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NEW MEMORIES OF OLD CAPEA-
the tat*?ronr*UlI jadtal»»
laid hold' uooo hli Hearentr FmüjL

that retreat tor prayer wee habitual 
•with the Master; and they. OTM-lm- 
preeied with the^poiaüaritr^atjiad
jti^intV^Ul’men are eeehta* thee." 
To them It was an ezoltlnx fact that 
their Leader had "made a hit" In Cap-

MAGAZINE FEATURES NAUM
Simple Letters of A Simple tello IKS mother wa# • oalamdfty to the houee- 

It waa the mother-indaiw, heal
ed by the compassionate toudh ot 
Jeaua, who 1 inluwtered unto thenn," 
In that goodly fellowship ot noble wo
men who have been immortaJlsed as 
the friends and helpers of the Saviour. 
Jesus seemed purpceely to set hie seal 
upon tho saoredness of family life, and 
of woman’s part therein.

A Sunset Scene.

Water and hills assure lovely sun
sets; and more than once I have 
witnessed them from the Lake of 
Galilee. In a ,fow graphic words, 
Mark telle how Fetter's humble home 
was thronged at sunset with the 
sick and afflicted. In every com
munity there may always b «gather
ed a company of the suffering. If we 
keep our eyes open to this truth, We 
shall touch life more softly and 
sympathetically. He who has not 
experienced or visualized the daily 
scene of the crowded waiting rooms 
of city physicians is unaware of a 
side of life which muet be understood 
by nil who would know this world in 
reality. Healthy youth scarcely 
comprehends the significance of the 
large part that healing played in tho 
earthly ministry of our Lord.

Our own times, too, are sick. In 
spirit and In body they are sore and 
distressed. Every sensitive soul is 
perplexed and wondering aiboiut It 
all. What may we say to this suf
fering era of ours? Surely the an
swer Is—and I whe write abhor cant 
and stereotyped phraseology—that 
the world, with all its present pain 
and fever, should be brought the 
presence of Jesus, that he may heal 
it. The touch of Christ Is the su
preme need of ôur time.

ft By William T. Ellis.
The International Sunday 

Lesson For October 19 Is “Jesus In 
Peter's Home."-1:29-39.

School bold.

was without touchin ft.. 1 didnt touch 
it but I illdnt knock it out ether. Af
ter Id sent a couple more of his 

sticks to the wood pile he sei 
hed rather break a couple of rules 
than all the clubs. So he let me put It 
back on the grass.

After a while we came to a round 
place wttih a flag stuck in a little liol* 
In the middle. It looked to m« like 
the marker for a rifle range. Uncle 
Charlie did nit seem to cure tho. 1 
could see he was gettin tired. He hard
ly hit the ball at all. It just rolled 
ulong the ground right for the flag. 
Then thait smart Alex cf a kid played 
him a mean trick. He pulled the Hag 
out an the ball dropd right into the

I thought I had Uncle Charlie then.
I a.-»t him how he was goin to get it out 
of that place without touchin it. He 
sez he was allowed to pick it out of 
tiiere cause the hole was finished. He 
made me sore, 
what that had to do with it any more 
than whether he wore a brown derby. 
Anyway liow could he prove the hole 
I got in back there wasnt finished to. 
There wasnt nobody workin on it.

Of course a tello cau beat you If 
he makes up rules as he goes along.
I didnt like to argu tho. After all it 
was Uncle Charlies party. I suppose 
when a tello gives a party he has a 
right to beat you if lie wants.

The longer I played the madder I 
got. I bet if Willard had played golf 
for a couple of hours before he went 
into fcis tight hed still be champeen. 
I couldnt Agger it out. You can talke 
one of those sticks an cut the head of 
a weed slick as a whissel. The minit 
you put a ball down, tho. nothin seems 
to behave. Once in a while Id hit the 
ground behind the ball so hard the 
linx an ball an everything would go 
flyin off together. It looked like a 
creepiu barage had gone over the 
place when I got thru. ,

