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PRICE 5 CENTS

'L CELEBRATED TENNESSEE WAGONS

Sicel or thimble skeins, high or low wheels, with special

*.in gear brake; exira thick tire, specially iron
-4 rough hauling,
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T. 8. MORRISON,
ACENT oo

Also agent for the Birdsell, Nissen, Picdmont

and Chattanooga Wagons.
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ARSTOR BAILEY looked
across the breakfast ta-
ble toward his pretty old
wife with a wrinkle of
dissatisfaction puckering
his benevolent forehead.
A glimmer of amusement
| In his clear blue eyes, however, had
Itlle effect of a coutradiction.
| “Minerva.she is going to do it again”

Mrs. Balley suspended the silver
straiuer over his second cup of tea to
ask: '

“Whe is going to do what again, Mr
Bailey 7’

“Rhoda Crafts.
month is this?" -

“Oh, Rhoda Crafts, is 1t? This is the
14th. 1 knew she would.”

“Well, now, there, my love, that just
shows where your superior knowledge
of your own sex comes in. Before got-
ting this"—with one fat, white finger
he patted a letter which lay open be-
side his plate—*1 should have said just
as positively that 1 knew she would
not. 1 trusted that the experience of
last year would make her let up on
ber Quixotie nonsense,”

“There fsn't much ‘let up’ in Rhoda
Crafts, and she wouldn't know what
You meant by ‘Quixotic nonsense,' K|he
eitllz it her *eup of cold water in his
tame’ day.”

“She might let

What day of the

ed to order

| up a little on the
rname at least.” The pastor laughed

T lindulgently. “I am afrald our dear
Rlhoda is a trifle obstinate.”
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h\f“|k--u.-]1 it up until something comes of

=

55 [ 1t.”
The dissatisfaction in the pastor's
W= face entirely eelipsed the gleam of fun

in his eyoes as he asked:

e

(F' “But whut ean possibly come of it,

my dear?®’

ve) |  “Ob.don't ask me, Mr. Bailey! Either
‘>J|Dr-:-.m- of mind from giving so many
.’_—","' cups of cold water in his name, which
- - ~

E.\J[ Is her name for a first elass Thanks-

*{@ giving day dinner, or John Graham

-
B-\:J‘ must come of it.”

«F

::(\"d; “1t will not be Johin Graham.” There
AP | was a note of angry convietion in the
*:{-’{':-' ‘ pastor's mild volce. “Ile is not a man
}‘\-cé l'to be put on or cast off like an old shaoe
*E:i-’- by any woeman. And you will admit
?’1}_‘1’; | that Rheda did act badly, my dear.”
“\“:2-’ “1 nm not going to thrash that old
= | straw over again,”™ said Mrs. HBailey,
‘;:-‘{'.:.' with sex lovalty, “but it is a pity.”
= “1t is bulf a Jdozen pitles. She is (oo
i".-‘_:,' | ronng and too handsome to be living
h}-};‘ alone in atfluence. She ought to hiave
*;(5 some duties to occupy her mind and
-\i time.”
Kf-‘::.'. “Alone! Where does Margaret Kempe
E\z | come in?”
o= | “Tretty much everywhere” the pas-
E\Eg tor admitted. with an apologeétic laugh.
W= | *Well, T hiave ten days to go on”
K!‘ “AVhieh is time enonlh to sift Limes-

= '{Cﬂ, | port from center to circumference in
)k B3 | seareéh of a visa-vis, That last one,
% r(f' | the fellow that walked off with the sil-
=k ! 32/ | ver she fed bim with, ought to make’
f‘:‘_x:i.i e i i Be e EFT o S - ﬁ her cautions. Doees she allude to that?”
2% 3=/ | The pastor picked up the open letter
';- ; % m | by his plate. 2

QJT; i TH E O. K. QU EEN STOVE 15 1T | “Oh. yes. quite frankly. I'll read you

x@ her note. She says: .

