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TACTK IS WHITE
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CHAPTER Xill—Continued
Lydia resolved to tuke the
Now waus the time to spe
this woman of the th
Ing her almost beyond the Hmits of
endurance. Her volee was rather high
pliched. She lind the fear that ahe
would not be sble to controd it

“I should be blind not to have ob
served the cruel positian in which you
are placing Frederic ing
that your husband har eyea ns woll as
1! What must be his thoughts, M
Hrood ™

Shas expected an outburst a torrent
of indignstion, an angry storm of
words, and was therefore unprepared
for the piteous, hunted expression that
enmo swiftly into the lovely eyes, bent
so appealingly upon her which
wore cold and wccusing. Here was a
new phase to this extraordinary cren
ture’s cyaracter. She wus a coward, |
after all, and Lydia desplaed a coward

nlunge

plalnly to

k

ng that wna hort

IS Il BUTrpris

own,

The look of scorn deepened In her
eyes, and out from her heart rushed
all that wus soft and tender in her
asturs, leaving it barren of all com.
pasalon.

*1 do not want to hurt Prederie)
murmured Yvonne. “I—I am sorry

-
“You are hurting him

dreadfully,’

r Jear,” she eal n
said Lydia, suddenly choking up with | ¥ O0ar, ' sie ald L
smotion paus You will let me know what
i
“tie i Bot=not ih: love with my husband hos to say nbout It?™
dociared Yvonne [o—say about it
*No," sild the girl, regalhing con About yvour degision to marry Fred
trod of "hurs s 15 not In love with | e In splte of his ohjectlor
you. That i{a the whole troubls, He Lydia felt a lttle shiver race over
is In love wi v But—oean't vou ern he looked toward the door
sea " Tou us? she sald, trem- |
'You are a wise young woman o Yvour Aguln she
know men so well” sald ined look about the
enlrmationll o 4 1 riled
iIm Bt. Aathony" You ean di re with him than
Nar | ! ar AS Sur 3 Lh e
prised at her .
Do you ot me to 1 bad CHAPTER XIV,
woman, Lydin™ Her lip mbled
bere was & susplelous guiver to her
ehir Sensations.
4
"Na, T 4o not,"” pronounced the girl ment 1 the
Satly. “If 1 could o1 it of bl whind her,
you It would e er and {9 the ordeal
I should know oW te au at he was
But 1 do nut think It of yi | WWaint had aszsalled
With a long, deep Y vor ant | 2 presence
4 vl e ¥
foser and lald her head agsinst 1 = . ndl -Pfll-‘U.
ia's shoulde Tha § I ' " d . ome kind
Fenodl, her brow grew dark wit) Lt ¢ Ak count for not
AOYRHON . n The black |
“f am afrald you do not understund, 4 WK ued o part of lhier
Mra. Brood. The faect stll air g 9 ung il I hind
that you have not copsidersd Fred NEX oli3 [ e moved
y o s 1 h i L . o~
erie’s pesace of mind." | " o “*'Iiw‘n‘ i : [ l]!..‘ ction
“Nor yours” murmured the other,| James Brood's study, A sickening
sbjectly estim { her own strength of pur
e | DoXe fronta T IhE P .
‘Nor mine,” confessed Lydls. after| [ nl. ) tod  her She was sud
4 moment | der afrald the man who had
> e al R . A p tand o "
“1 did not know that you and Fred. |» = been her friend, Someliow
she felt that he would turn upon her

wrie were (u love with each othar u:alill
Mrs

I had been hers for some time”
Brood explained, ly fretful

“What kiod of a4 woman ure you? |
burat from Lydia's indignant soul
Havea you no conception of the lner,
asoblor—"

Yvonne dellberately put her I.und|
arer the girl's lips, checking the fleree |
outburst, She smiled rather plaln. |
tvely an Lydia tried to jerk her head
to one alde in order to continue her
reckleas Indictment.

“Yuu shall not say It, Lydia. | am
aot 4! that you think I am. No, no,
a thousand times no. God pity me, |
am more accursed than you may think
with the finer and nobler fnstinet. If
# were not 8o, do you think 1 should
be where 1 am nowT—eringing here
ke o beaten ehlld? No, you cangot
anderatand—you never will undar
stand 1 shall say no more. It s
ended. 1 swear on my soul that |
did not know you were Frederic's
swoetheart. [ did not know—"

“But you knew almost lmmedistely
after you oame her. " execlalmed
Lydin, barshly. “It ls net myself 1

sudden

| abominable thing to him?

