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Don't Trust
Your Butter
To Luck

Market men and con-

sumers are inalsting on uni-
form color, now-a-days, and
no real dairyman can 1o
trust to luck any more, Keep
our butter always that golden
funl shade, which brings top
by using Dandelion But-

+ Al large creameries
used it for years, [t meets
ationnl Food
tasteless

Christmas Present? Buy ltalian
Accordeon

WT bmpart, WAk, re.
pmlr, erchange 10
L arantes
Wilek delivery. Cali-
ln#u- Free

o hrl‘
a8 dnd Ave, N ¥,
Katubllphed 1078,
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Height of Happiness
Port=Are you happlly marcled?
June—=Indeasd, My hushund's scaréd

to death of we,

—— -

When You Feel a Cold Coming On.
Taks Laxative NROMD QUININE Tab-
1ot to work off the Cald and to fortify
the system nmainst an attack of Grig
or Influensa, 30e —Ady,

More Treatment Needed
Instructor—Now  don't you think
ber volow, s lmproved ?
Father=Yes, but s not cored,
—

Why do so many, many bables of to-
dny escape all the little fretful speils
and Infantile allments that used to
worey mothers through the day, and
keep them up half the night?

If you don't know the snawer, you
haven't discovered pure, harmless Cas-
torla, It s sweel to the taste, and
sweol In the little stomach. And Hs
gontle Inftuence seems felt all through
the tiny system. Not even & distaste-
ful dose of cantor oll does ¢ much

good.

Fletcher's Castorin 1a purely wege-
table, so you may give It froely, st
first wign of colle; or constipation ; or
diarrhea,  Or those many times when
you Just don't know what {r the mat-
ter, For real sickness, call the doe-
tor, always, At otber times, a fow
drops of Fletcher's Castoria.

The doctor often tells you to do Just
that; and nalways says Fleteher's
Other preparntions may be just as

.l
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CHAPTER XIV—Continued
. —2Fe o

“Mra, Dabbp how been separated

from -me for some yenrs, By mutual

 whe ‘uned lier malden name,
but we've never been divorced,”
Olnude expinined,

Loren's brows drew togother, but be-
fore he could apeak Clavde had slipped
his hand through Mary's arm and
brought her forward. “And my daugh-
ter, Mary Dabbs” Claude continued
with pride. “You knew her, of course,
an Mary Joknston”

“Just wo," Loren Rangeley's cold
amile took In the whole party, s he
makod: "And the reason for this little
famlly party? You me, 1 only ex
pected to meet you, Dabbs, and talk
business, so 1 am s Hitle—surprised.”

“Naturally,” Cluude ngreed, “but as
you were coming, we thought—"

Ned loterrupted. *It's rather up to
me to explaln, Father. You see, 1
want to murry Claude Dubbs' daugh-
ter.”

“1 telegraphed you lnst night”
Polly sald, quietly, “to come &l once,
You see, Loren, | had never mel your
son, and naturally 1 wished to be as
sured—"

“Oh quite” Loren agreed hastily,
bin color comlng back gradually, Then
the red-beaded besuty had not glven
him entirely away. I would have
béen awhkward, sapocially In view of
hin relutions with Clande. “The boy's
of mge, w0 my consent e hardly neces-
sary. 1 congratulate you, Ned, on
your choleo,” nud he bent over the
shrioking Mary's hand, and kissed It

*Thanks, Dad," and for the first
time In many months Ned's hand and
his futher's met o a hearty clasp
“And now,"” Ned turned to lnterpose
between Polly and her daughter,
“won't you allow Mary aod me to
leave you? You can discuss us w0
much more thoroughly, when we are
gone,” he sald, smiling at Polly,

He put his arm about Mary, whe
was clnging to Claude's hand, and
awept her from her father's grasp
and through the door luto (Mleude’s
bedroots, saylug, "Your hat's In here,
Mary.” He closed the door and took
her hat from the bed. “Put It on,
darling, and not & word untll we're
cloar.”

Mary moechunically put on the hat,
looked at herself 1o the glass und was
whisked out into the hall, hurried to
the slevator, and found herself belng
plioted to.a gondola by a tall young
man who laughed down at her aud
treated all the rest of the world as
moving shadows

He stooped to look under Mary's
bat and the smile dled oat.

