_was mirrored on his rugg

_he wanted 1t; I don't know. I—1I car®

_his rifle fall unnoticed to &l
" put his arms around|her shoplders as

* goon golng In the best room,

| By Hapsburg Liebe

Copyriftht by Doubieday, Fige & Co.
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CHAPTER XiX--Continudd. | [ blushed i spite of herselt us she{him nnything ln advance. o he went
i faced him. . with her to see for hmself,
il The| To hide bher confusion, L When at kst they stocd inside Jhe
@i fpm thte | turned to the il & Ly ings, | Elizabeth
wt or bxpect | who had eome in behind B Date.
ed to hear the 1 word te khew ts | Tleiv care you, Byt she ank God ™
John K. Carlyie at wnieh|he hod | i, Fae color left
Just safd. It b vor vanford hfs T Qe grinned Dy ek, Flo shidt s
mind that John K. (arl: -« eduid e | her hand it wer itle on his fect. ap-
sorry. ' 0othin® bt o couple o bakied “possitns {ened bis eyes, looked and saw gatn,
Ther the great nnd bltter defire fgr [ und a peck or two 0° wweet i o' He tirned to the young woman witly
revenge rushed dneo’ .| dinner, and Tve been 2< b the oy shining on Wl tace.
and hishead went do s B | dev—as thmmder wion nathin® over I told
right eve: looked alo ts anil [ sence. Doin® nothing <bwore dees nke
to the kneellng mun's’ s trig- | me honers, ML) . awny of the lower five
ger finger hezun § to croof— Supg and they hal ot only abliterated  the
Untll this instant Elizabeth| Litle | went Into a lonz, logwaild voom that it had teft an abfost perfect
ford had been us one frozen, hid heen [ served as both kitehen und, dining Then John Mordtand's bare,
as o figure carved In Btone. Nww shie | rootn. cold aind tireloss bands had gone to
sprang to her feet and went lfetween | Bl Dale sat beslde his father and | work and made it; in every respect, &
Moreland and his anclent enemf. talked of nothing. but coal velns—biz | perfedt cross. :
“Put "at gun down—walt ontdi I tell | and little coal velts, long and short.

ye, John Morelatid; what I've zo|
ve!” she aried tensely;| lapsing
old dialect in her exditement.
Moreland stared, she et on:
“It wasn't Newion Witeatley ['ni put
up the ‘money to start yore cogl mide
a-goln’; it was this man here! And tife
s

t

While

Alexander Crayficld Copal corp'ration-

shich has been n-payin’ you tw pric
fo, yore conl—that was this mah herd!
Mr. Hayes was hig—bs ally through

all.  And he's sorry, iJohn M
this man is—s0 sorry ghat he v
die: and galo't ye seg it, Joh
land?"
She E'luxh! ln:r bri-ath agdin an
contipued tearfully:” “Ol, hp don’t
desarve 10 be kiled, bnd ef he didd
you're too good a man to kil hi
He's done paid—you don't kngw, like
1 do, how he’s puid. ‘You |mustn't
18'get that And you mustn’t fo'get
Bill Dale, his son. Put down that gun,
Johm Moreland! . Yore people 15 saved,
as David wanted ‘em savedi Now
d-d-don't go nm.l s-s»spoll 1t {all, fo
God's sake!”
‘The blg mounm!neers ey were
wide with nmx\zemem for Ellzabeth
Littleford’s every ward had bame the
ring of truth. He was too dhized to
understand her eliuslon to Bfil Dale
as his old enemy’s son. The riffe.conle
s

e

reland,
ants
More-

back from neross the: palings, |and its
steel-shiod hutt ‘found a place] in I
snow heside John Mareland's foot,
Stowly iJohn K. Dale ardse add
drew close to - hlm, land then from
John K. Dale’s soul came poufing the
pem«uq angulsh of rémorse that had
seared |it through the {sears. The tor-
rent of words fiowed on, while the
mountaineer stood dgldly r¢gardidg
him Mm a strunge ugm in hls plerc-
ing e
“1 cunt ask you ‘to forgl
Dale finished brokenly. *“I d
pect forgiveness; my crime |
great. |But can't you, for the
the boy, let me keep on t
atone fvr my sin?"
John! Moreland ldoked  long and
seorchingly into the face of the plead-
ing man before him} The
struggle that was golng on wl

e me”
o't ex-
vas too
sake of
ving to

tenaocé.  But gradually the bf
faded; his huge frame treml
put a hand slowly down on th
shoul

