EVENING PUBLIC LEDG

| Ay

ER—PHILADELPHIA,

b

MONDAY,

o SHE

'HREE STRINGS

By NATALIE SUMNER LINCOLN
Author of “The Nameless Man”

7
: il. by E. .Inlzf: d Co.
EAD THIS FIRST
Prn‘lt finde a stranger
he library of her home. An
shows death I8 due to
gl acld. Her mother and her
Sather, Peter Burnham, arrive
. no. light on the mystery.
gin La Montagne, In love with
wn, learns that his letters have
ted and blames Burn-
s Hurnham (s shot while visit.
. friend, Palmer, and blames
m for the shooting. La
me had stopped at the door
@uire for the Van Ness apart
Palmer and Maynard a
" call on Marian Van Noss
find La Montagne and Evelyn
Palmer, who loves Evelyn,
Burnham, whose
1 tells his wife h{lg
imse whilp shaving AN
J . Mrnwllh his petulapt talk
nd his remarks about the war,

NOW READ THIS
SR!" Mrs. Burnham stralght-

: ened up and her {ndignation was |

ly marifest. *“You must be out of
head: don't utter any more such
8 in my presence.”
Fell, why don't you order that
"
"Bw::ue Doctor Hayden sald you
ere to—What is It, Jones?" she broke
. ©ff to ask ns the butler came into the
~ “Mr Palmer, ma'am.”

"~ wAsk him up.” Burnham halt rose,
hen sank back and his wife obsorved
sudden pallor with concern.
gl you mind leaving us together,
Jillan? I want to speak to Palmer

. fentially about my-—my affairs”
“Are you strong enough? Hetter
walt, Peter,” she coaxed: am obstl-
nate frown was her only answer, and
‘before she’ could ralse further objec.
. tiona Jumes Palmer was ushered In by

Jones.

. “¥ou come at an opportune moment,

¥ Jumes,” exclalmed Mrs Burnham,
"#hh'.lx hands cordinlly, “Peter was

. determined to go and =ee you, not
" writhstanding I told him Dan Maynard
“would bring you back to lunch with
" -

" Burnham, who had darted an impa-
t look at his wite, pointed to a
r near the one he occupled.

| "8it down,” he suggested, “Tha po-
" Jiee have barred us from the library:
B most insulting, T call 1t,” he added bit-
" ferly. 80 we shall have to smoke

% Nere; if you don’t mind, Lilllan?"
#Not In the least”” Contrary to
i+ husband's hopes Mrs. Burnham
no motlon to leave the room.
{nstead went placldly on with her
wﬂnt. “Did you mest Evelyn down.

stalrs, James?"
. "No. I haven't meen her since last
t, when, calling on Mrs. Van Ness,
found her there.” Palmer paused to
up the newspaper which lay at
feet, and folded It neatly before
it on the sewing table.

Van Ness,” repeated Burnham
| tfully. “Oh, didn’t Captain La
y tagne mentlon last night that he
wras looking for Marlan Van Ness's

nt, Palmer?”

*Yes.” Palmer looked over at Burn-

and thelr glances met. "The

was with Mrs. Van Ness and
1 wn when 1 called there.”

"~ Mrs. Burnham missed a stitch and

'm she agaln looked up from her

kn she found her husband gaz-
m of the window and Palmer
Just lghting o clgarette.
ith your permission™
it up.
nly; 1 don't object to tobaceo
».” She was about to resume her

he sald,
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in

N when her glance strayed |

pough the open door by which she
and she recognized Doctor Hay-
jen coming down tha hall. “Excuse
ne,” she exclaimed, "I'll be back In
before her husband looked
ag down the hall Mrs. Burn-
encountered Hayden mnear her
n and with & bare word of
opened the door and led him
the room.

3 ﬁy husband and Mrs, Ward,"

Ward shouldn't give you any
n' replied Hayden. "She has
d; but your husband had a
of fever last night which may
him a bit—er—fractious,” hesi-
\ for a word as he saw how wor-
| she was.
I am not anxious about Peter,
manage him,"” she sald confl.
“It's Mre. Ward; why Is she
ng?'
i looked at her in surprise
.
my opinion she ls," with empha-
*Wait; I've noticed that when-
* the Coroner or the detectives
to interview her, Mrs. Ward al-
s becomes worse or says so, and
‘to satisfy myself I examined the
's chart and found nothing on it
p such changes in her condi.
B, Today she refused to get up.”
" did? But I told her last
‘know, 1 heard you. Bhe ate a
and substantial breakfast and
] effrontery to tell me

“Ah, Indeed. What dld she say?

