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'I'HE FARMINGTON ENTERPRISE

All That Stretch

10°

Not a Laxative

Nn]nl ‘i @ Tobricant—not &
medicine or laxative—s0
cannot gripe.
When you are constipated,
not enough of Nalureu
Tubricating liquid is pro-
duced in_the bowel to keep
the food waste soft and
moving. Doc}tlom prescribe
uj

[ A LuBAK‘ANT—NOT A \.AxAnvE

A Hard Lot,

“Madam," said the sauve n"cnx 1
have bere a book that will tell you
bow to live twenty-four hours a day."

“I haven't any use for it sald the
hard-fuced matron. “With a ro-ac-
count hushand and six children to sup-
part by running o boarding house, I'n
already Mving twenty-four hours a
day. What I need Is a season pass to
A movie house and a chance to use .
.

Don't be fanatieal. It is a form of
nsanfi

CLIENT “SPILLED THE BEANS”

Altogether Yoo Truthful in Answering
Question Put to Him by His
Own Attorney.

“Were 1 glving advice to a young
lawyer,” $ald an attorney. the other
day, "I would advise him to be careful
about placing his cllent on the stand.
It I3 at Teast as well to know what
he is likely to answer to hls attorngy" H
leading questions. Some time ego,”
continued the lawyer, “a case was tried
in which the plalntif's attorney cer-
tainly ‘spilled the beans,' though-ac
taslly it was g cargo of bread, rolls
and eake that wes upset. A baker's
wugon had been hit by a traln in
spite of the 'Stop, Look, Listen' sign,
and the driver sued. " On the stand
he was asked how he conducted him-
selt when ne came to the crossing,
and he replled: ‘I just trotted gently
across, looklng the other way and
thinking about mothing in particular.
The attorney threw up the ease’ on
the spot, but 1t was really a lack of
foresight on his part,” contlnued tha
narrator.

Amundsen's Ulttmate Object, |

Captale Amundsen’s plan Is to make
bis base at Cape Barrow, From
thence e proposes’ to cover by ‘the
alr route the 1,275 miles to the North
pole. His ultlmate goal Is Cape Col-
umbla nnother 485 miles distant, mak-
fog o total distance of 1,760 miles.
As he will doubtless be compelled to
deviate from the straight course, this
estimatés that he wiil cover approxl-
mately 2,000 miles. Just how he wil
recognize the actual pole is mat quite

ALWAYS TIRED
- NO- AMB] AMBITIBN
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clear, as it is not by any
partlcular physleal features. He will,
however, be able to dlscover what
chances there are for carrylng out his
projected drift {n a vessel across the
polar bastn, which Is his maln pur-
pose of figing over the top of the
earth,

New diethoda.

Cnlung upon a friend, the visitor
found another visitor there In the per-
son of the small granddaughter, Mary.
Seated in her tiny rocker, playing
with her doll, the little girl was ap-
parentiy utterly obllvious of their con-
versation untll 1t touched upon 'the
death of a mutual and

Cuticura Talcum
is Fragrant and
Very Healthful

Soap 25¢, Ointmegt 25 and 50c, Talcwm 25¢.
¥

ASQ usn ;
Synopais—During the . “iotgnt of
e’ New Orleans carni{|l season

Jachin Fell, M:n)(.h{ tho! gh some-

What mysterious cltizen) and Dr.

Ansley, are discussing  {eeries of

fobberies by an individ bl known

ag 2he Midnlght Masque | w!

t i
quer has threatened totappea
rob the guests, " Fell S Ansley,
on thelr wa: o af Ir, meet 4.
i arcased a8 Colum dne, seem

ngly .known to Feil, - © .

CHAPTER l—contlnucd.
"wAnd Maitlard would dn the puying.”
Fell's dry chuckle held . mote of blt-
terness, ,“Let him. Who. cares? Look
at hl! house, there, bh\:lng awith lights.
Why pays for those lights? The people
his financlal tentacles have, closed thelr

the detalls of her buarinl, when sud-
denly the small volce piped up with,
“Gran'muver, when you dle I ain't
goln’ to bury you nor nothln’, I'm
goln' to have sou stuffed.”

Evidence of Title,

Mrs. Pester—Theyre golng to cut
out the question, “Who giveth this
woman in mariiage?” from the cere-
mony.

