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oil and scrubber naphtha.

0:7From a New Source

HE ‘‘turfa’’ of Brazil is deseribed as a soft, brquish-yellow
substance that floats on water. From it can be distilled crude

The oil is a very good shale oil.

A Magazine Page For Everyone

 “MIDNIGHT”

The Mysterious Passenger in the
Taxicab at Midnight—Spike
Walters in Trouble.

CHAPTER L
Out of the Storm.
Taxicab No. 92,381 skidded
on the icy pavement of
Bvenue. ‘Spike Walters, driver,
eursed roundly he applied the
biulies and with difficulty obtained
control of the little closed car. De-
pressing the clutch pedal, he
tiiited the frozen thoroughfare
Parked his car in the lee of
enormous Union Station
bulkea forbiddingly in the December
Mmidnight

its

the

crazily |
Atlantic |

nego- |
P 1!
ana |

which !

y trance, half a block ahead.
| But no one was there. Nowhere
was there a sign of life—nowhere an
indication of warmth, or cheer, or
comfort. With fingers so numb that
| they were almost powerless to do
| the bidding of his mind, Spike drew
| forth his watch and glanced at it.
| Midnight!

Spike replaced the watch, blew on
i his numb fingers in a futile effort
to restore warmth, slipped his hands
back into a pair of heavy—but on this
| night, emtirely inadequate — driving
gloves, and gave himself over to 2

Atlantic avenue was deserted. Thf-i
fights at the main entrance of the]
TUnion Station glowed frigidly. (‘H)-;
Pposite, a single arc lamp on the cor- | 4
ner of Cyprus street cast a white, | growled to himself;
cheerless light on the gelid pave- | lar wrong.
ment. The few stores along the| Midnight! No train
avenue were dark., with the excep-|12:25 and that an accommodation
tion of the warmly-lighted White| from some small town up-state. No
Btar Restaurant directly opposite | taxi fares on such a train as that.
the Stygian spot where Spike's car|The north-bound fast train—headed
wis parked. jfor New York—that was late. too.

The ecity was in { Due at 11:55—Spike had seen a
first cold wave of the |hn1t’-frozcn station master mark it

s the rain had nasty, ! up as being 50 minutes late. Perhaps
drizzling rain, which made the going |, passenger to be picked up there—

mental rebellion against the career
of a professional taxi-driver.

“Worst night I've ever known,” he
and he was not

due until

the grip of the
vear. For two
fallen—au

soggy, and caused people to greet
one another with frowns. Late that
Saturday the mercury had started
a rapid downward journey. I'ires
were piled high in the furnaces,
automobile owners poured aleohol
into their radiators. The streets
Wwere deserted early
for the most part had
eringly under mountains
and down quilts  still
moih balls.
Winter had
blasts, which swept around
and chilled to the bone.
of two days became a
which formed a
the city.
On the
cab Spike

retired shiv-

redolent
conw

The rain
driving sleet,
mirror of ice over

scat of the yellow taxi-
Walters drew a heavy lap-
robe more closely about his husky
figure and shivered miserably. For-
tunately. the huge bulk of the station
to his right protected him in a large
measure from the shrieking wintry
winds. Mechanically Spike kept his
eyes focused upon the station en-

HOW DELIGATE GIRLS
ARE MADE STRONG

Rich, Red Blood Needed to
Keep Up Their Vitality.
it should be constantly borne in
1ind  that pale. bloodless girls need
lenty of nourishment, plenty of sleep
nd regular out-of-door exercise. But
lack of oppetite and tired, aching
imbs tend to hinder progress. To
save the weak, thin-blooded sufferer,
he must have new, rich, red blood,
pnd nothing meets a case of this kind
B0 well Dr. Williams' Pink Pills.
These pills not enly enrich and in-
wease the blood supply—they
th- appetite and aid digestion, relieve
the weury back  and - limbs, thus
,'ln'm;in,: health and
@and transforming anaemic girls and
iwomen into cheerful. happy people.
Wmong the thousands of giris who
have obtained new heilth through the
pse of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills is Miss
Layia G Garneau, Freeman, Ont., who
fea Vs About two years ago I was

new

dn o very nervous and run-down con- |

Mdition. I could not eat, did not sleep
MWell, and was fast becoming an in-
’\ yhid. 1w subject to fainting
#&pells, which made it very embarras-
sing to go in company, as I never
%new when a fainting spell might

