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ANYHOW, Mr. Shank is decidedly candid in accepting the mayor’s
designation as “undesirable!”

MR. BRYAN says forty years in politics have made him an optimist.
A great many less years have had the opposite effect on a great many men.

IT WOULD BE CHEAPER for this community to pay Shiner Middaugh
to leave it than to waste so much money in futile efforts to convict him in
our courts.

“WE WANT to repair streets legitimately instead of politically this
year,” says Mr. Lemaux of the board of works and one wonders why the
change of heart!

THE TROUBLE with that argument that we are now to pay for the
cut in the price of gas some years ago is that the cut was only 5 cents and
we are now asked to pay an increase of 30 cents!

JACK HENLREY is reported to be “looking over” the Republican mayor-
alty scrap for Will Hays. This promises to be one Republican fight in
which the astute Mr. Hays will not cut much ice! i

WHETHER Mayor Jewstt’s hogs get the garbage or the 8175.000;
garbage plant gets it, the fact remains that it costs Indianapolis taxpayers |
twice as much to get rid of it as it used to cost!

The Mayor Denies It! _

The denial of Mayor Jewett that garbage which the administration |
needs in its operation of the municipal plant is being diverted to his hog
farm is belated, but nevertheless welcome. |

No one should be permitted to accuse the mayor of things that &ref
not true merely because he hapens to be mayor. It may be that his almost |
total blindness to the opinions that have been formed of him by the t,r&|
mendous number of citizens of Indianapolis whom he habitually ignores |

and seems to think beneath his attention has resulted in erroneous impres- |
sions of him becoming well-grounded in belief whether they are well-%
grounded in fact or not.

In the matter of the collection of garbage there is no dispute that can- |
not easily be settled. . “

Samuel Lewis Shank, candidate to succeed Mayor Jewett, declares
publicly that garbage is being collected in Indianapolis and transported to
the mayor’s hog farm. The mayor declares that private collectors of gar- |
bage are making it impossible for the city collectors to obtain enough
garbage to make the operation of the city plant profitable.

Whether the mayor wishes it so or not, it is a fact that Mr. Shank’s
public assertions carry Jjust as much weight in this community as Mayor
Jewett’s statements. The time has long since past when the mayor, with
a wave of his hand, can dismiss criticism of his administration with the
statement that it comes from “sinister sources.” That convenient method
fo disposing of unpleasant affairs has lost its effectiveness through over-
use and the repeated discovery by the public that behind it has been cloaked |
truths that dared not be challenged in any other way.

Whether Mr. Shank or Mr. Jewett is correct in reference to the gar-|
bage is a matter of no concern to the Times. The statement of one is no
more worthy of credence than that of the other. Mr. Shank can hardly be |
presumed to have spoken without some basis for his remarks and Mayor
Jewett could hardly be expected to admit the truth of Shank’'s statements
if they are true—not as long, at least, as he finds it possible to deny them. ;

This much, however, must be admitted:

. . The affairs of the garbage plant have been cloaked in such secrecy |
ever since Mayor Jewett approved the purchase of the $15,000 plant for |
$175,000 that the general public of Indianapolis is ready to believe almost |
anything that may be said of them.

It is exceedingly unlikely that any public statements refiecting in any
way on the mayor would ever have been made relative to the garbage were |
they not either justified by facts or founded on erronous impressions cre-i
ated by the administration’s policy of trying to conceal from the public
its miserable failure in this project and the tremendous waste of public
money that follows its failure.

Why Be Downhearted? ?

We sincerely trust that the gloomy pictures of the business future of
Indianapolis that are being painted before the public service commission
in the gas company’s rate hearing will not be accepted at face value by
the citizens of the community, even though they may influence the com- |
missioners. 1

It should not be forgotten that these pessimistic presentations of pros-|
perity’s possibilities are assembled before the commission for the sole |
purpose of prgvailing on the commission to grant an emergency rate in-
crease to a utility which admits having enjoyed the greatest prosperity of
its history the first ten months of last year. |

We wish we might cheer up the gas company’'s financiers and impart'
te them some of the boundless faith we possess not only in the coumry,f
but in the community.

Of course, it is a fact that there is and has been a depression in busi- |
ness in Indianapolis the last few months. It would be foolish to arguc!
to the contrary. Of the future there are no doubt divergent views, just as |
there are divergent views as to the cause of the present depression. Just |
now it seems that the objct is to present the gloomy views of the future— |
for a purpose.

No doubt those bankers of Indianapolis who have expressed their fore-
bodings as to the future before the commission are honest in their opinion.
We only mean to challenge them to the extent of saying that for every In- |

dianapolis business man who sees no rift in the clouds another can hai
found who recognizes the silver lining and is staking his future on the|
eventual dissipation of the clouds.

