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“wpon the floor nlone.

“ITHE WORLD FOR SALE

By SIR GILBERT PARKER

Anthor of ““The Beats of the Mighty,"

“The Moncy Master,”” oto.

(Cepurioht, 1814, by Harper 4 Bron)
THIS STARTS THE STORY
Fleda Druse, daughter of Gabriel

Druss, of grpey blood, shoots in n

eanos the Carillon ruprios on the Sag-

alae river, where it flows between the
towns of Maniton and Lebanon, in
the Canadian Northwest. Sho ia res-
cued from the whiripools below hy

Max Ingolby, a manager of great

{nterests, who has comes to Lebanon

to units the two towns and make

them the center of eommerca in the
western north, On the shore she is

{nsulted by Felix Marchand, n power

fal but disreputaoie ehnracter of

Manitou. Ingolby attacks Marcannd,

who vows revenge. Tlean i~ clafmed

by one Jethra Fawe ns his wifr,
nnder a gypey cumoem which united
them in marringe when they were

ehildren. Fleda rejects him illil‘ n

Joalous quarrel ensues between Fawe

and Ingolby. Marchand stics up »

forid batween the two towns in order
to foll Ingolhy’'s ambitiona Hin

jects are to ha wreched nnd he,
himself, thrown inte the river .!-.
golby, In disgnise, mingles one night

with hisn snemies In Maniton ‘| e

reveals his deception nnd Tngnlhy fs

rendered blind by a blow on the h---n‘!.

Fleda determines to stand by him.

A strange wnoman Aralielln _‘-‘—lr..uo_

appears and tells Lgr sfory ta Fleda.

AND HIERE IT CONTINTUESR
CCPEFORE a month was gons 1 hind

married him,** the low, 1 i

went on, ‘It was A EAY wadiling n:ll-\
my father was happy, for he
thought T had got the desire of o ‘
ag's life—n hoame of her own For A
time all went well. Dennls wns gay
and eareless and willful, hut he wus o=y
ta Nlve with, ton, exeept when he ram

tack from the town where he sald
horses. Then ha wna diferent, hocanse
of the drink, and he wis quarrs
with me—nnd eruel, too.

“At last when he came hiome. ¥
the drink upon him, he 1\'-\‘_!_-.1 -\.‘.TI,
the floor and not herlde me i." )
npon mr heart. I (hought that if
ecould only put m¥ hand on hiz sho
and whisper in his ear, he w
better of his bad feeling: bt ! !
sulky. and he would not hear with me
Though 1 never loved him nv 1
my Bor, still 1 trind tn be A g
te him, and never turnad e
any other mnn.”’

Suddenly she stapprd ns
pain of spenking wn= tnn great
Bulteel murmured something.
only word that reached the e
the others was the Arabie ward man
Her pale face wWAS = 1Wiysed  ns
sald it

Two or three times

ed to =peak ngnin, d
r: last, hinwever, she .;\'om-g_“.

otlon and maid: “'So il
:'ll:sleu' Fellx Marchand eame up from
the Sagalac.'

The old man started
harshly. but Fleda had for
trance of the dizsnluts 'F'rnn.ﬂ-mnnl
the tale, and gave no sign -'-IF rise.

tyf*slen’ Marchand hought | I s

; i “Omne dny

sad volee trailed on. "¢
::::lght the mining rlnime Dennis  had
been holding 111 he eould develop I|:I..----,|
or eell them for good money. When
Dennls went to town agaln He '
me back a present of o helt with wilver

i 1 iight he slont
: but yet ngain that night he
ok 2 o &a It went on. M

to the monntains

vory

home with

thangh the
Mapdnme
bt the

the woninn
kit eonld noet.

was when

and muttered
esren the en
into

Marchand, he goes on
and comes back: and he bixs
horses. and Dennis takes them fo T:tv'z‘-'
and M. Mnarehand goes with him. but
eomes hack hefors Dennis lnes §]
was then M'sien’ begun to tnlk tn me;
to say things that anothe A
when she Is hurt, T knew now Trnnis
dld not want me ne when he first mar-
ried me. He was that kiod of man—
quick tp eare and auicker to forget. l‘h-
was weak, he roirld not fasten where he
atood. Tt please! him ta he gax ani
triendly with me swhen he wns anbor,
but thers was nothing hehind it noth

ing, nothing at all. At last 1 began
to ery when 1 thonght of 1t, for it went
on and on, and T was toa much nlone
T looked at myself in the glnss, nn-?l'!
aaw 1 was not ol or lean. 1 wapg in
the trees heslde the hrook, and my voice
war even a little hetter than
days when Dennls first came to mr
father's houss. T looked to my conk-
tng, and 1 knew that it was as good as
ever. I thonglit of my clothes, and
how 1 did my hair, and nsked mrn-}f
{f T was ns fresh to see ng when Dennis
first came to me.

“T comld see no differance.  There
was & clear pool nat,far away under
the little hills where the aprings came
together. 1 nsed to bathe In it svery
morning and dey myeelf In the sun, and
my body was like a child's. That Lel
no‘, should my own man turn his head
away from me dar or night?  What
tiad T done to he used so, less than twn
years after T had mavried!"