2k the best baking stove that is made. We have g My Dear ar. Bailey—1 am going to ge-
?,:\ - - x(g ' p-f::.l upon vou tln.s year to select n'n_l:‘i in-
2% them in all sizes and our prices are low. Call ana gz | g my Thankselving day guest. Sinee
?:\H K(é_,"m n fudement. 1 hope you and dear Mrs
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Zn lar. Prices low. We sell on time.

43-45 PATTON AVENUE.

We guarantee them in every particu-
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“Two years ago my hair was
falling out badly. I purchased a §
bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor, and

soon my hair stopped coming out.””
Miss Minnie Hoover, Paris, 11

Perhaps your mother

TICE.

We do a great deal of work for people outside the city of]|
North Carolina.

Make up a bundle of your soiled linen and express to us and

Asheville; some of them outside the State of

iled

T

we will return it promptly, laundred to suit

ta-tidious.

J. A. NICHOLS, Proprietor.

had thin hair, but that is
no reason why you must
go through life with half-
starved hair. If you want
long, thick hair, feed it
with Ayer’s Hair Vigor, §
and make it rich, dark,
and heavy.

$1.00 u bottle. All druggists.

the most

If your druggist cannot supply you, §
B gend “us one dollar and we will express
you a botrie. Hesure and give the name g
of your nearest express ofhice. Adldress

J. C. AYER CO., Lowell,

LA -
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i e as b

Ihlaw s

“IF WE HAVE IT, IT’

R

S THE BEST.”

Will You Take Advantage

5 OF COST SALE OF REVOLVERS
To buyv'a reliable revolver ? Every home
sl uld be provided with one. Remember
ilie ;-!-1 es

9:’ calibre, double

nickled, former

l

l\-'! .lut;:'.'-.".nl:, .: .'-H.'l
ilu'i| I'?i'l'l'l‘].
(lost sale, $3.25.
42 ealibre. nickled, 33

Cost

action. :.}1
lr!'if'l‘_ S.-l,(ﬂ‘__l_

Smith & Wesson,
inch barrel: former price, S11.00.
sale, $10.04)

Other calibres. with Jonger barrels, pro-
portionate reduetion.

We have a large stock of Shot Guns and

Rifles at very reasouable prices.

Asheville
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ardware Co.

Have You Bought a Stove

v -
rou can save lots of wood and be more

comfortable, too, by using a stovegnstead g2 |

With a

COLE
HEATER

You can make it red hot in three minutes
cerfainly an advantage cold mornings.

of open fire.

sense.” T have regfsfered a vow fo sit at |
table on evem Thanksgiving day with |
one who i3 poor and friendless and home-
less. 1 am foolish enough te hope that
the bread 1 thus throw upon the waters
may be, somehow. somewhere returned |
to him. The ordeal seems more trying
eiach time. But it is a fitting penance for
my arrogance and injustice. 1 am going
to le=ave the selectlon of my vis-a-vis to
you this year."

“Well she may mistrust her own
Jjudgment.,” Mrs, Bailey commented.
“If she was older and ugly instead of
| being only twenty-tive and the hand-
somest woman in Limesport, 1 would
not fret so over her nonsense.™

“There is always Margaret Kempe,”
said the pastor, with the effect of of-

| fering comfort.

“Yes. Tlere is always Margaret, and
she's worth a whole battalion of ordi-
nary men. Well, my dear, I wish you
Joy of your task. You've got ten days
to find your man in."

