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CRIZONTAL.

i
1 Original

S 10

qualities.
Edge.
Heavy,

12
3

N

springless
cart,

14 Feline
animal.
Jewel of deli-

cate colors.

L 15

Indian tribe
dwelling in

Utah.
Buzzing

sound of

a, wheel.

To depart.
Maidens,
Half an em.

Night.
To mperish.

To notch.
To deliver.
Dandies.
Seventh

S.
60
&4

note in

scale.
To shower.
Opposed to minus,
Like.
Sick.
Small sized type.
Not bright.
All right.
‘Puffed.
Writing instrumentas.
To accomplish.
South African farmer.
Mineral from which face powder is
made. 3
To' sin.
Fluid in a tree.
Card game.
Point of compass.
Woman's title of respect.
Either’s partner.
Musical sounds.
Baking dish.
Species  of lyric voem.
Chief linguist tribe in Indo-China.
A scaly ant eater (mammal).
Correlative of neither.
Instrument for measuring arcs and
angles.
VERTICAL.
Dividing according to a fixed ratio
(pl.)
To tear.
Jcons.
Sun god.
Member of an anclent Celtic re-
ligious order.
Healing.
The white poplar tree.
Sixth note in the scale.
Frostings.
Organ . of hearing.
An instrument for measuring the
squint in an eye.

One who is in love.

Piles.

“)ne who makes something possible.
T"avbook.

More dreadful.

War vessels under a single
mand.

J\’iml.

Recent.

Chicken's disease.

To help.

Wattia tree.

Small boat.

To move with vigor.
Wa'ling through water.
Halo.

Devil,

Widespread {right.

wrain.

Amount settled upon wife at time
of marriage.

Third rote in scale.

Therefore,

com-

Answer To Yesterday’s Crossword
Puzzle. ‘
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“Miss Marraby — *

1t was John Arnott, and a little be-
hind him was Peter Lyster.

“Qdd we should run across one an-
other again,” Arnott sald, trying to
speak casually; he held out his hand tc
Nan, and took hers in a warm, friend-
ly grasp. He hesitated, glancing at
Peter, but Lyster was looking from one
to theé diher, obviously expecting to he
introduced, and after the barest' possi-
ble hesitation Arnott presented him.

. “My friend, Peter Lyster — Mies
Marraby.” He did not dare to look at
an, but he need not have feared; after
lhe first natural blenching she met the
bsition calmly, though she was quita
e, and now and then there was a
catch in her voice when she

think I've seen you before,” Lys-
aid. .
held her breath in an agony of

d the unexpected sight of.  her

d some faint chord in hig mind?

his next words soom dispelled
usion.’ ¢
bu came into the hotel last night,
k,”” he said. “I was in the read-
pom," 3

course,’”” sald Nan. She forced
fle to her pale lips. ‘I had lelt
loves, hadn't 1? And you and --
our friend were kind enough to
ime look for them."

ter frowned.

s was hardly my friend,” he said,
r shortly; his voice sounded as if
annoyed. “I only met her |
ly in the hotel; I know her father

.turned her face away to hide
k of relief that flashed into her

s go 'and 'get some coffee,”
struck in; he was anxious !0
an and Peter together as long
ktible. ‘“There’s a .Fuller's quite
what do you say, Peter?”
hing you like — "
walked back between the two
8he felt as if she trod on air.
dared not look at Peter. She
b a running fire of small talk
nott. She forced herself to laugh
sar to be merry, and the thought
rough Arnott’s mind again how
ul she was.
en they got to the shop he went
to see what sort of cakes there
re. He entered into a totally un-
necessary argument with the girl be-
hind the sweet counter, so as to give
Nan and Peter a few moments together.
| Nan knew that he had done it on
: hose, and hardly knew if she hated
lhim for it or loved him. She looked at

NHEN YOUR POOR
OLD STOMACH
JANS WITH GAS

Sourness, Pain and Bloat-
> Follow Every Meal.

} THIS SIMPLE TEST

tter about diets, special food
or the dozen or more medi-
have tried without success.
ally want stomach comfort—
ain and lasting relief from
hl after-eating distress—just
Wke this simple, NEVER-FAIL-
est to-day!

