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THE STORY

R e n e w i n g  ft c h i l d h o o d  a t t a c h ­
m e n t ,  E r n e s t i n e  B r l c e l a n d ,  o f  a 
w e a l t h y  f a m i l y ,  Is a t t r a c t e d  by 
W i l l  T o d d ,  n e w s p a p e r  a r t i s t .  H e r  
s i s t e r ,  L i l l i a n ,  u r g e s  h e r  to b r e a k  
off t h e  a f f a i r ,  b u t  E r n e s t i n e  r e ­
f u s e s .  A r u n a w a y  m a r r i a g e  f o l ­
l o w - .  L o r l n g  H a m i l t o n  w i n s  L i l ­
l i a n ’s  cotioC"» to  become h is  w i f e  
W i l l  a n d  E r n e s t i n e  ♦v - i r
m a r r i e d  l i f e  in h u m b l e  s u r r o u n d ­
in g s .  J o h n  P o o le ,  W i l l ’s b e s t  
f r i e n d ,  g i v e s  a  b i r t h d a y  p a r t y  f o r  
E r n e s t i n e  a t  R u b y  P a s t a n o ’s r e ­
s o r t .  E r n e s t i n e  a n d  W i l l  h a v e  
t h e i r  f i r s t  q u a r r e l  a s  a  r e s u l t .  
W i l l ’s  f a t h e r  d i e s  s u d d e n l y .  L i l ­
l i a n  a n d  L o r l n g  a r e  m a r r i e d .  
W i l l ’s m o t h e r  d i e s  a l m o s t  I m ­
m e d i a t e l y  a f t e r  E r n e s t i n e ’s b a b y  
is b o r n .  C h a n g e s  In W i l l ’s office 
f a l l  t o  b r i n g  a d v a n c e m e n t .  E r n ­
e s t i n e  a g a i n  is l o o k i n g  f o r w a r d  
t o  m o t h e r h o o d .

CH A PTER V III— Continued

Ernestine had asked John Poole to 
come down for the two Sundays they 
were at the lake. She had come to 
love the man as much as Will did, 
and had grown Into the way of Ignor­
ing has bad habits. He was admirably 
aober the first Sunday he came down 
to them, and Will and Poole spent the 
day In the wood path and on thff water, 
making ridiculous sketches In the sand, 
carrying Peter about with them.

But the second Sunday was a day 
of misfortunes. Ernestine was ill an 1 
could scarcely rise that morning, and 
it seemed to her that Will was linpa 
tient nnd unsympathetic.

Lorlng telephoned that he had 
stripped his gears and put the car In 
the garage. He would have to come 
on the train, and Ernestine realized 
with dismay that John Poole would be 
with him. Lillian brought the two 
from the station In her car. John 
Poole was already fuddled with drink 
and elaborately polite, and it was 
easily seen that Lorlng was in a stale 
of nervous exasperation. His face was 
flushed, his brow furrowed.

“I’ve got to go right over to Pas­
tano’s to see a man that's coming out 
there today," he said to Lillian as 
soon as they had had Sunday dinner.

“If you are going to see Ituby, I’ll 
go with you," said Mr. Poole. “I have 
a most important matter to discuss 
with Mr. Pastano. Mos’ Important. 
He has a nephew—yes, I know”—as 
Will laughed—“he has forty-seven 
nephews—but this Is a most particular 
one. This hoy Is to study modeling. 
He Is to be the exception—an artist in 
a family of clever criminals. I'm to 
see Mrs. Pastano about him. I’ll go 
with you."

He rose and took a familiar hold on 
Lorlng's arm.

"Will can take you over In the boat, 
after while,” Lorlng said, “1 must 
hurry, and Pastano can’t talk to both 
of us at once.”

"No, I want to go with you,” In­
sisted Mr. Poole.

Lorlng no longer made the faintest 
effort to conceal his disgust.

“Your desire is unrequited,” he said, 
and Will laughed and came around the 
table to his friend and boss and took 
hold of him.

“You’re coming with me, you old 
war-horse,” he said. "You’re drunk. 
I’ll wager you haven't done a lick of 
work all week. We’ll go over to see 
Ruby after while. Lorlng doesn’t want 
you, John, so come along with me.”

John Poole turned and detained 
Loring who was trying to escape.