Considering himself dismissed, the
pastor gathered up his mail matter and
retreated to his study- not to begin at
onee on his Thanksgiving day sermon,
s conscienee dictated, but to ponder
Rhoda Crafts' strange request. He
would rather, if she were bent upon
keeping bher strange vow. that she |
ghould leave the seleetion of a4 vis-a-vis |
to hiin. He had performed the marriage
ceremony for Rhoda’s father and moth-
er; he had baptized ber, and to whom
should she turn in auy emergency if
not to him? Also he had to
| unité her to Jolin Gralinm
bam, whom he koew and loved: John
Graham. whom all Limesport knew
and loved for n high spirited, clean
souled man, with the “makings of
much™ In him, as Margaret Kewpe had
herself quaintly put it when upbraid
ing her mistress for not knowing her
own mind.

Ilut Jolin was gone, and Rhoda was
here, an ever present problem with the
old pastor and hls wife. The matter of
this vis-a-vis welghed heavily en both
of them.

And there the matter stopped until
the day and;the Lour arvived when
Margaret Kelnpe, tall, thuscular, po-
tential, stood’ Lefore her mistress and
announced acridly:

“Well, Le’s come.”

Miss Rhoda was standing bLefore her
looking glass putting the last tinlshing
touches to her dinner toflet. On Thanks-
giving day, the last five of them at
least, she always arrayed herself in
black silk, with lavender ribbons. To
Margaret, who objected on the score of
monotony, she explained:

“It looks staid and dignified, Mar-
get." It 1s well to impress my strange
vis-a-vis with an ldea of age. This
costume 'is subdued.”

“Jalf way mourning, I call it,”” Mar-
garet had scornfully commented on
other days. But she had finally accept-

| ed the stiff black garb as a factor in
the “foolishest day of all the year.”

The annual ordeal was imminent.
Miss Crafts and her potential maid had
been to church, there to leave their
thank offerings. Miss Rhoda had almost
hoped the Rev. Mr. Bailey would re-
port a failure In his search for a vis-a-

haped

vis, but Mrs. Bailey waylald her in the ] denly.

gisle to whisper in her ear:

| *Mr. Baileysays he hopes yon will
find him inoffepsive in every particu-
Jar, my dear.”

And Miss Rhoda, walking homeward
under the bright November skles,
meeting family groups all hurrying to-

| ward some common center of clan ral-
Iving, nodding to this one and that,
' who all knew ber for a solitary, swal-
lowed a great lump in her throat and
reminded herself that it was In his
name that she was about to recelve
this unseen guest into her dainty
| home.

And when, a little later on, Margaret
stood in her presence with that curt
announcement she had to acknowledge
to herself that her self inflicged pen-
ance was getting upon her nerves. She
faced toward Margaret in visible trep-
ldation.

“What does be look like, Marget?’

“I've seen worse looking men. If Le
was to shave off a foot or two of beard
and bave his hair shingled and look at

vou through his own eyes instead of |

blue glass goggles, it might be easier

to sny what he does look like, I don't
| like his eolor much.”
Miss Rhoda recolled. “You don't

mean'"—

“0Oh, he's white, or he was original-
ly. Looks more like a very old tallow
ecandle than anything I can think of
just now.”

“Is he a foreigner?” 3

“I can't say. You can trust him ro

understand English enough to know |

what you mean when you top your
cup of cold water foolishiness with that
envelope holding a ten dollar bill.”

oy

*Is he—does he look neat, Marget?

say yes. He's clean, which the last
one warn't.”

“Oh, don't speak of the last one! The
wretch! The ingrate!”

«“And he don't smell of tobacco, like
the one before that did.”

| thankfulness and delicately cologned
| the handkerchief she had just taken
from her burean drawer.

“And he does look like he used a
comb and brush once in awhile, which
was more than the one bhefore the
other one did.”

“Oh, 1 bope he will eat with his
fork!”

Margaret Kemp fairly snorted with
gcorn.

“Well, then, I just hope'be won't. 1
hope this one will do something so out-
rageously bad that you will never have
another cup of cold water idiot sitting
opposite you at your own table and me
washing up dishes after him as long as
you and me live.”

“Qh, Marget, you know It Is part of
my penance!”