“That sort of an engngement will
never hold me,” Mary sald quietly,
weeting his eyen. "It wan very clev-
erly done, but | can oaslly breuk It
and 1 will”

In the sllence that followed this re-
mark, she could hear Ned's heart beat.
Ing hard dnd fast. “Then the idié ap-
‘prentice” tasn't wou the master’s
daughter T

.”o'-

The little word seemed to echo about
thew, although she sald It po low,

*That sottles — everything,” Ned
spoke slowly, “U'll go, temorrow. You
peedn't be afrald” he added, “so stop
shaklng”

“You ean't go, Father's fond of

pure, just as free from dangerous | FOU

drugs, but why experiment? Besldes,
the book on eare and feeding of bables
that comen with Fletcher's Castoria in
worth Its welght In gold!

ey for

Metchers

CASTORIA'
ﬁarﬂe!d Tea

Was Your
Grandmother's Remody

For every stomach
and Intestinnl (1L
This good old-fash-
loned herb home
remody for constl
pation, stomach Wi
nod other derange
monts of the sys
tam wo prevalent these days Is In even
greater favor as n famlly medicine
than in your grandmother's day.

Ezta", i
Kno

*Yon, I'm fond of Claude Dabbs, too,
but ha'll bave to get along without
me, e has you. He won't care”

Ned reached In his pocket mechan-
feally for n clgnrette. Mary wished
she could keep from looklug at his
mouth. What was there about it?

He wan nctually turning to speak to
the gondoller, when Mury stopped him.
They weres nearing the futal bridge
and she knew pow why she couldn’t
help looking at his mouth, It was be
cause, warm, curving and generous, ne
It was now, It was shaped Hke Loren
Rangeley's, 1f Ned were thwarted and
disappointed, and denled, It might be-
come In time the snme straight, hard,
lean lne that bis father's mouth bad
become. The thoughts were unbear
able,

“Ned,” whispered Mary, “we might
try lt—untll Father and Mother make
up thelr minde” ]

Ned looked at Mary with positive
dlalike. "That's Mrs Johnston's daugh
ter speaking.” he sald coldly. “I'm In
love with Claude's.”

“It's Mury Dubbs who Is glving yoa
& chance,” she told him with spirit,
“Mary Johnston would throw yon over
like that!” “She snappbd her Angers
In an alry gesture. “So make up your
mind, Loren Rangeley's son, for the
offer will be withdrawn In 4 moment,
Why should 1" she asked of blue sen
and aky, “Jump for Joy ut the ehance
of marrylng Ned Rangeley, when It
comes to that?®

Nelther sen nor sky nnswered, but
INed did. "Donel” and his hand
presscd hers,

Loren Hangeley, after gravely dis-
cusking his busibess with Claude,
though uneasily consclons of Folly
sitting nearby, took his departure, Be-
fore he left, Claude had told him that
Nod was to be his partoer and per
sonnl representative, and Loren had
exprossed the hope that Ned, who ns

| e sald, "bad fullen on his feet,” would

appreciate his good luck. He waw
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content, he suld, to leave the boy in
good handa.

When he had gone, Polly rose,

“Detter walt: for the children”
lande suggested, “Why not dine
hiers, Polly? Wae conld all have din-
ner together quietly, and discuss
Mary's plana for the foture, and make
our arrangements for her”

Polly stood frresolutely looking
down at the Grand eanal, just as her
dnughter had done that afternoon, op-
proessed by the tumnlt of her thoughts.

“1 want you to know, Clande, that
it wasn't the money-—your money. It
was Mary alone thut brought me here
todny. You may not belleve that, but
it's true”

. "Why, Jiminy, I knew It, Polly, No
need for you to tell me that"

“I ¢an get along,” she told bim, “on
whnt 've left, especinlly If 1 live over
here. Do what you lke for Mary, but
leave me out”

YHow enn 17" Claude anked, “"Mary
will want you, and I'll want you te
stay with Mary, whatever her plans
are, untll she marries Nod. IU'll keep
away an far as 1 ean. You'll have to

*Thanks, Dad” and for the First Time
In Many Months Ned's Hand and
His Father's Met

et me play around with Mary a little,
but 1 won't bother you. Of course,
you ean and will live where you like
But 1 think Mary will want you near
her.”

Pally sank Into the chalr at the win:
dow and played with her gloves
“Mary !" she murmured. “What's my
life golng to be like, without Mary."™

Claude looked down at her pitylng
Iy, “Well, you're golng to have her
or u litle while yet. Your case lsu't
nearly ns bad as mioe, Polly. Mary
won't want me to belp buy her trous
senn, but ahe will want you™ He
paused n mowent and anld, didently,
“You will help me out with thuat—and
some other things, won't you? You've
no ldea, Polly, how I've been hoping
you'd take charge of the money and—"

“Spend 1IL" Pelly snapped.

Claude sodded. His face, turned
toward her In the falat twilight, looked
strungely pleased. “By Jiminy! It
would be great to see some of It go
for things women llke.”