The kid that carried what wae left 
of my sticks seemed to think I was 
piittin ou a show just for him. He 
like to have died laffln every time I

affedted him not atby A. GuestBy 6d Streeter. Lo, the news 
all as they expected; for Me pioneer 
spirit was not content to settle down 
and alp the sweets of success. So 
he met their clamors for & return to 
Capernaum by the announcement 
that he was going to tour Galilee! 
He was the adventurer, the man of 
outreach and activity. The regions 

beckoned him; the

MyI have been to Capernaum, 
feet have stood on the very stones 
of the porch of the synagogue where 
Jesus himself often stood and looked 
out across the lake he loved. Now 
that 1 take up the regular Sunday 
school leisson which opens at this 
same synagogue doubtless the one 
given to the Jews toy the Rondtn 
oenturlon—and continues In the city 
of Capernaum and proceeds to tho 
,adjacenit territory, I find myself 
dwelling upon tihe setting of the 
story, which makes It all so real to

Dere Matole:—
1 feel like Id been manicured by a 

Iils all Uncle Charlies friendssteam roller.
•alt. He called me in his office Sat
urday an sez he thought he wae get- 
tin u little stout. Its queer how long 
Id takes a tello to see anything wrong 
with himself. Uncle Charlie guessed 
tie needed some exersize. He jv;

to go out to tho club with ni 
play around 18 holes with golf that 
afternoon. 1 told him like as not I go 
-ight into most of em but Id try. It 
looked simple. Once you gel the 
aack of hitting the ball thats all there 
Is to it.

We went out after lunch. As soon 
a* we got there he sez we might as 
well go to the look up room au dress.
1 told him I wouldnt bother. I was 
dressed pretty well as it was havin 
my besi suit on. Uncle Charlie sez Id 
have to put on golf trousers tho. 
trowsers Is pants without any legs be
low the knee, 
unless their afraid y-oud get your stick 
caught in em if you wore em long.

When we got all dressed up we look
ed like a couple of vawdevil telles that 
come out an sing about fckool Days. 
Uncle Charlie took me to a little 
house where he got a couple of fold in 
canvas umbrela racks filled with golf 
sticks. Somebody must have been 
playin golf with em in a stone kwarrie. 
They were all twisted out of shape on 
the end. There was about 20 of em. 
I coAdnt see any use in luggin them 
all unless Uncle Charlie expected to 
break one every time he hit the bull, 
t .sez Id just pick out one an trust 
to luck, 
em tho.

The fello that lived in the hot&o 
must have had an awful family. The 
whole front yard was full of kids 
Uncle Charlie gave my case to a little 
fello that might have crawled into it 
without crow din the clubs. I sez 1 
wasnt a cripple or nothin. Id carried 
a pack in France that made this kiivl- 
Itn feel like^a toy balloon. Uncle Char
lie sez we needed the kids to help us

FRIENDS.
The akles might be blue as they bedid o'er the world.

And the breezes with perfume be sweet;
The hills might be fair with the sunlight that's there, 

And rosee might nod at your feet;
You might have gold for your fullest desire 

And rest when night’s stillness descende,
But you’d find that this earth was devoid ot all mirth 

It it weren’t tor your friends.

beyond ever 
“other sheep” who needed shepherd - 

ever before his visit». 
Whet an insatiable soul wae the 
Saviour 1

6EVEN SENTENCE SERMONS. W
Our patience will achieve more 

than our force.—Burke.

He stands best who kneels most;
He stands strongest who kneels weak

est;
He stands longest who kneels loweet; 
Bent knees make strong backs—and 

strong backs are needed today.
-—Anon.

At Tiberias, late one afternoon 
this summer, 1 had hired a boat and 
three men to take us to Capernaum, 

in the hotel hy
Yuu may think there Is Joy in the treasuree you own 

And pride in the goals you have won.
You may fancy today, as you march on life’s way.

That there’s charm in the warmth otf the sun;
But the suq would be cold and the skies would be gray 

And drear would be all that life sends,
And the Joy» that you rate now so highly, you’d hate 

If it weren’t for your friends.

Not from yourself comes the right to be glad.
And not from the tilings you may own;

Though bright were the day. you would never be gay 
If you had to live it alone;

Bf no one were here to be with you and share 
In the Joy which your conquest attends,

All your laughter would cease—Life’s contentment and peace 
Depend on your friend*.

expecting to toe hack 
dark, for a belated dinner. Instead, 
we had contrary weather, and did 
not reach the mine ot Capernaum 
until nine o'clock, long after the 
stare were out and the shores wore 
shadows—except tor the stubble fire 
that was sweeping over the hillside 
site of old Bethtiidÿ. eventually flaring 
up into a groat blaze as it reached the 

The flames crawled

OoM
I sez I couldnt see

1 dont get the idear

I dread nothing so much as tail
ing into ruts and feeling myself be
coming a fossil.—James A. Garfield.

