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8YNOPSIS,

Panie! Blade suddenly advances from a
penniless miner to a milllonalre and be-
comes n power In the politieal and busi-
ness world,. He has his eye on the gover-
nor's chalr. His simple, home-loving wife
falls to rise to the pew conditions, Siade
meats  Katherine, daughter of Senator
Strirklnnd‘. and sees in her all that Mary
is not. Wesley Merritt, editor of a looal
paper, threatens to fight Blade through
:‘l!m columns of his paper and Slade defles

m.

CHAPTER IHll—Continued.

Suddenly Slade's eyes lighted with
the fire of declslon. His mouth be-
came & firm, stralght line of deter
mination, There was something Im-
placable and grim in his very attitude
as the resolve to win Katherlne Strick-
land became fixed In his mind. He
longed to hurry after her—to tell her
of his decislon to fight, if not with,
then for her, He was eager to show
ber just how much they two together
could make out of life, a blg, fine fight
for position and power.

Even the thought of belng governor
was left in the distance as plan after
plan raced through his mind, of greater
conguests and bigger achlevements,
possible only with a woman like Kath-
erine Strickland for his wife. So ab-
sorbed and Intense were his thoughts
of the future with her for the moment
be forgot completely the woman who
for 80 years had kept her place as his
wife. In all his dealings he had never
coneldered obstacles, except to sweep
them from his path, As bhe remem-
bered the present and Mary, he never
hesilated or faltered from his newly
made resolution.

Mary could go It alone. He would
gee that she had everything that
money could buy. He would make her
comfortable and take care of her. That
she should be further consldered never
entered his mind. Always ruthless in
tis methods, he was equally cruel even
when the obstacle to his advancement
was a fragile little woman who had
given him the best of her love and
years and who would gladly have lald
down her life to save his. :

It was not as if a sudden flame of
intensive, overwhelming love for Kath-
erine Strickland had surged through
his heart. It was nothing as decent
or as fine or as blameless as that. His
whole attitude toward the girl was
one of cold-blooded acquisition, He
bad determined to have her just as he
had determined only last week to out-
bld every other man at the rug auc-
tion. He wanted her to take a place
in his life because he knew what her
value would be to him. He wanted her
beauty, her brain, her savoir falre, as
80 many stepping stones by which to
mount higher and higher In the affalrs
of the state and the nation.

In spite of the fact that he criticlzed
his wife's lack of social graces, he
was wise enough to know that he was
far from a finished produet himself.
In spite of himself, traces of the par-
venu occaslonally showed through the
veneer of bluff and arrogance. With
a wife like Katherine he would soon
come to know all the fine points of the
social game, A wife like Katherine
would cover up a multitude of hia lit-
#e sins of commission and omission.

CHAPTER 1V.

Blade wanted Katherine Btrickland
Yor his wife much the same as he
would have desired a wealthy, clever,
influential man for a partner. It was
to be a union of ambition, There was
oo tenderness In his thoughts of her.
He was actuated purely and simply by
the lust for power and the greed of
glory. All the softer, better.things In
the man’s npature were swamped by
this torrent of craving for worldly suc-
¢ess that was sweeping him on to com-
mit the most dastardly act in his long
eareer of trampling over the heads
and bearts of adversaries aod oppo-
ments.

Even when he was a boy Dan Blade
had always set his teeth at “You can't
do it," or "It can’t be done.,” The vary
dificulty of a thing strengthened his
determination to do. All his life long
bis success had been punctuated by
the ruin of other men. He had not
advanced so far without pushing other
men back, Now that a woman instead
©of a man stood In the way, the result
was the same. His methods might be
Quleter, more merciful, but the answer
would be the same. Maury's sterling
worth, her long years of devotlon and
saweet tenderness counted for nothing
once be became convinced that Mary's
dowdiness, her standpat policy und her
arrested development were stop-gaps
40 his own opportunity for progres-
#lon, He lgpnored the fact that the -
tle brown-eyed, patlenl woman was as
anuch a part of him as were his eyes
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or his armes or any other very sssen-
tial part of his belng.