“You don’t want me?”
“No,” said Loring nervously. “I’ve 

had enough of you—too much. I 
don’t ever want to see you again as 
long as I live.”

“Come outside and fight with me, 
and I will beat you, and then we’ll go 
to Pastano’s—together.”

Loring was furious. "I won’t fight 
with you—you old fool 1—Will, for 
G—d's sake, take him off me. Why 
did you bring him down here, any­
how?”

“Don't be so hard with him," said 
Will, smiling wanly. “He's got a little 
money—he might come In handy some 
day. You've changed your mind about 
friends of mine before—Pastano and 
Wlston, for Instance.”

Loring turned to Lillian who stood, 
silent and grave, by her table. “If this 
Is what I am to expect here It's the 
last Sunday I come down.”

Will flushed. "So Ernestine Is In­
truding now?” he said slowly. "Per­
haps you have already consummated 
your Intention of cheating her out of 
her privileges In this bouse as else 
where—”

“Anybody could cheat Ernestine,” 
exclaimed Lorlng. “She was cheated 
once and for good when she married 
you. She ruined her life then, and 
now she must endure anything because 
she Iscks protection and Is hand! 
capped to boot"

Will took a step forward, his big 
hand raised, and though he still smiled 
his face was evil. He spoke low and 
rapidly, and with an Indescribable 
effect of vituperation:

"Yotl great big stuffed shirt—you 
imitation—you safe-player and bribe­
taker, yon 1 Y ou coveter! Do you 
think I don’t know what's the matter 
with you?"

There was a pause which lasted In­

definitely. Lorlng bad swollen to rage, 
and then he had collapsed, until he 
stood looking Yt Will with a dreadful, 
haunted face. |

It was strasge, Ernestine thought 
afterward, thal none of them felt, even 
then, that Lot ng was afraid of Will. 
There was son a other element which 
gave Will treii ndous advantage. Be­
fore ;he blaze \ n  Will’s eyes, before 
his curmn. 7  breahless phrases, Lorlng 
fell Into a stirna ; dejection. The two 
men looked at et ?h other In the still­
ness that swlrlid u-ound them all. 
Will turned at l/ist to Ernestine.

“Go get your filings, klti *n, and get 
the baby ready,” he said li. a gentle 
voice. “We’ll all go back together. 
I'll go to the hotel and get a taxi to 
take us to till depot. We can get the 
afternoon trq n. Gather you^ things 
up again, Jo lt .”

With tears Vmnlng down her face, 
Ernestine obeyed him. Loring went 
off, cursing under his breath, and Mr. 
Poole followed him to shout unheeded 
threats and maledictions. Lillian 
helped Ernestine to get ready, both of 
them crying.

"It's the end,” said Ernestine. “We 
can never see each other again now. 
Our lives are separated Indefinitely,” 
and Lillian was thinking, “What will 
mamma say?”

“I'll call you up, when I get In 
town. Write to me, Ernestine. Don’t 
let them tear us apart—”

“My life Is with Will—yours with 
Lorlng," said Ernestine, and wept 
afresh, trying to stem the tears, try­
ing not to care, but feeling the nervous, 
uncontrollable necessity for weeping.

In the train, going back to Chicago, 
she still cried now and then. “Why 
does Lorlng hate us so?" she asked at 
last in a low tone. “Especially me? 
Why does he hate me? He seems to 
want to wound me, to strike at me. 
He’s done It before. But I've never 
harmed him. Why does he hate me, 
Will?”

“Hate you?" exclaimed Will, and 
looked at her strangely, his dark 
bright eyes searching her pale face for 
guile. "He doesn't hate you, Ernes­
tine. But forget him—I’m glad some­
thing has happened. They've only 
made us unhappy, anyhow.”

It was nice to be home again. Ernes­
tine went about her little house with 
a feeling of comfort and Joy.

Will was not due at the office untfi 
the end of the week, but on Monday, 
ns Ernestine was finishing up a wash­
ing for the baby, he got dressed to go 
downtown. As she kissed him good- 
by and watched him go, then turned 
hack to the routine of home, Ernestine 
felt a sense of well-being blot out yes­
terday's turmoil. She resolved not to 
think about It, nor to worry.

It seemed to her that Will had bare­
ly had time to go to town and come 
back again before he stood in the 
kitchen doorway, his eyes upon her 
with such a look In them that she 
gave a little cry and her hand flew 
to her throat.