“The 'boy," he muttdred~"B(Il Dale:
1s he yore boy? Yore name ¥as Car-
Iyle then—"

“Ay boy yes—my hﬁz Bjll Dale.
Cariyle fs an old famfiy wafe. My
father Was at the head ¢ a[big copl
concerti; he sent me down here ih-
cognito to get & line on' the Moreland
veln, Maybe he thought the pribe

t
t

would be high if*it were kngwn th

remember.”
Ben Littleford's | daughtpr
watching closely; hoping agal

wes
st hope,

praying to. heasen with all hdr heart;
and then she saw John K. Dale put
his tHight hand wp to'John '

hand, take 1t and press It—and &
saw , John Moreland, his | beard:
mouth Jerking, give the apswer
squeeze that meant' somethlpg ve!
akin to forgiveness., :
8he ran out at the gate, rpn up lo
the glant hillmen and put Her arms
t

n

dman

aroond his neck; bhe drew his grel
brown head down and kissed him
the cheek. And John Moréland
e snow,

though she were his own daughter,
bowed his head and sohbed out .a

tew words 5he dld uor uad tand.;
R .

rench

a

Night had failen When the;
Ben Littleford’s 2abin home. | The g
was welcomed with! much {joy;
Dale was received with almost aff
tlointe. cordiallty. A roaring fire wi
and ol
Dale was given the cosiest of tl
sheepskin-lined rockers. Ben Littie
ford, washed scruphlously jclean of
coal smut, gat near the guest|of honor.
John Moreland, who! was sd thought-
fo! thnt he. seemed jto. hear] and see
nothing, sat close-to ‘Ben Littleford.

Suddenly. Dale looked toward hls
host and asked: *VWhere Is my son?”

At that moment Dnle the younger,
in hoots and cordumys. appeared in
the outer doorwayand ansyered for
Nimrelf:

, “Here he is,

“ Dale’ the -elder srose;
hands clasped warmly. Yopng

S oan? o

lnmérl Are sou well?*
nd thelr
le

]

- t1op ahook hands wﬂn Elizabeth,

broad and narrow, deep and shullow,
blue and black conl veins, Bahe Llit-
tleford, who wouldn't marry him. who
had come back ta the hills to torture
him with a beruty thut he hod- never
helleved possible ,lo  any  womnn,
shouldn’t know that he was even
thinking of her!

He talked coal with his {mher until
bedtime, and he was wiser In the ways
of the. black diamond when . nlne
o'clock came. After Ben Littleford
bad haltingly conducted family pray-
ers—und In this- he mentloned even
the Ballg, Turners and Torreys—Bill
Dale bade them all good night and
started for his office to steep. rolled fn
a blenket on the feor. There was a
lack of beds at Ben Littlefard’s thut
nighit.

A little later, John Moreland drew
old Ben out to the cabin yard, The
skies were clear, and the moon was
shining brightly; evervwhere there
was benuty ond peacefulness.

“Ben.” softly, "I've got to hother ye
a minute, ag |ate as it is. I wanted ye
to find me 2 hammer and a chisel and
a lantern”

“I've got ‘em all Lhme right thar
in the house,” replled Littlefrd. “Buz
whatn the name o' Torment and
thunderation do ye want with a ham-
mer and a chiwel and a lantern, Jobn,
old friend?"