“She stated thut she left Chelsea n
day earller than she had Intended on
the recelpt of o telegram from her
niece saying her mother was (1), Mrs.
Ward went on to say thut her sister
dled shortly after her arrival In Bal
timore, and the shock of finding n
dead man here on top of her grief for
her sister upset her,”

Hayden. listened with closs atten-
tion. “IMd you see the telegram?”

“ did.”

“Then Mrs, Ward has told n straight
story apparently.” Mrs. Burnham’s ex. f
pression grew pecullay and he asked
quickly, "Have you reason to doubt
iy

"Only this," she hesitated. “Plaase
keep this confidentinl, When 1 en-
gnged Mra. Ward as my housekeeper
three years ago she distinetly told me
that she hagd no relatives living in
this country.”

attempt to shoot her husband last
night?"

“No," Maynard balanced his hat on
his knee with nice exactness, "Burn-
ham nsked me not to, And to be
quite eandid, after 1 had helped Doctor
Hayden put him to bed 1 departed
and left the doctor to teli A% much as
he thought fit to Mrs. Burnham when
she returned.”

“"Was she out

“Yes, gone to some Red Cross meet-
ing, so Jopes told us' Maynard
smiled broadly., “[ rather Imagine
from what was sald at breakfast this
morning that Mrs, Burnnam lald her
husband's condition to too convivial
a disposition," .

Palmer did not smile, "1 am afraid
she has frequent ocengion to think
that and with reason. Frankly, May-
nard, Burnham has been golng at a
pretty Hvely elip during the lact six
montha and unless he pulls up he will
be over the preciplee,” he sald soberly.

Maynard's mirth vanlshed. "1 am

——— sorry to hear it," he declared. “Burn.
“Seditious Utterances” ham ix a good fellow at bottom, and
his wife,” Maynard stooped over to

P,\I,MER. fussing among his blue | pick up hig hat which had finally
prints, looked up as hix stenogra- | overbalance and rolled 20 the floor,
pher ushered Dan Maynard into his| There was a pause before he again
office. "spoke.  “It must be doubly hard on

i

make the match unsultable. Palmer
hnd money, influence, and came of a
family long distinguished In his coun
try's annals. Undoubtedly society’s vers
dict would commend such an engage-
ment, and yet—Maynard's thoughts
reverted to Rene La Montagne, whose
aristocratie earringe and good looks
were In vast contrast to the square
Jawed bull-dog type of manhood lolling
before him In a swivelchalr,

“I wish you all success in your courts
ship,"” eald Maynard, suddenly con.
gclous that an answer was expected
of him, "Do Burnham and his wife ap
prove?™

“Burnham does” Pualmer examined
his fingernalls oritically, "I have never
been able to get an opinlon out of
Mrs. Burnham; eghe ean be very
evaslve when it sults her.”

“Well, the main thing is to win the
girl's affections,” remarked Maynard
“Don't worry about the mother; her
opinion s of secondary Importance
these days In selecting a husband.”

“Not in this case; Evelyn loscs her
fortune If she marries without her
mother's consent."”

“Al, Indeed? And who inherita the
fortune In case Mrs, Burnham's con-
sent |s withheld?"

“Mrs, Burnham."

“Oh!" Maynard-stared blankly at
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A SURE CURE
By Mary W. Ford

“I TELL you once and for all, Floas,
if this toothnche hangs on till Thurs-
day I'll not drive you to the game.”

“But Bob, dear, you have promised
to takte me, and the girla at school, also
~—what will we do?"

“Floas, why plck on me all the time?—
have somebody clse's brother drive you
down." ‘

“But, Bobby, can't you see some den-
tist—he perhapm can relleve you—plense
do, and then If he can't relleve you,
Bobby, I'll call it off. I know very well
you aren't ernsy about taking us to the
gume, nnd 1 wuppose we do impose on
your good nature, but Bohby, dear, the
glrls simply ndore you M,

“Hnough, Sis—dbn't start on  that
again; but I'l pen a dentist this after-
noon and if he can fix me up I'll drive
you down."