‘For only a few cents get from any
pod druggist a little pure Bisurated
esia-—thern, immediately after your
laxt heavy meil, take two teaspconfuls
the powder ar four of the tablets and
rink a glass of warm or not iced water,
This is a simple, pleasant and inex-
nsive test that may be absolutely de-
ended upon to prove its value in less
han ‘five minutes and, in most in-

tances, relief comes almost instantly,
 Bisurated Magnesia is a pleasant,
mless, nonlaxative form of old-fash-
bned Magnesia that, when taken after
eals, cleanses, sweetens and neu-
alizes the dangerous stomach acids
that cause 95 per cent. of stomach ail-
ments. Be sur. and get BISURATED

Z One forg

Peter with eyes that hid their feelings
bravely. He was leaning back in his
chair, and now, with_the sunlight full
on his face through the window with

its blind of colored blass beads, . she
realized for the first time that he had
altered tremendously.

inte tenderuess,  she
speech.

“Mr. Arnott tells me that you are
on leave — "

‘““Yes.”” He had taken off his service
cap and passed a. hand rather wearily
acrosg his forehead.

“It beats me,”’ he said after.a mo-
ment, ‘“‘why fellows always make such
a fuss about leave.” He laughed haif
shamefacedly. ‘It makes me wonder
if I ever did — before this.” He look-
ed at Nan with a sort of anxiety iIn
his eyes. ‘‘Has Arnott told you about
me?"’ he asked.

‘“He told me that you had been
wounded,” she answered gently, It gava
her a sort of comfort to be able to talk
to him; for the moment pain was push-
ed out of sight, she tried to make the
most of these few moments. \
Lyster shrugged his shoulders.

‘“The wound was nothing,” he sald.
‘“I've often wished since that it had
finished me.” He smiled ruefully, meet-
Ing her eyes. ‘I suppose you despise
me for saying that.”

‘“No,”” Nan said; her heart felt full
of tears. ‘I belleve everyone feels like
that sometimes,”” she said after a mo-
ment. “I know I have —' I mean, I
have felt that I didn’t want to go on
living, that there 1s nothing to live
for ."" She laughed, to cover the
tragedy of her voice. Lyster wais
watching her gravely; a little puzgzled
look in his gray eyes.

“I should not have thought you wou'd
ever have felt like that,” he said pres-
ently. “You look so gay and smiking
He stopped and glanced over his shoul-
der to the end of the shop, where Arnoti
was still lJaughing with the girl at th..
counter,

“What is Arnott doing?’ he asked,
with a touch of impatience in his voice.

Nan rose at once; she choked down
the suffocating feeling that rose
her throat. She went sver to where
Arnott stood, she felt in some way that
Peter was weary of her, and even while
the knowledge hurt, she knew that she
would be wiser to end the little tete-a-
tete. She spoke to Ariold quietly.

*Are you coming to have your coffee?
Peter — Mr. Lyster — is wondering
what you are doing.”

She waited for Arnott before she
went back to where Peter sat; she de-
voted herself to Arnott for the rest of
the time.

“I'm trying to persuade Lyster to
come down into the counrry with me
for a week,” Arnott safl suddenly.
“London’s all very well, lut we've got
to rememebr that we're Joth more or
less crocks for the preseit. The noise
outside the Grosvenor last night was
maddening, I hardly slepta wink. Now,
dewn in the country, wlre my sister
lives — "

Peter struck in rather rritably.

“Your |sister probabl; would not
thank‘yju for foisting tvo more or less
sick men on her,” he sdd.

““Oh, that’'s because yu don’'t know
Doris. Nothing’s too mich trouble for
her; she’s have the who? of the British
army to sleep in the House if she
could.” He looked at Jan and smiled.
‘“Peter’'s a disagreeableold beggar,” Le
said, cheerily. ‘“‘Seemsto have got is

Plusiged. . -into

another.” He spoke vthout thinking,
and the next moment he would have
cut off his right hand.o take back the
carelessly spoken worg, for Peter said,
sharply;

‘“Well, I've no gres reason to care
for them.” He lookd at Nan, haif
apolcgetically.

Nan's crooked smil twisted her lips
for a moment, and vaisheq like a pale
ghost.

