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ARE YOU LOOKING
FOR A -

SAFE INVESTMENT
FOR YOUR MONEY*

Then la nothing safer than Beat Estate.
I bav« taken the aganoy for Wood, Har-
mon <t Oo.'s Brooklyn Properties, one of
the largeat and moat aaoooMfal in the
world.

A SHALL PAYMENT DOWN and
Small Monthly Payments aeourw for yon
the BMt Real Eitat* in the United Statea,

Among tbe Advantagss Ara:
1st—A free deed to your

family in case of death.
2nd — A non >- forfeiture

clause in case of sickness.
3rd—A Free Trip, to New

York and return for-mspection.
I have made a Personal lnipeotion of

this property and it atrikes me aa being
Oneofttbe Beat Investment* eTerplaoed
within the reaoh of the pers n of moderate
means, v For farther particulars, mapa,eto.
call on or addreai

P. B. T1MBRMAN,
BIALS STRMT, : POTSDAM, N. Y.

Sanitarium for Women EKSE

QBN*
UKnoX

• BoMiau

oj HiWMa trwoaasn.

EB.MWWM.
~ H. T.

ALUMINUM

Cooking Utensils.
I am agent for this County

for the Celebrated Aluminum
Ware made in Pittsburgh,which
is fast displacing all other kinds

{Q\ Cooking Utensils. • -

They are Very Light
in weight.

Absolutely Clean and
Wholesome. -

.Will dook food more
perfectly, Wear Longer
and are Cheaper and
Better than others.

I will make a house to house
canvass of Potsdam, but if there
)v"e any who want to see this
ware drop me a postal and 1
will call at once. 22U

.<< J. F. DOWD,
Lock Box 257, Potsdam, N.Y.

CHARLES A. OWENS.
TUNER OF PIANOS & ORBANS.

XsunuM, BMVLAim and Voicnrs.
t very aanuatly adlott year o t a s .

PitsliM.Y.'

H- L Bridish,

MBRCHANT TAILOR

' Over Ball's Shoe Store

Nasal
CATARRH

la all 1M Malta that*
tkotld ba shaaUasss.
Mj% C m * Balm

. el«saMS,saotbtaaa4bsa]a
Ika iiMtmi kMUbnae.
l i n n s catanaaaddrWaa
awayael i l iathahasd
•aloUjr. - .

C » a m SalsaTa plaesi hto tkt aesttOa, spnaaa
•nr tbt MtarixaM u l to abmbM. RslMlate-
BM<tUt*aa4a«<u*t«Uom. I l l ss» t t r j te tAom

M I«»ra«ali«. I « « e i t o a , i «
MiorbrmUl trial»!•»,IIM«tsl)rin»U.
tut BHQTBMM. w Wima ttt-U K«w Turk.

For Piles.
free.

The continued uaa of Hum*
phreys' 'Witch Haxttl OU per-
manently cures Pile)* or Hem-
orrholdjB—External or Internal,
Blind or Bleeding, Itching or
Burning, PiMureaand Fistulas.
Relief Immediate—cure certain.

ktM SM. Mo.,M«. • • * «t.M. a«W »y
Bm««bu, or Mat trtswM • • nc&H «f writ*.
l l»»*ran> MailtlM C*. Cs*. WlUlaaa aa«
J«ka «|>» N*w York,

NERVOUS DEBILITY,
Vital Weakness and Prostra-
tion from overwork and other
causes. Humphreys' Homeo-
pathio Speoiflo No. 28, in use
over 40 years, the only success-
ful remedy. $1 per vial, or spec-
ial package for serious cases, $0.
Hold by Snsstot*! or Mnt prtpald <m noelptof prios.

Humphtiy.' U«!.C*,Willlim*JesnSti,HY.

DERMAKOLA ointment
oure« all skin dlMases.

If bread is the start of life, then
the flour which goes into It is the

I ' 7* " U most important triin&you can buy.
Wis* Ring Flour is i

flour. »" flour, ana nothing but
flour. . • •

If we knew how to make better
flour, we would do it. It is riot
only the best flour we can make,
but thd best-flour made,

There; is none other quite like It. j
The "grocer who sell* It

should blyour grocer.

