FRIDAY EVENING,

WOMEN’'S

INTERESTS

——

“THEIR MARRIED LIFE”

Cepyright by Internationnl News Service

“But I don't think you ought to go
down there to-day, Mrs. Curtiss?” re-
monstrated Mary.

“But this i{s the first chance I have
had to do something for the club,
Mary," and I promised. Yes, I really
must go.”

“It's so hot you'll be exhausted be-
fore you have been out ten minutes.
You know how you mind the heat,
ma'am."” Mary knew He?n pretty
well and was genuinely attached to
her. If Helen had not been so deter-
mined to get out and do somthing she
might have heeded Mary advice.

The heat did affect her terribly as

she expressed it, she felt like a wilted |

rag from the beginning of July until
the middle of September. But her de-
termination to do something in the
world had led her to take an active
part in the Current Events Club, and
this was the first opportunity that she

had had to call on a woman who need- |

ed advice.

Helen had dressed as cooly as possi-
ble. She wore a frilly blouse
white linen skirt with a plain little hat.
She wanted to be inconspicuous, but
she looked sweet and altogether smart,
much more so than she imagined. She
had the address in her pocketbook, and
as pear as she could make out, she
was to take the subway to Spring
street and then walk to her destin-
ation in one of the most crowded parts
of the city.

Helen knew little or nothing about

the way people lived. Of course she
had heard indirectly of the poverty
and squalor, but she thought these

conditions were painted worse than
they were.
be furious at her for taking a trip of
this kind, and after she had reached
Spring street and began to walk the
heat made her head swim.

She reached the house at last. It
had a stone stoop and an areaway
crowded with pails. Some children,
dirty and ragged, played in the gut-
ter, and they stared at her curiously
as she paused. An old woman sat on
the top step against the grimy dooor,
and as Helen went slowly up the steps
she moved a trifle.

Helen Asks For Information
you tell me where Mrs.
" Helen asked sweetly.

n started at her, a cun-
n her little eyes. ‘“‘Mapes,
Miss Mapes?” she queried.

you want
“Fourth floor back; she ain’'t in a good
humor to-day; better come back some
other time.”

“But 1 want to see her to-day,” Hel-
en protested.

“All right, it ain’'t nothing to me, go

on up,” and the old woman shrugged
her shoulders and turned away as
though she were washing her hands of
the entire matter.

Helen began to climb the ill-smell-
ing stairs. Rubbish was piled in heaps

on the landings, and once in a while |
she caught a glimpse of family life |

through half-open doors. Women
peered at her, and children came out
and stared openly. Helen was like a
being from another world, but she was

determined to see the woman she had |

set out to see.

The fourth floor was dark and ap-
parently deserted. Helen picked out
the door nearest the back and knock-
ed. After a moment there was a shuf-
fle of feet and an unkempt head was
pushed out.

"hat do you want?"” inquired
s surly voice.

“l want to see you,”' Helen
clearly.

“Well, I' don't want to see you. I
know who sent you; one of them clubs.
where everyone has plenty of money
and thinks they ought to butt in on
people who haven’t so much.”

a

sald

and a

She knew Warren would |

' Helen

“But I don't want to butt in,’
declared. "“And besides,” she said,
smiling a little, “I haven't much

money, so you needn’'t be afraid to let
me come in for a few minutes. I'm
awfully warm."”

The woman was evidently surprised
at these tactics and opened the door
a little wider. For a moment she
stood inspecting Helqn from head to
foot, and then with a bitter laugh, she
opened the door wide enough to enter.

“It's so hot out to-day,” Helen re-
marked, looking about out of the
corner of her eye, although she pre-
tended to be looking straight into the
| eves of the woman who started at her

belligerently. ‘‘May I sit down?"

|  The woman placed a chair and sat
down awkwardly on a stool opposite
! Helen. : =
| “What do you want with me?
asked again.
you're going to hand out, all about try-
ing to live better, and making the best
of what I got. I guess you ain't never
| had as little as I have, or you wouldn't
be coming around here bothering me."