After several fruitless

,(\:l‘;n
1reatments, 1 was advised to try Dr.

on

AVilliams' Pink Pills, and by the time |

two boxes were used [ felt an
provement. I kept on taking
fm-l am now thankful to say that I
lowe my health and happi-
.m ss to this medicine, which I cheer-
fuily recommend to other run-deown

girls.”

im-
them,

present

If vou are weak ailing,
pourselt at once of the home

E)‘:‘ nt which Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
#0 easily afford, and will  Dbe
among those who rejoice in regained
fhealth These pills are s»ld by
ldealers in medicine, or may be had
by mail at 50¢c a box. by writing The
Dr. Williams  Medicine Company
Brockville, Ont.—Advt.

“Docrons WANTED
To Operate

Mrs. Quillon Tells How Lydia E.

or avail

treat-

you

Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound |

Saved Her from an Operation

Muskegon, Michigan.—*‘After doc- |

toring for eight or nine yearswith dif-
ferent physicians
without any relief
at all, they said at
last that medicine
would not reach

and often saw it
advertised in dif-
ferent papers
where some women had suffere

and the citizens !

of blankets |
of '

with freezing |
corners, |

| establishments

help |
| hypnotically

sfrengtn, i clrcle of that light he could find heat

all |

| some sleepy, disgruntled, entirely un-
| happy person eager to attain the
| warmth and coziness of a big hotel.

| Yet Spike knew that he must wait.
| The company for which he worked
| specialized on service. It Dboasted
‘ that every train was met 1 7 a yellow
taxicab—and this was Spike's turn
for all-night duty at the Union
Station.

All the independent taxi-drivers
| had long since deserted their posts.
The parking space on Cypress street
oppusite the main entrance of the
tation—a space usually crowded

with commercial cars—was deserted.
either. |

Spike seemed alone in the drear De-
cember night, his car
| the early winter.

{ Ten minutes passed—tifteen.
cold bit through Spike's overcoat.
| battled to the skin, and chewed to
}tho bone. It was well-nigh
jable. The young taxi-driver's lips
| becarae Llue. He tried to light a

?
|
‘No private cars were there,
{

| cigarette, but his fingers wer: unable |

{ to hold the match.

} He looked around. A street
| bound for a suburb, passed
!It paused briefly before the railway
station, neither discharging nor tak-
ling on a passenger, then clanged pro-
| testingly on its way. Impressed in
‘;Suikn's mind was a mental picture
{of the chilled motorman, and of the
{ conductor huddled over the electric
| heater within the car. Spike felt a
| personal resentment against that
!n-onductor. Comfort seemed unfair
| on a night like this; heat a luxury
?mom to be desired than much fine
| gold.

| From across the street the light
jof the White Star Cafe beckoned.
| Ordinarily Spike was not
of the White Star, nor other eating
of its class.
White Star was notoriously insani-
tary, its food poisonously indiges-
tible; but as Spike's eyes were held
by the H: ht, he
thought of two things—within the

car,

{and scalding liquid which was flav-
| ored with coffee.

{ The vision was too much for Spike. |
train, due at 12:45, might |

| The fast
| bring a fare. It was well beyond the
| bounds of reason that he would get

| due in a few minutes.

no casuals abroad.
The young driver clambered with

difficulty from his seat. IHe

There were

numb limbs protesting against the
burden of his healthy young body.
A gale howled around the dark Jack-
son street cerner of the long, ramb-
ling station. and Spike defensively
covered both ears with his gloved
hands.

He made
the street;

his way eagerly across
slipping and sliding on
the glassy surface, head bent against
the driving sleet, clothes crackling
where particles of ice had formed.
Spike reached the door of the eating-
house, opened it, and almost stag-
 gered as the warmth of the place
{ smote him like a hot blast.
For a few seconds he stood motion-
| less, reveling in the sheer animal
| comfort of the change. Then he made

is way to the counter, seated himself
{on a revelving stool, and looked up
| at the waiter who came stolidly for-
ward from the big, round-bellied
stove at the rear.