It was at just this point In Slade's
pitileas reasoning that Mary, peering
over the baluster and seelng him
alone, hurried down the staire,

“Thank goodness, they've gone,” she
declared as she came Into the room.
Then seeing the numerous side lighte
burning she hastened to turn one
after the other down to a glimmer.
“I'm so glad you're not going out,” she
went on, coming over to him and rub-
bing her cheek against his sleeve. The
little movement was a pathetically
mute appeal for some caress, “What'd
they say?” she asked, suddenly, as
she realized that her tender yearning
met with no response.

But her husband was in no com-
municative frame of mind.

“You're not mad with me, are yer?
she questioned, wistfully, very much
like an eager child who has been re-
pressed,

“No," Blade replied, briefly and with-
out much Interest.

Mary breathed a quick sigh of rellef.

“Ab, then, we'll have a nlce, qulet,
pleasant evening,” she declared, add-
ing coaxingly: “Let's go upstairs and
have a game of euchre. We haveu't
played for ever so long.”

Slade looked at her, his eyes drawn
into a deep frown. It was true he
wasn't angry with her, but he was

“Such Didoes; You Kiss Me.”

angry at the thwarting circumstances
that were hemming him In. Her very
manner irritated him now—her qulet
contentment, her calm acceptance of
her fallure to meet his guests and Al
her place as mistress of his home mad-
dened him. He was all the more de-
termined to fight for something else-~
to begin his campalgn for a governor-
ship and another woman that moment,

“You can amuse yourself after I'm
gone,” he answered over his shoulder,

“Then you are golug out?” Mary’s
volce echd®d the disappointment she
felt,

“Yen." Blade continued to be mono-
syllable. “But 1 want to have a talk
with you. Mary—we've got to come
to some understanding.”

“Why, what—?" Mary began, and
then stopped. For the first time she
noticed his changed manner and his
averted eyes. Bhe started to fumble
with her workbasket.

“] ean't put it off any longer, I—
ér—" Blade stopped short. He was
finding this attempt at an “under-
standing” much more difficult than he
bad aaticipated.

“What is It you're trylng to say,
Dan?” Mary's voice was firmer than
his. “What's In your mind? You keep
hinting at something lately and you
never finish IL. What is ft7"

“You're a rich woman in your own
name, Mary. Are you satisfled with
what I've seltled on you?"

“Why, yes,” came the quick re
gponse, a8 Mary's puzzled eyes
searched his for a reason for the
strange question. Then she added:
“You've been mighty good to me, Dan.”

“How would you llke to go and live
in the country, Mary?”

Glad surprise filled the woman's
eyes, Her thin cheeks flushed as she
clasped her hands excltedly.

“Ob, Dan, you know I'd lke it
You're awfully good, father, 1 knew
you'd back down and give In, This
is no place for us.”

“You leave me out of the question.”
And to his credit the man becams

shamaliond.

*I ean't loave you out of the ¢
tion," she protested quickly, J‘:
Inkling of her husband’s real moaning
having enlered hor hoad. In her per
feot love and loyaity she was imper
any hint of neglect or dlsloy:
Alty from him, Had she known his
thoughts her first oare would hate
Bim as ons whose
Shiniiading, had . sotdonls

h sudde
clouded,

For an lnstant the man was silent,
His face was turned from here and he
was looking out the doorway through
which the stately figure of Katherine
Strickland had just prssed and through
which he hoped to walk some day—
governor.

“je<]—wouldn't go with you, Marr,"

he fnally turned and looked her:

squarely In the eyes.

“Why—where would you be? Where
would you live? Where would you?"
She stopped and then finished, “Pehaw,
That's all foolishness, Dan."”

“"Mary."” Blads was tirmer now. His
volce had a ring of finality, but Mary
didn’t understand. "1 can't go on apel-
oglzing for you eternally! You can't
have a hoadache every night! 1 must
oither have a wife who ean be the
head of my household or none.”

Into the woman's heart there leaped
a sharp fear, followed by the childish
idea that perhaps, because she wouldn't
go to the opera, she was to be pun
Ished—sent away alone—untll she was
forgiven,

“You're tired of me,"” she suggested.

“If that were true and you filled the
bill, we could put up with each other,”
he returned brutally, “but It lsn't so.”