This country of ours, has endured a great deal of travail. This com-
munity itself has gone through some periods of far greater stress than it is
enduring today.

And just as surely as it endures until the morrow, the morrow will
dawn brighter than the yesterdays.

It does not pay to be pessimistic over the future of Indianapolis, even
in an effort to increase gas rates.

For if the financial affairs of the community are to be as bad as some
of the gas company’s witnesses seem to think they will be, the consumers
of gas will not need it bad enough to pay the increased rates that the gas
company says it must have!

Giving of Grain

The giving of grain in Indiana to the Near East and Chinese charities
seems almost Scriptural, for did not Joseph fill his brothers’ sacks with
corn, when they saw him in Egypt? Corn is such a broad term that possi-
bly Indian corn or maize was not used; however, if it is a symbol of good
will and true charity it is all the same and will do muck toward saving
human life.

The life of the Armenian or the Chinese is just as dear to the indi-
vidual as is that of the American. The instincts are the same and the
golden future is just as alluring—ever beckoning one to cling to the nar-
row thread with the same tenacity of purpose, be he American, Armenian
or Chinese.

It is a beautiful benefaction for Indiana to pour out its strengthening
carn, so bountifully bestowed by nature, in aid of starving humanity. To
be a hero and be the means of saving a life is the dream of every boy and
girl, pictured in war or in peace, but it requires more intellect and a keener
imagination to carry the food to the relief of a far off sufferer. Yet those
few grains may be the means of nourishing little children through famine
to a place where they can assist themselves.

The donation is sent to Armenia in the form of flour and corn products,
while the Chinese are given the money and this purchases supplies nearer
to them and affords a quicker relief. Each shares equally in the donations
of Indiana. %

How little a rich State like Indiana misses the corn, yet how great is
the good it will do, cannot be grasped by the mind. It is not easy to
realize that the food for the animals here may be the wonderful gift that
keeps soul and body together elsewhere. A little measure of meal may
extend the time for some soul to work out its development, its problems
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comes the smell of ham and red cabbage,
and the crash of dishes on the Amerlcan

plan.

The indeterminate hum of life in the
Thalia is enlivened by the discreet pop-
ping—at reasonable and salubrious inter-
vals—of beer-bottle corks. hus punc

tuated, life in the genial hostel scans
easlly—the comma being the favorite
mark, semi-colors frowned upon, and
periot(h barred.

Miss D'Armande’s room was a small
one. There was room for her rocker be-
tween the dresser and the washstand if
it were placed longitudinally. On the
dresser were its usual accoutrements,
plus the ex-leading lady’s collected sou-
venirs of road engagements and photo-
graphs of her dearest and best profes-
sional friends.

At one of these photographs she looked
twice or thrice as she darned, and smiled
friendly.

“I'd like to know where Lee is just
this minute,” she said, half-aloud.

If you had been privileged to view the
photograph thus flattered you would have
thought at the first glance that you saw
the picture of a many-petalled white flow-
er, blown through the air by a storm.
But the floral kingdom was not responsi-
ble for that swirl of petalous whitepess.

You saw the filmy, brief skirt of Miss
Rosalle Ray as she made a complete
heels-over-head turn in her wistaria-en-
twined swing, far out from the stage,
high above the heads of the audience.
You saw the camera’s inadequate repre-
sentation of the graceful, strong kick,
with which she, at this exciting moment,
sent fiying, high and far, the yellow silk
garter that each evening spun from her
agile 1imb and descended upon the de-
lighted audience below.

You saw, too, amid the black-clothed,
mainly masenline patrons of select vaudae-
ville a8 hundred hands raised with the
hope of staying the flight of the brilllant
ferial token.

Forty weeks of the hest cirenits this
act had bronght Miss Rosalie Ray. for
each of two years. She did other things
during her twelve minutes—a song and
dance, imitations of two or three actors
who are but imitations of themselves,
and a balancing feat with a step-lad-
der and feather-duster; but when the
blossom-decked swing was let down from

he flies. and Miss Roealle sprang smil- |

th
ing into the seat., with the golden cireclet
consplcuons in the place whenca it was

| soon to slide and become a soaring and

coveted guerdon—then it was that the
audience rose in its seat as a single man
—or presumably so—and indorsed the

| specialty that made Miss Ray's name a

favorite in the booking-offices.

