
jA Dead Past!
£  By MRS. LOVETT CAMERON

C H A P T E R  XV.
In the month of December, when the 

day» were short and dark, and a black 
frost and biting east wind made winter 
hard to the young and unbearable to the 
old, Sir Hugh G rantley shuffled off thia 
m ortal coil and waa buried in the family 
▼ ault in Frierly churchyard by the aide 
of all the Sir Hughs and Sir Johns and 
Sir Gregorys who had preceded him. H e 
died as he had lived, unloved and uu- 
regretted. H is selfishuess stood him In 
good stead up to the last.

He was buried with all becoming pomp 
and ceremony, and Roy, his son. reigned 
in his stead. But poor Roy’s reign was 
but a short and troubled one in the 
house of his fathers. Sir H ugh’s affairs 
were found to be in greatest confusion. 
’a he property was heavily mortgaged, the 
farm s had depreciated in value, the rents 
had been left overdue. Poverty stared 
the young heir in the face. M argaret, 
who had partly  guessed at the s ta te  of 
things, stood by him, with her strong 
mind and good common sense, to help 
him through his calamities.

“There is nothing for it but to let 
the house. You canuot afford to live in 
It.” she said to him.

Let Frierly! Oh, M argaret!”
“ I t is the only thing to be done, Roy; 

face it like a man. If you let it well, 
you will he ab 'e  to live comfortably as 
a bachelor in London, and when you 
m arry, you must marry well, and then 
you will he able to come back to your 
own again, pay off mortgages, put the 
farm s in repair, and s ta rt fresh again 
Y’ou see how im portant a g >od m arriage 
Is for you.”

“ You mean a rich wife. I am afraid 
th a t 1 am not a t all likely to restore 
the fallen fortunes of my family In tha t 
way. The only woman whom I could 
ever have m arried is lost to me.”

“ You are not, I suppose. going to re- 
m a ;n a bachelor for ever because of a 
m arried wompn!” cried M argaret, with 
real irritation. She could not believe it 
possible tha t he was still mourning over 
K itten  Layhourne— there nre women to 
whom a stead fast faithfulness appears 
in the light of absolute stupidity. Wa« 
not K itten m arried and safely got out of 
the way? W hat on earth  possessed the 
boy to be thinking about her still?

“ Bur, Roy. yuu are the last—the very 
last. It is your duty to m arry. The 
baronetcy will become extinct if you do 
not!” cried M argaret in despair.

“ Somgbo ly must he last, .1 suppose, 
ju s t as somebody else most be first. You 
are  a wonderful woman at counting your 
chickens, M argaret; but, to begin with, 
where is the rich wife?”

“T h jre  is Felicia."
- “ I am not wickeJ enough for her,” 
said Roy, with a little smile to himself 
over sundry speeches of his cousin’s 
which still lingers in his memory.

M arfgaret looked indignant and severe. 
“ I really do not pretend to understand 

the character and manners of the young 
ladies of the present day. I am afraid  
th a t Felicia is becoming ra ther reckless 
in her conversation since her fa ther has 
left her so much alone.”

“ Exactly , and 1 could not m arry a per­
son who was reckless, even for her 
money.” laughed the young man.

“ Well, there are plenty of rich girls 
to be pickel up in London, and if we 
m ust let the H all, we will go up to town 
and live there. My own money will en­
able me to take a small house; and you, 
of course, will live with me. You will 
be able then to live com fortably and 
suitably upon the rem nant th a t can be 
saved out of the fire,, together with the 
ren t of the house. You can have your 
horse and your brougham, and do every­
thing th a t is fitting to your position. As 
to  your food, th a t need never cost you 
a farthing. W hatever is mine is yours.”

They went up to Ixjndon, and M ar­
garet installed herself and her household 
goods in a small house In C onnaught 
Square. H ere, too, Roy had his own 
rooms and his own belongings, and he 
stayed a t home as much as he like«], and 
went aw ay also as much as be felt inclin­
ed. Nobody, either, could have said of 
Kir Roy G rantley th a t he lived the life 
of a woe-begone and despairing lover. 
H e had plenty of friends, and his friends 
took care to make his life pleasant to 
him.