8he pansed and hung her head, weep-
Ing gently,

YShame stings n woman ke nothing
else.’’ Madame Bulteel said with a =igh

YTt was g0 nith me,"" cantlnned Den
pls's wife, “Then st last the thought
rame that thers was another womnn
And all the time M. Marchand kept

mnre

coming and going. at first when Ihmni--i

was there, and always with some goml
reason for ecoming — horees, onttle
shooting or fur< bought of the Indians
When Dennis war not there he ecame
at first for nn hour or twa, as if by
chance, then for a whole day, becanse

L RS

her

|
henught |

fiyaway, who was for any man that |asked.

wonld ecome her wav., Yos, 1 think 1 ““I'here conld only be one thing to say.
was mad. The pride in me was hurt— | T told him 1 had never thought of mak-
as only n woman can understand.” ling my home in n sewer.'’

She paused and lonked the two A grim smile broke over the
women who  listened Fleda's |man's face. and ha sat down ngain,
exen were on the the “Heconuse T saw him  with you 1
window of the room, wanted to warn you,"' the woman con-
tinued, “Yesterdny, T came to warn
‘!.im of his danger, nnd he laughed nl|
mie,  From Madame Thibadeay 1 honrd
he had said he would make you sing
hig wong When 1 eame to tell yon,
[thers he was with you, Dut when he
left you I was sure there was no need |
to apenk, Still T felt T must tell yon—
perhaps  beeans=e  youn  are  rich rln-T'
strong, and will stop him from doing
mors harm,'*

“Mow do won know we are rich?"
asked Dense in a rough tone. |

STt iw owhat the world says,"" was the
roply.  *“Ts there harm in that? In any|
ense {t was right to tell you all:
thnt one who hnd herded with a woman
like me should not be friendss with
you."

“T hnave seen worge women than)
Lyon” murmnred the old man. |
“IWhat danger did vyou eome to warn

Marehand abont?" asked Fleda.
o his Hfe*' answered the womnn. !
i son want to save his life?"|
nekad the ald mnn. 4

AL, s it ot alwars g0 intervened
Madame Baulteal in n low, msad volee.
“T'o he wroneed like that does not make
n womnn just’

1 am just,”” answered the woman,
""He dogorves to die, but T want to save
the mnn that will kill him when they
mest, "’

Wha will ki1 him?"" asked Fleda.

“Trnnis—he  will kill Marchand if

nt olil

to her,
waorld II!'I\l!IIrI

“RBurely we understand,'’
adame Dnltes] '
The womnn's ecournge returned nml
she continued : T eonld not go th my
fnther, he was riding the river
scores of miles awny., 1 waxk terribiy
alone. Tt was then that M'sieu’ Mnreh-
nnd, who had bribed the womnn to drnw
Dennls awny, begeod me (o g0 awny
with him. He swore should movrey
him ns s=oom as d be free of
Dennis, 1 seareel ©owhnt T said
or thought: hut the place 1 hod loved
was hatefnl to e, so T went awnay
with him," :
A
from tha

whispered

for

eharp, patosd esxelomation ]
lHpe of Muadame Rulteel, but
presontly she reached out and inid a
linnd Ile woman's arm, el
conrae you went with him,"" she sald
"You ecould not stay whera vou were
and fave the return of Dennis.  There
il te k fnid the man
that temmpted you snid he adored sou?"

bhroke

upon

wne no ol Fep Yo, M.

The woman fooked gratefnlly at her.
“That was whnt Le wnid,”" zhe an-
Hweried, “He spld 4ie tired of
P rides noed that he wanted n home
was o big honse in Mon-

wna
ng,

anil thers
trenl. 't

Bliv stopped sudidenly
stiothors|l waord from Fleda's lips A
hig in Montreal! first |
wig to brenk in vpon the wom-
. and tell her father what had !
st pow outside thelr pwn
bt she wnited

upen AN ngrey, |
linn=e Flodn'a
implse
ni's Ntars
happened
he can.*
£ N The ald man v
FHRLIDE | puzzled, gloamy interest, ““Why? Den-
! nis left von for another. You say he
hnd grown eold., Was that net W]mfl
wanted-——that  won  should lenve|
him?" |
The womnn looked at him with tear- |
ful exes. ““If T had known Dennia bet- |
N At ‘not see thon ch abi e ] o7 1 should have waited. What he|
o fflevaibaittiatly | did s of the moment only, A man
e l‘\\'un :I:“":'ﬂ L was o :"'_‘l' and | may fall and rise ngnin, but it is not so
s "".": .:r,-.‘_ I'_'""’ """"'l‘ When _I with a womnn,  Rhe thinks and thinks |
" : ]‘_ s EannRhere WASgnon the sear that shows where she|
! "_"“r"l"'l'”_" T'PT“"'”‘ ue l_"_' | wounded herself, amd she never forgets, |
3 ._| Montren that was never and s hee 1ie bevomes nnthiﬂx——nnth-'
v e, e was already o,