At the end of the two yvears Miss Rav
suddenly announced to her dear friend
Miss O’Armande, that she was going to
spend the summer at an antediluvia
the north shore of Long

r

no more

Seventeen minutes after Miss Lynnette
Armande had expressed her wish to
know the whereabouts of her old chum
there were sharp raps at her door,

Doubt not that it was Rosalle Ray
At the shrill command to enter she did
so, with something of a tired flutter, and
dropped a heavy hand-bag on the floor.

| Upon my word, It was Rosalle, in a loose,

travel-stalned automobileless coat, closely
tied brown wvell with yari-long, flying
gray walking sult and tan ox-
fords with lavender overgalters.

When she threw off her vell and hat,
you saw a pretty enough face, now
flushed and disturbed by some usual
emotion, and restless, large eyes with
discontent marring their brightness, A
heavy plle of dull auburn hair, hastily
put up, was escaping in crinkly. waving
strands and curling, small locks from
the confining combs and pins

The meeting of the two was not marked
by the effusion vocal, gymnastical, os-
culatory and catechetlcal that dlstin-
guishes the greetings of thelr unprofes-

thelr
i

slonal sisters in society. There was a
brief clinch, two simultaneous labial dabs
and they stood on the same footing of
the old days. Very much like the short
salutations of soldiers or of travellers in
foreign wilds are the welcomes between
the strollers uit the corners of their criss-
cross roads.

“I've got the hallroom two flights up
above yours,” sald Rosalle, “but I came
straight to see you before going up. I
didn’t know you were here till they told
me."”

“I've been in since the last of April”
said Lynette. “And I'm going on the
road with a ‘Fatal Inheritance’ company.
We open pext week in Ellzabeth. I
thought you'd quit the stage, Lee. Tell
me about yourself.”

Rosalie settled herself with a skilful
wriggle on the top of Miss D'Armande’s
wardrobe trunk, and leaned her head
against the papered wall From long
habit, thus can peripatetic leading ladies
and their sisters make themselves as com-
fortable as though the deepest armchairs
embraced them.

“I'm golng to tell you, Lynn,” she said,
lessly resigned look on her youthful face.

Broadway traill again, and wear some
more paint off the chairs in the agents’
offices. If anybody had told me uny
time in the last three mouths up to 4
o'clock this afternoon that 1'd ever listen
to that ‘Leave-your-name-and -address’
rot of the booking bunch again. I'd have
given 'em the real Mrs. Fiske laugh
Loan me a handkerchief, Lynn., Gee!

those Long Island trains are flerce. I've

to go on and play Topsy without using
the cork. And, speaking of corks—got
anything to drink, Lynnp?"

Miss D'Armande opened a door of the
wash-stand and took out a bottle.

“There's nearly a pint of Manhattan,
| There's a cluster of carnations in the
| drinking glass, but—"
| “Oh, pass the bottle, Save the glass
Il’or company. Thanks! That hits the |
| spot. Tha same to you. My first drink
ilu three months!

! “Yes, Lynn, I quit the stage at the
{end of last season. 1 qu it t puse I
1 was sick of the life. Aund especlully be
cause my he and soul were sick of

! men—of the kind of men we stage people
have to be up against You know hat
the game is to us—it's a fight against
|'em all the way down the line from the
| manager who wants us to try his new
posters, who want

to call us by our front names.
“And the men we nave to meet
the show are the worst of all. 1

| motor car to the bill
|

after

door kind, and the manager's friends

take us to s er and show th 1
monds and talk about seeing ‘Dan d
‘Dave’ and ‘Charlie’ for us. They're

beasts, and
I tell girls llke us
. kE'e

chorus
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WHEN A GIRL MARRJES
A New Serial of Young Married Lifc_

CHAPTER CLXV.
“It wasn't a jealous cat who told you

all those cruel bits of gossip about

Phoebe ?" cried Virginia, interrupting me | v

with sudden force.
a woman ?"

“It was Pat!” I sald quietly,
my hand grenade with the grim certain-

“You mean it

ty that the time fuse wasn't right and
| that the explosion wouldn't take place |
as scheduled

“Pat!” she sald, and laughed qnuite
| mirthlessly. “Pat. He's In big busl
ness following my little sister about
and spying on her. I'm ashamed of you,
Anne—ashamed and bitterly disappolint- |
ed to thiuk you'd listen.” |

“Jeanie,” 1 replied with the semblance
of a composure I was far from feeling,
“I'm surprised and bitterly disappointed
to think-——youn won't list

“Are trylng to

be
asked Virginia in a strangled volce

you humorous ?"