The answer came stmlghtmmnxdly
It was the Moreiand way,

“I'm a-goin’ up thar td whar pore
Davld he's burled at, and cut off some
them. letters offen the stone, Ben. I
caln’t sleep ontel it's done. You can
guess what part I'm a-goin’ to cut off,
cafn't ye?”

“Yes,” sald Littleford.
me abont what happened up

“Babe told
thar

“The Boy,” He Muttersd—=Bill Dale;
Is He Yore Boy?! Yore Name Was
Carlyle Then—"'

efore dark. And I'm pow'tul gled
ye're n-goln’ to do I, Johnm, old
triend.

He went with Moreland to the little
enclosure on the .highest polnt of
David Moreland's mountain. He held
the lighted lantern while Moreland
worked, They were there for hours.

When the work was finlshed David
Moreland’s brother arose from his
knees in the snow, put the bawmmer
and the chisel Into his pockét, and
sprend open his cold, cramped fingers.

“Ef Duvid could know,” he sald
weartly, “1 belleve he'd be glad 'at
1 done it. Auywuy, it makes we teel
better.” .

Ben -Littleford put a blg hand on
John Moreland’s shoulder.

“Yes,” he egreed, “ef David could
know about it, he’d be gind "at ye done
it, John. The’ hain't no doubt o' that.
And who can say hé don't know nbout
e

Eliznbeth learned: of It early on the
foliowing morning.. When brenkfast
was over, she whispered to John K.
Dale that there was something she
bad to show him. ' She wouldn't tell

CHAPTER XX

The End of It All.

. sun shone .very brightly that
It and the snow began to welt on
the places. that .were not shaded,

When he retur
the crest of [
win, Jom K,
fore the fire
thinking, untll
announced.  V
was over, h
sut there thin
afternoon was

Then he eul

“Will you go
1 wish to see
added under h
best that they

Ellzabeth he
said to himself] u3 well as she henrd
that which he liad said to her. Should
wnow! Know what? She had a sud-
den’ wild - fear| that Mrs. Dale had
hroken her promise never to breathe
a word of the| truth concerning the
Adam - Ball affair. ¢ Nevertheless, she
put on hér hat and her gloves and
went to BIll Dale's office.

Dale sat with his elbows on his desk
and with his head {n his hands. To
all appearances, he was unaware of
the presence of the giri In the door-
way.

She :po!\e “BiL!”

He sat up strajght and. faced her.
He seemed surprised.

“Well, Babe?”

“Your-futher wants you,” in a low
volee. “He's got” something to tell
you that—that will make you think.
almost nothing of me!"

Toung Dale frowned. “What Is 1t?"

“I'd rather he'd tell you about ft.
Biil Dale, I don't think I could bear
to tell you myself£"

She turned and was about to hasten
nway, whed he called to her:
“Walt!"—and she walted.

“Has 1t,” he asked, “anything to do
with your marringe to Jimmy Fayne?”

“Nol"

ned with Ellzabeth from
avid Moreland's moun-
Dale took a rocker be-
and sat there thinkng,
the midduy meal was
len the mithiay meal
resimed his chair and
thg, "thinking, unti) the
hulf gone.

[ed Elizabeth to him.
to my son and tell him
Hm?” he said. And he
s breath: “I think it is
should know."”

rd( that which he hed

z

He uzrose and put on his broad:
vimmed hat. “I'll admit,” he -smiled,
“that I'm worse than a granny woman
for pokink my nose into other people's
affalrs—when are you going to marry
Timmy, Babe?’

The answer came quickly: “Never.”

“Never!"

“Never,"
quietly,

“Never?" pursued Dale.

“Never]” cried Ellzabeth, exasper-
nted.

“@oodness!” lnughed Dale. “You're
dramatle, or vehement, or both. May
I walk home with you, Babe?"

“Yes, sir,” promptly, “if ‘you want
to."

