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- By Stanley Your HealthTHE OLD HOME TOWN -don’t care. I couldn’t help it. I had 
to. It couldn't go on. 
stand it,’’ she said on a louder note, 
which made me fear renewed hysterics. 
But suddenly she grew calm: “I don’t 
know who you are, and I don’t care. 
I don’t care about anything. I don’t 
care if they hang me ... I wish the}' 
would.”

“Of course they won’t hang you.”
“Listen. Let me tell you. I want to 

tell you. I suppose you think I’m 
horrible because I’m a murderess. I 
couldn’t help it.” She released my 
arm and sat down heavily in the arm­
chair, as if her energy deserted her, 
but all through her story her voice 
was no waudible, though monotonous.

“The man you’ve just seen, who’s

+ * u ii **■*•!
Aâi-Lk

i

4
I couldn’t -r 6

YOU SAY 
THIS LOT 
CAME BY 
^FRE KSHTj

I—— 1 W/ MO-MO - 
61 YOUR END IS 

|J|\nO STRAIGHT
EJb?r! BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

* RURAL HEALTH DEFICITS
3T- 1883 or church could be

#1 While the same general problems of] A school house 
personal health apply, in a way, to usc(^ as “ cen*er-■ to/ - 1i55( | [3
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'A In the solution of individual prob- 
city and country alike, in many ways ■ |emg of water> sewage and hygiene, 
they differ. Owing to the great I education must be sought from the 
growth, crowded conditions, and Inten- best possible sources. A community

„ h«,.h m :;xy.s5ïï*"^rîiT.K
their solution has been more possible. countryside at a minimum expense.

The problem of cleanliness is an­
other of great import. Where there 
is water and soap, one may bathe the 
whole body in some way. Do this at 
least twice a week, and bathe the feet, 
if inclined to sweat, every night. A 
health gain of increased length of life 
would be the result. The cities have 
gained 10 vears, the country can in­
crease this.

There is a deficit of great import in 
rural foods. Too much of the same 
kind is eaten, where a change in diet 
would cost no more. Every farm 
garden, which results in the canning 
and storage of food, means better diet. 
Health in body building is a result of 
better garden work by boys and girls. 

Try and have the family supplied
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i THE SHOT IN THE NIGHT

indefinitely to be discovered by tlie 
servants perhaps. So I used a heroic 
remedy. Freeing my hand by a violent 
effort, I seized her by the shoulders 
and forced her to her feet, shaking 
her vigorously two or three times. She 
gave me a moan, a gasp, and suddenly 
her tears stopped. She was staring at 

lier mouth still

j BEGIN HERE TODAY

The writer of this story, seeking noc­
turnal adventure, walks toward Lon­
don from Woolwich. He stops to rest 
In front of a long, low house of inter­
esting architecture with front covered 
with white stucco. Tall French win­
dows lead Into the garden. In on’e of 
the French windows there burned a 
light.

A revolver shot Is heard. The writer 
lifts the latch of the gate and tiptoes 
up the walk to peer into the lighted 
window. He sees a man seated in a 
desk chair. He steps into the room and 
finds the man dead. A door opening 
into a dressing-room is ajar and from 
that room comes the sound of sobbing.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

Cities have been more fortunate In 
creating better housing conditions, and 
in the maintenance of both public and 
private hospitals, dispensaries and 
clinics.

Combating disease conditions has 
also been better taken care of in cities.
Social health service is far better 
organized than in the country, and 
physicians are easier to reach in case 
of emergencies.

Perhaps the phase of health in the 
rural districts, more important than 
all others, is the lack of real health 
knowledge in dealing with actual 
health conditions. Where settlements 
are scattered, a real health gain would 
result from a gathering once or twice 
a month. Some health authority could 
be secured to address such a meeting, with vegetables and fruits the y 
and health pamphlets from national! round, and vary the diet for a distinct 
and state boards could be distributed, health gain.
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fme with open eyes, 
convulsed, but silent.

“Now,” I said, “quick. You’ve no 
time to waste. What happened?”

She seemed to find speech difficult, 
but she tried: “I can’t tell you . . .”

