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power

course through all these years.
suddenly a great mew truth was bern
in Edfith Doncan- Sudienly she real-
ized that if the steel at any time prove
unfaithful to the magret (he fault Hes
mot #n ite cbeel, but in the magnel.
What a change of yiew, what a rever-|
sion of all accepied things, came with
the realization of that truth which'
roots Qv into thie bedrock of aM|

Many woman can put new, rich, fadelcss

"~ EBASY TRICKS
* ¥ Theft By Magic

“Dismond Dyes” add years of wear
to worn, faded skirts, walsts, coats,
stockings, sweaters, coverings, hang-
ings, Qaraperies, everything. Every
package contains directions so simple

colors into her worn garments or
draperies even If she has never dyed
before. Just buy Diamond Dyes—no
other kind—then your material will

des plcasant actiom
for your teeth, alseo

What 15 probably the best mission.
ary gtory ever told appeared In & res
cent fesue of London “Truth.”

Tta story was received (says the
| writer) from a young graduste at Oxs
ford, who hae lately abandoned the
clerical for the legal calling.

This young gentieman returned from

ture! .
S | come out right, because Diamond Dyes trating the crevices the Great War with his two closest

) g
CHAFTER XX.—(Oont'd.)

“If that is so," Dave replicd, i - &

this war s but the working out of jm-
mutable law which proprses to put &
the elements of civilization to the
supreme te:t and retain only ihose
which are ju.tifiable by that test, wiry
shouwid I—or anyone else— ght?
Auvd)" he added as an after-thought,
“what about that principle of forgive-
nes?”

“We muc: fight,” che answered,
“hecaure it is the Jaw that we must
fight; because it is only by fighting
that we can justify the principles for
which we fight. If we hold our prin-
ciples as being not worth fighting for,
the 1 y i throw those
principdes in iscard. And that,
too, covers the question of forgive-

3 in fact, does not

considevation at adl
. not because we hate

Germany
prineiples wi
oring to overthrow.
be Jove, not hate.”

She had turred and faced him while
ghe epoke, and he felt himsedf
strangely cerr'ed away by the earn-
estness and ferver of her argument.
W a won’erful woman she was!
How she had siripped the issue of the
detail and circumstance which was
confusing even siatesmen, and laid it
before him in positive terms which h
cowld find ro argument to dispute!
And how in his hour of distress, when
he stood on the verge of utter reck-
desenes: and indifference, she had in-
fused into him a strange and new am-
bition—an ambition which deepened
and enriched every phase of life, and
yet which held life itsclf less worthy
than its own attainment! And as he
dooked 2t her he again thought of
Irene, and sudderfy he felt himsell
engulfed in a great tenderness, and
he knew that even yet— |

“What am I to do?” he said. “T am|
willing to accept your philosophy.
admit that mine has broken down, and

ch Germany is endeav-
The impulse must

1 am willing to try yours. What am ¢

I to do?

In the darkness of her own shadow
she set her teeth for that answer. It
was to be the crowning act of her self-
renunciation, and it strained every
fibre of her resolution. She could not
allow him to stay where he was, even
in uniform. The danger was two-fold.
In a moment of weakness he would
probably shoot Conward, and in a mo-
ment of weakness she would probably
disclose her love. And if Dave should
ever marry her he must win her first.

“You had better go overseas and
enlist in England,” she told him calm-
by, although her nais were biting her
mlm& “You will get quicker action

at way. And when you come back

ou must wee Ireme, and you must
earn from your own heart whether
you really loved her or not. And if
you find you did not, then—then you
will be free t\}—to—Aw think of some
other woman. v

“I am afraid 1 shall never care to
think of any other woman,” he ans-
wered. “Except'you. But some way
you're different. I don’t think of you
as a woman, you know; not really, in
a way. I can't explain it, Edith, but

ou're something more—something
etter thdn all that.”