“Hello, George!"
| The restaurateur nodded.
i “Hello!”

|

“My gosh! What a
|  *“Pretty cold, ain't it?”
| "Cold?" Spike Walters looked up
| antagonistically. “Sav. you don’t
know what cold means. T'd rather
| have your job tonight than a million
| dollars. Only if T had a million dol-
jlars I'd buy twenty stoves, set 'em
{in a circle, build a big fire in each
one, sit in the middle. and tell win-
ter to go to thunder—that's what
I'd do. Now, George, hustle and lay
me out a cup of coffee, hot—get
that?—and a couple of them greasy
doughnuts of yourn.”

The coffee and doughnuts were
| duly produced, and the stolid Athen-
| ian retired to the torrid zone of his
| stove. Spike bravely tried one of
| the doughnuts and gave it up as a
{bad job; but he quaffed the coffee
| with an eagerness which burned
!thrnat and imparted a pleasing sen-

night!”

just |

as did and got well and strong again ;

by taking the VeEetable Compound.
1 decided to see what it would do for
me, and before I had finished the
fourth bottle I was much better, the
weakness sto's)ped and the severe
pains in my sides left me. I am now
much stronger and do my own work
and work in the f besides. Iam
still taking the Vegetable Compound
and give 1t all the ?raise."-—Mrl.
NELLIE QUILLON, 17 Morris St.,
Muskegon, Mich.
Women should heed such i

symptoms as bearing-down

weakness, for they indicate some fe-
male trouble, and a persistent and
faithful use of Lydia E. Pinkham's

Compound will seldom

- -

imples and Fcsema Disappear:
he ShinMadeSoft and Smooth
by " Using

| DrCHASE'S

B

all originated from a single
in 1903.

Millions From a Single Grain

T is claimed for the hundreds of millions of bushels of Marquis
wheat produced annually in the United States and Canada, that
grain planted by a scjentist at Ottawa

A Real Detective Story Told By a Master
of Fiction With Mystery and Romance

OCTAVUS
ROY COHE

Oh, Man!

NOW THAT You
HAVE THE WHOLE

A NICE RIDE OUT IN
THE COUNTRY AND
HAVE OUR LUNCH AT’
A RoAD HOuse !

an exotic of |

The |

unbear- |

noisily. |

4 patron |

The |

a passenger from the accommedation !

stag- |

gered as he tried to stand erect, his |

his | Spike shoved

i corner of Cypress street.

his car forward, Spike wondered at
her indifference to the almost un-
bearable cold. i

| OINTMENT

il

Copyright, 1923, N. Y. Tribuce I5e.

DAY OFF LETS TAKE | SoMETHING.

Yes- t'LL
BE GETTING

{'LL Go ouT AND
SEE F THE CAR
HAS PLENTY ofF
o\, WATER, AND
GAS--- WANTA
PLAY SAaFe Y'Kvow

lALA-LA-LA
HE GUGHT To BE.
ABoUuT KREADY Now

'HAMBONE'S MEDITATION:

By J. P. Alley

BoSS WANTER KNOW }
WHUT I DONE WID DAT |

JLLAHR HE DOME GIMME
(ISTIDDY; HUHR! LAK Aj
FooL I LET DE OLE |
OMAN FIN'OUT I HAD iT! )

!
|
|
i
|

(Copyrizht, 1823, by The Lell Syndicste, fwe.)

sation of inward warmth. Then he
stretched luxuriously and lighted a
cigarette. |

He glanced through the long- |
unwashed window of the White Star |
Cafe—"Ladies and Gents Welcome,"
it announced—and shuddered at the
prospect of again braving the ele-
ments.  Across the street his unpro-
testing taxi stood parked parzllel to
the curb; beyond it glowered the
end of the station. To the right of
the long, rambling structure he
could see the occasional glave of
switch engines and track-walkers’
lanterns in the railroad yards.

As he looked, he saw the headlight
of the locomotive at the head of the
accommodation split the gloom. In-
stinctively, Spike rose, paid his check |
and stood uncomfortably at the
door, buttoning the coat- tightly
around his neck.