Her Husband—So I hear.. They'll
probably require the bridegroom to
show a blll of sale iristead.

ASTHMA NON
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Detroit, ~ Guarantes waiiet 10
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THE ASTHMAINON COMPANY
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ker-like grip upon,\ His wite's Jew-
els have been purchas d with the coin
of oppression and injs stice. His son’s
life is one of rogue; y 2and” drunken
wlldpess—"

“Man, are you’ mnr 7" Ansley Indi-
‘cated the Columbine: between them.
“We're not alone hert.——sou Inust not
talk that way—"

Jachin Fell only chuckled agala. Col-
umbine's laugh broke in with renewed
galets: cl

“Nonsense, my deir Galen! We
masquers may admit Among iourselves
that Bob Maillard is—" :

“Is not the man we would have our
duugh(ers mnrryl provided” we had
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Y iBreezy.
.“Hello, bld dian, I see you h.u\e at
1 thought I'¢

Happy thie man witheut frritabili
ties. But he pmlmm; has nq_cren
tive itagination.

Every time you buy and use cheap and
big can baking powder that does 'not
give satisfaction you have increased

. the cost of your bakings many times?

You may get
more quantity
for your money
—but quality
means pure,
sweet and al-
ways succe‘ss-

ful bakings,

REMEMBER .

it

m‘rnrm

M1111ons of

housavmvesbuy
and use ‘Calu-
met 'because .
they know that .

is 'the best .

leavener at the
lowest price.

i
-

TheWorld's Greatest Baklng'Powder

ald Fell,

They- hnd come to a.file. of limou-
slngs and -cars, and appronched the
gutewny of the Maillird home. They
turned into the gate. Jachin Fell
touched the arm of Ansles and indleat-
ed an Inconspleuous figyre m one side
of the entrance steps.’

“An outer guardinn,” he murmured.
“Qur host, it seems, 1§ negiecting no
precaution! 1 feel, sorrs for the
Masquer, §f he appeass here,” ;

They came to the foorway. Colum-
bine produced an lmfmnuu duly oua- J
bered, and lha}hme &ntered the house™]
together,

CHAPTER II;
Masquers. :

Joseph Mafllard. might have “hape-
fully constdered the note from the Mld-
night Masquer to be a hoax perpetrat-
ed by some of his triends, but he took
no chances. Two detpctivesiwere post-
ed In'the grounds outside the house;
inslde, ‘two others, masked and cos-
tumed, were keeping a quletly efficient
eye on all that trnusplred

Ench guest upon entering was con-
ducted directly to the presence of Jo-
seph Malllard himself, or of his wife;
was bidden to unmask in this private
audlence, and was thed presented with
a favor.and sent ferth masked anew
to the festivities. These favors were
conceled, in the case of the ladies; In
corsage bouquets; in thut of ‘the men,
inside false cigdrs. There wes to be
& geferal opening of the favors at mid-
night, the time set for unmasking. All
this ceremony was regarded by the
guesty as o detightful nnovation, and
by -Joseph Maillard as & dellghttul
way of nssuring himself that only in-
vited guests entered his house. Invita-
tlons might be forged—faces, never!

Lucfe Ledsnois entered the presence
ot her stately relattv® and after un-
masking; dutifelly ‘exchanged. kisses
with Mrs. Malllard. Untll some months
previously, until she had come into the
management of her own property—or
what was left of {t—Lucle had been
the ward of the Malilards. i

“Merey, child, how marvelws you
00K tonight!” exclaimed  Mrs:. Mall-
lard, holding her off and examining her
high color with obvious susplcion.

“Thank you, ma'am,” and Ludle made
a mock couftesy. “Do you llke littte
Columblne?”

“Very much. Here's Aunc
‘take Miss Lucie's clonk, Saily.

An old colored servent bobbed her
head in greefing tp Lutle, who re-
inoved her cloak. As ghe did 'so, she
sgaw that Mra, Malllard's eyeéd ‘were
fastened In utter amazement nt:an her
throat.

“Isn't it pretty, nu.ude'l" Ahe asked,
smilingly.

“My goodnesa mclans"' The stern
eyes hardened. “Where—where on
earth did you: obtaln such a; thng:
‘Why—why~’

Columbine's features ﬂlnched She
was a poog relation, of course, so the
look In thie older woman's eyes find the
smplication of the words formed Mttle
less than an ingult. .