A New Situation

The room where Helen was sitting
was small and dark. The light came
from the back, and there was only
one window. There were very few
pieces of furniture, but the room was
comparatively tidy, at least it was a
welcome relief from the dirt and filth
outside.

“I suppose you want to ask me about
my husband,” the woman interrupted
Helen's thoughts, “and if he is gl\_'h}g
me enough to live on. Well, he ain't,
there's another woman now, one of
them cheap little girls he met at a
corner. The last woman who came
here to see me, wanted me to try to
make the place more inviting for him.
They said it was my fault, that a wo-
man could do anything these days.
Go on, if you have some of that stuff,
I'll hear you, then you can-get out and
leave me alone.”

“But I don't want to tell you any of
those things,”~ Helen said quickly.

she

“Why should I? I didn't even know
your husband wasn’'t good .to you.
They didn't tell me.”

Helen was thinking rapidly. For

the first time in her life she realized
what it was to be poor, and to have
outside interference coupled with the
troubles that came from within. Per-
haps the Current Events Club did not
realize that in a case of this kind any
good that it might do must be accom-
plished carefully. Already they had
done more to make this woman bitter
than to help her.

“1 was asked to come to see you,”

carefully, “and I thought you might
tell me a little bit about yourself and
\I could tell you a little bit about my-
self, and we might get to know each
’other. I think you could help me as
much as I could help you."

The woman looked at her incredu-

lously.

“I mean it,”” Helen went on. *“I
| know what you need. You'd like to
make a little money in your spare

time, so that you could be more inde-
pendent.”

“What could I do?” the woman said
scornfully, although Helen noticed
that a trace of interest had come into
her face. Again Helen thought rapid-
ly. If the woman could sew, plenty of
plain sewing might be had for her. It
seemed that what was needed here was
a little interest in life, independence,
perhaps, surely not patronage. As for
improving the woman's domestic af-
fairs, that would come later.

(Another incident in this interesting
series will appear here soon.)
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“I know the line of talk |

Helen explained, choosing her words |

|
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Back in the girls’ fiat,
about this same time, was

leefully to a little audience, co
ng of Carson, Grant and Winnle An-
drews, the details of Herrman's visit!
and Mary's spectacular intrusion. Car.
son listened to her story with an un-
usual gravity.

‘‘You don’t seem as enthusiaptic as 1
expected you to be!" the girl cried
suddenly, looking up at him

Carson ehook his head. “I find that
man, Herrman, is a dangerous charac.
ter—the kind that woul op at noth.
ing to save himself if he fancied him.
self in a tight corner. Besides—" Hi¢
| broke off -uddenl{r. and stealing to the
hall door of the flat, suddenly threw |{:
|open. A crouching man outside was
almost froclpltaud into the room, and
the next moment Carson had fastened
his hand in the other's collar ani
yanked him to his feet. Mona repressed
a ory as she saw that the Intruder was
none other than the so-called theatri-
cal “manager,” wh Herrman had

resented to them earlier in the day.
| There was another cry of recognitione=
this time from Winnle Andrews

Carson Quickly Yanked the Fellow
to His Feet.

“You villain!” burst out the girl, ime
pulsively, springing toward him. “He
tho scoundrel who posed as a money lender,
and killed my poor father!” she cried
| Carson compressed his lips grimly, and
| dragged the man across the room to an
| inner bedroom, into which he thrust him.
| and locked the door. Without a word he¢
sprang to the telephone and called the office
of the Twentieth Century Vocal Academy.
A moment later Mary’'s voice greeted him
over the wire, and was explaining what
| bad bappened. In return, the girl toX
briefly of her interview with Herrman ard
| §ts result.
“If you can hold the man for half an
| bour,” she finished, “it will give me time to
finish. Do you think you can do it?”
““We can hold him all night!" saild Carson,
but he was mistaken. When he opened the
bedroom door he sprang into the room with »
| ery of dismay. The window was open, and
as he reached it he was just in time to se¢
the prisoner leap from the fire escape to the
‘(round below, and disappear into the dark-

