really ook ite best and |
therefore look most salable, we have to
have It in running order. Now it will

| racks’ In running order, so when It Is
‘lno fixed 1 propose runnitg It as a sum-!
mer -hotel "

“Hell 1" 1 gasped, T sure never would |
have thought of that. Put even then |
that doean't insure selling It."

“Of course mot, but if you wanted ta |
buy & beautiful summer home, woultll!
this place loolt more attrictive to you
as It I8 now, or with a number of happy
prople giving life to the place? A pros- |
pective buyer could be given a gomll
| dinner and a comfortable bed In the
Now he'd be glad to get away
from I. The place would be Ita owr |
sules talk Instead of our having to do all |

e selling.”

m"I Llae‘now what you meant when |
vou sald 1'd have to spend all summer |
[ here. But what am I to do? 1 can't|
run & hotel, you know, Mr. Dule."”
“Can't you? Why not? 1 think you
enn with the aid of effclent help? I
don't expect you to run the ho!.ﬂ_. but
merely to see that it Is run. il be
here much of the time, but, of course,
' I'll hava to find a purchnser.” . )

“perhaps,’’ 1 sald, half in fun, “you ve
already got your eye on the purchaser.

“purchaser, Peter—use the plural and
| vou are all right. 1've really a shrewd
! ides of how to go about getting rid of
the place once we have it running as a
hotel and earning Its pread corust—
mortgige Intereat."

Vo o

"?{Tmn to interest ome or two hotel
men in the property, Get them to put
up a little money and incurmtnu: a
company to tnke over ‘The Bllrmd:sr |:
A growing concern. Between us eh
sure we'll be able to dispose Pr rnou‘g
stock to insure a satisfactory deal for

“arstalre” )
ai'?;'lt' goodness ! 1 gasped, "it's ;c:in'
to take a long time and cost M'“. (“f"'
stairs n bunch of money before you're

h‘" . s
lhﬁ:'nodded hia head cheel“t]y. It ill
take all summer, [ expect, J\I!. it wi
pay handsomely, AS it Is now, the INEIII:‘
erty s difficult to sell. = We'd heI\:u,l :
to get even as much as $50,000, ..\l: 1
to get §200,000 for it. But pleinfan 1I}1
nothing of my plans to anybod ¥y ';;1‘“
they have developed. Better fo: e
Carstalrs to worry for & few monmr
longer than have expectations of o
tuna which may not materinlize. .

“Now I'm going to Boston to ‘Ml;l
can get a good hotel man who is fam :;
with running a summer hl‘.ale! to T 2
the place under our supervislon on §
profit-sharing plan. You had better 5.!
to The Barracks tomorrow l{‘lﬂ lm“
| Kagles turn over the Keys to ’W.' ‘:
and his wife can doubtless help }{:un 2
get & couple of rooms stralght and u"
vou something to eat. Let him talic a“
he wants to, 1'm anxlous to find out
Iw;{: r:u‘,ln:ﬂlo me a letter from Miss Ll:.r'
stalry to Eagles, which authorized h:ln
to do s 1 wished. 1 never cease to nk-
mire and wonder at the way Duke thinks

verything.
urfﬂ;:ﬁllﬂ: of letters,” he continued,
“I've recelved one from our red-headed

'BRUNO DUKE, Solver of

| better than

Sword ‘In his place, becauss he Is your
champlon,” screamed Blue Jay to Peggy.

"He will come If he hears,” retorted
Peggy, staunch In her falth In the
Mysterious Knight. She had felt him
to be brave when he was stiil n stranger,
but when she learned his secret, dis-
covering that he was really Rilly Bel-

(Copyright)

Peter, s a real
letter for yourse!f."

He passed me a letter which certalnly

prablem. Read the

| Was unusual,

TODAY'S DUSINKSS QUESTION
What does “‘acceptance” meant
Answer will appear tomorrow,

ANSWER TO SATURDAY'S DUSI-

NESS QUESTION
A “jobber"” is one who buya from

tmporters or manufactiurers and
sella to retallers.