MasisamnistMrar

Of*a*kars.N. V.

T H E - U 6 H T1 THAT FATHAT FAILED

GHAPTEIfV.
"I have a thousand men," said he,

"To wait upon my will,
Ana towers nine upon the Tyne,

And three upon the Till."

"And what care I (or your men," said
she,

"Or towers from Tyne to Till,
81th you must go with me," ahe said,
..!*To wait upon my wiHt"

—Sir Hoggie and the Fairies.

NEXT morning Torpenhow found
Dick sunk in deepest repose
of tobacco.

v "Well, madman, Uow tfyou-
feel?" asked Torpenhow. -" "|

"I don't know. I'm trying to find
out"

"You had much better do some
work."

"Maybe, but I'm in no hurry. I've
made a discovery. Torp, there's too.
much Ego in my Coftmos." *

"Not really! Is this revelation due
to my lectures or the NUghai'sT"

"It came* to me suddenly, all on my
own account. Much too much Ego.
And now I'm going to work." ,

He turned over a few half finished
sketches, drummed on a new canvas,
cleaned three brushes, set Blnkie to
bite the toes of the lay figure, rattled
through his collection of arms and ac-
coutennents and then went out, de?
daring that he had done enough for
the day.

"This is positively indecent," said
Torpenhow, "and the first time that
Dick has ever broken up a light morn-
ing,. Perhaps he. has found out that
he has a soul, or an artistic tempera-
ment, or something equally valuable.
That comes of leaving him •loo* for *
month. Perhaps he has b » n foing out
of evenings. I must look to this." Be
-rans; for the bstldheaded old housekeep-
er, whom nothing could awtonish or
annoy. [

"Beeton, did Sir. Heldar dine out at
air whilt I was out of tOTrnt"

"Never laid 'is' dress clottw* put once,
sir, ail the time. Mostly'e dined In, but
'e brought some most remarkable fancy
young gentlemen op 'ere after theaters
one* or twlM. Remarkable fancy "they
was. You gentlemen on the top floor
does- very much a* yon likes, bat it do
seem to me, sir, droppin' a walkln'
stick down five flights of stairs an'
then goln' down four abreast to pick It
up again at half past % in the morning,
singing 'Bring back the whisky, Willie
darling1—not once Or twice, but. scores
o1 times—Isn't charity to the other ten-
ants. WUat I say is, 'Do as you would
be done by.' That's my motto."

"Of course, of course. I'm afraid the
top floor Isn't the quietest in the
house."

"I make no complaints, sir. I have
spoke to Mr. Heldar friendly, an' he
laughed an' did me a picture of the
missis that-4s as good as a colored
print.. It 'aan't .the 'lgh shine of a
photograph, but what I say is, 'Never
took a gift horse in the mouth.'' Mr.
Ho|dar's dress clothes.'aven't been on
him for weeks."

"Then It's all right," said Tbrpen-
how to himself. "Orgies are healthy,
and Dick has a head of his own, but
when it conies to women making eyes.
I'm not so certain. Blnkie, never you
be a man, little dorglunw. They're
contrary brutes, and do things without
reason."

Dick had turned northward across
the park, but he waa walking in the
spirit on the mud flats with Malsle.
He laughed aloud as he remembered
the day when be had decked Amom-
ma's horns with the ham frills and Mai-
sle, white with rage, had cuffed bun.
How long those four yean had been;
and how Intimately Malsle was con-
nected with every hour of them!

Storm across the sea, and Malsle In a
gray dress on the beach, sweeping her
drenched hair out of her eyes and
laughing at the homeward race of the
fishing smacks; hot sunshine on the
mud flats and.Maisie flying before the
wind that thrashed the foreshore and
drove the sand like small shot about
her ears; Matsle, very composed and
Independent, telling lies to Mrs, Jen-
nett while Dick supported her with,
coarser perjuries; Malsle picking her
way delicately from stone to stone, a
pistol in her hand and her teeth firm
set, and Maisle in a gay dress sitting
on the grass between the mouth of a
cannon and a nodding yellow sea pop-
py. The pictures,passed before him

one by one, Rnd the last stayed the lon-
ge»t Pick was perfectly har»y with
a quiet peace that was as new to his
mind as it was foreign to bit experi-
ence. It never occurred to htm that
there might be other calls upon his
time than loafing across the park in
the forenoon.