Quietly she put one band lo her
throat and removed the.collar, drop-
ping It into the hand of Mrs, Mafllard.
It was a thing to make any woman's
eyes widen—a collak of exqulsitely
wronght gold s(ndde& with ten great
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biazing star sapphires. Beside it the
diamonds that bejeweled Mrs, Mail-
lard's: ample tront looked cold- and
lifeless. :
“That?” queried Lucie, innocently,
predueing & scrap of chumols and dab-
bing at ler nose. “Oh. that's very in-
teresting! it was made for Queen Hor-
tense—-so was this scarf that keeps my
ragged hale from lopping out! They
were a present—only this morning.”

_ “Girl!" The lady's voive was harsh.
“A present? From whom, I you
Please?”

“Oh, I promised not to tell; he's a
particular friend of mine. Aren't ihe
stones pretty 2"

Mrs.. Mailinrd was speechless. She
compressed her firm 1ips and watched
Lucie replace the sapphire collar with-
out n.word to offer. Sllently she ex-
tendeil » corsuge bouquet from the pile
beslde her; then, In ¢ trembling volce,
forced ‘herself to explnin about the fa-
vor Inside.

Slpping her mask [nto place Lucle
was gone, not without: reilef. She
knetw very well that within hal? an
bour Bob Malllard would be informed
that she had accepted gifts of jewels
from other men, with all the accompa-
nylng implications and additions that
imagluation could furnlsh. For, al-
though Bob Maillard wanted very
much {ndeed to marry her, his mother
had no intention of sanctioning such a

unlen. -

“Nelther has Uncle Jokeph,” she re-.

flected, smiling to herself, “nnd nefther,
So we're all agreed, except’

have 1! .
Boh." | .
“Columbine!” A hand fell upon her
wrlist. - “Columbline! Turn end donfess
thy sips?”
, She had come to the foot of the
%ide, :0ld-fashioned stalrway that led
to the floors above, and beside her had

“You .Frighten Me, Holy Man!” She
Cried, Gayly. “Confess ito You, In-

deed! Not L7

suddenly appeared a Franciscan monk,
cowled and gowned In sober brown
from head to foot.

“You frightened me, holy man!" she
cried, gufly. iConfess to you, indeed!
Not L" * .

“Never a better chance, butterfly of
the world. Haste nof to the dance,
fair sister—tarry a whlle and Invite
the soul In spe-ch of import! Having
passed the dragon ot the gate, tarry
@ moment with this man of vows—"

“Shrive me quickly, then,” she sald,
laughfng.

“Now, without confession? Would
you have me read your thoughts and
give penance?”

“If you can do that, holy man, I may
confess; so prove It quickly !

The Franciscan leaned forward. His
volce came low, alstinet, clear-cat, and
e spoke In the French which Lucle

as another ther-t
as do*most of the older (amluas of
New Orleans.

“See how I read them, mademol-
selle!. One thought 18 of uneasy sus-
plelon; It is typified by a hard-lipped,
grasping man. One thought 18 of pro-
found regret; It is typlfied by a darkly
welling stream of ofl. One thought—"'

Suddenly Lucle hed shrugk away
from him. “Who—who are you?" she
breathed, with a gasp that was almost
of fear. “Who are you, monsieur?"

“A humble brother of minor orders,”
and he bowed. “Shall 1 not continue
with miy reading? The third, mademol-
selle, Is one of hope; [t la typified by &
small .man who 15 dressed all in

y—"
Lucte furned away from him quickls.
“I think that you have made some

grave error, monsleur,” she sald. Her

volce was cold, charged with dismissal

| shrugged

s and Oﬂ'EIIded Jignity, “1 proy you, ex-
cuge ‘me.

Not wnmng any . respobse, she has-
tly ran up the stalrs, After her, for
2 moment, gazed the Franciscen, then
bis  wide shoulders and
plinged into the crowd

\(\:il!le she dunced, while she chat.
tered and Jaughed and entered into the
mad galety of the evening, Lucle Le-
that ominous Franciscan. -How could
dnnols could not banlsh frow her mind
be have known? How could he have
guesséd what only she and one other
barely suspected? There was no proof,
of: course; the vers breath of suspl-
clon scemed a calumny against an up-
right man!