Of course it was
the accommodation carried a fare
for him: but then duty was duty,
and Spike took exceeding pride in
the company for which he worked.
The company’s slogan of service was ]
part of Spike's creed. He opened the
door, recoiled for a second as the
gale swept angrily against him, then
plunged blindly across the street. He
clambered into the seat of his cab,
depressed the starter, and eventually
was answered by a reluctant cough
of the motor. He raced it for a
while, getting the machinery heatead
up preparatory to the possibility of
a run.

Then he saw the big doors at the
main entrance of the station open
and a few melancholy passengers,
brought to town by the accommeoda-
tion train, step to the curb, glance
about in search of a street ecar, and
then duck back into the station.
his clutch in and
crawled forward along the curb, leav-
ing the inky shadows of the far end
of the station, and emerging finally
into the effulgence of the arc at the

impossible that

Once again the door of the Union
Station opened. This time Spike
took a professional interest in the
person who stepped uncertainly out
into the night. Long experience in-
formed him that this was a fare.

She was of medium height, and
comfortably guarded against the
frigidity of the night by a long fur
coat buttoned snugly around her
neck. She wore a small squirrel
tam, and was heavily veiled. In her
right hand she carried a large suit-
case and in her left a purse.

She stepped to the curb, . and
looked around inquiringly. She sig-
nalled the cab. Even as he speeded

P R

z,

THE MATCHMAKER.
Jake—Hello, Mrs. Prout. I've come
to tell you the news, if you haven't
1eard it.

Mrs. Prout—Well, siop 'your grin-

ining. Jake Sawyer, and let it out!

Jake—1It's just as said—old

you

i Skinflint Jones strolled off and got

married!
Mrs. Prout—Well, didn't
I'd

I tell you
that confirmed old bachelor

Mrs. Prout—If there's
don’'t know about human
men in particular I'd
someone tell me!

Jake—You are kinder smart, aren't
ye?

Mrs. Prout—Why, in my home town
I'm called the champion match-
maker!

Jake—Tlow be?

Mrs. Prout—I guess I've fixed up
the matches of half the folks in town

nature and
like to have

thank me for!

Jake—How about the men that got
married?

Mrs. Prout—Hum! You needn't get
smart!

Jake—Well, T guess you're
sible for Skinflint's
right!

Mrs. Prout—I certainly am!
I get my unmarried

housekeeper?
Yep.
Prout—And didn't I keep ad-
vising her how to cater to the old
Snoozer?
Jake—I guess you did.

respon-
marriage all
Didn’t
sister-in-law to

by (
elice” Davis

anythng 1|

| conclusion
would get him by working through his

—the future generation’s got a lot to |

UESTION

Mrs. Prout—Ana
knows men knows that
are in their stomachs,
breasts—

Jake—I1 notice the women
preity good eaters themselves!

Mrs. Prout—So I made my sis-
ter-in-law send to the city and get
one of them Frenchified cooks—

Jake—She sure was all right!

Mrs. Prout—And my sister-in-law
kept her cooking all the fancy
dishes—

Jake—She sure was some cook!

Mrs. Prout—S8So it was a foregone
that my sister-in-law

anyone who
their hearts
not their

are

stomach.

Jauke—Your sister-in-law?

Mrs. Prout—Yes, my sister-in-law,
and she owes me a debt for life—
fixing it up for her to marry that old
Skinflint with a hundred thousand
dollars and one foot in the grave!

Jake—Say! Hold your horses a
minute!

Mrs. Prout—Well,
(if?l}' it was my work.

Jake—I calculate you knew some-
thing about menr's stomachs, but—

Mrs. Prout—But what?

Jake—But you didn’'t know noth-
ing about them Frenchified city cooks.
Mrs. Prout—What are you driving
7
Jake—Why it was the Frenchified
city cook who eloped and got mar-
ried to old Skinflint—while your sis-
ter-in-law was asleep at the switch!

Copyright, 1923, by Public
Ledger Company.
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LITTLEST BEAR GETS THE
LITTLEST FIéH.

By THORNTON Ww. BURGESS.
,l"_retnnso that you do not care
Never gets you anywhere,

—Mother Bear.

Littlest Bear, perched up in a tree
where Mother Bear had sent her
after giving her a spanking, felt that
'she was the most abused little Bear
in all the Great World. Of course,
she wasn't. She had been punished
n-; disobedience. But she didn’t
think about this. She hag been dis-
pbedient so often without being pun-
ished that now she felt that she was
abused.