ness.
Carson darted back to the telepkone ant
again called the number of the V Acad-
| emy, but there was no answer. Frantically
| he importuned the central exchange > find
| what was wrong.
In the meantime, Mary, awaiting the pro-
fessor's return, in Herrman's private office,
\ was engaged Iin one of the most exciting ex-
| periences of her life. It was not due to n
| defective connection that Careon’s second
| call falled of an answer, fer the girl heard
the bell, and bad even taken the receiver from
| the hook to reply when she was held rigid
with terror. he door bad burst open, and
the flgure of Herrman's accompiice, tho
| gneudo theatrical ‘“‘manager,” darted toward
or,

She dropped the recelver, and was backlni
away from the desk. when her glance fel
oL an open drawer, in which was & revolver.
Desperately she snatched it, and leveled it
tovard the advancing man just as his arms
closed flendishly about her. She felt hersell
| swaying, and then her finger pressed tho
trigger of the weapon, and she sank to tho

00T,

It was this shot, echoing dully over the open
wire, which greeted Casper Cargon, back in
the flat, as he tried in vain to establish «
response from rrman’s office. With a

roan he dasbed toward the deor, calling to
the others to follow bim. What had hap-
| pened? He knew Herrman's record well
| enough mow to be convinced that the man
would not stop even at murder. Had thn
other, in a burst of rage and terror, killed
the girl who had tricked him?

In the offices of Herrman, Mary Burnett
lay motionless on the flocr, her white faco
upturned to the light. The man, bending
over her, sprang back with a gasp of mortal
terror. In his eyes was the look of a hunted
animal at the thought that the woman at his
feet might be dead. Crushing his hat down
on his head, he darted out cf the door, leav-
ing the motionless girl behind him.

As the door banged shut, Mary raised
| herself dizzily on an elbow, amd surveyed
| her surroundings. She had not been shot—
| but had collapsed under the nergyus shock
| of the situation. Now sle caugdt hold of

the desk, and managed $ scramble uncer-
tainly to her feet as the/door opemed again,
and Professor Herrman ‘walked in. For a
second, the girl thought that he, too, had
learned of the trap, but she was mistaken.
With e snarl, Herrman tossed a bundle of
bank notes onto the desk.

Mary tucked them into her band-bay, and
on a sudden thought, drew & ped of paper
toward her and scribbled a receipt. o
man took it with a cnger. Before he could
decipher its contents, she walked to the door,
and pressad the elevator button. Two min-
utes later ehe was in the street—and in tho
arms of Mona, who was the first of Casper
Carson's ruc%e party to spring from tho
taxicab, that*had paused outside the bulld-
lng. Mary disengaged berself from the
other's embrace, and, reaching into her hand-
bag, extended the bundle of bank notes to
Winnie Andrews.

p "I';hlnk this money is rightfully yours,
ear !”

Upstairs in his office, Professor Herrman
ha]d‘jun finlshed reading the following re-
ceint »

“Thanks for the return of the five thou-
| sand dollars rou swindled Miss Winnle An-
| drews out of! You will be overjoyed to
| know, too, that the womean u whom you
| were clllinr tonight is also my accomplice.
| Call again! We shall all be waiting for
| you with open arms—and an officer!”

|
|

| . Herrman slowly crumpled the r i
| b5 hand, and smothered an oath, - Eves
eaths would not do justice to his )

Nearly Any Case

|

can be helped in some measure by
lpror'nm and proper attention to right
diet and hygienic living if taken in
hand in the early stages. Eat pure,
well-cooked food and avoid excesses,
Live in the open air as much as pos-
sible and always sleep with windows
wide open.

