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TYoung Hush Whitaker's
him he has but a few ant)
his sweet heart Jitts hir His
Btark, fnds him Jdisconsolnte and pr
A ML VOYIEe Whitnker v " way | ]
strange fown and finds young Miary Lad
Islax, demerted by (he man with whom
ahe sloped. aboul to commit suicide
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One about to die surely must
feel more at ease about his
future if he Is conscious of hav-
ing really dene some good In the
world. And In the scheme of
things beyond our understand.
ing perhaps a single big unself.
Ish act—one that saves another
from a grievous deed—will bal-
ance our milllon mean little
transgreesicns and leave us
with credit on the Big Book.
In the Instaliment given here
there's a mighty fine story In-
volving Just this point.
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CHAPTER Il1—Continued.

“1 didn’t have any money to spenk
of, but 1 had someé Jewelry—my moth-

r's—and he wus 1o tnke that nnpd
pawn It for money to get married
with,*

"1 see”

The girl In her turn went to one of
the windows, stunding with her back
to the room, Whitnker drew a chalr
for hier und took n sent a lUttle dis-

e awaey, with a Keen glance ap-
the change In her conditlon.
mensurably more
vged and mistress of her emotions,
hough he had to Juidge mostly by her
olee and manner, so dark was the
Yoo,

“Don't!" she cried sharply, “Please
on't look at me so—"

“l beg your pardon, I dido't mean

"

[y v—

“It's only—only that you make me

rulsing

She seonsed o=

think of what you must be thinking | half hysterical,

Lbout me—"

"“here mustn't be uny more talk,
or oven any thought, of anything like
that. T poderstund oo well to ask the
impossihle of yon Nat there s one
winy out=na perfectly right way—If
voi're willing and brive enough to
tnke a chancee—a long chintee”
Somehow she sectmied o gnln hope
of his tone. 8he sat up, following hilm
with eyes that sought Incredulously to
belloeve,

“Inve 1 nny choleo? she nuked.
“I'm desperate enough o

"God koows," he sald, “you'll have
o be ™

“Try me”™

He paused, standing over her,

“Despernte enough (o marey a mnn
who's bound to dle withiu six months
nid leave you free? Pin that mon:
the doctors give mo six months wore
of Hfe, Wil you tuke my vatbe to
free yourself?  Henven my withess,
you're welcome Yo "

*Oh,"” she breathed, nghast, “what
are you saying?’
“I'm proposing marriage,” he =ald,

with his qualot, onesided  smile.
“Please listen: 1 ¢ame to this place
o make n qulek end to my troubles—

but I've changed my mind about thet,

now. What's happenad In this room
hus made me see tha! nobody has
any right to—hnsten things, Buot 1
mean to lenve the country —<lmmedinte

v—and let death flod me where It
will, I shall lenve behind me g name
and g Httle money, aelther of any con-

| eelvable tse to we, WHI you tuke them,

them to make your life what
it was meant to be? It's o Hittle thing,
but It will make me feel n lot more
| fit to go out of this world—to know
I've left ot least one decent aect to
mark my memory., There's only this
far-fetched chnnee—l1 may live, Tt's o
million-to-one shot, but you've got to
bear It In mind, But really you ean't
]l'lﬁ"_.'

“Oh, stop, stop!™ she Implored him,
“To think of marrylng
to benellt by the death of n man ke

employ

“You've had a narrow but a won-| ¥ou—1"
lerfully lucky eseape.” “You've no right to look at It that
“Oh! . But I'm not glad ., . | way."” Ho hnd a wry, secret smile for

| was dl‘!;n'rl:h-——"

“I mesn” he interrupted coolly.
‘from Mr, Morton. The sllver llulng
%, you're not married to a black-
Juard”

“Oh, yes, yes!" she agreed passlon-
|

tely.
“And you bhave youth, health, years

I luaudibly .
In't =ay that, If you under-

u thought of golng home?

writtvn: ta your futher—ex-
I sent =1 I delivery three
I¥Y8 figo, nndd ni yesterduy n tele-
rom. | Enew It wouldn
ut 1 s btold ki
In‘t answer, Ile
She Lont forward, elbows on knees,
head nod shoulders eringing.
“It hurts s0:" she wulled .
what people will think . . . the
hume, the bitter, bitter shame of

this! Ive enrned my punishment.”