“Don't you love~ me? she balf
breathed the guestion timidly.

For a brief instant something eaught
at Blade's heart and tugged and tugged.
He turned with a look of Infinite ten
derness and sald, simply: “Yes, Mary,
I do.” HIls tone was genulne and sin-
cére.

Mary laughed a little, happy laugh.
At the sound Slade’s mood changed
like a flash. It grated on his already
overwrought nerves. It eeemed to dis-
miss the controversy, to end the argu-
ment, to ring the death-knell of the
dream that had come to him. The
careless way In which she apparently
dropped the discussiorn of going away
nettied him. Prompted by a sudden
fmpulse, he snatched her workbasket
from her lap and flung it the full
length of the room. “D—n that bas.
ket!” he exclaimed, "Can't I ever see
you without 1t7*

“Dan!*” Mary's gasp of amazemeant
was the only sound In the room, It

| was the first time he had ever been

harsh with her, She shrank back burt
and frightened. “Why, good Lord,
Dan, you never did that before.”

Then, with qulet dignity, she began
to pick up the basket, the hated darn-
Ing cotton, the needlea and sclssors,
and the lttle worn thimble. Slads,
walching her slight, stooping figure,
ought to have been ashamed, but hie
anger was flaming hot and he didn't
as much as offer to help,

Mary's mood changed, too,

“1 belleve you're doing it to get your
own way,” she sputtered, “but you
ain't golng to get it. I've got as much
right to my life as you've got to yours.”

As sheé came up to him, he stood
Erim and sllent, suddenly determined
that if she wouldn't go he would, If
she refused his offer of a home In the
country, then she could have this great
house to herself and he would live at
the club,

“There ain't anything you could ask
of me I wouldn't do—except—" Mary's
troubled face was looking into hia.

“Except what | ask,” he finished, sar
castically, and hurried from the room,
curtly ordered his dressing bag packed
and then, hat in hand, his overcoat on
his arm, came back into the room.

“Did It ever occur to you, Mary, that
you're a mule? he asked. “You're
eweet and good tempered and amiable
but you'd have given the mule that
came out of Noah's ark peints on how
to be stubborn.”

“How often have | falled you In
these years Dan?"

“You're falling me now. You won't
look at things with my eyes."

“We're not one person, we're two,
Dan,” she reminded him, quietl¥,

“Well, that's the trouble, we ought
to be one, That's just what I'm get-
ting at. 'We ought to be of one mind.”

“Whose? Yours?' and Mary's eweet
mouth puckered Into & very little
smile,

“I'm done,”
lessly,

“I can remember the time when you
would have thought that was cun-
ning,” she reproached him.

“I'm golog to my elub, Mary,” he
announced, disregarding her playful
attempt to smooth things over.

Mary gazed at him, bewlldered by
his swiit changes of moed, hurt by
his attitude, almosut aagry because Lo
was 80 unreasonable,

Then love came rushing up into her
heart, After all he was her Dan, What
did this eroasness or his nervousoaess
matter? Bhe went up to him, pulled
his scarf a bit closer round his throat
and as he turned away with s nug
tered w weited prtlently, Theq,
laying hand on his srm—such a
thin lttle hand, with his wedding ring
haoging loossly on it-—asked: *“Bhall
1 walt up for you?”

Blade's face worked convulsivaly.

Blade declided, hope

She aida't understand, poor little soul.
He was golng away for good, for all
tme, and she was asking if slie wounld
walt ng for him. More than once be
fore she had asked that question of
him, the question that from a wife's
Ips, carries with It unspoken, tender
pleading. For a space NS was torn
with emotions he could not define, had
hardly expected himaelf to fesl, Bome-
thing bade him turn back upon ambi
tion and pride and clasp Into his arms
this lttle woman who had worked for
bim, with him, who bad had falth in
bim when he was poor, and who had
struggled and cooked and slaved for
bim that he might rise to his present
position,

But he struggled agninst the feeling,
fought It back and conquered,

“No, don't walt up for me”

“All right,” Mary agreed, "1 won't,
if you don't want we to0,” and then,
with a roguleh smile, “but I will walt
up for you all the same.”