“Will—what’s happened?"
He put his hat down slowly. He 

hung his head, unable to speak to her, 
but at last he got it out

"I've lost my Job.”
"Will—”
He said no more.
“Tell me—what happened?”
“Craps."
Ernestine sat down weakly In a 

chair by the kitchen table and gave 
a foolish-sounding laugh.

“Unarm, Eros—” she exclaimed and 
grinned at him. “I'm glad. You would

Will and Poole Spent the Day in the 
Wood Path and on the Water.

never have quit, and now you’ll get a 
Job where they'll appreciate you."

“Ernestine!” he said, and choked. 
•‘I'll make good for you—I will! 
You'll see—some day."

Mr. Poole had not been at the office 
when Will was dismissed by Mr. Wis- 
ton. It was some days before he 
learned the details and gave them to 
Ernestine. The fellows had all s»i- 
rounded Will with affectlot atc greet­

ing on his arrival In the office unex­
pectedly. They had at once planned 
to eat supper In a crowd. Somebody 
produced dice to determine Immedi­
ately who would have to pay. They 
squatted on their heels In a close ring 
between the sloping desks, and Tommy 
Tucker cried a fierce schoolboy “Jig­
gers" at them. Will held the dice, aud 
he straightened up and turned about 
boldly rattling the cubes In Ills big 
hand, and faced Mr. Wlston.

Mr. Wlston made quick work of him, 
almost, It seemed to Will, or so he 
said, as though he were glad of the 
chance. Within ten minutes after his 
arrival, Will walked out of the Sun 
offices, his possessions, done up In a 
paper package, under his arm, while 
half a dozen Indignant but futile 
youngsters mourned after him.

But John Poole would not have It.
“You fire my help and you fire me," 

he told Wlston, and he left bag and 
baggage.

Nobody had thought of this. Mr. 
Wiston remonstrated with him, but 
nothing would satisfy John Poole ex­
cept Will's reinstatement, and that 
Wiston would not concede.

So Will had added to his own anxie­
ties a sense of responsibility about 
John Poole, of concern over Ernes­
tine’s break with that part of her 
family which was In or near Chicago.

Mr. Poole let It be known In news­
paper circles that he and his assistant 
were available, but to his astonish­
ment he had no offers. He was old. he 
had been Identified with the Sun for 
many years. The Sun’s rivals were 
busy developing their own artists and 
establishing them. It was only a year 
or two longer, It was said, for John 
Poole, and anyhow he would probably 
be back at the Sun within a month.

It was dull In Chicago that summer. 
Mamma was still In Europe, and Ernes­
tine felt that she could not confide In 
Lillian about Will. There were times 
when she was frightened about her 
own health. She felt faint in the heat. 
She could not eat at all. She had not 
felt this way before Peter was born, 
but then she had been strong and well. 
She couldn’t understand tills—her feet 
were swollen until she could not wear 
her shoes. Mrs. Schluss and Mrs. 
Pryor expressed their anxiety. Only 
Will, engrossed In his own troubles, 
was unaware of her frailty. She pre­
sented to Mr. Poole and to Will a 
superb calm, and a facetiousness that 
was easier for her than tragedy.

Will found some work for an ad­
vertising agency, which he brought 
home to do. He might have taken 
one of the Jobs papa had offered him 
from time to time, but papa was In 
Europe and Lorlng In charge of his 
affairs.

Ernestine could not forgive Will for 
playing baseball In the streets with 
John Pryor and a half a dozen other 
half-grown boys, when he came back 
from Ills fruitless Jaunts after work. 
“He doesn’t care,” she thought, and 
longed to wound him, to strikethrough 
his carelessness. She grew almost 
morbid—“Perhaps he’ll have reason to 
waken—to understand that life's a Job 
for a man."

Will took five dollars, almost the 
last of their cash, one morning early 
In August and went out, looking very 
clean and spruce, and with the light 
of adventure In his eye.

“I’ll find work today, or stay out 
till I do,” he told Ernestine and kissed 
her on both cheeks.