“Oh, I sauy—"

“But 1 have, becnuse—hecause I
Hdn't lovs 1 diidn't love him at
ally aod T Enew It even though 1 meant
» mnrry hilm Ty

“But, why—in Heaven's name?’

“Bi o J wus =0 lonely and

milsunderstood and unhappy at home,
No mother, never darlug to see my
siater (she ran nwny, toa) . . . my
friendships  at discournged
nothlng In lfe but my father to bully
me and moke eruel fun of me because
I'm not prety Thut's why 1
rap awey with ¢ man I ddn't love—
because I wuntaed frecdom and a Uttle
happiness,"

"Gond Lord ! he murmured beneath
his breath, swaed by the pitiful, ehildish
simplicity of her eonfesslon and the
deep damnation that hod walted upon
her.

“8o It's over ! she eried—"gver, and
I've learned my und I'm dis
graced forever, und friendless and—"

“Stop right there!™ he chocked her
roughly., *You're not friendless yet,
nnd thot oullitles wll the rest,. Be
glud you've had your romance and
learned your lesson—"

“Please don't think I'm not grateful
for your kindness," she interrupted.
“But the disgroce—that can't be blot-
ted out|"”

“Oh, yes, it can” he insisted bluntly.
“There's a way 1 know—"

A glimmering of that way had only
that Instaot let o little light fn upon
the darkness of his solleltous distress
for her. He rose and began to walk
and think, honds clasped behind him,
trying to muke whut he had In mind
seem right and reasonuable,

“You mean heg my father to take
me back. Il dle first!"

school
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his speclous sophlstry. “You're belng
nsked to confer. not to accept, u favor.,

“It's a Bargain”

It's Just un get of kindness to a hope-
less mun, I'd go mad If T didn't know
you were safe from a recurrence of
the folly of this afternoon.”

“Don’t!" she cried—"don't tempt
me,  You've no  right, You
don't know how frantle I am i

“T du” he countered frankly. *“I'm

depending on Just that to swing you

She stured up at him, spellibound,
Insensitily ylelding to the domination
of hls will, It was Inevituble, He wag
senrcely Jess desperate than she—aund
no less overwrought and unstrung;
and he was the stronger; In the na-
tural course of things his will could
not but prevall.

The last trace of evening light had
fuded out of the world befora they
were agreed. Darkness wrapped them
in Its folds; they were but ns volces
warriog in a binck and boundless vold,

Whitaker struck a mateh and ap-
plied It to the solitary gus-Jet, A thin,
blue, sputtering tongue of flume re-
veulpd, them to one nnother, The girl
still erouched in her armchalr, wedry

to my polot of view, Yon've got to |
come to it, I mean you shall murry |
me"

| black

powers of contention
struggle.
Whitnker was trembling with nervous
fatigne,

“Well? he demmnmded,

“Oh, have your own way,” she sald

and spent; her

all vitiated by the losing

drenrvily, “If it woost be . . .

“It's for the best,” he losisted ob-
stinately, “You'll never regret It."

“Une of us will—welther youn or L"
she sald quiletly “It's too one-slded.
You want to glve nll and nsk nothing
In retuen, It's o fool's bargaln*

He hesttateld, stnniering with sur-
prise. She had o habdt of saying the
unexpected, YA fool’s bargein'—the
wisdom of the siage from the lps of a
ehlld, . . .

“Then 1's sett e he sald, business-
ke, offering bis hontwd, “Fool's bars
gnin or not—I1t's n hargnin.'