No one snw that Madame Bulteel held
herself righdly. and was g0 white that
the sunlight was gold beside her
Yot the strangest, saddest smile
plaxved ahent hor lips, and prﬂmntly,l
as the eves of the others fastencd on
the woman and did not leave her, she

regnined her u=anl eomposura,

banse ;
leaned forward with |

there was i hig honse

sl Fleda, her apes now
apon the swoman,
it shanld be mine, Tt that

To he' fyr away from
hedti seas more than all
not thinking of the man,
céarlng for him, T wns Hiving from my |
nme

he

wWae

1l man stretehed heavily to his
ned both hands oan the wable,
hod at the woimnn with glowering
tle ledda's hieaet seomed ta stop
ried ' prawlod  Gabriel

i in his vojes

Diruee,
e
rehiund had followed
1gh he were a single

Ity L] i g1
it Felix Ma

iehier n< thn

1
The womnn kept looking at Gabeiel
Dirgse.  “When Dennis found that 1
had gone, and koew why—for I left
word on a sheat of puper—he went mnd |

I knew wll like me, Trulling to the south to find|
e p t offored me the big house | M'sien” Marchand, he had an seccident
in Monteoal this morning,'' she said | nnd was Iaid up in 8 shack for weeks
on the Tanguishens river, and they

the old | could not move him., But at Inst a
ranchman wrote to me, and the letter|

thonght he swanted me tol founnd me on the very day 1 left M'sien’.
Flodn addisl seopnfulle When I got that letter hegging me to
did rou say?' Druse go to the Tunguisheue river to nurse

hint wns working in his
father euspected, he
-

| fven pudd eoldly |

mnlediction hroke from
man’s lips
vlr
marty him,
“Aml whnt

3 Al
Pennis, who loved me atill, my heart

sank., 1 said to myeelf T could not go,
and Dennis and T muost be apart always
to the end of time. Tiut then T thought
agnin.  He was i1, and his body was
ne broken as his mind. Well, since 1
conld do hix mind no good, 1 would try
to help hix hody. T eould do that much
for him. 8o I went, Put the letter
to ma had been long on the way, and
when T got to the Tanguishene river he
was nlmost well."

She paused and rocked her body to

min,

“He wanted me to go hack to him
then. Tle said he had never eared for
the woman at Yargo, and that what he
felt for mé now was different from
what it lind ever been. When he had
settled aeccounts we could go back to
the ranch and he at peace. 1 knew
what he meant by wsetiling feconnts,
and it frightened me. That is why 1
am here. 1 eame to warn the man,
Marchand, for if Dennis kills him, then
they will hang Dennis. Do you not see?
This {8 n ecountry of law, T saw that
Dennis had the madners in his brain,
and sa 1 left him again in the evening
of the day T found him, and came here;
it is= a long way.

“Yestorday, M'slen' Marchand Inngh -
od at me when T warned him, He =aid
he conld take eare of himself. Tat such
men ns Dennis stop at nothing; there
will Lie killing, Jf M’=ien® atays here,"

“Yaon will go back to Dennis?"" asked
Fledn gently.

“Some other woman will make him
fappy when he forgets me”" was the

shoerless, gray reply.

The nlil man got up and, eoming over,
lnid o hand upon her shonlder,

CWhere did von think of going from
here®™' he asked.

“Anywhere—1 don't know,
reply.

“Ta thers no work here for her?'" he
nsked. turning to Madame Bulteel,

“Yeos, plenty,'" was the reply.

“And room also?" he asked agnin.

“YWas ever n tent too full, when the
lost travelor stumbled into eamp in the
ol duys?"" rejoined Flodn,

The woman trembled to her feet, n
glad lonk in her eyes, ‘T aught ta go,
but T am tired and 1 will gladly stay,"”
sho said, and swayed ngninst the table,

Maodwmne Bulteel and Fleda put their
arms round her, stendying her.

“Thiv is not the way to oct,” said
Fleda with a tench of sharp reproof.
Hnd shie not her own trouble to faes?

The stricken woman drew hersell up
and looked Floda in the eyes. 1 will
find the right way, if 1 can,'" she said
\\'Illh LhLLL L

A lindf hour Inter, as the old man sat
alone in the room where he had brefk-
fasted, a rifle shot rapg out in the
disianes,

“The tronble heging,” he said, as he
rose and hustened into the hallway.

Anather shot rang out. He caught np
his wide, felt hat, renched for n great
walking stick in the corner and left the
liouse hnrriedly.

wns the

(CONTINTUED TOMORROW)

COMPLETE TOWN FOR SALE;:
ONCE HOUSED SHIP WORKERS

'Shipping Board Offers for Sale Small Maryland Community,
IWith 296 Residences, Power House, Paved Streets, Light-

A CARPET-SWEEPER WAR

75-Yeak-Old Husband and 40-Year-
Old Wife Have Lively Set-to

A earpet sweeper, a pan of water

and an oil lamp were the weapons used

during a quarrel between n seventy -five-

renr-old husband and a forty-year-old

wife, according to testimony at a hear-

wamnan |

in the|

ing Equipment and Cafeteria Building at St. Helena

Anyons wwant to huy a town? 1t's
|

| & regular town, with honses, sidewnlks,

cofeterin, n
"sversthing.