FAY WALTERS

4%

thinking of, Mrs. Brood,
Why have you

but of
done this
Why

would

am
Fredaorie,
“I—1 did

not realize what it

mean to him."” sald the other, desper
ntely I==1 did not count all the cost
But, dearest Lydia, It will ¢come out
all right again, [ promise you I have
mide a horrible, horrible mintake )

catl LY 1o more, Now, let me e bere
ad upon your breast l

the beating of your pure,

with ¥y

want 1o
honest hedrt-—the hemrt that | have
hurt, 1 e Il by its theobs whether

it wil]l ever soften toward me. Do not
say anrthiog now—let us he stilL”
It would be difficult t» deseribe the

feelings of Lydla Desmond as she sat

there with the despised though to be
adored head plllowed upon her breast,
whore It now rested in a sort of confl

Wi
strength of e young glrl's
disapproval. Yvonne had twisted her
lthe body on the chaise longue 8o that

Her free arm

dent repose, as If there sufety in

thoe very

she half-fuced Lydia
from which the loose sleeve had
fullen, leaving It bare to the shoulder
was about the girl's neek

For a long tme Lydia stared
itralght before her, seediog nothing

positively dumb with wonder and ac
knowledging a sense of dismay over
her owr
extraordinary situation
ing hergelf why she did pot cast the
W OMmAn why the
power to resent by deed ns well as by
Life—marvelous,
life rested there on her bre

had hurt

disposition to subinlt to this

She wos nak

AWAY, she lacked

thought sidorable
L This

her—1! g

i

WOmnn her
wantonly—and yeél there came stoal
fig over her, subtly, tb conviglion |
that whe could never hurt her In re
turm ghe could never bring horsel!

to the point of hurting this wondrous,
living, breathing, throbbing creature
who pleaded, not only with her lips
the gontle heart

fel]l in her throat

and eves, but w

beats thut rose ar

After a long time, in which there
wis confliict, she suddenly pressed ber
warm lips to Yvonne's. ‘Then In an

of feellng her arms
sweaet hody

1ed Yvonne

upt revulsion
the w
ind almost roughly s

ik

fell away from

way [rom her

‘=] didn"t mean to do that she
gaspod

The other smiled, but It was a sad
plalntive effort on her part. *1 knew

that you would,” she repeated

Lydin sprang to her leet, her face
auddenly flaming with embarrassment
I must see Mr. Brood. | stopped in
kim that—" she began, trying
cover her confusion, bot Yvonne (o

terrupted

to tell

to
| know that you could not help It

Than, after

and rend her, this man who bhad al
winys been so gentle and considernte—
and who had killed things!
njab sppeared at the head of the

Bhe waited for his slgnal to
asvend, somehow fealing that Brood
had sent him forth to summon her
Her hand sought the stalr rail and
gripped it tightly. Her llps parted In
A ollff smile. Now she knew that she
was turning coward, thut she longed
to put off the meeting untll tomor
row-—tomorrow!

The Hindu came down
qulekly, noiselesaly,

the stalrs

"The master say (o come tomorrow,
tomorrow ns usual” he snld, as e
paused above her on the steps

“It—It must be today,” she sald, dog
godly, even aa the thrill of reliof shot
through her

"Tomorrow,” anid the man, His eyes
were kindly inguiring. “Sahib say you
ure to rest.” There was s pause. “To-
morrow will not be too late*

Bhe started. Had he read the thought
that was In her mind?

“Thank you, Ranjab,"” she sald, after

& moment of Indecialon. *~1 will coma
tomorrow."

Then ghe glunk downstairs-and out
of the house, convineed that ghe had
failed Froderle in his hour of great.
est need, that tomorrow would be too
Iata,

L L

Frederie did not come In for dinner
until after his father and Yvonne had
gone from the house. He dld not in-
quire for them, but lnstrucled Jones
|t say 1o the old gentlemen that be
! would be pleased to dine with them
it they could allow him the time to
"ehange" He also told Jones to open
u single bottle of chumpague and to

- L] L . L]

place three glasses
Later on Frederie made his an-
nounecement to the old men. In the

fever of an excitgment that causoed
him to forget that Lydin might be en-
titled to some volee in the matter, he
deliberately committed her to the proj
eetl that bad become a fixed thing in

his mind the (nstant he sot foot in
the house and found It empiy—oh, &0
empty!