“Joseph Milflard had sold that Terre-
bonne land slx months before any gas
.or .ol had been discovered there, and
elght months befope Lucje had come
{nto the managempnt of der own af-
fefrs.  He had not known abeut the
mineras, of coursq; it was a ease only
of bad judgment. Vet, indubitably, he
Wiis tow ' sharehalder and ofiicer In
e Bayou Oil compuny, the concern
which had bought' thet strip of land.

Lucle strove angrily to banish the
ddrk thoughts from her mind, Why,
Mafllard was a ricls man, a banker, an
honorable gentlemun! To doubt his
tanor, although he was a harsh and
a stern man, was Impossible. Lucle
knew him better than most, aod could
uot helleve—

“May 1 crave pardon for my error?”
came a voice at her elbow. She turned,
to see the Franciscun again beside
ber. “With a thousand apolugles for
lmpertinence, mademolselle; I ain \err
eorry for my faults. W not that
admisslon obtuin for me one little
dance, one hint of forgiveness from
talr Columbine?®"

Something in his volce speit sin.
cerity: Lucle, smlling, held out her
band. .

“You are pardoned, holy man. Tt
you can dance i that friar's robe,
then try it1” K
Could he dance, lndeed' Who could
uot dance with Columbiue for partner?
So saying, thie monk proved his word
by the deed and proved it well. Nor
did be again hint that he had recog-
ulzed her; untll, as they. parted, he
once more left her® astonished and
perturbed. As he bowed he mare
mured :

* “Beware, sweet Columblne! Bewars
of the gay Aramlst Bewurc of bis

a clever hit. But who was thls brown
wmonk, who seemed to know so much,
who danced so divtoely, whose French
was like music? A ¥ague suspicion was
io the girl's mind, but she had no
proof.

Half an hour uf(er this Bob Mefllard
came to her, and with Impatient words
wmade a path through the clrcle which
surrounded her. “I know you now,
Lucfe!” he murmuréd. “I must see
you at once—In the conservatory.”

She was minded to refuse, but'as
seated briefly. The words of the
wonk fotrigued her; what had the
wan guessed? If Bob ware jndeed
about to propose, she would this time
cut off his hopes for good. But—was
1t"that sort of a_proposal?

As she managed to rid herself. of
her admirers, afd descended to the
conservatory, she was highly vexed
with berself and the Franclscan, and
50 came to her sppolntment In -ne
equeble frame of mind, She found
Maltlard waiting <In the old-fashioned
copservatory; he had unmasked, and
wus pufling a clgarette. t

“By gad, Lucie, you're beautiful to-
night. Where dId you. get that collar
of Jewels?”

“Indeed!"
Lerself up. “What buslness* s that
o! yours, sir?”

“Aren't you one of the family?)
U—rn it—Lucte! Don't you konow that
1 want to marry you—"

*My dear Robert, I certaluly do not
wit to marry any man who swears
to my faece—you least of all!” she
coldly Intervened. “I have already re-
tused you three times] let this be the
fourth and last. Nosw, kindiy inform
we why you wished me to meet you
here.”

woney for you in & hurry," he sald.
“Your father left you a good deal of
land up Bayou Terrebonne way—"
“Your father sold some of 1t she
put Io, idly. Hls eyes fllckered to
the thrust.

“Yes; but you've plenty left, near
Paradis. It's away from the gas field,
but I'm Interested In an ol company.
We'se plenty of money, and we're go-
{og to go strong after the Hguld gold.
‘That land of yours i3-good for moth-
g else, and if 'you went to make
eome money out of 1t I'll swing the
compeny into leasing at 8 good figure
and ltng there.”
ou think there’s oll on the land?”

“No." He made a eswlift, epergetic
gesture of dissent. “To be frank, I
«don't. But I'd iike to throw a bit of
luck your way, Lucte. That fellow
Gramont—the prince, you kmow him
—he's an englneer and a geologist,
and he’s In the swim.”

-
Next week — the Midnight
Masquer.

(TO BE CON )

Tell-Tale Traits.
You cannot rightly judge people by

can by what they say nbout others.—
Boston Transeript,

Perhaps the easiest way to have ¢
good time 18 to go ahead and have It

The glrl provdly drew’

proposal
-He was gone upon the word.” .
Aramis?  Why, that must be the

Musketeer, of course—Rab Maillard? *
The_name, with its implications, waa .

“I have a chance to make some

J

what others say about them, but you .



