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to look like cleam, pure,
healthiul WRIGLEY’S.
will be offered principally by street

akirs, peddlers and candy departments

Be SURE it's WRIGLEY'S.

BUY IT BY THE BOX

of most dealers—for 85 cents
Each box contains twenty 5 cent packages.

Stop

This With

WRIGLEY'S

re

110ns

These

stores. Refuse them!

It brings smiles —
saves digestion—pre-
serves teeth. This
inexpensive and long-
lasting confection has
deliciousness with-
out disadvantage.

Don’t say you
thought of your fam-
ily. Prove it with
this pastime that you
want them to enjoy
and benefit by.

I’s clean, pure,
healthful — if it’s
WRIGLEY’S

Chew it after
every meal
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THE ASHEVILLE GAZETTE-NEWS '

Blatcher nnd ever since his disappear-

Affair

. %Lyndhurst‘}

% The Story of a Son's §
2 a
|$ By CLARISSA MACKIE §
R L ST

It was on a crisp February morning
that the dreadful news ran from lip
to lip until the whole villuge of Lynd- |
lurst was aroused from its drowsy ex.
fstence.

On the outskirts of the village was
the Blateher place. 1t had been the
| show place of the town. The house
| stood well back from the street, with
handsome maples uod elms surround-
fug 1. It had now Jong Leen vacant
and was falling to decnty. No one ever
entered the grounds except boys, who
ame  proverblally fond of deserted
places,

A murder had been committed. Boys
seeking to detach an enormous icicle
that hung from the roof of the dilupi-
dated bouse had been horvified to see
the body of an old man sittlng in an
upper rooi.

“And there ain't nobody Hved in the
house for twenty years!” Tried Simon
Diale, the postmaster, as he led a curi-
ons crowd wup the street toward the
house. ““There aln't been a soul there
since old Philo Blatcher died snd his
son, young Plilo, went to Asia or Afri-
cd or sgme other outlundish place, 1
expect young Philo's dead long ago,
but there nin't nobody to tnke interest
| enough to find out, not being another
relative, If he Is dead 1 expect the
property Il revert to the state.”

“But what about the old man that
Hily Breen saw through the winder?”
insisted Asa Fitch, “How'd he come
| inslde "

“Mebbe some tramp that's been
housing there. '"T'won't be no mystery
when the constable gets around, Here
he comes now."

The constable was the postmaster’s
brother, and so these two by right of
high office in the village took tempo-
rary charge of the cuse.

Constable Ben Dale smashed a win
dowpane and gained entrance to the
blg house that had stood in the mldst
of large grounds, untenanted, unvisit
ed, for twenty years., The trees and
shrubs had been untrimmed and grew
rankly, almost hiding the bhouse from
the street.

When the constubile unfastened the
front door It was to admit a chosen
few, How Miss Alvinn Petty thanaged
to slip inside no one ever knew. But
there she was, the only woman nmong |
half a dozen men, who tramped vp the

carpeted stairs, stirring the dust of
rears Into n choking cloud.
“"Tain't no sight for a woman,"

protested Constable Ben as he paused,
with n hand on the knob of the front
chamber door,

“Awful tender with wimmen all of
a sudden,” sneered Alvinn. “Every-
body knows It sickens you to kill a
chicken, and you let your wife do It
but she never ents chicken beenuse
she has to KN 'em. 1 guess 1 can
stand anything you can, Ben Dale™

Bomebody  tittered, and DBen Dale
opened the door and entered the room.
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It you have o play that has gond
comedy lipes wnd sltuations that say
10 would-be aputhors, *let us read It
If 1t containe bright lnes—if it has
supeed and wetlon—if it s ¢lean. In
ghort, If It has u punch In it we will
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. MATINEE AND NIGHT
. WEDNESDAY, JAN. 7.
Funniest Farce

Ever Written

| By AUSTIN MACHUGH

Tt tustes of the lurge army

' ment seckers in America are
orfe and more toward plays

ire. s the hellef of

: ory 1 f theatrical pro
ducers. The publle want to he ammus-

ed rather than instructed, s the way

they figure the ituation, and the
presant season woubl seem (o hear |

out this assertion Take the hits of

the New York stoage during the past
season. Ninety per cent of them were
musicul furovs comeny AT,
stralght farces or musical plays. ull

constructed with the or Ira—1to cre

Officer 666
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Blily Breen bad reporged truly.