Polly stared out over the water and
was sllent for awhlie,

“You're rather wonderful, Clande
Dabba 1 don't know that 1 qulte take
It n"

C. M. Dabbs moved uneasily. “Oh,
I've just gone along”™ he told her,
“dolng what eame uppermost. It's you
that are the wonder, Polly. Look
what you've made of yourself—and
Mary. Though” he sighed, “I haven't
bardly forglven you yet for keeplng
Mary to yourself.,” "

Polly rose, “Don't, Clande, you ean't
understand.”

“Think I do,” Claude told her, foc-
Ing her, “I've glven a lot of time to
thinking that out, and It eame over me
with a flash, Polly, that In your place
I would have done the same thing.
What did you know about e
* %0Or you of me?"

“Well® sald C M, "It happenied
that wiy, and we seted each necording
o our nutures; but If 1 can mnke
Mury bappy, and buy you both some
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pretty things now, that's something"

Polly looked at him In slow amase-
ment. Before her his life seemed to
spread out. He had tolled and grown
rich, unspolled. Claude was pelther
meek mor humble, He was wholly
mnstor of himself. Even while she
determined never to ask the inevitable
question, she heard It coming from her
own lps,

“In all these years, there must have
been mome women—"

“You spolled my taste for just wom-
en,” Claude nnswered, bruzgoely, “and
I hado't much time then, though I
own—1 missed ‘em. I had a whole
lot to lpok after, Tell you about It,
some day, Polly, if you care to hear."

Polly nodded. She became aware
that Cluude was regarding her humor

uunly,
“You'll potice” he mald, am she
looked up at bl Inquiringly, *1

haven't nsked bow many men?"

Polly laughed. “They dian't count
I hnd Mary."

Claude luughed, too, “Well, you
won't have her all to yourself, Polly,
now that Ned's come Into the stery.
You'd better try to like Mm, He's o
nice boy, though his ways are sud-
den”

“I don't like his sudden ways” com-
plalned Polly. “How dara be say he's
engaged to Mary I”

Ulnude's slow smlle stopped her. *1
guess Mary knowa"

Polly looked at him, »alf angrily.
“Were you playing for this?”

“Oh, Jiminy, no!* Claude gave a
quick look at her. *T wanted the girl
to myself a Uttle while, but I know
better thun to Interfere with young
people when thelr wminds are made
up.”

Then suddenly Polly realized. *Has
—has she sald anything to you about
—when T

“No, but If 1 know Ned, it will be
soon. Wil you go hack with her to
the White house, Polly, and stand by?
We can talk everything over—later”

Polly hesitated and was consclous
that Clande waited anxiously, *1 must
tulk to Mary, frst,” she sald, and saw
the keen blue eyes regurd her with &
curlous look of disappeintment

CHAPTER XV

Mary and Claude Dabbs were climb-
ing Winding Willow road on thelr way
to Clover Hollow. Venlee was barely
three weeks behind them, but as
Mary confided to ber father, It seemed
more ke three years, or us though
Yenlce bad pever been.

Claude gave her an odd lttle look,
and lmmediately Mary put her head
on his ahoulder and told him that of
course she didn’t mean exactly that
Clapde sgreed that bhe thought she
couldnt, possibly,

Direetly behind them was Peace
Valley and the grocery. In front of
the grocery Polly had climbed out of
Mary's car and Into Ned's. She sat
there walting for him.

That was the sore spot In Mary's
heart. Mother had come back rebel-
lously to the White house, though
outwardly quiet and nequiescent.

During all the Jonrney home she had
remalned secluded in her stateroom
while Mary, Clande and Ned had
paced the decks together and tried to
arrange thelr lves and hers. Bhe still
called herself Mra, Johnston. While
she acknowledged Mary's engagement
to Ned, and spoke to Clavde when
necessary, she stondfastly refused to
enter Claude's store or home. He
might, and did, lavish all that money
could buy on Mary, yet Mary's mother
continved to live on her own slender
Income,

“While 1 refuse to enter the gro-
cor's shop,” slie told Mary with final

Iy, “1 cannot mccept the grocer's
money.”
When Mary demanded that the

whole world, and especially Pence Val
ley, be told that this was her own
tather, Polly told her calmly, but de
terminedly, that that day would see
ber depart from Peace Valley, Clover
Lioow and Mary, Mary must be con
tent that Loren Rangeley knew and
that there would be no divorce. That
was as far as Polly Johnston was pre
pared to go, at present.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Perfect Exponent of Bird Love Is Linnet