“] know it! Part of your fudge! But
for all his gentleman gone to seed looks
he may this very minute be filling his
pockets with something that he likes
better than cold water. T'll go down.
You can ring for dinner when you're

. . A Thanksgiving Story

| sentment.

Jaht Gra- |

“Well, for a charity guest 1 should |

Miss Rhoda exhaled a soft sigh of |

LI
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mﬂdy-’r

“Where did you leave him, Mar-
get?”

“In the back parlor. I took the lib-
erty of turning the key on the outside
too. He never® heard me, though.”

“How do you know he did not? It
would be cruel to put any indignity on

| him, Marget.”

“I"ain't likely to put any on him that
he'll remember after his frst slice of
turkey. I left him standing stock still
before your plcture, the one tooken
when you was fresh from school. 1
know le can't walk off with that. It's
nailed to the wall.” |

“How exceedingly impertinent!” said
Miss Rhoda, growing pink in ber re-

Margaret Kempe thumped her way
down the carpeted steps in the rebel-

| Hous frame of mind which| had become

common to her Thanksgiving days.
Her left foot, which by reason of an

BLe was sure be was out of peaifin; |

| algo that he Lad seen better days. Evi-

MISS RHODA'S = '
 VIS-A-VIS

dently he had seen much of the world. ]

She should like to know what had

brought him to Limesport. '
Margaret Kempe also found her mind |

 running specnlatively beyond the re- |

gion of the viands.

A man who knew enough to use his:|
fork instead of his knife and who han-
dled his napkin as if it were a familiar |

| necessity rather than a luxurious nov-

elty seemed out of place at a charity
dinner. He had primarily won her good
graces by using the frout deoormat and
hanging his shabby hat on the hall
rack.

She stamped to and from the pantry

with a growing sense of the unusual

besetting her. He seemed to find more
to talk about than the other vis-a-vis
had, and Miss Rhoda seemed quite will-

ing that he should do his share of the
entertaining. -

Margaret Kempe coughed. Whenever
Margaret coughed it meant either that
Miss Rhoda bhad forgotten something
or that the traditions of the day were
being trifled with. Always it was =a
call to attention.

On this occasion it meant that the
prescribed routine was not being ob-
served. By rights Miss Rhoda should

| bave risen from the table at the pre-
| eise moment of the vis-a-vis swallowing
| his last drop of coffee, and in her state-

liest manner—her *stand off manner,”
Margaret called it-she should have
handed her Thanksgiving guest the
envelope containing@her “small contri-

| bution to his comfort,” the giving of an

ancient ankle sprain seemed to act|envelope containing a ten dollar bill.

quite independently of the right, beat
an angry accompaniment| to her per-
turbed reflections.

The giving of the envelope was usually
accompanied by g murmured bit or two

| of advice which Margaret (again) eall-

This was the fifth time she had been | ed the doxology.

called upon to minister to the comfort :
of a “picked up” guest. She supposed |

Miss Rhoda had Scripture warrant for |
going out into the highways and bLiy- |
ways for the eaters of her feast, buat it
wns not her (Margarvet'si notions of a
Thanksgiving gathering, Tt wasa “fivst |
cinss mortification™ to heér to be puss
ing dishes to a eup of cold water
tramp. but what could s'_!s-.- do in face

lof Miss Rboda’s hard beddodness?

Then .\i;‘n';.;.'lt"':'s l'r:'.vvgll'lr,m:- taok on
u softer tinge,

How pretty “the chilid'] fooked, with
bher wavy brown baie pyded hizgh over
her swooth, white forebeand and Ler
(eyes shining fer ail the workd like the
stiars that somelsdy caljed disnmonds
in the sky, aml with nobgly but an un
known tramp fur a viga-sis.  Very
acky, el Matrgarit, LT Ll
[ “gone w seed gentlewan” wiom she
had locked In downsiairs) to await the
emancipation of diuner Lour.