“] assure you I am very much a
woman——

But he had sprung to his feel.
“Edith, I can never thank you enough
for what you have said to me to-ni {!.
You have put some spirit back into
my bedy. am going to follow your
advice. There's a train east in two
hours and I'm going on it. Fortun-
etely my property, or most of it, has
digsolved the way it came. I must
pack a few things, and have a bath

said Conward, with all his accustom-
ed suavity. In truth, Conwaxrd, hav-
somewha! recoverod from his
in rather good spirits.
cone better than he hed
Elden was cl-in:'idmtod,
for the present at any rate, and mow
was thepume to win Irene. Not just
now, perhaps, byt soon, when the
ghock of her interrupted passion turn-
ed her to him for companionship.
She stood before him, flushed and
vibrating, and with flashing eyes.
“You're lying, Comward,” she said,
deliverately. “First you lied to him
and now you lie to me. There can be
no other explanation. Where is that
n? He said I would know what to
g with it.”

dared to hope.

«] have it,)" said Conward, partly
carried off his feet by her violence. N !
will keep ibuntil you are a Fittie more
reasonable, , perhaps, & little more
respectful.” 2

“Irene,” said Mrs. Hardy, gharply,
“what way is that to speak to Mr.
Conward? You are out of your head,
child. Such a scene, Mr. Conward.
Such a scene in my house! That cow
puncher! 1 always knew it would
come out some time. It is breeding
that tells, Mr. Conward.
papers should learn of this!

“That's all you think of,” Irene re-
torted. “A scene, and the papers. You
don't trouble to even wonder what
was the cceasion of the scene. You
and this—ihis biped, are at the bot-
tom of it. You have been planning to
force me along a courze I will not go,
and you have done somefhking, some-
thing horrible—I don’t know what—
to cause Dave to-act as he did. But
I'm going to know. I'm going to find
out. You're afraid of the papers. I'm
not. I'll give the whaole story to them
to-morrow. 111 tell that you insulted
him, Conward, and how you stood
there, & grinming, ‘apinx cowanrd
under the muzzie of h's gun. How I

1 wish I had a photograph of it,” she

exclaimed, with & little hysterical
laugh. “It would lock fine on the
She broke into peals
tairs

ber

In the morning
and

and pale, and marks of distre:
sleeplecmess were furrows d in her
face. She greeted her mother with
cold civilty, and left her bre ik fast
untouched. She gave part of her
morning to Charlie; it was saving
balm to her to have some i upon
whom she could pour afection. Then
she went to the telephone. She coled
Dave's office; nothing was known of
Mr. Elden; he had been working there
last night; he was not down yet. She
called ﬁu’s apartments; there was no
answer. - Then, with a bright thought,
she called the garage. Mr. ElMen's
car was out; had not been in at all
during the night. Then she tried a

new n 4

“Hello, is that the office of The
Oafl? Wil you let me speak to——"

Her mother interrupted almost
frantically. ,“Irene, you are not going
to tell the papers? You mustn’t do
that. Think of what it means—the
disgrace—a shooting affair, almost, in
our home. Think of me, your
mother——

“]"1 think of you on one considera-
tion—that you explain what hapy ened
“ast at, and te!! me where Dave

explain. I don’t know. And
don’t know——"

“And you don't want to know. And
you don't care, so long as you can
keep it out of.the papers. 1 do. I'm
going to find out the facts about this,
if every paper in the country should
print them. Helo? Yes, I want to
speak {o Miss Morrison.”

In a few words she explained Dave's

and shave and dress.”

She moved toward him with extend-| in

ed hand. “Good-bye, Dave,” she sald |

He held her hand fast in his. “Good- |
bye, Edith. 1 can never forget—I cnn!
never repay—all you have been. It|
may sdund foolish to you after all I
have said, but I sometimes wonder if
—if I had not mel Irena—if——" .He
paused and went ho' with embarrass-|
ment. What wou'd ske think of him?|
An hour ago he had been ready to
ki®l cr be kiled in grief over his frus-
trated love, and a'ready he was brac-
tically making love to her.
brought her to his rooms for this?
What a hypocrite He was!

“Forgive me, Edith,” be said, a= he
released her. “I am not quite myself
... I hold you in very high 12spect
as one of Ged's good women.
bye.”

!
|

CHAPTER XXI.

