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Author of “CHICKIE"
SANDY MeNEIL, in love with life,

marries Ben Murillo, a rich Ttalian. to
please her impoverished family,  Tyrans
ny by Murillo and frequent quarrels fol-
low. A son dies at birth, BOB Mec-
NEIL, her uncle, aids in plans for Sandy

and her mother to take a trip to Hono- g . o ow—and vour great-

lulu. There she meets RAMON WORTIL | U know n g ’~n

who saves her life in the surf, On the |nes8 taught it to me—all the fine,

:nnm steamer home he declares his Jove. yeaut!ful p}\l‘\ﬁ(‘ﬂ of life that are §

Murillo says he will never release her. fnt . .
JUDITH_MOORE, a cgusin, tells s'(.-u;(d,v closed to me, 'They're closed ulti re

ove ig everything, Murillo overtakes 4 ", ¢ = :

{\vr he gors for a tryst with Ramon, m‘.‘tel)- I'm n‘“t golng to try to PETRRSBURG
e appears, unexpectedly, at a {\['v'rlv ﬂw seize agaln, ¥For I see the futility VIRGINIAY
8 eiving for her friends. er e f by

party he wirikes her. She leaves his 'Ilnd thlf" "":d‘l’"‘h»' M’xthh{ I “}quhi i
howee and accepts the kindly attentions ocould ake pgally-—joyously. :
’ ose home she sharee. She ¢ Folll¥ ON ACouNT
oL Whote, Rote e '('l(u‘ ;..I".'v can'ts N0 one can unless they are » v“;:’é
boards oul,_ spending occasional week- very callous, o
end ith Ramon at his home. She is o ™
=::‘n:||1\n‘n|.-.‘| home. and she leaves Romon “1 sald I had no regret. I should Cotn e
|’r|nui~|{v":ylu marry lm.n u'h'[v‘.”;\"l' by |52y none but one. It is for you. B?% WLt
rea y er home ghe is confrontec ) boi, : "
.\“n-mn v\|'|:. l‘. ks« her to come back, | You tell ine that last year when this w(\,;\-?
She refuscs.  Then ehe receives a Mng |hegan I was married and so I have

from Ramon with a note saying ‘‘good-

(.)(y)\ ‘ON WITH THE STORY FROM HERE
CHAPTER LXIX

Sandy turned the ring in her palm,
She sat down, cold with dread, the
suspense of the last few days now
fixed in appailing certainty, Ra-
mon was dead. He had sent this
exquisite gift asking to be remem-

B inA v was gone this. We can't go on with it 7\ V'V'\\O\d,“v ‘ WAVE }
She recalled him vin uriml, despond- :]:;’::q 111:1':*:{:1!:; s‘;t:i‘lfpliil:',::i,ll t‘;:;_:: 5 ¢SOO N T’ BAK\ K, AQ. !, \’\A@ \“UE“'VED A

'v'\",‘f'm""f\"{lj;v"‘ ";‘:."':‘_';ll‘lll“{“ l\.tl],::eputl}]‘:':i And that's why it's so much better BvY Georae “THINK TLL DRAW PART MACHINE ~-TUAT MAKES

kimono accosted them at the cot: [Lily JLEML T (O O v GAD WES) I WISH \T OF TTOuT, AN WUEGT rfe [ OLD PUONOGRAPH

recalled him in moods of
despairing and terrible humility.
now thought: ‘He's done it!”

There was that 'other image of a
bronzed and laughing figure riding
Too vital
vital for a cowardly end

tage door

She

She put the ring on her little fin-

he was too gal- |

“I Yove the ring, Ramon, and I'll
always love remembering you,
have no shame and no regret for
the thinga that have been between

no right now to end it. That is
true, I turned to you and took ad-
vantage of you, rejoicing in all your
goodnenm®, porhaps because I needed

it so mueh, I never thought to give |
you a hurt that you can't seem to
master, |

“Going on with it wouldn't alter

|

|
for each other than to go on )»e-“
coming more and more hupeloss—‘
more and more resentful until final- |
ly we would hate |
teach other,
“T wish that you eould be content |
Why need we |

the thought of

| with a friendship.
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SN AL Y il g obaint ¢ cuvap |CAN We not think of each other - v OLD CQO\L‘ = 7
wout it far awhile—they get over | o | Q\DE {o ME ! A 7%
¥ @ . : | kindly and happily? Why can we | : > NI y 7
it, Ie loved before. She died. He | i | %7
lived through that—" {not be glad for what we've had and | z
' .l.'h‘, '\“(m"“w a0 Dearttihal - ShE |meet like friends who no longer .
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filled. How sad that love goes on [PAl1S Cross now and again for a

for one and ends for the other—that
he would keep on looking backward,
but she could put it from her

Finally she thought: “It's better
ended for him. What could I bring
to anyone? I'll never be free. The
longer it kept on the more unhappy
it became.”

