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AFTER THE SUGGESTION OF MARRIAGE HAD BEEN MADE TO RODNEY ALDRICH, HE
DIDN'T WASTE TIME IN FOLLOWING IT UP—ROSE SURPRISES HER MOTHER

=

argument with the conductor.
line.
his wealthy married sister, Mrs. M

SYNOPSIS.—Itose Stanton, student ot the University of Chicago, 18 put off o street cor In the rain after an
She Is necosted by n young man who offers help nod escorts her to nnother car
An hour later this man, Rodoney Aldrich, a well-to-tdo lawyer, nppears softleed with rain ot the home of
to attend a birthday dioner in his honor,
gests that It's about time Kodney looked around for o wife, He enlls on Miss Stnnton, and what occurs at the
meeting 18 deseribed In this instatlment,

irtin Whitney,

Myrs, Whitney sug-

——

CHAPTER I1l.—Continued.
.

»Oh" she sald, “mother's written |
two or three books, and lots of muga-
zine artlcles, about women—wotnen's
rights and suffroge, and all  that,
8he's been—well, sort of n leader ever
glnce she graduated from colloge,
baek In—just think 1—1870, when most
girls used to have — accomplishments
—"French, musle, and wushing extra,’
you know."

She sald it all with a quite ndorn-
ble serlonsness, and hig gravity match-
od hers when he replied: “I would
like to meet her very much. Fomin- |
fsm’s o subject I'm blankly Ignoraut
ahout.”

“f don't belleve,” she sald thought-
fully, “that I'd eall it femlnlsm in
talking to mothoer ubout It ir 1 were
you. Mother's a sulfragist, but”—
there ecame another wave of faint
color along with her smile—"but—
well, she's awfully respectuble, you
know."

She dldn't =eem to mind his laugh-
tng out at that, though she didn’t
Joln him,

“What about the other Interesting
member of the family," he asked
presently, “your slster? Which Is she,
a suffraglst or a feminist?

“I suppose,” she sald, “you'd call
Portln 0 feminist. Anyway, she
hasn't time to talk about it much, You

gee, she's n business woman. She's a
house decorator. She tells you what
kind of furniture to buy, wnd then
gells It to you. Portin’s terribly clever
and awfully independent.”

“All right” he sald. “Thnt brings
us down to you. What are you?"

She gighed. “I'm sort of a black
gheep, T guess. I'm just in the univer-
gity. But I'm to be n lawyer.”

Whereupon he erled out so explo-
sively that she fuirly Jumped. Then he

stop.

In the deeper sense—and she was
brenthilessly consclous of this, too—
he hodn't forgotten she was there,
Ile was telling it all because she wns
there—because she was herself and
nobody else. She knew-—though how,
she  couldn't have oxplained—with
that Intultive certaloty which Is the
only real certaluty there I8, that the
story couldn't have been evoked !'rum1
Iim In Just that way by anyone else
In the world. |

At the end of two years In lh":
gtute’s attorney’s office, he told her,
lie figured he hod his trainlng and was
rendy to begin,

“1 made just one resolution when I
lung out my shingle.,” he snld, “and
that wans that no matter how fow
cusea T got, T wonldn't tnke any that
weren't Interesting—that didan't glve
me something to bite on, 1 wasn't
willlng to be bored for any reward
they had to offer me. It's cynleal to
be bored, IU's the worst lmmorality
there 18, Well, and I never have heen”

It wasn't o)l sutoblographical nnd
nureatlve.  There wus a lot of his
deep-breathing,  spacious  philosophy
of life mixed up In it. And this the |
girl,  cousclously and deliberutely, |
provoked., It didn't need much, Bhe
sald something about discipline and |
he snatched the word away from her.

“What Is discipline? ~ Why, It's
stnnding the guff — standing t, not
submitting to It. It's secepting the
facts of life—aof your own life, as they
happen to be. It Iso't belng conguer-
ed by them. It's not making masters
of them, but servants to the underly-
Ing things you want."

She tried to make a reservation
there—suppose the things you wanted
weren't good things?