‘Huemorous!™ I retorted, passionately
Humorous, indeed, when I brave the
Harrison pride, knowing what a dragon
it is. Virginla, I'm dead In earnest. And
so was Pat. He adores Phoebe. She's
a baby-girl to him—a little girl to pro-
tect and cherish. And if you'll just be
fair, you'll see I'm right.”

Virginla stared at me in amazement for
a moment. Something in the tremendous
feeling I had and dared not express must
have swayed her and moved her to recog
nize the truth of my feelings. For this
Phoebe had been ‘‘protected” from Neal
and his boyish love. For this my little
dead mother's diamond circlet had been
from Phoebe's finger, and the be
hated the way he sneaked us through
thet narrow dark alleyway to a restau-

rant that had a bright envagh front en
trance. And I'm convinced that Evvy's a
cat ready to claw all the IHarrisons. And
trothal of the two young things had
been ended. = o

“Virginla, I don't like Dick West, I
Sheldon--Sheldon's a firt!”

Virginia flushed and bridled.

“Oh, really, Anne, I'm not sure that
¢ll women aren't—cats,” she said

smoothly,

“Well, let's not set out to prove it,” 1
laughed nervously. Then, encouraged
by the flicker of a smile on Virginia's
lips, T rushed on:

“Sheldon 1s a flirt, Jeanle. He was
tremendously taken with you at sight,
that I know. So he just flung Evvy over

like that—pouff!—for you. And when
you did not encourage him—as, of course,
you wouldn't, since he's not ecleve:

enougzh to interest you—he taiked a bit

By Ann Lisle

wasn't | .y

hurling

) noneense to me, and now he's using

Fvvy to further his Aflirtatlon with |
Phoebe, Ain I right?” |
“You put it r smiled
ini recogni g my )rts to bhe

I, but not resenting

wouldn't bother with

turn the bhead of a
[ went on firmly on
way. |
surprised me.
“You don't think Pat has rer aeen
ly out with me—and is Ing this
account” said intedly
1 aeren y.
I asked boldly
thinking for a moment

WAHE grave g t 1 won
dered if she could doff the Harrison
pride, If she could warm her own cold
ness to the ardent flame of a big, fear
less love, what would be her answer

Would a big man like Pat Dalton
stoop to revenge “himself on a little one
like Sheldon?” 1 asked,

“You think Pat is big?"

“Big and strong like a real man, with
big, strong faults: nd weak and help
less like the boy he ha ver quite out
grown —he's Ireland its 1 replied

“Yes,” sald Virginia, staring ahead and
sitt 80 still that I was afraid to
breathe lest I break the spell

Then she turned and caught my eyes
fixed on her. And her pride took flame.
I could see her struggling to retrieve
her cold dignity, and the flash that came
into her eyes when ghe 1 found her
way, warued me that the ice around Vir
ginia's heart hadn't melted —might in
deed never melt.

“He's Ireland, indeed. And I'm Eng-
land So now you understand the gitu
atlon,” she said with elaborate lightness
of touch. “And now about Phoebe—"

“Yesa " 1 said hopefully, “you’'ll talk to

her after all!”
“There's nothing T can say or do, Anne

Nothing. She won’t listen to me She
and 1 don't speak the same language.
She resents me—I've told youn that. And
under the circumstances I don't want to
make myself utterly ridiculous. Have
you spoken to Jim?"

“He won't listen—pooh poohs it! liivk;
West is his partner, you know.. And he

believes in Evvy's baby stare.”
“So that's
thing to

well, then there's only one
be done, Anne You speak to
Phoebe. That's quite simple, isn't it?"

But, re.nembering Neal, something in
my heart told me it wasn't so simple
after all

(To be continued.)

with a strangely sardonic and yet care- |

“And then tomorrow I'll strike the old |

but |

got enough soft-coal cinders on my face |

men in the audlences, clapping, yelling,
snarling, crowding, writhing, gloating—
like & 1ot of wild beasts, with their eyes
fixed on you, ready to eat you up if you
come in reach of their claws. h, how
I hate 'em!

“Well, I'm not telling you much about
myself, ara I, Lynn?

“I had $200 saved up, and I cut the
stage the first of the summer. I went
over on Long Island and found the sweet-
est little vfllnge that ever was, called
Southponrt, right on tha water. I was
golug to spend the summer there, and
study up on elocution, and try to ge: &
class in the fall.. There was an old widow
lady with a cottage near the beach who
sometimes rented a room or two just
for company, and she took me in. She
had another boarder, too—the Rev. Ar-
thur Lyle,

“Yes, he was the headliner. You're on,
Lynn.  T'll tell you all of it in a min-
ute. It's only a one-act play.

