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JUALITEE INFERIEURE

. PROLOGUE. :

“A Tale of Red Roses,” |
by George Randolph Chester,
is one of that author's best
stories. It introduces a typi-
cal red blooded boss politician
of the type found in many
Anmerican cities and a beau-
tiful girl, with whom the boss
is in love. Incidents of politi-
cal intrigue and high finance

. are fascimatingly told.

The author relates, as only
he can, stirring incidents in
ward, city and state politics.

- In his strenuous, spectacular
wooing the politician makes
the girl the favorite at a gov-
emor’s ball. He has diplo-
mats, artists and notables of
every description pay her
homage. He lavishes pres-
ents on her. He anticipates
her every wish. i His love is
overpowering, all con ;

e
holds the interest of the reader
from start to finish. Once be-
gun it must be finished.

COAL wagon, naturally choos-
ing the rush hour for the per-

CHAPTER I
The Dawning of a Tender Passion.

formance, broke down in front
of an extra cmwdfd car, and

traffic was promptly knottéd for three
blocks. A shining omobile, fol-
lowing up the hill, 80 close be-
hind that the glare the street car
shone with unpleasant brightness on
the occupants—a smiling red cheeked
girl at the wheel; by her side a gray
vandyked man with sinister lines run-
ning sharply downward from his down
pointed nose; in the tonneau a plainly
dressed and modestly pretty black hair-
ed 'girl with large and rather timid
eyes and-a slender golden haired girl
whose chief mission in life, from her
expression, would have been taken to
be mischievous fun.

“Hello, Bert)” called the girl at the
wheel. “Can you uncrush yourself?”

The rather large young man in the
neatly fitting blue suit who had been
jammed against the rail of the rear
platform had already begun to worm
his way out of the ill humored throng
on’ the street car.

“I'll try it,” he laughed, “although I
don’t expect to have a button left.”

The crowd, its clothing still clammy
from the recent rain, made way for
him reluctantly, even though it needed
the space he occupied, for the pompous
looking, vandyked man in the car was
Frank Marley, by all odds the most
unpopular man in the city. He was

could stand no more, popped from be-
tween their peripberies like the inside
of a grape, landing in the solar plexus
of a tired Hibernian, who had endured
more than enongh,

“Get out of my stomach, stockhold-
er,” he gruffly ordered and pushed lit-
tle Henry's derby tightly down over
his ears just as another machine drew
out of the fretting rearward line and,
stopped by the ragged gutter, rested
abreast of Marley’s machine. - The con-
ductor having restored the lights, the
attention of the uncomfortable passen-
gers was now directéd to the new-
comer, a heavy jowled man of nmdddle
age, who sat as stolidly in his run-
about by fhe side of his driver as if
he had been at home dining.

_“It's Sledge,” said the man with the
frayed cigar. “He gets his little old
rakeoff, too, from jamming sigty people
into a ferty passenger car. While he's
running the town this rotten old line
won't have any campetition.”

“Mr. Sledge is a good customer of
mine,” observed the fat butcher.

“There's one thing about Ben Sledge
—he always keeps some big city im-
provement going on,” announced the
Irishman whe had extinguished little
Henry Peters.

Little Henry pulled his derby audi-
bly off his head and rubbed the red
circle it had left,

“Mr. Sledge is the workingman's
friend,” he declared.

“Aw, shut up!” ordered the gaunt
Celtic laborer and kicked his ankle by
way of accidental emphasis.

It was strange that, while everybody
on the car kept the name of Frank
Marley sacred to their hatred, the name
of Sledge, who was notorious through-
out the United States for his utterly
conscienceless methods of public theft,
was received with equanimity.

Meanwhile Sledge, turning to see
who his neighbors might be, met the
eye of Frank Marley and nodded per-
functorily and then bent his entire at-
tention on Molly, gazing at her in stol-
id concentration, with no more change
of expression on his heavy features
than if he had been reading a time-
table. Bert Glider noticed his rude-
ness and tried in a mood of intense
aggravation to catch Sledge's eye and
reprove him with a savage frown, but
he might as well have tried to catch
the eye of an oyster. Sledge, perfect-
ly contented wifh the pleasing picture
which sat before him, continued to
stare calmly until Molly, discerning
from Bert's countenance that some-
thing was wrong, turned to meet the
small gray eyes of Sledge fixed thought-
fully upon her. She wheeled abruptly
to her father.

“Isn’t that the scandalous Sledge?”
she asked, annoyed and still amused.

Her father nodded his head and
smiled, his nose becoming still more
pointed in the process.

“Well, introduce him. I can make
him stop staring, then,” she ordered.
“He can’t drive on.”

“I say, Sledge,” called Marley, lean-
ing forward. “This is my daughter,
Molly.”