“Oil, nonsense!” I spoke harshly on 
purpose. “It’s no use trying to hide.
I’ve just been through that room and 
I found your husband, at least I sup­
pose it’s your husband. . . . Don’t 
begin crying again,” I said angrily, at 
her mouth opened. “It’s your only 

There was a big armchair covered chance. Tell me what happened. You 
with crackling chintz, heavily flowered shot him, didn’t you?” 
in blue. Upon it, or rather upon her “Yes.” I caught the whisper, 
knees on the floor and thrown face “Well, now, what’s to be done?”
down upon the armchair, lay a woman, She was rapidly becoming eom-
whose shoulders convulsively heaved as posed: “There’s nothing to be done 
she wept. Evidently she had just risen except send for the police.” 
from her bed, for over her dressing- “I suppose I ought to,” I said. “But
gown of green silk, unbound curly red j don’t want to if I can help it. Oh,
hair flowed in heavy waves. I watched whatever made you do tills?” 
her for a moment, for there was some- she was not listening to me, for she 
thing abject in her attitude. Her arms replied: “Is he dead?”

outstretched across the chair; “yeS( he’s dead,” I told her. “I 
she made no attempt to wipe her tears. ]00ked. But, by the way, you haven’t 
I had a queer feeling that she wept ask«l me what I’m doing here.” She
as if she were bleeding to death. Her shrugged her shoulders. “Yes. I agree
plump, pretty white arms came out of wjth you; it doesn’t matter. I was 
the green silk sleeves. I was just about passing outside; I heard a shot, and 
to go to her when I perceived in one j came in »
of her hands a revolver firmly “Well, you’d better send for the 
grasped ... police.”

She’d killed him! That woman! It ,<why shmila I?” I looked at her 
was she who had fired the shot. Ob- more c'arefully. Instinctively, she had 
viously it was her husband whom }lcr face; no doubt it was her
she’d ... , , . beauty which inclined me to mercy. I

Swiftly, the domestic tragedy took realited that when all was well with wouldn’t let me marry
form. A maddened woman, killing, one her thjs WOman would show most only 21, and he wasn’t earning much,
didn’t know why, the man who had bea’utifu, features. This rough, ruddy Oh, I was bad, bad.”
spent a lonely night in the room be- hajr h in tangied locks, as if it had She stopped, and I said: “How do
yond. But the tears interfered with h(_en rave]ed out 0f its plaits, for a you mean, bad?”
the logical continuity of my thoughts. ] n bow hung at the end of a “Oh, I ought to have stuck to him. 
Murderess or not, she was crying, and strand of hair jt grew low upon the I promised him. I told him I’d wait 
crying so that my heart went soft wt br where it made seven. But they wanted me to marry . . . .
with sympathy. I wen£ up to her, laid heautiful p0;nts of bright bronze, the man I married. He was rich, very
a comforting hand upon a shoulder that Un(Jer gleaming golden eyebrows, rich, and we were so poor. Oh, I

'heaved. ]a een eves wcre looking at me ought to have stuck to him, my boy
I expected her to start up with a ‘^ousT._ and‘a very red mouth trem- Dick .... but they were too strong 

scream, but I had forgotten how much P “Look here,” I said, “Suppose for me. I couldn’t. I was only 17. 
she must need the comfort of humafl ’ gcd vour house five minutes Oh, you do understand, don’t you? I
contact, for, instead, she suddenly P j s’houldn’t have heard. I couldn't. They were too strong.”
raised her head, jr.ppmg my^ hand. have come in. Then you “Yes,” I said. “I understand. Go
Looking up at me with a stained. escaped. Now, look here,
blotchcd face, ,^e murmured: For ^”^0^”hTon, and go as quick
God’s sake, don t leave me. She rested g y otherwise you’re sure to
her cheek against my hand. Her sobs « jou to ptison for
W“5f cUoduerrsen7 won’t leave you," I years. Get your clothes on quick. By

. .. . the time you’re rcadv 111 be gone.
“ÔKdo^’ÏÏeave me,” she said again. She seized my arm with her free 
“Now, try and pull yourself togeth- hand, having evidently orgo e „ 

er,” I remarked. “It’s no use crying.” revolver m the others Don t go, she
At this her sobs increased so as to whispered. Then, tensel} . It you
become almost screams; I realized go. I'll shoot myself, too.
what a foolish thing I had said. I did “But . . . but, I sa'4’ T,agj\?J' ,
not know what to do. I couldn’t stay ‘Dont go. Yes, I killed him. I
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ADVENTURES Of THE TWINS
// By Olhre Roberts BartonA r -n

| HUBERT HODGE ,"THE PROGRESSIVE .AND HUSTLING 
g MERCHANT, HAS WASHED HIS WINDOW AND JUST I RECEIVED A LARGE SHIPMENT OF NEW GOODS 
I or,CED TO MEET ANY COMPETITION

No doubt it was her beauty which 
inclined me to mercy. THE MISSING BALLOONS.

