1t'g a safe bet that the cars
which «out with the

“go” are equipped
with Champlons—the
better spark plug. If every
car owner used Cham-
plons there would be
fewer traffic jama

mhhw

il st
“t.".'i'.‘.‘l"

%r.‘.i’

75¢

“ lm Making W ;! [T
wr Ml thuu Men, W Ne enparioncs
18 lur satple and fall

Tinee man Band
hll'ﬂ'ln . llIIIIA. Poa 330, uulud Culit

W Ladies can have thelr swn bulnm
W oewp commusity en less thes §3 saplial

vnl Nig demand  The Threet Co,
!'ff! rr-nnn I-lu--...-p-.n. Iln-u
hn each of lu url

0 TULr woLhe,
e, 111 “?1-! "!lm enrh of fve variel e

1 g:t!..l‘ P, Kimball, 14 K 1
s Pariland, (oe

SCHOOL FOR MEN
Vo b BUSNESS, TRADLS o PROVLSSIONS
INBYITUTE

m oo
Formula Still in Uu

An anclent Bgyptian bale restoree
wus tnde from a donkey's hoof, the
elaw of 8 dog and Solled dates.~In
dlanapolls News
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D(ml Irust

Your Butter
To Luck

trust to luck any more. Keep
butter always that golden
m lhlde which brings top
Dandelion But.
lter or All ge creameries
| have used it for years. It meets
nll State and National Food
Laww, It's harmless, tasteless
and will not color Buttermilk.
Large bottles cost
3¢ at all drug
and grocery stores

Wills & Richardsen Ca, lnc
Barhagton, Verment
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WHY PAY’25
For Your Sult, Overcoat
or Topcoat?
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Yanford’s Balsam of Myri'

Since 1848 Han Healed Wounds and
Sores on Man and Heast
Monay back for fret botile I pot sulted Al deader:

.| theugh for protection.

ﬂ’ul’.

ﬁnrqaret Turnbull.

CHAPTER X—Continued
] T

Clapde Dabbe looked at her, saw
that she was leaving 1t to him, und
though he bad planned this meeting
& hundred times, did not know which
begluning to make He could think of
nothing but how blind he had been,
“Good God! Why dido't | see It the
first time? he thought to himself
“She's so like my mother,”

He turned to the girl, and sald:
“Mury, will your mother be ln when
we gel te your hote"

*1 think so."

“I'hen do your think you could come
te my hotel, and talk to me for a few
minutes. I've got u sitting room. We
eould be quite private”

Now Mary knew she was In for it
but she loved the nice, slinple way he
win taking 1L Absolutely direct.
What was Mother runting away from?

*It 1 don't stay too ling" she an-
swered.  “"Mother will be anxlons, 1f
I am not back 1o half an bour™

“Then we'll do IL"  He spoke to the
driver.

They mald nothing more, except to
remark on the wenther,

AL the desk, when bhe recelved his
key, Mary notleod that, as she stood &
iittie apart, Dabbs was evidently tell-
Ing the clerk she was his daughter.
Bhe koew st once that this was his
ecareful thought for her, and Jdid pot
mind In the least the manner of his
dolug I Indeed, It was n good
wanner,

As they went up In the elevator
Maode had & sudden dresd that Ned
might come buck wnd find them, and
be did not want that. Plenty of time
tor Ned, when he, Claude, found out
whete they stood.  He opetid the door
of the sitting room aud ushersd Mary
In. She had thine to think, seiftly and
confusedly, thut this was dolog It
rathier well for a country grocer, He
sevmed unabie to speak. She fell n
h like disability le wvpon ber own
| tongue. She sut down apd walted,
| Claude crossed 1o the door and

| closed It Mary lustinctively felt the
' struggle and dimculty golng oo o his

mind. e did pot yot kpow bow wuch
| she kpew or did not know, She felt
| surry for him, and quite lwvoluntarily
| trled to help,
| “Father—"
¢ C M, Dulibs shot out » strong arm.
| Mary wus lifted oul of the chalr and
held frmaly. She heard 4 volee above
ber hat, lmploring:

“Hay that sguin, my girl, and say
It wlow.”

