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CONDENSED CLASSICS

A TALE OF

Uy CHAKLES DICKENSY

TWO CITIES

Candsnation I3 Ma Sara A, Hasslin

L

Chevies Jubn Hulam Dickans
Engiand, shere his father was & cler

Cadshill Place, in Kenl, on

Hiv dreams

Boe,"

The "Plekw
English reading
by" (1838.39),

ublished in ins
zu any litarary

evepn more pop
1867 .68,

“the warld" fur “my country.”

Rudge" (1840.41),
movels, the last, “The Myster
(IB70) being unfinlibed, “Davi
60), held by many to be his wasterpioce, and by not »
fow to be the greatest story ever written, is suppoied
to be semiwutoblographical. Mamy of his novels were

war horn Feb. 7, 1812, st Portens,
k in the Navy Pay office, He died at
une B, 1870

of writing cama te Kim surly when

He becama & reporter on the

Ik Papers”™ (1837) were & greal auc:

eean,  Their inimitable vollicking humer captivated the

world, His Birst extended novel was

“"Qliver Twint" (1838), lollowed by "Nicholus Nickle.

“Old Curiosity Shop" and "Barnaby
He produced some 10 major
of Edwia Drood”
Copperfiald” (1864

tallments, and never belure or since
publicatjon nxcited such & furors,

Altar his initial sucesssos, Dickens’ lils was »
triumphal procession,
hippiness. He visitod America, where his works ware

4o,

| ouly by d tie un-

ular than in England, in 1842 and

He wrate in his will his own bert epitaph, | rest

my clnims to the remembrance of my country an wy
publiched works."

He might well have substituted

Perhaps the quality that distingulshes his novels among all others Is

their sbounding bumor,

Col, Thomas Newecome, the liero of
Argom. and of Bbhartpour, hnd loved
the Bwwiiet Beonove de IHols, bt
ol B Woenth of bis slep

+indie to carve ot

There he had murrled
Ihe widow, Mms, Casoy, and a fow

virs Inter sent thivie son Olive 1o Engs
Il e regnled tho Indies of the
Feginiit with Clive's Jotters; sport-

g young wen would glve or take
widds that the eolonel would thattion
Clive's ntmie once before fve nilnutes,

r thres times o ten minutes. Dut
hose who lsughed wt Clive's father

el very Klndly,

AL lust the happy twme came for
wlieh the wolonel hind been longlog,
Wi B boek Tenve of bis reglment, In

uirtand he had 1o his family elrele

brothers, Bir Brian, who had
Ly Ann, daughter of the

Bew, wid Hobson Newecote,
‘W moriing a0 brenkfast while Sir
u o rhumped Wis dry tonst, Barnes,
SN, winhl 1o his sister Kthel: “My

i colopel of sepoys, and hiw |

bty sot huve been paying & visit
o ‘lll"‘l||.1||' o
“You are wways sneerlng abont our
e, broke lo Etbel, “and soylng
Kl nings nbout Clive.  Our uncle
Coudead, good, kiod man, and 1 love
Win®
At Hobwom  Newcome's and  else
Vhere the famlly party often assem-
el thie eolutiel, Ws Priend Mr. Binnle
o Minnle's wintur, Mrs, Mackenxls
I her dunghtor Rowsey, Sir Brian
bobady Ann, and Clive wha had
chpainter, Fromw one of these
Hve and I, his friead Arthue
Vilked with the usal Ha-
“I “un't help
sl the astute Clive, “that
inelid | was (o love with Ethel,
| suppose, they think 1 am oo
b Ix as good s
e ws cuh be, and never ot
Mough T foncy Mres, Moo
her”

0 Momgy.

I and our Mr, Clive went

wre ho found old Lady

gronddunghter Ethel,

taute for pletures, ouly

I owuppose” suld Lady
v Bthel,

ouking nt the ploture,”

af ot the lictle green

armer, 1 think, grand.