romplote

¢ the 1 nited

1 IC mergenes Floo
wintion, ha perfect iy good Tittle
| town, St, Helonn, in Baltimore county,
M., for saie. It i« a picturesque little
nf residences, cnfeterin

na ved streets

village 2014
Imilding,

[and well lighted

power nnse,

» Sparrows Polnt branch of
the Pennsslvanin Railroad, the westerly
frontnge of the peoperty heing within a
|f-‘w fert of the St. Helena station, and
|also is on the high speed electrie line
Ihu:\\'m n Daltimore and the RIIF Shore
tor It is ten minutes' ride from

Paint Shipyard of the

It is on 1l

al
| the . .
sthlehem Riipbuilding Corporntion,
Sealad hids. in accordance with terms
set forth In proposal forms, with sepa-
rata prices for either or both parcels,
| will be yreceived at the United States
hipping benrd, Emergeney Flest Cor-
poration, housing division, No. 140
North Broad street, this elty, and will
ba opened on Monday, Augu=t 4, at 11
a'elock in the morning. Bids must be
accampanled by certified chequa of bid-
der for & per cent of offered pries,
Pureel “A'* consists of approximately
fiftecn nnd a half acres, exelusive of the
streeta and alless, In it are the 200
| houses, each bhaving four rooms and a
batkroom. The houses are two storiey
al artie, buile of stuevo on wetal loarh,
on eoncrete foundations and with slate
roofs, They are equipped with electrie
lights, mas. maple floors and stairs,
front porches, shodes and sereens,
The houses are arranged in thirty-six
groups, with rows of four, six, eight
| and ten houses to a group. Sevepty-

SPORrrows

he said he knew T was lonely., One
day 1 wan sitting by the pool—It wns
in the evening. 1 was erying becanse
of the thought that followed me of

DOROTHY DARNIT—Dorothy Talks Like an 0il Stock Promoter

— ing before Mngistrate Pennock today.

The hearing followed the arrest of
Oddie Stovall, of 41 East Rittenhouse
street, on an as=nult and battery charge

The two

twn end houses are sixteen feot eleven
inches wide, with lots averaging twenty-
six feet wide: fifty-four inside houses
nre sixtern fost nine inches wide, and brought by his wife, Emma.
are negrnrs,

The wife gald Stovall struck her with
to one hutdred and fifty feet, 0 carpet sweepor when ghe entered their
Three vacant lots are included in the| bedroom night, - Nhe was
tract. |carrying a pan of water at the time,

Streets of the town are paved “'m‘;slm said, and ndmitted that she had in-
conerete sidewalks, nnd honse walks| oo 0 throwivg it on her husband.

170 inside houses are fourteen feet nine
inches wide. Lots vary in depth from
ninety
Saturday

n-!-.n are of conerete, They :1:-» ntirac- | After lio'struck her, she asid ahe ploked
tive lnwns and shade trees, The streets | ’ pe
are lighted with 100-candle power in- | up the lamp, but he hit It with the
randescent lights, plnm-:; nt street in- !swoppm;. It broke and cut her hand.
tersections and intervening points. A groeall ssid he only protected him-
avnl’l‘l{.\!(;"tf gewer svstem hins  heen iu-|m_" “She is & good. wife around pay
stalled, 6 b g ld b i
Pare 55" consst of approsimaty| %, e o the mongitrate, ot ffer
s 000 sgquare feet, on whel have hoon — oir
bullt the eafeterin and power house. The maglstrate held .lhe man in $500 bail
| to keep the pence,
cafeterin building i one story, erected |
on conerete foundations, and has a foor |
area of about 36,000 square feet. The HUGUENOTS RECALLED
power house is built of brick, and is: _—
m}n!ppnd with two nim!,\--_hnr:n nower | Berlln Harks Back to Ald In 1685 In
high pressure bollers, with complete Plea for Clemency
!auxiliars. fl.lingu‘ Parls, Juls 22— (By A, P.)—A let.
RAIN MAY RUIN CONEY |ihe Trotestant "comdent Polncare by
| the Protestant community of Berlin
— asking “Democratie France to right its
Resort Proprietors Also Blame Pro-| Wrongs toward the Huguenots driven
hibitlon for Losses from France in 1085 by sparing their
N York. Tuls o7 s benefactors, the Hohenzollerns,' s
\'-:\rn;'nrl?r'\‘:ﬂ;lili-;r r-‘-n_r'r“-r:'il‘\-rli::':r:h:: published todry by the Temps in a
ir it does not stap raining woon, theg Berlin di!pll’:—‘h. This rl‘|‘l‘lt’8?inn. the
will be ruined.  Roven dnvs of waet- | letter GRYS, would be a way in which
ness—and  prohibition—have cost res- | France might “‘testify'" her gratitude
tnurants nnid mnngers of atteactions at| for the protection arcorded the 20,00
f“oney I<lund  alone  approximately | French Hugunenots who wore sheltered
U O, they estimated, and the Yoss | po 4ha alectorate of Brandenbure, '’
is wtill piling up authhouse owners -Tf a" ui .m-l'n nf thie lott kl'
reported that surf bathing haw heen 18 Bigners i er ask Presl-
aimast suspended because of the per-
sistent downpour,

