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A ROMANCE.
OF PICKLES

.By H. S."Harrison

Born in dinginess, bred to the usea
of adversity, sharpened by the old
plaln geed of something to eat, he
took his apprenticeship in the ways
of things and at twelve stood forth &
fnlzhed amd resalute man of his ‘word
Then, having ali the facts at his com-
mand and the future of his mother
to provide for, he made his hard,
careful plans for success, and put his
determined foot upon the lzdder.

There was never anything to do
with Tommy except to stand aside and
Jot bim rise. This they soon discov-
ared at Hathaway’s grest factory,
‘where he began by folding circulars
and copying letters. When he was
sixteen’ they made him a traveling
salesman.

That waa the last dn: that his
mother ever did any work. By pnoth-
or week be had moved her uptown.
Three yeara later, wWhen they .took
him off the*tvad becausw they needed
him in the office, he moved his muth-
or agaln. By another year they were
siving him a salary which be could
wot think of without blushing.

But Tommy nad seen al the siart

thit the way to make money way to
save it; and at twenty-three his
chance came. Hathaway wanied new
capital- to enlarge the business, and
“was didcussing the proposed improve-
ments 'with his partners and Tommy
when “'the latter blurted suddeuly,
“Why pot let me come in?"
. The general manager stared. The
president, great Hathaway bimself,
Jooked out of the window and smiled.

“Why, you see, Tommy,” he ex-

plained, “this is a matter of such-an-
such 2 sum”
“Yes,” sald Tommy, undismayed

by the size of the figure, 1 know. I
could bring a certified check for it on
Thursday.”

“Why, where on earth did you get
#0 much money, Tommy?" )

“I bave been drawing a lot.iof
money for the last seven years,” said
Driscoll calmly. “Lhen I've been
awfully. lucky on -jnvestments,”
and he mentioned. cne or two.

Bo Tommy went Into the firm as
treasurer, but he was much more
than that. At the end of his second
year the earnings of the firm bhad .x-
actly doubled. Toward the end of the
third they had doubled again, By the
end of the fifth when crowding com-
petition: had brought progress to &
standstill, the lines for the great
merger—seven big houses from Jer-
sey City to Los Angeles—bad already
been laid. By the ena of the sixth
year the merger was an accomplished
fact. It was really Tommy Driscoll
of Hathaway's who bad put the deal
through, though the papers did not
say 0. 'Then Driscoll bought a few
more giltedged securities, a littie
more choice real estate, did a little
further figuring and found that he
was in a falr way to become a wealthy
young man. But suddenly,’ just when
he was making plans for playing busl
ness on & really L.rge scale, his com-
merciai career came to an abrupt
cloge.

“Tommy,” sald his mother one
night, as she sat on the side of his
bed and gently stroked his great mop
of & bead, “I want you to give up the
factory—and—be a gentleman.”

“A what?'

“A gentleman,” said Bis mother
sattly. B

“Yes'm,” said Tommy.

“And marry,” added his mother, her

cheek agalnst his, "sowe nice girl—a

d
rTA what?"

“A lady,” sald bis mother still more
softly.

“Yes'm,” sala Tommy again.

He took an office In & down-town
sky-scraper, engaged a stenographer,
and spent an hour there every day,

. looking, after bls aTairs_whieh pros
pered largely,

1 He was approaching twenty-nine at
this time, very big and simple, very
plersant to look at, very full of those
eager gpirits ‘whith" xil “theso. hard
years had not been able to cnnh ou(
of him.

"1 belleve I'll num and l‘nd * lndy.”
be sald to himsel!—“a lady"—and
here he smiled, 1t this was Hatha-
way’s most famous catchword, which
he himself had {nvented “who's ‘the
best thing going.’”

Then'one day his patience ‘was re”
warded, She sat in & Victorla with
a mald, while a male attendant and
some baggage followed in-a hansom.

“Swmith,” sald Tommy to ‘his man.
who was behind, “follow that man in
the bansom to the ticket window.
Find out where he's golng and buy
me a ticket to the same place.