“The first time he walked on, Lynn, T
felt myself going; the first lines he spoke
he had me. He was different from the
men In audiences. He was tall and slim,
and you never heard him come in the
room, but you felt him. He had a face
like a plcture of a knight—like one of
that Round Table bunch—and a voice
like a ’cello solo. And his manners!

“Lynn, if you'd take John Drew in his
best drawing-room scene and compare the
two, you'd have John arrested for dis-
turbing the peace.

“I'll spare you the particulars; but in
less than A month Arthur and I were en-
gaged. He preached at a little one-
night stand of a Methodist Church., There
was to be a parsonage the size of a
lun¢h wagon, and hens and honeysuckles
when he were married. Arthur used to

reach to me a good deal about Heaven,
} but he never could get my mind quite
| off those honeysuckles and hens.

{ “Noj; I didu’t tell him I'd been on the

stage. 1 hated the business and all that
{ went with it: I'd cut {t out forever, and I
| didn’t see any use of stirring things up.

I was a good girl, and I didn’t have any-
thing to confess, except being an elocu-
| tonist. and that was about all the strain
my consclence would stand.

Oh, 1 tell you, Lynn, I was so happy.

| T sang in the choir and attended the
sewlng goclety, and recited that ‘Annle |
Laurie' thing with the whistling/ stunt |

{in it, in a manner bordering upon the
| professional,’ as the weekly viilage paper
| reported it. And Arthur and 1 went
rowing, and walking in the woods, and
clamming, and that poky little villa
seemed to me the best place in the world.
| I'd bave been happy to live there always,
too, if—

widow lady, got gossipy while I

was
helping her stricg beans on the back
porch and began to gush information, as|

tolks who

rent out their rooms usually
uo. Mr

Lyle was her idea of a saint on
earth-—ns he was mine, too. She went
over all his virtues and graces, and
wound up by telling me that Arthur had
had an exteremely romantic love affair,
not long before, that had ended untap-
pily. She didn't seem tc be on to
detalls, but she knew that he had been
| bit pretty hard. He was paler and thin-
ner, she , and he had some kind of
a4 remembrance or keepsake of the lady
in a little rosewood box that he kept
locked in his desk drawer in his study.

“ ‘Several tlmes,’ says she, ‘I've seen
him gloomerin' over that box « f evenings,
and Le always Jocks it up right away if
anybody comes into the room.' i

“Well, you can imagine how long it
was before 1 got Arthur by the wrist
and led him down stage and hissed in hls
€ear,

“That same afternoon we were lazyving
around in a boat among the water lilles
at the edge of the bay

‘Arthi says I, ‘you never told me
you'd had another love affalr. But Mrs.
G did,’ I went on, to let him know
1 I bhate to hear a man lle

Before you came,’ says he looking
me frankly {n the e) ‘there was a pre
vious affection—a ¢t g one. Since yvou
know of it, I will be perfectly candid
with yon.'

‘I am walting,’
My dear Ida
I went by
Soundpont
spiritual

arou
as |

4 says I

of course
I was In

thought, my

1et her, and never t It was
n al love ) for you, whila
no s ideal, 1s « You wouldn't
let 12t come bet 4

Vas she pretty?' 1
e was very beautiful,’ said Arthur,
“‘Did you sea her often ?'*T msked,

- “‘Something like a dozen times,’ says

le.

“*Always from a Alstance?" says 1.

3 “‘Always from quite a distance,’ says
ae

And you loved har? I asked.
1 emed ideal of beauty and
1

1;:."7! says r.

118 keepsa you keep un-
and key n over at
hat a remem from her?’

memento,' says Arthur, ‘that I
have treasured.’
“‘DNd she send it to yoru
“‘It came to me from h says he,
“‘In a roundabout way I asked
| ‘““‘Somewhat roundabout,’ says he, ‘and
| yet rather di

“*Why didu't yon ever meet her? 1
asked ‘Were your positions in life so
different 2

‘“‘She was far ahove me," says Arthur
| ‘Now, Ida,” he goes on, ‘this ia all of the |
past *» not going to be jealous, are

ays 1 ‘Wkty,
about? It
'k ten tlmes as much of
» I knew abont it
did I
stand ft. That ideal love
me, but it struck me

t beautiful and I

of. Think :vf ‘a

man, what
HIaKrs me
you as [ did
“And it Lynn under-
was a new
as ing the
us t I'd ever
man

you ecan

Know

“But one morning old Mrs. Gurley, the |

the |

one |

loving a‘

Aucklang’s

Beautiful Harbor

gl

Channel, Auckland,

line.