One afternoon, in the month of May. 
Roy found himself In a certain tiny 
draw ing room in M ayfair, where, In these 
days, he was alw ays sure of a cordial 
welcome. The house altogether was of 
the most minute dimensions, and was 
as thoroughly d irty  and dingy as “bijou” 
residences within a stone's throw of Park  
Lane have a habit of being. The very 
door, as it was opened by the tall foot­
man, seemed narrow er and lower than 
other people’s front doors, and the foot­
man himself, as he preceded the visitor 
up the narrow wooden staircase, looked 
too large for the house.

One end of the room was filled com­
pletely with a wide, low sofa, across 
which E astern  embroideries and pieces 
of Ita lian  brocade— all ra th er d irty— 
were flung in careless confusion. A t one 
end of this sofa invariably reclined a 
black poodle, a t the other was his m is­
tress, By Mrs. T albot’s side was a 
■mall table, upon which were arranged 
•  hand looking glass set in silver, sev­
eral bottles of perfumes of different 
kinds, the poodle’s silk bag of French 
sw eetm eats, and the photographs of her 
pet admirers. To these la tte r Roy had 
been lately added In a resplendent new 
fram e of crimson plush.

G ertrude, In her white muslin drap­
eries, lay back among her embroidered

cushions and sniffed a t her salts bo t­
tle. Felicia, who had found herself a 
small, low seat on the other side of the 
little table, had seized upon a Japanese  
fan and waa agitating  it violently. Roy, 
upon a footstool between the two ladies, 
waa made much of by both of them, 
and seemed to be enjoying himself 
amazingly.

“ Nothing makes one so hot as a fan ,” 
said G ertrude. “ Do keep th a t thing 
•till, Felicia; you set all uiy nerves on 
edge.”

“ It is deliciously cool and breezy out 
of doors.” said Felicia. “ You ought to 
go out, G ertrude. 1 wish 1 could drive 
you, but I have promised to call for 
papa.”

“ I atn going out this very m inute in a 
hansom,” said G ertrude, jum ping up. 
“ Sir Roy. will you go with me? I am 
goiug to pay a call. I a m  going to see a 
charming, lovely, delightful little woman. 
Somebody quite young, quite unsophisti­
cated; better than all, quite new.”

“ I wouldn’t go with her If I were you, 
Roy,” said Felicia, when the door had 
cosed upon their hostess.

"W hy not— will it create a scandal If 
I go in a hansom witn the beautiful G er­
trude?”

“ Don’t you know—cannot you guess. 
Roy, who it is she w ants you to call 
u|m»u ? It is Mrs. Desmond.”

“ K itten ------ ” A pause. Felicia would
not have lifted her eyes for the world; 
h tr glove buttons seemed to give her au 
infinity of trouble.

“ How does she know her?” Roy asked 
presently, and she could hear th a t his 
voice was altered.

“Oh, it is very simple. G ertrude met 
Mr. Desmond in the park two days ago.
I was with her, and he introduced us to 
his wife, and asked us to call on her. 
I —I would not go if I were you, Roy.’

“ Did she look—happy?” he asked.
“Oh, yes. I suppose so; she was very 

well dressed. You have not got over it.
I am afra id .”

Mr«. Talbot came back gay and gush­
ing; the hansom was summoned, and Fe 
licia was driven aw ay in her brougham.

“ I— I don’t think I'll come with you 
to-day," said the young man hesitating 
ly when he had helped G ertrude into the 
hansom.

“ Ob, R oy"—She dropped the “ S ir” 
when they were aloue— “you promise«!; 
oh. do come.”

“ Well, 1 will go a little way. then ,” 
and he got into the cab. “ You can 
drop me, you know."

“T o Lowndes square,” said Mrs. T a l­
bot. Khe had no mind to drop Roy any- 

i where.
And Roy went with her. “ I can’t help 

m yself,” he said to him self; but It was 
the old story of the moth and the candle.