“To Oldcourt, sir,” murmured Smith
at the designateu tryst, handing Tom-
my the ticket. “The .ady and the
maid bave.just gone on. There are
two cars, sir, the Laconla and the La
tonfa. ‘The lady and the mald are

“1 shall ride in the Latonla,” sald
Tommy. “Pack me, 8mith,” he ,
“for a ‘week. 8ay, four trunks. Tell
my mother that 1 bave suddenly been
called ‘out of own and will write
Come on with the trunks to-night. |
shall be at the principal botel Re-
port to me there at noon urmorrew
Tell me at that time where 1 shall

| have got you seats | |

flud Miss Belden—Mlss Vespagia Bei-
den.”

“Very good, sir,” said Smith,

With Tommy driving and Bmith
sllent in the tonneay, they whizzed up
the beautiful white road, turbed to the
left and slowed down at a pretty
sbingled house with low pillara, and
wide, well furnished porches.

“The club-house, Smith? sald Dris-
coll sagely, *“You are sure she is
golfing this morning?”’

The man nodded, and, throwing on
speed agaln, Tommy ran slong beslde
the high white wall which gurrounds
the club grounds on all sides,

“Wait for me here, Smith,” he sald.

The wall was of such height that a
six-foot man might reach with some
exertion. Driscoll with apparent ease,
laid his bands on the top, pulled him.
.aelf. up and so dropped to the other
alde. i

Far away on the hillside was a Uit
tle plodding group—men, boys and
clubs. A bare hundred yards away
where & little dancing brook widened
suddenly into a miniature lake, rose
a splendid- oak. Beueath the ocak re
clined a girl.

Whiatling e snatch of song, Tommy
drew near to the tree, It off whist-
ling abruptly, and stcod looking down
at the girl, who at a glance bad sum-
moned him to Oldcourt. Miss Belden
remained quite sitent. She neither
screamed uor smiled.’ neither asked
him to be seate.. nor to begone, nelth-
er questioned his presence nor ans.
wered his.look of eagur friendliness:
the reason for all these things was
that she was fast asleep.

Presently she moved, bronght her
slender haunds to ber eyes, made ready
to be roused. and then quite sudden-
ly she openea her eyes, met hla

triendly scrutiny. and straightened
up. startied.
“Why,” she cried breathlessly strug-

gling in the mists of slcep.
four YOUI

hy—

5, he assured her calwmly, “it is

Why
Where

'You're a real person then!
—why—why--who are you?
could [ have gseen you before?”

Tommy's face fell a little at that

Really troubled she looked at bim,
intently striving to speak. And Tom-
my, because her bewllderment was so
enchaoting, laughed.

“Oh!" cried Miss Belden, suddealy
drawing away d little, but stlll pos-

aessed b _the greal wonder of it—"0n!
1 know -you now. 1 saw you ia an ad-

You ‘are Hj 8
Pickles.”

For his pictire in a hundred poses,
but always with that onme delighted
smite, had appearcd in every maga-
zine in America and upon the vast
majority of. dlliboards. He was al-
ways shown as a (ashionably garbed
young man on the polnt of partak-
ing of a gherkin: and opposite als
jubllznt mouth invariably hung the
famous slogan:

HATHAWAY'S PICKLES
The Best Thing Going

Thus it happened that Tommy Dris-
coll, eminent from Bangor to San
Franclsco, as the Hathaway Pickle
man, found himself in the most nat-
ural way, telling the story of his life
to perhaps the most courted girl in
America.

“As to those pictures, he ruminated,
coming back to them, “I got up that
{dea mysel{: always showing oue fig-
ure and one catch-phrase fo our ads,
you know. They picked me to alt
for them because I looked like a
healthy appetite and had the right
smile. 1 used to think it great fun;
it was llke deing a celedrity, you
know. 1 don’t mind it now, of course.
hut my mother does. She wants them
to stop using my pictures, but I don’t
like to make thewmn: it's gotten pretty
valuable as a trademark, you see. But
mother is quite particular in that way.
It was because of her wish that [ left
the American Condiment Company.
Slm wanted me to give up business

and be a gentleman—those are. her
\\ords bless her heart!—also !0 mar-
Iy a

a ln
“Yes.” suid Miss Belden,

“1 have
been wanting to have you tell me
about that. Which?"