There are not two more devoted 10t
tle lovers to be found than a palr of
lnnets, “1 have often looked upon
nets of devotlon In the birds’ world,
but If you want to see bird love at its
best you must watch the home life
of the llnnet,” says Ollver G, Plke,
the well-known ornithologist. Almost
every action that they perform at the
nest speaks of happlness, and you
could not And any birds more attached
to thelr young, If encmles approach,
and they are surrounded, the hen will
tall to the ground, showing the great-
est bravery, and by felgning n broken
wing or leg will drag herself along.
keaping dangercusly near the eat or

avennel, untll she has attracted it fur

from the nest. While she In bravely
doing her duty the male will stand by
the young, covering them with his

wings untll his mate returns,  But
when at last the young are ahle to
fly they are led from the nest, and
they never refurn to It agaln. The
beautifully made home is deserted,
and three weeks later the parents pre-
pare to rear anothér family In a new
nest.

Sessions of Congress

The Constitution proyided that the
congress should assemble March 4
1780, and thereafter convene “in every
year" on the frst Monduy In Decem.
ber unless they shall by law appolot a
diferent day. Up to and Inclading
May 20, 1520, 18 acts were prassed

naming dates other than December |

Sinee then, with few oxceplions, ons
gress has convened b December

Democracy Born of
Old Nordic Customs?

Amerienn  democracy I8 derived
from the soclul and governmentsal In-
slitutions of the nnclent Seandinavi
ans, the original Nordies, declares
Oharles J. McGulrk In an article In
Liberty. “Amevican lostitutions are
Nordle,” the writer nsserts. “Con-

Ia an echo of the Beandinavian

fog! an nssembly of tha people

about the mounds of thelr desd st

which they listensd to the advice of

the Old Man of the tribe. Our state

legislntures follow the ‘Hernldthlng,’
a local assembly.

*Democracy wos not born In Amer-
fen,” the writer contlnues, "It had its
birth 'n Norway when Hurnld Falr
halr destroyed the power of the ‘her
pire’ (kings) and piaced the leader
ship of the people among the ‘Jarls,’
high-born local chiefs who hand won
to leadershlp of the host and certaln
districts by thelr warlike qualitfes.”

The Right Sound

A lttle boy eame 1o the desk of
the Brightwood branch library and
requested that the lbrarlan give bilm
“a book called ‘Sllence Mournful'™ for
his high school brother,

“Are you sure that you have the
name right?™ the lbrarian asked duo-
blousty.

“Well, It's something ke that,” the
boy replled.  “It's by the saine person
who wrote “The MIll on the Flosa'*”

“Oh, you must menn Slins Marner,”
the librarlan smiled, running to get
the book.

“Well, 1 had the right sound, oy
way, dida't 1" the boy avked defl-
antly a8 by-standers laughed—Indian-
spolis News.

Made Bee-Keeping Pay

A woman Is the champlon “bee
king™ of South Dakota. 8he Is Mra
Charles H. Blackwell of Raplg City,
who ships 50,000 pounds of honey
from her bee farm annunlly. As 8
child Mra. Blackwell was mortally
afrald of bees. Seeking a business
career nfter ber mother died, how-
ever, she Invested §70 In her first
beest.  She now has 873 eolonles.
Some swarms contalo as many as
76,000 bees,

STOP CROUP
IN 15 MINUTES

Modern Industry

Modern Industry Is a gripping
gume, not only becsuse of the kick
there Is In it but becouse of the satls
faction It affords

The warrlor cannot look back on
his victory without seeing the corpses
of those he had done to death, but
the Industrinlist con amass & fortune
and still clalm he heas done more
good than harm—New York Tele
gram.

He Does
Dad—DBobby, do you ever have any
dificulty with “ghall® and “will* in
school?
Bobby—Never. Teacher says “You
shall” and 1 say “1 wiil"

Pestiferous Insect
“Pa” mald Clarence, ‘what Is the
asme of this pest that ls such a great
enemy of cotton?™
“The allkworm, son™
dad.—Vancouver Province,
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Not Too Original
A young literary aepirant strode tri-
ymphantly Into the office of & well-
known dally paper.
“Well, did you read my poem?' be
axked the editor.

*Oh, yes—long before you did" was
the reply.

SAY “BAYER ASPIRIN"” = Gomuing

Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on tablets, you are nol
getting the genuine Bayer Aspirin prescribed by physhe
cians and proved safe by millions over 25 years for

Colds Headache
Pain  Neuralgia

Neuritis
Toothache  Rheumatismy

Lumbago

DOES NOT AFFECT THE HEART

Accept only “Bayer” puckag
which contains proven directions.
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