•  • • • • • •
Brian, on leaving his wife to go out 

alone, intended to wend his way to hi« 
club. H ad  he gone there stra igh t from 
his own door, he would have received a 
certain  note which had been waiting for 
him there all day. three hours earlier, 
an d —so little does it take sometimes to 
alter the whole history of a m an’s life 
— had he done so, it is probable th a t roost 
of the events which ensued would have 
so far be«*n changed or modified th a t they 
would not have been fraught with ce r­
tain  im portant circum stances to him self 
and to others. But as he was strolling 
idiy along he met an old college friend 
who h a ile l him joyfully and linked his 
arm  within his. Ko th a t it was ju s t 7 
o’clock when he turned leisurely up the 
step« of his own club.

The hall porter gave him a le tter as 
he entered. He stood with it in his 
hand without looking a t it for several 
m inutes, talking to an acquaintance 
whom he met in the hall. Then Brian 
looked down at his letter, turning it 
round as he did so.

And suddenly he recognized the hand­
writing! It was years since lie had seen 
it. A whole century of new thoughts 
and feelings seemed to divide him like 
a yawning gulf from th a t other fa r aw ay 
life, in which those even rounded ch ar­
acters bad played so im portant a p art. 
I t was like an electric shock to Brian 
Desmond to see it once more— to hold a 
letter from her once again in hia hands.

A letter from Rosamond! An unstam p­
ed letter, too— sent not by post, but by 
hand. W hat could it m ean? H e had 
thought of her vaguely, dimly, as a some­
thing dear, yet dangerous to his peace of 
mind, th a t was on the  other side of the 
world. She had been to him but a dis­
ta n t memory of a past which was over 
forever, a something which he had hoped 
and prayed might never again cross the 
new life he had built up for himself. 
O ften he had thought of her thus, in 
misty drerfms, thinking th a t he and she 
had drifted  ap a rt forever, and would 
meet no more, save in th a t other world 
where those who have loved and despair­
ed shall meet again under other condi­
tions, and be perchance n t last— happy!

And lo! she was here— at his very 
doors— in London alive, and writing to 
him! He tore open the letter and read:

“ I have come home, and am longing to 
see you. I arrived late last night, and 
am a t the Langham  Hotel. Come to me 
as soon as you receive this. I shall not 
leave the house until I hear from you 
or see you. RO SA M O N D .”

He glanced quickly up a t the clock. 
I t  waa tne minutes past seven. H e tore 
upstairs three steps a t a time into the 
w riting room, and wrote two lines to his 
wife.

“Do not w ait dinner for me. I shall 
not be back.”

This be gave to a club messenger to |

take to Iz»wndes Square, and springing 
into a hansom, drove rapidly away to 
the I.angham  Hotel. He had given him­
self no time to think or retlect. He did 
not consider w hether It was a wise or 
an unwise thing h«
J.»y possessed him. . 
ami he » a s  go ing! 
think of nothing efl 
black, empty j i ' . i l  
again. 1

She was very I  
hotel sitting room I  
weary. She hnd nF 
now.

"H e cannot be I 
herself, In despair.
I had w ritten  bef>
Does he have his
wonder—ami will he get my note in the 
course of tim e? How can I find ou t?”

All a t once her quick ears caught the 
sound of approaching footsteps along the 
corridor. She sprang to her feet; her 
hands, womanlike, went Instinctively up 
to smooth her rutiled hair; her eyes 
shone, her lips parted and her heart beat. 
How wildly her heart beat! F or be had 
come a t last!

Through a mist she seemed to see 
him, a mist of her own glad tears. The 
love of her life, whom she had loved and 
had forsaken, but to whom her fa ith fu l 
heart had clung, through nil absence ami 
time, he stood before her nt last! She 
reached out her hands to him; she felt 
the strong grip of his as he grasped them, 
one in each of his. He only spoke her 
name hoars«dy anti husk ily :

“ Rosamond.
And she shp It was who spoke first—- 

who found the words, poor, weak, trem ­
bling words— th at shook with the g rea t­
ness of her joy.

“ Yes; it is 1—Rosam ond—come back 
to you a t last— my B rian—my only love 
— my heart’s delight—-never, never to be 
parted from you again. For 1 am free 
and I am yours for ever.”