nuest to all the Allies,

dent Poinecars to communicate the re-

DAILY NOVELETTE
CONQUERING JONAS

Ity Louise M. Addelson

RR. DROWN was very much pur-

turbed. The jar In the pantry,
which only yestorday had contained de-
| llelous blackberry fam, was disappoint-
Ingly empty. ®omehody was gullty, and
and the guilt pointed in one direction,
namely, Jonas, the hired man. Mr,
Brown ate only moderately of jam, and
that at table, Jonas ate wvery im-
moderately, at any time or place op-
| portunfty offored.  And sometimes he
| didn’t wait for opporrunity to offer it.

|and fro for a moment as though in e simply took it without an invita-

tion. Sines his arrival it had been
 found neecossary to put n lock on the
| Jam eloset. Not that the Browns were
!stingy, but Mrs, Brown's cooking was
the pride of the community, the eon-
rocting of the jums thoroughly hard
| work, and with sugar searce and ox-
pensive the finlshed article was a thing
to he prized and guarded, Tt Irked Mra,
Drown that a man should =0 far forget
himself as to gratify his stomach at the
expense of health and decency,

She mournfully stated the case to her
hushand when he came home to. din-
ner.

“The chonpness of Kim!  To  stenl
into the pantry at night and gorge him-
self with almost nn entire jar of my
hest binckberry preserve! He doesn't
turn on the light, either, or 1 would
hnve eaught him at it, Imngine enting
preserves in the dark after everybody
else tins gone to hed I'* -

Mr, Brown thoughtfully serntehed his
head, Tle wns sorry nabout the pre-
werves, but farm labor was hard to ob-
tnin and difficult to keep. Moreaver,
ita feellngs were sensitive mnd earily
outraged. It was a matter requiring
8 good deal of diplomacy,

“I'11 think it over during the after-
noon and see whiat ean be done,"

Mre, Brown sniffed contemptuonsly,
8he put very little faith in her hus-
band's promises,

Rut when the farm work was com-
pleted that evening and Jonas had gone
for & walk to the village ghe wax sur-
prised to find that her husband had
netunlly  formulated a plan, wseveral
points of which he refused to divulge
to his better half. He was so seere-
tive, in fact, that Mrs. DBrown was
Jumipy with curiosity before the even-
ing was half over. Ile made a mys-
terinns visit to the barn, emerglng
therefrom with something that closely
resembled o preserve jar, which he cire-
fully piaced in the pantry near the win-
dow which faced the maple tree out-
side.

S Now,"! eaid,
wife's questioning glunee, *“‘vou and I
are going to it on the beneh under the
miple tree, where we can get a good
glimpse of what is going on in the pan-
try, nnotil Jonas comes home:. He won't
be long now. We'll see him all right
from where we sit, but he won't bn
ible to see us, And I bet thers won't
be any more jam eaten in the dark.'”

Mrs, Brown dido’t know what it was
afl about, but she agreed anyliow,
Whatever was coming was 6 novelty,
and povelties were roare on the faru.
Ho they took their piaves wveneath the
maple gnd refreshed  {hemselves in
the conl hreeze of the evening, Jonis,
the Drowns' hired man, had passed a
pleasant couple of hours. Ile had been
to the village, taken a stroll with a
very pretty girl, who lad smiled at
him, and gracionsly allowed him to
treat bher to an ice cream sodn. And his
spirits were high. e whistled gayly
until he approached the farm house,
when he gradually ealmed the exuber-
nnee of his spirits, and quicted the thud
of his none too gentle footstops, 1le-
fore stepping on the verpnda lie took
the precaution to tnke off his shoes, He
did mot wish to awnken the Hrowns,
particularly as there might be a jar
of those unequaled ypreserves in the
pantry.  He groped his way m. Yes,
there it stoad, near the window,
“Glory ! sald Jonns, aml ngain lie
repeated  to  himself, “Glory ! e
looked around for a spoon and found it.
“Glory ! he eald again in & Joud
whisper. Ile dished out n grnerous
spoonful, and put it te nis mounth.
The next minute he spat it out with
n shuddering groan. The spoon fell
down, while Jonas felt of his stomnch
to see if it were there or had gone
on a short vacation. A dose of water
from the kitchen sink somewhat re-
vived him, but it was a faint and
naugeated Jonns, nevertheless, who, a
half hour later, made his weary and
cautious way upstairs to bed, while
outside Mrs. Brown looked accusingly
at her husband in the darx.

“*(eorge Brown, what did you put in
that jar? For all 1 know v

“Don't worry. The stuff he was
gloryiug ovef was merely the best brand
of axle grease.”