I charge thee in the sight of God, 
who giveth life to all things, and of 
Christ Jesus, who before Pontius 
Pilate witnessed the good contes- 
siooi that thou keep the command
ment. without spot, without re
proach. untU the appearing of our 
Lord Jesus Christ —1 Tim. 6:18, 14.

wheat, stacks, 
like a giant red worm ovér the night- 
enshrouded . bills. From tihe lake, it 
was a spectacular sight, and gave a 
wild touch to the alienee and gloom of 
the scenery of the night.

Barking Doge Amid City’s Ruina.

When at length our boat was 
beached, amid the trees at the wa
ter's edge, the leading, boatman 
helped ashore hts two passengers, 
my son and myself. He knew the 
way to the gate of the wall which sur
rounds the house and workings of the 
Austrian Franciscan archaeologists ; 
and his knocking at the gate brought 
no response for a long time, except 
the fierce barkings ot big dogs. At 
length a servant was aroused and re
sponded with alarmed questionings 
concerning this untimely disturbance. 
Travellers do not commonly Journey 
by night in the East; and there was 
no occasion that could be conjectured 
for visitors at such an hour to the 
house of the aingle old monk who re
presents the expedition.

The word “Americans” seemed to 
deserve doubts, for the strange ways 
of Americans abroad are as well 
known as their friendliness. The old 
monk himself had seen our boat batt
ling with the winds in the early even
ing. and he quickly surmised the facts 

-and a few days later told the" King- 
Crane Commission how two Ameri
cans had come in upon him at night, 
and had seen the ruins by star-light 
and lantern-light.

The old man was really glad to 
see us. It pleased him that any
body should think enough of his 
dear ruins to outfight the storm, in
stead of turning back to Tiberias. 
He pressed us to spend the night 
with him, tout, learning that thV 
was impracticable, he cheerfully went 
•with us over the wonderful ruins of 
the marble synagogue, with the carv
ings still almost as fresh as when tfte 
eyes of Jesus and his friends looked 
upon them. -

The entire plan of the synagogue 
has been made clear by the archae- 
oligsts’ side, and one may see the 
pillars and their places ; the aisles, 
the walls and the readers’ platform. 
There are the very stones, with 
their beautifully carved pome
granates and olives and stars of 
David, which once heard the tender 
tones of the voice of Jesus. Ah, if 

quitter who lies down and meekly they could but echo back a single 
whines; but it loves the one who word of that Teacher who spake as 
bravely plays the game. You are not never man spake before. 
the only pilgrim who has walked the 
wearly miles, you are not the only 
who bears a load; yet there’s laugh
ter all around you and the world is 
full of smiles, as the long Jim line 
goes climbing up the road. Oh, I 
know the night is gloomy; but the 
friendly stars above will be peeping 
down to cheer you all the way; so 
keep toiling toward the summit with a 
song of hope and love, and be up to 
greet the coming of tihe day.

—Clem Bradshaw.

Rann-Dom Reels By all means use sometimes to be 
atone;

Salute thyself; see what- thy «oui 
doth wear;

Dare to look In thy chest; for ’tls 
thine own;

And humble up and down what thou 
- flnd’st there."

He wouldnt leave one of 
I was glad after he didnt. THE DRESS MAKER. The Two-Sided Healer.

thing tout gown«. frocks and smocks, 
which are not worn in the west by 
anybody but the hired man. 
a New York husband has paid for 
three or tour light-weight summer 
smocks, heavily charged with crino
line and Fifth Avenue overhead ex
penses, he will decide to remove far
ther uptown, where his wife can wear

The .... .-smaller is a female archi
tect who nangs clothes upon the cus
tomer. She also hangs a u 
customer's husband which 
in a dizzy stupor for several days uf-