But he wouldn't allow It. *“What-

apologized and sald the notion of her
in court trylng n case—he was a lnw-
yer himself—seemed rather startling. |

She sighed again. “And now I
suppose,” she said, “you'll advise me
pot to be'

WNot o bit," he sald. “It's the fin-
est profession in the world,"

But he sald it off the top of his
mind. Down below, it was still en-
gnged with the pleture of her In a
dlsmal eourtroom, blozing up at n
jury the way she had Dblazed up at
that conductor.

“1 suppose,” she hazarded, “that (s
awfully dull and tiresote, though,
until you get "way up to the top,”

That roused him. “It's awfuolly dull
when you do get to the top, or what's
cnlled the top—being a client care
taker with the routine law business
of a few blg corporntions and rich
estntes going through your office like
grist through a mill. That's supposed
to be the big rewnrd, of course.”

He was out of his chair now, tramp-
Ing up and down the room, “The thing |
to bear In mind, if you're going to
travel that road, I8 that a cose I8
worth while in n precise and unaltera-
ble ratio to the amount of money in-
volved In It, If you question that
axlom at all seriously, you're lost.
That's what happened to me."

He pulled up with a jerk, looked at
her and Inughed, “If my sister Fre
derlen were here,” he explained, “she
would warn yon that now was the time
for you to nsk me If I'd been to see
Maude Adams or something lke that"

She smiled In a sort of contented
amusement, Then the smile trans-
muted [tself Into n look of thoughtful
gravity, and there was a long sllence
which, though it puzzled him, he moade
no move to break.

At lnst she pulled In a long breath,
turned stralght to him, and sald: *1
wish you'd tell me what happened
to you."

And, under the compelling sincerity
of her, for the next two hours and o
half, or thereabouts, he did—told it |
ng he had never told It before,

e told her how he hnd started at
the foot of the ladder In one of the
blg successful firms of what he called
“ollent earctukers.” e told of his
discovery of n real legal problem and
of the passlonute enthusinsm with
which he hnd attacked it, the thrill-
Ing weeks of labor he had put npon It

And then he told her how the head
of the firm, an old friend of his fa
ther's, had ealled him In and sald the
work he had done was very remark-
able, but, unfortunately, not profitnble
to the firm, the wholeé amount luvolved
in the casge having been some twenty
dollars. In other words, he was fired.

He told her how he'd got in with
an altruistic bunch — the City Homes
pssoclation. And from the way he
told of his lnbors In drafting a new
clty ordinance, she felt that It must
have been one of the most fascinat-
Ing occupations In the world, un-
Ul he told her how It had dmwn him
into politics, and then how after an
election a pew state's attorney had of-
fored lim u position on his stafl of
nsslstants,

In n sense, of course, It was true
that he hod, o Frederien would have
put it, forgotten she was there.

The girl knew he had forgotten, and
her only digcomfort came from the

ever they are” he Inslsted, “your de-
sires are the only motive forces |
you've got. No matter how fine your
intelligenece is, 1t can't ride anywhere
except on the back of your own |
passions, Learn to ride them—control
them—spur them, But don't forget
that they're you Just us essentially as
the rider 8"

It was with a curlongly relaxed
hody, her chin eradled In the crook of
her arm, which lay along the back
of the couch, her eyes unfocused on
the window, that the girl listened with
more and more polgnantly vivid con-
gelousness of the man himself, the
deiving power of bim, of something
carelossly exultnnt In his own strength.
She got to thinking of the fight of a
gront bird wheeling up higher and
higher on his powerful wings, Sud-
denly and to her consternation, she
felt her eyes flushing up with tears.
She tried to blink them away, but they
came too fast.

Presently he deopped short In his
wolk—stopped talking, with a gasp,
in the mididle of a sentence, and
She couldn't sce

looked into her face.