She rose aunssistal, then trusted her
slonder fOugers to his pulm,
nothing, The stemily gree of her ex-
trnordinary eyes sbashied him,

THE DESTROYING ANGEL

By LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE

She sald |

They left the hotel together, \\'hH-r

nker got his ctiinge of o hundred dol
lars at the desk
of course, Included with  hls—and
bribedl the bell hoy to thke the sult-
cuso to the rollway statton and leave
It there, together with his own linod
g, Sinee he hnd unpecountnbly con
celved o determlontion to contlnus Hy
Ing for m time, he menant to setk out
more plegsant weconunodations for the

night.

Tho rin had ceased, leaving »
rogged sky of clowds and stars (o
patches, The ulr was warm and heavy

with wetness, Sldewallis glistened like
watered sllk; street Hghts mir-
rored themselves In fugitive puddies
in the roadways; lmhs of trees over-
hunging the sldewnlks shivered now
nnd ngailn o o half-hearted breezoe,
pelting the wayfarers with minlature
showers of lukewnrm, scented drops,

Whitaker, tnking his heart and hils
fate In his hoods, necosted a venerable
gentlemun whom they encountered us
he wans on the point of turniog off the
sidewnlk to private grounds,

“1 beg your pardon,” he begnn,

The man poused and torned upon
them n salntly countennnce fromed In
halr like snow.

“There W something I can do for

yout' ho inquired with punctillous
courtesy.

“If you will be kind ¢nough to di-
rect mie to o minister . . "

“T am one”

“1 thought 80" sald Whitaker. *We
wish to get mareled.”

The gentleman looked from his face

to the girl's, then movedd pslde feom
thie guty “This s my e he ex-
ploinel. *Will you be good enough
Lo Coge In?”

Cotuducting: them to his  private
study, he sublected them to o hindly
catechivm, The girl sald Httle, Whit-
nRer twking upon blmself thie brunt of

| the exminlination, Absolutely stralght-

forward and Intensely sincere, he cume
throtgh the ardeal well, withioutl belng
abliged to diselose what hie preferred
ta Reep seeret, The winlster, sutls-
fiedd, 0t length edlted In the town clerk
by telvplione; who Issued the Heense,
pocketed his fee, nnd In company with
the minliter's wife, acted as wit-
ness, , .

Whitnker found himself on his feet
beside Mory Ladislas. They were be-
Ing mnrrled, He seemed to hivar the
droning of the loow of the Fotes, a

And they were mun and wife, The
loor hul ecloged, the gntedatel clleked
bBehlnd  them,  They were walking
quletly side by side through the scent.
el night, they whom God hod joined
together, Nelther found anything to
RAY. At the statlon, Whitaker bought
his wife u tleket to New York und se
curedl for her solitary use a drawlng-
room In the slesper.  Whitnker poss
sessed himself of Win wife's hand-bug
long enangh to furnlsh it with o sum
of money und an old envelope benring
the wimie nod address of his Inw poart-
ner, Il explnined that  Drommond
would [#aue her an ndequate monthly
nllownnee and advise her when she
shoultl ligve become her own mislress
oy Imon word, n widow,

Bhe thunked him  briefly, gquletly,
natraint he understood too
wnt,

Both, purhaps, were sensilile of some
rellef whopn at length the truin thun-
dored 1o from the East, breathlng smoke
nid Bome, Whitnker helped his wifo
uhioned und Interviewed the porter In
hier behnlf, Then they had u wmoment
or two alope In the drawlng-room, In
what wiay meant to be thelr first and
lust purting,

Hhe cought him soddenly by the
shoulders with both her honds, Her
eyes sought his with n wistful courage
hie eould not but ndmire,

“You konow I'm grateful , ., "

“Don't think of It that way—tho
I'm glad you are”

GHeE Hn

with n

waull to

“Mrs. Morten's™ bill, |

|

“You're a good man,” she snld bros
Kenly, '

e knew himself too well to be nble
o reply,

“You mustn't worry about me, now,
You've made things ensy for me, |
cin take enro of myself, and . . 1
ghnn't forget whose name 1 bear”

e muttered something to the effect |
thnt he was sure of that,

She relegsed hig shoulders nnd stood
bnek, searching hls fuce with torment
o eyes,  Abruptly she offercd him hor
TS