If such measures do not arrest the
progress of the disease, try effective

edication. ~For the best chances for
recovery will be found in a strength-
ening of all normal body functions.

In many cases Eckman’'s Alterative
has helped in this needed upbuilding.
In any case it may be tried without
risk. gince it contains no poisonous or
)mr;n-forming drugs. From your drug-
gist. .

Eckman' Laboratory, Philadelphia,
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TOMORROW, SATURDAY,
9 P. M.—Come Early—Get Your Share of the BARGAINS.

ECIAL SAL

E, all

day, 8.30 A. M. until |

Glovess==

Two-clasp white or black Lisle
Gloves; pair . 39¢ and 25¢

$1.00 elbow length heavy Silk
Gloves, white, double 69
finger tips; Saturday, pr. c

Two-clasp, heavy white Silk
Gloves, double finger tips: self
or black stitched backs; 46c

July

: EXTRA SPECIAL — 1,000 yards fine Swiss all-over embroideries, 25 inches
wide; for waists, yokes, etc.; worth up to $1.19. Saturday, yard ................
*

25¢

Swimming or dan Corsets, llll:1
elastic; white or flesh; Saturday

1.00 = $1.50

New Bathing Shoes

High laced, cork soles; all the

late colors; value $1.50;
Sale Price, Saturday, pair

98¢

'T

. Sale

Sale Bathing Caps—

Every new color and shape;
Prices; each

| 19¢, 25¢, 39¢, 50¢, 69¢

Saturday, pair ...
v

ne

11c

Human Hair Switches, S-strand,
value 98c; Saturday, 30

Men’s SilkStockinﬂ S 1

White Champag a e
or gray;
PRIT s aeas

#The Bargain Spot”’ in Harrisburg

Brassieres and Bust Supporters—
Every new and dainty style is here; each

Handbags—

Solid Leather;

many

Laces Merked |

Shadow Inscrtions and Edges; all
widths; worth to 25¢ yard; Sale 5
Price, Saturday, yard..........s C

18-in. Shadow Laces; neat patterns;
worth 38c; Sale Price, 6
Saturday, yard ..... c

Embroideries—

Baby and other Fine Swiss Embroi-
deries and Insertions; soiled; worth
to 20c; Sale Price, 81/2C

Saturday, yard vie'd
EXTRA — 40-inch French Voile

Best Corsets

Every model new, rust-proof, wide hose supporters; fine
coutil or batiste; R. & G., W. B., La Mata,
and the New Elastic Corsets so much in
demand; values to $1.50. Saturday, choice..

In the Great Sale,
Tomorrow

$1.00

\

Children's Wash Dresses—all our
69¢ to 98¢ DRESSES.
choice, each

Women's Swiss Rib Union Suits;
tight or lace knee; V or square
yoke: all sizes; 39c value. Saturday

80c

293¢

Saturday,

o= > - - Embroidered s $ £
. 25¢, 35¢, 50¢, 59¢, 69¢ . Sonnier. T c || aesiam: Sorn Tt g
\ Open front, lace or embroidery trimmed; wonderful values. L R RN e LS‘umrdny. ) SR R . c
7
e

Silk
Stockings

Boot Silk, black and all
colors; Saturday, pair... 290

Allover Silk Stockings, high

spliced heels, lisle garter tops;

Longcl

rS—NAPS in Fine Muslin Underwear—

oth, Gowns, Envelope Chemise,
Skirts, Combinations; Saturday, each

50c¢

ot

Swiss

Undervests

4 R
Burson Stockings—
Not - a - Seam — wo -

black, white and 59C

colors; Saturday ........
Famous Gotham, guaranteed,

SNAPS;:\I:‘ our very 2:}1:, ana% nalngook. e ol men’s fine, fast, black heavy thread Silk Stockings;
white or flesh; Envelope emise, wns, Slips, umfy t Vests; m- . . black, hit: .
Combinations, Skirts, etc.; elaborately trimmed med yoke and shoulders; silk lisle. vnt:fxe Sl\\;o_esmnn ?‘ln 'nll o
with finest laces and embroideries; values 98 worth 12%c; Sale 7C Ssturde c L uraay, sl.oo
| $1.39, $1.50 and $1.75; Saturday, choice, ea. C | | Price, saturday, each y . . [patr ... 00 AR

=
Saturday

John J. Clark's Best
Sewing Thread; 2 c
200-yd. spool

—_————

ASTRICH’S

P

Ground Floor

4th and
Market Sts.