“What Is Discipline? Why, It's Stand-
ing the Galt."

im elearly, but she saw his hands
clench and heard him draw a long
breath. Then he turned abruptly and
witlked to the window nnd for a mor-
tnl, endless minute there was a silence,

Something hoppened  durlng  that
moment while he stood looking Into
her tear-flushed eyes—something mo-
mentous—critieal—which no previous
experience in her life had prepured her
for. And It hod happened to him, too,
His silhouette ns he stood there with
his hands clenched, between her and
the window, showed her that,

What underiny hor quict was won-
der nnd fear, nnd more deeply still, a
sort of cosmic contentment—the ncqul-
ggcence of n swinimer In the stil, Ire-
resistible current of n mighty river.

fewr that the spell might be broken
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tand he might remember suddenly and | hor mother enme in and, presently, Por-

tin. She Introduced him to them, and
then dropped out of the conversation
altogether. As If It were n long way
olf, ghie heard him retalling lnst night's
ndventure and expressing his regret
that he hadn't taken her to hig sister
to be dried out, before he sent her
home,

She was aware that Portin stole a
look at her in & puzeled, penetrating
sort of way every now and then, but
didn't concern herself as to the bosis
of her curlosity. Tt wasn't until he
rose to go that she aroused herself
and went with him Into the hall
There, after he'd got Into his overcoat
aund hooked his stick over his arm, he
held out his hand to her in formdl
leave-taking, Only It dldn't turn out
that way. For the effect of that warm,
lithe grip flew its flag In both thelr
fnces,

“You're such a wonder,” he sald.

She smiled. “So are y-you," It was
the first time she hod ever stammered
In her life,

When she ecame back Into the sit-
ting-room, she found Portia inclined
to be severe, “Did you ask him to
come ognin?' she waoted to know,

Rose smiled. “I never thought of
it," she sald,

“Perhaps It's Just as well” sald
Portin, “Did you hnve anything ot
all to say to him before we cnme

home, or were you like that all the |

while? How long ngo did he come?”
“I don't know," suld Rose behind
n very real yawn, "1 was asleep on

That's
Andl

the couch when he came In,
why I was dressed like this"
then she xald she was hungry.

There wusn't, on the whole, n hap-
pler person In the world at thut mo-
ment.

But Rodney Aldrich, pounding along
nt five miles on hour, In o divee-
tion left to chance, was not happy.
Or, If he was, he didn't know it. He
couldn't yleld instantly, and easily, to
hisg Intuitlons, ns Rose had done. He
felt that he muost think—felt that he
had never stood In such need of cool,
level congideration as at this moment,

But the process was lmpossible,

Anywny, It was a remark Frederiea
had mode last night that gave him
something to hold on by. Marringe,
she had sald, was an adventure of
which no nmount of eautlous thought
tanken In advanece could modify the es-
gsentinl sdventurousness.  There was
noe doubt In his mind that marrioge
with that girl would be n more won-
derful udventure than sunyone had
ever had In the world,

CHAPTER 1IV.
How It Struck Portia.

It wpns just a fortnight later that
Rose told her mother she was golng
to muarry Rodney Aldrich, thereby
glving that lady a greater shock of
surprise than, hitherto, she had ex-
perienced In the sixty years of a
tolerably eventful life,

Itose found her neatly writing o
paper at the boudolr desk In the little
room she called her den,

Mrs. Stanton sald, “What, dear?"
indifferently enough, just In mechuni-
cal response of the matter-of-fact In-
flection of Rosalind’s volce. Then she
lnid down her pen, smiled In a puzzied
wany up into her daughter's face, and
ndded: "My ears must have played
me a funny trick. What did you say?”

Rtose repeated : *Rodney Aldrich and
1 are golng to be married.”

But when she suw a look of painful
Incomprehension In her mother's face,
she sut down on the arm of the chair,
slid a strong arm around the fraglle
figure, and hugged it up against her-
self, I suppose,” she ohserved con-
tritely, “that I eught to have broken
It more gradually, But I never think
of things lke that”

As well a8 she could, her mother
resisted the embrace.  *1 ean't be-
leve," she sald, gripplng the edge of
her desk with both hands, “that you
would jest about a solemn subject like
that, Itose, and yet It's Ineredible . , 1"

The mothér freed herself from the
girl's embrace, rose, and walked nway
to another chalr, “If you'll talk
rationnlly and serlously, my dear," she
snld, “weo ¢éan continue the conversa-
tion. Dut this Aippant, rather—vyulgar
tone you're tuking, pains me very
much.”