Upstairs Miss Rbodal was going
through a little formula of ber own,
There was a pleture of John Graham
tucked away behind the lid of her
writing desk. She always appealed to
him before golng to wect bher unpseen
vis-a-vis to bear in miongd that what
she was doing was done for his sake,
almost at his command.

it wns.a laughing, hapdsome face
| that confronted hier in thé hour of her
| tearful appeal, but as she had last seen
| it it was stormy with indignation over
what he had called her unwomanly in-
Justice.
| She had been unjust; ghe had been
| passionate and silly, and he had not

been patient. It required all her de-
| termination to hold fast by the obliga-
| tlon which In her remorse ghe fanciful-
ly declared he had laid upen her.

It was on a Thanksgiving day, one
{ which they had expected to spend joy-

ously together, that their quarrel had

come about, stormingly, furiously, sud-
‘ She had told him she never
| wanted to look upon his face again.
| He had nsked her twice—may, three

times—slowly, almost solemnly, if she
! had meant it. Thiee times, without a
| gquaver in her voice, but with the cold-

ness of death clasping her sinking

heart, she had said she did. And then

he had turned away from her with the
| words thst she had laughed to scorn
| then, but had writhed under afterward
and never forgotten.

“There will be a vacant chalr at your
table today and, I belleve, an aching
spot In your heart. As you have driven
me into exile, I go. When this day
rolls round again, perhapsithe ache in
yvour heart may be eased by filling the
chair [ was to fill with some one who,
like myself, shall be a stranger, home-
less and poor. I shall never sue to you
for pardon until my conseience joins
you in accusing me.”
| And then he had gone away from her,
| out of her home, out of the town, omt
of her ken, leaving her half dazed over
the suddenness of It all.

This was how [t came about that
Miss Rhoda came to ask old Professor
flimmons to dine with her on the next
'Phanksgiving day. He was a “stran-
ger and poor ‘and homeless.” And
| when the professor left Limesport be-

eause there was no one there who

wanted to be coached In Greek and He-

brew she cast about for some one else
to do penance with. Always she sol-
| emnized the feast with the quaint
| greeting:

“In Christ's name, friend, I make you
welcome, If I can add one ray of
brightness to your day, I shall have
| that much more to return thanks for.”

Margaret Kempe was always close
behind the portleres that divided the
back parlor from Miss Rhoda's pretty
dining room, on hand, as she expressed
it, “to sall in if needs be.” <
| But up to the coming of the gone to
| eec! man there had been no call for
|
|

her to “sail in.” The strangely prof-
fered feast was accepted swith shame-
faced gratitude. As their colloguial
efforts were generally eqpfined to kind-
Yy impertinences on Miss Rhoda's part,
who sowed much good seed of an ad-
\ visory sort while feeding her vis-a-vis,
conversatlon did not thrive.
Margaret Kempe's military tramp, as
the dinner progressed from oysters to
| poffee, was the most conspicuous sound
! apparent. The end of the meal was a
| release for all concerned. Dut an ele-
ment of the unusual seemed to have
crept into Miss Rboda’s cup of cold
water day this year. Even while she
was murmuring her silent grace, “As I
do unto this man, O Lord, do thou unto
my beloved exlle,” she had decided this
was no ordinary eater of charity feasts.
The man was thin to gauntness, and
a beard that Asron or Moses might
have worn gracefully covered his sal-
| low face. Glasses hid his eyes, so that,
| even if Miss Crafts ever experienced
 any feminine curlosity touching the
| looks of her vis-a-vig, which she did
| not, it would have remained unsatis-
| fled this time.

| her teaspoon.

| Met bim in Siberia.

| place of that sort of his own free will?

But today Miss Rhoda tarried strange-
ly. 'The gaunt man had even folded up
his napkin. Miss Rhoda dallied with
The doxology and the
envelope lagged. Margaret Kempe
coughed, so violently this time that it
was uscless to assume lgnorance. Miss
Rboda lifted her soft eyes plendingly
to the stern ones which from the
vantage ground of the gaunt man's
back were inflexibly fixed upon her in
a stare of stony surprise.