Down below her she could see
Brother and Sister, and she just knew
thax' they were chuckling over her
punishment. This added to her anger,
for Littlest Bear really was very
angry. DBut there was nothing she
could do about it. She didn't dare
come down out of that tree, so she
sulked and sulked and pitied herself
and tried to think that she hated
everybody and everything.

_ Mother Bear had gone back to her
fishing. Presently there was a swift
movement of one of her big paws,
and out on the shore came a shining,
flapping fish, Mother Bear pounced
on it before it could flap back into
the water. Then she carried it over
to Brother and Sister to be divided
between them. Mother Bear wen*
back to her fishing, while the two
little Bears smacked their lips as
they gobbled up that fish.

In a little whiie the same thing
happened again. The next fish
Mother Bear ate herself. Littlest
Bear, looking down from the tree,
saw it all. How she did want to taste
of one of those fish! But Mother
Bear never even glanced up.at her.
She acted just as if there was no
such person in all the Great World as
Littlest Bear. The fishing was good,
Hardly would one fish have disap-
peared when there would be another
for Brother and Sister to pretend to
quarrel over. They were big, plump
fish, and Littlest Bear’s mouth wa-
tered more and more as she watched
Brother and Sister enjoying them. It
seemed to her as

(To

it was more than
ok S
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“You may come down now,” she
growled, “this fish is for you.”

endure it. There was nothing else to
do. She tried not to watch them, but
it was of no use.

Finally, Mother Bear caught a little
fish. It was much the smallest of all
the fish she had caught. She carried
it over to the foot of the tree and
dropped it there.

*You may come down now,”
growled, “This fish is for you.”

Littlest Bear was still sulky. She
wanted to say that she wouldn’t come
down, but she didn’t dare to. Very
slowly she climbed down.

“I won't touch that fish! I won’t
touch it!” she kept saying over and
over to herself as she climbed down.
" But when she reached the ground
that little fish was right under her
nose. She couldn’t help but smell of
it.
that she wouldn’t touch it. But in
spite of this, she did touch it with
her nose. Appetite was too much for
her. She made just one bite of that
little fish. It didn’t satisfy her in

e least. It merely made her hun-
?xl'ier than ever for more.

But there were no more. Mother
Bear was through fishing. *“I hope
this will be a lesson to you,” said she
to Littlest Bear, “and that next time

she

you Will be obedient.” Then she told
the little Bears to

follow her, and

She was still saying to herself

4
Within a Week.

Dear Miss Grey,—As I always read
the ‘Mail-Box letters, and seeing that
80 many are asking for seeds and
bulbs, and as I have some moon flower
seeds to spare I thought T would send
some. They grow real bushy and
have large white flowers, and are
nicest at full moon. One plant will
produce hundreds of seeds for next
year. This is my first letter to the
corner, but will write again in the
near future. MOONFLOWER.

You must write for these seeds
quickly, Boxites, or T am afraid it
will be getting too late for them.
Perhaps as the season is backward,
sometime next week will do. Tt is
very kind of ycu to send them, Moon-
flower, and you must follow your gift
with a letter.

And After All!

Dear Miss Grey,—Where there's a
lot of work to be done, one job more
or less doesn't make any difference.
I wanted to be sure 1 received a
badge the next time you sent them
out, so I am squeezing this letter in
between some baking and getting the
children's clothes ready for the pic-
nic tomorrow. What an important
event the school picnic is. 1t means
a lot of work, but my kiddies are so
excited about it that I wouldn’'t have
the heart to grumble at the bit of
extra work it causes. But in ten
or fifteen minutes 1 will be ironing
pleats into Jean's middy skirt, and
won't I be a disgruntled hen with a
flock of flustered chicks tomorrow
flock of flustered chicks tomorrow

if it rains, and they can't wear their|

new summer clothes. I am so thank-
ful that my two girls and my boy
haven't had to see the inside of a hos-
pital yet, Miss Grey. 1 would like
to do all I can toward getting the
Cynthia Grey cot ready for the child-
ren of some poor mother so much less
fortunate. So I am tacking an extra
mite on the end of my 55 cents. Like
Christmas, tomorrow’'s event comes
but once a year, but isn't it going
MOTHER WITH THREE.