FIGHTING AMID

|and

!

|be taken for a soldier’s yarn,’ said an|
|artillery officer late one night as he| Isonzo river,
the correspondent stopped

[their way across a wooded little valley |

ETERNAL SNOWSI

ed,

fighting is better known, along

advance w

on| more than a t
where they drop to
to listen to a nightingale's song. “‘That | hundred feet,
song is not an exception,” he explain-| off into the Adriatic.
“I have crossed this valley aboutt

That the new effort of the Italians to |
this time of night for weeks on my| |

i1l be unhandicapped by the

{way to my quarters, and that bird is difficulties

Mountain, 11,500 Feet High.
Scene of Battle Between
Italians and Austrians

Headquarters of the Italian Army,

the artillery noise.”

Birds Stick to Haunts

In the upper mountain districts the|
jartillery, manufactured in Italy.

The correspondent saw these guns a

held to their

always singing, no matter how violent

| correspondent noted that the skylarks
usual haunts with the|

| July 20. — (Correspondence of the As- .. unt|] they went out of sight above |

l

K of Tuberculosis |

sociated Press.) — Adamello,
Virgil crowned “King of the
Alps,” is the most elevated spot in th
world where war has ever been waged. |

which k
Italian

general staff, which is desirous

the hardships of this
campaign, the correspondent of

allowed to witness the fighting on this|
colossal mountain, which is 11,500 feet|
high and eovered with - eternal snows.

The correspondent saw the moun-
tain swarming with thousands
white-clad Alpine soldiers,

lenging avalanches, charging the en-|
emy with fixed bayonets—all above|
the clouds. |

There the correspondent witnessed |
the action of heavy artillery, a battery |
|of which fired from the highest point
in the world where artillery had ever
been placed or from which it had ever
been fired. It seemed almost a miracle
that such big guns could have been
transported in two months of hard
labor from a distance of fifteen miles
in one of the "alleys below. Over two
hundred men had been required for
the dragging of a single one of the
pieces, and at gmne stage of the work
an avalanche had swooped down from
the mountain sides and swallowed up
the cannon and devoured forty of the
men.

The professional mountain climber
never attempted to reach the top of
Adamello, but in summer the view
of the surrounding Alps with Mont
Blane, the Jungfrau, and Monte Rosa
in the distance is considered the best
in Europe. Winter and summer, the
fighting there is under conditions that
prevail only in the Arctic regions.
There Austrians and Italians meet in
silent death grip, their deaths and
their deeds all but unrecorded save in
dry army annals, given but a brief line
in the terse bulletins of General Ca-
dorna.

While the Austrian and Italian can-
non rumbled lazily, exchanging rude
courtesies, or seeking to dislodge aval-
anches to better destroy and hamper
the enemy, awakening echoes that
leaped from dozéns'of miles up and
down the abrupt peaks, the genial
Itallan colonel accompanying the cor-
respondent remarked that in no other
war had such fighting ever been, that
neither the armies of Hannibal, mnor
Caesar, nor Napoleon ever dared en-
gage in such work, that their armies,
which did go over mountains not half
the height, were hardly larger than a
regiment of Alpine troops as to.day
organized, that above all they did not
winter in the mountains nor deal with
heavy artillery, nor drag up to these
fastnesses pound by pound, plank by

plank, plece by piece, their food, their
supplies, and the guns and ammuni-
tion.