Symmetry is strength. Most of 
us are lop-sided. We have developed 
one phase of our'nature at the ex
pense of others. We are alive to 
business and pleasure, but dead to 
idealism and aestheticism, 
have cultivated force and 
tenderness. We may be righteous 
but we are not merciful. Or we are 
dreamers, but not doers. Character 
four-square Is not common. In the 
present lesson we have two charac
teristics of our Lord; he was a mys
tic, and yet he was also an edven-

After the nerve-sapping Sabbath 
in Peter’s home, when he had spent 
himself so lavishly tor all cornera 
the Healer might reasonably be ex
pected to 8k _p late the next morn
ing. On the contrary, "rising up a 
great while before day, he went out, 
and departed into a solitary place, 
and there prayed.” There we have 
the mystical side of Jesus. He 
deemed communion with God more 
vital than rest or work; the harder 
he tolled, the more he prayed. So 
his spirit fled from the multitude into 
the desert place, probably east of 
the lake; and there, to the howls of

Afterbill upon the 
leaves him —George Herbert.miTo be everywhere and everythin 

in sympathy, and yet content to 
main where and what you are— 
is not this to know both wisdom and 
virtue and to dwell with happinessT— 
R. L. Stevenson.

terward, but it is a very poor 
husbaud who will complain about the 
cost aftdr his wife has been taken out 
of the human stepladder class and 
converted into a French doll.

The dressmaker leads a lonely life, 
and most of jihem seem to be nursing 
some secret sorrow. It Is a terrible 
thing to be a dressmaker and have to 
fit a tight mousselaine de soie wed
ding dress over some robust 
who would brehthe easier in a Mother 
Hubbard with 106-intih wheel-base. 
Another at the dressmaker's heavy 
trials is the society bud with piercing 
shoulder-blades, w'ho has to be 
padded, lined, built up and reinforced 
until she can be told from an 
isosceles triangle at the first glance.

Home dressmaking is the kind 
which looks like U. The tools used in j 
this work are a tape measure, a wab- ; 
ble-jawed sewing machine, a wire-1 
dress form with adjustable hips, and j 
hope In the final triumph of the right j 
Every year thousands of blue denim | 
kimonos are made by this process, 
and flit everywhere except around the 
neck. If it were not for this kim| of 
competition the dressmaker would 
Jje able to go to Palm Beach every 
winter and might occasionally revel 
in the delights of a soft-boiled egg.

arge cities la 
titled foreigners

tori

1 E - UwiVi Be <weit

If: HUMAN NATURE.

There’s a lot In toeing gentle, 
There’s a lot In being kind, 

There* a lot in beopi'ng trouble, 
And to live the daily grind; 

There’s a lot in being cheerful.
But oh Lordyl it does ease 

The whole darn combination 
Just to hit out when you please.

MMMSAV 
tVWLL •*. 
Ml$< HUIMt

bride

a* l
It is wise to take things calnriy.

It is strength to live aright,
It is God-like to forget it.

And forgive the wrongful plight, 
But it’s human to be earthly.

It’s not nature things like these? 
It relieve* the situation 

Just to hit out when you please.
—Muriel Patriarche Glass.
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A robust bride who would breathe eas
ier In a Mother Hubbard with 

106-inch wheel base.

r“the same dress twice without being 
a hardened criminal 
uas done a great deal 

to make husbands more contented 
with their wives, and on that account 

■indulged in now and then,

FREE TO MEN
Would You Like to Be a Strong. Husky, 

Manly fellow Once More 1
New Method Without Drugs

locked upon 
Dressmaking

Dressmaking In the 1 
done mostly by
whose time is not worth over $10 a should be 
linear toot They do not make any- but not to excess.

Ast if he cou ■& go thru us.
tried to hit the ball. I stout him up 
tho. I sez "All right. Take the darn 
bet an lets see you do any better. I 
guess he saiw he couldnt monkey with 
me after that.

Unde Charlie told me when he 
started out it was only a 9 hole golf 
linx. I guess he never counted em.
I know I 
mile out.
of it an sleepy when an old fello with 
a long beard came up an ast if he 
could go thru us. I sez not without a 
light tho I didnt have a thing worth 
takln. Principal If nothin. Thats me 
all over. Mable. Uncle Charlie ex
plained how he just wanted to go past 

I sez why didnt he speak up au 
in the first place. Whats the 

in as kin anyway when he had 
about 40 acres to do it in.