Oh, why — why then did he not clasp 
her In his arm s? W hy did he not draw  
her to his heart, and rain such kisses 
upon her eager bps as she had dream ed 
o f  and th irsted  for so long? .W hy «lid 
he stand so, and look upon her with that 
aw ful look of «leep«'iiing horror ami woe 
in his eyes? Why did his cold hands 
slack«*n thus their eager hohl, and fall 
away a t last, nerveless ami helpless from 
out of hers?

“ Brian! B rian!" «he cried, with the 
sharp  ring of a nameless terro r; “do you 
not hear me? Do you uot understand?
I atn free!”

“ You—ar»»—free?” he repeated slowly 
and painfully, bringing out each word 
separately with a sort of labor, as though 
each one hurt him to utter. *Y«ur 
husband—is he dead?”

“ Yes. yes—«Io you not *ee my clothes?
I an» a widow. Heaven forgive me if I 
atn too glad, but how can I help my ( 
joy. when, from the «lay tha t he «tied 
1 knew that I might love you once more?
I did my duty. 1 was a g«»«»l wife to j 
him, but. oh, how I suffere«!! But now 
it is ail over and I have corns back to 
you, and— Brian k  B rian!” she broke AtAr 
wildly, for still he stood there blanch«*«! 
to the very lips, and stared at her with 
those horror-stricken eye«. “ Are you not 
glad? Kpeak to me, for heaven's sake! 
W hat is it? Why do you look at me 
s o r

“ W hen did he die?”  was all he said 
in a number, dreary voice.

“ E ight months ago.”
And then he flung up both arm s wildly, 

with an exceeding b itte r cry of anguish.
“ Ah, it was my wedding day!” and 

fell pr«>strate before her upon his knees, 
burying his face In his outstretch«*«! arms.

Rosamond spoke never a word. She 
stood erect and stiff, cold as Ice, ami 
motionless as m arble; not a word broke 
the stillness of her agony, save those  
aw ful choked sobs from the bowed form 
nt her feet. A fterw ard ahe could not 
recall w hat she hud felt and thought in 
tho»« first m om ents—only th a t in soma 
vague fashion F a te  was revenge«! upon 
her. Once long ng«» she hnd ruined this 
m an’s life, and now—now it was he who 
ruined hers!

(To be continue«ld__
C o u n tin g  th e  B u tto n « .

“ Yes,” said the tailor, “( ’ouncllman 
i ’rooklt ordered a four-button '’Utawny. 
but be changed it to n tbr«*«*-button.”

“ Is the three button more stylish?" 
asked the other.

“Oh, no. But as he w as going out . 
be saw  Rome children on my doorstep 
playing that old game, ’Rich man, poor 
man, beggarman, th ie f .’ ”— P h ila d e l­
phia P ress.

L o g ic a l D e d u c tio n .
“Ah, my friend,” said the passenger 

with the unbarbered hair, “what can , 
be more delicious tnan clear, cold wa­
ter In the early morn, fresh from the 
pump.”

“ W ater,” rejoined the hardware 
drummer, "Is certainly a g«KHl thing.I 
By the way, are you In the milk busi­
ness?” __________

C iu t lo n .
Bill—Why didn’t the author of the 

piece come out and show himself j 
when the audience called for him?

Jill—Well, you see, he 'd  Just been ! 
getting married, and h e’s got light 
eyes. I f  be went home with black 
eyes, be was afraid bis wife wouldn’t 
know him.—Yonkers Statesman.

O ne W o m a n ’» Wi»«l«>m.
"Alas!” groaned the discouraged hus­

band. “ I am unable to find work, and 
there Isn’t a thing Jn the house to e a t  
W hat are we to do?”

“Oh, I know!” exclaimed his wife, 
who had a short-order Inspiration. 
“We’ll take in boarders.”

H i» R ea l L o v e .

THAT DO 
NOT HEAL

was doing. A wild 
(osamond was back, 

« her! l ie  could 
ftcr all llu* lu tg . 

were to meet

f the desolate
tim e —tiro«! and 

given him up by

Fwn!” she said to
rl w ith, now, th a t 

re fro m  A le x a n d r ia , 
letters forward««!. 1

Eva—The count 1« going to marry 
the M ontana heiress.