She went out and took a long
walk In the hills, but she couldn't
shake the cold, sunken weight from
her heart.

LR

Sandy wrote. She picked up the
ring, pressed its cool, glassy surface
against her lipss A mournful way
for things to end—romance that she
fancied treading so insolently, going
only gay, beautiful ways.

She wrote—pages and
calling all the generous, happy
things he had done for her, thank-
ing him many times. All through
the sentences went a note of final-
ity; a sad note of inevitable parting.
On the last page it was no longer a
mood of tender regret. It took form
in the words,

ACHING,
FEET

HE minute
you put
yourfeetin
a ‘“Tiz” bath
you feel pain
being drawn
out and com-
fort just soak-
ing in. How
good, your
tired, swollen, burning feet feel.
“Tiz” draws out the poisons that
cause tender, aching feet.

““Tiz" takes all the soreness out
of corns aud callouses, Get a box
of “Tiz” at any drug or depart-
ment store for a few cents.

End foot torture forever—
‘wear smaller shoes, keep your
feet fresh, sweet and comfortable.

.

Bathe in

ou like to eat

pages, re- |

blithe hour of happy remembering?
Jecause we were once so much to |
|each other, Is it necessary that be-
|ing less than this all, we must be |
|nothing? That is a petty way—an |
| ungratefu! attitude for the joys that
lhave been ours, {
| "“So write to me, Ramon, and- tell
[me you're happy--teil me you un-
[derstand. You know in your heart |
well as T that this end had to be, |
| “For you it is much better. You
|are worth a more substantial rela-
|tion than I can offer. You are bet-
ter free of me. Don’t you see this?
If not now-—you wilk. I hope so.”
. e
| She mailed this. She felt nrelieved
i—:l warm and aching relief,
The same morning that Sandy |
{nmih-d this letter she received one.
| Slowly the biood went burning to
‘h(’l' cheeks. She wondered if there
|\\'un> some way she could intercept
| her own message keep him
|from reading it. fright re-
| turned.

1 as

Her

Thls was the Jetter Ramon wrote:

“l am going away, dearest ntl
mine, for a little while. Because 1{
| don't want to make things hard for

you. And because I cannot rcm:u'n,
within traveling distance and kef'l)i
away from you. I've got to put the |
wide ocean between us.
| “I'm going, hoping for you, wait-
ing for you, living for you. As long
as T have this much I #on't de-
| spair. ‘'When I left you the other
3 night and you seemed so burdened,
| so anxious to be free—even a little
glad to have me gone—that night
| for a few hours I was determined to
| 8et out of yvour way and in such a
manner that I never could bother
you agaln.

“Then I began to consider your
side of it ... how worried you are
—how much you have at stake
and I remembered your lips on my
| eyes. I think this kept me from
| the madness. I believe vou care for |
me., You must. Don't you? Write
and tell me that I count for some-
1thin;: in your thoughts—that you
|
|

|
|
|
{

love me—you want me—that some

| day we'll be together and it will be
for always,

“I go away, believing this-—count-

{ iIng on this—dreaming of this in

every waking hour. You are all of

| life to me. I would suffer pain, 2 LOOK. WHATY T ]
inconceivable pain, to make you AIM A PEANY EVERY WEEK A A PENNY FoR GOT — LOOK. WK AT ' T TOOK.
:)]“’]‘l'y ««. I would be glad to do BECAUSE SAEF}MES K= 1 607"! TWO GAE ME ONE Q@QBE SET
s, DO YOU LONE AE /4 EAN
“Life would be utterly meaning. MDM? 4 PRANIGS 4 Y BECAUSE LONE AER"

less to me with the hope and the
dream of you gone. Sandy-—what
a power—what a terrific power you
have over me! When you ftash out
sometimes the way you do—when
you fling from me with that quick,
determined step of yours, I want to
drop dead. I have a morbid horror
| of displeasing you. It is a pity that
| T am so much under yvour heel—
| darling of mine—dear thing of mines
| But I'm glad to be there—glad to be
3 on my knees to you. Only let me
| stay so.