The girl flushed to the halr. "1
didn’t know I was belng flippant and
vulgar," she sald, “I didn't mean to
be. I was Just trying to tell you—all
about It"

“You've told me," said her mother,
“that Mr. Aldrich bhas asked you to
marry him and that you've consented.
It seems to me you have done 8o
hastily and thoughtlessly. Xe's told
you he loves you, U've no doubt, but
1 don't sce how It's possible for you
to feel sure on such short mcqualnt
ance."

"Why, of course he's told me," Rose
aild n lttle bewildered. “He can't
help telling me all the time, any more
than I can bhelp telling him. We're
—pnther moad about each other, really,
I think he's the most wonderful per-
son In the world, and"—she smiled a
little uncertainly—"he thinks 1 am.
But we've tried to be sensible about

It was distinetly a relief to bher when

it, and think It out reusonably. He

| anld he couldn't guarantee that we'd
Lo hinpps ; that no pair of people could
he syre-nf that (110 they'd tried.  Dut,
he sald, 1t looked to him ke the most
wonderfnl, magnificent adveninre In
the world, and asked If It looked to
we like that, and 1 sald it did, Be-
catse It's true, It's the only thing
In the world that seems worth—bother-
ing about, And we both think—
though of course we can't be sure
we're thinking stralght — that we've
| got o good chance to manke It go."
Even her mother's bewlldered ears
couldn't distrust the sincerity with
| which the girl bad spoken. But this
only Inerensed the bewllderment, She
|lunl lstened with a sort of Incredu-

lous distuste she couldn't keep her
| fnce from showling, and at last she had
to wipe nway her tears,

At that Rose came over to her,

dropped on the floor at her knees, and
cmbraced her. 1 guess perhaps I une
derstond, mother," she sald. “I didn't
reallze — you've always been so In-
tellectun]l and advanced — that you'd
feel that way nbout It—be shocked be-

cnuse I hadn't pretended not to care |

for him, nod been shy and coy" —In
spite of herself, her volee got an edge
of humor In It—"and a startled fawn,
you know, running awny, but just not
fust enough 8o thut he wouldn't come
running ufter and think he'd made o
wonderful conquest by eatehing me at
Inst. But a man ke Rodoney Aldrich
wouldn't plead and protest, mother.
He wouldn't want me unless I wanted
him Just a8 much."

It was a long thine before her mother
spoke, and when she did, she spoke

cPA»...t.M

¥l  Guess Perhaps 1 Understand,

Mother.” |

humbly—resignedly, ns |If ni!mlmnizI
that the situatlon was beyond her
POWers,

“It's the one need of a woman's |
life, Rose, dear,"” she gald, “the corner-
stone of all her happiness, that her
husband, ns you say, ‘wants’ her,
Doubt of it is the one thing that will
have the power to make her bitterly
unhappy. That's why It seems to me
s0 terribly necessary that she be sure
ubout it before it's too late.”

“Yes, of course,”" sald Rose. “But
that's true of the man, too, Isn't It?
Otherwisge, where's the equality ¥

Her mother couldn't answer that ex-

cept with o long sigh.

. - L] L L] . .

Ever since babyhood, Rose had been
devoted, by all her mother's plans and
hopes, to the furtherance of the cause
of women, whose ardent champlon she
herself had always been. For Rose—
not Portin, wns the devoted one.

The elder doughter had been born
at a time when her own activities
were ot thelr helght, As Portin her-
self hod said, when she and her two
brothers were lttle, thelr mother had
been too busy to—luxuriate in them
very much; and, during those early,
and possibly suggestible years, Portia
had been suffered to grow up, as It
were, by herself,

She expected Rose to marry, of
course, DBut In her day-dreams It was
to be one of Rose's converts to the
cause. Certaloly Rodney Aldrich, who,
a8 Rose outrageously had boasted,
rolled her In the dust and tramped all
over her In the course of thelr argu-
ments, presented n violent contrast to
the ldeal husband she had selected,  In-
deed, it would be hard to think of him
as anything but the rock on which her
whole ambitlod for the girl would be
shattered.

