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SYNOPSIS

—

Challls Weandall ix found murdered in
& roud houwe near New Yoric, Mrm, Wran-
adnll Is summoned from the clty and 1den- |
tifes tha Lody, A young woman who ae-
companied Wrandall to the inn and sub-
sequently  disappenred, (8 suspecied.
Mra, Wrandall starts back for New York
in wn auto during a biinding anow storm
O the way abie mests & young woman In
fhe romd who proves to be the woman
who killed Wreandall, Peeling that the
Kirl had done her o sarvics In rldding ber
of the man who though abe loved him

dneply, had caused her great sorrow. | Wo can't go In for half an hour or
Min randnll detormines to shield har "
and takes her to her own home, M, | DOTe.

Wrandnll hoars the story of Hetty Cas-
toton's life, axcopt th portion that re-
Intem to Wrandall, nnd tha atory of
the trgedy she forbids the girl ever to
tell, Bhe offors Hetty & home, friendship
and security from perll on aecount of the
trneedy. Mrea, Hara Wrandall and Hetty
attend the faneral of Challls Wrandall at
the home of his purstta, Sarn Wrandall
wnld Hoetty return to New York afier an
ahuonce of a year In FEurope Lenlle
Wrandall, hrother of Challis, makes him
welf useful to Sars and becomes grantly
Interestsd S Hetty. SBara secs in Les
Jia's Infatuation possibility for revenges on
the Wrandalls and ceparmtion  for the
wrongs she sufferad at the hands of
Challls Wrandall by marrying his mur-
doresn Intn the faml'y Lealle, In com-
pany with his friend Brandon Rooth, an
nartist, visits Sarn at her country plass
Lealle confeswes to Sara that he ls madly
in love with Hetty, Fara arranges with
Rooth to paint a pleture of Hetty, Booth
has & hanoting feeling that he has seen
Hetty befnres Looking through a port-
folla of pletures by an unknown English

I
I

I
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artist e Ands ons of Hetty, il-‘w- nka | haps, One can't prod a genlus” y
to hgr about 1t. Fletty declures it munt g _ " e u
be n plcture of Tatty Glynn, an Enxlish It's all tommy-rot,” he growled.
notrosd, who resembiss her very muehs | "l suppose 1I'd better take the next

CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

Laslie was coming out on sn evening
traln. Pooth, In commenting on this,
axnin remarked a sharp change in Hét-
ty's manner. They had been convers
Ing somewhat bouyantly up to the mo-
mentl he mentioned Leslia’s lmpending
visit. Im a flash her manner changed
A guick but unmigtakable frown sue-
oecded her smiles, and for some rea
#on she suddenly relapsed into a state
of resorve that was little short of sul
len. He was puzzied, as he had been
bifare

The day was hot.  Sara volunteered
to tiuke him home In the motor, .-\nl
errand In the village was the excuse

rhe i ing Far v him. - -
1:" ::nf‘f'. ‘!(.lrh rM!" 4 "“': I‘llul uvTr “Dear me! Didn't you suggest it?

]“rl o "r;.' }: ’ A I'I'r'f ‘:. HE 7 [ she Inyuired Innocently, but all the |
gt e e timo her heart was beating violent

very
to the

handsome,
came down

She looked
tempting, us she
onr
"Ny Jove," he sald to himself, “she |
wonderful!™
He handed her Into the ear with the
grice of a courtier, and she smiled
1pon him serencly, ns a princess might l
Buve amiled In the days wheén knight-
hood was In flowar

When she sal him down at his little
garden gate, he put the question that
had been seothing in his mind all the
way down the shady stretch they had
traverned,

“Haye you ever geen Hetty Glynn,
the English actress?™

sarn was always prepared. She knew
the question would como when Ivantl
axpected

"Ob, yea" she replied, with Inter
est.  “Have you noticed the resem-
blance? They ure na like an two peas
Ina pod. Isn't It extraordinary

He was a bit staggersd. I huve

vory

i

was plainly out of sorts.
you don't mind.
i ting In & hot, stufly traln.” |

permit aven ma to dlsturb thom.”

which he put down beside her with a

of thinking oo well of himeelf,

himself for the excellent reason that

| course.

b

he anpounced. He
“I'll stand, {f
Beustly tiresome, sit-

"Spring fever,”

Ha took a couple of turna across the

poreh, his cyes whifting In the eager, |
annoyed manner of one who seeks for
something that, In the correct order of

hings, ought to bo plainly visible,
“Ploase sit down, Leslle. Yon mhke

me nervous, tramping about like that

“Oan't go In?™ he demanded, stop-
ving befors her. He began to pull at
e Httle moustache,

“No. Hetty's poilng. They wont

Ho glarad. With a fioal, almost drae
natle twist ho gave over jerking at
ila moustache, and grabbed up a chair,
vehemance that spoke plalper than
words.