“"Say, Bob, why not try out Dir, How-
ard—you are sure to get cured there—
pleass go thisx afternoon.'

“All right, Sis, where 18 he located?"”

Of course, she Immedintely gave
brother Eob the desired address with
his promise that he would drive down
to the oMee immediately,

Bob Gordon had just been mustered
out of the service and had been home
about two months, and In all that time
Bob wis continually on the go.

It seems Florence, his sister, and her
schoo! friends were getting up endless
parties or affalra, and, of course, nat-
urally, brother Bob was the Uon of the
i{:-niux or afternoon, whatever It might

After ench party or dance he would
inwardly, declare that a happler boy
woulil never exist when it came time to
return to college and escape this ever-
lasting on-the-go stuff,

Half an hour later he wan on the way
to Doctor Howard's office, and Florence
could be s2¢n A half hour later explain-
Ing to the girle what had taken place
ut home with brother Bob, and assured
them that she had a little scheme In
mind and she was sure It would work
and telling them ghe just knew posi-
tively he would drive them to the
gamao,

“Dr. H, Howard—Walk In"” met-Bob's
oyes ng he stepped from the elevator,
and “walk [n'" Bob did; but he no
sooner closed the door than he wished
with all his heart that he had never en.
tered, for right before him was n young
slip of a girl working over n patient in
# dental chair, Why, there must be
some mistnlie, he nssured himself; this
mare ¢hild could never Lo the dentist
he had come to see, and It gcemed ng
though the tooth never nched so badly
before. He stood up and was about to
lenve quletly, thinking he might escape
unobgerved, when a very saweet volce

“Evelyn loses her fortune il she marries without her mother’s consent™

“Sit down,” he exclalmed heartlly. Mrs. Burnham: aslde from her affec
“I was afraid yvou wouldn't come back |tion for her husband she is a proud
after all; you need not walt, Im.-in|“’nman. and to have her affairs dis.
Hall,” and the stenographer walked cussed in public must go agalnst the
out, closing the door behind her. Pal. |grain'
mer swung his swivel chair about .-m| It was Palmer's turn to smile. “You
as to face his visitor who had selected |(Weren't here when their cngagement

sent ne 3 tesk. 1 . 1 at | Vas announced? Well, my good fel-
a aseat near the desk. ©L stopped atligy, Mrs. Burnham was then the
the Burnhams' particularly to sce you. | storm-center of critielsm, not to say
but found wou had left to eome here.” | amusement. No, T can't belleve the
“Too bad,” commented Maynard, "I

public’s opinion, good or bad, influ-
should have telephoned first before yo- | ences her actions. She {s a jaw unw
ing to the rehearsal of the l'.(tr|1l')lux|h91'““|f-"
at the Belasco, to ask vou to wait | Maynard shook his head in unbellef.
for me; my stupidity.” He leaned a|"What part of the country does she
little nearer, “Have you seen the |hall from?" he asked.
taxi-driver?" “New York; she comes of old IKKniek-
“Not yet." Maynard's face fell; he |¢rbocker stock.” FPalmer tilted back
had jumped to the conclusion (r.,m‘ln his chetr., *“Her daughter Is like
Palmer's manner that he had news of her in looks as well as In disposition;
{mportance, “The Potomac Taxl Com.|she also has a will of her own,” he
pany reported Sam was engaged to |®ighed, then spoke carefully, choosing
motor a party out to Camp Meade;  his words. “I hope to marry her.'”
they are expected back this evening.” Maynard looked at him. but his
Palmer drummed his fingers on the | grave manner precluded jesting, Arter
desk a second, then askid abruptly: |all there was not so much difference
“Did you tell Mrs. Burnham about the | in Evelyn's and Palmer's ages as to

KNOWLEDGE

Youth knows it all. Life's problems are
8o plain to him he smiles to see
His elders wander off so far
From truth and simple verity.
Religion, sclence, business, art—
To think them deep is Age's whim,
Youth simply takes the things apart—
They're simple processes to him.

And then the scissors of the years
Clip off his knowledge bit by bit,
His confidence is turned to tears,
And all awry his pretty wit.
Ah, do not think men wiser grow
With added years! The years appalll
There's nothing left for Age to know!
Youth has it all! Youth knows it all!
GRIFF ALEXANDER.

| the

architect, “An unjust will," he
said gravely. "It is unfair to Evelyn,
very; she has elther to marry to
please her mother, or select a wealthy
man;* or ¢ paused,
“Or what
"Choose 'ove in a cotlage."