That night, during the procesa of
getting ready for bed, Rose put on
n bathrobe, pleked up her halrbrush,
and went Into Portla’s room. Portla,
much guicker always about such mat-
ters, was already upon the point of
turning out the light, but, guessing
what her sister wanted, she stacked
her pillows, climbed Into bed and set-
tled back for n chnt.

“I hope,” Rose began, “that you're
really pleased about It. Becnuse moth-
er lsn't, She's terribly unhappy. Do
you suppose It's because she thinks
I've—well, sort of deserted her, in not
golng on and being a lawyer—and all
that?"

“Oh, perhaps,” sald Portla, Indiffer
ently, *I wouldn't worry ubout that,
though. Because really, child, you
had no more chance of growing up to
be a lawyer and a leader of the ‘cause’
than I have of getting to be a briga-
dier-general.”

Rose stopped brushing her holr and
demanded to be told why not. BShe
had been getting on all right up to
now, hudn't she?

“Why, Jjusc think,” snid Portid,
“what mother herself had gone through
when she wns your age: put herself
through college because her father
didn't belleve In ‘higher education’ —
practicully disowned her. She'd
taught lx months In that awful gchool
—remember? She was used to being
abused and ridlculed. And she was
working hard enough to have killed
n comel. But you! . . . Why
lnmb, you never really had to do any-
thing In your life, If you felt like

| over the telephone,

| two or three weeks ago, who Rosalind

it, all right—and equally all right Lf

you dido't. You've never been hurt—
never even been frightened. Yon
wouldn't know what they felt ke,
And the result Is, , "

Portln eyed her thonghtfully, “The
result 18" she concludgd, “that you
hnve grown Into a Dblg, splen-
did, fearless, confiding crenture, that
It's perfectly Inevitable some man ke
Rodney Aldrich would go stralght out
of his head about, And there you
ﬁrl.!!“

A troubled, questioning look came
into tue younger sister's eyes, “l've
been lnzy and selfish, I know," she
suld, “Perhaps more than 1 thought.
I haven't meant to be. But , . . do
you think I'm any good at all?"

“That's the real Injustice to It
snld Portln; “that you are. You've
stayed big and simple, It couldn't
posslbly occur to you now to say to
yourself: ‘Foor old Portin! She's al-
wnys been Jenlous boecause mother
liked me best, and now she's Just
green with envy because I'm golog to
marry Rodoey Aldrieh "

She wouldn't stop to hear Rose's
protest, *“I know It conldn't” she
went on.  “That's what I say. And
yet there's more than a lttle truth in
It, T suppose, Oh, I don't mean I'm
sorry you're golng to be happy—I bhe-
lHeve you are, you know. I'm Just a
little sorry for myself, Here 1 stay,
grinding along, wondering what It's all
ubout and what after all's the use
« + «» While you, you buby! are go-
Ing to find out."

Portia began unpacking her pillows,
“Open my window, will you? There!
Now, kiss me and run along to by-by !
And forget wy nonsensge,”

. L] L] . L] .

The wedding was set for the first
week In June, And the decision, In-
stantly acqulesced In by everybody,
was that It was to be as qulet —as
strictly a fomily affuir—as possible,

Indeed, the notlon of even n Hl"l[\]t.';

wedding Into the Aldeich family left
Portin rather nghnst,

But this feeling was largely allnyed
by Frederlen's first call. Belng a cele-
brated beauty and n person of great
social consequence, didn't, it appeared, |
prevent one from belng human nutl‘

|

glmple-mannered and altogether de-
lightful to have about. She wns 80
competent, too, and Intelligent (Rose
didn't see why Portla should find any-
thing extraordinnry In  all  this,
Wasn't she Rodney's sister?) that her
conquest of the Stanton family was
Instantaneous.  They dldn't suspect
that It was dellberate,

Rodney had made his great an-
nouncement to her, choracteristically,
from his office.
“Dio you remember asking me, Freddy,

Stanton was? Well, she's the girl I'm
golng to marry.”

And so, the “real adventure”
of marriage begine for Rose
Stanton, You'll find the next
installment of extraordinary in-
terest.

(TO BE CONTINUED)
WAS MODEL FOR “PEER GYNT”

Ibsen Inspired in Creating Masterpiece
Partly by an Eccentric
Young Dane.