They 'set out across the- Snow-cov-
ered meadows, and celther spoke an-
other word udtil they had reached
Ben Littleford's. tog -house, The glrl
looked at him queerly as they en-
tered, After he knew=—

0ld" Dale still sat before the fire,
and ‘near him sat sllet John More-
land, Old Dalei motioned toward an
instde door.

"Please close it, Bllzabeth,” he re.
quested, and she obeyed. ‘“Now sit
down., I've got something to telt the
three of you. Anud I fuucy It sl in-
terest all of you."

The two who had Jus( come 1n took
chalrs at the fireside. After & mo-
ment, Joho K. Dale began: N

“You've often wondered, Bill, sbout
thut savage strenk—as you choose to
call Yt—that 8 fn you. You fnherited
it. Much of that which we ure, It {s

repeated Ellzabeth, very

Pelaimed, is Inherited, and It must be

correct; lke begets Ilke, of course.
But there Js no savage streak [n you,
Bill, You are hot-headed, that's ull,
Your virtues overbalance that, by far,
I have never seen another .man who
had a greater love for honesty and
fair play, or a ;renter hatred far all
that.is Bollow and false, or more cour-
uge to stick up for that which seems
to, be vight, than you, Now I'll tell
you how you came by those fine qual-
nus and the hot-hendedness—"
Elizabeth Littleford -sat wlide-eyed,
tense; half breathless, If he meant to
tell it, why dide’t he tell it! Why dld
he beat ‘about jthe bush llke that? -
“Blll, this 18 hard for me. It brings
back a terrible thing. You know about
When I awoke
iylng

David - Morelang. . .
that morning and found him
dead at my ' drusken hands, 1

wished that I, two, were gead. ...
That :great and silent wilderness
smothered me. 1 imagined that I could
Bear vofces calllpg to me, saying—

“‘Cain! Cainl’

“Théy came from the laure) thickets,
from the trees overhead, from the
ground, from everywhere. You see, I
wasp't gl bed, even In my wild-oats
dugs. Then I thought of the law, and
Poran ...

“But the ery of @ child trom the
cabln 1 was leaving halted me hefore
1 had gone thirty yards, David More
iend’s wife had left himy. with a ha
only @ few weeks ol y hich I did
gar any particnlar atte’ on to until
that morning, thag black morning,” At
it time there was ns! other house
for wiles around, T confliy't Jeave the
ebild there o die of sti™vation, after
willlng it father, So 1 went tack and
fot the sand it

bk
forhouse dpwen i (.w‘m.\lx 1 and
went to Al\ll}h( ¢, anl started diie
afresh, .. L)

Bt later 1 oamgrled, und shortly
afier that 1 went te the wier sl
perstaded im0 let e wlopt the

el T hrlought 1t up as my own.
wlivated Jroas a sere of compensation.,
And I cyme to lose it But % w

vieurs betore my wife loved it. She
Widn't like chiidren thén. But she docs

“Well, Babe, Kitten Must | Drag You
to the Altar, or Wl You Go With Me
of Your Own Free \WVill?" N

now. She Is paying wow, and I am
paying. Don't you understand, Bill—
don’t you understand?’ '

There was a choke in his, volce to-
ward the lust. BIll Dale \ent to bis
feet. His eyes were wide, but he did
not seem Whappy; and for that Eliza-
beth was grntefgl. ZJohn Moreland sat
as still, with his ‘bearded, 'siklog face
88 expresslonless &s xhough he bad
koown it all along.

“And so I really am m mF Own
country!” cried Bill Dalet “I am &
Moreland, and the Mdrelnuds really
are my own people!” .

“Yes, you are in your ‘own country,
and’ you are a Morelay 3—and your
baby name was Davld,”’ nlq Jotn K.
Dale.

It wes then that Join Moreland
spoke.

"Bln, when 1 just,sa [ you, you
made me think o' my briiler the day
e was marrled. I aln't Cever fo'zot
that. I sartalnly alo’t s'n sed none
at all. We dldn't Lno\r about the
baby. ~Cherokee Joe told r:(e the baby
hed dled.”