Peter clung to him ecstatically.
“Peter loves Will the betteV she 

thought, pressing any thorn at hand 
against her heart. After he was gone, 
she went to her trunk and got out the 
bankbook she had obtained that day 
two years ago, when she had come out 
here and found Will's father dead. 
Here was a secret source of supply 
of her own. She looked at her bank 
balance. It was enough to pay for 
herself and the new baby, If she went 
Into a two-bed ward, as Doctor Grey 
had planned for her. This was her 
money. Will would have to manage 
for himself and Peter. She decided to 
go and get the a. >ney and have cash 
In til« house If anything happened. 
But she would not let Will know she 
had It.

She put the small bankbook on the 
dining room table and went about the 
clean and tidy house, washing dishes, 
setting the rooms In order.

There was a long letter from mam- 
ma in the morning mall. Ernestine 
did not finish reading It, for she had 
to go and lie down on her bed, seized 
with such pain that she could scarcely 
forbear crying out. She fell within 
herself no light ut all, no buoyancy, 
no spark of Hie. She was dull, louden, 
submerged. She felt she ought to 
make some effort to resist this spiritual 
inertia tu t she was too III. She won­
dered If her child would be born too 
soon. This thought goaded her Into 
action. She rose and gathered from 
her trunk Peter's little baby garments, 
long since washed and mended and 
laid away. She made the things she 
might need for the baby Into a bun­
dle and put It In her dresser drawer. 
She would get her money. She would 
arrange her own affairs—with com­
petence. Whpn the call came, she 
would be ready.

But she must rest first. She made 
herself a pot of fre»h tea, asked Mrs.

Schluss to look after Peter, and at 
length In the early afternoon she 
started off on the long walk to the 
street car.

She rode Interminably, withdrawing 
her spirit from the concussion of the 
heat waves that came up from the 
stone pavement Into the street car. 
Walking in a mist she reached the 
bank and went inside. She opened 
her purse, but found among its con­
tents no bankbook. Like a picture 
in a dream she could see the leuther 
square of It on the dining room tnble 
In the little house. She had left It 
at home.

If she had been In normal condition 
she would have realized that It was 
quite possible for her to estuhllsh her 
Identity at the hank. She had made 
many small deposits. The teller would 
have remembered her. But ns she 
stood In disappointment, the world 
grew black before her eyes, nnd for 
a straining moment, fully conscious 
but blind, she stood In silent terror.

The blindness passed, and she picked 
up her purse and went out of the 
hank, turned, half Instinctively, 
toward Mrs. Bennett's. A strange 
girl was at the door, a colored girl 
who rolled her eyes at Ernestine.

“Mis’ Bennett's out, ma’am. Will 
you wait?”

Ernestine left without a word, and 
went back to the boulevard. The 
darkness, the blindness was coming 
down on her again. She felt that she 
was going to faint. She could not hold 
on any longer—there was nothing with 
which to cling—she no longer cared.

The great bulk of the bus was mov­
ing down toward her—gigantic, menac­
ing. She felt that It would crush her, 
and moved back a little on the side­
walk, her horrified eyes fixed upon the 
monster which seemed to swell and 
grow, and then, strangely, to rise from 
the pavement and to turn slowly and 
gracefully about In the air. She knew 
It was delirium, she knew that the bus 
could not act that way. But her 
knowledge could not pierce her fear of 
confusion. And then the bus lunged 
at her—the blindness came down again, 
and Ernestine, alone and very 111, fell 
down upon the pavement of the boule­
vard with a soft and plaintive moan.

CHAPTER IX

Loring Finda Ernestine
It was nine o’clock when Lillian 

renched Chicago from Langley lake In 
obedience to Lorlng's frantic telephone 
call. She turned the car Into Erie 
street, as Lorlng had Instructed her, 
and stopped before Mrs. Bennett’s 
door, her hands falling from the wheel 
of the car with nervous weariness, 
«he went up the stairs quickly, her 
heart full of repressed terror for Ernes­
tine. She could not Imagine what 
might have happened to her. It 
wasn’t time surely for her baby. Lor­
lng had been brief and unsatisfactory 
over long-distance.

The door was opened by a colored 
maid who stared In silence.

“Is Mrs. Bennett In? I’m Mrs. Todd’s 
sister. They told me to come here—”

The girl gave a squawk and threw 
her hand up over her mouth and rolled 
her eyes at Lillian.

“Can you tell me where Mrs. Todd 
is?” asked Lillian sharply.

"Lawd, Miss. Wlsht I cud. Nobody 
knows. But you better c-mln nnd talk 
to Mlz' Bennett. She kin tell you the 
fac’s.”