l Jones' practiced band shook slightly
ag he poured the wine. The old men
| drank rather noisfly, They, too, were
excited. Mr. Riges smachked his lips
and squinted st the chandeller as if
lrying to decide upon the vintage, but
lity dolng his bost to keap (rom
| coughing up the wine that had gone
the wrong way In a motnent of pro-
found paralysis.

in rea

I'he best news I've heard since Ju-
s died,"” sald Mr. Dawes, manfully
Fill "om up again, Jones, 1 want to

ropoge the health of Mrs, Brood.”
The future Mrs. Hrood,” hissed Mr

| Higes, wheeaily, glaring at his com-
“Agal"

“I'm not married yet, Mr. Dawes,”
exclnlmed Froderie, grinoing

"Mukes no difference,” sald Mr
Dawes, stoutly, "Far as 1'm concerned,
you are. We'll be the first (o drink
to Lydia Brood! The first to call her
by that name, gentlomen, God bless
her:"™

"God bless her!” shouted Mr. Riggs.

'tod bless echoed Fraderle,
and they druined thelr glnsses Lo
Lydia Brood

“Jones, open another bottle,
manded Mr. Dawes, loftily

Fraderle shook his head and two
[ Right bravely, lowever, the

rade.

com-

es [ell

old men maintalned a joyous intereat |

in the occasion, The young man
turned moody, thoughtful: the unwont-
ed exhlinration died as suddenly as it
lnto existence. A shadow
crosend his vislon and bhe followed it
ith his thoughts, A sense of utter
nees came over him with a swift
ness that sickened, nauseated bim. The
food was flat to his taste; he could
not eat Self-commiserntion stifled
iim He suddenly realized that he
had never been go lotely, so unhappy
in all bis life as he was at this mo-
ment

His thoughts werp of his father. A
vast, Inexplicable longing possessed
his soul—a longing for the affection of
this man who was never tender, who
stood afar off und was lonely, too, He
could not understand this astounding
change of feeling. He had never felt
] this way before. There had been
times—and many—when hils heart was
gore with longing, but they were of
other days, childhood days. Tonight
he could not crush out the thought of

had come

| W

Lydia Stopped for a Moment in the
Hall,

how [naffably happy, how peaceful life
would bo if his father were to lay his
hands upon his shoulders and say, “My
gon, 1 love you—I love you dearly.”
There would be no more lonely days;
all that was bitter In his life would be
awept away in the twinkling of an
eye; the world would be full of joy for
him and for Lydia

When he entered the house that
evenlng lbe was [ull of resentment
townrd his fatber, and sullen with the
remains of an ugly rage. And now to
L actually cruving the affectlon of the
man who humbled him, evan In the
presenes of servants! It was unbe
Hevable, He could not understand
himnelfl. A wonderful, compelling ten-
derneis Alled his heart, He longed to
throw hlmself at lila father's feet and
crave his pardon for the harsh, venge-
| ful thoughts he had spent upon him
in those black hours. He hungered
for a word of kindnesa or of under-
standing on which he could feed his
starving soul. Ho wanted his father's
love. He wanted, more thes snything
else In the world, to love his father.

Lydla slipped out of his mind,
Yvoune was ot aside in this immortal

moment. He had not thougnt of them
oxoept In thelr relution to a completod
stute of happiness for his futher. In
digtinetly he recognized them ss edsen-
tinls.

Ay, he was lonely, The house was
ag bleak as the steppes of 8iberla. He
longed for companionship, friendship,
kindness—and suddenly In the midst
of it all he leaped to his feet

“I'm golng out, gentiemen,” he ex-
clalmed, breaking In upon an unappre-
clated tale that Mr. Riggs wos relat-
ing at some length and with consider-
able flerceness in view of the fact that
Mr. Dawes had pulled him up rather
sharply once or twice ln a matter of
inaccurncies. “Excuse me, please.”

He lert them gaping with astonish-
ment and dashed out Into the hall for
s cont and bat, Even then he had
no definite notlon as to what his nest
move would be, gave that he was going
out—somewhere, suywhere, he did not
Chre.