The next complete novelette—Sples
Blossoms,

ANOTHER LEGION POST

T

Twenty-elghth War Veterans WIll
Organlze Tonight
Another American Legion post will
he organlzed in the ity tonight, when
! veterans of the world war who live in
| the Twenty-eighth Ward. meet in the
Twenty-sixth and York streets station
| honse,
i The organization of the Twenty-
| elghth Ward Post is being directed by
| Aldelbert Hoegner. 2624 North Twenty-
eighth street, ond Bdwsrd A, Taunt,
{2222 North Colorndo street,

in answer to his|

THRONE”

‘DREAMLAND ADVENTURES-ByDa

“RACING FOR A

o

s
\’ -

{The birds decida they want o pres-
ident instead of a princesa to rula
Rirdland, Ail want to be president, so
Pepgy  muggesin a contest for the
honor,)

Billy Winks -
“WIIAT kind of a contest shall we
have?" eried Poges to the birds
when It was decipd to choose the new
ruler of Birdland in that fashion.

“A fiying race," twittered Homer
gnd Carrie Tigeon exeitedly, “Make it |
I“ flying race, because we are the awift-
est fliers In Birdland.**

“"Hee-haw! Make It n running ace, |
hecause T am the fastest runner in |
Birdland,” brayed Balky Sam.

“Cro-ak! Cro-ak! Make it a
swimming race, for I am the speediest
swimmer in Birdland," eronked (ien-
ernl Cronker,

Then there arose a  fresh hubhuh,
for every ereature In Birdland wanted
just the kind of a contest he could win
nr;d not the kind anybody else eould
win,

But Billy Belgium had a bright {dea.

“Ererybody is getting mixed up, =o
let's mnke it a mixed-up race," he
wuggested,  "'We'll have parc or it a
fising rnes—"'

“Chee! Chee! Fine! Fine!'' agreed
the hirds,

“Part of it
Billy went on.

“Hee-haw'! HRow-wow! TRan-ban!
Good! Good "' ngreed the animals,

“And part of it a swimming roce.*
Billy finished up.

“Cro-nk! Cro-ak!
Giroat! Girent 1"’
and Wild Duek.

“You are all willing, then?"" nsked
Billy. Now each flier, each rupuer
and each swimmer was thinking only
of his own part of the race and not

& running race—""

Quark! Quack!
agreed General Cronker

“pme afrald b can't"-=Peggy
started fo suy, when & wink from
Billy stopped her,

of the other parts, =0 he quickly hn-
swered ''Yes,'

“That's n bar;ll!}u" declared Billy.
“We will fiy one-third of the way, run
one-third of the way and swim one-
third of the way."

“HMa! Ha! That will be n annay
mixed-up race,’ lnughed Peggy. She
tittered when she, thought how Dalky
Bam would lnok fiying, and she giggled
when she thought how Carvie and
Homer DPigeon would look swimming:
and she chuckled when she thought
how Wild Duck would look running.
And when she tittered and giggled and
chuckled the birda and the animnls
thought the same funny things that
she did and they tittered and giggled
and echuckled with  her, The fAiers
didn't like the f§dea of running and
swimming, the runners didn't like the
iden of swimming and fiying and the
swimmers didn't like the idea of fiying
and running; hut they wealized that
Billy had shrewdly gotten them to agree

to a plan that wan fair te ot
well ns”to themselves, so they
ashamed to back out, B
“We will start at the top of
Pine hill," said Billy, “'From then
to the shore of the lake will be i
fiying one-third, across the lake w
be the swimming one-third, and rop
the shore of the lake to the old mil
will he the running ore-third.'" |
“Agreed! Agreed!" chorused
others, 1
““And because some can't fly,
some can't swim, and some can't
it will he fair to go any way you
nnd get any one or anything to
you, just so you go one-third by r
one-third by water, and one-third b
lund,”" ruled Billy.
YAgreed!  Agreed " qnickly
all the others, for all knew that they
wonld have to have help on some PR
of the trip and they were.ready to geal
any advantage they eould. =4
“Wa will meet at TLone Pine hill 5
an hour," sald Billy. ‘‘Everybod)
will have until then to get ready.”
“IWHl T be judge?"” nsked Peg;
“Hoo! Hoo! No! No! If I can’
win 1 want Princess—I mean
Pegey to win,"" hooted Judge Owl.
“So do I! 8o do I!" chorused
the other birds. )
“But how shall T fig?'" nsked P ’J
“Like the monkeys do in the tropieal
forests,’’ shricked King Bird, who wa
n great traveler. *‘They swing along
from tree to tree.'' !
“I'm afraid I ean’t—""' Peggy 3
to sy, when a wink from Billy stopped
her.. Evidently he bad some plan
his own for a race through the ale
and winn going to share it with her

(Tomorrow 1ill be told how Bolky
Sam plans a trick to win.)
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FAMINE IN CLEAN CLOTHING
ANOTHER WET ERA HORROR

Let the Wash Dry

“When will I ever get my washing
done?"*

“There's & whole tubful that ought
tn be hung out to dry, but just when I
start it begins to rain again®¥'’

**No, 'Lizbeth, you'll just have to
mitke that waist do for another day or
s—1 enn't wash with this rain. And
Henry, turn your cuffs inside out, if
they're showing the dirt,"

And folks wouldn't have to be talking
like this if Jupe Pluvius and St. Swith
hadn't leagued themselyes against mor-
tals who want to get their washing
done,