Blade was touched, but he stiffened
his shoulders,. Weunlth he had won,
honors he meant to have—and Kath:
eripe Strickland,

“Good-night, Mary,” he ealled, coldly,
as he hurried out of the room.

Left alone, Mary stood watching
him, a forlorn lttle figure,

“Why, he didn't kiss me.” She hun
rled to the door. “Dan, you forgot
something, Dan!*

Blade, hastening to the door, halted,
hesitated, turned back,

“You come right back here and kins
me,” Mary demanded, affectionately.
“Such didoes; You kiss me"” 8She
raised her face for the kiss she thought
was “good-night” and which he meant
as “good-by." Blade stooped and lald
his lips on hers, gently, reverently,
then hurried out, almost as If he were
afrald to stay a minute longer.

“Such didoes,” Mary laughed to her
sell. She looked around the great
empty room. It suddenly struck her
that she had never really been happy
In this room. Riches had proved a
burden rather than a pleasure. They
had robbed her of Dan's devotion, his
confidence, his galety. BShe hastened
to turn out the lights, shuddering as
she did so. B8he grabbed her work:
basket from the table and suddenly
overcome with fright in the great
sllent shadowy room, fled to the lighted
hall, calling: "“Susle, Susle—"

{TO BE CONTINUED.)

FROM DOCTRINE OF GALEN

Use of Term “Man of Spirit,” Ete,
May Be Traced Back to the Sec
ond Century.

“Few persons even stop to consider
when they speak of ‘a man of spirit’
that they are unwittingly employlng
the language of the days of Galen,”
says the Jourual of the American
Medical assoclation. “Yet this s ev)-
dently the survival of the old doctrine
of apirits. We may belleve that Galen
had & conception of the nerve trunks
as conductors of something—he called
it spirits—to and from the brain and
spinal cord.

“The natural spirita were that un-
defined property which gave Lo blood
the capacity of nourishing the tissues
of the body. The vital spirits were
acquired In the heart, and when at
last the blood with its vital spirits
went to the braln and experienced a
sort of refinement for the last time,
the animal spirits were separated
from it and carried to the body by
the nerve trunks.”

Such was the {dea of the vital fune-
tlons in the second ceptury. Today.
after 1,800 years, we know that there
are no “spirits” in our blood or nerves,
but we still speak of being In “high
spirits” or “low spirits,” of being full
of “animal spirits,” of a “spirited an-
swer” or a “spirited horse.”

Applied Advice.

Some time ago an Alabamsa lad)
iindly undertook to advise one of her
negro malds as to certaln rules of
propriety that always should be ob-
served by young women to whom at-
tentions are pald by gentlemen
friends. One evening the lady, won-
dering whether her seeds of advice
had fsllen upon rocky ground, sta
tioned herself In a rocker near the
kitchen door, where she was enter-
tained by the following dialogue:

“Look here, don't you try to git
fresh wif me! Mah npame's Miss
fmith—npot Mary. Ah don't ‘low mah
best an’ most pa'tic’lar friends to call
me Mary.”

“Ab beg your pahdon, Miss S8mith,
But say, Miss Smith, would yo' jes's
soon shift to de oder knee? This
yere one's tired.”

Trade Secret.

“Now ths first thing to learn about
the shoe trade is this. As soon as A
customer comes in take off his shoes
and hide ‘em.”

“What's that for “

“Then you can walt on ‘em at your
convenienca, my boy, They can't walk
out.*~—Loulsville Courier- Journal,

Man and His Age.

After & man reaches the age of Aft)
he begins to see insults in the news
papers to the elfect that he Is an old
man.~Topeka Capltal,

The first use of ni;'um was In the
manufacture of crematory robes for
the anclent Romasus,

L—

Had First Carrier Pigeon,

The agorl of plgesn-Nying, now pro
WMbited by our war office, dates back
lows than 100 years, although the
Bryptinne tralned plgeons (o serve as
messengers 4000-0dd yours ugo, and
thelr example wan followed by the An
syrinns, the Chinese, the Grecks and
the Romans, The first plgeon race
wan organized In Belglum In 1818, and
two years Inter a bird was flown fram
Paris to Verviers, where [is arriviy)
wns halled by n procession with brass
bands. Over here the first pigeon
race was held In 1875, from Newcenstle-
on-Tyne to Bexhill. The sport eaught
on rapldly, espoecially In Lancashire
and Yorkshire, and such long distunce

flights as from Manchester to San
Sebastlan (700 milen) have been
achleved, Nowadays the English

c¢lubs traln about 1,600,000 bLirds an-
nunlly, and “plgeon spocials™ of 18 or
20 vans are common on all our rall
wiys.~=London Chronlole,