Sledge tugged at his hat and smiled
his acknowledgment of the introduc-

the president of the street car com-
pany. ¥

The young man in the neat blue suit,
whose cheeks were flawlessly pink and
whose luxuriant black mustache was
curled in two amazingly perfect ring-
lets, picked his way daintily through
the slush.

“Bert, this is the treat I promised
you,” said the girl at the wheel,

“Miss Fern Burbank,’” he guessed,
clasping the blond visitor's hand, and
at the same time he gave his left hand
condescendingly to little Jessie Peters.
“Welcome to our muddy city.”

“Thank you,” smiled the golden hair-
ed young lady. *“Of course this Is
handsome Bert Glider.”

“Molly’s " been telling on me,” he
lightly answered as he took the folding
#eat just behind Mr. Marley, sitting
sidewise so that he could address the
two girls in the tonneaun and still en-
Joy the clean cut profile ‘'of Ethelyn
Marley, known to her intimates as
Molly, for no better reason than that
it was a handier name.

The lights in the car ahead suddenly
went out, and a groan arose from the
miserable passengers on that suffocat-
ing"vehicle. A roughly breathed man,
who had been resting his elbow in the
‘wishbone of gray whiskered little Hen-
ry Peters, reached the point of herolc
defiance.

He cursed the street car company
and demanded, “Why don't they put
on more cars?"

Little Henry' Peters, who admitted
he was a stockholder, took the com-
pany’s part.

The conductor crowded back through
the ' soljdly packed -aisle an the
squlrmhiﬁ platform to jerk hopefully
at the trolley rope, and 'little Henry
Peters, squeezed between his oppo-
nent and the fat butcher until bones

tion.

“Glad to meet you,” he tokxl Molly.
“I didn’t know you had such a fine
looking girl, Marley. She's a corker,”
and once more he viewed Miss Molly
with quiet approbation, in which there
| was a dawning glimmer of quite un-
Sledge-like enthusiasm.

“I think so myself,” laughed Marley.
“First thing' T know she'll be getting
married.”

“Sure!” agreed Sledge, contemplat-
ing her earnestly in this new light.
“r'd marry her myself.”

The street car ahead gave a forward
lurch, and the famingly indignant
Molly darted into the opening.

“Tite ugly brute!” she gasped.

* * L

* * * *
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| promptiy, consulting Lis sllp of paper.
| “He sifts everything bLefore it gets to

the Lig boy, and you don't seed any
introductions. The Lest plan Is to ge
right to kis office and give him the
straight story.”

“How about Marley?" |

“A full,” returned Timbers con-
temptuously. “Because he's the presi-
dent of the street car company he
thinks he invented electricity, and his
noodle is swelled so that it cracks his

scalp.”
“Yeou'd better lead me to, this Bendix
person,” suggested Bozzam, rising.

“Come on, Moodson.”
Very' automatically the silent man
arose and accompanied Bozzam from
the room with the air of being just
as willing to do that as anything else. |
Just as'automatically he followed into
the office of Tom Bendix five minutes
later and stood silently by, so oppres-
sive in his Inertia that he removed to
himself all speculation about any one '
who was in his company. i

“I want to talk electrical transporta- '
tion with you,” began Mr. Bozzam
cheerity as he laid the cards of Mr. |
Moodson and himself on the desk. “I
am Charles W. Bozzam of New York, |
and this is Mr. Alvin Moodson of Phil-
adelphia.” ‘

Bendix shook hands noncommittally !
with the two gentlemen and invited
them to have seats.

“l don't know that I care to talk
electrical transportation, but I'm will-
ing to listen,” he smiled.

“There isn't much to say,” Bozzam
stated. “We think your city needs new
and better street car facilities, and we |
are here to give them to you if you
will let us. The company I propose to |
form will be bona fide and will be in-
corporated for a million dollars in reg-
ular money. Mr. Moodson will take
a quarter of a_million of the stock
himself. It might be some satisfac-
tion to you to secure a report on Mr.
Moodson from Dunn or Bradstreet.”

Mr. Bendix grinned.

“It sounds like a high grade prepo-
sitjon,” he acknowledged. “T'll speak
to some friends of mine about it this
nmoon.”

When Tom Bendix walked into the
Occident saloon he paused a moment
at the bar, but even though his wish-
es were as potent here as those of om-
nipotence, since he represented the om-
nipotent Sledge, he had to wait, for
both the choice bartenders were in de:
lighted attendanée on a careless fat
man.

“Who's the entertainment commit-
tee?” asked Bendix, a trifle sharply.

“A total stranger by the name of
Timbers,” rejoined Phil,

vigorously
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“] want to get acquainted with her,”
ordered Sledge.

mopping up an almost Imaginary
splash. *He's so full of new ones that
every time he opens his mouth he
spills a good laugh.”