“Which?" repeated Tommy.

“Being & gentlewan or marrylng
a Iady?”

“Oh, that!"” be laughed. “Wby.” he

added, as though this would explain
everything, “it was to see you that [
came to Qldcourt.”

“Otr,"" gaid Miss Belden; “then ! un-
derstand that you don't want to mar.

—that 1s,” he hesitated, blush-
it 1t “1 bedn't thought of the
matter fo-that lfght”

“Now tell me," she sald, “Why you
wanted to-see me, and what that bad
to do with being a gentleman.”

““The connection lsn’t ciose & bit, is
1t?" laughed Driscoll. “But it's this
way.” ~ And he told ber how it had
been bis pleasure to hunt for the best
of things since he had become a man
of letgure, and all about his- theory of
a type of woman dlfferent from any-
tbing be had ever secn, and how he
had sought for it, as part of his de-
lghtfus m\estlgmlons. a2nd how un-
successfully.

“And now that you have—met me."”
she said. "1 suppose’ | am merely one
more disappointment?”

“You!” cried Tommy. “Well
should say not! | was certain of that
the minute | walked: over here and
tooked uown at you. 1 said to my
self at once, ‘Here she s at last—the
Dbest thing going!' and the conviction
rengthened by every word you

say.

“} am glad fo bear you say that”
she said simply. 1 should not have
Iiked to know that upon meeting me,
you found me aisappointing. And I'm
glad you came here and talked to me
this morning. Now.” she sald. rising
gracefully. *1 must say govd-bye. You
leave Oldcourt thia afternoon. I sup
nose "

“This afternoon!” repeated Tommy,
with“surprisge. “No, I'm here for a
week. What're you going to do now?”
which surprised her into answering,
“l am going home to dress for &
luncheon at 2 o'clock.”

“What're you going t. do this after-
noon?’ demanded Tommy.

“After uncheon 1 sball play bridge
until six. Then I shall go home and
dress again, this time for dinner.”

“What're you going to do to-night?”

“To-night,” sald Miss Belden, ‘1
50 to a tiresome masquerade at the
house of my {riends—the Vander-
voorts.” R

"H'm!" sald Tommy, “masquernde!
Well, I'm awfully sorry you're engaged
all dly, but l’ll see you then, any-
way.”

“Why—I'm afraid not,” she sald
kindly. “It's—It's really quite a pri-
vite affair, you see, meant particular.
ly for friends of the family."

“I'll be there,” he asaured her se
repely. “It’ll be all right. I want to
see you to-night, and since you're xo-
ing to the Vandervoorts, why I must
be there too,”

At 10.10 p. m., his duties apparently
ended, the ticket taker, who was enm-
tering Harvard next'year, was on the
point of joining the gay company
within the Vandervoort villa, when
a tall figure In a black domino stepped
upon the berugged veranda and put
his foot upon the threshold.

The orchestra was playlng. Every-
ome in the great room was dancing ex-
cept an elderly- couple, and a Sister
of Charity who s&t alone opposite the
entrance.” Towmy -crossed over eag-
erly and bowed before her,

“Little Sister,” he sald,
dance?”

She arose gratefully and as they
moved off he cheerfully ventured,

“won't you

“You looked @ little lonesome, I
thought.”

1 was,” she admitted.

“Maybe,” ho bazarded, “you're a bit

of an outsider like we,

“Yes,” she fultéred, “1 am an out-
sider.” Driscoll laughed. *1 don't
know a soul in this room, but one, and
how to'tind bér [ haven't the faintest
notion.

"1 do .t belung here either,” she
replied desperately. “I'm a stenog-
rapher from Bostun and came here on
my vacation. Then this afternoon {
—1 plexed up an suvitation to this on
the beach, and | thought I'd come. But
oh, I wist | hadn’t. | thiuk they sus-
pect we.  I'm baving—1'm having a'|
perfectly ghastly Lime,

He danced pext with & gorgeous
Princess of the Empire, who Kknew -
that sbe had mever met him before
and fiirted with him outrageously. The
third time around his eye 1eil on the
little Sister seatud ulon~ in a n{orner
of the room.