Somehow, a8 he rushed down the
front stleps with the cool night alr
blowing in his face, there surged up
withln him n strong, overpowering
sense of fAlial duty. It was his duty to
make the first advances, It was for
him to pave the way to psdce and hap
piness. Something vague but disturb-
ing tormented him with the fear that
his father faced o grave peril and that

s own place was beslde him and not
against him, as bhe had been in all
these illy directed yeurs. He could
not put it away from him, this thought
that his father wus in danger—in dan
ger of something that was not phys
fcal, something from which, with all
his valor, he had no adeguate form of
defense,

Al the corner he paused, checked by
an Irresistible Impulse to look back-
ward at the house he had just left. To
his surprise there was a light in the
drawing-room windows facing the
street. The shades In one of them
hud been thrown wide open and o
strenm of lght flared out across the
gldewalk,

Frumed In this oblong square of
light stood the figure of & man. Slowly,
us If drawn by a foree he could not
regist, the young man rotraced his
steps untll he stood directly In front
of the window, A questioning smile
was on his lips, He was looking up
fnto Ranjab’'s shadowy, unsmiling tace,
dimly visible In the glow from the
distant street lamp, For a long tlme
they stared at each other, no sign of
recognition passing between them. The
Hindu's face was as rigld, as emotion-
less as If carved out of stone; his
eyes were unwavering. Frederie could
se¢ them, even in the sbhadows. He
had the queer feeling that, though the
man gave no sign, he had something
he wanted to say to him, that Lie was
actually calling to him v come back
Into the house.

Undecided, the man outside took
several halting steps toward the door-
way, his gage still fixed on the fuce in
the window, Then he broke the spell.
It was & notion on his part, he argued.
If he had been wanted his father's
servant would have beckoned to him.
He would not have stood there llke
A graven image, staring out into the
nlght. Having convineed himuplf of
this, Frederic wheeled and swung off
up the street once more, walking rap-
iy, as one who |s pursued. Turning,
he waved his hand at the man in the
window He recelved no response,
Farther off he locked back once more.
The Hindu still was there. Long after
he was out of slght of the house he
cast frequent glances over his shoul-
der as if still expecting to see the
lighted window and its cccupant.

As he made his way to Hroadway,
somewhat hazily bent on following that
thoroughfare to the district where the
night glittered and the stars ware
shamed, he began turning over In his
mind & gueer notion that had just sug-
gested itself to him, filtering through
the maze of uncertalnty in which he
hnd been floundering. It occurred to
him that he bad been mawkishly sen-
timental in respect to his father. His
attitude had not changed—he was serl-

ously Impressed by the feelings that |

had mastered him—but he found him-
sell ridiculing the idea that his father
stond In perll of any deseription. And
suddenly, out of no particular trend of
thought, groped the sly, persistent sus-
plelon that he had not been altogether
responalble for the sensations of an
hour ago. Bome outside influence had
wolded his emotions for him, some
cunning brain bad been doing his
thinking for him.

Then came the sharp recollegtion
of that motlonless, commanding figure
In the lighted window, and his own
puzeling behavior on the sidewalk out-
slde. He recalled his Impression that
someone had called out to him Just
before he turned to look up at the
window. It was all quite prepostarous,
he kept on saying over and over again
to himself, and yet he could not shake
off the uncanny feeling.

Earlier In the evening, without warn-
ing, without the slightest encourage-
ment on hig part, there had suddenly
leaped Into existence n warm, tender
and wholly Inexplicable feeling toward
his father. At first he had been
amazed by this unwonted, almost un-
naturn] feeling, which later on devel
oped Into something quite tangible In
the way of an emotion, but §o was be-
ginning to realize that the real mys-
tery lay outside of any selt-analysls
he could make, Like a shot there
flashed Iuto hin brain the startling
question: Was Ranjab, the solution?
Was It Ranjab's mind nod not his own
that bad moved him to such tender
resolves? Could such a condition be
possible? Was there such a thing ns
miud eontrol?

An hour later Frederic approached
the box offlee of the theater mentionad
by Yvonne over the telephone that

morning. The play was balf over and |

the house was sold out. He bought

& ticket of adwalssion, nowever, and
lined up with others who were content
to stand at the back to witness the
play. Inside the theater he leaned
weakly againgt the rafling at the back
of the auditorivm and wiped his brow.
What was !t that had dragged him
there against his will, in direct oppo-
sition to his dogged determination to
ghun the place?