“What's his business?' demanded
Bendix, who was an earnest collector
of definite information.

“Carrying hot ones, as far as I can
get it,” answered Phil, laughing remi-
niscently. “Say, this guy tells ’em so
fast you can't remember 'em. Blondy
just asked him to stop so he could
write ’em down. He slipped in a fun-
ny knock or two about the street car
service here.”

Bendix walked thoughtfully into the(
little bdck room, the bareness 8f which,'

gentleman in a light gray suit of fine
texture, a plump, careless man to
whom one would instinctively turn for
a tediously funny story, and a hard
jawed man of a most forbidding ex-
pression, who looked about as commu-
nicative as a cabbage. This gentle-
man loafed about the hotel with his
motith shit, while the other two
“scouted.”
returned from their various directions
and gatbered in the room of the smil-
ing tall one in the gray suit.

“Well, Timbers, is it as cheerful as
we thought?’ asked the host, settling
himself in the most comfortable chair.

“Looks gay and merry to me, Boz-
zam,” replied Mr. Timbers, folding his
hands on his fat knee and frowning
intently at a little slip of paper he held
between his thumb and forefinger.
“Sledge is, of course, the whole works.”

“WWhat's the approach to Sledge?”

™

There arrived on the morning train, |

escorted to the platform by a distinct- |
ly worshipful porter, a tall, big boned

Promptly at 11 o’¢lock they |

“Tom - Bendix,” returned Timbers

kept to its former crudeness by the
{ wish of the boss, was in strange con-
trast to the elaborately mirrored and
mahogany carved Occident. Here, at
an extremely plain round table, he
found the huge and impassive Sledge
gazing moodily out the dusty window,
{ while Frank Marley, with a half emp-
tied whisky glass in" his hand, sat re-
' garding him with a puzzled expression.
Marley turned with relief when he
saw Bendix.

“I've just been suggesting that we
build the proposed Ridgewood avenue
axtension out of the company. funds,

rather than make a new issue of
stock,” he explained. “By adding
slightly to our bonded indebtedness

we can do this and keep the addition-
al net earnings among the present
stockholders,” and he stréeked his neat-
Iy cropped gray vandyke, with the al-
most smirking complacency of a. man
who is sure he is earning a reputa-

THE CARLETON PLACE HERALD.

“] don't suppose you remember that
we first decided on the Ridgewood av-
enue extension for the express purpose
of reorganization, néw issue of stock
and readjustment of shares,” he chill-
ingly reminded Marley.

“l know,” persisted Marley. “Baut,
after mature deliberation, it seems that
to make the extension from the com-
pany's earnings is the more legitimate
business method. I am not in favor of
the modern practice of watering stock.
The earnings, after all, are not increas-
ed by stock juggling.”

Sledge turned ponderously from his
inspection of the dingy little areaway
as Bendix left the room.

“Your girl’s a peach,” he delicately
hinted.

“Molly 7" smiled Marley’s nose., ““She
is a beauty, isn't she? The boys are
crazy about her. It looks like a col-
lege convention out at my house all
the time.”

“I want to get acquainted with Ler,”
ordered Sledge, much as if he had been
sending the happy word to some rising
pew politician.

A shade of annoyance passed over
Marley's brow.

“That is a matter which is entirely
up to Molly,” he stated, with a trace
of stiffness.

“All right. Put it up to Mollw” sald
Sledge and looked out of thie window
again.

Marley besitated and balf arose. He
knew t}mt his call was over, and yet
he had something else on his mind.
“By the way, Sledge,” he observed,
trying to speak as if tbe watter had
just occurred to him, *“that note of
mine at the First National—it falls due
next week. I am afraid I shall have
to have an extensien.”

Sledge nodded imperceptibly.

“Tell Davis I said it was all right,”
he directed.

Bendix returned, and with him was
Bert Glider, redolent of the odor of
barber shop and with his curly black
mustache waxed and brilliantined un-
til it was filled with almost painful re-
flections. He greeted Mr, Marley with
much more effusiveness than that gen-
tleman did him.

mendous man to man heartiness. “You
are just the one I want to see. I've
been trying to get Molly on the phone,
and they tell me she’ll be in at your
office some time this afternoon. Will
you carry -her the happy news that
Dicky Reynolds is in town and that I
invited him to her taffy pulling tomor-
row night? Tell her to invite Jessie
Peters.”

on Marley.

“You going to be home tonight?" he
inquired.

“Well, yes, I rather think so,” fal-
tered Marley.

“I'm coming out to see you,” decided
Sledge.

“I'l be glad to have you,” admitted
Marley. “I suppose I may see Davis
tomorrow ?”