When Irene Hardy pursued Dave
from the house the roar of his n'otor
car was already drowned in tie hum'
of the city streets. Hatless she ran
the length of a full block, then, rea!-!
izing the futility of such a class, re-!
urned with aimost equal haste to hcr!

ome. She burst in eni discoveral
Conward holding a boitle of : ling

‘ts to the ncse of her mocher, 'J:"hu‘
sufficiently recovered to sit up-|
]
t of this?” ml
“Why did ho‘

ef'%:tr.
S méaning
e v e a
n
. hnvcnbodid.'."“‘ oA A
“] anfsure I wish I could pell Louﬁ"'

You know; tell me.” |
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sudden disappearance, stripping the
ident of all but vital facts. Bert
Morrison was &' sympathy. “It's a
big story, you know,” she said, “but
we won't think of it that way. Not a
line, so far as I am concerned. Edith
Duncan s the girfl we need. A wsort
of adopted sister to Dave. She may
know more than any of us.”

But Edith knew absolutely nothing;
nothing, except that Ter own heart
was thrown into a turmoil of emo-
tions. She spent the day and the
evening down town, rotating about
the poin's where Dave might ﬁkc‘:_\ be
ound And the next morning she
cal’ed on Irene Hardy.

In spite of all her efforts al
control she tren:bled as she pr
the bell; trembled viclently as
ted for the door to open. She had
never met Irene Hardy; it was going
to be a sirange experience, introduc
ing herself to the woman who had

been preferred over her, and who had,|

appavently, proven &o unworthy of

{hat preference. . . .

them she must fight a battle to the
death with the jenf

womanhood. And she must be very,
very careful that in saying things

which were hard to say she did not,

eay hard things. And, most difficult

of aM, she must try to pave the way

o a reconciliation between Dave a
woman who stood between her an:

ness.
rene attended the door, as was he.
Her took in Edith’s face

Edith

of a

and figure mild_surprise;
w {AW’- md.voﬁz m'o classify

of the
usic

in that momert_of ‘Pause! the hal.
(] "
‘. m' B { up,” she thought. y |
o surged { But when two weeks had passed’

bad suddenly

not
3 O
gt

! {h2 She had difficult)
things to say, and even while she uiﬂ; There sre millicns of

jousy of her natural|

con--

(To be cg_ndnuva-L)
Work for individual, community ana
national healh, |
Many of the popular fabrics known
as “camel’s hair” have little or no
real camel's halr in them. Most of
the fine camel’s hair comes from t.hef
colder parts of China, since the hair,
obtained from camels in warmer clim-
ates is ne‘ther fine mor abundant.|
Camels shed their hair at the ap-
proach of the warm season, and when
a caravan is on the march there is
always a special boy whose duty it'1s
to collect the shed hair before the
day's journey begins.

|

are guaranteed not to streak, spot,
tade or run. Tedl your druggist wheth-
er the material you wish to dye 18 wool
or silk, or wtether It is linen, cotton
or mixed goods.
RR— ————
he mere of others’ bur

bear, the greater our strength to
CAITY OuT OWIN. |

Get a spool—one of the tiny
spools used for sllk thread. Get
also a yard of strong string. You
are now ready for a trick that will
mystify your friends,

Double the string and thread It
through the hole in the spool. Run
the ends through the loop and pull
it tight. i

Borrow several rings, permitting
each person lending a ring to drop
it over the strings. Ask two spec-
tators to hold the ends of the
strings. Show the rings are too

When cigarettes, pipe tobacéo, and
cigars are’ compared, weight {?r
welght, the amount of nicotine ab-
worbed into the sysiem of a smoker
{s greatest in the case of the first,

o=y

small to go over the spool and de-

=g 4

@Wopvans

clare that so long as the spectators
hold the string you will be unable
to get the rings except by breaking
the string or steallng them by
maglc.

To steal them by magle, cover
spool and rings with a handker-
chief. Put your hands under the

-w_
s

Routine.

Routine is often called dull and un-
interesting but it need not be so. The
creation of a routine is an art re-
quiring ingenuity and experiment.
After it is perfected, the sense of re
sponsibility _is eased. One may slip
into a routine and fee! in a natural
element like a fish in water.
conscious mind seems to-do the work
and while the trained hands s»e busy
going through their accustomed mo-
tions, one's thoughts, as free @3 birds,
may bé and a thousand m¥les away.