“I'm going to buysome sweets for
Joan,” she said.
She went over to te counter just as
an excuse to get svay from Peter's
eyes,
thought that all th time Peter must
know — that behindthose troubled eyes
of his he knew tat this was Nan,

fagnesia at ycir druggist's to-da.v!-—;

the woman whom . had adored, and

ot

She knew that he eves were melted ;
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| DREQMED | WAS
PITCHIN' IN THE
WORLD SERIOUS AOND
| FANNED THE
FIRST FIFTEEN MEY

You FANNED
FiFTEeN
STRAIGHT ?
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“YOU KNOW ME AL,” FEATURING JACK KEEF E. DIRECTED BY RING LARDNER. DRAWN BY

DICK DORGAN. * -

Trade Mark Rc;. U. 8. Pat. Offic

.
(Copyright, 1925, by The Bell Syndi

L%

cate, Inc.) 9-30-28

' $ALESMAN $AM

1 (C'HON W HERE A MINUTE GUZZ—
i " "WART To (ALL UP ON TH'
r -“TELEPHONE. & MINVUTE_ p

LR

‘Where’s Your Manners, Guzz?

WELL ~
HUSTLE. OP —
WE. DONT WaNT
TO M99 THAT
VOKER PARTY
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FOR 7
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“CAP” STUBBS

Wuz Is Right

| =AN'_| WANT YOU TO STOP COMIN™ |
| LAMIN' CAP EV'RY
i TIME SOMETHIN' HAPPENS \N TH

HERE AN’

JESYT AS MUCH AT
CAP EVER 15!!—

NEIGHBORRYOD! I'M SURE SAMMY'S

FAULULYT

i MRy . BAILEYY
I'LL WAVE YOU

TO ONDER-
STAND —

| S

AS
OH YES HE 157
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AIN'T YOU 'SHAMED,
TO CARRY ON TH
Do!!
comMN'
TO VS 'BOULT YoUu'
LAND I'mM

ANSWER T™ DOCOR

\~AY

CAP STUBES
You
T NEIGHBORS 15

‘ROUND AN’ COMPLAWIN
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'FRA\D TO

ALLUS |

GOOD NIGWHT!
GRAN' MA \JUZ TAKIN"
MY PART!'"!!
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( ORA DUMBUNNY, DO
YOU KNOW WHAT

i THIS WORD 1Is ?

AR
T\
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Dora Makes A Guess

4 'T ¥

IS AN OBJECT .

AND ROUND,-NEAR'. . AS BIG ONE

WAY AS THE OTHER, AND IF LAID

lg'gP'To’g 2“2“1.1_ T W ROLL
: OULD RoOL

RIGHT PownN To THE BoTToMm !

THRT 15 LARGE |

E ANP STARTED AT ThE

Arnott was relleved when Nan re-

‘ | NOQT‘SORP'.,W
- | THAT 'DESCRIPTI

=y
YOoU THINK oF %

By ALBERTINE RANDALL
MRS. POPEYE !)
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plsing her because she was able to play
U‘ﬁe game of pretense so well.

’ When she was out of earshot Peter
looked at his friend. ,

. “Who is she?’ ‘he asked with faint
interest.

Arnott colored.

!“It's the girl I told you about the
ofther night, Nan Marraby,” he said.

' “Oh!"” Peter's voice was indifferent.
‘4And -—— someone else she spoke of,
sGbmeone else she said sho was going
to buy chocolates for — was that any-
one. T ought to know?’ he asked with
a sort of bitterness.

“'No,”” said Arnott. ‘At least, Miss
Mavraby lives with her — a Mrs. En-
dichtt.”

Pleter made no comment.

“IHow long are you going to be in
nere&?” he asked presently. f

“Il\ly dear chap, we'll go when you
ike/" said Arnott hastily.' “What do
you: want to do? I'm game for any-
hinig.”

“I: don't care, but don’t ming me, if
vou want to get along with Miss Marru-
byt
“Ript! She’ll leave us, of course. It
was iquite by chance, running up against
aer. ! He glanced over to Nan, and ask-
2d diffidently:

“Filne looking girl, don't you think?”

Pe}ier shrugged his shoulders.