“Oh, Marget, this gentleman knows
my—our friend, Mr. John Graham.
I was just going
to'"—

Evidently Marguret Kempe consid-
ered that the long deferred moment
for Heer to *“=ail in™ had arrived. No
such confidence game as that should
be played out under her very nose,

“Slberia, did 1 understand  you,
ma'am, the place which 1 have always
heard was inhabited by nothing but
snow and conviets? s it likely that
our Mr. John Graham would go to

He used to be some choice about who
he went with.” This with a glance of
disapprobation cast at the gaunt man
which made Miss Rhoda blush for the
manners of her dragon. The tvis-a-vis
adjusted his steel bowed spectacles
with a nervous hand. An inarticulate

| il before

good maid aAistrusts STatement.
Wil you be so kind”"—

He zlaneed at Mar She extend
ed her tray at arms’ length.
cinl interehanges
feaction of the the
preceding cup of cold water days. The
package dropped upon the tray with a
metullie eliek.

“Kindly pass that 1o Miss Crafts: [t
will vouch™ for the fact that Mr. John
Grabham and 1 have met. Ile was very
I left Siberia. It was my |
good fortune to be with him at the |
time. When he was at his worst, he
made me take from this chain a small
loctzet snd destroy . it. He he
wanted no one staring at the picture it |
contained after he was gone. The
chain he begged me to keep as a small
sonvenir of friendship.”

Marguret gtood elose beliind her mis-
tress’ ehair. Her strong, faithful hand’
iit)‘ along its back. She could see the
aray pallor spread over the sweet, pa
tient face as, loosening the silk wrap- |
pings, she brought to view a little
chain of gold and onvx links. Nhe
could feel the tremor that ran along
Rhoda’s frame. r |

“Did it belong to him, ma'am—our
Mr. John?"

“Yes,” sald Rbwda scarcely above a
whisper. #Then with a sudden revul-
sion to the haughty manner which be-
longed to the day’'s traditions she stood
up and east about her for the envelope.

It was not in her pocket. She turned
toward Margaret with an #ir of com-
mand which seemed a reversal of atfl-
tudes:

“You will he late getting to your sis
ter's, Marget, with your thank offer- |

my

Suech so-
woere n violeant i

cold courtesies of

said

Inzs, You ean go at once. I know
where it is now. I left it in the baeck
parlor when | went to summon my |
guest.  You will step this way, please.”
This to the gaunt man, Who had risen
when she did. '

The chain Margaret had passed back
fo its owner without comment from
Miss Crafts. She was glad to per-
ceive that Miss Rhoda was reverting
to an attitude of safe aloofuess. Tler
own snub”bad silenced the loquacious
vis-a-vis. No harm could cowe now of
her looking after things in the pantry
while the envelope and the doxology
were in progress. She was free fo il
her bascket withh the fragments of the
feast and transport them to the edge
of tovwn, where they would find eager
consumers in o regithent llft"‘ai‘l”hnl
who eilled her annt.

Quite half an bour had expired when,
honneted and
throngh the front hinll on her way sis.
terward, She gave a start of surprise
at sight of the shabhy hat still hang-
ing on the hall rack.

Then udder of
her subst Her' refractory
left foot consented 4o act with her |"l:.__';1t“
In earryving her with tneredilile rapidity
toward the partor. Surely the
wiviig of the envelepe and s supple-
wmental adviee esuld not take that long.
Volces amicable, rens-
ot murder their

hasketed, she passe

a s horror ran down

spane.

back

subdued, bLint
sured her. Meoen did

L el R

1

She Could Tee! the Tremor That Ran
Along Rhoda’s Frame.

a rich man. He has been engugea as
¢ivil engineer in the laying ount of a
railroad through Siberia. The pay Is
good, but the work hard and the cli-
mate trying, I doubt whether any of
his friends would recognize bhim, he
108 changed so since I first saw him.”