“and oow, son,” pleaded old Dale,
his volce breaklng, “say that you, for-
glve me” -

Bill Dale, Darvid Z\Iom nd’s boy.,
koelt beside the old shéebikin-llned
rocker, took thé old conl ﬂn"':. hand
in both his own and bem: his head
over It.

“It's nll right,” he suid L\.chly. T
all right.’

Ellzabeth Littleford nr(s& and -stole
blingdly out of the housi.’ Mef oot
steps led ber, qulle withrt her real-
Izing where she ‘was goinj across the
meadow and to the rive :above the
blown-down sycamore. A  there on
that sacred spot, where & ¢+ had first
felt her heart leap at sound of
Bill Dale’s voice, she sz~ down In
a heap In the snow and ed, and
crled.

Twlilght was gathering xpidly, but
she did not potlee it 'hb did not
notlce, elther, that the ali vas grow-
fog steadily colder with ti pproach
of the wmountain night. ' To her e
warm sun was shinlug ldove fh a
bright blue vault; to her {he spirit of
summer was everswhere;:dr. lher ears
there was the liquld song ¢f ‘3 mendow
lark, the sweet twittering,of wood-
thrushes, the low humming of wild
hees. The pouring of the crystal wa-
ters between the two boulders above
the poot made mesle 10 her,-and blend-
ed with [t she scemed to hear the voice
of a big. clean, strong wan—-

“f wag thinking of the dlfterence be-
tween you and some olher women I
koow.”

Then a ray of hope sténe Into her
heart. Bl Dale was.nhlly a More-
land and, therefore, of fie hifl“blood
even ng she was of the bl blood, nnd
that should make them ,mure nearly
equal. She told herself that he wouldn't
tie so apt to condemn ‘Hér for being
able fo take a human life easlly as
one -of another blood would be; he
would be more apt to understand.; And
get, the women ba had ‘known ‘were

gentie, tender &nd refined, like, for in
scance, Patricla McLaurin, Soon the
ray of hope died within her, and sbt
bent her head and sobbed ngalp,

One of her bare hands began te
grope 1dly [n the snow at her side, ans
she Gld not feel the cold. Suddenly
she realized that her hand was full
of shavings, whittiings. Some man
bad been sitting there whittling with
o pocket knife—It must have been &
man, for who-ever heard of a woman
whittling? She feit In the snow with
Dboili‘hands, and found more shitt!ings
—there were bushels of whittlings, Jf
scemed 10 her, Iying there urder the

smow.
1en she wondered-—wondered whe

it conld have been.
Tt was ¢ dark now, hut the muon

was mot yet up, A
blazed

great, brizht star
above David Morelund's tomb

like @ vacan dire, 1rd the muf
fied sontads of slg seuting foor
in ¢ belind her. She

hewd. In her soul
it could be but one man,
Dale's bead was down, and he
moved as thouzh he neither knew nor
cared whither he went. Th
the pon the rlver's
fi Ll he halted,
his soul that it co
an,

Dale went on and sat doan on a
stune the size of a small birrel that
At lhu river's rim.

7' he said. [t was the mating
L':\!l u[ his heart in the spragtime of
Liis 115

h.uh !v
He tnew in
1 be hut sie wonr

" this whittlln’,

you were so busy
s nehody but Idlers. of
course, that whittles—that s, mosy o
the time it's nobody but idlers. that
whittles,”

“But I''n not busy on Sumdays, y
know," repliet Dale.

“Tell we this,” Elizubeth asked
pointedly: *What made you come to
this one spot to do your whittlin'?
Couldn't you \\Int[lu up taere in wy

dadidy's eabin yard

He answered her unkesitati
“Because I like to be here.
piace is a khrine 1o me.
that I first loved you, she.
tell me thi Why
this particulur s
the snow? There'
dy's cabin yard I

Said Elizabeth, in a volce ttat sound-
ed smothered: “Because I 1%e to be
here—this place Is a shrine to me
too—It wus here that I first Joved you,

here!