Palmer shrugged his shoulders. “To
a girl brought up to expect every
luxury and never count the cost, love
in a cottage hasn't a great appeal—
except In the movies. I know I shan't
have an énsy time winning Evelyn,"
he admitted in a sudden burst of
candor. “She {s very popular, but In
the end,” his jaw snapped, “Americans
should marry Americane.”

Maynard's eyvebrows rose slightly:
s0 Palmer was aware of Rene La
Montagne's courtship of Bvelyn! Had
he gained that Information the night
before or was the affalr common
gossip?

“Heard anything further about the
mysterlous dead man?y he inquired.

Palmer looked glum., *“Not a thing,"
he admitted. "I calied up Coroner
Penfleil today at Burnham's request
to ask when the Inquest would take
place, and was told that a preliminary
examination had been held, the body
put in a recelving vault, and upon
further developments the inquest will
be continued."

Maynard whistled, "The delay is -
usual; they must be walting for wit-
nesses.”

“Or to identify the dead man."

“Have they made any progress in
solving that problem?"

“The coroner did not say.”

“Strange that & man can drop out
of existence and not be missed or In-
quired about,” mused Maynard. "“The
dead man must have had some friends
or relatives.”

“Perhaps they are not in this coun-
try.”

“They can always cable.”

Palmer tilted still farther back In
his chalr. “Has it occurred to you
that the dead man's friends or rela-
.ves may reside In Germany?™

“Do you mean that the dead man

e

was & Qerman spy 7'

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

.delighted to find 1 got rellef, ne 1 had

snld: “Fardon me, but {f you could
wait just n moment 1 will attend to
you, Yes?' Hob bowed and sat down
ugaln.  Soon after the patlent wias gone
and Bob was escorted to the chalr—
verily he thought he would be myr-
dered now, and he knew, oh, yes, he f#lt
sure If ever she touched that tooth he
would howl; but very =oon his head
wan lald very gently back on the chalr
and the same sweet, even velce was
agaln saving: “"What tooth seems to
bother vou, please? Then—thiz one, In
it not?™ as she touched the tooth In
question.  Before Bob knew It she had
prepared something, whntever It was
he couldn't tell, nnd she was plugging
away at the tooth, very, very gently,
and goon Bob felt the greatest relier in
his life—oh, the feeling was wonderful.
“That feel hetter—yes?’ “Say, iU's won-
derful,” Bob declared, “Sis will be very
glad; but I beg yvour p don, 1 am
rambling nn ahout someth vou Kknow
nothing of s

“But If you tell me T might enjoy it
too.” sald’ Doctor Howard, otherwise
Helen Howard, with a  migchievous
twinkle in her eye. fomehow or other
thiz patlent Interested her. He had
been 0 anxious to leave her at firat
and he had appeared =0 sullen ; now
hig frce wans the I-ictur.- of happinesa.

“Well, you gee, It'g just this way—er—
er—dootor——="
“] know it must seem hard to connect
me with being a doctor, but neverthe-
less, let’s forget it and call me Misy

ownrd."
H Now, really, thought Bob, here was
a wonderful Httle girl A sweet sympa-
thetle Mttle lady with & great deal of
patlence—yes, he really Ii_llwrl this little
girl, of that he was sure,

“THE BOY TRAMP”

DREAMLANDADVENTURES--ByDaddy

.
b

(In this story Pegpy and Billy get
mized up in an exciting detective ad-
venture.)

+ ON A HIKE

EGGY ndd Billy were on n hike

nrlong the river. 'They had taken
their Junch along and were having the
happlest kind of a time. The day was
beautiful with the sun shining, the birds
einging, and & gentle breeze ruMing the
surface of the water. All natdre seemed
Joyoug and at play,

Peggy and Billy chatted with the birds,
pleked fowers, chased butterfiles, and
set ships made of chips salling away on
the river. .

“Fun, fun, nothing but fun!"
Pegry glectully,

“Iun, run, you'd better run!" an.
swered BHull Frog from the rushes along
the water's edge.

Peggy stopped her singing in a hurry
and turned to Billy.

“What do you think Bull Frog meant
by that?' she nasked.