"There's a good working light now,"
be said, watching his shadow placidly.
"Some poor devil ought (to be grateful.
And thcrd's Mnislel"

She was walking toward htm from
the Marble arch, and he saw that no
mannerism of her gait bad been chang-
ed. It was good to find her still Mal-
>le and, so to ipeak. hia next door
.neighbor. No greeting passed between
them because then had been none in
the old days.

"What ara yon doing out of your
studio at this hourr said Dick •« one
who was entitled to aak.

"Idling. Just Idling, I got angry
with a. <!bln and scrmoM it oat Then

I left it In a little Heap of paint chips
aud canle away." .

"1 know what palette knifing means,.
What was the-plccyJ" • * -

A fancy head that wouldn't come
right—horrid thing!" •• ..

;i don't like working over, scraped
paint when rmdoing flesh. The grain
comes up woolly as the paint dries."

"Not if ypu ,scrape properly." Maisle
waved lior hand to illustrate her meth-
ods. There*, was a dab of. paint on the
white cuff. Dick laughed.

"You're as untidy as ever."
•"That comes well from you. Look

at your own cuff."
"By Jove, yea! It's worse than yours.

I don't think we've much altered in

They returned to the park, and Dick
delivered himself of the Saga of his
omi doings wltli^H the arrogance of
a young man speaking to a woman.
From the beginning he told the tale, the
I, I, I's flashing through the records, as
telegraph polea fly past the traveler.
Maisle listened and nodded her head.
The histories of~strlfe and privation
did not move her a hifr"» breadth. At
the end of each canto, he would\con-
elude, "and that gave me some notion
of iinndling color," or light or whatever
It might be that he had set out to pnr-
me and understand.

. ''They've cliudctd off lead'one."
anything. Let's see, though." He look-

' ed at Maisle critically. The pale blue
haxe of an autumn day crept between
the tree trunks of the park and made a
background for the gray dress, tbe
black velvet toque above tbe black
hair and the resolute profile.

'.'No, there's nothing changed. How
good It Is! D'you remember when I
fastened your hair into tbe snap of a
handbag?"

Malsle nodded, with a twinkle In her
eyes, and turned her full face to Dick.

"Walt a minute," said he. ""That
mouth is down at the corners a little.
Who's been worrying you, Haiaie?"

"No one but myself. I never seem
to get on with my work, and yet I try
hard enough, and Kami s«ys"—

" -Continue*, sKsdemolselles. Con-
tinoss toujoura, me* enfants.' Kami Is
depressing. ! beg yo»r pardon."

"Yes, that's what he says. He told
me last summer that I was doing bet-
ter, and he'd let me exhibit this year."

"Not in this place, surelyr
"Of course not Tbe salon."

I "Ton ft> high."
"I've been beating my wings long

enough. Where do you exhibit, Dick?"
"I don't exhibit I sell.1'
"What is your line, then?"
"Haven't you. beard?" Dick's eyes

opened. Was Jbls thing possible? He
cast abouflor some means of convic-
tion. They were not far from the
Marble arch. ' "Come up Oxford street
a little, and I'll show you."

A small knot of people stood round
a prlntshop that Dick knew... -well.
"Some reproduction of my work in-
side," be Bald,' with suppressed tri-
umph. Never lad- success tasted so
sweet upon the tongue. "You see the
sort of things I paint. D'you like
them?"

Maisle looked at the wild, whirling
rush of a field battery going into ae-

' tlon under fire. Two artillerymen stood
behind her in the crowd.
- ,'Tbey've chucked off lead "orse," said
one to the other. " 'E'B tore up awful,
but they're making good time with the
others. That .lead driver drives better
nor you, Tom. See 'ow cunning 'e's
nursing Ms "orse."

"No. 3 'II be off the Umber next Jolt"
was the answer.