What a disappointed mother you
must have been to waken on the day
of all days. and find that you would
have to pull out warm wraps for the
youngsters, instead of sending them
all curled and primped up in their
new, summery clothes. But as car af-
ter car went down to Springbank
vesterday, 1 thought the kiddies
looked just as determined to be happy
as though it had dawned a perfect
blue and gold day of June. And after
all, the weather did relent and become
a little ashamed of its bad behavior
by afternoon. Were you self-sacri-
ficing enough to let Jean wear her
freshly-pleated white middy skirt?

On the Trail of the Elephant.

Elephant paths are not to be found
on plaing, for in open country ele-
phants do not go in single file. But
in the forests, says Carl Akeley, the
well-knwn big-game hunter, there
are elephant paths everywhere, a
fortunate circumstance, since with-
out them travel would be almost im-
possible. You travel virtually all the
time on their trails, which go every-
where except, oddly enough, among
the tree ferns. The elephants are
constantly changing their paths, for
the natives are always digging pits
in them. Some trails, however, have
evidently been used for centuries.
One trail, a little wider than an ele-
phant's fott, was worn six inches
deep in the solid rock! It must have
taken the shuffling elephants hun-
dreds of years to wear the rock away.

led the way off tihrough the Green
Forest.
(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

“Sulky Littlest
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BETTY AND BETSY.

By JANE OSBORN,

“We're as much twins as cousins
could be,” they used to say. “If we
were real twins we wouldn't both
have been christened Elizabeth. One
of us would have been named Anne

or Patricia or Gwendolin or some-
thing.

The fact was that Betty Blair and |

Betsy Blair were cousins, born within
a day or so of each other, one in far-
away India and the other in the New
England home of her ancestors.
Betsy's missionary parents had sent
her home when they found they could
not hope to raise her in the Indian
climate, but both had succumbed to
that climate before they could revisit
their home. So Betsy had been
brought up by uncle and aunt. the
parents of her cousin—twin Betty—
and there were many people in the
old town .who half suspected that
they were twins anvhow, so closely
did they resemble each other, and so
identical was their size.

Sometimes Betty and Betsy nearly
forgot which was the orphan and
which the real child of the good
parents who brought them up, and
when great aunt Elizabeth Rlair grew
old and near-sighted. she gave up
trying to remember which was Tom's
child and ~/hich was John's. She
called them both Bet. It didn't seem
to make much difference to her which
was which. Her small bank account
of four thousand dollars she left
equally divided, with this specifica-
tion:

“If you decide to marry, the money
is to, be spent far a trousseau
Lousehold things—plenty of linen.
as well as pretty clothes to
start in right. I want you to
spend it all for your wedding
outlay. If one of you girls de-
cide not to marry—and it isn't
necessary nowadayvs—then the

special training in the career
chooses instead of maiviage.”

So the cousins had planned since
old Aunt Elizabeth had died in their
fiteenth year.

“One of us will have
ried,” Betty, or Betsy,
“just to sece what fun it would be
spending all that money on clothes
and things. but for variety one must
have a career. If some very nice
man comes along and wants one of
us to marry
that likes him best will have him and
the other can Jiave a career.”

to be
would say,

mar-

The nature of the career scemed at |
the time to be as vague as the iden- !
who was one |

tity of the *“nice man”
day to “coma along.”

By the time the twin cousins were -’
developed | 4l
until Betsy was definitely disposad to| W
follow the career of an accompanist— |

nineteen their tastes had

if anything—and Betty had deter-
mined to study architecture. More-
over. Betty had discovered the “nice
man’: and as it was perfectly obvi-
ous that his preference lay with
Betty and that Betsy took not the

on with her musical career, at least

take her. And the investment of the
two thousand dollars 1n wedding
things began.

It was as much Betsy's spending
Betty's.
without asking Betsy's advice,
even the frocks that were
ready-made or ordered at the dress-

and

as Betty. In that way Betty had a
better chance to look at them and
suzgest alterations or design. And
Betty and Betsy seemed to be of pre-
cisely the same proportions.