Trembling seized Lillian, but she 
followed the girl in silence to Mrs. 
Bennett’s sitting room, and In a mo­
ment found herself confronted by a 
plump little woman whose face was 
gray and ravaged. Lillian looked at

her witn plendlag eyes, afraid to trust 
her voice. Her throat was dry and
closed.

“Please—where Is she! What has
happened?"

“We don’t know. We can’t find
her.”

“Tell me—please."
“She's not been well—you knew of 

course that she was expecting an­
other confinement?”

Lillian nodded, realizing that she 
was Ignorant of the date.

“Well, since Will's been out of work, 
she's not been well."

“Will out of work? I didn't know 
that.” Her heart was shaken with 
remorse. Will out of work, aud Ernes­
tine 111, and she had known nothing 
of It—playing bridge and golf and 
swimming at the lake.

“But where did she go? Who was 
with her last? What happened?"

Mrs. Bennett tried to be coherent.
“She left her little boy with a neigh­

bor and went out alone, early In the 
afternoon. Evidently she Intended to 
go to the bank, for Will found her 
bankbook lying on the table. We can’t 
find out whether she was at the bank 
or not. No one noticed her, and she 
did not withdraw any money. But she 
came here about four. I was out and 
she left, but the maid said she looked 
as though she were going to drop then. 
That’s the last that’s been seen of her. 
Will got home about three, and he be­
gan to worry because Ernestine had 
not told him she was going out, and

“We Don’t Know. We Can’t Find Her.”

It was so hot, and she’s not been well, 
lie decided to come over here to the 
bank, and when he found that she 
hadn't been there, he went to your 
mother’s. Ernestine wasn’t there. 
Then Will came here, anil Mr. Hamil­
ton met him here. I phoned to Mrs. 
Schluss for them, but Ernestine wasn't 
at home yet.

“Wherever she was she would have 
come home to Peter, as Will argued, 
and I agreed with him. Will was 
nearly distracted—the men quarreled 
bitterly, and Mr. Hnmllton called up 
Ituby Pastano nnd the papers, nnd or­
ganized a search—of course, people In 
the city go off and are delayed and 
don't get home on time. But, you see, 
now it’s nearly ten and we haven’t 
heard anything of her. Mr. Hamilton 
has notified the police. They'll find 
her—unless—”

“What do you mean?” cried Lillian 
sharply. Her hnnds were shaking so 
that she could scarcely hold her purse 
and gloves.

“Well—your husband—Mr. Hamilton, 
he’s got the Idea that she may have 
destroyed herself. But Will says no— 
she wouldn’t do that.”

“Will Is right. Ernestine wouldn’t 
do such a thing.”

“But pregnant women get wonder­
ful queer notions in their heads," In­
sisted Mrs. Bennett dolefully. “Mr. 
Hamilton was nearly wild. He told 
Will that he had killed Ernestine—it 
seemed hard for Will to hear, but he 
brushed It away like nothing.” She 
paused.

(TO BF. CONTINUED.)

C ity D w eller  N eed  N ot F ear  L oss o f H earin g

A woman’s club bulletin, Just out. 
has an article on noise. The custom­
ary sort of article by somebody or oth 
er who prophesies that because of the 
pressure of city life, subway ronr and 
rivet-gang symphonies our senses are 
degenerating. He expresses his sad 
belief that in another 20 years Man 
hattanites will he as myopic and deaf 
as the stone lions in front of the li­
brary.

We are no* alarmed, no; only bored. 
Nobody with sense believes anything 
like that. The Solomon Islanders, who 
listen for drums 100 miles off, are sup­
posed to have the acutest ears In the 
world. Maybe, but New York has a 
million persons who can detect In the 
loudest din a click that Indicates trou­
ble in their auto engines.

The Patagordun can see an ostrich 
head at the distance of 86 miles. But 
It would blind him to pore over this

Boxw ood in A m erica
The early settlers brought boxwood 

to America and u-ed It extensively. 
Many of the estates of the colonial 
gentry from Philadelphia southward 
record the early American era of the 
box, and Its mute testimony declares 
that there was time and money and 
refinement to spare In those families 
of the old aristocracy who chose to 
express their artistic temperaments in 
their garden design«.

page for an hour, anil he would see 
nothing hut a blur. Yet a short-sighted 
proofreader, peering through thick 
glasses, could spot a single error on 
It In a few seconds.