He was so old I didnt think hed be 
able to hit the ball off the platform. He 
hit it about twice as far as Uncle 
Charlie tho. Undo Charlie sez be 
was the best player an the worst 
grouch in the club. I was for girth 
him a start an 
next flag. But 
wait till he got far enuff away sos 
we wouldnt hit hten. Nobody seems to 
want to get any sport out of golf at

I didnt expect towatch our balls, 
knock mine so far that Id have to 
have to have a relay to see where 
they went. I kep quiet tho.

We walked out to a little platform 
in the middle of a field. Uncle Ctoar- 

I could watcQi 
him an get the hang of the thing. He 
was so careful of his ball he wouldnt 
set it on the ground. Instead he made 
u pie out of sand for it an set it on 
that like it was a egg. Then he bawled 
of an. gave it an awful swat clear 
down the field. It didnt seem reeson- 
abel to me to be scared of getting 
your ball dirty an then hit it with a 
stick as hard as you could. So I laid 

right on the platform. Uncle 
Charlie sez hold on a miinit an hed fix 
my tea for me. I told him thanks tout 
If it was just the same to “
wouldnt have anything tnen. Id rath
er wait till I got back to the cluto an 
have a lemonade.

Uncle Charlies ball went about a

strong. I could see Id have to give it 
an awful wajop to catch up. Just as I 
got all ready to hit it he stopped me 
an says one of the main things was 
to keep both feet from the ground. 
I dont know whether I looked like I 
was goin to rap one around my neck 
or what

It got me so rateled, tho, I went 
right over the top of the ball, 
thought maybe my ctuo was to short.

Brads bit-o’ Verse The attached coupon entitle* you to 
of my pocketone illustrated copy 

compendium and guide for the self- 
restoration of lost strength. (See 
description below.) Upon hearing 
from you, this valuable little book of 
private Information tor men will be 
sent by return mall in plain, sealed 
envelope. Please call or write te

lle sez hed go first. THE SINGING HEART. ; 'went into about 20 the lrst 
1 was gettin pretty slick

Yes, I know the road is lonely, and 
the track Is rougto and long, and the 
rugged hill is steep and hard to climb; 
bui you’ll find it better going If you 
hum a little song, and keep toiling 
up and onward all the time, 
not a fairy playhouse, built for child
ish dreams and toys, but a hard and 
serious problem you must meet; you 
must learn to face the sorrows that 
are "mingled with the joys, though you 
toil alone, with weary hands and feet, 
When' the sky is dark and cloudy and 
the sun no longer shines, keep the 
singing heart within you just the 
same; tor the whole world hates a

A Porch And Its Memories. * day.Life is There 4a a new and marvelous 
method for restor
ing lost manly
strength, for re
newing vigor, which 
every man should 
know of, a self-re
storer which ope*-

______  rates without the
.1 use of *rug* or

_________________ —HHHV medicines, a new
Courage Never Forsakes the Manly Man. way to treat yourW

self for your Ills and weaknesses. See description below.
Please remember that a man la not one day older than he actual» 

feels and therefore no matter what your age, It you are young or elderly,\ 
married or single, large or small, If I can show you, reader, how you, 
yourself, may actually add to your system, nerves and blood the very 
nerve force or vigor which may have been drained away, and which U 
necessary to make you strong, vigorous and capable again, then I have 
shown you the real secret of perpetual etrength, and how you can again S. "edwlS vigor, and again be luet a. powerful £ ^ur jnauence 
and lust as thoroughly manly In your capacity as the biggest, fullest 
blooded, most successful fellow of your acquaintance.

The new self-treatment tor the restoration of manly strength, to which I refer Ihove, le a little light-weight VITALIZING Appliance of 
£y Invention, which Is now meeting with e tremendons demMULend 

ins used by men everywhere all over the world. This llttl* VITAr 
Z^R weighing only several ounces. Is comfortably buckled on the 

body and worn all night. It Is so small and compact that even a 
room-mate would not suspect that > ou were ’L1!- '’K,f *°lt ’ 
this VITALIZEK is small in size It \s not mall In power, for It gen- 
AratM * créât tangible FORCE, which can be measured on scientific 
tostramont, a POWER which 1 call VmOH or NERVE ENEPGY and