In the meantime Betsy was laving

her schema for the spending of her {at the door.

own two thousand dollars on ler
musical education, and she was be-
ginning to think that it was easier to
stretch one's resources when
came to investing in a
cation. At first she had planned
spend a vear in New York, but she
soon discovered that this would make
necessary the spending of most
her little lezacy cn
bills. So instead she
adopt the commuter's plan.

and
musi

of

determined

ride from Bostoen—and though it
tainly was not nearly
to catch trains and live at home and
practice on the family piano as to
practicé on a rented piano in the
solitude of one's cwn studio room in
the city—still there werc

But Betsy was waiting until all the
e€xcitement of buying Bett
seau should be over. A

cer-

mid-October

legsons could wait
ning of November.

There had been
scurrying in this
ing.

until the begin-
no last-minute
trosseau

By the last of September all selec- |

Had

tions had been made, and from the
shops in town had come all the inter-
esting boxes save those to hold one or
two frocks, a suit and a ¢

needed alterations. And
thousand dollars had all

oat that
the two

been

honeymoon.” It did seem like a
for one girl to spend on herself, but
Aunt Elizabeth had especially desired
it.

Betsy had gone to her own
room one night rather early, to write
some letters of inquiry to various
music teachers in Boston, and Betty
had supposedly gone to he
to Tom, her fiance. But before 3
hour had passed Betsv ope

half
her

Betty with a curious look of intent-
ness mingled with fright.

“I've got to tell you something.”
she said, sinking down on her cousin
chintz-covered little bed
I'd tell vou first. But 1
Tom—I'm not enough in love with
him. I'd feel worse about bhreaking
with him if 1 thought he cared—but
he doesn’'t. But you see it was all on
account of
gift. I may as well confess—"

Betsy had turned out the light on
her desk, leaving only the soft glow
of her little pink-shaded bhedside
lamp, and she sat on a little chair he-
fore her cousin who was rocking her
knees on Betsy's bed. ‘“Please don't
mind what you say—to me,” was all
Betsy could say by way of encour-
agement.

“Well, right from the first,”" said
Betty, “I've felt that one of us ought
to have a career and the other ought
to get married. Aunt Elizabeth as
much as said she wanted us to spend
the money differently, and in the back
of my mind I've had a sort of terror
lest you'd get engaged first, because

can’'t marr

you're prettier and everything—"

interrupt. Anyway, I
have to have a career that I made
my mind I'd just make Tom propq

been

ested

{ young
| other,

{sand dollars,
{clothes and some money for a careel
| There, that's what I've been trying

and |

{ she
| was
fup my
two |
thousand dollars is to go to help with |

g“p:dm*ﬁ you. I hadn’t intended te.
she |

| pect
| thought
| and

him, why the ona of us |
;uo!]vnz'.\

We
!hfu‘l’ proposed it was because 1thoug
| You must have known it and becau
| not intending to marry
slightest interest in him, it was defi- |
nitely decided that Betsy should go |

S |
Betty made no selections |

bought i
|and when she did
makaer's were as often fitted to Betsy |

boarding-house |
to |
Tha New |
England countiy home lay an hour's |
| having a career.”
so picturesque |
janything that was
" unhappy.’

advantages. |
trous- |
| “But

weadding had been plunned-—-the music |

| pose to other girls in the

purchas- i

spent |
save a hundred “for pin money on the |
lot |

| Catharines, Ont., writes:

to write |

“Oh. you little fibber,” said Betf
very much in earnest, pointing
finger of shame at Betty.

“You're so,” insisted Betty. “Do
was se afraid

I never could have encouraged hin?
if it hadn't been for that. And tj

when I saw the way George was ru
ing you I
You—and then you'd get engaged ¢
| begin getting
have

was afraid he'd persu

the trousseau and
to go ahead with the care
Now vou know what a mean, dece
ful, designing creature I am—
“And now,” went on Betty, I
more and more int
architecture. Tom [

getting

in

talked to me so much about it, an
feel that if we are tQ be anything
each other it must be\as workers
gether
Jjust
don’t

for our art—rather than
married people—because trul
love him, and 1 am not at

sure he loves me. I almost did t

proposing

“Why Betty,” gasped Betsy.
then the two cousins, looking wve
and helpless, sat facing ea
cach trying to think of sof
happy solution of their difficulty.