The curtaln was up, the house
still, save for the occasional coughing
of those who succumb to a habit that
cenn neither be helped nor explained
There were people moving on the
stage, but Frederle had no eyes for
them: He was seeking in the dark-

He Was Looking Up Into Ranjab's

Shadowy, Unsmiling Face.

ness for the two fljgures that he knew
were somewhere In the blg, tenss
throng.

The lights went up and the house
was bright., Men began scurrying up
the alsies. He moved up to the railing
again and resumed his eager scrutiny
of the throng. He could not find them.
At first he wns conscious of disap-
pointment, ther he gave way to an
absurd mge. Yvonne had misled him,
ghe had deceived him—ay, she had
Hed to him. They were not in the
audlence, they had not even contem-
plated coming to this theater. He had
been tricked, deliberately tricked, No
doubt they were sented In some other
place of amusement, serenely enjoying
themselves. The thought of it mad-
dened him. And then, Just as he was
on the point of tearing out of the
house, he saw them, and the blood
rughed to his head so violently that
he wus almost blinded,

He caught sight of his father f(ar
down in front, and then the dark, half-
obscured head of Yvonue. He ocould
not see thelr faces, but there was no
mistaking them for anyone else. He
only marvelled that he had not seen
them before, even in the semidarkness.
They now appeared to be the only
people In the theater; he could see no
ong else

James Brood's fine, arlgtoeratic head
was turned slightly toward his wife,
who, as Frederic observed after chang-
ing his position to one of better ad
vantige, apparently was relating some-
thing amusing to him, They undoubt.
udly were enjoying themselves. Once
more the great, almost suffocating
wave of tenderness for his father
swept over him, mysteriously na be
fore und as convinelng. He expaerl-
enced a sudden, inexplicable feeling
of pity for the strong, virile man who
had never revealed the slighteat symp
tom of pity for him. The same curi
ous deaire to put his hands on his
futher's shoulders and tell him that
all wus well with them came over him
ngnin,

Iuvoluntarily he glanced over hig
shoulder, and the fear was in his heart
that somewhere In the shifting throng
his gaze wonld light upon the [lace
of Ranjab!

Long and Intently his searching
guze went through the crowd, seeking
the remote corners and shadows of the
foyer, and a deep breath of rellef
escaped him when It became evident
that the Hindu was not there. He had,
in & measure, proved his own cause;
Lis emotions were genuinely his own
and not the ontgrowth of an Influence
for good exerciged over him by the
Bralimin,

He began what he was pleased lo
term u systematic annlysis of hin emoe-
tlons covering the entire avening, all
the while regarding the couple in the
orchestra chalrs with a gaze unswery-
ing In its fidelity to the sensation that
now controlled him—a sensation ot
impending peril,

All at once he glunk farther back
Into the shadow, & gullty flugh mount-
ing to his cheek. Yvonne had turned
and was staring rother fixedly in his
direction. Despite the knowledge that
he was quite completely concealed by
the fotervening group of loungers, he
sustained a distinot shock. He had
the uncanny feeling that she wan look-
Ing directly into his eyes. She had
turned abruptly, as if some one had
called owd to attract her attention and
she had obeyed the sudden impulse.
A moment later her calmly Impersonal
gaze swept on, taking In the sections
to her right and the balcony, and then
went back to her hushands face.

Frederic was many mioutes In re
covering from the effects of the queer
shock he had recelved. He could not
get It out of his head that she knew
he was there, that she actually turned
in answor to the call of his mind. She

had not senrched for him; on the con-
trary, she directed her gaze Inatantly
to the gpot where he stood concenled.

Actuated by a certain sense of gullt,
he decided to leave the thoater as

socn as the curtaln went up on the
next act, which was to be the last. In-
stead of doing a0, however, he hn
gered o the end of the play, securs in
his consclenceloss esplonage, It bad
come to him that if he met them in
front of the theater aa they came out
he could lanvite them to join him at
supper in one of the uearby restau-
rants, The ldea pleased him. He
coddled it untll it became a sensation.

When James Brood and his wife
reached the sldewalk they found him
there, directly in their path, as they
wedged thelr way to the curb to awalt
the automoblle, He was smiling
frankly, wistfully, There was an hon-
est gladness in his fine, boyish faco
nod an eager light In his eyes. He no
longer had the sense of gullt in his
soul. It had been a passing quialm,
and he foll regenernted for having ex-
perienced It, even so briefly. Bome:
how It had porged his soul of the one
lingering doubt as to the sincerity of
his Impulies.