“Gomd-by,” she sald, her Hpa guiver
Ing—""Good:by, good friend "

He enught the hand, wrong M
clumsily und  painfally and . . .
repllzed that the traln was o motlon
e hind barely time to get awny

e foum] hitiself on the statlan pint
form, stupldly watching the rear Hghts
dwindle down the tracks and womler
lug whether or not halluclnntions were
n phose of his malody. A slck b
often dreams strange drenms,

A volee behilnd him, cool with a trace
af Irony, observed :

“I'd give n good deal to know just
whnt purticalar brand of foollshness
you've been Indulging in, this thoe”

He whirled around to face Petor
Stark— Peter quietly amused nnd very
oiteli the master of the situntion,

*You necdn't think,"” sald he, “that
you have nny chance on enrth of esenp |
lng my fond attentions, Hugh. I‘\-l
flaed] 1t up with Nelly to walt until ]
hring you home, a well man, befors
we got marrled; and If you refuse
well, there won't e

he my best man

nny party. You can make up youwr
mind to that*
CHAPTER V.
Willful Missing.
It was one o'clock in the morning

before Whitnker allowed himself to by
persunded ;. fatlgue reenforced ever)
stubborn argument of Peter Stark's t
overcome his reslstance, “Oh, havi
your own way,” he sald at length, un
consclounly 1ternting the words thuat
hud won him s bride, “If 1t mum!
be . . . *

[ i L b O’}

Whitaker has consented to go
seafaring. But his mind Is on
the girl he has Just married.
What do you think he will do
now? |
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BEST TONE FROM GOLD FLUTE

|

Experiments Have Amply Demon

strated That Employment of Pre. |
cious Metal Is Advisatle.

By s pretty experitients with o
gun plpes of derent pmterinls Dr
Py ton Clorenoe Milvr, professor ol
phgsles In the Case Sehiagl of Applied
Sclenee, Clovelnnd, ©,, has preoves) ||:_r\|
the quulity of tone In o wind lnstry
ment depends upon (s material o
more than s genernlly belleved,  Welt |
Ing of fiutes In his bopk, "The Nel
enve of Musieal Sounds” he wnyw: |

he teoditionud inluence of i
ferent metnls on the flute tone onre
consistent with the expertinentul rnl
ailte o' tudned from the organ pipe |
Bross and Gernonn silver are uwlmllyi
bard, stUT and thiek, gl have but
tle Influenes upon the ale coluan, nond|
the tope I8 suld o be aed gnd tram.
pet-like, Silver Is dense nnd mo{lpr"
nnd mdds to mellownesssof the toneg,
The much grenter softiicss nond donsiry
of gold adds st wiore to the soft
mussiveness of the wally, glving an ef:|
fect Hke the orgnn pipe surrounded by
water, Elnborate nonlyses of the tones |
from Nutes of woidd, gloss, sllver nod
gold prove thot the tone from the gold
flutes Is mellower and relcher, haviog
o longer and louder serles of partials
thun futes of othier moterinls"

Unforescan.

Helen wad attending hier Orst purty,
When refreshinens Bery ed ;.Iml
refused n second helplog to les eromm
with o pollte "No, thank  you,” ul
though her look s wistful,

“Oh, do have some moro lee erenm,
denr,” the hostess urgeid,

“Mother told we I must sny, *No,
thank you"" explulned the Ditle g,
“but 1 don't belleve she knew the
dishes wero golng to be so smpll,”

Wrrae

Excess of Speed.