“The rain falls on the just and the
unjust, so the Seripture savs,"" re-
marked one washerwoman whose trade
hag been wretehedly lnterrupted by the
constant rainfall, “‘but I wish it would
fall a little harder on the unjust and
leave us poor workingwomen nlone,

“I've got two weeks' washing in my
back yard, all washed, but just waiting

Supplies of Fresh Linen Dwindle Because St. Swithin Won't

in the Back Yard

to be dried out, And Mrs. This and
Mrs. That says she needs her linen
right away, and please to hurry with
it, nnd my hushand is very angry be-
ennse he hasg to do this and that, Well,
I ean't help it! You enn't expect
clothes to dry out in a cloudburst,"”

Folks in Houth Jersey, where men
and women are =aid to mnke a change
of clothes three and four times a week,
nre wailing and gnashing their teeth in
a rage because they've missed their
usunl week-end wash, Folks in Penn-
sylvania state aren’t so hard put as
that,

A disphtell from Camden sbates that
many of the people of South Jersey
went to church on SBunday and prayed
for a dry spell.

Some of the housewives are using
guile to get their wash dried.  They
hang it up in the kitchen and in the
outside shedl, The waosh dries, aund the
family sneezes withal,

MAIDS CAUSE TROUBLE,
T0O, IN OLD NIPPON

Labor Difficulties in Japan.
Telephones Are Luxuries

a problem in |
Japan just as in this conntry, secord- |
ing to Mary €. Raker, Y. W. . A,
seerotary In Japan, hne written |
of her experiences to Miss Caroline
Jones, of the Hast Central Field, which |
has its headquarterg in the Witherspoon
Building. |

“When we find an old man to be!
janitor,”” Miss Baker writes, *'we have|
to terch him the simplest rudiments of
keeping the place clean. A new ecook
frequently means that the gecretary
who is serving as matron of a dormi-
tory, teaching classes and doilug just
a few other things must go into the
kitchen, cook the rice and wash the
dishes. America certainly isn't the
only place with n labor problem.

“One of our greatest struggles has
been to get a telephone, A few ‘ur-
gent phones’' are given out twles a
year, but it is necessary to bhe right
on the spot to get dne. Wa have hopes
of getting one of the fall allotment,
It we do not get in this sort of phone
we elther walt several years—already
we have waited two—or pay a fabulonus
price. As you see, telephones are still
a great luxury in Japan." '

One of the neerds in Yokohama, ne-
cording to Miss DBaker, is for a foreign
boarding home for women who are
waiting to sail. There are accommo-
dations for Japanese women waiting to
go to America, but many girls of other
nationalities are stopping there and de-
pending on the Y. W. . A, to fur-
nish them ecomfortable living quarters.
Russian and English girls have been
among recent guests.

Domestie zervies js

who

Capyright, 1010, by the Bell Byndleate, Ine

Y. W. C. A, Secretary Tells of

TONY'S SHINES LIKE
GREASED LIGHTNING

Market Street Ferry Bootblack
Uses Brushes With Swift
Syncopation

Do you know Tony Moreno?

Well, if you ever cross the ferries
ot Market steeet xon've had lim at
vour leels at one time or another with
s little shoeblack bex, lurivg you to
n shine,

YShioe, sir?  Shine?" he nsks, and
von kit down or stand up to a shine
becanse his appeal i=s 50 persunsive, Tt
the best part of the shine is not the
shine at nll, Tt's Tony himself,

Less than four feet high, long trou-
gers, & eap, & summer black weskit and
n round elean face, gives you a kind of
micture of Tony. And when he sinks
down ta the shoe and heging plying his
brushes nand eloths he's just greased
lightning. He never wastes a move-
ment, His work is like a poem in which
every word counts.

He shines and polishes with n swift
syncopation and in a wink of the eye
the job is done.

“"Ten rents,"" he says,
you!"" Then down the salon with his
entleing "*Shine, sir? 8Shine?™

"Reen doing this all my life,'" says
Tony.

“Tlow long Is your life, Tony?'"

“I'm fifteen yenrs old and T shine
shoe first when T am ten., Now, not
for myself, T work for a maun. Did
you sce me ripg up that ten cents?
Well, that is my cash register as well
as my shoeshine box.

“1 go to school when it is winter-
time., And mavbe, some time, 1 hire
boys with the shoeshine box myself."

Then ""Thank

Polk Salls for France
New York, July 22 —Frank 1. Polk,
under secretary of state, sailed yester-
day on the steamship lwperator for
France to take the place of Secretary
Lansing at the Peace Conference,

By Chas. M Mf u;;ls

another woman romewhere who made l

l |

Dennis turn from me. Then it was
!\l':i::' eame and put a hand om my i:-'.ELLO DOROTHY
M VERY Bu

shoulder—he came so quietly that T dil
not hear him till he tonched me, H:
pald he knew why [ cried, and it sad- |
dened his soul.”’ |
“His soul—the jnckal!"" growled the |
old man In lix beard. |
The woman nodded wearlly and went |
en. '‘For all of ten days I had been
alone, except for the cattlemen camp- |
a mile away and an old Tndlan
helper who slept in his tepes within
call. Loneliness makes you weak when
there’s somethlng tearing at the heart. |
Bo I let M'slen’ Marchand talk to me.
At last he told me that there was =
woman at Yargo—that Dennis did not
go there for business, but to her, Every
one knew it except me, he said. He
told me to axk old Throw Hard the |
Indian belper #f he had spoken the |
truth. 1 was ashamed and angry and |
erasy, tuo, I thiok; so I went to old |
Throw Hard and asked him. He said |
pot tell the truth, and that

So I knew it

{

FOR

WHAT ?
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FOR A POOR MAN
WILL YOou TANKE )
A CHANCE?

