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HANKS, Mr. Russell,” she]|

interrupted. “Let's don't|
say any more."”
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eyes, and he
better for her|
this was how gun.j.’
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to understand
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1 that
> 1at she feit was not about
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looking in denly offered |
} 1 he took it, he|
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hir pa for being|

: he could
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her fii If face down, |
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¥ &F%*¥ more composed,
r mother tapped on the
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1 see how it-—

Doesnt hurt & ®it! Drop a litile
Freezone” on an aching corn,
stantly that corn stops hurting
shortly you it right off

fingers. Truly!
Your &r st sells a tiny bottle of
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to remove every hard corn, soft corn
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RUB RHEUMATIC PAIN -
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stop any pa
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on the teunder spot, |

beside any other girl in town you'r('i
just a perfect queen? Do you think
wasn't preju- |
diced, or something, would need more

| than just one look to—"

But Alice moved away from the
caressing hand. “Never mind.,, mama. |
I wonder he looks at me at all. And |
it he does again, after seeing my |
brother with those horrible people—" |

“I'm sure Walter is a good boy,” |
Mrs. Adams said.

“You are?” Allce crieé¢, with a sud-
den vigor. “You are?” |
“I'm sure he's good, yes—and if he |
sn't, it's not his fault. It’s mine.” |
“What nonsense!” |
“No, it's true,”” Mrs. Adams lament-
“I tried to bring him up to be
goed, God knows; and when he was
little he was the best boy I ever saw.
When he came from Sunday school

{he’s always run to me and we'd go
|over the lesson together; and he let
| : z

me ceme in his room at night to hear

is prayers almost until he was 16.
Most boys won't do that with their
mothers—not nearly that long. I tried
s0o hard to bring him up right—but
if anything's gone wrong it's my
fanlt.”
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“It's because I didn’'t make your fa-
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“Oh, mama, please!”
her. “Let's don’t go over all that
i Isn't it more

important to
what’s to be done about l’um'."
he golng to be allowed to go on |
lisgracing us as he does?” |
Mrs. Adams sighed profoundly. “I|
don’t know what to do,” she confessed |
unhappily. “Your father's so upset
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ing—I don't feel as if we ought

must
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Then, as he was agaln silent, Wal

r said, “Well talk about it; I'm lis-
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“It's thls,” Adams began, heavily
It's ahout me golnk into this glue
husiness. Your mother's told you,
hasn't she?”

“She sald you were goln' to leave |
a old place downtown and start a
That's all T know about
1 got my own affairs to 'w;nv‘l to.”

ue factory.

Well, this is wvour affalr,” his
father sald, frowning. “You can't
stay with Lamb and Company.”

Walter looked a little started. |

“What you mean, I can’'t? Why not?

“You've got to help me,” Adams ex
plained slowly; and he frowned more
leeply, as If the interview were grow
ing increasinly laborious for him
“It's going to be a big pull to get this
business on its feet.”

|

“Yes!” Walter exclalmed with |
sharp skepticism. “I should say iii
was! He etared at his father incredu

lously. *“Look here; aren’'t you ﬁuv‘

little bit sudden, the way you're |
goin’ about things? You've let 14other |
ove you a little too fast, haven't!
you? Do you know anything about
1at it means to set up a new bdbusi- |
ness these days?” |

“Yes, I know all about it,” Adams |
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said. “About this business, I do.” |
“How do you?" |
“Because I made a long study of it
I'm not afrald of going about it the
1g way; but it’s a hard job and
put in all
and strength vou've
Walter began te breathe quickly
and his lips were agitated; then he
set them obstinately. “Oh, I will,” he

Ve have to whatever
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sald.
“Yes, you will,” Adams returned,
not e 15 that his sen’s inflection

was satiric. “It's going to take every
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nit 02 energy in your body, and all the
cnergy I got left in mine, and every
cent of the little I've saved, besides
something I'll have to raise on this

ward, angrily. ‘“Listen!” he sald. “I'm
not walkin' out o' Lamb's see?” I'm
not quittin’ down there; I stay with | know anything about glue. You g«:t‘»

‘em, see?”

getting down there.”
“Then pay somebody else; 1 don't|there.

.

| "
| somebody else.

house. I'm going right at it, now I've Adams looked up at him, astonishec.| “No. You've got to——"
“ot to; and you'll have to quit Lamb’s | “You'll leave there next Saturday,’ Walter cut him off with the utmost |
by the end of next week.” he said. “I've got to have you.” vehemence. “Don’t tell me what I

“Oh, I will?” Walter's voice grew
louder, and there was a shrillness in
it, “I gut to quit Lamb's the end of
next week, have I?* He stepped for-

“You don’t anything o' the kind,” | zot to do! I know -vhat I got to do
Walter told him, sharply. “Do you | better'n you, I guess! I stay at
expect to pay me anything?'” | Lamb's, see?"” |

“I'd pay yo | Adams rose angrily. “You'll do |

about what you been |

|
i vhat I tell you.

| 'l be there

“Why can’t 1?”
“Because I won't let you.”
“Listen! Keep on
just the same.”

At this his father broke into
laughter.
ter! They won't have you
there after they find out I'm

“Why won't they?

Yon can’t stay down

not lettin’
“They won't let you, Wal-

You den’t think
!&my're goin’ to ba all shot .to pieces
&

over losin’ you, do gou?”
“I tell you they won't

jst:ty.” his father insisted, loudly.

| “Why, what do they care whether

me; | you go or not?”
“They’'ll care enough to fire you, |
a sour | my boy!”

down
going.”

“They’ll do it!”

“Yes,” Walter Jjeered;

to show me why, you keep sayin'|

Adams groaned, and,

rubbing

head, began to pace the floor.
er's refusal was
not anmticipated; and he

(To Be Continued.)

felt
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his
Wal

something he had

the

\\W‘:lkn\’SH of his own attempt to meet
“Look here, then; show me why.” | it; he seemed powerless to do anything

| but utter angry words, which, as Wal
“you keep| ter sald, made little headway.
sayin’ they will, but when I ask you|my, my!” he mutered. “Oh, my, my!”

“Oh.

’
[they will! That makes little hendr.
let you! way with me, I can tell you!”