produce it for vou tiret problems that Geo., M, Cohan In one corner of the &usty room was |
In "Oficsr 606", which wil] be pr c¢ols to solve when he has a play idea ] '1‘; & four post t .-1..| sl who ;
i Bented here at the Auditorium tomor- §s an atteactive title, and few men In a han "m_ . ”'_'" £y lone
row, mutine: Wl night, 18 fourd o this branch of human endeavor have | Slikén covers had been tossed back as
furce thit onr ¢ a1l these desiralle  been more successful in thelr selec-| if the bed had been recently slept in
atiriubies, It v written by Augastin tlons than has this famous Young .\u-; Beside the empty fireplice wos n
| MacHugh, an author heéretolore un- thor. The matinee prices are L0 cents, | large chintz coverid chalr. and in this |
known to fame us 4 playwright. That ent= und $1. The night prices run| chafr was the dead body of a white

T oh! . it neains fror 5L ents f . ' 2
however, neei not count against Mr. | from 50 cents to $1.50. Tlckets for halred mun. His head drooped to obe
MacHugh. A man need not be the! both performances are now selling at _ |
author of a long siring of hits to be Allison's { side as If he slept. but there was a
Able to produce one more, It's the & e rigidity about his artitude that hinted
first one that count After that he vre Nevgnih WOTHRS at something else
may add to his string as fast as he is= t'red, dear, | feel it In my bones Ome hand hung over the arm of the
;|ih:l--l<| turn them out, Get them pro=| sy vou are going to ke me to the| chair, and the outside of the hand
Cuced too, It he fint writexs ons: suc- wnter tondght.” | was streaked with blood On  the |
o |

rtad floor was a little wet gpot.

Oecer 66" n old title, Tha Whiph tpe, Gerani! : Constable Dale touched Lis finger lo!
title of the play constitutes B0y Der I'm not sure, but 1 think it's my the spot |
cent of 1ty attractlveness, One of the | i

| “Blood, he whlsperedl hoarsely; |

“wet blood! It was done Inst night™

A sbhudder ran through the crowd.
Then the postmnster nodged some- |
body, and they all turned and looked |
at Alvina Petty., who was trembling |
like n fear ana staring at the face of
the dead toan

“1 snid it wa'u't no place for wim-
men!” ejuculated Ben Dale as he
straightened himself

"Whoe is Y whispered Alvina
weirdly. “Who do you say it 1, Ben
Dale?

For the first time the constable look.
| e closely at the man in the chair.
Then the eolor forsook hls fresh face
and he nlmost reeled.

“Good heavens. boys—it's—it's old
Phlle Blatcher himaelf!™

“Bo 'tis! Lroathed the postmaster.

“But we Luried bim twenty years
ago!™ protested somebody,

Then Alvina's voloe, curiously re-

prettiest girl In Lyndhirst, but now,

with her white halr and ber pale, wrin-

kiad face, looked older than her forty-
® years,

In Isn't old Phlle Blatcher” whis-
pered Alvinm, stil staribg st the man,
“It In young Philo. bis %

oung 3o erazy™”
Ben Dale, forward, Wby,
| young Phitto bad black balr snd”—
"It s grown 4id.” broke
in Alvion o know ™

red her outhurst.  One
- | man whispersd to another that Alvion
‘bad once biet engged to youog Philo

-
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| within the room were imbued with her
| enthusinsin.

| was Indeed young Philo come home

| channel fowlng swift, be must be

ance twenty years before she bad act-
ed queerly. Young Philo could not be
more than ffty now, and this man
looked much older.

Alvina was speaking agnin.

“He hnd come buck home again aft-
er years of wandering, and on the very
first night—see, the bed had not been
slept in for many years, but he was
golong to use it—on the very first night
he wus killed—killed Ly an enemy,
Some Chinese tracked him home and
killed him!"

“You're, craxy as a %oon, Alvioa!™
cried Ben loudly, as be grasped her
shoulder.