were

dead in there, was my husband. We’ve 
been married for seven years. When 
we married I was 17, and he was 45.
I didn’t want to marry him. I ... I 
wanted to marry somebody else . . . 
my boy Dick. My mother, well, she 
didn’t like Dick. You see, we were - enough. I was very wretched, but I 
what is called nice people, and Dick didn’t show it. And my husband, he
was third mate on a ship in the mer- seemed pleased. But one day, I don’t
chant service. Mother said he wasn’t know how, he found out about Dick.
. . . the right class for me. They I don’t see why he minded. I’d mar-

him. He was ried him ; that ought to have . been 
enough for him. I was a good wife to 
hlm; I swear tq you I was. But he 
got jealous. Jealous of my poor boy 
Dick, so far away, whom I hadn’t 

since I married. My hus­
band began to talk to me 
Well, I tried to say it was just a boy 
and girl affair, but my husband 
understood. He couldn’t help seeing 
that I didn’t love him. He- thought 
it was Dick’s fault, and so it was in 
a way. He began to hate him. He 
was jealous of him, just because I 
loved him. He hated Dick, and he 
hated me. Oh, you don’t know what 
it’s like. I hope you’ll never know. 
To live with somebody who’s got a

[*•
when I lay weak and sick with 
hysterics, that he’d take me in his 
arms and cover me with kisses which 
I hadn’t the strength in resist.

Continued in Our Next Issue.)

“He began to follow the move­
ments of Dick’s ship.. It was quite 

He used to come in in the 
‘The “Cheronia”

J •easy.
evening, and say : 
has been sighted off Sandy Hook.
Would you like to send Dick a wire­
less, darling?’ I didn’t say anything, 
but it hurt. Or again, he told me when 
Dick was promoted to second mate. 
He found out; he told me. I don’t 
know; he must have made spying a 
business. He told me how much Dick 
was getting per month. He even in­
vented stories about Dick and other 
women, month after month, year after 
year. Almost every day he had'some­
thing to tell me. I gritted my teeth 
together, tried not to burst out, but it 

too much. My husband was using 
Dick as a cant phrase. Instead of say­
ing: ‘I forgot my umbrella today, how 
careless,’ he’d say: ‘I’m just as care­
less as Dick.’ And, in a restaurant, 
he asked whether I’d like pudding a la 
Dick. But I didn’t get used to it; it 
only got worse and worse. Year after 
year. I was going mad with it; per­
haps I am mad. But it didn’t stop my 
heart bleeding; perhaps I could have 
stuck it out, however . . . perhaps
he’d have got tired of it. For my hus­
band loved me, you know, in his way; 
indeed, it was always after I’d cried,

i,
:

even seen
about Dick.
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“Why, you're not the two little boye I gave my balloons to.”
Nancy and Nick and Tom Tinker hur- i or the camels, or the last yard and a 

hied down Broom street past Wheelbar- half of the giraffes, which stuck up and 
, , , . out of their cages like church steeples,

row lane on down past Jack s new house Rea],y u wa3 almost as good a3 being
and the Pieman’s shop, and pretty soon inB^e the big tent, and there was so 
they came to the place where the street much to see It was no wonder that the 
melted away, you might say, into a sort three children forgot about the lost 
of big field. Tweedles, Dum and Dee, for a minute

And honestly, it did seem as though 
the whole world was there to see the 
circus come in. Certainly nearly every­
body In Daddy Gander Land, except the 
mothers w-ho were trying to get the shoulders.
House work done up so everybody could Where did you put my two bunches of 
go to the performance in the afternoon, balloons? Have you lost them or sold 
And, oh, yes, the daddies who were out?”
busily working to make enough money “Lost!**" Their errand popped into 
to send their families to the perform­
ance In the afternoon.

Great golden wagons with marvelous 
pictures painted on the sides went 
rumpity, rump, thumpity, thump! over 
the bumpy places, teams of black and 
white horses were being unhitched and 
led away to be fed, lemonade stands 
were being set up, and side-shows with 
pictures that would take your breath 
away almost, were getting fixed up. The 
sword-swallower and snake charmer 
and knife-thrower and the fat lady and 
living skeleton and tattooed man were 
to be In them.

And above all was the delightful, ter­
rifying roar of the lions, and all sorts of 
sounds you could hear, but not see—I 
mean see what they were coming from.
But the elephants were right out in 
plain view. Nobody could hide them,

was

on.”