“l say,” he began, scowling In the
direction of the doorway, “how long Is
he going to be at this silly jJob 7"

“Silly Job? Why, It s 10 be an mas-
terpiecs,” she eried.

"I asked you how long

“Oh, how can 1 tell?

o

‘ Weeks, por-

train back to town."

“Don’t you ke talking with me?™
she Ingquired, with a pout

*Of course I do,”" he made haste to

g : . n & y
l:!fﬂ:'nl !Iv‘:unjl“l.:-:;: lilllsl J\:.!;:-r:-“il’(jllllltuli senseless objections ralsed In my | lips. As suddenly he released her fin-
say! 'This ,ﬁ' rleh!® case, But, of couse, It was right for| gers and stralghtened up with a look
“Spectators upset the muse, or|™® to talk it over with her, just the|of surprise In his eyes; he had dis-
words 16 that. affect.” same. So 1 stayed In and gave them | tinctly heard the agitated cateh in her
Ho stared gloomily at his cigarette |}l the chance to say what they | throat. She was etaring at her hand
case for n moment. Thon ho carstully | thought of me—and, Incidentally, of | in & stupefled sort of way, holding it
- | Hetty. Quite the decent thing, don't| rigid before her eyes for a moment

seloclod n cigarette and tapped it oo |
the back of his hand |

“See here, Sara, I'm golug to get
thig off my chest'” he sald bluntly, |

The Hollow
of Her Hand

George Barr McCutcheon
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“I've given the whole sityation a
deves of a lot of thought, and I've
made up my mind to do it. I'm not
the sort, you know, to delay matters
onca my mind's made up. By Jove,
Surn. you ought tosbe pleased. I'm
not such a rotten catch, {f I do say it

who shouldn't.” t
She was perfectly stlll for a long| e
time, so wtill that shoe did not appear

to be breathing, Her eyes grew dark-
er, more mysterious. If he had taken
the palns to notles, he would have neen
that her fingers were rigld.

“I am pleased,” she sald, very gently.

She could have shriesked the words.
How she hated all those smug Wran-
dalls!

[ enme to the decision yesterday," | Wrandall. “Traln late, old chap?
he weut on, tapping the arm of the | We've boen expecting you for the lust
chalr with his finger tips, as if timing | hour, How are you?

his words with care and precision,
“Spoke to dfd about It at lunch. I

we'll have to interrupt them,
it 18 Just ns well, for your sake,” she
sald tauntingly,

fort.

meaning In the word that she flushed.

that instant. The painter was laylng
a soft, fllmy scarf over the girl's bare

her,

smile of pleasure on his lps, his hand

“It 18 time for luncheon. 1 supposs

Perbaps

He grinned, but it was a sickly af-
[
“You're the one to spofl anything of
hat sort,” he sanld, with some as-
erbity.

II| ?-!I

"Certainly,” he sald with so much

Hetty and Hooth eameo into view ot
houlders as he followed elose behind

“Hello!™ ho cried, catching sight of

He came up with a frank, genulne

$ 4
> @ &

winee, and was somewhnt dashed to
find that she was looking out of the
window, quite oblivious to the peril
he was In figuratively for her speeclal

the term “prig” ns applied to Leslie
was
thought of the other word, which re-
flactively he rhymed with “pad.”

course of
that the hostess was making no ef-

struck by the curlous pallor of her
face, and
of her eyes, She seldom removed her
gaze from Wrandall's face, and yet
thore