Auckland.
through the Rangitoto Channel

from the waters.

into view.

bor, the city in the distance.
|

heart pictured ber! Oh, it sounded
to me, The men I'd always known
salary—and
no more.

ralse of
we'll say
me

before. I

drops or a
ideals !—well,
{ “Yes, it made
thur than I did

Jealous of that far-away dlvinity th

used to worship, for I was going to
him myself. And I began to look

Above—A close view of Rangltote
New Zealand,
showing a portion of its rugged coast-
It is thirty miles from the open

sea to the inner harbor of the city of
Your ship steams along

tween towering headlands and sheer
forbidding ecliffs, which do not reveal
that concealed in them are huge guns
calculated to sweep an enemy fleet
Then the ship sud-
denly rounds North Head into the
barbor proper and Auckland comes |

Below—Auckland’s great inner har-

woman he'd never even spoken to, |
belng faithful just to what his mind and | the rosewood ecasket about the size of
little |

think more of
couldn’t

of Mt. Eden, an old volefno. Land
area of level ground in the ectiy.

3 up with wharves and docks.
P,

pedition to the South Pacific
Mr. Boyce's articles are of unusua

terest and educative value.

are on the way

land is built upon hills, rising in a
long and gradual slope to the base

is

being reclaimed to add to the small

As

fast as the land 1s made it is taken
Auck-
land is the trade center of the Pa-
cific Islands, and also is one of the
the

greatest yachting centers of
Southern Hemisphere.
These pictures were sent from Anunck-

land by W. D. Boyce, owner of the Times,
who is heading a west by southwest ex-
lands.

1 in-

More of them

and| “I opened the drawer, and there

a genl’s collar box. I found the

great |
fkvsy in the bunch that fitted it, and

come

at you with elther dlamonds, knock out | locked it and raised the lid

thelrl “I took one look at that
and then I went to my room and pa
Ar-{my trunk. I threw a few things
be | my grip, gave my hair a flirt or two
a side-comb, put on my hat, and
in and gave the old lady’'s foot a
I'd tried awfully hard to use

at he
have
upon

was

un-

memento,

cked

into
with
went
kick.

proper

im as a saint on earth, just as old lady | and correct language while I was there
!fnr Arthur's sake, and I had the habit

Gurley did.

| *“About 4 o'clock this afternoon & man | down pat; but it left me then.

%cnnm to the house for Arthur to go and; *“‘Stop sawing gourds,’ says I, ‘and
see somebody that was sick among his'sit up and take notice. The ghost’'s about

;vhurnh bunch. 0ld lady Gurley was|to walk. I'm going away from here, and
taking her afternoon snore on & couch,| I owe you eight dollars The express-
so that left me pretty much alone. man will eall for my trunk.’

“In passing by Arthur’s study I looked| *I handed her the money.
In and saw his bunch of keys !mn;z'm_u‘ “‘Dear me, Miss Crosby ! says she. ‘Is
in the drawer of his desk, where he'd ganyihing wrong I thought you were
forgotten 'em. Well, I guess we're all to | nig.00q here. Dear young women
the Mrs. Bluebeard now and then, ain't| 3re g0 hard to understand, and so
we, Lynn? I made up my mind I'd have| forant from what you expect 'em to be.’
a look at that memento he kept so secret. “‘You're damn right,’ says I ‘Some
Not that I cared what it was—it was |,¢ va;y are. But you can't say that about
Just curiosity. men. When you know one man you
‘While I was opening the drawer I:kpew 'em all!” That settles the human-
imagined one or two things it might be. | rgce ques
1 thought it might be a dried rosebud “And the I caught the four-thirty-
she’'d dropped down to him rrom a bal- eight, soft-coal unlimited; and here I
cony, or maybe a picture of her he'd|am.”
cut out of a magazine, she being 80| *“You didn’'t tell me what was in the
high up in the world. ‘]hﬁx, Lee,"” said Miss D’Armande, anxious-
| J-()z.- of those yellow silk garters
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I used to kick off my leg into the
that old vaudeville s
1s there any of the coc

{ ence during
act of mine
left, Lynn?"

that

wing
ktail

By David Cory.

As the Speckled Trout came closs to
the palace of the Waterfall Fairy, as 1
mentioned in the story before this, a big
black spider, who was busily at work
mending the suspension bridge  which
spanned the lake, for the heavy. 4rops
of dew had broken the slender strands in
several places, stopped his work and
sald: “What do you wish?”

“I am the bearer of a most important
dispatch for Her Highness,” answered the
trout,

“Well, and I am engaged in the most
important duty of repairing Her High-
ness’' bridge,” replied the spider.