Routfhe is a great saver of time
and nervous energy. It is simply do-
ing things in a regular way which,
oft-repeated, makes of work an easy-
running mechanism. Just as a me-
chanism is composed of nioely adjust-
ed parts, so i» work madie up of many
details. It is by paying close atten-
tion to these details for a whie that
the routine, by which work swings
easily, rhythmicaily elong fs estab-
lished. |

Take any piece of work you have to|
do and think it over. Then arrange’
the details into what seems to be the
smoothest working order. Make a
list of them and do your work in the
order written with the list before you,
it that is necessary to fix the routine.
After & few minutes of following the
list as you work you know it and that
way of doing the thing has become a|
habit. This method of dissecting &/
job simplifies work surprisingly. With|
such a procedure in mind one goes
steadily to work without wasting any '
time in wondering whene to begin or|
what to do next in hesitating or mak-
ing false moves. i

If you can find the rhythm that |
beats everywhere in life, even in the
doing of the simplest task, and let
your motions swing in time, then, -
deed, labor becomes, not drudgery,
but a rare and tireless joy. This itf
getting into the spirit of your work
and glorifying it, no matter how
| humble it may seem, with the light of
| your own personality Alice A. Keen.!

If.

“If 1 could sew the way you girls!
can, Helen,” Cornelia exclaimed, “Id
have pretty things too, but when your |
fingers are as stiff and clumsy as ten;
sticks you just have to go without, |
that's all!” o

Helen Murdock glanced at heor
{riend curiously. “Why don’t you u:ze
the ‘if’ in another way?” she asked.
“If you cah’t sew, you can do some- |
thing else. I coulin't make a hat to|
save my life, but Bess Eliot could
make one out of an o'i bag and a,
feather duster—so we tracizd. | made
| her a spert skirt and she wle me this

hat. Having had nc'hing to do with it

‘hut wear it, 1 can frankly say that I}

| think it's a peach.”

‘ Cornelia locked interested
moment. Then, “That's all very we
the replied, “but some-
thing! It weuld be a very d ffevent

| matter ff you coulin’t sew a thing.” |

| “A’l I can gay is that, if it were
roining my temgper, my happines: and
my prospects, I'd earn how or die!

Or, else 1 woutl trade some other ac-

complishment. Spunk up, Cornalia!

y -ople in the

| world wantimg mi f things done

' It's & pity if you can': =t ike a targain

| with some of {tem. If it were a prob-
lem in geometry, you'd have it solved
while 1 was chewirg my pencil. You

just try jt once. Just pretend it's a
problem in analytics and work out a
perfectly beautifu! summer frock for
yourself! Go ahdad; I'l bet on you.”|

For reply Cornelia took her by the
shioutders and welked her to the door.|
“You've done enough for one day,’
Vamosel” . |

Helen danced happily away down
“T do believe I've waked her|

m

for a

you can se

ons

|

]

{ then thre: and then four, and no-

'b’g‘m-f congeit, of you, Helen Murdock,”
Ve

seolded herself, “to think/ you could!
influence anybody!

“* s

The sub-

Onty,” and her £ g o i :;H corn, soft corn,
Winard's Liniment for Burns & Scaids. ' tuses, s et nig::.';'r 2 fhe ek
3 : £ o, Fig gt g ou il %

handkerchiet and bring out the
spoo! In one hand and the rings in
the other. The string will not be
broken.

How?

Arrange the spool and string as
dfrected and examine them closely.
You will see that you can pull the

pretty eyes became shadowed, “Cdt<!
ndia woull Le su a Cear if ke
would or’y =punk up and stop if<ing.
Why, who's that?” |

A stylish young lady was turning in
at the gate. Everything about her
was stylish from her hat to her Fhoes string right over the side of the
At a second glance Tlelen ran ot gpool, froeing It and whatever hap- |
Iy down che path. *“Cornelia, you pens to be above it. ’
1, I actually didn't know you!
Who did it?”

Cornelia laughod.
ent Cornelm, as happy-looking
gown.

“My three best friends,” she
ed and waved a blistered hand.
of 'em euffcred in the fray but
ting aliong very nicely, thank y
shoes—azen't they stunning ?—xepre- -
son}»i\lr!. Taintor's floors > of 'em City girl: . Unele John, how do
s X:f"’ The hat etands for the you turn the cow’s taps off when you
enameling of Mrs. Foot's bathroom e ey an :

’ through milking her?
and the gown—you'd ne D
three back porches!
thing I can & is 1« i
brugh, though I'd never thought of it
before.” |

“Two hands and a paintbrushl|
Friends indeed! Good for you, Cor
nelia! Oh, my dear, I knew you could! |
I am o happy!” |

Corndlia chook her head, smiling.