Whole Line on Mountains

These conditions are not limited to
the Adamello region, but repeat them-
selves on two-thirds of the Italian
front, or over a line of 275 mliles of
mountain chains going from the Swiss
frontier down to the banks of the
Isonzo river from which can be seen
the “bitter’” blue of the Adriatic, as
the poet d'Annunzio described it. Along
this line titanic struggles take pla.e
daily of which the outside world never
hears. It took five days for the corre-
spondent to slowly climb the Adamello
crest and in this period the Italians
succeeded in blowing off the top of an-
other mountain called Coldl Lana,
which suddenly burst into the air with
its defenders who were on their side
trying to explode a mine which would
blow to pieces the Italian troops.

One of the curious facts connected
with this mountain front is that no-
where have the song birds deserted it.

“If 1 were to write home that every
night 1 go to sleep listening to the
boom of capnon I would be readily be-
lieved, but if I added that often
I lie awake for hours listening to the
liquid trill of friendly nightingales in

the nearby waods, my statemegt would

the snowy peaks,
turbed by the

apparently

undis- |
whizzing of the shells|
ol that went through the air hundreds of |

| fect above the soldiers.

This explanation was advanced by |

Through the courtesy of the Italian|an officer of the Alpini who had been |
that |many years in the mountains: I
the world outside of Italy should know | birds are used to the noises peculiar to

““These |

the mountains, such as caused by the |

unprecedented | .;.qo0king of avalanches, the rolling of
the | boulders from the peaks into the val- |
Associated Press was the first civilian |leys, and as artillery fire here makes |

a noise not so very different from these |

others,
away."”

the birds are not frightened |

|

From here the correspondent re-|

turned by devious

footpaths,

on the
ot | backs of the older soldiers of the re-
e | serve, on sure-footed little donkeys, on|
singing | rajlway airlines that bridge the val-
alert, eager, crossing glaciers, chal-|leys, to the lower country where the“

before the line

of a year ago,

five hundred,

when no
| only men but small arms and cannon
| were lacking, may be appreciated by
the fact that now the army is equip-
ped with numerous heavy cannon, new |

the | hills held by the Austrians and agair
where hills are hardly | and again taken by the Italian soldier:
housand feet in height.‘,ar tremendous sacrifices, only to bt
three |compelled to surrender each time th¢
slides | crests of the hills because of the lack

of heavy artillery to silence the heavy

Austrian cannon.

PASTOR ACCEPTS CALL
Special to the Telegraph

| Waynesboro, Pa., July 27.
Rev. Dr. John M. Frances,

— Tht
of Sun.
| bury, has accepted the call from the
t | Waynesboro Lutheran church, to sue-
same tenacity as the nightingales in |Work towards Monte Kuk and Monte|ceed the Rev. A. A. Kelly, who re
Ithe lower country, flying high in the |San Michele, the hitherto impregnable | signed several weeks ago.

;j The Demands of Your Blood ‘

When the blood (the power fluid of your
body) is properly nourished, your body in-
variably radiates signs of glowing health—
But it is so ®asy to neglect its importance,
and blood disease’s of malignant form,
like Rheumatism, Catarrh, Malaria, Scro-
fulous poisons and skin diseases take hold
before we are aware—the result of negli-

gence.

Keep your blood (power fluid) runnin
pure by the nourishing qualities of $.8.8. and ban-
ish these undesirable tenants from your body.
Get the Genuine $.8.8. from your Drugglst,
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Brings much better living.
An All-Gas Kitchen gives re

Satisfaction.

Meals are quickly and perfectly
cooked with a Gas Range.

Water is heated with gas just

when needed.

A Gas Iron makes
ironing day easy.

Mrs. Neighbor has
her All-Gas Kitchen:.

See how smoothly
things run in her
house.

Appliances on easy
terms. See them at
our show room or
send for a represent-
ative.

Harrisburg

Gas Co.

14 S. Second St.
Bell 2028 Cumb. Valley 752 ‘