There are many models buck ot
“I"'eer Gynt," and among them a young
Dane, 1bsen met the young man fre
quently In Itnly. He was a peculiarly
concelted nml affected young bluffer,
Georg Drandes writes In the Century
Magnzine, Ie used to tell the Itallon
girls at Isehin and Caprl that his father,
a schooltencher In reallty, was the best
friend of the king of Denmark, and
that lie Wmself wns one of the great
est men In Denmark, To prove this, |
he often appeared In entire sults of
white gatin. He ealled himself n poet,
but could fiud poetleal Inspiration only |
In the wilderness or In desolate, dreary
spots. He once went to Crete (o write,
he sald, n great deamn of tragedy, He
returned, however, without having ne- |
complished his purpose. He nverred
that he could feel tragle emotion only
in the mountnins, and lved In self-
deluslon and HHlusion,

Some of his characteristles have
passed In “Peer Gynt" Otherwise |
“Peer Gynt” 1s supposed to be an lo- |
carnntion of Norweglan folbles, Peer's
les ure not really fulsehoods, If this
implies the Intention to decelve others, |
They are rather self-deceptions, “I'eer
Gynt” has something In common with
Cervantes' “Don Quixote,” and Is more
closely related to Daudet's “Turtarin'

Height of a Camera.

A safe rule In most cases, Is to
have the camerp at such a helght
that the lens Is nbout level with the
eyes of a person of uvernge helght,
standing. This lmplies that most trl-
pod stunds, nll ultra portable ones, are
too short In the leg, as even those
which allow the camera to be at this
height only do so when the feet are
s0 near together that the stand Is
unstable, With lenses of short focus
It s usunlly advantageous, especlally
In interlor work, to have the camera
lower, while with very long focus
lenses It many be higher to avold a
foreshortening of the ground. In the
case of domestle Interiors, It Is Im-
portant to have the lens well above
the level of a table top, as the effect
of the furniture seen from a lower
viewpolat will be unsatisfactory.

Blind Children Learn,

Here 18 an originnl method used tu
tonch a little blind child her alphabet,
that I hope may help other mothers
who have little ones afllicted with the
same handieap. Use the ralsed letters
from old felt pennnnts and paste on
four pleces of cardboard. Dividing
the slphabet Into four parts prevent
the child from trylog to learn too many
letters at once, When the alphabet 18
mustered, the letters can then be made
into words and put on small card-
ponrds, The lttle one's touch soon
learns to distinguish between letters
and It 13 Interesting to note how soon
it grasps both letters and words.

Warned.

“Robert,” sald his teacher, sternly,
“you nre Incorrigible. 1 shall certaloly
hnve to ask your father to come and
see me” “Better not do that, teach-
er,” responded the doctor's son; “pop
charges two dollars a visit"

| ufeeted,

| thrown upon publie charity.

| would not work anyway,

| State

| Lnuse common

| strate

BNOfes®

| (Conducted by the National
Christlan Temperance Unlon.)

eTDEIANGe

Womun's

Horsemen agree
that Yager's
Liniment 18 the

best and mont ecos
nomical liniment

THIS FROM “COLLIERS'".
In o few years the statlsticiuns

|
ought to have some curves showlng

what no booze really means to our

big citles, Under decent und good
government the results are startlingly
gimilar, For exumple, here are Seat-
tle and Blrminghom In opposite core
ners of the United States, different In
nlmost every detall of raclal make-up,
business Interests, ete, but both tell-
! Ing the game “dry" tule
holf a8 many nrrests, fewer murders
nnd sulcldes, ut more bank clearings,
less fire and wore bullding, Incrensed
trade and emptied Julls—such are a
few of the tems, The drug problem
I8 easler becanse whisky hasn't done
nny subsoll plowing for it.  These
fucts, and more like ‘em, are noted
by such poapers ng the Manufacturers'
Record nnd by keen business men who
| wonder now why on earth they ever
thought prohibition would hurt busi-
ness,  (Probably they had read It In
| the liguor nds!)  The samencss 18
tiresome except to those who like to
note -soclal progress, and to the un-
fortunnte women and kids who some-
times wonder drearlly how long It will
be before thelr homes, too, are In out
of the wet.