“What?' asked the stariled Mary,
rathor falmtly, There was tol woch
spoce to spoak ln.

“What you called me then, Oh, my
God, gir), do you know that (s true?”

Mury drew back and looked up at
him.

“Heavens ! she gusped. *Did 1 say
It out lowd? 1 was afeald T would™

“Say It!" commanded C, M., and
shook her n little.

“Don't Dad, you feighten me.”

She was engulfed in C. M's smbrace,
He held her closely and she found it
not In the least alurming or uucom-
fortable,

He was murmuring to himself: “My
lttle girl! My Mary!™ Then he hold
her off, nn she hud him, and looked at
her, Mary looked Into a palr of blue
eyes marvelously ke her own, There
wan n softness of tears behind them,
but none fell.

“Don't be trightened. Your father
doesn't mean to be rough,  Only--
My God! Al the years I've wanted
you. 'l never forglve Polly for that.”

Mary ralsed her head warningly.
*Not n word agalost Mother ™

O M's grasp upon her tightened
again. “Not o word, Only she should
bave told mwe, long ngo.”

“SYes, 1 think so, too, Dad" Mary
agreed, "but 1 cun't make her see IL™

. M, looked down st her sternly,
*How long have you known "

“Slove lust night, | haven't heen
able to think about anything else, but
Mother won't talk aboul It, and she
meunt me vot to tell, 1 didn't wil,
a1

“Not strictly spenking” C. M. as
sured ber, “You just sald ‘Father®
all o yourself, nnd [ heard you."

“Dear, dear” and Mary tried to
sound distressed and repentant, “what
will become of me when Mother
knows T

C. M.s arm tightened about her, as
Mary lenned

on it

*“Ihe thing that's got to be under
stood between us &l once, In that my
mother Is the swestest, best-looking,
most wonderful mother a girl ever
had. Father, what wers you thinking

about to let her got away from you?"
Olaude frowned. He led Mury back

to her chalr and sat down beside her.
“Hoe here he munld, looking st his
duughter o alarm, I den't know how
much Polly has told you*

“Kverything®

“Everything 1™ ©. M. started from
bin chale, changed his mind and sat
down heavily, *“Then Lthat saves me
something,. We're not golug to dis
duns 1L

Mary nodded. “Let's take every:
thing for gronted, and go right on
from now, That will be the best
thing."

“How ean we?"

*“Wa must,” Mary announced with
decislon. “There's got to be certaln
retlcencen.”

“Ob, Lord!™ groaned (ande, “You
dou't think T want te talk over these
‘cortaln  retlcences’ with youn" He
breathed heavily, “No, Wt's Polly.™

He looked at Mary as though they |

bod been In lemgue for years. “How
eun we get round her?"

Mury shook her head,

Claude looked ut her moodily,
know Polly.*
enrpet, busy with his problem,

Mary came to him quietly, perched
herself on his knee, and put her arm
about his veck. He did want petting
so badly., “Mother will slmply buve
te take potiee of my father”

Q. M. promptly kissed her. It was n
nlce kins, on the cheek, and C, M.
wasn't duiisy about it elthor, Mary's

“1

“Say That Again, My Gir,

and Bay
It Slow.™
sppreciation of hlm rose, FHe had 2

certnln defiuess, this big man, He
wust't clumsy nor was he volger.
Mother might have—=but Claude Inter
rupted her truin of thought,

“One thing 1 can't forglve Iy keep
Ing you from me, [ ean hardly kevp
from squessing the lfe out of you
Mary. 'm so giad to have you within
resch, and know you're my girl, Dot
the lttle Mary! By Jimloy! How
sweel you must have been with your
halr down your back, of maybe tled
with & big bow of ribbon, aod Hitle
sirapped slippers on your cuie ltle
feal, Polly cheated me out of that,
Why, look, you're a great big glel, and
I'm & strunge man to yon, and you
wny be gngiged to some hulking fel-
low, for nlli I koow, and wo room In
your life for n futher.®

Desplte the fet that he tridd to
tremt It Uightly, Mary felt the polgnant
regret In his tone, aod her heact
achiod “for her father.  What could
she do to make it know that he had

He looked down at the |

not ouly a place ln her lite but hex
henrt.