He looked to see Miss Onstléton

t

onslderation,

Hooth was acutely that

reminded

# mispomer; he hated the

It occurred to him early in the
this oneelded discussion

the lack-luster oxpression

perslsted In  the obgerver's

gickening question:
was there to laugh at?” and no an
swer suggested itself,
edly cross nbout It

were quite cool by this time, but his
blood was bollimg.
of o way to treat a fellow who had
gone to the trouble to come all the
way out in a stuffy train, by Jove, It

traln leaving before he could get back
it It took him as long to find It ns
it took other people to remember thelr
obligationa!
Impress Murray, who sald he thought |

wans coming out on the flve o'clock, as
I'd planned, but he seemed to think
I'd better talk It over with the mater
firat.
kick up a row, you know, but—well.
for policy's sake
Decdent thing te do, you know,
pever quite got over the way you and | to Hetty, who had
Chal stole a march on her. God knows | Bending low over her hand, he sald
something commonplace in a very low

what he d1d,” he ndded hastlly, noting
the look
my

you think?
mother, after all,

Not that she would be likely to

See what I mean?
She | WO

m not ke Chal.”
Her eyes narrowed again. “No,"” shal tot

sald, “you are not Uke your brother. | put of the corner of his eye to see if

“"Chal was all right, mind you, in| Bo

“1 would do the same, ‘pon
I would, If'there were any

er

#oul an

be
e

A fellow's mother 18 his
Seo what | mean?”

from all scrutiny save her own.

“I'va been thinking It over all week. |
I don't like this portralt painting nou- |
senes." |

time to the song of triumph.

Hae woas Jealons. It was what shoe
wgnted, what she had hoped for all
along, Her purpose now was to en-
courage the ugly fame that tortured
him, to fan it into fury, to muke it un-

sndurable, She knew him well: His
supremoe egolsm could net withstand
an attack upon s complucency. Like

he had the habit
He
possessed a clearly-defined senso of

i1l the Wrandalls,

bumor, but 1t did not begin to inclade
selfwacrifice among s

endowments, |
Ha had never been able to laugh at

aome things were truly sacred to him.

Bhe realized this, and promptly
laughed at him., He stiffened.

“Don't snicker, Sars,” he growled
He took time to lght his clgaretis, and
at the same time to consider his an-
awer to her question. “In o way, yes.
| n tort of portrait, of
sketchy thing, something

suggestad
A

h
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na

A
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s
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extended,
His welf-estoom was larger than
griovance,
heartily, almost exuberantly,

“MMdn’t want to disturb you, Bran-
dy,"” he erled, cheerlly. “Dealdes, Sara

that his friend was regarding him rath-

"

Wrandall,” she sald In a low, intense

He blinked in astonishment,

| girl,

Laslle rose to the oceasion.
his
He shook Hooth's hand

He then passed on
lagged behind.

uldn't let me."

ie, nt the same time looking slyly

oth was taking it all In, Finding
fixedly, he obeyed o sudden Jmpulss
d ralsed the girl's slim hand to his

fore thrusting it behind her back
it It were a thing to be shilelded
“You must not kies it again, Mr.
fcn, Then sho passed him by and
rried up the stalra, without 5o muoh
n glunce over her shoulder,

All of
sudden there swept over him the
lque wsensation of ehyness—most
ique In him. He had never been
hamed bofors In all his life. Now
wag curlously consclous of having
erstepped the bounds, and for the
st time to be shown hig place by n
This to him, who had no
ruples about boundary lines,

All through luncheon he was vola

He Blinked In Astonishment.

“She Is qulte satlsfied, then, that
you are not throwing yourself away on
Migs Castleton,” said BSara, with a
deep breath, which he mistook for a

LEVaP S ¢ Glynn” he replle
nevy Ill- :.-]‘1' ||-l}'l} ilynn,” | ‘ l': ;!lri rl] like that, you know But not an al)- | gigh.

Oh? 0 Vb fee ihotographs "
fh ; ahi "'nmi vod ¢ l“nl':\. OBTal sutmmer operation “Oh, trust mother to nose Into)
uf her! o inquired casunlly. : " > d . o |
- . “Dut she doesn't mind," explained | things. BShe knows Miss Castleton's |

What has become of Ber? he nal-
ed, lgnoring her question. “ls ghe still
on the stage?™

"Hoaven knows,”
‘Miss Castloton nnd 1
of her Inst night, We
the laat time 1 saw her. Who knows?
Bhe may hava married into the nobill-
ty by this time WAS A Yery poor

gha replied lzghtly
ware npoaking
wore topether

She

wotross. but the loveliest thing in the
world-—axcepting our Hetty, of
courae.”

If he could have seen Lhe troubled
lonk In her eyed as sho was whirled |
off 1o the villnge, he might not have
gone about the coltage with such a|
NI He was happler than
he hod been In doys, aod all beonuse of
Hotty Glynn!