I'n this apace Mr. Whitehead 1will an-
swer readers’ business questions on buy-
ing, aelling udvertising and employment,

Business Questions Answered

ALy business is selling ntock
tionally known organization that
i independent oll stocks., [
out & Httle canvans of my awn, but by check-
Ing up results I must wdmit 1 am far from
pleassd with it. 1t greurred to m

a fellow out, wo 1

may be Inelined to llvl{;
W golng to muke an honest nppenl o you
for u litle advice,

How would ¥eou approach
with an oil

for n na-
specinlizen

n business man
stock  proposition that payw
10 per went in dividends and
hll_run-d wpoculntive popmibllitlen?

Wi you be good onough
mny. about twenty-five
would conslder an  Idoal
proposition?

fniem  on
canvass for my

1 amhall immedintely  put your “‘preeenta- up an ideal canyass for you.
P ot T e | write up mo-called sales can

tlon to work nand

will et you know
percentage of

Invrease in results over my
method., a.

Don’t spend tlme trying to fnd an
ldeal canvasa, An Ideai canvass |8 only

Business
By HAROLD WHITEHEAD, Author of “The Business Career of Peter F, line,”

have worlked | 8tinet of cautiouaness

[

e thut you | g,

glum in &isguise, ahe knew that thare
rouldn't be any question of his courags.
Of course the birds didn't know him te
bs Billy, and so they had the samas
doubts of him that they would have had
of a stranger, even though he had so
galinntly proved his valor In the ad-
venture of the Three Tests,

"Hear ve! Hear vo! T will give the
Mysterlous Knight one more chance be-
fore 1 proclalm him a poltroon,'”™
sereamed Blue Jay.

A pounding of hoofs around a band In
the road told of a horseman coming
nwiftly. Fast, fast, fast he galloped, the
nolge of his approach drowning out
Blue Jay's shrieks.

"HI ¥1! HI ¥i! Who dares to call the
Mysaterious Xnight a poltroon?’ And
Into view dashed tha Knight himself, his
armor glistening In the sunlight. Seelng
the assembled birds with Peggy In thelr
midst, he reined up sharply,

“Falr Princess, I greet you.
Is this challenge 1 hear?"

“King Bird wants you to meat the
Knight of the Polsoned Sword In a tour-
ney,"” answered Peggy quickly. “"Who
ls the Knight of the Polsoned Sword?"

“I know not, nelther do I care, I
accept the challenge."

“But you ought to know hefors you
aceept the challenge,” protested Peggy.
“Who i the Knight of the Polsoned
Sword?” she nsked the Birda,

"We don't know,"” they chorused, “Ha
must be a terror with a name lika that"

"You will find out who he is on the
Jousting  field,"” screamed Blue Jay,
"King Bird awalts you at the hollow
beslde the old milL"

What

(In the next chapter will bs told
how the Knight faces an unespected
Jaoe.)

Problems|

ele,

Bultable for Ideal people, and You want
to =mel]

Lo
money, oy Poople with plenty of

You may already have a
vths, but perhaps you are
the wrong people, Roughly you may
divide all Emmmts Into two classes—
those to which small profils and abso-
lute wsafety appeal nnd those who are
mill_:_:nx to take chance for m big ree

From your letter
Your proposition
latter cla

splendid can«
telling It to

wif T"’nuid appear that
ou n n
L] 1;'! people, P

proposition and roughly tendin
the tremendously big proma‘ “I’n.htog:'

stock,

If your progpects are of the A
mentioned, your sales talk sh:&dﬂm
first, facts relative to the absolute satéty
of the proposition and then stnte that
in spite of this absolute Enfety stock Is
payving a dividend Iarger than is ate
iributed to msuch mafe investments as
this. In this class appeal to the in-

and in the first
rting instinet,
everybody buys
pecullar instinct

class appeal to the ¥Po
It you remember that
ode to satisfy some
such as deslre for protection, love and
what not—whntever you sny about your
proposition ghould he suchin nature as
an appeal to the Instinots which you be-
lieve ire the ones that your propoaition

to let ma have, | Wil most gatlsfy—you will be on the
what vou | right track.