“No, a paintbrush wasn't the other

friend. The third was a friend who! s |

wouldn’t Yt me go..J mean Helen| - cracked lips,

Murdock!” . | chilblains.
~ | Makes your
skinsoft, white,

clear and smooth.

DRUGGISTS SELL IT

(Clip this out and paste it, with |
others of the geriecs, in a scrap-
book)

i P R Y
Young enjoy only forty-

eight hours’ life as moving creatures;
ne then they settle down for life.

is get-, f

u. The Minard's Liniment for Coughs & Colds.

oysters
retort- |

—all

ge '

1
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That LittYe Prayer.
The fire upon the hecarth is low,

end cleansing them.
Then, toeo, it alds
digestion.
Use WRIGLEY’S after
every meal—see how
much better you will

The lnzier the man, the more he
have to say ebout great things
‘us hes done.

wil
ge:

'MOTHER! MOVE
CHILD'S BOWELS

*California - Fig Syrup';
Child's Best Laxative

is

Hurry Mother! A teespoonful of
#California Fig Syrup” now will thor-
oughly clean the little boweis and in &
few hours you have a well, playfin
child again, Even If cross, feverish,
billous, constipated or full of cold,
children love its “fruity” taste, and
mothers can rest easy because it never
fails to work all the souring food and
pasty bile right out of the stomach and
Yowels without griping or upsetting
the child.

Tell your druggist you want only
the genuine “California Fig Syrup”
which has directions for bables and
children of all ages printed on bottle,
Mother, you must say “California.”
Refuse any imitation.

And there is s ©3 everywheme,
Like troubled spirits here and thore,|
The firclight shadows fluttering wo,:

| And as the shadows round me creep,

A chilii-h treble breaks ths gloom,
And softly from a farther room
Comes :“Now I lay me down to sleep.”
And eomeow with that Yittle prayvr‘
Anl that swoet tredble in iy ears,
My thought goes back to distant

years,
And ¥ingers with a dear one there;
And, as I hear the chiii’s amen,
My mcihor's faith comes back to me,
Crouched at her zide I ceem to be:
And mother holds my hands again. |

Oh, fer an hour in that dear ylnce;!
Oh, for the peace of that dear time,|
Oh, for that chi¥dish trust sublkime;

Yet, as the shadows round me crecp,
I do not seem to be alone—
Sweet magic of that treble tone:

“Now I lay me down to slezp.”

—Eugene Field.

CORNS

Lift Off with Fingers

Lusciotss—

AVE the trouble and the

time of baking pies at
home, yet give your men
folks pies that are exactly to
their taste.

Master bakers and neigh-
borhood bake shops in your
city are making luscious
raisin pie fr every day.
Your grocer or these bake
shops can supply them.

Taste them and you'll
know why there’s no longer
need to bake at home.

) Crust that’s light and
flaky — tender, thin-skinned,
juicy fruit, the juice forming

Made With Raisins

—and already baked for you

a delicious sauce! There’s
nothing left to be desired in
a pie.

Made with finest seeded Sun-
Maid Raisins.

1560 calories of energizing nu-
triment per pound in practically
redigested form. Rich in food-
ron, also—good food for the
blood.

Make cakes, puddings and
other good foods with them.

You may be offered other
brands that you koow less well
than Sun-Maids, but the kind
{ou want is the kind you koow
s good. Insist, therefore, on
Sum-Maid brand. They cost no
more than ordinary raisins.
Mail coupon now for free book
of tested Sun-Maid recipes.

SUN-MAID RAISINS

The Supreme Pie Raisin
Sun-'Mait‘l‘_Eaisin Growers

ship 14,000

Fresno, California

CUT THIS OUT AND SEND IT

N A
% burt ‘s bit! Drop & little
Freozoue! on-an aching oorn, |

:’ that mn‘uobmuu, then

y you it right

Truly! sk """;

Sun-Maid

Raisin Growers,
N-533-13, Presno, Califurnia

Dept
Mundumpzdymfmmk.