Stiff sore neck“Wei,” she went on. “I married , .
him. I couldn’t help it. Seven years grudge against you, and who s trying 
ago. He wasn’t unkind to me at first, to make you suffer, trying all the time. 
He said he loved me, and I suppose | I don’t know how he did it, but, you 
he did. And I tried to >6ve him, too. see, he was a rich man. W husband 
I did my best; I swear to you I did began to take an interest m shipping, 
mv best. But I couldn’t. I was always He -bought shares in ships and opened 
thinking of my boy Dick, far away, on office. And he made a lot of 
and the dreadful letter he wrote me money, for lie was clever. Lm, l 
when he heard that I’d married. He couldn’t bear it.”
was right, but it hurt me dreadfully. “But how do you mean, I said. I 
For a year or two things went well don’t quite understand.”

That ache and tension in the neck 
muscles—you can be rid of it ! 
Apply Sloan’s. You don’t have to 
rub it in. Just pat it bn gently. 
The tense, strained muscles relax. 
The pain stops. Get a bottle from 
your druggist today and have it 
on hand. 35 cents. It will not stain.

or twq. y
Indeed it was quite by accident that 

they remembered. It was this way. A 
balloon-man took Nick and Tom by the 

“Say, there, you two.

By BLOSSER their heads at the word, and the thought 
of poor Mlasez Tweedle at home worry­
ing. «

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS- NO SALE!
CH.UflV OF "WINGS-
CUOUEBASCNEMES"( “Why, you’re not the two little boys 

I gave my balloons to, to hold for me!” 
exclaimed the balloon-man in surprise. 
“I beg your pardon. I wonder where 
thost two little fellows went? One had 
on a red stocking-leg cap and the other 
had on a blue stocking-leg cap. Did you

POnSlUB D£0G 
store AND GET ME 
A NICKEL PACKAGE 
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"Why, we are hunting for them, too!”
“They're wanted atrà cried Nancy, 

home.**
“Well, well, well!** said the balloon- 

“I gave each of them a big bunch

A?

m N
<iSTT g man.

of balloons and 1*11 have to have them 
back pretty soon. What do you say if 
we all go and hunt? Come along! They 
can’t be far away!”

(To Be Continued.)
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i ^ SKATING ^By CAP HIGGINSADAM AND EVA-SOME BABY

f WELL, I DON'T 
J THINK MUCH OF 
I THAT KIND OF 
l PRAISEL.

gosh ; it's like saying 
WHAT'S \ JACK DEMPSEY IS THE—

WRONG wrmppl GREATEST PRIZE FIGHTER 

IN THE- FIRST WARD OF- 
LOS ANGELES , CALIFORNIA.

yy'EVA, HE'S ^Z 
f HOWLING BECAUSE 
l THAT INSURANCE.
( MAN INSULTED HIM

/^WHV.ADAM, Y_\ 
HE SAID HE- T1 
WAS THE- ^ 
FINEST BABY J j 
IN TOWN.

^NSUPe THAT BABY? 
WHY OF COURSE WE 
WILL. I THINK HE'S 

i the finest BABY r" 
IN THIS TOWNj-----

>01
Every Night For Three MonthsIT? i.

T/~r?
iJ Isl i(wow)

G2'
;4 To get the greatest enjoyment you must be equipped 

with the best Skates. Buying a pair of Skates is like any 
other investment—you must get value for your money.&t o /
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:grv£ The Real Value Giving Skates are6

(V-y.Pi Dunne's Tubulars(Sjj (•m ii

There may be More Expensive Skates, but None Better. 
Dunne’s will stand any comparison.1 HICCI^S^UiJ &AP
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By ALLMANDOINGS OF THE DUFFS—A BIT OF GOOD LUCK
5H1/ISN'T THAT FINE, 1 

n HONEY? TWENTY 
FIVE DOLLAR RAI5E-

( A Pairm LITTLE DO THE 
TENANTS OF THIS 
flat realize what
A PROSPEROUS jj 
BUSINESS MAN / 
RESIDEf HERE-/

DORIS. I’VE GOT 
SOME BIG NEWS 
FOR YOU * I GOT 
A RAISE IN SALARY»

k
1,

Buys the Best Skates for
% u&nTi^

Honest, wilbur? 
YOU'RE not 
FOOLING ME?

I JUST KNEW YOU 
COULD DO IT WILBUR 

I JUST KNEW YOU 
<_*- COULD

HOCKEY - RACING - PLEASUREm,i

11

1 1 If the children are not supplied with Sleds, bring them 
in. We have a wide range of SLEDS and FRAMERS in 
all sizes.
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