“Not bad,” he said laconically.

: U
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Women's Ailments

L]

|

l

up against women forsome reason or |

1

|
I

 Caused by Neglect

L

Proprer Treatment Will Quickly
Bring Back Robust Health
f and Good Spirits

B%ecause of their mildness of aec-
tioni no medicine for women can
comjpare with Dr. Hamilton’s Pills.

' The {kidneys quickly respond to the
{ remeydial action of Dr. Hamilton's

“Ya two stay there." |

She could nofrid herself of the |

Pills! and the result is as you would
qxpe¢t — pain in the back and side,
shoréness of breath and bad color
disajppear — the functions of the
hody} then operate naturally, con-
zvestjion and pain are prevented and
perf¥ect health returns. Get Dr.
Hali_\iltok’s Pills to-day, 25¢c, at all

|
) that he was critiging jier and des- | dea.iers.—Advt.

!

joined them.

“Got the sweets?’ he asked. A

‘“Yes; and now having got all I can
out of you, I'm going to be mean ‘and
run away,” she answered, “I've got lots
of shopping to do.” She held a hand to
Arnott. “Good-by.”

‘““When - shall I see you again?’ he
asked eagerly. He had not meznt to
ask the question, but it seemed to rise
to his lips unawarés, i

Nan laughed.

“Oh, I don’'t know! I'm going out
of town soon for a few days.”

‘“‘Really!” Arnott looked absurdly dis-
appointed. ‘“Oh, I say,” he protestedl.
"I was hoping we were going to see a
great deal of one another.”'

Nan looked at Peter; he was brush-
ing some dust from the sleeve of his
tunic and was apparently not in the
least interested in either of his com-
panions.

A wave of
over her soul.

It seemed impossible that .she* could
laugh and talk with Arnott while her
very heart'and soul were groveling at
Lyster's feet. .

‘I've got to go home, you see,”” she
heard herself explaining flippantly,
‘“Not that I want to exactly — I'm
afraid I'm not a dutiful daughter. real-
ly — but . . .»

“Let me know where you are goings,
and when, won’'t you?"’ Arnott asked.
They were outside on the path now,

great bitterness swept

Nan felt the cool spring air on her
burning cheeks.

“‘Oh, yes, I'll let you know,” she an-
swered lightly. “It's a dreadful, sleepy
hollow of a place where I live.”

“And where is this—appalling spo:?"
Peter asked, with a ghost of a smile in
his eyes. :

Nan turned amd looked at him. She
was wondering if he would rémember
the name if she spoke it; she had told
him about it so often. and her life at
home and her lonely childhood, and the
gladness with which she had eéscaped
from her stepmother.

“It's a little place in Hertfordshire
called Leavenden,”” she sald, clearly.
“I don't suppose you’.ve ever heard o*
it, but — . B

She broke off: John Arnott had giv.n
a war-whoop #f delight.

“Leavenden’” he said. “Why, that is
only two miles from my sister’'s place:
she lives at (Little Gadsden, the neut
village.

P

and it was with a rush of relief that'

There was no reflection of John Ar-
nott’s delight in Nan's face. :

She had,made up her mind to keep
away from Peter by going to her own
Home; ‘and now it had turned out that
her own fiome and Arnott's were close

together.

‘“You don't: look very
Arnott was saying ruefully.

Nan laughed.

“Oh, but I am,”

delighted,”

she protested. *'T

‘| shall look to you to amuse me when I'm
“bored to death with the country and my

three smal] brothers. Oh, it's raining.”
A sharp spring shower was suddenly
deluging the earth. - Nan made a dive
for the doorway of the shop she- had
just left, followed by both men.
(To Be Continued.)

RETURNS TO DUTY. — Richard
Guest, county constable, who has been
ill for the past two weeks, returned to

,duty. “He 'was*present in county court.

Tha:t,.One Pimple
May Become Many

Prevent More by
Using Cuticura

Soap regularly and -Cuticura Oint-

ment when necessary. The Soap

cleansés the clogged, irritated pores,
the Ointment soothes and heals.

Mall Address Canadian

% and . T Price. Soap

The Old Red Rooster and Aunty. Hen

Were riding along through the Leafy
Glen,

In [Peter Pig's care, when all at once

Some one shouted:

“Who's calling me names?’
Peter Pig, pulling in the donkey.