This
It wus here

Now you
did som come to
ot to slt down In
now 1a royr dad

he déinanded,
me?”
it wus me that shot—Ad

“won't

She went on, and  though emotion
had set every fibre of her to quivering,
she did not fall into the 2 hill talk,
which was proof of the magniicenca
of her:

"I thought you wouldn't wast me
If you knew that I did that, aad 1
couldn’t marTy you without telling you.
But you know now! And do whate
ever you feel llke dolng ar saying, you
cap’t hurt mo; I can cever be hurt
any-—-any m-m-m-lmore——"

BIl Dale shot erect. Trulr, this
was a day of surprises for bim. Ha
stooped and caught her «p.

- “4 real woman!” he xald happily,
strajghtening with her In ois arms. *A
real, all gold, pure gold wean! You
loved me well enough to kill a map
to suve me, and wouldn't Jat e know
it! Woman 18 a JTstery, eure cnough
But perhaps it's Lecauss wamen nrs
&0 fine and so far ubove manfglk that
menfolk cunnot  understscd  them
Well, Babe, kitten, must ¥ drag you
to the altgr, or will you go ‘with ms
of your own accord

She put her urms aronad his neck
and drew them tight.

“T'd go with you, Bil} Dale—or David
Moreland, whichever it is—to the very
last Inch of the end of thy world," she
said.

. . . . » . .

Early the next morning, there cams
strolling lazily up the rirer's bank a
tall and lanky mountaineer who wore,
nmong other things, a Magara Falla
mustache and cowhlds boots that
seemed ridiculousls short hetause of
the great.tength of his slender legs
He carried & ritle In the hoilow of ons
arm; he wns lanking for cabbit-tracke
in the snow. Near the pon) nshove the
blown-dewn syeamore, he came upon
tracks that had not heen made by any
four-footed animals, Thete were the
tootprints of n mun comleg from ona
directlon. and the tootprinta of i wom.
ao coming frow another direction)
only the fontprints of the man wend
away toward Ben Littlefard’s ‘eqbin,

By Heck was puzzied. -Here con:cs
BN he frowned, “ana over here
comes Babe. And thar. as plain as
day, goes Rill; hut whut hecome o
Babe? Whar in the prme o' the devil's
pet rdin-hoss did she xo to? Nod
straight up. shorely

He scrutinlzed the slgne with the
anderstanding eve of the »0rn woods
man. Then he grinned nroadly and
sald to himself:

“Well, dung my forrant and blast
my eyes! The danged osd Injun, he
Jest pivked hex up bodls and careled
her off heme, and I knew what thar
means, thank God, Iealn't pray, but
T shore can sing:

£Oh, when 1 die. dom't bury me deen:
on

Put n tom at miy hena and feett
Put o bear's J%tone In my ~iaht pand,
n wity 1o the Tram—{sad Lo-a-an
On:"0n'my way o the Promised. Lan di-{
(THI END.)

Ancient Roman Elections. /!

Anclent Pompeians had both prizaa
and generl elections, stwllnr to those
we have In every town any clty eact’
spring. They. were In the midst of
an exclting local electien, It Is.ingl
cated, when Pompell was Jenu‘n;eu
79 A. D,

MOTHER!I OPEN
CHILD'S BOWELS WITH
CALIFORNIA FIG-SYRUP

Lour Httle one wiil love the “frulty”
taste of “California Fig Syrup” even It
constipated, billous, irritable, feverish, +
or tull of cold, A teaspoonful never
talls to cleanse the liver and bowels,
In a few hours you can sec for your-
self haw thoroughly it works ail the
sour bile, and undigested fund out of
the howels and you have a well, piay-
ful child again.

Millions of mathers keep
Flg Syrup” lmu\h
spoonful 1o

“California
They know a tea.
a sick child to-
morrow. A ur druggist for genu-
fne “Calforaia Fig Syrup,” which has
directions for babies and children of
all e printed on xuum» Mother!
You must or you may
get an iwitution ny sy up.——Adwrmc-
ment.