Laoslle Wrandall did not arrive by
the raln He telephoned hll"l
In the afternoon, not 1o Hetty but to
to say that he was unavoldably

Oma alr

aevenu

Harn

detelned and would not leave New
York until the next worning Some
thivg In his volee, In his manner of
speaking, disturbed hor. She went to

“It's All Tommy-Rot,” He Growled.

bed that nlght with two sources of un-
ensiness threatening lor peace of
mind, She scented peril

T"he motor met him at tha statlon
and Sarn was waitlog for him in the
cool, awningcovered verandah ns he
drove up. There was a sullen, dissat-
isfied look In his faco. Bhe was streteh-
ed out comfortably, lazily, In n great
chalseloungoe, her black little alippers
pooping out at hita with perfect aban-
donment.

*“Hello,” he sald shortly. She gave

%im her hand. “Sorry 1 ecouldn't get

out last night.” He shook her hand
rather ungraclously, .
" "Wea mlssod you,” she sald. “Pull up
chalr, I was never eo lazy as now.
r e, I s adenid 1 get stout and

Sara. "In fact, she ls enjoying It.  She |
and Mr, looth get on fawmously to-
gether”

pedigree from the ground up, There's
Debrott, you see. What's more, you
ean't 100l her In » pinch, 8She knows |

“Sho lkes him, eh?"

“Qortainly, Why shouldn't she like |
him? He |8 ndorable”

Ha throw his cigaretto over the rall-
ing. "Comes hers every day, 1 sup
posaT"

“My dear Lealle, ha Is to do me as
soon ns he has finished with her.
don't ko vour manner.”™

"Oh,” he sald In & dull sort of won-
der. No one had ever cut him short
in just that way before, “What's up,
Sarn? Have I done anything out of
the way?”

“You nre very touchy, It seems to
me.”

“I'm sora about this ednfounded por-
tralt monopoly.”

“I'm sorry, Leslle. 1 supposs you
will bave to glve In, however. We are
three to one agalnst you—Hetty, Mr.
Ilooth and L"

“1 see,” ha sald, rather blankly.
Then he drew his chalr closor. “'See
here, Surn, you know I'm terribly keen
about her, 1 think about her, I dream
about her, I-— oh, well, here it |s In a
nutshell: 1I'm in love with her. Now
do you understand?"

“I don't sea how you could help be
Ing In love with her,” she suld ealmly.
‘1 belleve 1t {8 & habit men have where
ghe |n eoncerned.”

“You're not surprised?™
himself surprised.

“Not In the lanst."”

*“! mean to ask her to marry me,"
he announced with floality. This wna
Intended to bowl her over complately.

Sho looked at him for an Instant,
and then shook her head.
be able to wish you good luck."

He stared. *“You don't mean to say

he erled,

time, "Of course, I'd have to take my
chances,”" he concluded, with more hu-
mility than ahe bad ever seen hlm dis-
play. Do you know of any ono else?"

“No," she sald serlously. “She doesn't
confide in me to that extent, I fear.
I've nover aeked."”

back there In England?”
in the past tense, #o to gpeak, as i

present,
“Oh, 1 dare say."

bit."

brown.

1

“T'd liko to

she'd be fool enough—" he began In-
eradulously, but caught himself up In

biood when she secs it. Father hasn't
the sume sense of proportion, however.
He says you never can tell”

Surs was startled. “What do you|
| mean?"*
| "On, it's nothing to speak of; only a
way ho has of grinding mother once
in n while. He uses you as an exam-
| ple to prove that you never can tell,
mother hds to admit that he's
| right. You hava upset every one of
[ hor pet theorles, She sees it now, but
—whew! Sko couldn’t see It In the
old days, could ghe?”
“1 fear not,” sald she In a low voice,
Her eyes smouldered. “It I8 quite nat-
{ural that she shounld not want you to
make the mistuke your brother made.”
“Oh, please don't put it that way,
Sarn., You make me feel llke a ccm-l
founded prig, bocause that's what it
comes to, with them, don't you know. |
And yet my attitude bas always been
olenr te them where you're concerned.
1 was strong for you from the begin-
ning. All that silly rot about—"
"Pleage, please!™ PRhe burst out,
quivering all over.
“I beg your pardon,” he stammered.
“You—you know how I mean it, dear

girl"™
“Please leave ms out of It, Lealle”

wnd

1

tile and gay.
In his cheek, however, Lhat betrayed
him to Sara, who already suspected

aeroplaning without cessation, direct-

| he exclaimed.