F

YES, IM SELLING
CHANCES FOR A
& | %

| Y 1
SUPPOSE | HOPE
You Do
-
-

an
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WELL WHAT
WILL | DO WITH

A POOR MAN?
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BRUNO DUKE |

Solver of Business Probhnll

By HAROLD WHITEHEAD
Copyright.

THE PROBLEM OF THE
SMUGGLED JEWELS
Introducing Susan Maltland

T WAS past 9 the next evenin

hefore Mamie put in an appear

I had gone home for the evening
1 found out what happened from Wi
(Duke's man) and from Bruno
himself,

Duke had disposed of all work
was curled up in his chair read
Linmb's Essnys nnd smoking his hoo
It had been one of those bluste
days and gusty winds had blown’
rain in vicions swirls in all direc
Duke and I had been out most of
day, w0 his rooms appeared extrn at
tractive to him. A log fire was burnls
in the open hearth and the room wal
in semidarkness, except for the brighfl
light of a red-shaded lamp by whicl
he read. |

His reading was fitful, for h
thoughts kept wandering to n e 1]
problem, and the heat and comfort
the room made him luxuriously drowsy

His reverie wys shattered by a sudd
hang, which eaused him to start, all his
faculties fully awake,

:flse bang was caused by the s
ming of the outer door of his-ap
ment, Then he heard Walter saying
“'But, my denr young woman, Me,
Duke really cannot see you tonight
Come tomorrow.''

“‘Sny, you stupid plece of cheese,
give me a pain. How the—never mind
my dede, T don't mean swear if T sa
it. Tow the—say, you know I'm of
the job all day and besides, Mr, Duk|
]k!mws I'm bringing this lady to
him,**

““Dear Mies Cleff, please don't disturh
vourself so about me, I'm really ne ‘
worth jt.'"

The next instunt there was & seures
of feet and a sharp rap at Duke'
living room door. He smiled slightls l
ns he said:

“Come in." |
Entered then, Mamie flushed, defland |

|

Duk

m4

and triumphant, her eyes flashing and
lier bosom heaving, She half drogged,
nlf led a slip of a girl about twenty+
two vears old into the room with hes
She was a pale-faced, slim girl with
dark brown hair and brown eyen

had a timid, inquiring look. Her monthll
wis small and delieately formed—Hhes
lips were scarlet—they seemed too so
let to be natural, until one remembe
the extreme pallor of her rather sunk:
cheeka, ;

She was dressed in worn clothes' !
were of an unusually good quality an
cut. Everything about her carrled ar
Rir niquulitybluid refinement, excep
er shoea, which were bad de
nt the heels, - Tl

“'This is Mr. Dike, my dear,"’
Mamie, and then turning to him,
went on: ““This is the young lady
wrate of, Mr. Dud®, Her name jg 8
Muitland,""

Walter hind entered the room wi
them and was in a state of exaspe
tion and worry at their forced
}mon'hia l}mu!ﬂ' {(who was also his he
n whom he felt n proprietar -

Duke disndused h{'m ﬂ-m. n :t;llill' d,
which sent him away contented,

““Our friend Miss Cleff,"" he addre
Susan Maitland, *“is a big-hearted
;-.'I;n wam; to help every one, If I ¢
ielp any friend ]
outb auy, nd of hers, of course, I

""Thank you, indeed T thank
I‘:ukp, but—T shouldn't have vo;::g‘
Cleff urged me and I—I'm po lonel;
and—and weak that T gayve wiy—h
I've no money, you goe— "

“Say, what did T tell yop?" M
vigorously said to her., “‘Didn't T te
¥ou I got n couple of hundred
anid——"" secing the look of oppo
on the girl's face. 'Oh, well, it"s or
ni i;-]l:n. l‘n;‘: know Mr. Duke'll get 3
sinthers of don k: won'

SsHes gh back; won't you,

He swiled und saig : oA

“Suppose T hear what it's all aboy -J

NO WHITE HOUSE WEDDIN

Miss Wilson Denies She Bhopn;' '

Her Trosseau F

Baltimore, July 22, —Miss Mar
Wilson, daughter of President We
row Wilson, motored frony Wash
yesterdoy morning to spend the
Baltimore shopping, Whien seen
of the downtown, shops she way |
riunded with marquisette tille gnd
of various hues suitable for evenis
-afternoon gowns,

Asked if she was prepari 5
other White, House wodrs_ii,n‘.n:h:"
ingly exclaimed; “ - g

“No, indeed: if you'd see. e
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