You must forgive me for not writing
I obviously
VAasses, but
that takes days of time and costs hune
dreds of dollars. Follow the sugges-
tions, however, and I am sure that you
can work out your own canvass,

THE DAILY NOVELETTE
HOME, SWEET HOME

l

By Edgar W. Swift

-

l

BRIDIE of but a few months, Mrn.|l\1n| to stay, Biut who were the Simp-

Raymond could certainly be pardon-

||.'d for carefully patting down her halr

and giving numberless peeps In the mir-
ror as & o'clock appronched,

A I:?‘ rattled 4 the
husband tounded up the stalrs. After
the hug was over and she was onee
ngain patting down her hair and smooth-
ing a misplaced ruffle, she looked at him
anxiously.

“Dear” In & mild tone, “didn't you
forget to leave your rubbers outside "

"So 1 did, but never mind, [I'll re.
member next time. What are you glv-
Ing me for supper?
merated dalntles,  “Just what I like."”

Supper was half over when Mrs. Ray-
mond strained another anxlous glance
across thoe tabie. “Hert.” she admon-
Ished, “don't you see a little spot on the
tablecloth nenr yvour plate? You really
must be careful, dear, A cloth ought
to be Kept clean for two weeks and Mra,
Biggs complning If I have too large a
wash.”

Her husband continued eating witn
unabated. rellsli. “Sorry. babe: guesa 1
am a lttie careless, but o man can‘t
think of little thin all the time. As
for Mrs, Biggs,"” belligerently, “yvou tell
her iIf she doesn't want to do the wash-
Ing somebody e¢lse will. We shall have
to send the car over for her, next,” with
fine sarcasm.

Supper over, Mr, Ra?'mnnd pushed
baclkk his chalr and sighed with deep
satisfaction, then, nking his paper, went
Intp the living room, but returned almost
immediately. “Whew,” he exclaimen,
“It's cold in there tonight. Guess I'll
alt out here for a change,
the way, shall 17"

A look of consternation came into his
wife's face. "Well, 1 suppose not, dear,”
she answered, “but, really, vou know 1
don't  llke to have you sasmoke In
here.”

An Impatlent frown began to deepe
between her husband's eves, “Well,
won't smoke, then, but I'm not going
Into that leehouse tonlght' He wet-
tled himself as comfortably as possible
in one of the.stralght-backed mahogany
chairs, wriggled about, and finally
pulled anothér one nearer to him_on
which he placed him feet. But his wife's
horrifled reproof brought an end to this
transitory comfort.

“Oh, Bert, dear, you will surely put
zuur heel through the leather, and yvou
now how expensive furniturd Is now,
Pleasa don't do It. It makes me feel
bad to see you #o careless of things
for which you worked so hard !"

Her husband arose, slowly. A little
ard gleam had come Into his eyes. “1
hink, If you don't mind,” he sald, “that
I'll run over to Simpson's for a while.

n
1
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r £ Met him on the traln tonight and he

triend. " wants to show me some relles a cousin
“Mamie?” 1 asked. .., | of his brought home from the war.'
“Yes—we thought she was salely | ™ 4 "mpPeoge in the young wife's

housed In that preparatory school. She, lthrual, but she was too proud to ask
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Fine," as she enu- |

kons, she wondered. Her husband had
become acqualnted with the man on
the train, two weeks previous, and since

| that time had visited them four or five

lateh and hc-rl

Won't be l“]the:n :

| her,

evenings, True, he had always urged
her to go with him, but she had in-
variably refused. She determined that
she would not walt for this woman te
call on her, but would B0 to the Blmp-
gon home the next day,

I'rue to her resolve the next afternéon
found her on the steps of the hom her
husband found so attractive. A mot erly
woman of about sixty opened the door.
"l am Mrs. Raymond,” she muid, slmply,
“and I should like to see Mrs, Simpson.'