There was a bright spot

the temper of his thoughts, He talked

ing most of hie conversation to Booth,
yot thrilled with pleasurs esgh time
Hetty laughed at his sallles, He was
beginning to feel lke a hall-baked
schoolboy In her presence, 4 most ge-
plorable state of affaira he had to
admit,

“If you hate the tralns so much,
and your automobile s out of whack,
why don't you try volplaning down
from the Metropolitan tower?" de-
manded Booth In responsoe to his lugu-
brious wall against the beastly luck
of having to go about in rallway
conches with a lot of red-eyed, nose
blowing people who hadn't got used
to their spring underwear yet,
Sinlster suggestion, 1 must say,"
“You must bo eager to
sea my lite blood scattered all over
creation, But, speaking of volplaning,
I've had three lessons this wegk. Next
week Brongon says I'll be fiying like
a gull. 'Gad, It's wonderful, I've had
two tumbles, that's all—liitle ones,
of course—net result a barked knee
and a peeled elbow.”

“Wateh out you're not flylng like
an angel before you get through with
it, Les," cautioned the palnter, *| sce
that & wellknown soclety leader In
Chieago was kllled yesterday."

“Ob, | love the danger there Is In
it,” sald Wrandall carelessly. “That's
what glves zest to the sport.”

“I love It, too,"” sald Hetty, her ayes
agleam. “The glorious feel of the
wind as you rush through It! And
yet one scems to be standing merfect-
ly still in the alr when one Is half a
mile high and golng fifty mlles an
hour, Oh, it 16 wonderful, Mr, Wran-
dall."

“I'l take you out In n week or two,
Miss Castleton, If you'll trust your-
self with me"™

“T will go,” she announced promptly.

Booth frowned. ‘“Better wait a
bit,” he counseled. "Risky business,

she zald, collécting herself. After a mo-
ment she went on enlmly: “And so you
are golng to marry my poor little Het-
ty, and they are all pleased with the
arrangement.”

“If sha’ll bave me,” he sald with a
wink, as if to say there wasn't any
use doubting It “They're tickled to
donth.”

"Vivian™

“Viv's a snob. She says Hetly's
much too good for me, blood and bone.
What business, says she, has a Wran-
dall aspiring to the descendant of
Henry the Bighth!"

Miss Castleton, flying about with
fledgelings."
“Oh, comea now!" expostulated

| Wrandall with some heat. “Don't be
4 a wet blunket, old man."

“T was merely suggesting she'd bet-
ter walt tlll you've got used to your
winge."

“Jimmy Van Wickle took his wife
with m the third time up,” said Les-
e, as {f that were the last word in
neroplaning.

“It's common report that she keeps
Jimmy level, no matter where she's
got him" retorted Booth.

mind the rather uncanny Impression
that she did not hear s word her
brotherinlaw was eaylng. He, In
turn, took to watching her covertly,
At no tima did her expresgsion chauge,
For remsons of his own, he did not
attempt to draw her into Lthe conver-
sation, fascinated as he was by the
study of that beautiful, emotionless
face. Onco he bad the quéer sensa-
tion of feellng, rather than seeing, a
haunted look In her eyes, but ho put
it down to fancy on his part |
And Leslie babbled on In blissful
Ignoranee of, not to say disregard for, |
this strange ghost at the feast, for,
to Booth's mind, the ghost of Challls |
Wrandall was there,

Turning to Mlss Castleton with a |
slgnificant look in his eyes, moant to
to eall her nttention to Mrs. \\'mn(!nll.l
he was amazed to find that every ves-
tige of color had gone from the girl's
fuce, She was listening o Wrandall
and replylng In monosyllables, but
that she was aware of the other wom-
an's abstraction wag not-:for an In-
stant to be doubted. Suddenly, after
a quick glance at Sara's face, she
looked squarely Into Booth's eyes, and
he saw In hers an exprossion of actual
concern, If not nlarm,

Leslle was in the middle of & sen-
tence when Sara lasughed sloud, with-
out excuss or reason, The next in-
stant she was looking from one to the
other In a dazed sart of way, as If
coming out of a dream.

Wrandall turned scarlet. There had
been nothing’ In his remarks to eall
for a laugh, he was quite sure of that.
Flushing ellghtly, she murmured some-
thing about having thought of an
amusing story, and begged him  to
go on, ehe wouldn't be rude ngain.

e had litule zesat for continuing the
subject and sullenly dlsposed of it in
a4 word or two,

“What the devil was there to laugh
at, Brandy?' he demanded of his
friend after t® women had left them
together on the porch o few minutes
later. Hetty had gone upstalrs with
Mrs, Wrandall, her arm clasped tight-
Iy nbout the older woman's walst.