“So I see,” answered the trout, “but”—
At this very moment the Queen herself,
hearing volces at so early an hour out-
side her window, peeped out. Catching
sight of her the trout called out boldly:

“Listen to me, I beg of you, most gra-
clous Queen. I have brought you the
gold ring from Puss, who -is in great
danger.” At this ithe Queen quickly
withdrew her head., and in a short time
in which, I suppuse, she slipped on her
most becoming kimono, came out of th
doorway of her castle. Hastily running
to the water's edge she leaned over,
grasping hold of a stalk to keep herself
from falling.

“Here is the ring,” said the trout, hold-
ing it up in his mouth and swimming
as close to the bank as he was able. The
Queen reached out and took it from him.

“I will make you King of my Fishes,
noble Sir-Trout!” she cried, “for what
you have done this day. Remain here in
my lake henceforth. And now, to the
rescue!” In a short time she was mount-
ed on her swiftest robin, and with her
three ladies in waiting flew away towards
the castle where Puss Junior and the
beautiful Princess, her brave brother and
the gilant wree held prisoners by the
wicked King.

Now, the little Bluebird, when she saw
her friend, the trout, swim away, sud-
denly thought of her former master, the
King of the Gnomes. So, whirling around
in a circle to get her besrings, she dart-
ed off swiftly through the air towards
his cave in the forest. She made rapid
| progress until she reached the thick
foliage of the woods, where, in her eager-
she nearly lost her way. But at
t, just at dawn she found herself at
the foot of the hill in which was the
Gnome King’s cave. Woin out with her
long journey, she fluttered down to the
edge of the bubbling fountain. Then
picking up a pebble she dropped it into
the little gravelly basin, hopped pain-
fully over to the great flat stone and

tapped upon it three times with her
lbmk. Suddenly the rock opened in the
| middle, and the King of the Gnomes

stretched out a kindly hand for the lit-
tle Bluebird to rest upon and carried her
into the cave. It was his breakfast hour,
for gnomes are early risers. Seating
himself at the table, he gave orders that
the little bird be served with breakfast
at once. 3

And now we must wait until the next
story to hear how he helped rescue Puss
J r and his friends from the cruel
King.—Copyright.
(To be continued.)

ORIGIN OF ATLANTIC.

Q. Why was the Atlantic Gceean .se
med ? T. TG0

y. The ocean was named from Atlas,
probably because it was the sea beyond
Mount Atlas in northwestern Africa. In
form the word resembles the plural for
“Atlas,” this being ‘“Atlantes.”

¢

(Any
any qu

»ader can get the answer to
on by writing THE l.\'l)l:
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“ll KEEPING HOUSE WITH THE HOOPERS

| BUREAU, FREDERIC J. HASKIN,

DIRECTOR, WASHINGTON, D. C.
This offer applies strictly to informa- (The Hoopers, an average American [ chicken ple for her Sunday dinaer in-
“““l Tlh" "“1""“‘1‘ ganpes '-""1' l“':}:‘"" family of five, ug in a suburban | stead of a roast and in the market she
on legal, medical an nancla at- town, a limited Income, tell ; Pate g
ters. It does not attempt to settle !()‘le“r»und,:'rs ut“th‘v- Daily Z:l'i 1es how found a splendid 'three-):)onud nf;“] at 50
domestie tr les, nor to undertake the many present-day problems of the cents a pound which pleased hef Ereatly.
exhaustive %adéarch on any subject. home are solved by working on the She made the banana layer cake and
":""'!;;“' A '“;’I"”““’ \"]“i“}lyml;e’;‘: budget that Mrs. Hooper has evolved | the beet salad for dinner, and & bateh

riefly ve full name and ac > yractical. Pollow  ther e

e cloir'S ronta” hectumps Tor se. | 4n4 found peactical " Follow them | of cookies for Sunday supper, and by 2
turn postage All replies are sent home life and les to meet the con- i‘.,»l...-.\- was ready to go for a sleigh
direct to the inquirer.) ditions of the high cost of living |ride with Mr. Hooper and Betty at the
A s with them.) | invitation of their next deoor neighber.
FINANCIAL PARLANCE. | Helen departed for her first dancing les-

Q. In in
by the wor

fal parle
“em 1ssment’

M

23

we, what is meant

| SATURDAY.
C. W r mended the

hile Roge

‘rack on the

A. This signifies temporary inabllity to | top of the kitchen stove which his mother
pay debts | had reported to him after inspectlon on
- - | Monda she gave it a the cleaning
TOUR OF WILKIE COLLINS, | Kee stoves efficient means
Q When did Wilkle Collins tour the| keeping them so clean t! > they
United States giving readings? | look their best and inside fuel
C. C. H. |as economically as possible to give the
A. Willlam Wilklie Collins, the Eng- | greatest heat,
| 1sh novelist, tonred the United States in| Mrs, Hooper was Very « ful of her
| 1873-74. During this time he gave read- | : _—
ings from “The Frozen Deep” and other |

| of his storles.

| = .