| ""Write—please—tell me to hope—
:toll me to yearn....say that tomor-
row we shall meet— You kissed me
——You put your dear, soft hands on

my face. I feel them—I laugh ]
feeling them. o J’
‘“Wear the ring for me—and

think of me. I'm waiting here un-
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til your answer comes.” B. A. Macfadden; ‘“The Industrial
PP w ’ S [ _P P' d I ‘N ri P d ’ Museum,” by C. R. Richards; “Tea-
Eclgrﬁgd?fl}roﬁsvgla};m}mggg ;S A cold sweat dotteq he"&‘(’\"ehoad. ar s tlnk Ots ICture n o ‘ ore araaes oD ReaiDes, LNy LENOMe = cuatY;
- . y ¢/ She couldn't veach hij D M £ 2 v
a bear? Bet you could hardly wait| ‘ C him—couldn’t o s = Mastery of the Bow and Bowing
S Pad ﬁllzed g y !s!u]) him from reading that letter, By Walter D, Hickman But this is no handicap, bepause rons,” by Mrs, L. C. Burnham; “St. Hubtlsties,” by Pual Stoeying. and
And didn’t everything taste good!| And wWhen he read it, his hope War’'s “stink-pots” are revealed iry| the style of Ford enables him to|Helios,” by Mrs. A. R. Burr; “Steel

Seemed like you never would get
enough. Didn't you feel good those
days. Yes, they were the red blood:
ed days,

Why isn't your appetite like that
now? Why don't you like to eat
just the same as you did in those
days? Here's the reason-—your sys-
tem is simply starving for the lack
of rich, red blood! You've lost your
appetite because you've lost your
red blood power. No red blood
nourishment for the tissues of your

|would vanish—he would be plunged

g |
|into |

a mood of black despondence. |
| She went to the pubic tolephm;}‘
and tried to get him by wire....He
|was not in.
| “He'll do it this time—Oh, Iord!”
She walked half blinded up the“hill.

She wrote to him....“But it will
be too late—"

She tried that night and the next
moring to reach him.

That afterncoon she was coming
Ben Murillo was

|
|<1m\'n the stairs.

natural dirt and color in “No More
Parades."”

Years after the World War we are
getting the first really serious,
natural and realistic study of war.

I have taken my time in telling
you about “No more Parades,” by
Ford Madox Ford, published by Al-
bert and Charles Boni, New York.

On the stage we have the direct
method of talk and deed in “What
Price Glory.” Not so direct is '“The

vroject successfully the mental re-
action of his characters.

I assure you that if you are weak
hearted and hesitate to become ac:
quainted with war as it exists in
foct and in the brain box of fight-
ingemen, then have nothing to do
with “No More Parades.”

On the other hand, if you read
books a good deal like going to the

theater, then you will welcome an |

opportunity to study this new Ford
novel.

Decks,” by J. B. Connolly; “King
of No Man’s Land,” by A. O. Friel;
“Gertrude Haviland's Divorce,” by
I. H. Gillmore; ‘“Appassionate,” by
Fannile Hurst; “Stormy Petrel,” hy
Oswald Kendall; “Plumed Serpent,”
by D. H. Lawrence; “East of Eden,”
by Lynn Montrose “Treasure
i Trail,” by Roland Pertwee; ‘“Three
Farms,” by Cynthia Blockley, and
“Dark Tower,” by F, B. Young.
New books of philosophy, sociol-

“Climates of the United States,'#by
D. Ward.

had its attention called to the Home
Complete Show this week by mem-
bers of the speakers committee of

the Indianapolis Real Estate Board,
headed by George T. Whelden.
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Every luncheon club of the City'

ogy. religion and economics are:
body. |Standing before the old marble. | Big Parade,” a movie showing the| JIere is an extraordinary book “Cosiaic Evolution.” by J. E tm -
i 2 - .| s1aic v . by J. E. Boodin; B ’ .