"No, 'e won't Seo 'ow 'is foot's
braced against the Iron., 'E's all right" j

Dick Watched Malsle's face and !
swelled with Joy—fino, rank, vulgar
triumph. She was more interested in !
the little crowd than in the picture.1

That was something that she could un-
derstand.

"And I wanted" It sol Oh, I did want
it so!" she said at last under her
breath. •

"Me—all mel" said Dick placidly,
"took at their faces. It hits 'em.
They don't know wbat makes their
eyes and months open, but I know,
and I know my work's right"
" "Yes, f see. Oh, what a thing te
have come to one!"
• 'xouit! to one, ludeedl I had to go

.fat aud look tor It. What do you
think?" • '

| "I call it success. Tell me how yon
Wtlt."

You

your pictures some day—I- suppose
He led her, breathless, across half the - -wheu the-red haired girl is on the

world, speaking as he had never spo-'
ken in his life before, and in the flood
tide'of his exaltation there came UJD.OII ^
him a great desire to pick up this maid-
en who nodded her head and said: "I
understand. 60 on"—to pick her up aud
carry her away with him because she
was Malsle, and because she under-
stood, aud because sĥ e was his right,
and a woman to be desired above all
women.

Then he checked himself abruptly.
"And so I took ail I wanted," he said,
"and I had to tight for i t Now you
tell."

Malsie's tale was almost as gray as
her Uress.̂  It covered years of patient
toll backed by savage pride that would
not be broken though dealers laughed,
and fogs delayed work, and Kami was
unkind and even sarcastic, and girls in
other studios wero painfully.polite. It
had a few bright spots—pictures ac-
cepted at provincial exhibitions—but it
wound up with the oft repeated wall,
"And 'so you see, Dick, I bid no suc-
cess, though I worked so bard."

Then pity ailed Dick. Even thus
had Maisie spoken when she could not
hlf the breakwater, half an hour before,
she had kissed hltt). And that bad hap-
pened yesterday.

"Never mind," said he; "I'll tell you
something if you'll believe it." The
words were shaping themselves of their
own accord. "The whole thing—lock,
stock and barrel—Isn't worth one big
yellow sea'poppy below Fort Keeling."

Maisie flushed a little. "It's all very
well tor you to talk, but you've had the
success, and I haven't."

"Let me talk, then. I know you'll
Understand, Maiste dear, it sounds a bit
absurd, but those ten years never ex-
isted, and I've come back again. It
really Is just the same. Can't you see?
You're ' alone now' and I'm alone.
What's the nse of worrying? Come to
me instead, darling-."

Maixie poked the gravel with her
parasol.' Theyjwer* sitting on a bench.
"I understand," she said slowly. "But
I're cot my work to do. and I most do
tt" ; " ' . ' : _ • • • • •

."Do'it with me, then, dear. I won't
Interrupt." . _ - i

"Nov I couldn't. It's my work—mine
—mine—mine! I've been alone all iny
life in niyself, and I'm, not going to be-
long to anybody except myself. I re-
member, things as well as you do, but
that doesn't .count We were babies
then, fcnd we dkuVVknowrjrt
before us. Dick, don't be selfish. -I
think J see my way to a little success
next year. Don't take it away from
me."

"I beg your pardon, darling. It is my
fault for speaking Idiotically. I can't
expect you to throw up all your life
jriSfbefcause I'm back. I'll go t» my
own place and wait a little."

"But, Dick. I don't want you to—go-
out of—my life, now that you've just
comeback."

"I'm at your orders. Forgive me."
Dick devoured the troubled little face
with his eyes. There was triumph in
them, because he*could not conceive
bow Malsle could refuse sooner or later
to love him, since he loved her.

"It's wrong of me," said Malsle, more
slowly than before. "It's wrong and
selfish, but—oil, I've been so lonely!
No, you misunderstand. Now I've seen
you again-it's absurd, but t Want to
keep you in my life."

"Naturally. We belong."
•"We don't but you always under-

stood me, and there Is so mudUn .my
work that you could help me in. You
know things, and the ways of doing
things. You must"

"I do. I fancy, or else I don't know
myself. Then I suppose you won't care
to lose sight of me altogether, and you
want me to help you in your work?"