“] guess he's a poel, and has to show
it,” rhymed Billy with a laugh.

“Bun, sun, shine, gentle sun”
Fegry.

“Shun, shun, dark thickels
cronked Bull Frog from the
Agnin Peggy stopped singing,

“That sounds llke a wurning,” she
anid, “And I see a dark thicket ahend
of us"

“Yes," answered Blly, “but 1 don't
see any reason for shunning it. What
danger can there be In such a peaceful
spot?  I'm going to explore It

“Giun, gun; have you a gun?' croaked
Bull Frog. as Billy started forward.

BANE

shun!"
rushes.

Billy stopped hesitatingly.

“Run, run, you'd better run!™ an-
swered Bull Frog from the rushes
along the water's edge
“1'll bat

to sonre us'" he muttered.

that old frog Is just Lrying

“Well, we will fool him. We are not

‘traid cats Billy took nnother step to-
ward the thicket when a call from be-
hind halted him agaln.
“Woof ! Woof ! Walt!
1t was Johnny Bull, the dog friend of
Peggy and Billy.
“Woof! Walit!
you!" he barked.
“What is there to guard us agalnat?”
asked Peggy anxiously, Johnny Buil
ralsed his nose and sniffed the alr,
“Tramps " he growled, Then he ven-
tured a few steps toward the thicket
and sniffed the alr agaln, "“A whoie
bunch of tramps!" he added,
“0.oh, and we were golng to run right
Into them!" exclalmed Peggy.

Wait!"

I'm coming te guard

“Shun! Run! Go get a gun!” cronksd
Bull Frog. Johnny Bull was atill snif-
fing the air. .

“l think Tl take & look at ‘em*
growled Johnny Bull, “They smell to
me llke n bad lot’ So Johnny Bull
dived into the thicket and was soon lost
to might.

“Maybe we had better get out of here
before the tramps see us,” suggested '
Pegry.

“You go back,” sald Billy. *“1'll walt
to mes avhat Johnny Bull finda” But
befote Peggy could stir the bushes sud-
denly parted beside them and n raggedy
figure appeared. The raggedy fgure
carried 1y club, and with this he almed
i blow at Billy's hend, As Billy dodged
the raggedy flgure grabbed the box In
which Billy was ecarrying thelr plenle
lunch.

“Ha, ha, ha!" laughed the ragged’
figure. “Here's where I have a fine
dinner,” and lhe dodged back Into the
bushes agaln,

But he dodged stralght into trouble.
Thera was n low growl, and then tha
raggedy figure flew out of the bushes
with Johnny Bull at his heels,

“Woof! Wonf Lunch! TLunch! I'll
have n bite mysell," snarled Johnny Bull
pnapping at the raggedy figure's coat
talle. A low hanging tree was closa at
hand and the raggedly fAgure didn't
waste any time making for it. He
grabbed the lower brafiches and drew
himegelt up. Johnny Bull leaped and
eaught him firmly by the seat of his, ¥
trousers.

(Tomarrow will be told how the rag-

gedy fpure gives Peggy and mMily &
surprise.)
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BRUNO DUKE, Solver of Business Problems

I By HAROLD WHITEHEAD, Author of “The Business Career of Peter Flint,” ete.

o —

THE PROBLEM OF THE PROFIT.

SHARING PLAN

HE two brothers sat with their
T hands sprend over,thelr knees and
looked wvery uncomfortable, but they
wera g0 interested In Bruno Duke's ques-
tions about thelr business that they were
forgetful of everything else.

“Has your stock of merchandlse in-
croased since the Inventory which was
taken at the beginning of the last trad-
ing period?”

Charles looked at James and sald:

“You know more about that than I
do."

“All right, Charles. 1t's perhaps n
little difficult to explain, for our atock I8
less but the wvalue I8 more. You see,
Mr. Duke, the war kad caused prices to
advance very much so that—that—" he
fioundered for an expression,

#1 ynderstand” Duke Interpoged, “Now
tell me., have you taken stock at in-
volee prices or at market prices?"”

“That's where Charles and I differ,”
exp‘nfm.-ul James, “He sald we ought to
take stock at invoice prics, but T amltl.l
we ought 1o take it at the present-day
Mr, Duke, If prices

price. You see,

“Well.,” began Dob aguin, “Sls will be

promised to drive her and some more
friends down to see the game at Hem-
ingwav., It seems the ecollege adjoining |
Slu's (r to play ‘Dunns,’ r college fifteen
miles distant, and her heart ls set on
going, and it's quite n drive, so she'll
not he disappointed after all—you are @
wonler—er—er—I1 beg your pardon,’

“Nat ut all, Mr. Gordon.”