He asked the Princess why
should be. i

“Haven't you heard?” she replied
fanguldly. “Why, we're almost sure
that she's one of ihose Ruthvens frow
Chicago. That'c. so like Mrs, Vauw-:
ort’s liberality, iso't 12" |

“Well, jsn't she nice, then?” asked
Tomumy, curlously.

“Nice,” she echoed. “Oh, I suppose
80, but she’s a ronk outsider. She's
lmpertinent to come bery at all.
Please tell me who you are!"”

“Are you sure you don't recognize
me?" parried Tommy, before detach- -
ing himself.from' the Princess aud
making his way over to the little Sis-
ter for thelr third dance.

“You simply musta't sit there pol-
ishing the wall llke that,” he remon-
strated.  “You must mix among them.
There isn't a thing to be afraid of.'
Why they all thinu that you're one of |
the Invited guests—Miss Ruthven of
Chlcago, whom they arc cutting.” !

“But—I can’t go about among the
people as you say: | can’t. I'm afraid
t0.”

“Then,” said ‘Lommy earnestly, "you '
must give mq the rest of your dances.”

“No, Lo. I'm uot so seltish as that.
You must not miss such a chance to
dance with these rich and distinguish-
ed people.”

“are they better to dance witl than !
yo

“\\ by,” said the litte stenographer
in her low scared voice, “dun't you
want to get into soclety?

“How do you mean?" asked Tommy, i
puzzled. “"Bless you, 1 have all the
society | want. Give me the next one, |
anywey, wou't you? And let me take
fou to supper?”

Ladies of quality gorgeously ap-
pareled, danced the fifth aud the sev-
enth with him, and he prospered with
them famously. During this bis trou- |
bles began, A short, stout man, waitz-
ing with the Princess of the Emplre,
clrcled by him and hearkened m hl:
chutter.

“Why,” be exclnimed. “hall& mu it
that black domino fsn’t young Driacoll,
who maae a fortune out of plckles in

thls |

New York! I'd know that laugh’
among a thousand. Wel! who will
we be meeting next?”"

“Really?” said the Princess. “That

Well, 1 don't care. He's (as-
is 5o taken with,

one!
cinating—ever if b
that Rutkven girl”

Tae short, stout man knew Tommy
in New York, and tiked him, but be
felt, paturally tbat the functions of |
the chosen must be Kept untarnished '
from the herd. He mentioned this
iutest instance of Mrs. Vandervoort's
laxness to his aunt. Like wllcmre,I
the scandal spread, the result belng
that when Tommy presently re-enter-
ed the ballroom from the veranda, a
glggliog, suppressed but  violent,
sprang up bebind him. The orchestra
was just startng & new dance—the

peapl
hand waly, tendered bis arm to a dec-
orated .Bc-Peep, and _was emphatical.
ly rétused.

“She’s spottec me for an outsider,”
he concluded clteerfully—remember
fog now that he had had some dificul-

- that,

| pucked

ty In hecuring a pgartner ¥or the
efgbth--and summongd next an Old
Virginik belle of the Colonial Period,
who qao, pointedly,| declined him.
Passing on he presently espled the
Bmplre Princess among the sllent
group of maskers, add Le was quite
sure tbat she would dance with him.
-And “then, - behidd | him, suddenly
echoed a note of suppressed laughter.
As he| turned in thd direction from
whencp it came 2| slmilar cackle
sprang up from the other side. Then
another and another| from the elder
and sterner upholders of tradition un-
til & score or more were sharing in the
unseemly mirth. Tommy felt that
every ¢ye in the great room was fast-
ened upon him.
‘“What's the joke?
Dleasar

he demandel
“It seems to be on me,

tas standing in the middle of
the floor, trying abshrdly to inspect
his oWn back, the| unembarrassed
cynosure of a hundred unfrlendly
eyes.