“I'm not epgnged.” shie nssured hlm,
n# ahe put up her hands to her smart
letle hnt and Jorked it off, und stipped
from his knee, “Maoybe no one will
ever mak me,” Clagde wade a it
nole of seornful unhellef, but Mary
stopped bl “Btare hard at that
pleture and don't look sround votll 1
tell you"

Dmbbs  obeyed her, wondering &
little, and Mury slipped the bairpins
from ler head.

"Now |

¢, AL felt something soft and slky
tomehing hia hand, He looked ot
Mury, MHer hair down her back as »
child wonld wear it, she was stunding
beside Him, seolllng fearlessly, The
yenrs seemed to buve slipped away
from har.

“Thers, poor old Dud Pretend I'm
Iittle Mury.™

Dibibs ludd hiis big hand earessingly
on the siiky head, but shook his own.
“You're n desr, Mary, but pot it up,
my girl, It fan't the suige thing. Nov
but whint -1'd be content enough If |
could bnve you ruuning in and out of
my house wow, but there's Polly. Il
hinve to tike you back to her, and then
what ™

Mary could not answer him, She
wenl 1o the mirror over the little writ-
lng desk aud began piling up her
halr. “Shall [ tel) her Uve seen you?"
ke nwked,

Dibibs watched her, fascinated. It
wis wonderful to think that slender
lovely thing was his dunghter, *“Wonld
thng be u good thing, do you think?"

Mary thought fog, s moment, then
#hook her head. As sbe slowly put
n shell pin ln, she had made up her
mind to tell him sbout Mother, It
win the best thing, to be absolutely
frunk. She couldn't Juggle things the
way Mother did: “You'd better know
ubout Mother,” she nnnounced. “We're
salling for Venlee tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow! Yenlee!™

Mary podded as she drgve home the
Inst two plos and reached for her hat
“Mother's running away, We're run-
ulng away from you, and my instinet
tells me Mother will run far”

Dabte sat down ot Lhe arin of the
ehalr, thinking,

“And If 1 tell her U've seen you—
why, she'll move again, and It won't
be Venles, aud | won't be able to teil
your where we are golng.”

“You're not to tell her,” Dabbs sald,
decidediy, "and it will be Veulce. Do
you know your hotel?

*The Royal Dunlelll”

*Well, say nothing. Il meet you
there”

“You'll meed us! Oh, Father! Cuan
yon lenve the grocery store?”

Dubis nedded, smiling. “Easy 1
can, when IU's you"

Mary wettled her hat with a stightly
snucy it "Then you'll tell Mother
there, My! It's romantie!” Dearly
wonld ahe love to see the meeting.

€. M. crossed the room, took her
by the dimpled chin and tlited ber
fave so that he could look Into the
eyes that she tried to hide with her
lung Inshes,

“It 't romantie.” he sald.  “And
meh ne it wonld please you to man-
nge the nffair, young Indy, rou ean't
Prolly Johaston and 1 will manage that
part of it by ourselves”

“Oh Father, how could you?

“I'm not so slow as 1 look, daogh-
ter, nnd | know Polly., She was never
to be driven, or conzed elther, Polly
will have to wsetfle It herself, and
that's the only safe way™

Mury gave hls arm a squeese. "Uh,
C. M. Dabba, you're & wonder. 1If the
ntgels had wsked me, 1 conldnt have
pleked noy father I'd lke better”

Cloude looked at her gravely. *"T'm
rough, In some ways, girl, but If you
llke me 1 haven't wasted ray Mfe”

“T only wish T wnx a boy, Father,
How we would develop your grocery
business together, and make mopey
#o that Mother would adinlre us 1™

DPabbs frowned, "I dopt want you
a bay, The angels sulted me, too,
when they plocked yon® He held
Mary's hand tightly In hin,  “Mary,
Is Polly lke that stll? Does she
eare as much about money, I mean?’

Mary studied her father as she an-
swered; “She does and she doesn't,
Mother lan't easy to explaln. She
likes the things money brings with it
—and she hasn't much left”

Dabba started.  “How's thut?