At last from Betty, “Maybe we coul
divide the clothes and things. They’
g0 out of style if we don't wear the
now—and divide the other two thou
and each have sont

A

ask vou and I've been so ashamed

{ couldn’t.

Betsy shook her head. “No,” sh
said solemnly. “I'm just glad to hav
this chance to pay back a little that
owe you, because Betsy, dear, vou'v,
red everything with me since
sent over from India. I'll givi
career—and you can have th
thousand dollars. Tl take th
It fits me as wellgms i

1wWo
trousseau.

—but one of us ought te—and
couldn’t do that much to repay
fo1 you've done!”

Belty pouted a little. “I didn't eN
you to marry,” she said. )
we could both have careed
start out with half o' t}
clothes——-—"

“But you don't need clothes if* yq
are going to have a career,” insiste
Betsy. “And you will need the who,
two thousand doliars. One thousa
wouldn't do at all.”

Then there was another silence
“Have you—any idea 7 beg
timidly, “who you—will ma,

"I could marry Georze,” said Bet§
S t know he had proposeq
¥, a little testily. “I thoug

0ld each other everything.”
do, most evervthing,” agre
Y. “You were keeping somethii
L from me just now, weren't yo
.1 I didn't tell you that Geor

¢ him, I did
any point in thinking about i
After many protests, a tear or t

see

{-and a half-hearted embrace, the ty
as far as two thousand doilars woule |

cousins agreed for the night that ud
less they changed their minds Bets

| was to make the sacrifice, give uph
| career and marry George

. While Betf
'ds to become a successful architec
It was Betty who was having her wa
and Betsy who was making the sac:
fice, yet Betty law awake for ho
sleep closed |
evelids on tear-drenched eves. ’,‘\
Betsy tore into tiny bits all the mu:

{ cal prospectuses she had been collecty

ing for months and slept the drea
less sleep of perfect content.

She was awakened at dawn t
next morning by Betty's familiar r
perched on the fd
of Betsy's bed and began in whispe
lest she might be overheard by othl

&he

| members of the family.
it
1] edu- |
to |
| and

“Let's both get married,”
“We can divide the
linen and have a
then each
lars left to
dentals while we £
having to take money

3 Aunt

she sai
and ti
wedding
thousand d¢
use for little inc
ng used
from our huy
Elizabeth  would:

clothes
double
have a

over

“Because getting married is
supplied
wouldn't wan

soing

rea
Betsy.
us to
to make

“*And she

“Perhaps vou'd better tell Tom M
have changed your mind,” suggest
Betsy.

“Oh, T hadn’t ever tol
was thinking of reaking.’
hadn’'t you better
You wiil accept him-—men

him tha
said Bet#
tell Geor
often pry
und.
“Oh, 1 never refused hin
said Betty.”
(Copyright, 1923, by the MeC lure News
paper Syndicate.)

Bad Pafn:
In He_f_ Heart

really

Nerves Were Very Ba

little |

Mrs. John Case, R. R. No. 4,

“I wish
say that I have been bothered wvg
much with my heart and nerves.

| doctored with two different doctg

: ] { but did not find much relief.
door to a slight tap and there stood |

I wo!
have such bad pains in my heart,
times, I would be almost afraid
move or breathe. and at night I coy
not sleep. If the pains in my hea

4 | were gone, my nerves would be so
“Of course, |

[ could not lie still and would d

| get a little sleep by being tired ¢

My stomach was also very bad and
could eat but very little, and the
only certain things or I would hay

31 . ! so much distress which always magd
Aunt Elizabeth's queer | oy

heart worse.
1 had been suffering for nearly t

| vears until one day I was talking

our druggist about the way I felt. Hi
advised me to give Milburn's Hea
and Nerve Pills a fair trial. I hayl
ncw taken five boxes and am feelj

so much better, I am able to do m
own work, and can eat anything

wish. I cannot praise

Milburn’s
Heart and Nerve Pill

too highly.”

Price 50c a box at all dealers
mailed direct on receipt of price
The T. Milburn Co., ted,
ronto, Ont.-—Advt.