“You know me?" .

“Why, 1 happen to know Flosa very
well, and we were just talking .only
the other day about The game, nnd she
was really enthusiastie about It, and 1
am mighty glad she can go now,'" wWirm-,
Iy declared Helen, “and Floss did tell me
of you when you were In the service
She used to be =0 happy when she would |
recelve a letter from you, and now, .\Ir.l
Gordon, forgive me, as I, too, have ram-
bled on.”

*“Why, this Is wonderful, Miss How-
ard, to think Floss knows you—and you
know moe now—why, we can be good
frlends, can we not?

“Why yes,” smiled Helen, "but you|
will have to excuse me, as I am going |
home for lunch now," at the same time
reaching for her hat and coat.

“Oh, 1 gay, Mivs l-lowuﬂ‘l," asked Bob,
“gouldn’t 1 drive you home? You ought
to allow me to really, as I have de-
talned you here talking."

“It has been a pleasure, Mr, Howard,
and as 1 live close by your plare, I
will take advantage of your kind offer,” |

Some time later when the glrls would
ask Florence where Bob was Keeping
fimuelf, ete, she laughingly responded:
“Well, T might just ane well tell you,|

| Bobh and our dear Helen are engaged,

and 1 am the happiest Hitle glrl in all
the world, and 1 guess Hob s, lnn_|
for all he can do is to grab me and kiss |
me  every morning At breéakfast and
declare | wans the dearest sister ever to
send him  to Helen, and, by the way,
girls, It came on me all of a sudden|
when he thought of refusing to drive |
us to the gume to have him go to
Helen, nnd that she would put him in|
good humor and help him out, and ||
worked great, a8 you all know what a
darling she ls, and Helen told me after.
ward that Hob was about the most
wonderful boy she ever met, so, girls,
it'® no use, Bob is too busy with Helen
to _be bothéred with us any longer."

The same nignt Bob and Helen were
out riding und it was a wonderful night,
too, and Hob would declare over and over
ngnin, “you are the dearest, the best

tie doctor In all this world, but you'll
have to stuy with meynow and be my
nluru:- in the future and little doctor
also.”

Helen ralsed the shining gem on the
finger to her lips, and Bob was entirely
catlafied,

| declined we'd take the loss right away—

so If prices advance we'd be justified In
talting the profit right away, fgn't that
so T .

“1f you could take the profit right
advny, ves, But it ls only a notential
profit and not a renl one till the goods
are #o0ld tnd paid for and all the ex-
penses Involved In the sale are paid.”

There,” Charleg exclalmed triumph-
antly, *I knew you were Wrong, James,
we ought to take stock at the lowest
figure whichever it may be, either In-
volce price or market price. You see,
I'm right, for Mr. Duke agrees with me."

“jiold on a minute, Duke laughed.
“Please don't commit me to something
I never sald, Tell me what you really
dia? !

“gplit it 50-50," James admitled. "W
ought to have shown a profit on stock
of $22,000, so we oalled it $11,000 from
the present profit figure of $28,000, which
leaves n real, actual—not a potentinl,
Mr. James—profit of $17,000,

vFor statlstical purposes it's desirable
to divide profit Into two parts—profit
from buying and profit from selling.
Profit or loss from buying Is that dif-
ference in stock values which occurs be-
tween the buying and the gelling of the
goods, This figure Is an Index of the
buyer's skill. The trading profit tells
clearly of the salesman's ekill."

The two brothera looked puzzled, so0
Duke added:

“1f gtock hos to suffer u heavy mark-
down It should be consldered as an
error In buying and should mnot be
blamed to the salesmen, Any joss on
price should be debited to the buying
organization, and the selling profits
should be based on the profit made by
the salesmen on the market price. Thua
you can ses whether the buying or sell-

ing end of your organization fa weak,
If the price wvarlants on stock are

an

F+ 1)

The next completa
Mothers Relgn,

novelette—While

charged to buying profits, and that
amount be taken from the business net

the effi-

profits vou at ence sce whit
clency of your organization iw'

Then the lght downed, for the broth.
era looked at ench other and laughed,

“James,” eald Charles, “we don’t
know nll there ls to know about busi-
ness finanees."