“I dare say she was thinking about
you falllng & mile or two,” sald Booth
pleasantly,

But he was perplexed.

CHAPTER X.
Man Proposes,

The young men cooled thelr heels
for an hour before word was brought
down to them that Mrs. Wrandall
begged to be excused for the after
noon on account of o severe ll('ﬂl'-
ache. Miss Castloton was with her,
but would be down later on. Mean-
while they were to make themselves
at home, and 20 on and so forth.

Dooth took his departure, leaving
Leslle in eole possession of the porch.
He wns restless, nervous, excited;
halfafrald to stay there.and face Het-
ty with the proposal he was deter-
mined to make, and wholly afrald to
forsake the porch and run the risk of
missing her altogether If she ocame
down as signifled. Several things
disturbed him. One was Helty's de

meeting of the Twentleth Cenlupy

c¢lub. “No gpirit of economy ahould be
as he had fondly expected her to doi | pormitted to stand In the way of g
and then thero was that very disquk | (h0 o cirs for the ovil," he anld _I-{.-'
oting laugh of Bara's, A hundred | qne ihe vear ending October |

imes over he repentad to himself that 1
"What the devi)

He was decld:

w
n
n

Another bour passed. His heels

Thig was & deuce

(+]
n
B

fort to take part In it, whether from | was! With consideruble ssperity he -

lnck of interest or because of Its friv-| rang for a servant and commanded | PTIRONA hiave led intemperal

olotts nature he was, of course un-| him to feich a time table, and to hu| When you talk to a man

able to determine. Later, he was | quick about It, as there might be o chiurged with crime you find there is

o
His sarcasm falled to|”
8
d

B

-

L}
H

©

ruiffer if we stop the sole

“What the Devil Was There to Laugh
at, Brandy?"

|

there was a schedule in Mrs. Wran- | received ns a so-culled revs
dall's room, and he'd get 1t as soon | tnxpayers pay §20 to get tha
as the way wis elear, if Mr. Wranda!l | Smart (7) business, thal

didn't mind walting.
"It I minded walting," snapped Les-
lie, “I wouldn't be hers now." I
Ag the footmun wus leaving, Sara's
sutomobfle whirled up to the porte:
cochere,

“Who Is golng out, Murray?® bhe | You cannot eure smallpox b
called In surprise. you con keep the pest ridd

“Miss Castleton, slr, For the alr, ' streets by law! You ernno
sir™ man honest by law, hot you

“The deuce you say!™ gusped the  jxh and muke it hot for the | )
haragsed Mr, Wranddll. It wee & law can be made to dry up tl .
pretty kettle of fish! of this sbominunble tratll

Hetty pppeared a few minutes later,

plorable fallure to hang on his words

—_—
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attired for motoring. and flood; why not ngainst o B
“Oh, there you are,” she sald, espy- | that I8 burnlng up the bean asd
Ing him. *1 am golng for a spih. | museles of this Dominion
Want to come along | o = 18
He swallowed hurd. The enda of
his mustache described a palr of ab- | HOW TO BE “FIT."
solutely horizontal exclamation | Sir Frederick Treves
points, “If you don't mind being en: | the late King Bdward, recen i
cumberad,” he remarked sourly, | “There 18 a great desire on
“1 don't in the Jeast mind,” sald ehe | of all young men to be fit Ing
sweelly, man cannot posslbly be N0t J
“Whera are you golng?' he nsked | wieohol. By no possibill
without much enthusinsm. He wasn't | want It. That any onv of
to ba eaught appearing enger, not he. | healthy should want aleobol
Besldes, It wasn't anything lo be Mp- | preposterous,  They miy
pant about | well want strychnine. Tl
“Yonder,” she sald, with a lberal | yyont for the young man
gweep of her arm, taking in the wholet | wone to be a man, and
landscapo, “And be home In time 0 | o gt You cannot get fit «
dress for dinner,” she added, as If o | No man dresms o
relleve hig mind. | traluing and taking aleohol
"Good Lord!" he groaned, "do we rech the aome of phy
have to eat again | tion, and thdt must be wit! i
“Wa have to dress for it, at least,” hol.”
she replied.
“I'll go,”" he exelaimed, and ambled | oy
off to secure A cap and coat. | INTERESTING COMPARISON
“Sara has planned for a run to | A commigslon appolnted by (et
Lenox tomorrow If It doesn't rain,” | man government to compi “
she informed him on his return | seendants of drunkards wit h
“"Oh," be suld, staring. “Booth gots | moderate drinkers hag just I
n day off on the portralt, then" report. It studied ten fum !
“Heing Sunday," she smiled, “We | class, as a result of whioh '
knock off on Sundays and. bank holl- | that 43 per cent of the ol 1 of
days. But, after all, he doesn’t really | gpynkards die within a e iths of
get n holiday, He s to go with us, | ihelr birth, ngafnst only § per cent
poor fellow.” the children of moderate drinken
(TO BE CONTINURD) | Among the chfldren of iard
there are 10 per cent idi F"'E
cent opileptics, 8 por cent dv 2
In only 7 per cent of them 1
7 v » —_— {ntelligence develop normil
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HAD SOMETHING LEFT OVER