tree tZm excesses and dissipation UER’^f^'V^jiSS
re?. oST‘say “VrV™. &£S£S
dtoâ™«r î?om the small S your back-posslbly from the first night* », 

wm he restored to a strong, vigorous, manly, capable,^
_ -.ifhoiP a single ache, pain or weaknees. Please remember, I am 

not'aaMng you to buy one of these VITALIZBRS, but merely requert 
to fl.!, send tor the free book deecrlbed below, e eectlon of whleh 

fs> devoted* to’an explanation ofthl. V1TAUMB. A* J*» 
whole wonderful story, so that you may know what Intelligent yvont 
and elderly men everywhere are saying about It.

There are only a few spots in the 
Holy Land, where, despite the accu
mulations of the centuries, one may 
say with certainty, “Jesus walked 
here: tois feet pressed these very'

stance, Hes many feet below the 
present surface of the city; 
also do Bethany and the Mt. of 
Olives.
Lake of Galilee region where Je*us 
lived and walked and taught, is the 
one place where the traveller can as
suredly say, "1 am standing in the 
footsteps of the Saviour."

This porch of the 
is as It was when built.
Ih -

mOld Jerusalem, for in-
him I

and so

3ÉÉBut here, alone of all the

I had no idear he was so
n racin him to thentsez no wed have to

old synagogue 
Upon it

he Master walked again and again ; 
and even as I watched the starlit, 
wind-whipped waters of Galilee 
from this vantage point, so he used 
to gaze upon the lake where his 
friends had toiled for a livtlihood, 
and where he had companied with 
them, in storm and in calm, as one 
strong man with others, 
of Galilee seemed ver^ near, 
stood on the portal of his familiar 
place of worship in his own home city 

Thoughts o-f the church-going 
. habits of Jesus; of his quiet accept

ance of the forms of worship of 
his day, imperfect though he knew 
them to be; of his own rausings as 

lk| he reflected upon the Inability of hia 
| hearers to grasp the fuller meanings 
I of the words he had uttered when 

standing by these pillars; of his In
terest in the fellow-worshippers 
who jostled him upon this very 
porch; and of his compassionate in
terest In all the thronging, busy, 

! ( osmopolitan city spread out before 
aim, filled my mind as I stood In the 
moonlight on the marblo porch of 
the Capernaum synagogue,

I the most precious treasures 
I 11 urchaelogy has given to the world.

6AST0RIAall.
I waited till he got what I flggered 

was about 7 shot* from where I wae 
standin. Then I took a good brace 
an let her have It. That old methuza- 
lum was ju»t one to many for me. I 
expected to see somebody come along 
on a pair of cnitctoe* pretty soon an 
knock the ball about 10 times as taras 
I could.

I knew Id hit the ball but I couldn-t 
see it at first, 
was lookln right around the platform 
where It ueuly was. Then I heard Un
cle Charlie say “Lord what a drive.’’ 
“•Right down the course.” 'Gee your 
goin to hit old Snodgraee." He be
gan yellin “4—4.” I sez “It hell get 
out of the way Ill do ft in 1.” Just then 
the oldest Inhabitant began jumpin up 
an down like hed sat on a bee hive.

thought
first it was because the old skeezikj 
had spoiled my best shot by gettin in 
the way. I found he was sore at i|e 
tho. He acted like Id done It on pur
pose. He sez wed have to quit now 
an get out before Mr. Snodgrass had 
time to go back to the club an com
plain. Id ruined him round there all 
right.

So we went back to the lock up 
room an put on our real close. Un
cle Charlie ses he lost a quarter of a 
pound. Then he took me into town 
an we had a 6 pound dinner to celel| 
brate It The more I see of American 
golf the more I think the African kind 
1* the best.

Well, I guess Ill quit now. 
tlpertters out here are all makin such 
a noise tellin what they did Sunday I 
cant do any work. I wish Uncle Char
lie would move to a quieter place.