It would he nearer truth to say that 
man’s senses are exactly now us they 
were In the Slone age. And there 1« 
something to he said even for the sub­
way roar. In war time we do not be­
come shell shocked so easily.—Nov 
York American.

E ng lish  P h ila n th ro p is t
Between 1868 and 18<»S Joslah Mu 

son built up a great orphanage at 
Erdlngton, England, at a cost of about 
$1,600,001). For this he was knighted 
In 1872. He was horn at Kidder­
minster In 1706. began selling cukes 
on the street at the age of eight and 
Inter taught himself to read and write 
while serving as a shoemaker’s ap­
prentice. Finally he beenme a manu­
facturer of steel pens ana built up an 
enormous business. He added to Ills 
fortune by gold and silver plating and 
copper and nickel smelting, lie gave 
Jl.OOO/tOO to Mason s college, now e | 
part of the University of Birmingham

J o in t  N ot«
The signer <.! a Joint note Is re­

sponsible for , ne entire amount If 
called upon to ture! It.— Detroit Free 
Press.

Reason fo r A lte ra tion
in N am e of New Baby

On the very last day of the census, 
a baby was born at the Good Samari­
tan hospital and the proud father 
told the enumerator about It.

“And what Is the baby’s name?” 
asked the census taker, poising his 

' pencil.
"Why, It hasn't any name yet; It 

was born just about two hours ago.”
"Can’t very well list It without a 

name," protested the statistician.
“Well, I’d like to have It In the 

count to make Los Angeles a little 
bigger,” said the husband, and he 
aud the enumerator went Into con­
ference as to a suitable name. They 
finally decided on Henry, and the 
husband called np the hospital to 
get his wife’s approval.

“She cant' talk now,” stated the 
nurse over the phone, "but she says 
If you’ve decided on Henry, It’s all 
light with her, except that you'll 
have to make it Henrietta.”—Los 
Angeles Times.

S k ep tica l P u b lic
Brian Jewett, grand exalted goof 

of his well-known Goof club, couldn’t 
sell $5 gold pieces In Congress street, 
Portland, Maine, for $4 each. About 
five o'clock he emerged from a bank 
with ten new gold pieces. He started 
In with a sales talk something like 
this: “I say, here Is a *5 gold piece 
and I need some ready money. Will 
you purchase It for $4?" Most of 
the replies he got were hal ha’s! 
One man. however, a foreigner, took 
a look at one of the gold pieces, bit 
on It sharply and passed over $4 
with no hesitation. And one other 
was In on the purchase; but Jewett 
could not sell the other eight, though 
hundreds of passersby stopped to 
listen.—Indianapolis News.

C a n n ib a lis tic
Leslie lives In a big city and his 

opportunities to visit the country are 
limited, consequently he Is "country 
green" as Ids country cousin wlther- 
lugly put It.

On his first visit to the farm, 
when milking time came, he, of 
course, was an Interested observer. 
Milk, ns he knew It, came from the 
milkman, in bottles. One of the cows 
had a calf. When she was turned 
in with It nnd It began in n most 
vlgircus manner the business of get­
ting Its breakfast, Leslie was ter­
ribly excited and worried.

“Oh, mother! mother!” he cried, 
“that calf Is going to eat that cow 
up."

WhenRod 
_ Sours
Lots of folks who think they hav« 

“Indigestion" have only an acid 
condition which could be corrected 
In five or ten minutes. An effec­
tive antl-acld like Phillips Milk of 
Magnesia soon restores digestion 
to normal.

Phillips does away with all that 
sourness and gas right after meals. 
It prevents the distress so apt to 
occur two hours after eating. What 
a pleasant preparation to take I And 
how good It Is for the system 1 Un­
like a burning doae of soda—which 
Is but temporary relief at best— 
Phillips Milk of Magnesia neutral­
izes many times Us volume In acid.

Next time a hearty meal, or too 
rich a diet has brought on the 
least discomfort, try—

PHILLIPS
A Milk

o f M agn e sia

M aybe
Councilman Ilandall had been talk­

ing to some of the young folks In 
North Hollywood about the glories 
and profits of outdoor life In south­
ern California. Orange groves, fig 
ranches and uprlcot orchards were 
touched on in colorful and convinc­
ing manner.