"Yes. but remember, Dick, nothing
will ever come of It That's why I feel
so selfish. Let things stay as they are.
I do want your help."

"You shall have i t But let's con-
sider. I must see your pics first, and
overhanl your sketches and find' out
about yonr tendencies: You should see
what the papers say about my tenden-
cies. Then I'll give, you good advice,
and you shall paint accordingly. Isn't
that It Malsle?"

Again there was unholy triumph In
Dick's eyes.

"It's too good of you—much too good
—because. you are consoling yourself
with what will never happen, and I
know that, and yet I wish to keep you.
Don't blame me later, please."

"I'm going into the matter with my
eyes open. Moreover, the queen can
do no wrong. It Isn't your selfishness
that impresses me. 'It's your audacity
In proposing to make use of me."

"Pooh! You're only Dick —and >
prlntshop." N .

"Very good. That's all I am. But
Maisie, you believe, don't you, that t
love you? I don't want you to have
any false notions about brothers and
sisters."

Maude looked up tor a moment and
i dropped her eyes.

"If s absurd, but—I believe, I wish I
ebfild send you away before you get
angry with me. But—but the girl that
lives with me is red haired and an im-
pressionist, and all our notions clash."

"86 do our* I think. Never mind.
Three months from today we ll.all be
laughing, at this together."

Malsle shook her head mournfully.
"I knew you wouldn't understand, and
It will only hurt you more when you
find out Look at my face, Dick, and

ten me wnut you see,'
They stood up and faced each other

tor a moment. The tog- was gathering,
and it stifled the roar of the traffic .of
London beyond the railings. Dick
brought all his painfully acquired
knowledge of.faees to bear on the eyes,
mouth and chin underneath the black
toque. \ J

"Itfs the flame /knisie, and it's the
lame me," lie. said. ••'Wo'xg.,llb,flJ]ii|.,1n,tcR,.,l
jlttle wlllB - of our own, and one or"
Dther of us has to be broken. Now
ubout the future. I must come and see

ucguiiuu! anu petunias,and.Mue Hun-
garians to pla&i'iiuibu's the t'Ur'ee-aud-

•'%rxnenliy pot palms, and I'll mount all_
my pics In aniline dye plush plasters,"
and I'll Invite every woman who yelps
MM) maunders and moans over what
her guidebooks tell her la art, and you
shallj receive 'em, Torp, In a snuff
blown velvet-coat With yellow trou-
sers and an orange tie. You'll like

premises."
"Sundays are my .best times.

4U.ust.cpme on Sundays. There are
nuch heap's'of things--I., want to talk
ubout and ask your advice about. Now'
I must get back to work."

"Try to find out Before next Sunday
what I am," said Dick. "Don't take
my word for anything I've told you.
Goodby, darling, and bless you."
• Maisie stole away like a little gray -
mouse. Dick watched her,till she was
out of-sight, but he did not hear her
say to herself very' soberly: "I'm a
wretch-* horrid, selfish wretch. But
it's Dick, nud Dick will understand."

No one has yet explained what actu-
ally happens when an irresistible force
meets the immovable post, though
many have thought deeply, even as
Dick thought He tried to assure hlni-
solf that Maisie would be led in a few
weeks by his mere presence and dis-
course to a better way of thinking.
Then he remembered much too dis-
tinctly her face and all that was writ-
ten on i t

"If I know anything of heads," he
said, "there's everything in that face
but love. I shall have to put that hi
myself. And that chin and. mouth
won't be won for nothing. But she's
right. She knows what she wants, and
she's going to get it. What lusoleace!
Mel Of all tbe people In the wide
world to use me! But then she's Mal-
sle. There's j>o getting Over that fact,
aud It's good to see her again. This
business must have been simmering at
tbe back of my head for years. She'll
use me as I used Binat at Port Said.
She's quite right It wjil hurt a little.
I shall Jwve to see her every Sunday,
like s young map courting a house-
maid. She's sure to come round. And
yet that mouth isn't a yielding mouth.
.1 shall be wanting to kissher all tht
time, and I shall have to look at her
pictures—I don't even know what sort
of work she does yet—and I shall bare
to talk about art—woman's art! There-
fore, particularly and perpetually damn
all varieties of tut. It did me a good
turn once, and now it's in my Way.
I'll go home and do some art"
' Half way to the studlp Dick was
smitten with a terrible thought Tbe
figure of. a solitary woman in the fog
suggested i t