Senator Was Wondering Just How He
Would Employ the Remnant of
His Salary Left.

Senator John K, Shields of Tennes-
gee 16 n homelover and likes his own
fireside better than the gilded glories
of a gnudy hoatelry. On his big planta-
tion out in his state he has a large,
coloninl manslon surrounded by sev.
ernl hundred acres of fine land on
which he pastures cattle, ponlesa and

gonts,

But when he came (o the capital
and sought to get a houss suitable for

*What!"

“T'he Murgalroyds go baek to old
Henry, stralght as a plommet. ‘Gad,
what Vivvy doean't know about Brit-

hold mea level,” sald Leslle, with a pro-
found bow to her
Castleton

“l dare say Miss Castleton ean

“Can't you, Miss

e

“Do you think there wis any one
He put it

there could be no question about the

He wag regalning his complacency.
“Thut's neither here nor there,” he
declared. The thing I want you to do,
Sara, Is to rush thls confounded por-
trait. [ don't like the idea, not a little

“1 don't blame you for belng afrald
of the attractive Mr. Booth," she sald,
with a slgnificant lifting of her eyo

“I'm golng to have It over with be
fore | go up to town, my dear girl," he
announced, in a matterof-fact way.

Ish aristocracy Irn't worth knowing.
She looked it up the time they tried to
convines her she ought to marry the
duke. DBut she's fond of Hetty. She
gays sho's o darling. Bhe's right:
Hetty s too good for me™

Bara swished her gown about and
roea  gracefully from the chalse
longue. Extending her hand to him
ghe sald, and he was never to forget
the deep thrill in her volce:

“Wall, T wish you good luck, Leslia.
Don't take no for an answor."

“Lord, It she should say no,” he
gasped, confronted by the possibility
of such stupldity on Hetty's part
“You don't think she will?”

or anawer was a amile of doudt,
the effect of which was to destroy his
tranquility for hours.

f

She smiled. “Oh, as for that, Mr,
Wrandall, I think we can all trust you
to cling pretty closely to your own
leval,"”

“Rather ambiguouy,
marked dubloualy.

“Sho means you never get below 1it,
Loslie," sald Booth, gnjoylng himseelf.

“That’'s the one great principle In
aeroplaning.” eald Wrandall, quick to
recover, “Vivian eays I'll break my
neck some day, but admits it will be
a herofo way of dolng It. Much nobler
than pltehing out of an automobile or
catapulting over a horse’'s head in
Centenl park.” He paused for effect
befors venturing his next enclusion,
“It must be Ineffably sublitge, belng
squashed—or Is It squshed?

that,” he re

il lares and penates, he found it a
difficult task. An energetic real es-
tate agent motored him and his wife
from one house to another, each time
the price rising skyward for the rent
Now, the senator recelves $7,000 a
year, and if he pays out much for rent
he will have to be pretty economical
In his food and clothing.

So he and Mrs. Shiclds tramped
over houses of all kinds for days., At
Iast the agent got them cornered in &
lovely mansion big enough to house a
regiment and ornate enough to sult
the Shah of Persin. He took them
over It from top to bottom and at last
stood up before them in the handsome
library.

“What 18 the rent?” asked the sena-
tor, who was mightlly pleased with the
place.

*“Very rengonable,” raplled the agent.
*Only $6,600 a yoar."

drop of & mlile or so, fsn't it

Benator Shields went ovex 1o & win-

———

|
dow and stood for
thought,

“Well, sir, what Is it that ls puz
zling you?" inquired the angent,

“Nothing much," remarked Shields,
*1 was only thinking what 1 would do
with the othér five hundred of my sal-
ary.”

a tUwme In deep

She Was No Easy Mark.