Mary expluined as much s she
knew, ppd Dabbs frowned as she men.
tloned  the borrowing from  Lorch
Rungeley.

“Mary, shall we glve her money?

Mary shook her head.  “Not now.
It wouldn't be quite safe, Mothér
would use It to run further away
from—us.

({TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Highest Quality in Proper Self-Esteem

Humility Is not always n grace, and
sametimes v & close appronch o
hypoerivy., Lord Bocon  wan  right
when be warned publle speakers to
avold excoses and professions of Lo
mility, “Though they seem to pro-
ceed of modesty, yet are they but hrav-
ery,” he snld,

There nre people who seek to lash
themselves Into virtuous living by re
minding themselves that they are poor
worms of the dust, It Is not always
the best woy, It was not the wuy
Nehemink held blmself true 0 his
prineiples,

There wan & time of danger, and the
lending men of Jerusalem were hold
Ing terrified couneel behind elosed
doors. “Lel us meet together In the
house of God, and let us shut the doors
of the temple,* they counseled. But
Neheminh would ot heed thelr warn-
Ing, though he was the man whom
danger threatened most. “Bhould such

nman as I fee? he demanded. “Ana
who Ix there thut, beltg as T sm, would
go Into the temple to save his life? 1
will oot go in*

He wan sshamed to disgrace ns good
Bmun as he knew hlusell to beb—
Youth's Companion.

Cobbler a Philanthropist

John Pounds Is a name famillar te
most Englishmen, but meaning little
If anything to the average Amwerican,
He won fuwe ns a philanthropist by
his self-denying acts In resculng and
tralning the poot youths and walfs of
Portsmouth, though he depended on
M occupation as cobbler for his ows
support,

Perennial
There 18 an off senson for nearly ay
flowers except the blooming |diot-
San Bernardino Bun.

Find Thmm L:gbt on
Old Times and Customs

Kitchen otenslly of the Ureeks snd
Rumans of the Fourth veptary B O,
Lave Just come to lght at Chnopos
near one of the moutlin of the Nile,
necording to Prof, Rulph Vao Deman
Magofiln, president of the Areheolog
fenl Institute of Amorlen, Excavation
ot a temple nenr this kte bhas slelded
up memenion or offerings left by thoy
snnds of pligrims thal  moke eleur
mntiy phases of Hfe I antiguity. The
collectionn Incliude mony kitehen aten
slls and a mearly complete sel  of
Oreck and Nowan welghte Muny of
thetn mre tokens vowed by soldiers
who hoped for success In war, “Some
nre sling shotn” axplofned Doctor
Magoffin, “while mnoy are tiny e
pllens of the soldlers thomselves on
elephant or borsebael. Graln baskels
and comels seem o hove been the
tavorite  gifta  from  merchinnts;
woights from looms .re found In eon
fidernble numbers. Many of the
pleces nre unlque, and thelr pubilea.
tlon and exhibition will add much
more to our growing knowlcdge of
unclent times "™

The Rarer Sort

Gien, Momom M. Patrick, ehlef of the
alr service, suld st the Army nnd
Nonvy club In Washington the other
dny:

“Young Colonel Lindbergh s re
murkable for the nenmercenary char
aeter of his smibition. He's ambitions
to do better and better work, but he
cares nothing about money.

“Now most of ua are like Johes A
man spld to Jones one doy:

**Jones, what would you do If you
had §).0000007

Dot mid Jones. ‘Why, I'd do the
sntoe as anybody else would do, of
course, I'd overwork mysell Into
dyspeptie neurasthenla trylng to make
1t $2.000,000.*

Does Weakness Detract
From Your Good Looks?

Ban FPrancisce, Calif.—

Ia heaits,

"About two
1 waa wenk and rundown
I suffersd so much with
backacke and pain
In my nide, and did
nol get any rellef
until 1 took Dr.
Plerce's Pavorite
Prescription. A
faw hotties of the
Prescription’ was
& permanent bene
fit to mo and 1 am

belleve It will do
for them tlnl it did for me."—Mra.
E. Webb, 1108 Laguna 5t

Obtain this famous “Prescription”™

w, in tablets or liquid, from your
druggist, or write Dr. Plorce, Presk
dent Invalida’ Hotel in Buffalo, N, Y,
for tree medical advice.