"She's all alone in London with a.red
haired impressionist girl, who probably

digestion o:

• ' • • ,

ious little body. TheyHl eat like lone
women—meals at all .'hours and tea
with all meals. I remember how tbe
students in Paris used fo pig along..
She may,, fall HI at any minute, and I
shan't be able to help. Whew!. This
U-teu times worse than owning a wife!"

torpenhow came Into tbe studio at
dusk and looked at Dick, with his eyes
full of the austere love that springs up
'between men who have tugged at the
some oar together and are yoked by
custom and use and the intimacies of
toll. This Is a good love, and, since It
allows and even encourages strife, re-
crimination and the most-brutal sin-
cerity, does not die, but increases and
is proof against any absence and evil
conduct.

Dick was silent after be handed Tor-
penhow the filled pipe of council. He
thought-of Malsle and her possible
needs. It was a new-thing to think of
anybody but Torpenhow, who could
think for himself. Here at last was
an outlet for tuat cash, balance. He
could adorn Maisle barbarlcally with
Jewelry—a thick gold necklace round
that little neck, bracelets Upon- the
rounded arms and rings of price upon
her hands—tbe cool, temperate, ring-
less hands that he had taken between
his own.

It was an absurd thought, for Maisie
would not even allow htm to put one
ring on one finger, and she would laugh,
at golden trappings. It would be bet-
.ter to. sit with her quietly hi the dusk,
his arm round her neck and her face on
his shoulder, us befitted husband and
wife. Torpenhow's boots creakeoVtbat
night and his strong voice jarred.
Dick's brows contracted, and he mur-
mured an evil word because he had
taken all his success as a right and
part payment for past discomfort and
now he was checked in Us stride by a
woman who admitted all the success
nnd did not instantly cafe" for him.

"I say, old man," said Torpenhow,
who had made one or two vain at-
tempts at conversation, "I haven't put
your back up by anything I've said
lately, have I?"

"You! No. How could you?"
"Liver out of order?"
"The truly healthy man doesn't know

he has a liver. I'm only a bit worried
about things in general. I suppose it's
my sout."

•The truly healthy man doesn't know
he has a soul.. What business have you
with luxuries of that kind!"
, "It came of Itself. Who's the man
who says that we're ail Islands shout-
ing lies to each other across seas of
misunderstanding?"

"He's right whoever he is, except
•bout the misunderstanding. I don't
think we could misunderstand each
other." • .

The blue smoke curled back from the
coiling in clouds. 'A'hen Torpenhow
said insinuatingly:

"Dick, is It a woman?"
"Be hanged If i f s anything remotely

resembling a woman, anuMf you begin
to talk like that I'll bire a red brick1,
studio with white point tWmuiln«s and

. "Too thin, Dick. ' It's no business of
mine, but it's comferiliiK to-tlilnk that
somewhere under the stars there's sav-
ing up for you a tremendous; thrash-
ing. Whether it'll come from heaven
or earth, I don't know, but it's bound
to come and brea.k.xo.u.up a little. You
want hanimeriug." !

Dick shtvered.' "All right," said he.
"When this island is disintegrated, it
will call for you."- ' -

"I shall come round tbe corner and
help to disintegrate It some more.
We're talking nonsense. Come along
ia a theater."

[TOJBE CONTINUED.]
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Penelope, having instructed the maid
to suy she was not at home, stood
behind tbe lace curtains to watch the
departure of Jack Hale.

"Now, Penelope," began her .brother
Clarence, who caught her In the act,
"I want to,know what this means."

"What what means?" asked Penel-
ope, flushing and striving to gain
time. .