HERE IS A WAY
TO GET RID OF PIMPLES

Hathe your face for several minutes

with resinol soap wnd hot wialer, then
apply a little resinol olntment very
gently. Let this stay on ten minutes,

and wash off with reainol soap and
more hot water, finlshing with a dash
of cold water to close the pores. Do
this once or twioe a day, and you will
be astonished to find how qulokly the
heallng, antiseptic resinol meodicntion
soothes and cleanses the pores, re
moves plmples and blackheads, and
leaves the complexion clear and vel
vely., Al druggists sell resinol soap
and resinol ointment.—Adv,

Firat Filction Known.

Are you awnre that the “Tale of
Two Brothers,” written 3200 years
ngo by the Theban sceribe Ennana, 1
brarian of the palace of King Merenp-
tah, the supposed Pharnoh of the Kx.
odus, I8 the oldest work of fletion
extant?

The tale was written, apparently,
for the entertalnment of the erown
prince, who subsequently relgned as

Seti IL His name appears in two
plnces on the manuscript—probably
the only surviving nutograph slgnae

tures of an Egyptian king

This piece of antigue flction, writ-
ten on 19 sheots of papyrus In a bold
Wleratic hand, was purchased in Italy
by Mme, 4'Orbiney, who sold It In
1867 to the authorities of the British
museum, where It I now known as
the d'Orbiney papyrus.-~Tid Bits,

Rats Save Store Manager,

KRats saved August Schmidt In court
it Greensburg, Pa., when tried on the
tharge of embezsiing goods worlh
12450 from the slore of P. H. Butler,
Monessen, of which he waa the man-
nger.

It wan offered In testimony that
Iuring the early part of the year the
rodents killed 27 eats which had been
purchased to exterminate them, They
also destroyed a weasel which was
gunranteed to rid the place of rats,

Clerks in the store testified that as
many as half a crate of eggs would
be destroyed In a glght, and that 17
barrels of flour had been eaten by
the rats In a short time, It did not
tnke the jury long to arrive at ac
quittal.-=Philadelphia Record.

“Dead Khot™ kills

Dr. Peery's Yermliiuge
few bours

and expeln Worios in n very
Adv

Named.

“Who In that powerful giant who
looks like a modern Samson?” nsked
the stranger.

“That Is Perclval Algernon Cyril
Milk,” replied the native.

“And who Is the delleate, sissified-
looking chap with him?' asked the
siranger.

“That is John L. Sulllvan Hercules
Strong,” replied the native,—Stanford
Chapparal.

Too Effective.

“Bul how did he happen to get en-
gaged to the girl If he doesn't love
her?"

“Why, he sald he waa convincing
when he merely meant to be plaus
Ible,”"—Judge,

1'!_’011. OWN DREUGGIST WILL TELL YOU
ry Murine Eye Remedy for Hed, Weak, Watery
Eyes and Granuiated Eyelids; No Smarting —
ust. Kye Comfort. Write for Rook of ihe Eye
y mall Free, Murioe Eye Hemedy Co., Cicago,

Good at Figures.

Sammy was not prone to over-exer
tion in the classroom; therefore his
mother was both surprised and de
lighted when he came home one noon
with the announcement: “1 got 100
this morning.”

“That's lovely, Bammy!"” exclalmed
his proud mother, and she kissed him
tendeorly, “What was it int"

“Fifty In reading and 50 in 'rith.
metle."—Fhlladelphia Publlie Ledger,

SUCCESS—-
Depends Upon Your Training

Our courses In Bhorthand, Paen.
manahip, Dusiness Tralning and
Talwsgruphy will eguip you fer »
sucesmalul budipess career,

FALL TERM BEPTEMBER 1.
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We Guarantee Positions for All
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