! ARMIES COMPARED,
\ Q How does

| compare with that

of Abyssinia?
| K.
|

|

Abyssinia 1s 250,000 men.
organization of the United
our peace strength is 175,000 men.

the strength of our army

A. The peace strength of the army of |
Under the re
States Army

Indianapolis?

|
\

|
|

son at the same time, pleasure and de-
light beaming from her happy face

“As soon as I come home mother, I will
wash my hair,” she promised. *“It will
have plenty of time to dry before dim-
ner.”

About her own hair and Helen's Mrs.
Hooper was very particular. She knew
that it was not possible for every woman
have abundant hair, but she did know
that it was possible to have it attractive

|
1
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
{
i

THIRD WEEK

WEEKLY STATEMENT FROM MRS, Ill)‘Ol‘Ell'. ACOUNT BOOK.
Received—Henry's Salary .......c..cee coces SR L BroL Y
{  Budget. Meat Pair Out Balance
| Shelter ........ g Nothing. $6.00
N | Food
i $19.97 10
| Clothing ...... 7.00 Mrs. Hooper's Stockings..... .03 95 6.05
Sewing Supplies 30
Operating Turkish towel o
Expenses .... 9.00 Stamps ......%.. 10 909 §.01
Advancement.. 3.00 Helen's dancing lesson...... .50
Druggist’'s Supplies ....... . 65 1.13 185
Savings ....... B5.00 Nothing 5.00
£30.00 $200  §2701 80

Copyright, 1921,

cooking stove,
the range get red hot nor piled the
above the firebox for fear the
might Dbecome warped. She

kept

when she swept the Kitchen floor. W
ever a baking mixture ran over
seraped it out with a kn just
as the dish was removed from the o
She also washed the shelves in the

as

frigerator.

ing stove every day, made a
cleaning of the range, not a very lon

and brushed out the fues with a

This picture was taken in your home city. Are you familiar encugh

with it to locate the zcene?

Yesterday’s picture was of Riverside Park dam, viewed from southwest |

end.

her fuel for the following weck w
be wasted. Tt also received a thore
blacking, which kept it bright and s

After some cousi
decided to hav

| came around again.
| ation, Mrs. Hooper

coal

top of it

the

oven clean by brushing it out every day | for Helen's

hen-

she

soon |

wven
oven

as carefully as she did those in the re-

Taking this kind of eave of her ccok-
Saturday

g or

tedious job, but once a week she scraped

long

wire handled wire brush so that none of

ould
yugh
un-

ing with a daily wiping until SaturYay

ler-

e a

She never let the top of|if one cared to pay the price in daily

care.
A weekly shampoo and careful brush-
ing every day was what she insisted on
hair, and it always looked
| clean and glossy and gave the little girl
;‘:1 well-groomed appearance that would
| not have been even with the
{ wearing of many expensive garments,
The menu for Sunday is:
BREAKFAST,
Stewed evaporated peaches,
Cereal.
Broiled bacon.
Coffee.
DINNER.
Chicken b»ie.
Corn fritters, Stewed potatoes,
Nut and : g le salad.
Coffee jelly. ﬁ‘lllppod cream.
SUPPER,
Sandwiches.
Marmalade.

possible

Popovers.

Cookies.

Cocoa.

BRINGING UP FATHER.

REGISTERED U. 8. PATENT OFFICE

YOL HEARD WHAT 1| SAID - R

LATER TO A

TS
=

of joy and sorrow, of gratitude and worship.

< K

BUT
MAGGIE - YOUL ARE cOING TO CALL ON
THE COUNT OF LERIQUS
TONIGHT AND OoN'T You
QAQE LEAVE HIS HOUSE
l”/‘// L DHONE
1 />\ SLURE YOu ARE
o !Q THERE
ZL/ E
) /\\ ,
a9
\ \,
: |

YOUR WIFE JUST
PHONED SIR-AND
SAID YOL BHoULLD
COME HOME NOW -

WELL -IT'S
ABOQT TIME
SHE PHONED -

WELL THANK
SOODNESS, -
THAS NIGHT
1S OVER *

TELL ME
WHAT THE
COUNT
SAID ?

HE'S OUT oF
TOWN- I'VE BREEN
DITTIN' THERE.
ALL EVENIN'
WATIN' FER

YO YO DHONE
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