Then Miss Rhoda said (Margaret
ground her teeth in rage), “He could
never chiange so that some of his friends
would not recognize him.”

The idea of her mistress allowing
herself to entertain a tramp in that
pyrely social manner! No visiting of
for her that day. Margaret
stumped back to the pantry and depos-
ited her basket. This thing had gone
is far as it must go.

No one knew better than she did what
un aching heart Rhoda Crafis carried
about with her, but that was 1o excuse
fur allowing herself to be imposed up-
pri by . that “hairy Esau in sheep's
clothing” even if DMarson Dailey was

sistoers

[ responisible for his “pick ap.”

Without preface or parley she stump-
(l ok threeugh the dining room and
parted the portieres with both resolute
hnnds.

“Miss Ithoda, ma'am™—

Then with a startled ery she fell
back against the dining room table.
The curtains dropped from her nerve-
less grasp.  She had seen it with her
own eves. There wis no use any one
trying to deny it. The gaunt man'was
kneeling on  the floor before . Miss
Rhoda, who was erying softly into her
pocket handkerchief. Doubtless he had
heen working on her feelings again
about Mr. John. After a1 moment of
indecision she “sailed in."

Miss Rhoda’s sweet voice, thrilled
through and thirough with happiness,
greeted her:

“Oh, Marget, it is John—John him-
self!”

“And youre that easily put upon,
ma'‘am?”

She advanced a step or two and
looked tempestuonsly at the gaunt
man. Miss Rhoda entered rapidly up-

(on the defense of her lover.

“I1¢ has been ill, Marget—oh, so ill—
and be was coming home to see If
I had repented of my foolishness, and
Mr. Bailey was the first friend he went
id Lie put the idea of playing
this practical joke upon me into John's
head, and T think it is shockingly
stranze, Margzet, that neither you nor
I recognized him. We ought to be so
very much ashamed of ourselves)”

“1 doubt if Lis own wmother would
'a® known him, and I'd like to have
Parson Bailey's indorsement before 1
give in now, ma'am.”

That inarticulate sound which had
g0 puzzled Margaret in the dining
reom eseaped more freely from the vis-
a-vis' Hps., It was John Graham’s
well remembered laugh.  Margaret's
nustere face relaxed,

“Woll, T guess I'd know that laugh in

IO Sete,

'a thousand. I am glad fo see you back,

Mr. John, if for no other reason but
because now there won't be any more

'cup of eold water tramps to spoil my

Thanksmiving day. I guess 1 can look
after sister's young ones now.”
And John Graham, with an air of au-

soumd aigturbed nbls heavily bpearaen
lips. It might bave been a dislocated
laugh or an angry protest. He felt for
something in his apparently empty
pockets and produced a small package
wrappal in a bit of old silk.

“It is well to have so vigilant a
gnardian, dear lady. Evidently your

[ and rings, which she always begzea

Miss Rioda to send to baulk, and then
stap to converse with their viectims
At least shie had a right to hear what
confidence game he was putting up on
her mistress this time. It was, his
. volee. k

“You see, Graham ought to come back

thority. told Ler he guessed sne coua.

Happiness and the loving ministra-
tions of a devoted wife soon restored

Jolin Graham's

vouth and good looks.

nt he has inflicted one great disap-
polutment npon Margaret Kewmpe. He

I (Continued on fourth page..,‘-
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and shoes must he sturdy to
stand the racket—the romp-
ing play incident to the trips
to and from school.

Rice & Hutchins’
School Shoes

are made to withstand the
hardest knocks.

Strong and staunch, full of
wear and yet not clumsy.
Coodness—they have more
than otheérs, but the price is
no higher. ’
See them before you fit the
boy out.
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