Edna (In Burprise)—For the love of 
goodness!

Eva—No. for the love of money.

W henever a gore or ulcer »Iocs uot heal, no m atter on what part of the  
txxly it may be, it is because of A poisoned condition of the  blood. Thia 
poison may be the  rem ains of some constitu tional tro u IJc ; the  elfoct of a  
long spell of sickness, which has h it th is  v ital stieaiu  polluted and weak, 
or because the  natural refuse m atter of the  t»«»«ly, which should pass off 
th rough  the  channels of nature, has been left in the system  ami absoiU-d 
in to  the circulation. It does not m utter how the  poison became intiem  he«l 
in the  blood, the  fact tha t the  sore is tilt re and does not heal is evidence of 
a deep, underly ing  cause. There is no th ing  th a t causes tunic discom fort, 
Worry ami anxiety  th an  u festering, d ischarg ing  old gore th a t resists tre a t­
m ent. The very s ig h t of it is abhorrent ami suggests pollution and disease ; 
besides the  tim e and attention required to keep it clean ami free from other 
infection. As it lingers, slowly eating  deeper in to  the su rround ing  flesh, the 
sufferer grows m orbidly anxious, fearing it m ay be cancerous. Som e 
of those afflicted with an old sore or
ulcer know how useless it is to ex ­
pert u cure from salves, powders, lo­
tions and other external treatm ent.
Through the use of these they have 
seen the place begin to  heal and scab 
over, and were congratu lating  them ­
selves tha t they would soon he rid of 
the detestable th ing , when a fresh 
supply  of poison from the blood
would cause the inflam m ation ami old discharge to return and the sore would 
be as bad or worse than  before. Sores tha t do not heal are not due to  o u t­
side causes; if they were, external trea tm en t would cure them . They are 
kep t open because the blood is steeped in poison, which finds an outlet 
th rough  these places. W hile young people, and even children, sometirueA 
su ffe r with non healing sores, those m ost usually  afflicted arc persons past 
m iddle life. Often, with them , a wart or mole on the face inflames ami lo ­
g ins to ulcerate from u little  rough handling  ; or a <lcep, offensive iilcer de­
velops from a s ligh t cut or bruise. I heir vital energies ami powers of re ­
sistance have grown less, and circulation weaker, arid j»< rhaps some ta in t in 
tlic jdood , which was held in check by their stronger constitu tions of early  

life, shows itself. It is well to be SUS- 
picioUS of any sor»* th a t docs n«»t heal 
readily, be«au*«- the sam e germ  th a t 
produces Cam vr is ba< k of every old 
sore and only needs to  I»«* left in the  
circulation to produce th is  fatal disease. 
There is only one way to  cure these ohl 
son  i ami ul« cis, and thu t i t to ge t every

particle  of the poison out of the bbxxl. For th is  ptirpn.««* noth ing  c«|uals 
S. S. S. It g«n*s d.»wn to the very bottom  of the trouble, < leans« s the  blood 
and m akes a perm anent cure. S. S. S. enri« h< s ami fresh« ns the  circulation 
So that it carries new. strong blood to  the disease.l ¡»arts ami ullows the place 
to  heal naturally . W hen th is  is done the d ischarge ceases, the Bore scab s  
over and tills in with healthy flesh, and the skin  regains its natural color. 
Book on Sores uud ulcers and any medical advice desire <1 will 1«* furnished 
w ithout charge. r H f  S W IF T  SP EC IF IC  C O .. x f lA K T A . GA.

I h a v e  hnd a cr ip p le d  fo o t a ll  m y  ll ta ,  
w h ic h  coin  pel lml inn to  u«« a  b rae« . B y  
so m e  u n a c c o u n ta b le  m e a n s  th ia  b r«oe  
eau a«d  a  bad U loer o n  m y  le r ,  ab ou t s i x  
y e a r s  m o .  I b ad  g o o d  nm d lcu l a t t e n ­
t io n ,  b u t th e  U lcer  g o t  w o r se . 1 w aa  in -  
<luc«d to  tr y  H N. H., a n d  am  g la d  to  «ay  
It cu red  w e  e n t i r e ly , an d  I am  ouu vinca«! 
th a t  i t  s a v e d  m y l« g  for m e. I h a v e ,  
th e r e fo r e , g r e a t  fa ith  in  H. M. H. a n d  
g la d ly  recom m en it i t  to  a ll  n e e d in g  a 
r e lia b le  bioo«l m e d ic in e .