Early Caterpillar Train

A Hampstend correspondent recalls
that penrly 7O yenrs ngo be suw In
Hyde purk a trin) of & milltary tenin
of wangons loaded with solld ers dressed
In fntigue Jockets apd druwn by a
steam engine bearlng the anme Inidia
Ihis engine, be maye lald und ralsed
its own track each “slipper” heing
nppurently nbout 4 feet bng, mouniel,
wnd revolving on rollers och ke the
modern  cnterplilar wovenwal,  The
experiment, sccordlug to the Lomlon
Post, appesred fo alm ot fmprosed
military transport, and the men huoled
would probably nomber about 200 (b
elght wogons,

Among the Missing

Sergennt—Well, wwdim, we'll do
ot best, oot If your hoshand hasn't
been heard from In twolve Teirs—

Wife—Oh, It's not hlm I'm wsureyin
about. What | wuni Is the sungile of
the ribbhon 1 sent blm oul to match
~Lamilon Passing Show

HOW MRS, WEAVER
WAS HELPED

T, L E. Pinkham'
By To L% e T

As Mra, Woenvar herself sayn, “T wan
nevar very strong' 'This {8 a mild
atitothent  daseribe
Ing lher condition,
for, aceording toher
Jettars, who was sub-
Jocted to no smail
nmount of H heaith.
Fortunately, herals-
ter was familiar

Vugetable
onnd and
Mru. Weaver
to try it. “After
threa or four
pe M, Weaver, “[ folt &

mt dlﬂcmm in mynelf, 1 would (4]
to bed and slesp sound, and although I
could not do very much work, I seemed
stmngu I kept on taking it and gow
1 lnh and ltn:g. do my werk and
take care of threa children, I sure do
tell my friends about your wonderful
medicine, and 1 will answer any letters
from women asking about the Voege-
tatile Compound"—Mms, Lawsexcs
Wur;:. East Bmithfeld St., Mt Pleas.

“h you knew that thonsands of
women suffering from troublea similar
1o those you are enduring had improved
their health by taking Lydia B, Plnks
ham's Vegelable Compound, wouldn't
you think it was worth m trial?

In some families, the fourth generas
tion Ia learning the merit of Lydia E.
hﬂhn'l Vlauun Compound.

" Stop Coughing

The more you eough the worse you fes
and the more Infla your throat
lun{l become. Ulve them a chance Lg

Boschee’s Syrup

13 Iwin :iff lx -
Tears Tox It 10 and $0e h.&'é.:_:
thrwr‘ﬂl;mﬂ.u.m

mw*nir
IL

Am.*m
Unmplam

Cuptaln—Smith, what's that
doltig ot your collar?

Private (ofier earefully exnmining
his collar)—Iir's not deing angthing
right now, sir

BABIES CRY
FOR “GASTORIA”

Prepared Especially for Infants
and Children of All Ages

Mother! Fletcher's Castorla has
been In use for over 50 years as A
pleaxant, Lnrmiess substitute for Cos-
tor (), Paregorie, Teething Drops and
footling Syrupa. Contains no parcot-
jes.  Proven directions sre on each
peckage, Physiclana everywhers ree-
ommend It.

The genuine bears signature of

Com

mud

L
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The Main Question
The Boy—Iw you think we could

Hve ot twe teasand n yonr?
] T Girl=Fraps; but who s golog
v give It 1o on?

SAY “BAYER ASPIRIN' = Gpniine

Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on fablets, you are not
getting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved safe by mils
lions and prescribed by physicians over 25 years for

Colds
Pain

Headache
Neuralgia

Neuritis
Toothache

Lumbago
Rheumatism

DOES NOT AFFECT THE HEART

“Baver" kage

Accept only packag
which cunulns proven d:rr.ctlom. '
Rundy “Payer” boues of 12 ablta
Al tes of 24 sl Im—Dnuilu.

Aspiria s the wreds mark of Mager Manufactire of Monescetioasidester of Balleyllescid