Then an unexpected thing happen L
“Why, come righkt In, dear,” the %D:m:%
before her was sae'lnt. hespltably, *1
hive meant for g ong time to get over
and seo you, but you know how it ls,
one thing after another ' And, stilf
talking, she ushered her visiior into
the roomlest, most comfortable living
room she had ever seen,

Ereat wave of rellef swept over
So this was the woman of whom
ske had been jealous; thls woman old
encugh to her mother! But sud-
denly, as hhar dln:::l:
on her, she turn to ize,
Mrs. Simpson had not notfosd gar aber-
ration. She was still talking cheerfuls
ly:  “Hxcuse me, child, Just one min-
ute, while I open a window out here,”
she was saying. “Our respective husg-
bands were nmokinﬂ' here last night,"
she began whimsieally, when Mrs, ¥y=-
nu.:ptl nterrupted her:

] ‘ou don't allow

ra, Slmpaon,
in this lovely room,

apolo

o amoke
do you?" she asked, faintly,
"“Thut's what makes It love
and them, dear," SR
plied. “Bevause it Is n place for m
man to rest when he leaves the warry
and fret of the city; to know that.
thers Is a place that {s hig—the heme
which his work made nossible, 1I've
always sald, denr,” she added, shrewd-
Iy, “that If w man can make the money,
” weman ought to make the home.
And It's n dangerous thing when
cannot find comfort under his own roof, *
Look at thoee papers,” fondly, it (akes
me only a few minutes the next morn-
ing to plek them up, and It wou'd make
Jm  unhappy If ongged him about
them. But, excuse me, dear; here you
Eh to come nnd ses Ine,

Are good smnou
have done iy t¢ run on with &

and all 1
lot of foolish tnlk."

'DREAMLAND ADVENTURES--ByDaddy|
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manner dawned
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the elderly woman re-

&R man

The disciple of correct detall rore fm-
petuously and held out her hands, "Mrs.

Simpson,” she sald, "if that is foolish
talk please teach me more of it nd
when ghe left after an hour's call she
had mecquired the wisdom that oniy a
few women porsesa until the years Im-
press I,

She went stralght to a furniture store,
and when she came out, although there
wis. guite a hole In thelr modest save
ings, she felt lmw:ler than ever before
in thelr marriod ,

The following night when Bert came
home It was muady—very muddy., He
looked down at the rubbers he had
forgotten to remove with a vwituin alre
of guilty deflance. "Dabe,” he satd, “I
Just can't seem 10 remember—

But she Interrypted him. “Dear,” ahe
sald mkmnl&; “I went to Mrs. Simp.
son's yesterduy. 1 will udmit that 1
have been [foolishly jonlous of her"
“Yeu," a8 his astonlshed lnugh iang out.

"I suppose a big, foollsh dens !ihe you
never lhuuflll to tell me her age. Hur,
however, I've learned th.nge"  She

pulled him by an astonished srm luto

the llving room. which had suddenly

acquired n comfy, homey ntmosphére.

“See that big chair? she asked breath-
loszly, “and that one, und the ihird one
In the corner, And see that couch

all those pillows? Well, they nre
You to bring them hers and have U

smoke anywhere you wish. And

the added whimsically, “If you wix

ut your feet on the mantel

t
sn 80 without further nagging

oU MAY
rom me.
I've been n fool long enough and had

& house, but no home.” ;
M'Hurrah " finally came from the ne-

tanished ll‘m of her wpon “Altn (X

Some wife!' Then, a little serlously,

“Well. babe, It's home, sweet he

fant, Isn't §t3" i 2=l
"*“1_ 5 ; I

only & place to It "
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