B r is t o l ,  V a .-T e u n . W . J. C A T I .

PURELY V E G E T A B L E .

I .  a » «  y r r i .

I have s«*«*u »ituicthlng of l«*gnl pr »<*• 
t h e  on Iwitli »hl«-» of the A tlan tic , ami 
my opinion Is th a t ou r profession 
w ould gain im iiicnoly by com bining 
tin* tw o  b ran ch es p re tty  m uch as they 
a re  (‘ocnblms! In tin* F u lte d  Ktat««snml 
( i tn a d a , say s a w rite r  hi the  London 
S a tu rd a y  R eview . It Is obvious th a t 
th e  solicitor» would profit by m r ‘i mi 
ag reem en t. They w ould have the rig id  
o f audlcm-e in an  co u rts  am i the o p ­
p o rtu n ity  to «¡ualify titem aelves for 
p rom otion  to the  la

IT»'"America the young law yer goes 
Into an office, w here be m akes b is , 
m erit know n by steady  a tten tio n  to 
business. T h e re  will a lw ay s la* tw o 
k inds of law yers those who stay  In 
th e ir  offices, d ealing  dlr»*«-tly w ith ell 
e n ts  ami n ttem llug  to m a tte rs  of row 
tine, and  those w ho adv ise  on points 
of law  and arg u e  ease«» in court. 
T h ese  tw o o rders of m en a re  clearly  
dffctiguiahed In Amerl«*n, bu t they 
w ork tog«*th«*r as p a r tn e rs  to the  g rea t 
a d v a n ta g e  of the client.

X e » » r  Sm ile«! A g a in .
•’How  do you mating«* to w rite  nil 

tho se  funny  th in g s?"  a«k«*«l the Inquls* 
Itlve fem ale o f the Jokesrnith.

“ W ith  n ty p ew rite r , m adam ," an 
aw«*rc«l the so m uch per yard  grin pro 
dticer.

” Iml«*ed!” exclaim ed the I. f. "D on’t 
you know , I Im agined you used sour«* 
so rt of copying  a p p a ra tu s .”

In fr r ij t ir n t  <>r*<*n«ti>n«.
“ You m ust try  to love your papa ns 

m uch as  he loves you,” aald the vis 
I tor.

“Oh, I love him m ore,” replied T om ­
my.

“ Indeed? D oesn’t your papa love 
you very m uch?”

“ Not much. H e says he only loves 
m e w hen I ’m good.” - P hiladelphia  
P ress.

M y » le r x  o f  «hr I’u g  D o * .
I t ’s awfully hard to understand how 

pug dogs can like the sort of p«*«»pla that 
like them .—Cleveland Leader.

Help!Heip!\
I ’m
Thus cried the hair. And a E 
kind neighbor came to the res- E 
cue with a bottle of Ayer’s |  
Hair Vigor. The hair was I 
saved! In gratitude, it grew 1 
long and heavy, and with all I 
the deep, rich color of early I 
life. Sold in all parts of the n 
world for sixty years. 3

“ About one year airo I  lost nearly all of my M 
hair following mi attack of tneMlea. I wan E 
advised by a filend to n*o A yer’s lla lr  Vltror. I  
I  did ao, and an a reanlt 1 now have a beautiful I  
head of hair M um. W J. buow N . M euou- H 
one« Falla, Wla. *-

A NO VEL A D V E R T IS E M E N T .

1« At»t»«-«r»-a In » l l r r r n t  leeaae n t  ■
l .o n ilo n  X r M .|i« |ie r .