“I'm not. I‘ve got eyes and common
sense and a heart!" cried Alvioan pas-
sionately. *“See the blood on his bapd.
There I8 1 wound in his shoulder here.
In the side of the chalr Is a knife,
See the earved Ivory bandle? It's a
foreign knife! Where has he been
lutely—China? Mnaybe it's a Chinese
knife! Look out in the snow for the
tracks of Chinese shoes. Find oat if
anybody has seen a Chinese arcund.
Hurry, Ben Dale; or he will get nway!™

S0 great was Alvind’s énergy that all

In a mowent they had
scattered and left Alvina alone with
the man in the chair,

When she was alone Alvina went
and knelt there and snid little bushed
words that no one could bear, that no
one onght to hear save the man for
whom they were intended, and she
thought his ears were closed to her
voice forever,

But suddenly he sighed deeply.

Alvina screamed, but no one heard
her,

Again he sighed, and this tme Al
vina did not scream. She bent close
to him and saw bis eyellds fAutter.
Then she tlew for restoratives, It i3
doubtfnl iIf any one save Alvina koew
where old Philo Blatcher had kept his
Scotch whisky and Holland gin and
Jamaica rum in the little corner cup-
board In the west parlor.

Alvina knew, and she brought a bot-
tle and a crystal glass and gave the
man in the chale to drink of the fiery

liquid, holding his gray head agalnst |
her breast as she conxed him.

Presently he opened his eyes and
smiled at her. [

“I almost knew you'd be walting for |
me, Alvina," he sold weakly, for it |
after his long exile.

They talked (or a long time, apnd |
Philo sat up in his chair and Alvina |
dressed the deep wound in his left

| Arm. |

When Ben Dale nnd the others came;
trooping buck, they paused outside the |
elosed door, Within the room they
conld  hear  Alvina's  voice talking,

They heard her address some one ns |

“Philo.” nnd Ben Dale shook bls |

round head |
“Crazy ns a loon” !

“although =he was bright enough

about guessing it was o Chinaoan
who done the job. Wonder what
she'll say when 1 tell her we found
him asleep in the old mill and how,
when we tried to get him, he jumped
into the river and was drowned. She'll |
go plumb crazy!” '

But they were the ones who acted
demented when they opened the door,
for there sat Alvioa Petty, pink with
excitement, talking anlmatedly to the
erstwhile corpse, who wus sipplog n
glnss of hot toddy as calm as you
please.

Alvina bad kindled a fire from the
contents of the wood box beside the
hearth, and she had heated n pannikin
of water, There they were a8 socla-
ble as anything and looking rather
annoyed at the intrusion of Ben Dale
and s companions,

“I thooght you wans dead,” sald Ben
Dale when, after a hurried retreat, be
ventured to put his head Ilato the room.

“Not quite.” sald young Philo grim-
Ily. “altbough that Chipaman almost
mude n Job of lt—robbed me of §500
In Shanghai and then when 1 prosecut-
ed him followed me here to get his re-
venge. Hns any one seen him?"

“We saw him, and then he went un.
der the lee In the river. With the

down to Rivermouth by this time"
said Ben Dale grimly. “Guess he
won't commit no more murders.”

If the report of the murder aroused

Istanding belng two of

TODAY AND

The Princess Girl Musical
Comedy Cao.

—PRESENTS—

“The Suffragettes”

A MUSICAL SATIRE ON WOMAN SUFFRAGE,
EXCELLENT CHORUS OF PRETTY GIRLS
PRETTY WARDROBE, CATCHY MUSIC

TOMORROW

Gene Muller Trio

WORLD'S GREATEST HOOP ROLLERS

Ches

Davis

BLACKFACE COMEDIAN

WRITTEN IN PRISON

Some Great Classics Composed While |

Authors Were In Durance
Vile.

Byron's famous poem, “The Prison-
er of Chillon,” is sapposed to be writ-
ten by Honnivard, the Genevian pa-
triot, while he was incarcerated in
the chatenu of Chillon, on the shores
of the lake., But the poem wasg reil-
ly written at lightning speed while

Byron was imprisoned by inclement|

weather for a night and a day In the
nelghborhood.

Nevertheless, some notable literary
achievements have been really writ-
ten in jall, undoubtedly the most out-
the world's
greatest classics, “The Adventures of
Don Quixote” and ‘The Pligrim's
Progress.” 1If only those two books

he told them, | kud belonged to the literaturs of cup- |

tivity, they would have been sufficient
to make that Hterature distinguigshed
und immortal.