“Charles,” chuckled James, “you and
I ought to go to school agnin—and here
we've been golng along all these years
—making money, too—without a real
fden of the economlcs of business. 1
guers we succeeded because the other
fellows know as litle as we do."

Duke was frankly pleased at their
apprecliation of his knowledge, T must
admit that Duke {8 very open to recelve
pralee of hig work.

“Well, gentlemen,"” he said, “I must
congratulate you on helng able to show
a profit at all, Many people who con-
gult me are actually loging money with.
out realizing it. They plle up moare anid
more stock and bolleve that *shows a
healthy growth, whereas it generally
shows' that =low moving or dead stock
I8 belng accumulated, and money locked
up in dend stock is word than ueeless.

“Now, tell me. please, when you
gtarted your profit-sharing plan, how
long It ran and why You abandoned
iy

TODAY'S BURSINESSE QUESTION

What ia a “tickler™?

Answer will appear tomorrow.
ANBWER TO SATURDAY'S BUSI-
NESS QUESTION
A “acal” {a a device which makes

an {impreasion on wax or paper,

In thia space Mr. Whitchond whl an-
swer  readers® business questions on

buying, selling, advertising and empioy-
ment,

Business Questions Answered

A few words of wdvice covering my cafe
below wiil certainly be appreciated,

I am a young man possessing aquite n
lttle talent In the wmer lne and wm, in
Pact nt present taking «p o practiesl courss
in_commercinl art.

However, I am deslroun of securing somo
mort of position or even a chance of sub-
mitting succeenfully a kit of eartooning or
comie llustrating with or to one or more
of our dally papers.

I have had no practien] exporfonee In thin
Hne with newopupers, but have done some
I'lltlf good work for school publications,

belleve however, thas my executlion and
Idens will eome up to standard if T can get
& chance

Therefore, |t you can tell me just how T
can_ g0 about obtaining soch a connection
am [ desire you will b= oollging very much
indeod J. W, F

1 wonder why It ls so many peopla
think that & newspaper has to be ap-
proached through some speclal channel,
or pull?

Just inke samples of your work and
eall personally on the city editora of
the papers, %f they need some one find
your work has the right merit they'll
be glnd to get you,

It i, however, & rather crowded field
and a man has to be above the average
to hold a place on a big dally.* You
could perhaps get work with some ad-
vertising ngency ; they use artists in pre-
paring advertlaements. The trade jour-
nal flield is #lso one worth trying to get
in. Wall paper houses also need de-
slgners. Business houses who adver-
tise largely also use artlsts in pen or
pencil,

Selling your eervices Is llke selling
anything else. You must call on the
people who need the particulur kind of
service you gell and keep nt it until you
find & customer.

I am at present m wivdent in Stuyvesant
High School, and I am completing the second
year of my course. I am sixteen years of
age and born of American parents in New

York.

In the high wl\'m‘! which 1 attend thore are
two sesslone,  I'am in the early sesslon,
and 1 leave the mohool at 1 o'clock, T am
desirous of obtulning u position after school
hours, you know of anybody that re-
quires o i-oun. fellow? Do you think 1 could
ket n ponition on a farm during the summer
vacatlon?

1 recently heard & good business eplgram,

Cnp)rrr'ht. 1019, by The Tribune

Mchoals to bis pupa fakes,

Conenlt may puff a fellow, but it will never
prop.him.** I am pasting your mtory In &
sernpbook, and I expect it to be n grent hslp
to ma In later [ife. M. N, M.

I am gind Bruno is so helpful to yoil,

That's a good litle eplgram you sent,
50 [ am leaving It in your letter,

I atrongly urge vou, and Indeed
vigoroun, red-blooded American,
Into farm work, if possible,
to Dr. David Snedden,
vergity, New York olty.
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I have n pster who o
" ocN
tmen, and she hus been advised
couree In n eorres
subject.  She has
whether the
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writin (T3
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vodence school on :?m?
naked me to find out
s wan o bonafde sehool
elleve n grent many of msuc
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M thut perhune you knew Inn:n‘nln!rle:;”:gmtﬂ

them, If mn, I woul

. 3 d apprecinge

;I\:ull-! Iunnurc-r this letter, n‘llhnrllll:rrngx
¥ eolumn or using the Inclosed envelope,

I_do not Know thi (it

: v anything abo
¥chdol to which you pefer® xh a%;rit:
that you communicate with the super«
Intendent of the state Hoard of Fdueca-

tion, He can glve y rma-
tion that you '\'\'ish.} st ths Lty

—

We are aulte Interested |
n n_ you -
rr:'rinl. We have tried all l(lnl!.r otr I?:)Pl"lto
ket M malesman, but do not seem to have

mu‘:’-.h l:ll{f'l.'M.