"What What means!" grunted he ID
scorn.__"Pen, will you never learn It's
useless to hedge with a newspaper
man? I want to know why you are
treating Hale In this fashion. He's
been In the dumps since he took you
to the Commercial club musicale. He's
doing poor work, and tbe managing
editor called him down today before
the whole gang. If he's discharged
he'll spoil his chances for a position on
that New York paper. You'/ve bad an
attack of the indigoes yourself and re-
fuse to see him when he calls. Nat-
urally I want to know what's the mat-
ter, for I don't mind telling; you I'd
'rather have Jack Hale for a- brother
tliaa any man I know," ' ,

"Why don't you adopt him, then?"
asked Penelope unconcernedly.

"Well", we'll try_crosB examination,"
retunrked he. "Pen, do you hate Jack
Hale}"

"No," decidedly.
"Do yon really dislike him?"

ofgreat deal for him up to the
that musicale?"

"I won't answer any more of your
questions," snapped Penelope as she
started to leave the room.

"Highty tlghty! Not so fast," said
he. "Remember, Pen,' I'm not only -
your brother, but your guardian,'and.
while I take the place of parents and
brother, too, I must use my own way
of striving for your-bappiness... 1 cau't
let my dearest eliuni aud my little
housekeeper both eat tlielr hearts out

-without-trying to remedy the matter.
Now, little girl, let's have the whole
story." • ;

"And you won't tell a word?" came
the smothered question from his shoul-
der.

"Never a word."
"Well, then, if you must know the

whole story, nothing happened at that
musicale. But the next day Aunt Ma-
ria came to spend the day,.

"And a day lu her company Is as A
thousand," supplemented Bradford.

"And she said she felt It her .duty to
her dead brother's child to tell nie how
people were talking about me behind
my back. She said I had encouraged
Jack long enough and that If he hadn't
proposed by this time-he never.would.
He would pay me attention till he got
that position In New York, and then
htVd find another girl there and forget
me. I told her he.wju1 nothing but one
of your friends; that I never Intended
to marry, but should always keep'
bouse for you."

"Then you proceeded to shut Jack
out because be hadn't lived down to
Aunt Maria's level of marrying In
haste. Jack Hale Is the soul of honor.
If he hasn't asked you to marry him
It's because he wants to wait till he
has a better salary than he gets on the
Times. I'll see if I can show him the
error of his ways."

"Clarence," cried Penelope, pushing
him from her, "you promised you'd
never mention a, word!"

"So I did," groaned he. "Well, Pen,
I'll keep my word, but I want you to
foteet Aun* Maria and her views. I'm

Pains in the Back
Are symptoms of a weak, torpid or
stagnant condition oi the kidneys or
liver, and are a warning it is extremely
hazardous to neglect, so. important
is a healthy action of these organs.

They are commonly attended by loss
of energy, lack of courage, and some-
times by gloomy foreboding and de-
spondency. ,

"I bad pains In my back, could not sleep
and when I got up in the' morning felt
worse than the night before. I began tak-
ing Hood's SarsaparlUa and now I can
sleep and get up reeling rested and able to
do my.work, I attribute my cure entirely
to Hood's Sarjaparllla." Mia. 3. N. tan,
care B. S. Copelaud, Pike Road, Ala.

Hood's Sarsaparitla
, and Pitt*

Cure kidney and'liver troubles, relieve
tiie back, and build up the whole system.

solng to uHk ;iauk to dinner tomorrow
nlptlit, and 1 want you to wear your
prettiest gown, smile .your sweetest
and take him back Into fflvor again.
That won't be a hard thing to do for
my sake, will it, dear?" In his most -
wheedling tone.

"You old torment!" cried Penelope as
• she gave ulra .a parting hug. Reach-
ing the door, she called back, "I might
possibly do it for his sakei" after which
piece of ,dat'in'g she hurried out to see
why dinner wasn't announced.

"I surmised as much," Bradford told
himself, "and, though I'd scorn to
break a promise, Jack Hale will get a - •
pretty broad bint, of what I consider
his duty,." \

H:tle pleaded an 'evening assignment
the '. next afternoon, but Bradford
wdnldn't take "No" for an answer. "I-
know well enough what that assign-
ment [»;" he responded, ^and you cttn,
get the story Just as well In the naorn-
lng. You're looking-fagged out Hale,
and need, a rest Break away from
your work early this afternoon and go
up and take Penelope forji drive. The •
horse has been stabled for more than
a week because Pen has had a bad
cold. I'll bo home. In time for dinner;
hut shall put the whole evening in at
the bonrd of' aldermen's meeting, so
I'm glad you can amuse the child. She's
in1 need of amusement after being
cooped up for a whole week." '

"Why didn't you tell me"— began
Hale. But Bradford was gone. Though
he could He beautifully, tie could not
stand cross examination.