WHICH SHALL WE BELIEVE?

The Nquor Interests continue to send
hrondeast fulse stutements concerning
conditions In dry states, This I8 one
of them ;

“In Colorado 55,000 were rendered

[ Jobless by prohibition; they glutted

lubor market; Industrial  condl-
tlons became chaotle ] wuges were re-
dueed & thousands were thrown on pub-
lie charity.”

The Colorado state labor commis
sloner, Mr. Alex Swanson, thus re
Ples:

“Prohibition did not make 55,000 job-
When the 2,000 Colorpdo sa-
loons closed some 10,000 persons were
This pumber included bar-
tenders, porters,  walters, brewery
workers, ete. They were quickly os-
dimilated in other lines,

e

livss,

glutting of the Iabor market, Our
grent trouble has been to get uien

enough for the Jobg, Wages hoave not
been golng up, Thousands were not
Perhaps
wore, whe
You will al
ways find such In any town, There
nre more demnnds for men to Al the
johs glnee prohibition than there ar
men to fill the jobs"
WHY GRANGERS ARE DRY.
“The answer Is easy to give,
Mr. L. J. Tabor, master of the Ohlo
Grange, explulning why the
formers are active In the fight for

n few saloon hongers-on

" o

ENyH

stute-wide and notion-wide prohibl-
tion, *“The grange Is n constructive
forward-looking organization, The

first plank In the grunge platform s
not more money for the furmer, but
better mwen and women on the furms
and In Ameriea, This high purpose
letives but one course of nctlon thot
the grange could possibly take in n
moral issue,
sidoe of the question,

“The gringe,
for absolute prohibition, not for fu-
natiegl or sentimental rensons, hnt be-
sense and the cald
fucts In the ease conclusively demon-
that while the saloon I8 the
greatest enemy of the choreh and the
home, 1t Is also n groat enemy of ru-
ral progress, of natlonal development
tund the best things In life)

CRIME AND ALCOHOL,

In granting probation to offenders,
Californla courts require that the de-
fendant ghall, during the probatlonaty
perlod, “ashsolutely and totally refrain
nnd desist from the use of Intoxienting
Haquors In any form.” I this provision
could come before the man committed
erime, would It not act a8 n prevens
tive?

LIQUOR GETS NO JOBS,

No mun ever held a job bhecanse of
hig eapacity to use lquor, and no man
wns ever given one beeause he was
fond of John Barleyeorn, Workers will
have to renlize thig, and thelr realizn-
tlon of It will be for thelr betterment.
—California Liberator,

DRINK.

No reputable life-Insurance company
conslders the deinking man a good risk.
The expectation of life for a young
mnn of twenty addicted to drink 1s 16
years, while that for an abstalner at
the game nge Is 44 yenrs.—Rev. L, A.
Crundall, Baptist, Minneapolis.

NEW SLOGAN,
“Beer and whisky,
They're a curse;
We deink water,
Safety first,”

THE NATION'S GOING DRY,

There are now 256 prohibition states,
The Distriet of Columbla Is dry by act
of congress. Alnska Is dry by a 2to 1
vote of the people ratifled by con-
Including the dry terrRory In
wet states, more than 87 per cent of
the aren of the United States and more
than 60 per cent of the population are
under prohibltion.

Flght states are In submission cam-
palgns. At least two of these will vole
on the question In November of this
venr, the others in 1018, Ohlo I8 In
a wet and dry fight,

BTOSK,

NO REASONABLE USE.

“Beenuse some men use llquors uns
wisely 1s no reason all men should he
denled thelr reasonable use,” suys an
antl-prohibition journal,

According to the findings of sclence
there 18 no reusonnble uge of nlecholle
beverages. The laboratories huve sets
fled that question,

MNEW PACKING PLANT,

Macon, In prepibition Georgia, has
o new million-dollar packing plant.
The property of 4 former hrewlng com-
puny is utilized In the new enterprise,

About one-

There was ne |

It must be on the right |

state and natlonal, 1s |

for general stable use,

Por strained ligaments, spavin
harness gally, sweeny, wounds or otd
sores, cuts and any enlargements,
it gives quick rellef,

A 25 cent bottle contains four
times as much as the usual bottle
ol liniment sold at that price.