# have plenty of mater]

and wre In o pokltion 1o E"R‘Im:lr:lﬁ:nﬁlblhl

vompetitive hanin. . Wa haye nd\'artru

'rhn;‘_ﬂ-lllybnnm‘ru, Sundiy wnd trade papers,

R4 have @ goad propouition to make to the

wrth mang that ds. wae will go Afty-fAfty
him.  Can you give uw any olnters na

to how we cun cuteh thia rvlk\w‘.'p
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business colloges
; Tllmra- nre 4 nume
natitutions te
Enlesmanship.  Get ‘l!?, tounh wiihm:?lr::
Institut'ons, They uld probably sug-
Besl one or two good llve wires from
among thelr students. As there nre n
lat of salesmen reading this story, It
might pay vou to run an advertisement
ndjoining this feature.

OF course, as good suleSmen are
gearce, ‘L Is necessary to have a good
proposition, which 1 presume you have,
It is often a goed plan to get a young |
man, give him a small salary and com=
mission and train him your own way,

Have you tried the
and night schools?
ber of industrial

The Empty Cottage

The Initial fault was mine, I know ¥
ought not to have written poetry. Still
I sublnit that the writing of poetry Is
more of an amiable weakness than a
criminal offense. But T waa tempted In
this’ way: I noticed that the Balmoral
Magasine always used half a page of
verse each month, Now half a page
ran to just thirty-six lines. It ocourred
to me that poems of this length would
be excecdingly welcome to the editor,
Most poets are unbusinesslike, and write
eéples or eplgrams. Few, 1 estimated,
would have the keen business sense to
send just what the aditor needed.

I turned to my typewriter and
knocked off thirty-six lines about an

| empty cottage—owner gone to the wae |

—flowers and fruit growing wild—lush &
grass In the paddock—Ileaky water butg
—and all that sort of thing, Vividly *
realletic, you know~—like an auctipnee
deseription with the adjectives reversed .
@& bit. Carefully marking It, “Len
thirty-six lines,” I sent it to the editor,

As 1 thought, he was weary of hacks
ing chunks out of immortal verse and
imploring laureates to write ten lines
more. He jumped at my business propo=
sition of thirty-six Tines. |

The verses were published and filled * =
in beautifully a gap at the end of the
“Ciolden Buttercup: An Intense Romante
of the French Itevolution."

I thought I had finlshed with the
beustly thing.

A week Inter 1 found out my mistake.
An angry postman came up to my
door, deposited o huge bundle of letters

and retired growling.

They were all addressed to me, oare
of the editor. VX
For one brief moment T thought I
must by amccident have written real
poetry. g
1 tore open the first letter. It ran:
“Dear Sir—I ghould like to know
where the empty cottage so vividly and
beautifully described by you s situnted.
Will you please say (&) rent, (b) arem
of paddock, (c) If'on gravel soll ; am
Anxious to take up goat-rearing and ' bees
[keeping. Stumped direoted envelope In-
closed for your rep'y, which will muel
oblige. " i 3

They were all the same oxcept th}
some Mcloxed stamped telegram fore
and others intended to keep hans or p
One eareful man, anxious to mnlke
best of hoth worlds, inguired If th
wereg a church and a publie house in
Immediate vielnity, One Indy dwelt
tirely on the merits of my poem.
serpent only orept out in her postscrips
when she sald: "P, 8.—Could you kin
Iy give mo the address of the pty
cottage. 1 should love to live in &
abode that has been idenlized by so trig
n poet.” o

1 replied to all who Inclosed po
for réply that the cattage in que
was situated on the side of Mount
con, and was a mere product of &
fancy. Half of them sent abunive
!lrnln:;:tllrn and forgot to pay
nge on .

1 ha ;
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