As Jack and Penelope returned from
their drive, both in the best of spirits
after their spin through the frosty air, •»
Bradford preceded them up the steps.
While all three removed their wraps in
the hall he pulled a notebook from
hia pocket and. tossed it across to Hale,
remarking, 'ISny, old man, I found •
yonr notebook after you left the of-
fice."

"Much obliged,", answered Hale as
he attempted to cntch the book, which
missed his hand and fell at Penelope's
I'eet Picking it up quickly, ilie ex- ,
claimed: "Now, _I"_wonder what the ;
very latest sensation' Is? I do so like
to. keep up with tbe times." And she
proceeded to flutter the leaves of the
book past the canceled items toward
the last written pages.

"Penelope, that's a pun, and if I
wasn't In a hurry to dress I'd see that,
you were properly punished for i t "
called her brother, disappearing up-" '"
stairs "With-susplcious- haste.

Jack looked over Penelope's shout- -
der as he answered, "Don't believe
there's a thlug that hasn't been print-
ed. I"—,

"Oh, yes, there Is," said Penelope,
"Here's yonr very last Item." And she i
paused to read, while Hale exclaimed:
"That isn't my writing! Oh, Lordl" In
S tragic groan. • '

For this Is the item l.tth Wad: , •
"Engagement announced this week—

.Miss Penelope Bradford, dau. of Into

rising young jour.—pop. member Com-
mercial Club-rgrad. of Harv.—ctr. rush
on football team—congrat. of hosts of
friends, etc." " .

"Wti-what does It mean?" gasped
Peijclope, turning red and white by
turn*.

"Mean'/"ejaculated Hale In despera-
tion. "It moans that one of those con-
founded idiots at the office has been
trying to get funny. It means—oh,
Fenelope, darling," with a complete '
change of tone, "can't you make It t
mean something? Don't run away,
dear," as' he caught both her hands.
"Let me finish now I've started. I've
loved you so long that you must imrely
have guessed that much, and I've only
waited to have something worth offer-
ing before asking'you to become my
wife. A man ought not to tie a girl
down to any such bread and butter «k>
lstence as I can offer while I'm on the
Times. I wouldn't have spoken If tills
hadn't happened till I hud more; But
I'll promise to wait patiently, dearest
If you'll only make this item true."

The Item appeared on the society
page of the Sanbrook Times the follow- -
Ing Saturday, and Bradford chuckled '

, as he read It:
"Now, that's what I call a made to

order Item." • i •
Hqle, being blessed with his share of

newspaper instinct, never tried to fluil
out which of the "confounded Idiots at
the offlee" dared to tamper with his
notebook.

Wrltl.K a "Book."
"I would like," said the youth, "to

write a great book. How shall 1 go
about itV"

"Don't, I beg of you!" said the novel-
ist. "Write one that pays, as I do, or
else—study' law."

"I do not care to write a book for the
sake of the pay," said the youth. He
was very young anil must be forgiven
for this. "Perhaps, after all, I baa bet-
ter be a lawyer." ' i

So he became a lawyer, but the old
ambition t'o write a great book came
over him again.

"Anything "but that," said a friend
to whom be told his wish, f'lf you don't
like the law, be a doctor."

So he studied medicine.
In time, however, this palled upon

him. He still thought of that book.
He felt that beiiad a mission.

"You could do so much ihore In the
pulpit," said another. \

So he preached until the hollowness
of it came over1 him. . _ - • • -

And he left the pulpit
One day he woke up and found that

the great book was written. And ho
laughed at the thought.

"It was not I - i t was the lawyer, the
doctor, the clergyman and tbe other
man who did It"-Smart Set

• - • ? '

An Buxenilal.
Would Be Writer-What do you con-

sider the most Important qualification
for * beginner In literature?

Old Hand—A small appetite.
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