‘‘Ha, ha, hee, hee!” laughed a gruff
voice.

““Who ecan 1
Hen, nervously.
"~ “Don’t know, I'm sure,” answered the
Old Red Rooster.
person, I should say.”

The next minute the gruff voice eall-
ed out:

asked

t, be?’ laughed Aunty

“Where are you going, Peter Pig,

With your little gray donkey and
creaky gig?

And Old Red, Rooster and Aunty Hen

You'repa long way from your Pigsty
en.”

“I know it,” said Peter Pig, but who
are you?”’

“Who can it be?’ again whispered
Aunty Hen, all a-tremble.

“Must be an enemy, or he’'d show
himself,” answered the 0Ol@ Red Roos-
ter, his gills growing pale at the
thought that the owner of the gruff
voice might turn out to be Danny Fox.

Just then who should peek down from
a branch overhead but Mrs. Wildeat.
Dear me, how fierce she looked. Her
bonnet was hanging by a string and
her long, red tongue licking her lips.

‘“Ho, ho,” she snarled, “what a fine
feast. “Two fat chickens and a pig.
Ha, ha,” and Mrs. Wildeat, or Mrs.
Lynx, as she is often called, snarled
again,

But goodness graclous meebus! as
Uncle Lucky, the dear old gentleman

been there, all of a sudden she spled
her face in the mirror of the old dresser

.jon which sat, all a-tremble, the Old

Red Rooster and Aunty Hen. With a

 Lfrightened “Msow!"” she jumped right!

‘“Stop, you dunce!"

“Not a very polite]

rabbit would have exclaimed had he

out of the tree and ran away, thinking
that a flerce wildecat was about to fight
her. Well, wasn't that lucky for Aunty
Hen, Old Red Rooster and Peter Pig,

to say nothing of the donkey? Well,
indeed it was.

AN van s
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“Gid.-up,” clicked Peter Pig’'s tongue

against his teeth.

‘“Whew!” grunted Peter Pig, picking
up the reins, which he had dropped in
his fright. ‘“Who frightened her away?"’
But nobody answered, for nobody knew,
except you and 1, Little Reader.

“Let's hurry on,” ecackled Aunty
Hen, at “last finding her. voice. “If I\
ever reach my new bungalow I'll never
move again. No, I stay there until a
tornado moves the house and all my
belongings.

“Gidap,” clicked Peter Pig’'s tongue
against his teeth, and awajykwent the

donkey as fast as he could g
', ttle wh 0

O ® 3o long,
A N A

they stopped before a nice little banga~
low. ‘Here we are and here I v
for a hundred years or more, and
day,” cried Aunty Hen, fluttering do
to the’ ground. b
Tying his donkey to a post, Peter Pig
carried in the furniture, while the QA -
Red Rooster and Aunty“Hen hung the '
pictures-on the walls, and in the next..
story you shall hear what hamnd;‘ f
after that. ; e

SIX LONDON GIRLS ARE
MANNEQUINS AT CAPITOL
London girls who a&ed as mn..’,‘
quins for the Artistic Ladlol’(&ug,ﬂ":.’
Company fashion show at the Y
Theater on Monday were the Misses: .
Peggy Ellis, Toots Macauley, Elva Me+/

Farlane, Vera Moss, Viola Mihn end
Iris Jenkins.
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Cuts, scratches and blisters, painful in
themselves,are most dlngrou

they present an opening for infection,
Don’t take chances—use

Absorbine J

(

L

at once. It is a liniment, germicide and
antiseptic combined.

A few drops on the flesh will destroy
germs, prevent infection and promote -
rapid, comfortable healing.

For sprains and brulses—a small quan-
tity of ABSORBINE JR. rubbed in will
allay the pain and reduce the swelling
quickly and permanently. Z
Excellent also for insect bites, burnse,
tired stiff muscles and sore feet. It isnot
greasy—will not stain the clothing.

Always keep a bottle In your medicine
cabinet.

$1.25 a bottle at most or
postpaid by ""‘l"“ , _—
"W.F.Y

Lyman E
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