Build up your blood to where it 18 topped hatrack. He had the mail | more gentle attributes of the soldiers |yital, powerful and at times over-|“Life and Teaching of Jesus Ac- chk S Favorlte
pure and red and rich and watch|in his hands....He was sorting | behind the lines while not fighting | whelming in its dramatic action. |cording to the First Three Gospels,” ‘h "
that appetite come bﬂ‘(’,k! 8. 8. 8. ls‘u\'er the letters. | and then going into actual realism |wWar with all of its beastly attributes 1,,}. E. 1. Bosworth; “Our Enemy, Richard Halliburton, who SAY BAYER ASPIRIN and INSISTi
:he wz}x_v]}(; do (;tll’lfbségishclﬁ“l;f;;ﬂ Sandy’s heart stood still, then it | on the battle front. come to you in this story. [the Child,” by Agnes De Lim: | wrote that gay and romantic

ure bulld red- -cells — ew like a wild thing to her throat.| ‘But in “No More Parades” We| ,u. autvor is not intentionally | “Kunala,” by Arpad Ferenczy: “The || vagabond tdle of travel, the 13 . st
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g R r.e&.ce'lls o [hat'FuR BURN|NG EcZEMA satire and protests against the con-|fiohts of fighting men. Here is|Maxwell: “Oil Industry and the an interviewer that his favorite Colds Headache Neuritis Lumbago
weak blood of yours. And you'll duct of the war by England. i s not libel, as I see it, but an hon- |Competitive System,” by G. W. book and character is “Don Pai N 1gi .
look better—your skin will be clear ﬁg]::’ll:g"\;ejxceo;)::atsl?; Tnucrh:ed?n est attempt to picture the mental | Stocking. Quizote.” His mother read the am eéuralgia Toothache Rheurhatism

and unblemished — your flesh will
become firm and solid — strength
and power will come
to your flabby mus-
cles—you’ll be your~
jelf again.

8. 8, 8. will bring

‘“" ” »
back the joy of eat. ly to the battle front. we have one of the outstanding |[by T. F. Carter; “Colds, Cause, Heblespont, get jailed for pho- Acgept Oﬂl?’ Bayer .I’JC?\“@
Ig—the joy of living, penetrates, cleanses and soethes. Zemo Ford has done a marvelously big |dramatic works of modern fiction. Treatment and Prevention,” by R. tographing Gibraltar, and be which contains proven directions.
It's done it for thousands for genem | is a clean, dependable and inexpensive | thing in “No More Parades.”” His| Those who desire honest and sin- | L. Cecil; “Muskrat Farming,’ by the first person to climb Handy “Bayer” hoxes of 12 tablets
ations. It's going to do it for you,|antiseptic llquid, that is especially | method and)style are so striking and |cere writing,. to them I recommena |Earl Hummel; “Regeneration From Fujiyama in winter. All of Ao Kodtise of 24. and lOO—Druggists‘.
too. Get S. 8. 8. at your druggist.| adapted for daytime use hecause it does Aspirin 18 the trude mark of Bayer Manufacture of Al 2 of Salleylicacld
The larger bottle is more economw | gy ay gize 605 or large bottle $1.00,—Ad- little time fo adjust himself to the' New jpooks of fiction at the Cen- |Jacques Loeb; ‘“Constipation, Its for wind-mills--pouf! - g s A G 2w
leal. vertisement, | | § author's styje. ‘e tral prar) ~include: “The Lava- Cause, Effect and Treatment,” by & TRY A WANT AD IN THE TIMES, THEY WILL BRING RESULTS,
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Apply Zemo, the Antiseptic
Liquid—Easy to Use

When applied as directed Zemo ef-
fectively removes Eczema, quickly stops
itching, and heals skin troubles, also
Sores, Burns, Wounds and Chafing, It

not show. Ask your druggist for a

of battle,

We come into close contact with
the brain machine of the fighters
and the leaders. We face honestly
the mental combat of a married of-
ficer, whose wife ‘“dogs” him near-

so individup! that it takes one a

'

side of the war game.

“No More Parades” is for the
adult, mature mind—the mind
which is capable of looking a fact
square in the face.

The more that I consider this
book the more convinced I am that

“No More Parades.”

wac MG o

New Scientific and technical books
are: “A Health Survey of Ninety-
Eight Cities;” “Chemistry in Modern
Life,”” by 8. A. Arrhenius; “Ap-
| proaching Motherhood,” by G. L.|
Brodhead; “Invention of Printing in |
China and Its Spread Westward,” |

a Physico-Chemical Viewpoint,” by

g b s i e

book to him when he was 6; at
16 he read it again and at 26
he relived the old thrill a third
time.
that the boy who had idealized
the old wind-mill fighter, could
and would, 28 a man, swim the

which Halliburton has done, As

It isn't surprising then
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