As hls tack was turned to the door
ze did! not see the Sister of Charity
when ghe suddenly appeared at the
thréshold. She stood there a second,
taking|everything in|at a’glance be
fore moving swifily down the room,
plucking at her masl as she walked.

“Whiy!" she cried {in a voice very
different from the ffightened gurgle
of the litUe Bostoh stenographer.
"Thlalls outrageois—jinsufferable!*

Volces rang out al] over the room,
“Why/,it'’s Vespasia|—Miss Belden,

upon oy soul!”

She[came to Tomm,
ing, cheeks flaming scarlet; and be
fore themw all, knelt down proudly on
the polished foor and removed from

his skirts a plcture-;that of a good-
looking young man dally-
ing wl(h a gherkin,

Tommy took it, smiling, and crump-
led it In his hand, asl he led the way
fato the dimly usmja conservatory,
ltavlnx behind them & roomful of peo-
ple, astonished, somewhat crestfallen,
and even a bit ashamed.

"Than you for coming to the res-

cue," Miss Belden” he said, as the
volces ‘dled bebind theém,

“1 was frightened,'| she confessed,
“and—|ndignant. Thdy had meant to
unmask in. another minute and catch
you—with Mrs. Vandervoort at hand
to say that you wasn't|invited. I want
you to|go now.

“Co!l' echoed Tommy.; "Why, I'm
having|a pertectly rlpnlng tim:

“But}" she hinted dplicately, “there
are otiter things to be|considered than
that.”

'Oh'f' he flushed. [“1 understand.
You meau it would emburrass you—
my belug here without a card, and ali
Of course it prould—I1 never
thought of that! [Nl go this minute.”

“When you go honie,” she sald at
last, gently withdrawing her hand.
tdll your mothef from me—no
& little stenogrppher that you
were };ﬁnd to one might—that you al
ready &re one.

“That 1 aiready am
manded Tommy.

Miss;Belden turned

with eyes shin-

from

on. what?" de-

way and began

"slowly! unfastening |ner Sister of
Charity robe.

“I dén’t want you to go,” she sald

. then, In a curious voige. “T've chaug-

ed my mind. You plomised to give

me supper, did you got? Put away

your absurd black domino. 1 am go-

ing to take you In and introduce you
to Mrs, Vandervoort.'

“That would be nicg," he said cor-
dially. I really owe her an apology.
I suppase, for comlng| here uninvited
this wuy .

Oldcagurt is a” curious
runs strongly to fads,
time, beyond any doubt, it was Tom-
my Driscoll with bis|splendid alert-
ness, his magnificent good looks, bfs
gay anit wonderful and,

community. It
to lions. This

1
She e
biw  how

|
thought of making that ufter.
sugested that, had told
well worth dolng it was,
Then suddeniy ae was not utad any
more, but:strangely uud te,ably de
pressed. as be uad never been Lefore.

heavy gloom, unaccountable. unecex
sonable, settled duown upol. bim. Vas
despondency wrapped around his be
lug.

He sprarg up und- begar pacine
restlesaly .sbout. The grizzled bag
gage agent. eycd with sume wonder
the resplendent young man who stiode
so frowningly about the plagtoriu, wut-
tering strange things to lhitiself. Pres-
ently Tommy's eye fell upon Lim, and
he drew pear, strick by a sudden
thought.

“Have a clgar, my man” be said,
atriving to speak In ar easy conversa-
tional tone, “Er—what does it wean.
do you suppose, when you're leaving a
place where you've only spent a weelk,
and you feel, by George, ha, ha! as
though you were going to die?"

“Well, sir,” sald the agent pleasant-
ly, but privately marveling auew at
the odd ways of cottagers, “well, sir,
it it was me, I'd 8y, beggin' your par-
don, Jstr, as there was:a lady in the

"A lady (n the case!" repenled Tom-
d;

y .

. caset”

nt back to his suit-case, -zat
dov.n again, and fell to thinking deep-
. and as when a lamp is

now light, new and wonderful, sud-
derly flooded the hidden corners uf
his soul.