W, "wo young ladies

hit to have Uitle green

/ I ur backs, with ‘sold'

wh, too, wits al Baden,
wrey pretty lttle Lady
froe ot last from that
Wi Bolstes, Lord High
’ Liady Kew had pluns
rowing regard for his
put e Jeopardy.
oupg mnn, 1 think It 18
ol Ly Kew snlid to
I ot homor, "1 hve
it poor Htle crenture
pitain Belslae belaved 8o
does not core n g for
Sho I8 engogoed, ws
fo iy grandecn NBaroes;
i et ellglhle aiion;
h dEngement to my graond
W hins long been setiled
your tn London, we heard
vere emgogud, to g young
wwn ik of 1fe=Miss

prtire led to more Mirta-
bl thone old Lady Kew
vines,  but  Bthel  had
ekt feew undesimble a man Lord
fow was. nud broke the engngemamt
woctledr 1o et grandmothoer's honrt,
When Cllve hienrd that the engage
et Wi overs between Kew and Ethol
Jiee st ot in hinste for London, | was
Pustnlied ns confidant, and to ma Clive
walil: “Mrs. Mockenzle bothers me so
T hnedly know where to turn, aod poor
Uitle Mosey 15 ginde to'write me a
nole about something twice n doy.
Oh Penl P'm up another tree now |"
Citve met his cousin Bihel at a party
or two In the onsuing weeks of the
wognnn, and nt one of thelr meotings
Fithel told Wim that her geandmothoer
would not recelve N, 1t was then
it Clive (houwght Bthel worldly, Al
though much of her attltude Wk due
ta the keen and ontelenting Lady
[Kow.  The colongl and Jomes Honie
doring all this time put thele-two fopd
hends togethior, and  Mrs, Motk
tttaead bith of them and Clive e

happy with ber Garaes Al the |ife
and spiein lind Geen crusbed ong of the

v a boy he read bresthlessly the battered novel: in |
his Tather's library,
London newspapars, and wrote (1836) “Sketches by
wherein are, in miniature, all the abounding
wirtues of his novels,

Rirl, conmlgned to eruel usnge labe |

lness, and 0 bitter reculloctions of
the st Jiek  Belstoe
Mighgate
lotger, and fook Ludy Clurs wwiy
from ber bullylog but cowardly hus
binnd, The elopewent of Clarn ajete
od Ethel's syes to the misiry of love
less mnrriages, and the wammn of hor
|HM Tove, the Muorqnls of Farintosh
| mlrondy distressed over the unplons
| abt notoriety of the proposed New

now  Lord

oould stand the strnin oo |

comy nllinoee, recelved g lotler from |

Ethel whieh set ber son free

Ethal ‘then turned 0 the lotaly,
motherless childeen of her brother
Barnen, and found comfort In deviling
herself 1o them. Clive moreled lils
Romey, wui! Wis futhier determined to
hecomde o member of pardinment In
Plice of Sir Barnes, One olght the
colonel, returning from hils election:
werlng, et Clive, enndle ip hand, As
#ich saw the other's foce, It wis 8o
very sad sl worn and pale, that Cals
onel Newcoine with quite the tender
neks of old days, erled "God hless me,
my boy, how Wb you look! Come and
warm  Yourself, Clyy!"

U1 bave seon oa ghost, father Clive
sald, “the ghost of my yomh, futher,
the ghost of wmy lhappliess, and the
bkt doys of my e, 1 saw Bihiel 1o
day.”

YNry, my by, you misin't tnlk to
Yo hnve the dearest Hitle
A dear litle wife nnd

me A
wife ot home
il

“You b a wite: but that doesnt
thopehts. Do
you kmow vou never spoke twice In
your fe abiout my tiother? You dida'y
enre for her”

=l i my doty by ber inter
posed the colonel,

"I know, but your heart wus with
the othier. Ho Is mine. It fatal, It
runs (o the fumily, nther”

The shares of the Bundeleund Dank-
Ing company In which the colonel bad
made Ul fortune now declined stead
Ity, and at last the crash came, wiplng
out all the colonel's money and with
It all Rosey's forfune. The Im
poverlshed  Newcomes sitled  down
first ot Boulogne, and then ln London
the ealonel wenry, feehile. white halr
ed, Mrs. Muckenzie n perfect ter
mugant, Hosey pale nod alllng, and
Hitle Towmy, the babs, n comfort
nid noewre to the bardsworked Clive