Your druggist selis a tiny bottle of

“Frpezone” for a few ocents, sufficfent

varaes:ten!:yhi fsiid FR

friends In & very sericus state of mind,
Together t:e three entered Balliol Col-
lege; and there their seriousness
! rapidly developed, and they all agreed
|that as soon as they had graduated
they would devers themselves to mis-
slonary work among the heathen,
They kept their v( ws; and so great
was their fervor that they begged the
missjonary authoritles to send them
to the most heathenish place just then
open. So they were sent either to
| Berneo or Papua, I forget now which.
| They found. the neighborhcod I
which they began the!r labors as
heathenish as they could desire; for
they were planted among cannibals.
A few of these along the coast had
been weaned from their wicked ways
nd professed ard called themselves
| Christians
| But in the Interior heathenism and
cannibalism still prevailed; and it was
to the interior that the three young
missionaries were directed.

{ Preparing for the Feast.

| Now, it so happened that in one of
their excursions into the interlor they
were captured by the natives, who
promptly trussed them up and began
preparations to make a feast of them.

The young men watched with horror
the building up of three large fires,
the production of three large pots, the
gharpening of knives made of fish
bones, and the gloating looks which
the!r captors from time to time cast
on ttem
| The misslonaries had practically
abandoned hope when their attention
was aroused by the arrival of a huge
Negro, adorned with more [feathers
and shells and dyed in _more striking
colors than the other cannibals. From
the deference with which he was re-
ceived they rightly guessed that he
was the c¢tief of the tribe.

He seemed at first much pleased
at the situation, but after examining
the captives clesely he called a pal-
aver

The misslonaries’ knowledge of the
local lingo was only slight; but sligh¢
as it was, what they could make out
of the speeches hegan to ralse hope in
their breastis.

It was clear the chief was objecting
to thelr being cooked. There was con-
siderable opposition to his view. This
opposftion became so hot that the
ehief found it necessary to club his
chief opponent,

He hit the tribesman on the head
lwnh his bludgeon, and “the subses
quent proceedings interested tim no
more.” Even that was not sufficlent to
silence protest, and before the chief
succeeded Iin carrying his motion un-
| animously he had to olub six others
| The motion carrled, the chlef select-
ed a dozen of his most trusty clans-
| men, released the three
{ m!sslonaries from thelr bonds.

Ballioll -

Then the cilef said In good English
with a stight Oxford drawl: “I am very
gorry you have bheen inconvenlenced,
gentlemen; but all is well 1 Thesa
will see you safely back to
onary station, end so good-
Then te whispered an aside:

“I'm dressed so0 differentiy that prob-
ably you do not recognize me, but I
recognize you well enough. You were
along with me at Balliol three Vear
ago; and, of course, no Balilol mani
could think of eating a fellow Balllol Y
man."” \
Then, turning away, he gave final
instructions to tre guards and went

who at once

warriors
the miss
bye."

back to his own people.

8o
Brides Sold by Weight.

\mongst most savage tribes wives
are obtained by puirchasing girls from
their parents, tte price depending up-
on the attractiveness of the lady and
her father's astuleness as a bargainer.
of Eskimos, the pur-
chase price is usually paid In skins
seal-meat, thougy occasionally
dogs may be tendered in payment.

In Africa the market value of a wo-
man rauges from one to ten cows. In

In the case

and

. mauy cases plumpness is regarded as

ti = greatest charm of all, and 4@ girls,
after being fattened up, are !iterally
sold by weight!

The Kikuyu community has special
customs of its own, the clief alone
having the ¢ight to sel wiveg, Before
the war a good wife could be pur-
chased for a dollar and a quarter.

Now, however, Kikuyu beaunty
fetches from $3.25 to $3.795. Buyers are
feeling  the gereral increase In the
cost of living, and to allow them to
start housekeeping without undue dif-
ficulty the instalment system has beeu
ietroduced. 7
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)‘ Mutual Joy, -

{ The new minister was invited out to
tea. He was a bachelor, and when he

| helped bimself to the cake for the

! third time he Jooked across the table
at the hostess's little girl.

. “I don't often have such & good tea

"as this, my dear,” he sald smiling.

| “We don't, either,” said the ‘little

I girl, -emiding.  “I'm awful glad you:
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Ninety-five per cent. of all insects .
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