‘The way of lite and its utmost
meaning rolled out before him: a
face framed itself marvelously upon
| the green hillside whore his eye way
fastened; and Tommy, face to face
with the best of ~.. his best things,
found himself at the end of his ex-
plorations at last

In two minutes—tor it took no long-
er than that—he sprang up, laughing,
and laid bold upon his sult-case .
and when the train came panting ln

in the winklof am eye, as ai.a signal |

ﬂ“hed sharply into a dark room, ro .

8HE SEE8 AGAIN -AT B4 YEARS

‘Woman's Sight Is Restored In Mirze.
ulous Manner.
Sioux Falls, S. D.—After having

four yéars, Mrs. Mary Carpenter of
Roberts County has had her sight re-
stored in an almost miraculous man~
ner. She in 84 years of age. Her aight
left her Dec. 11, 1909, and for mere
than four years she was totally blind.
Recently while ahe was holding her
little grandsoo on her knee her sight
suddenly was restored. She now im
able tq see as well as at any ‘time
during her lifetime.

SECRET RAIDS. .

Made on Dens Whers Oplum Clgam
ettes Were Manufactured.

CHICAGO.—Thbe invention by =
Chinese chemist of an ‘opiwm ciga
rette," the emactment of & Fedarsl
, making its manufacture or sals
a felony, secret ralds on dens whers
the new cigoarette was belng made,
the indlctment of seven Chinese end
one white man, summarize a story
revealed here.

Tho invention uf the chemist was
discovered several months sgo and
the law sgainst It was passed.® The
chemiat escaped, and plana which he
bad made to spread the oplum habit
Iapsed until recently,

age u the greatest secre-y, and the
story c¢ame out in connmection with
the return of indictments.

It s cialmed that marriage s a
 lottery, but 1t can Dot be true, else

the law would take hold of It,

Time robs us of many things, bus
wounds our vanity first by Introduc-
ing wrinkles and the double chin.

Toe the mark; but, when you are
chopping wood, aleo mark the tage.

the baggage agent more
than ever, saw the sirange young man
who bad o restlessly. walted for it,
start burriedly away.

“Hey, there!" he called good-nat-
uralty, “Here's your traln, sir—going
this minute.”

“Train! Idon't wazt a train!" cried
Tommy . over hls shoulder—never
checking his switt pace, for it seemed
to him that there was not another
second to. Jose—“I Want—the best
thing- golng!”

WANT A CURB ON FLIRTS.

Asks Trade Board to Curd East Erg
Plttsburgh Fints. .
PITTSBURGH.—In the capacity of
censor of morals the Pittsburgh
Board of Trade In Shady avenue Is
considaring & communication it re-
celved condemning the lofterlng on
-the curbs along Penn avenue. It aek
that the trade organization put an
end to the practice which has led to
remarks being d&irected to women
who walk ' along the. streets. The
ogling 18 s0 markéd as to be uncom-.
fortable for women Who are passing
by, either accompanied or alone.

Little Johnny Jones found a switch
and took it to his teacher, but It
happened to be one that she dropped
in taking off ber peach-basket hat.

The Motor Dealers 'Contest Asso-
clation of New York will not hold any
more track contests th.s year, but
now plang .to have a number of re-
Unbility events.

NEW DISCOVERY
666

FOR COLD and LA GRIPPE
ONE BOTTLE

WILL DO THE WORK

6 or & Doses
if taken fn time, according to vur dl-

rections, will break up a cold, stop
chills and fever, tone up the system.
It you have sore throat or bronchlitis,
infamation of the bronchial, tubes
try our New Linament, Rub-My-Tisrm,
25¢ per bottle, WIII relieve congestion
at once, 75 cents In all, to get {astant
rellef,
ROBERT SMITH COMPANY,

528 Scofield Bldg.. Cleveland, O,

For sale at Marsballs sad leading
druggists.  $5.00 per dolen prepaid,
Send for testimonlals.

