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in last passengers over distant trolley lines, now and then howled
on a curve; far-away metallic stirrings could be heard from fac-
tories in the sooty suburbs on the plain outside the city; east, west
and south switeh engines chugged and snorted on sidings; and
everywhere in the air there seemed to be a faint voluminous hum
as of innumerable wires trembling overhead to virbration of ma-
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chinery underground.
In his youth Adams might I

such as these when they interfered with his night’s sleep; even
during an illness he might have taken some pride in them as proof |

of his citizenship in a ‘“‘live town

because they kept him awake. They

1ave been less resentful of sounds

;”" but at 55 he merely hated them |
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pressed on his nerves,’’ as he |

put it; and so did almost everything else, for that matter.
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his windows and stop at each house.
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sour on ‘em before breakfast. De-
livered the Andersons’. Now he's
getting out ours. Listen to the darn
brute! What's he care who wants |
to sleep!” His complaint was of the
horse, who casually

with a clink of steel sh«

brick pavement of the street, and
then heartily shook himself in
harness, perhap to dislodge a fly
far ahead of its season. Light had
just filmed the windows; and with

that the first sparrow woke, chirped
instantly, and roused neighbors in
the trees of the small yard, including
a loud-voiced robin. Vociferatic
began irregularly, but were soon
unanimous.
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Senator-Elect Speaks in Spring-
field, ML

By Times Special
SPRINGFIELD, II.,
tional isolation is a thing of the past,

Jan Na

Samuel M. Ralston, United States Sen-

ator-elect from Indiana, said in an

address at the Jackson day banquet |,

here last night.

“No nation any longer can hoid it
self out of the reach of the world
it =o desires,” g

if
the speaker said. “7Tt
Nation is fourteen tin

es closer to ev

ery point of the world than it wos at
the breaking out of the World War
Oceans have become but ponds ard
mountains but ridges.”

The idea of isolation must hecome

obsolete, Ralston in
dividuals

ed. Justes In
cwe something to
so do nations, he said. European na-
tions are prostrated commercially, an
it is to the United States they
for assistance in

In the past thirty-five ye
cally all important constructive pieces
of legislation have been by
the Democratic party, as-
serted.

1 g
look

getting on rthelr feet.

enacted
Ralston

“The Republican party's hobby dur- |

ing this time has been the high pro-

tective tariff, the basle idea of which |

is calculated to llmit the vision of it
advocates and to disassociate
from sympathy with the human ele-
ment in world affairs,” Railston said.
‘““This is why, in my opinion, the Re-

s
them

publican party has ceased to have an |

{nternational mind.”

I Spied Today

Palite
A motorman on a Shelby car get
off his stool and give it to a woman
who was standing—G. T. W.

Absent-Minded

A man on E. Ohio St.

nana, throw the fruit in

and start to eat the peel. He was

quite aggravated when he discovered
his mistake—G. B.

His Number
A city fireman walked from head
auarters at New York and Alabama
Sts. with a *“Sold” sign printea or
his back, while his fellow fire-fighters
laughed uproariously.—J. M.
Gattin® His
A woman and small boy in
New York Store basement. The wom
an ordered an ice cream soda and’the
bo@drank a glass of water.—R. A.
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he asked, wrply.  “Don’t you call |
that hintin |
Mrs. Adams turned toward him
now; she came to the bedside and
.}\'.‘m'l';! have taken his hand, but he

| y moved it away from her.
| mustn’t let yourself get |
nervous,” she said. “But of course |
|

| when you get well there's only one |
You mustn’t go back to
again.”

That's what you ecall
In spite of his wmknoss,g
1ger made strident, and
on this stimulation she spoke more

gently.

thing to do
that old hole

“*‘0ld hole?
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his voice

|
| “You just mustn't go back to it,
i\'ir:j. It's not fair to any of us,
| and you know it isn’t.”
| “Don't tell me what I know,
| please!”

She clasped her hands, suddenly

carrying her turgency to plaintive en-
treaty

“Virgil, you won’'t go back

» word to use to me!”
a. man’s business a

I, if you don’t owe it to me
to look for something different, don’'t
you owe it to your children? Don't
tell me you won't do what we all want
you to, and what you know In your
| heart you ought to! And if you have
| got of your stubborn fits
| and are bound to go back there for
no other réason except to have your
| own don’t tell me so, for I can't

into one

way
| bear it!”

He up at her fiercely.
“You've a fine way to cure a
sick man!” he said; but she had con

cluded her appeal—for that time-—and
instefid of making any more words in
the Y.natter, let him see that there
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were shook

tears
head and left the room.
Alone, he lay breathing rapidly, his

in her eyes, her

emaciated chest proving itself equal
to the demands his emotion put upon

it. “Fine!” he repeated, with husky
indignation. “Fine way to cure a
sick man! Fine!” Then, after a si

lence, he gave forth whispering sounds
as of laughter, his expression the

while remaining sore and far from

\

humor.

I

“And give us our daily breac!” he

added, meaning that his wife's little
performance was no novelty.

CHAPTER 1I

In fact, the agitation of Mrs. Adams
was genuine, but so well under he
control that its traces vanished during
the three short steps she took to
cross the marrow ha®w between her
busband’'s dog- and the ona opposite.
Her expressioa was matter-of-course,
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rather than pathetic, as she entered
the pretty room where her daughter,
half dressed, sat before a dressing-
table and played with the reflections
of a three-leafed mirror framed in
blue enamel That is, Jjust before
the moment of her mother’'s entrancse,

Alice had been playing with the
mirror's reflections — posturing her
arms and her expressions, clasping

her hands behind her neck, and tilting

back her head to foreshorten the faoce
in a tableau conceived to represent
sauciness, then one of smiling weari-
ness, then one of scornful toleration,
and all very piquant; but as the door
opened she hurriedly resumed the
practical, and occupied her hands in
the arrangement of her plentiful
brownish hair.

They were pretty hands, of a.shape-
liness delicats and fine. ' '“The best

things she’s got!” a cold-blooded girl
friend sald of them, and meant to in-
clude Alice’s mind and
the implied list of possessions
passed by the notable hands. low-
ever that may have been, the rest of
her was well enough She was often
called “a right pretty girl”—temper-
ate praise meaning a girl rather pret-
ty than otherwise, and this she de-
served, to say the least. Even in re-

sur

A
character in | on

pose she deserved it, though repose
was anything but her habit, belng sel-"
dom seen upon her except at home.
exhibition she led a life of ges-
tures, the unkind saidl to make her
lovely hands more memorable: but all
of her usually accompanied the ges-
tures of the hands, the shoulders ever
giving them their impulses first, and
evenl her feet being called upon, at
the same time, for eloguence.

(To Be Continued.)