“And what?” he asked, “will be 
the outcome o.. the simple life?”

“A simple dentil,” shouted some 
one at the rear of the hall.—Los An­
geles Times.

D isp o sin g  o f  E s ta te
A will may be simply stated as a 

disposition of your life Insurance, 
of your general estate and of person­
al keepsakes. The administration of 
the will Is the other weighty prob­
lem. The choice of executor Is of 
great Importance.

In  a  M a n n er o f S p eak in g
"Well, I think I’ll repair home­

ward." "Oh, you have a used car, 
too?”—Life.

Nothing leads to good which Is not 
natural.—Schiller.

P A R K E R ’S  
H A IR  B A L SA M

U cm ovbfl D a u J ru f f  S to p s  H a i r  Fall In« 
Im parts Color and 

Baauty to  G ray  and  F aded  Hail
60c and $1.00 at Dnisrffiats.

B a a l i h M a a l T
Fl.O R FS T O N  S H A M P O O — Ideal fo r  os« In
connection w ith  Parker'sH air Balsam . Makes th e  
hair »oft and fluffy. 60 c en ts  by m ail or a t  drag* 
g ists . H iscox Chemical W orks. P atchogue, N . X#

ÑCE1846
HANFORD’S

B a ls a m  o f  M yrrh

Oregon & California Directory 
Hotel Roosevelt

O ne o f  P O R T L A N D 'S  Nowmr H otels
All rooms have  shower or  t u b , $3.00 up. FIREPROOF. 
221 W. P a r k  St. Coffee Shop. O a r a g e  oopos lte.

Hotel Hoyt ■
P O R T L A N D . O ;

Specia l w in te r  
r a t e  by  d a j ,  »sell 

o r  m onth
P O R T L A N D . O R E G O N

Absolutely Fireproof
Corner  6th and  Hoyt Sts.,  N e a r  Union  S ta t ion .

C A _ _ l t l ~ . . . E A R N  B I G  M O N E Y
\ T 2 i r T  N n \N 25 to 50 per ce nt pa id  while 
^  l  H V n  learning.  Posi tion  secured. 
Lectu res  weekly. 32 colleges. Wri te  for ca ta log . 
M A I  P P  S Y S T E M  O F  C O L L E G E S  
I T 1 U L C .n  71  Third SL  -  P o rtla n d , O r*

HOTEL ROOSEVELT
SAN F R A N C ISC O ’S N EW  FINE HOTEL

Every  room with ba th  or  ehoWer. S3 <<! to 13.50. 
Jones  a t  Eddy. O a r a g e  ne x t door.

W. N. U-, PO RT LA N D , NO. 34-1930.

B o o k m an 's  H o lid ay  1
Literary Editor—Where Is that 

book I reviewed yesterday? 
Assistant—Oh, I gave It away! 
Literary Editor—Whntl Didn't 

you know I hadn't read It yet?

When u boy can earn a living It’S 
because his father won't do it for 
him. „ i

Don’t Cuss!
H ere’s the sure, quick, easy way 
to k ill all mosquitoes indoors 
and  keep ’em away outdoors!

Flit ¡J soli only 
in tKij yellow 
tan  with fhs 

black bantL

pray  
clean sm ellin g .

Z j The World's ,v¿ 
Selling Insect W

et V "
O  IMO Stanco In «

M eet th e  W ife
“No woman," say* Edgar Guest In 

the American Magazine, “can slight 
me by rejoicing In her husband's 
homecoming And no man enn lose 
my good opinion by paying attention 
to his wife."

S om e D on’t  N eed  I t
Jock—“Why do some girls kiss 

each other?’ Joan—“Just to keep In 
practice, I suppose."—Answers.

Mercy to him that shows It, Is th« 
rule.—Cowper.

Are You Traveling?
Use I u l l e u r a  .S o ap  and hot

water to remove the dust and 
grime and thoroughly cleanse 

your face. Anoint with t u t l c u r a  
O in tm en t if there is any irrita­
tion, roughness or pimples. C 'n tl-  
e n r a  T a lc u m  is refreshing and 
cooling.

8ou p  2*e O in tm en t 2Re and 60e T a lcu m  26c. 
P rop rietors Potter D r«« ft OWrateal Oort.  Mai (tea. M am .