Sledge nodded assent, looking stonily
out meanwhile at the hand hole in the
high board gate at the end of the area-
way.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Tinglhe Siamacksmd o nepile’

Promotes DigestionCheerfid
ness and Rest.Contains neither
Morphine nor Mioeral.

OT NARCOTIC.

Aperfect Remedy for Constipa-
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“Hello, Marley,” he said, grasping the |
street car magnate’s ‘hand with tre- |

Sledge turned slow questioning eyes l
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Exact Copy of Wrapper.

Mothers Know That

GASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

Genuine Castoria

Use
For Over
Thirty Years

GASTORIA

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORK GITY,

Paid For the Advice.

Old Hunks (meeting a physician at
the club)—Doc, what ought a man to do
when he bas an all overish feeling as
it he were going to have an attack of
the grip? Crusty M. D.—He ought to
consult a good physician about it. Old
Hunks—Well, ‘that advice ought to be
worth a dollar anyhow. - Here it is.
I'll go and bunt him up.

His Official Prudence.
] “That magistrate never has an opim-
 fon to give on any subject, it seems
| to me.”

“Well, now, how can you expect &
' magistrate to commit himself?’—Hx-
change,

In the Bill

Bacon—Somebody said there was
romething stuuning about your wife's

new dress. 1 don't see it. Egbert—Of

‘ course you don't. You don’t suppose
ishe‘d lcave the price mark on it, do
! you?—S8t. Louis Post-Disnatch

: Learned from

disease and pain. Women

native roots and herbs.

five years ago.

derful rémedy.
cannot praise it

17 Roundy St., Beverly, Mass.
Erie, Pa. —“I was in poor
Change of Life started with me

| your remedies to ever

24th St., Erie, Pa.

tion for superior judgment.

aggrieved wonder,

Bendix looked at him a moment in |

A Womar’s
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How to Feel Well During Middle
Life Told by Three Women Who

The Change of Life is a most critical period of a
woman'’s existence, and neglect of health at this time invites

that-there is no other remedy known to medicine that will
so successfully carry women through this trying period as
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, made from
Read these letters:—

Philadelphia, Pa.—“I started the Change of Life

ache with bearing down pains and I would have ‘
heat flashes very bad at times with dizzy spells and |
nervous feelings.
Vegetable Compound I feel like a new person and
am in better health and no more troubled with
the aches and pains I had before I took your won-

E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, or I think I
should not have got over it as easy as I did.
now if I do not feel good I take the Compound
and it restores me in a short time.
woman for it may help
{ them as it has me.” — Mrs. E. KissLing, 931 East

No other medicine has been so successful in relieving woman’s
suffering as has Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.
Women may receive free and helpful advice by writing the Lydia
E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass. Such lettersare received
| ' and answered by women only and held in strict confidence.

Experience.

everywhere should remember

I always had a headache and back-

LIFE'S JOURNEY.

Life runs not smoothly at all
seasons, even with the happiest
of us, but after a long course the
rocks subside, the views widen
and it flows on more equably at
the end.—Tadso.
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ache,

Dixxi.. e ® s
sem, and Indigestion. They do their duty.
Small P-i.ll. Small Dose, Small Price.
Genuine must bear Signature
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Waterspouts.

A waterspout is constantly spinning.
The moment it ceases it collapses. At
the distance of about a quarter of a
mile above the sea level its spinning
speed has been estimated at six miles
u minute.

An Indian Custom.

A social custom of the Crow Indian,
which is often encountered among oth-
or Indian twwes and also among the

After taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s ‘\
|

I recommend it to my friends for I |
enough.”—Mrs. MARGARET GRASS- |
i

MAN, 769 N. Ringgold St., Philadelphia, Pa.

- Beverly, Mass.—“I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound, for nervousness and dyspepsia, when I was I
going through the Change of Life.
have always spoken of it to other women who suffer as I did and
have had them try it and they also have received
good results from it.”—Mrs. GEoreE A. DUNBAR,

I found it very helpful and I

{
|
|
|
health when the
and I took Lydia
Even

I will praise

natives of Australia and Africa, is the .
mother-in-law taboo. A man and his
wife’'s mother never talk with each
other, not from any motives of hostill-
ty, but rather as a token of mutunal re-
spect.—Southern Workman.

PROTECT YOUR PROPERTY
Have you an Insurance on
your Dwelling, and have
you protection from fire
upon your Personal Effects?

A number of Standard Fire Insurance
Companies are represented by

W. H. ALLEN

Will be pleased to quote you rates
at any time.

In all countries, ASk INVENT

ADVISER, w:i'ah wu{ozcogrm{t fres ol

MARION & MARION,
MONTREAL|