‘Hello!™ he sald, planting himself
squarely in front of them.

There was a momentary tablean. He
was vividly aware of the fact that
Yvonne had shrunk back in alarm, and
that a swift look of fear leaped into
her surprised eyes, She drew eloser
to Brood's side—or was it the jostling
of the crowd that made It seem to be
s0? He reallged then that she had not
seen him in the theater, lier surprise
wus genuine, It was not much short
of consternation, & fact that he re-
alized with a sudden sinking of the
henrt,

Then his eyes went guickly to his
father's face, James Brood waes re-
garding him with a cold, significant
gmile, ns one who understands and
deaplaes

“They told me you were here,” fal
tered Frederie, the words rushing hur
riedly through his lips, “and | thoughit
we might run in somewhere and have
a bite to eal. I—1 want to tell you
about Lydin and myself and what—"

The carriage man bawled & number
in Wlg enr and Jerked open the door
of o limousine that had just pulled up
the the curb.

Without a word, James lrood hand-
ed his wife Into the ecar and then
turned to the chauffeur,

much as o glance at Frederic, stopped
inslde. The door was slammed and
the car glid out Into the maelstrom
Yvonne had sunk back Into & corner,
huddied down us if suddenly deprived
of all her strength, Frederic saw her
face ae the car moved away, She was
sturlng at him with wideopen, re-

proachful eyes, as If to say: “Oh, what
huve you done? What a fool you are!"

For a second or two he stood as If
petrifled. ‘Then everything went red

For a Second or Two He Stood as If
Petrified.

before him, g wicked red that blinded
him. He staggered as If from a blow
In the face.

“My . God!" slipped from hia stiff
lHps, and tears leaped to hlg eves—
tears of supreme mortification. Like
a beaten dog he slunk away, feeling
himeelf plerced by the pitylng gaze
of every mortul in the street.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Vogue of White Paint.

A clever decorator who remodeled
the dining room In & New England
farm houss has even gone so far in
her use of white paint as to finish the
floors with 1. The woodwork and
furniture were also white, but plenty
of color was Introduced by bright
chintz-patterhed paper And plain
bright green rugs. The white dining
room table was always bare, which
allowed the mistress to use many at-
tractively colored dolly sets. Her
ching stowed up to splendld advan-
tage on this white ground, and the
flowers from the garden secomed un-
ugually bright and preity in the midst
of all this white. A country house
vear Clevelund has all its floors paint.
ed white, with bright green, blue and
purple rugs used o earry out certald
color schemes. Of course, nsing white
ou floors Is practieal only when you
are far from the olty's smoke or mo
tor's dust.—The Countryside Magh
zine

Happy Times.

“The cotton growerd seem to be
hard hir"”

“Yus. And many of them are long.
ing for the good old days when all they
‘had to worry about was the boll wee
i

KNEW IT HAD TO BE DONE

Rule In Mathematica Puzzied Farmer,
Though He Recognized Necessity
for lta Observance,

New York englneer was survey
Ing the route of a branch line for a
rallway system.  An old farmer with
whom he stopped for a tme admitted

Being youny and enthuslastic, the
engineer began to enlarge upon its
wonders, telling the farmer how we
could measure the distances o dib
ferent planets and even weigh the
planets; bhow we could foretell the
coming of a comet or an eclipse years
lo advance of [ta actunl occurrepce
determine the veloeity of the swiflest
projectiles, asoertaln the belghts of
mountaine without scaling them, and
magy other things meant (o astonish

them things does seem kinder |

“Yes.

curious,” wsald the farmer, “but what
always bothered me was jo under
stand why you have to carry one for
every ten. But If you don't,” he con-
tinued, with econvietion, “the darned
thing won't come out right"—Evary-
body's Magazine

Ne Doubt About “Everlasting Fire"
A dentist recently made & now set

of teeth for the bishop of —. He
anxiously watched the prelate as he
examined bhimself and his teeth in the

heard the blahop mutter something In
which he emphasized the fearful words
“Into everlasting fire”

The dentist ventured to suggest that
his lordship might feel rather uncom
fortable at first, but In a Uttle time he
would get used to them.