Thomas Cooper, the Chartist, whose
life reads llke a romance, and whose
name I8 held in reverence by modern
reformers, wrote a remarkable Poem
while he was lying In prison on ac-

| count of his political agitation., This

poem bears the pamarkibie titls or
“The Purgatory of Solcides’ and
when it was published it created a
very considerable stir in the literary
world, for it had emanated from the
brain of & man who had bagun life
arm 8 oohhler and had made himself
master of the CGreek language and
literature,

Another remarkable poem written
in prison ls “The Ballad of Reading
Jail," by Oscar Wilde, whose remark-
able and most somber book, “De Pro-
fundis,” wns also writien there. These
two books are among the saddest rec-
ords In the history of Hterature.

It ought mot to be forgotten
ona of the greatest letters ever writ-
ten was one of the greatest letters
ever written was penned In o dungeon
In Rome. This Is the Epistle of Saint
Paul to the Colossians, a plece of lit-

erature, quite apart from Its sacred
character, which s very hard to
beat.

It Is very seldom thal a newspuper
haa been edited from the inside of o
cell, but even this feut was accom-
plished by the late lamented W. T.
Swead, who during the two months he
spent in prison for an offense which
many people condoned and which a
number admired, wrote scores of
wrticles and practically conducted his

the good people of Lyndburst it 1s cer-
tain that the discovery that it was not
a murder at all, but that Philo Biateh.
| er had returned home to marry Alvinu
Petty and open the old house that had

greater excitement,
Philo soon recovered from his wound,
| but he was very grateful to Bllly
| Dreen, whose adventurous spirit had
rbnn the cause of Philo's dscovery,
| He might bnve dled from loss of blood
,and his body bhave Inin undiscovered
| for months had not Billy's hout for
| feleles resulted In the finding of the
" man in the front room. So Phille
| Blatcher rewnrded Bllly Breen in s
' most substantial manner,
| KNo one ever khew why Philo Blatch-
‘or had remaloed abrosd for twenty
years after his futher's death; no one
| knew save Alvios, and sbe never tcld
the story of the won who had maode
A great snerifice to save the father's
bonmor and that Jt hod takem Phile
twenty Years to make restitution for
his father's shortcomings In Lyndhurst,
Now Fhilo had come homa to recelve
his own meed of happiness,

Bo now Alvina relgns in the old
Blatcher homestend. Instead of belug
the village weamstross she fs the fGrwt
Indy in the village, and to the romance
of the nifalr is ndded thn
| the  rovengeful Lﬁhmw
crossed the ocemn and a con
fake a 1if s and wmhm-“a
own,

Bat to Philo Blateher the
of the wtory is that of Alvina's

aa~ oy

been closed so many years, cnused |

paper.—London Tit-Blis
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Well Trained.

Miss Wilkins, .the primary teacher,
was instructing her small charges.

“Name one thing of importance that
dld not exist 100 years ago," sald ths
tedcher.
| Ralph Franklin, an only child, who
wnas seated in the front row, promptly
arose and answered:

“Me."—Harper's Magazine.
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HERPICIDR

There is nothing “just as good" as
Newbro's Herplelde. Some  dealera
will even go sa far as to tell you they
have somothing better.

That dealer hns an axe (o grind.

You can't stop his grinding, but yon
can prevent him grinding it at your
expense.,

There Is one sure, swift way to do
t.

Go where you can get what you ask
for.

You wouldn't bie obliged to this very
often, as fortunately the maoirity of
druggists are honest and conscientious

Newbro's Herpiclde has been so
long and favorably known as “the ori-
ginal dandruffff destroyer,” that no
one should be decelved.

When you need a halr remedy, you
{don’t want one which merely promis-
es to kill the dandruf germ and pre-
véent the halr from falling.

You want one that will do it

Herplclde does it,

The halr becomes soft and lustrous,
There is lfe, rnap and besuty whers
formerly the halr was dead, dull and
brittle,

Applications of this wonderful pro-
phylactic may be obtained at the best
barber shops and halir dressing punr-
lors,

Rend ten centa In postage or allver
to The Herplclde Co,, Dept R,, Detroit
Mich., for a nice sample of Herpl-
vide and a booklet telling mll about
the hair.

Newbro's Herplcide in G0oc and 1
aizes in mold by all dealers who guar-
antes it to do all that is claimed. If
‘you are not snlisfied your money will
| be refunded.

I Smith's Drug Store, special agenis.
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