Martha §s seven, and has shown
more than ordinary childieh aversion
to learuing lessons, being washed and
having curls made smooth and shiny,
and less than tho average delight Ip
falry-tales,

One day upon her return from Sun-
day school she was questloned as to
what she had lenrned from her nlee
teacher this time. Bhe cried out with
flashing eyes and an Indignant toss of
her protty head, “Why, mamma; my
teacher told me today that story about
the Children of Israel walking across
the Red sea and not getting thelr-
seives wet one single bit—and she
es-pected me to belleve it!™

Tough Steak,

Cass Gilbert, the noted architect of
New York—the Woolworth Bullding 1s
one of his creations—sald of & recent
criticlsm of skyscrapers: “This eoritl-
clsm 1s not falr, It is prejudiced.
Henee it will do more harm than good
~=like the remark of the waiter, *"Walt-
er, confound It, this steak lsn't tendes
enough!’ ‘Not tender enough?™ the
walter snarled, "Aw, what do you ex.
peét. Do you want it 0 Jump yp and
hug and kiss youl'*

c
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!?HE ONLY CURE.

“Drunkenness presents the grostes

problems before the people Lk

commonwenlth today,” declared Judgas
Michael J. Murray of Boston boefo

to answer to charges of drunk.
Of these 35,000 were first ofMopd

the evil of our system

liguor behind it all”

themselves from rln;. PErSOnN

be kept away from mors evl

Institution which subjecta him
first evil Influences,

no
B
[ drink enongh to make himse

LAW MAKES DRUNKARDS

Midst," by Rev. Dr. Manles

Canadn, The words appl
well In the Unlted States
Dominlon,

sile of atrong drink

young and growing Dominie
BUY,

drunkards by act of parllun
you cannot make men sob
bt

| aleohol a raclal polson wi

| other

{IT REMOVES THINGS.

‘onducted hy the Natlonal
Christlon Temperunee Unlon

\

“
¥

14,000 persons appenred in our

"There should be an lustily
hers the drunkard could
way from more evil Influences
ot a totnl abstainer myself, &
Ninet
f 20 persons arrested for
e8s nre English speaking

1% out of every hundred met

1

If the judge—If all judges o
thers who see fn  drunken
problem”—wonld first of

leohol, which even in the
oses hinders clear thinking
elf and lla products, they wo
lind a cure for the evil.” Th
e that what Is needed In not
ttution where the drunkard

] ]

nees,” but an abollshmant

“Liguor behind all erime
young man who takes h
Inss of wine or beer expect
b

nal,

Following 18 an exesrpt fron
noyn on “The Man Sluyer

“Some tell ug that the ‘re

There I8 no revenus
For ever

jrink.'

You eannot make foli

wt of pirllument,’ but

law ¢an remove the

precautionary measures

At the dinmond jubllee o
Kingdom alllance, held in M "
England, Dr. C. W, Saleeby, 0

reinforeed other racial polsol
public houses were nationy
for the distribution of
that the fight against tuboer
digeases must everynis
eombined with the fight aguwis
hol"

*Aleohol,” gays an excl “ ‘I
remove stulns from summor B
That 18 true, but It also reml “..II.;.‘um
summer clothes from the summe {gler
the spring, the automn and L ‘vn'ms
clothes, not only from the Off e
drinks It, but from the wift s \;m'h!

g the lpuse

fly as well, It remove

T
furniture, the eatables (rom the ¥

s
try, the smiles from the [a¢ 1:;’
wife, the laugh from the it I.m p
of his children and the ||,.-,-|||n.-;~;mp
of his home, Ad a remove! o : ‘-Li
alcotiol has no equal—Hoy's WOIE
WHO MADE LIQUOR. s
God no more “made liguon | :
New York dally than be mage l
table, or a resort of delmur!wr,\!- ol
no more made it than luee Igl:::l;\rlf

tools of the burglar or the ! =
tione whieh the customt ﬂ‘.;.!. 4
made 1t only In the samé ""“r‘ ;r‘_
made the dynamite bombs “-.r:‘!
archist thugs, Wheat and .ululﬂf
rye are wholly useful and W ot
food as nature ylelds “Hd.“'.{rull
the devices of man strofs o
! produced from them, and 1t r
l" they take too much of it
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