The colonel, no lotger able to live
under the same roof with Mrs. Mae
kenzle, found m home with the Grey
Frinrs, nud bere T saw him,

When the colonel's misfortines werd
at thetr worst, Ethel in veading an old
hook, fonnd o letter from the colonel's
stopmother  between 1he  covers. It
wis a memorandum of o proposed he
quest to Clive.  Bihel ot onee deter
mined to carry out this Intended b
quest, and o she and 1 hastened to
Clive's homie; but oot even good news
could soften Mrs. Mockentle's vl
temper.. That was a sad and, wretch
ol night, In which Mrs, Mackoenzie
stormed until the poor delicpie Rosey
[0l dto the fever to which she owed
her denth. We soon pepalesd to the
Grey Friars where we found thnt the
colonel wns In his last Uiness. He
talked Toudly, he gave the word of
command, spoke Hindustonee us If to
hls men. Then he sooke words In
French rapldly, selzlog o hond that
was near him, and orylng, “toujonrs,
toufours " Ethel and Clive and the
nurse wers In the room with him. The
old man talked on rapldty for pwhile:
then pgaln he wonld slgh pod be st
oneo more 1 heard him say, hurrled:
Iy, "Take care of Mm when I'm In
Indin;" and then with n beart-ronding
volca he called for the lovo of lis
youth “Leonore, Leonors!l" The pa-
tent's volea sank Into falnt murmurs:
ooly & moan now and then snnounceed
that he wos not asleep,

At the ustial evenlng hour the chapel
hell began to toll, and Thomas New-
tome's hands outside the hed feebly
bent a thme.  And Just as the Inst bel)
struek, n pecullar sweet smile shone
over hig face, and he 1fted np his
lend n Tittle, and quickly snid, “Ad
aum,” fnd foll baek, It was the word
we used at school, when names were
called ; and lo, he whose heart was os
that of o Mttle ehild, bnd answersd to
hig name, and stood In the prosence of
(e Muster,

Copyrielit, 1m9, by Post Publlshing (.

prevent  olher—other

JpanWhitle the Lady Clard a8 not

(Tho Boton Pout) Al rlghts resgrved

SISLER  FILLS SHOES
OF GREAT TY
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Ty Cobb's sboes scomingly are
fllud  Oeorge Blsler, greal star
of the Bt Louls Cardinals whi
now loads all batswen o bolh
big leagues with s percentage of
416, has stepped iuto the very
beart of the fans by his
work, Sieler Is sdmitted the best
first baseman in tho game today.
He broke into the game s &
Iteher—but, like the great Babe
futh, his bal work was s0 sensa-
tonal that be was noeoded In they
lne-up evory duy,
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HELLO 8ON ! Capti DewN | | HELLG LSTEN! MOTHER HAD Two New RUGS
TO MEET - Youe GLD | Pov SENT COT ToDAY AND SHE'S CoiNg~
DhD, J-"!:'J — ‘“—1’,_.

Seleot your tires ac-
cording to the roads
thoy have to travel:

In sandy or hilly coun-
e

a
u. anhby.

For ordinary
roads—The U, &n&
or Usco,

For front wheels —
The U, 8. Plain.

For best ¢ ?Ill:;l
sverywhare-1.

Corda.

When the train came
in back in 1910

EN years ago you might

have seen one or two
automobiles waiting outside
the station, when the weather
was pleasant,

Today the square is crowd-
ed with them, And most of
the cars you generally see
therearemoderate-pricecars,

1l

Anybody who tells you that
owners of moderate-price
cars are not interested in the
quality of their tires has
never met very many of
them.

We come in contact with
the small car owner every
day and we have found that
heis just as much interested
as the big car owner,

There is one tire, at least,
that makes no distinction
between small cars and large
cars so far as quality is cone
cerned—the U. S, Tige.

Every U. 8. Tire is just
like every other in quality
—the best its builders know
how to build.

Whatever the size of your
car, the service you get out
of U. S. Tires is the same,
It isn't the car, but the man
who owns the car, that sets
the standard to which U, 8§
tires are made,

w

We feel the same way
about it, That's why we
represent U. 8. Tires in this
comrhunity,

United States Tires
GRAHAM & SON