Witeout sppearing to notice the
dentist, his lordship exclaimed, with
tremendous vahemency, “Into everlnst
ing fire!*

“What do you mean? (nquired the
prelate, turning round with & be-
nignant smile “Why should | bave
patience? The teeth fit beautifully It
I8 the first Ume | have found myself
able to promounce the Athanasian
creed with distinctnens for these twen.
ty years”

| -
through our nelghbor's land, where
must not look to reap a

“Home," he sald, and, without so

MRS, LYON'S I
ACHES AND P

Have All Gone Since Ty :

Lydia E. Pinkham's V J0 «
etable Compound, [P
Terre Hill, Pa.«* Kindly persliiliov
to give you my testimonial iy f, WAl
Lydia E. Py
Vegetably
. S 1
i gan '-lih‘ hp. |
Il was sufferip
female troyl kot
some time
almost all kiy
aches—paing
er partof b Y
in sides, and
ing down pu o YO
could not e I
had no appetite. Sinea I harg

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetalle
pound the aches and pains aro g
and I feel like n new woman, [
praise your medicine too highly,*
Avcustus Lyon, Terre Hill, Py

It is true that nature and o wy
wors uns produced the grandest
for woman's illa that the worll
ever known. From the rooty
herbs of the field, Lydia E. Py
forty years ngo, guve to wo
s remedy for their peculiar ills
has proved more efficacious
other combination of drugs evir

nded, and todny Lydia E. Pini
egetable Compound is recag
from const to coast as the sl
remedy for woman's ills,

In the Pinkham Laboratory at
Mass,, are files containing bundy
thousands of letters from women
ing health—many of them openly
over theirown signatures that the
reguined their health by taking [
E. Pinkham’'s Vegetable Com pog
and in somae cases that it has saved)
from surgical operations.

Pimples
rashoes, hives, reds
neas und skin blemishes ean

be quickly removed with

Glenn’s
Sulphur

Soap

Delightful in & warm bath
before retiring —soothes the
nerves and induces refreshe

ing slvep. Druggista,

THIl's Hair and Whisker Dys,
mhéﬁ-mﬁf"‘

3 R o
HAIR BAL
-t

_._ P {

W, N, U, BALTIMORE, NO. 2

SMALL MOTOR FOR DEN1IS

Does Away With Rather Cumb

Material Which Must at Pres
Be Used.

An elootrie motor, even In
slzes, I8 quite heavy for the pow
yields, For this reason dentisis b
beer using o motor m unted
bracket and eounected by a iled
shuft with the pofut of applicatios
power, Recently, however, a b
ture electric motor has been dey
for the dentlst's use which ls so #
and welghs so lttle that It may
connected directly to  the de
chucksgind used as u hand ool
dolng awny with the puinboersoms
versdl shalt, In place ol the o
light electric cord connecls the o
with o lump wocket. The molsr
one of the smallest ever made
commercial use, Its welght 19 but
wnd one-quarter ounces, and it s
and threequarter inchies lung by
and onequarter inches o diame
It uses only 12 watly and ope
nt a spoed of 15,000 revolutions
minute,

The Proper Cure.
“What drink di¢ you order for J
when you saw his (nee fall?™
“A plek-meup?”

Real osteto Is seldom a8 chesp
dirt.

CLEAR-HEADED.

Head Bookkeeper Must EBe Rellal
The chlef bookkeener In a
business house in one of our @
Wentern cities speaks of the ban
coffea and tea did for him: ]
"My wile and | drank our firat &
of Postum a little over two Yo
ago, and we have used It ever sid
to the entire exclusion of tea

coffee. It hnppened in this way:

“I had en sttack of pnoeumoss
which left me with dyspepsin, or @
ralgla of the slomach. My ‘cup
cheer' had always been coffea or
but 1 became gonvicced, after 8
that they aggraveted my stom
trouble, 1 happened to mentlon ¥
matter to my grocer one day and MM
suggested that 1 give Postum » :

“Next day it cune, and we lked B
so much that we will never chaubgy
back; for | am s well man today i
have used no medicine, |

"My work as chiof bookkeeper "Ry
our Co's branch house hers Is o
very confining nature, During my ©
foe drinking days -1 was sublect
oervousness and the 'blues’ fn 8%
tion to my slck spells, Theso BN
left me since 1 began using Pos¥
and I onn consclentiously recomiss
it to thoge whose work confines H59
to long boura of severe mental €
tion." -

Namo given by Postum Co., B8
Creek, Mich. Road “The Ro#8 f
Waelville,” in pkgs. T

Postum comes in two forms:

Postum Cereal—the original fof
munt be well botled. 16¢ and
“ ¥ L -... -