AND THE SENATOR SUBSIDED

Edison’s Rejoinder to Statesman Who
Had Corrected His Pronuncia.
tion Was Crushing,

Thoinas A, Edison, whose questlon-
oalre {6 colleze graduates excited 8
good deul «f wrath In college clrcles,
can hold his own with anyhody,

Once at g dinner In New York a
Tearned senator from Harvard tack
Mr. lgon to task for pronouncing
the word “curator™ In the Scottish
way—the Inventor [s of Scattish Pres-
byterian descent—wlth the accent on
the first syliable.

“Mr. Edison,” the scnator sald, “it
{5 the usual custom to pronounce this
word cur-A-tor, following (he snatogy
of the Latln, In which tongue, ns
you're doubtless aware, the. penultl-
mate syllable {s long.”

“Thank you,” sald the great in-
ventor. “I suppose you know, how-
ever, that It 18 the Scottish custow to
follow the analozy of the English, and
to accent the ward on lts first rather
than its second syitable; but of course
I bow to the authority of so leared
& seh-A-tor and so eloquent an or-A-
tor as yourseH.,”

Summer Birds of Missouri.

Very few people realize the num-
ber of different kinds of hirds that’
make their home here during the sum- .
mer,  Some thne age the Columbia
Missourian published a list of about &
dozen species, but one of thelr sub-
seribers took exception to the smell
list, and seut In the following, which
he had persenally seen: Dlackbird,
red-winged binckbird, bluebird. blue-
jay, Indigo bunting. buzzard, eardinal,
catbird, . cluckadee, © eowbird, erow,
cuckoo, dove, field lark, flicker, gold-
finch, rose-breasted grosbeak, hawk,
humming bird, martin, mocking bird,
nuthateh, owl, Balimore oriole, or-*
chard oriole, pewee, phoehe, plgeon,
guall, rabin, sparrow, snlpe, swallow,

searlet  tanager, summer tanager,
brown thrasher, whippnorwill, downy
woodpecker and wren, — Centralia
Courler.

Got 'Em Guessing.

Miss Alice Robertson, the rmly wom-
an member of congress as the records
put It, was In conversation with a
group ot male members ineluding Rep-
resentative Towner of Towa and s
erpl others.  Something made Miss
Allce peevish at the way part of the
house was acting.

“I'm pot-the only ald woman in thls
house,” she sald as she lovked around
the group defiuntly,

Now the question thnt Is agltating
those present s exactly who Miss Allce
looked at at the moment. There are
as ,many different versions as (here
were members present.

orrect.
The teacher had been talking to her
class about the®elements. Now she

was asking questions.
“Darkness {tself 1S not an element,”
ghe said.

“Now, Townmy, defise dark-

™ sald the boy, rather n-
dh:mmllv arkness 15 what's there
when light {sn't.”

Weak and Worn?

Has summer lefc you dull, tired; all
worn out?, u have constant back-
Iﬁh Wlhﬂ‘l tbznda:hu, dizzy spells,
sharp, shbooting pains, pr anmoyin
kidney 1mguluntm' e
. grip epidemics have left thousands mth
week kidneys and_failing strength.
Bou't wait uatil serious ki ocy trouble
develops. Help the weakene:

with Doanw's Kidney Pilis.
bave helped thousands and should help
ynu. Ask your ‘neighdor,

_ A Michigan Case

Mrs. Geo. Wid-
maier, 1010 Elm St
Hancock, Mlich,
says: "I had paind
in the smell of my

ack hur

irregularly, e
1hg =0 much o! Doan’s l\ldnc) Pllls, 1
bought a few boxes and they bene-
fited me wonder(ull)' .
Gﬂbon’lltmstan.
DOAN’S Siafer
PILLS

FOSTER-MILBURN €O, BUFFALO, N. ¥¢