A IIO PK I.E SM I | \ t  «»MI’I. rE M  P«»<U^ 
with tm «lualtfl« atb'ti«. tam lal <>r Ifitrllr«'- 
Inal, totally devoid >-t k t * » »  1« d.;«- on «uy 
< oii< i-|v aIde aiili)e< I, , lioroiitf hiy II.«loleiit 
and utitruatwurtby, 1« d««trona of obtain- 
Ina a reiiiunt rail« r , <»«t In auv « apa-l(y. 
Ad«lr«*«e I F. 3, Madia«* road, Wrat Ken 
aln<t»n.

l'h«* siihllnn* I'.mdwr of the al*>v«t 
a d v e rtisem en t wlil«*h appeared  in a 
recen t iasrie of the L«»ml<»u Tlrii«*s has 
caused some amusement amt attract«  «1 
a great deal of a tten tio n  anx  ng bttai- 
w m s  men, says Hie Lindon Express.

Many declared  th a t  “ I. F .” w as s 
p rac tica l Joker; o th ers  th a t he had a 
defin ite  ob jec t In view w hen be m ade 
h im self ou t to be n fool.

T h a t th is la tte r  solu tion w as the co r­
rect one an Kxpreaa rvpro»«*ntntlva 
learned  ye«ter«bty from  “ I. F .’’ him  
self. Ilia  ol»J«*«-t, he said , w as to at- 
tro«’t the  a tten tio n  of em plnxers by 
going out of the beaten  tra  k.

“ I. F .,” who Is abou t 27 y ea rs  ohl, 
la ra th e r  more uk*rt nn«l lu ’e tllgcn t 
th an  the average m an w ith uu o rd i­
nary  public ««'bool education , and  hia 
fa«e Is a particularly honest on«*,

“ I though t If I said ex ac tly  the op ­
posite to w hat m«»*t pe «pie In s«*ar«-h 
of a billet Insert in tin* riew spa|>et«," 
he sal«l, “ I m ight stan d  n g«»»] «-tuim-a 
of hearing  from employ«*ra tired  of 
Hii(H*riiitlve virtu«**, uml i h iv e  not 
h«*«*n «lis.'ippnlnted

"I have th is m orning r«*.-*lvcd tw o  
genu ine  offers and app«>lntmcuta f» r 
In terv iew s from  the  heatls o* goo«l 
firms am i a large numb«*r of h*tt<*rs 
and post cards from p rac tica l Jokets. 
It waa Inevitable, of eourse, tin»! tbr»*« 
o r four of the  w r lte rs  aliotthl h.»v«s 
advise«! me to apply at once to th e  
w ar office, ‘w here I would t»e sure of 
a |hllh*t.’ »

“ I have Ihs-u achooltnnsterlrig  acven 
years, and  although  I have a sm all 
b illet now, I wish to b e tte r  myself.**

W«| Hull« (-'«tr 'I'w o.
W hen M ichael B urke Joined his 

b ro ther Jam«*» In till» coun try , tho  
money In* brought ov««r, added to  
lam e 's  saving», eunld«*d them  to go 
n to  tin* Ice hiisincM». In course of 
Utiic th e ir  custom  lucre»»«*«!, and  *t 
b e  am«* ncceMwary for Hmm to have an  
Mlice. In thl» Jam«*» soon Installed  a 
lice  roll-top d«*»k.

“ I he one de»k will do for the two 
if  ti»,'' In* explained , tne  «lay It was 
»et us. “ And h«,r«* are  tw o  keys; one 
for you, Micky, am i on«« for m e.”

M ichael accepted  the key, h u t seemed 
!o be s tu d y in g  the desk.

" T h a t’s  all r ig h t,” he said. “ But 
w here Is my keyhole?”

A rt N o te .
Mrs. Syllle -My husband takes a 

deep lntere»t In art.
Mrs. O lder You su rp rise  me.
Mrs. Hyllle Well, It wa» a su rp rise  

to mt*. B ut I heard  him telling  Ja c k  
R ow nder las t night th a t It w as a good 
th ing  to  »(inly your hand  before you  
d ra w .—C leveland Lender.

A.Mad« by J. O. A yer Co., Low ell, M«m . 
Also tnanufaotur«r« o f
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