most incredible of alljabout him, the
fact thdt be so obviougly did not want
1o get {nto socfety, who was the suce
cess of the season.
But while his visit to Oldcourt was
prospering, Tommy wps not unmind-
ful of l{is promise to His mother, who
was nof sharing these [pleasant things
with hjm. On the seventh day, at
twelve |in the morning, his trunks
|and gone, his tlcket in his in-
side pocket, his missipn in brief, tri.
umphauitly done, he rose for the sec-
ond tinle 1 the Beldep drawlng-room
to teu ity single other|occupant good-
bye. -
* “Good-bye," sald Miss Belden and
her voice now was cufiously. reminis-
cent ofjthe little Sistef of Charity.
“Andino%,” she went on, “that sou
bave done half of—of what your moth-
er wanfed of you—for|even -she must
now regl that that part s finished—
—1 hope with all my heart

that you will prosper (as well with—

the rest of it.”

“Maryrying a lady?”| lsughed Tom-
my. “ph, pshaw! I |never think of
that, of course! I've glwoys felt that

belr own time
e

ok that I did,”
suppose that 1

those things come in
und way, Haven't yo
“l always used to th
sald Miss Beldev. "1
think sp still.” N
He took her hand ahd gazed down
at her from his ~reat’height, and there
was affectlon in his honest eyes-—real,
deep, ablding affectiont-and Miss Bel
den saw it and paled.
“\What a brick you
buskily. “And vhat b
like me to have you fqr a friend.”
“Good-bye,” said Migs Belden once
more. And Tommy wps off to catch
Lis train. o
On the platform, heigianced ut his
watch; it was still ten inioutes to
traln-time. From his pocket be pro-
duced présently a telegram from
Hathaway's and read |it again with
pleasant sensations; |the message
saylng that his offar for the famous
tradematk was acceptéd and that hig
portrait would adorn the biil-boards

are!” he sald
ck for a chap

the Big Snows™; Etc., Etc..

JAMES OLIVER C‘URWOOD.‘
Author of Philip; Steele.

If there is: anything in the theory
of heredity, it is not surpnsmg that
James Oliver Curwood js the author
of some of the most notable adventure
novels of today. On his father's side
he is a’direct descendant of Captain
Marryat, the author of'those immor-
tal tales which three genex-atxons have
gloated over.

Mr. Curwood has made one qunrtex
of the globe—the . vast
nurthwast—pecuha.rly his own, nnd he
knows that mighty wilderness as Kip-
ling knows India. Although he is an
erican, born in ‘&hc}ugan and edu-
cated at the State University,
stands high in the esteem of the C&m-
ian government, and every year
spends several months in the track-
less wastes of the Hudson Bay coun-
try, traveling as far north as the six-
tieth degree and entering the Arctic
Circle. He is the only American ever

empluyed by the Canadian govern-

no more. He would| never have

ent as an exp!ornwry gnd descrip-

Our Next Serial

Story Starts Next Week

Secured at great expense, this
will be the best story that has yet
appeared in this paper.
for the openmg chapters of

PHILIP STEELE .

By JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD
Author of ** The Danger Trail v

Watch

. “The Horror of .
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i

tive writer. His collection of pheto-
E'ra phs oiagreat game in is mokive
bitat (taken by himself) & ‘he
st in America.
i ) r. Curwood began his coreex as 2

newspaper. man, being the
the Detroit News-Tribune. Pecsessed
of a breadth of imagination, he eaﬂv
turned his attention to 'lfjhchau,

Canada for his locale. w of
his unique acquaintance with  {his
country is embodied in Lbnse g
ries, "“The Caumg =
Plum,” “The Woll umem,"
Gold Hunters,” “The Dangar ¥ail,”
"The Honor of the Big Snoua, “and
his. latest effort, “Philip Steele,”

The :5to! rymo( erpocmlinhse(g as
lt u.-l]a of Lh:éhmngdam o a
Wllg icago
y éu Northwest hﬁ”}gd
ollee. rwood has spemt much
time at the isolated posts of thik un-
usual police force, going over

E]

d hearing at first hand of es
ﬂd deeds of t.hise men. i
Steele” is original, stirrin; ro-
matic—a novel which iﬂ:‘:g to

:‘nalge a trémendous appeal.

been blind for & period of more than-

The rald was mede savaral days .
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