The motor cur shot down the hill gt
the speed of an expross traln, nnd
then overturned, ploolug the delver he-
neath It. The villuge polleemnn np-
pronched pompously. *It's no use
your hiding under there,” he snld stern-
Iy, to the half-smothered driver, “You
were exceedlng the speed lmit, nnd |
must bhave your pawe snd nddrese'

IF BACK HURTS USE
SALTS FOR KIDNEYS

Eal less meat if Kidneys feel like
lead or Bladder
bothers,

Moat folks forget that the kldneys,
ko the bowels, get sluggish and olog:
goed and need s fMushing ocoastonally,
¢loe wo have backache and dull misery
In the kidney reglon, severs hoadachos,
rheumntie twinges, torpid llver, acld
stomach, sleoplossnoss and all sorts
of bindder disorders

You slmply must keep your kldnoys
active and elean, and the moment you
feel an mche or paln In the kldnoy
reglon, get about four opunces of Jad
Salts from any good drug store hore,
tnke a tableapoonful In a glase of wa-
ter before bLreakfast for A few days
and your kidneys will then act fine,
Thin famoun salts is made from the
ncld of grapes apd lemon Julee, com-
bined with lithia, and le harmloss to
flush clogged kidneys and stimulate
them to normal activity., It also new-
tralizesa tho aclds In the urine so It no
longer frritates, thus ending bladder
disorders

Jad Halts is harmless; Inexpensive;
mukes a delightful effervescent lithin-
water drink which everybody should
take now and then to keep thelr kid-
neys clean, thus avolding serious com-
plications.

A woll known loeal druggist aays he
selln lots of Jad Balts to folks who be
lleve In overcoming kiduey trouble
while it Is only trouble.—Ady.

Author No Asset,

At n loenl baesnr they were offering
nutogrsphed of Looks by In-
dipnnpolls suthors.

"Here 18 n very dellghtful ook, sult-
able for a gift, and sutographed by
the author. (nly n dollar and a
half," suld the smlllng waneger of
the booth

“A dollnr nnd o half!™ gaxped the
prospective purchuser, a little woman
who held her tempted purse eloss to
ln-r ltru‘lllﬂ.

“Yeu, o dollar and n half. The au-
tograph, you Kkuow, how san especinl
value”

“Why, I ean get n copy of that
book at n downtown store for a dol-
Inr.”

“Yen, 1 know you can, but not ag-
togrnphed by thoe author,™

The prospective purchaser's face
suddenty took on n look of high wis-
dom und then she blurted :

“Oh, well, I know who wrote It, any-

|'n|lll"|

| how."—Indlannpolls News,

FOR SKIN TROUBLES

That Itch, Burn, Torture and Disfigure
Use Cuticura—Trlal Free.

The Soap to eleanse and purlfy, the
Olntment to noothe and heal., They
unually afford Jmmediate rellef In
Hehing, burnlng  eczemas, plmples,
dundeult wud most baby akin troubles,
They alao tend to provent little skin
troubles becoming great if used datly.

Free sample esch by mall with
Mook Adilresas  posteard, Cutleurs,
Iwept, L., Boston, Hold everywhere,
—Adv,

No Firebug,
Father—1 guess that young man of
sourn Is all right, daughter, but he'll
nover et the warld on fire
I'mughter—1 should say not; he's In
the Insurnnce buslness,—BDoston Tran-
seript,
Constipation ean bo cursd without
fArugn. Naturoe's awn remedy-—solected
herbs—In Garficld Ten-— Adyv,

With the Fingers!
Says Corns Lift Qut
Without Any Pain

You reckless men and women who
are pestored wi'th corns and who have

| At leant once u week Invited an awful
Ldeath from lockjaw or blood polson
L aro now told by a Cloelnonat! suthority

1o unt w drug oslled froozone, which
tho mwomont a few drops ars applied
1o any corn or callous the soreness is
relleved and soon the entire corn or
callous, root and all, lifts off with the
fingers

Froosona dries the moment it Ia ap-
plod, and slmply shrivels the corn or
callous without Inflaming or even Ir
riluting  the surrounding tlssue or
skin, A amall bottle of freczone will
ool very little at any of the drug
stares, but. will positively rid one's
feet of ovory hard or soft corn or
hardened callous. If your druggist
hasn't any freezone ho can get It at
ll\lll)’ wholesale drug house for you—
Ay,

A BAD COUGH

In rlsky to negloct, Take It la hand, and
safogunrd your health by promptly taking
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