Atall dealers.

GILBERT RROS. & CO.
Baltimore, Md.
—

FERTILIZERS FROM
MUNICIPAL WASTE

Waate frous ¢ities nnd towns nugh s Manure, Night
i, Birest nunniﬂnn. and Garbage, whichare rich
n Nltrogon and Potash will be turaed into Fertilisor,
nrmoers take Idunlutl o gitaln your nesds In
ortilizne st 8 very small cost to you, 500 will get
you ship in lention now forming o
upply fortilizger to you nt cost, dolivemd 1.? Your
e station free. Write st onece for foil informa-
on and enrell ns & wember now. Natlonal Fers
lUzer Co., 608 Hoss bt., Pittsburgh, Penna,
and [ will

Ladies! Send Me 10¢ &/ Tou
TR

box of “I'l™ white shos cleaner in stiok form
o1 U, 8. Fidelity & Guaranty Bidg., Baltimore, Md.

FIt
Clenra white hh""‘d""“ and hats, W.H, BEY

X There 18 nlw Uys room .ul the IIII‘I. I'i-l:
fate Is continually tuking a Uttle bit
ofl the top.

SOFT, CLEAR SKINS

Made So by Daily Use of Cuticura
Soap and Ointment—Trial Free.

I The Inst thing at night and the first
In the morning, bathe the face freely

| with Cutleura Sonp and hot water, If
there are pimples or dandruff smenr
them with Cutlenrs Olntment bofore
hithing. Nothing better than Cuticurs
for dally tollet preparutions,

I Free snmple each by mall with Book.

Address posteard, Catleurn, Dept. L,

Boston, Sold everywhere.—Ady.
It's astonishing how fast a strect
ear goes when you ure running to

| eateh It

' Whenever You Need a General Tonic
| Take Grove's
The Old Standard Grove's Tasteless
chill Tonie is equally valuable as a Gen-
| eral Tonic because it contuins the well
known tonic properties of QUININE and
| IRON. It acts on the Liver, Drives out
Malaria, Eoriches the Blood and Builds
| up the Whole System, 50 cents,
‘ Quid Pro Quo.
I gut from yon"

“Well, nin't you giving me a roust?"
| =—ultiinore Americun,

“It's n raw deal
|

One bottle of Dr. Poery's “Diead  Bhot™
will mave You money, tme, angiety and
hoalth. ©One dose sufficlent, without Castor

| il In addition. Adv,

Too Much Noise,
“Why did they expel Mr, Crow
from the Arlel club%"
“Oh, for caws."”
' Their Predicament.
l “It secms thot the people In nne

tlonsg on short ratlons ure not follow-
Ing the usual order.”

“What Is that?"

*They are whining but not dining."”

She's Found a Place to Start.
“Now that we are at war we shail

have to practice rigld economy,"”
SAL right, iy dear, I looked at your
lust yoeur's hat this morning and I wm
| sure It will do again for this sunnner

A Babylonian Eple.

In the midst of It all, & man in Philn
delphin, n professor, s ealmly trins
Inting n Babyloninn eple, He has Iy
fore him certaln tublets which word
burled In Mesopotaminn ground thoo
gands of yenrs ago, upon which, {n the
| thine of Abraham, certaln queer cone

ghnped charncters wero [nseribed.  Not
| many yenrs ngo the key to these char:
' acters was discovered, In the form of
[ on Inscription In two languages, one
| of which wus known, and the mennlng

of the queer charncters slowly

emerged.  The Philadelpliln professor

has discovered that the tablets bear

an eple poem. He ls tronslating the
| epie and finds It to be the story of the

wany In which a half-barbarous chief
| taln, named Enkidu, was redecmed
from n eaveer of tyranny and vielence
by the love of o woman, And day after
dny, while the papers are foll of woes
and wickednoess, and the druoms of war
heat on the streets, Indifferent to ol
the uproar this patient man goes o
transinting Into good English the poem
of Enkidu nnd his love,
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