Yours intensively,

1
For Infanti and Children.

Mothers Know That 
Genuine Castoria
Always 

Bears the 
Signature

The ldaq bei
LI

That was because I

T rcT

Uncle Charlie got «ore.

off

This k the Book You Get Freethat,s
—» ««.«Me Illustrated booklet (pocket size) wee compiled by me to 

answer fully and correctly those question* which are oaked privately 
man needing new .tretigth and who seek, personal advice per- 

talntng to the aliments and weaknesses he wlshee to overcome. The 
wlrkir (fithv illustrated with photo reproduction, contains much that a mngl'e or married’'‘man Should taow. It also toll, describe, m, VITAL, 
T7FR and tells how you mav secure one to use In your own case, should 
you decide you want to use one. Remember, the book le sent absolute
ly free in plain sealed envelope. Why not write tor a copy today? 
Satisfaction guaranteed in every case.

A Mother-In-Law Story.

It was from this portico that Jeeus 
and his four disciples descended that 
S-prlng Sabbath long ago, when he 
became the guest of Peter, 
where near by. 
friend’s mother-in-law ill, 
healed her; for It was instinctive, 
and a life passion, with Jesus to help 
everybody whom he touched.

There are two mother-in-kuw stor- 
that naturally 

spring to mind, and both are beau
tiful; and truer to universal condi
tions than the miserable mother-in- 
law Jokes that unoriginal humorists 
keep in currency today, 
idyllic story of Naomi and Ruth; 
the other is the Incident which opens 
the present lesson. Evidently there 
was harmony and helpfulness in Pet
er’s home, and the illness of his wife’s

UseftLiUJJ.

Gave my case to a little fello.
So I tried another one. 
long. I'f&me down like a pile driver 
on the platform an like to have knock
ed a corner clean of. Uncle Charlie 
got all worked up about It. He sez Id 

, busted his best friends pet club. Youti 
have thought hed have been glad it 
wasnt one of his. Some felloe has no 
gratitude tho. I began to see why you 
had to carry so many sticks.

Well, liable, I worried the - bell 
along somehow till It rolled into a 
place where somebodied been di-ggln 
practise treyhe* right in the middle 
of the linx. When I went to pick the 
ball out an set it. back on the grass 
Uncle Charlie started makin rules. Ha 
ms L had to knock it out of where It

r For Over 
Thirty Years

some- 
There he found his 

and he
That‘was to

Th*

ies in>> the Bible

CASTORIABILL.
(Copyright, 19.19, by The Bell Syndi

cate, Inc.) Name COne is the“Advice is cheap,” glibly quoted 
the youth.

“Hugh!” growled his elder. "It’s 
apparent you have never had any
thing to do with lawyers or doc
tors.”
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was a tired boy, Ty- siTyler Kattipi
1er Kamps was as tired as only a boy al 
can be at 9.30 p. m. who has risen 
at 6,30 a. m Yet he lay awake In 
his hammock eight feet above the 
ground and listened to the sleep- o 
sounds that came from the depths of e 
two hundred similar hammocks eus- t< 
njafied at regular Intervals down the w 
loi®dark room. A chorus of deep 
regular breathing, with an occasion^ t 
grunt or sigh, denoting complete re- a 
taxation. Tyler Kampe should have 
been part of this chorus, himself. In- * 
stead he lay staring Into the dark- u 
ness, thinking mad thoughts of which a 
this Is a sample:

•X3osh! Wouldn't I like to sit up in D 
my hammock and give one yell! The 
kind <?f a yell a movie cowboy gives 
on a Saturday night. Wake ’em up 
and step that-darned old breathing.

Nerves. He breathed deeply him- J 
self, once or twice, because It seemed, 
scyihow to relieve his feeling of irrl 
talion. And in that unguarded moment ^ 
of unconscious relaxation Sleep, that 
had been lying in wait for him just 
around the corner, pounced on him ^ 
and claimed him for Its own.

The trouble with Tyler Kamps was 
that he missed two things he hadn’t 
expected to mis* at all. And he missed 
not at all the things he had been pre
pared to mies most hideously.

First of all. he had expected to miss 
his mother. If you hod known Stella 
Kamps you could readily have under
stood that. Stella Kamps was the 
kind of mother they sing about in the 
sentimental ballads; mother, pal and 
sweetheart. Which was where she 

made her big mistake. When 
mother tries to be all those things 

: . that son has a very fair
___ ce of turning out a mollycoddle.
The war was probably all that saved 
Tyler Kamps from such a fate.

In the way she handled this son of 
hers Stella Kamps had been as crafty 
and skillful and veWet-gloved as a girl 
with her beau. The proof of it is that 
Tyler had never known he was being 
handled. Some folks In Marvin, Texas, 
«aid she actually flirted with him, and 
they were almost Justified. Certainly 
the way she glanced up at him from be
neath her ladhes was excused only by 
the way she scolded him If he tracked 
up the kitchen floor. But then, Stella 
Kamps and her boy were different any
way. Marvin folks all agreed about 
.that. Flowers on the table at meals. 
•Sitting over the 
and laughing for
finished eating, as if they hadn t seen 
each other In years. Reading out loud 
to each other, out of books, and then 
going on like mad «bout what they’d 
just reed, and getting all hot up about 
R. And sometimes chasing >ach other 
around the yard, spring evenings, like 
^couple of fool kids. Honestly, if a 
t»Jy hadn't known Stella Kamps so 
Wll and what a fight she bad put Up 
to earn a living for herself and the, 
bov after that good-for-nothing Kamps; 
up and left her, and what a house-' 
i oeper she was, and all, a person’d 

|1| tU nk—well—
So, then, Tyler bad exnectcd to miss; 

f he.* first of all. And now he m’Si-ed her 
oMv ae the average hoy of twenty-one 
rot-sea the mother he has been used 
to all his life. He :»al expected to miss 
the boys at the bint. He had expected 
tn miss the Mandolin Club. The Man
dolin Club met, officially, every 
Thursday and ipau ed the Texas 
night with their tinkling. He had 
-expected to miss the familiar faces on 
Main street. All the hundred little, 

* intimate, trivial everyday things that 
had gone to make up hia life back 
home In Marvin, Texas—these he >iad 
expected to miss.

And he didn't.
After ten weeks at the Great Central 

Naval Training Station so near Chi
cago. Illinois, and so far from Marvin, 
Texas, there were two things he mlae-

I

b

d

t

1

h«l
tojfcine son

supper things talking 
an hour after they'd

)

1

1

i A He wanted the decent privacy of hia 
MQnall quiet bedroom back home. 
jppHe wanted to talk to a girl.

He knew he wanted the first, defln 
itely. He didnt know he wanted the 
second. The fact that he didn’t know 
■it was Stella Kamps’ fault. She hac 
kept his boyhood girlless, year and 
year, by sheer force of h»r own* lov< 
for him, and need of him. and by th< 
charm and magnetism that were hers 

A hot enough little room in the Tex 
as winters. But his own.

Until he came to the Great Centra 
Naval Training Station Tyler’s near 
est approach to the nautical life ha< 
been when, at the age of six, he lia< 
sailed chips in the wash tub in th- 
back yard. Marvin, Texas, Is fiv- 
hundred miles inland. And yet h 
had enlisted in the navy as inevitabl; 
as though he bad sprung from a Ion; 
line of Vikings. In his boyhood hi 
choice of games had always beemph

In
J

i
It was the roving, restless spirit c 

iis father in him. I suppose. Clin 
Catnps had never been meant for mai 

_iage. When the baiby Tyler 
oear old Clint had walked 
"'There his wife sat. the child in he 
lap, and had tilted her head bad 
kissed her on thejips. and had gentl 
pinched the boy’s roseleof cheek wit 

- a quizzical forefinger and thinrib. Thei 
indolently, negligently, gracefully, h 
had strolled out of the house, domr 
the steps, into the hot and dust 
street and so on and on and out ( 
•their lives Stella Knmps had neve 
seen him again. Her letter back horn 
to her folks In Kansas were triumpl 
of bravery and bare-faced lying. SI 
mari.ged to make out, somehow, ; 
0 .. And lator very well lndee- 

, i the years went on she and the be 
*ived together in a sort of closed co 
poration paradise of their own. J 
twenty-one Tyler, who had goi 
through grammar school, high scho 
and college, and had a position 
the Texas State Savings Bank of Ma 
vin, had (lever klseed a girl or Iclt 
love-pang. Stella Kampa kept 1 
as a woman does whose bra 
body are alert and busy.

« On the day he left for the tsrawi 
T naval training station Stella Kami 

for the second time In her life had 
chance to show the stuff she w; 
made of and showed It. Not a whli 
per. Down at the train, standing at tl 
car window, looking ur .^k. him a

4 was on 
over t
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