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PAGE SIX

B An aﬂverhsement writer says: “Have
you ever: asked yourself- why yeu -
taii'e your Home Paper, or why 'Hf lS
‘Home Paper"

SYNOPSIS

Ola Cyrus Martin, the head of the Amer-
ican soap trust, makes a bet of $30,000 with

‘a friend, John Clark, a rival soapmaker,

that his (Martin's) son Rodney would be
making more money at the end of a year
than Clark's son Ellery.

Martin takes his pretty secretary, Mary
Grayson, into his confidence and enlists
her co-operation. Rodney has been a
-spendthrift, and the father wants to make
him reform and go to work.

Mary meets Rodney, and the son pro-
poses marriage to her. Rodney tells his
father about hig proposal, and the old man
pretends great anger. He tells Mary he
will distnherit Rodney.

Rodney defies his father, ind Mary Is
d« y touched at the lad's genuine affec-
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“And It diy allowance is foo small
for one it's much too small for two,”
the boy continued ingeniously.

“For two?’

“Father, has it ever occurred t.o you
that« amight marry 7' inquired Rodney.

“0Of course it has. You're fool eneugh
for anything,” growled his father.

«] don't consider a man a fool be-
cause he's married;” said Rodney.

“That's because you ve never tried it.’
. “I intend to try lt.justthesame.
said Rodney..

“Oh, you .do. do you? Who 15 the
g

“The 311'1?" repeated hll son nerv-
ously.

for her. Mary makes a financial par-
pln with Martin to éncourage the sen te
g0 to work "

CHAPTER I!I--Conti:med.

, — — wwf littlé fool. Ob, why doesn’t- God ‘glve
1 B tool, ‘dldn't ou just “, young men some sense about women?”
e U SO o LS lock ’??'Y(;‘;gg‘.&‘hls tather.y .u_ ’-‘ o “I object very strongly to your 'M
R ] 80 1 a10." 11d Rodoey nereonsiy. | g in that way of Mizs Grayson,”
) CEE §|  Mary W the Theanwhile hud retrent [#oke 1 -angrily
- {ed to her typewriter, and now begln ‘Misg Grayson? ~Miss Grayson—
) \ ) ! typifying vilently. you re?'not gotnc to marry a typo-
: ter
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) . The bng city. daxly comes s to you and gwes you the 1mportant The molse ceased fmmediately, and ;)::s ’:rhp kpow it? _ |
- news of the outside world, but you and the home are too small for Roduey looked at hér disconraged. She | wop ot course: she knows & good
a. plaee in its columns, . | otloned to him to go on. Meanwhile | 1100 like you when she sees 1"~
: . "About mmwrmmmymm — a small tabie and sank Into It, his Orareon 1o that wayhe
1t deals in world matters and is of value to you because’ through , "xg':; :"m 3::’“’;” "”p:;e' toot?" e . “You've got to listen. I won't per-
it yoa obtain much of your knowledge of the' grwa—zifam of life. - ' monned. | .:;;e mmet‘n‘ a:f;‘_rgl; rltllcumL hl::- .:ar“ ,
But it utterly i 1gnores you and yours. ° . - m‘;"““"" m-: g‘f&‘d““&: ‘°°“?°°' enough not to elope!”
- Lt . i ‘ f :he. s A came " “I wanted to, but she wouldn’t. She
; or hkmg e ——— “Pin azrald yous foot hurts.” he ven-. " o 8-
] v T . : ‘netsted on” your  being toid. - m
T o . —4 Jn:r.ﬂ_p" 'M" L jast gleee whatawméasﬁco—--»:
You cannot exist: wﬁhoﬁf a knowled’ge of the iﬁaxrs' of W ! "‘3?;0‘5’,:??& h‘i'se:ther v satd the | T to Know 8o that f 1 disappmed
S ~home community. . ot son aincerely. better, and cut you off she’d not be'stuck with
‘ . You must know of the pl:ms and of the work of the local ai- .. “Well, I'm not. What's that you aot y‘ff'f,:e“ ber ;““;;”I” Dl ded Bod |
e Fities, and you it St koW ot e dmmm of _  theze ... _~Flease, . father"— plea ”""
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- —_the community in general. L ’ son. ;”om””@’m““‘“‘fmtm sides xma1 turned to go. addisg, “Its
You cannot obtain this knowledge from the big city paper, but L ' “Comfortable? How much do you | T0lte useless™

- ayowwcan-and do find it-in the columns of the hame paper. - . ,
' Youbuytheb:gmtydaﬂybccauseﬁumpﬂ:hmwofthcpro—
gress of the world, for your mind is developiug day by. day and de-

~cor———*mamds this greater fand-of information:
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- you find only'in the home paper.
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o But your mind craves even a more mtxmate knowledge of af- -~
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» = = —— fairsthat are vitat tothe—mtcrcstsofyou-an&yom's mdthese—ﬂnngs—-- e

Tothcgreatatydadyyouarebutasasmgle'pebbkuponthe N

--4Yes, girl- You're not going to mar-
'ty an autoriobile, or & polo pony, or an
geroplane, or any other of ysur idiotie,
amusements, are you? You're golng to |

. eyed,” dall faced, gurghng. futtering|

marry a girl, aren't yon? - Soine blue |

in Rodney's volce as ne exclaimed,
“Mary!”

“You see, father,” he added for the
old gentleman’s benefit. '

“Making a grand stand play, eh”
went on the soap magnate 8-
Iy to Mary, “before my idiot‘ & 8son.

You think I'm so fond of hin that ' -
relept. Well, you're wrong. » Neither
of you will ever get s nlckel out of |
me.”
“We shan’t starve,” " declared’ Rod- ‘
ney. -
“Well, what can you do to keep from .
starvh:x"" dernanded his gather. You're
pot a producer. - You . never will be.
You're just an idler. - Yoy . couldn't -
 earn §5 2 week. But youll bave &
| chance to try.. -¥on'll get ost of my - -
housetonmlt.oll’n hlvemthrovn
t'" -
“Now, father™— - -
_“Not. another word, sir, pot another
| word™” cried bis father and stamped
out angrily into the ball, ‘
Mary gave an lnvolunury lgh of ro-

‘iltwmgg-mou-m_that.ph; .eL__.._..___

-

.want outotme now?' hhtnther asked

PP s

““No, my boy; wait a minute,” said
__“Remember I'm yom:

Mr. -
trlend. Qveu,ﬁ"T am yon??ﬁﬁ?m'l

you belteve 12 it's only. your momy
the wantes”

. “Wbydomuythat?’nodnqqu

vered.

—~“F know-you, and wh&tever itis you
can’t have it.”

-4t Eodmey turned appealingly to Mary, |-

whe fguored hirg He turned back to

existence.

and home peOple.
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youncedxtqwteasmuchas:tneedsyou. .

", The home paper is your Triend and you know it.*
T ". """ And because you are loyal to your friends and to thié commun-
' 1tyyoubehcvemthehomepaperand1tsceasd&sworkfoﬂwme

“munity and of yoursell, Tor only il the preservation of U ooifF .-
mumtyandoiyouraelfcanthehomepaperhope\ioracontmmd

i

i l Ldi 117¢ §
=

. But to the home paper you are one of us, an important factor in

, the community, a fofce with which to be reckoned.
S A disrupted and dxsmtcgratmg community means a. shrmkage

* and loss in property values and a stagnant public mind Hence the . -~

home paper has an ever watchful eye to- the interests of thejgm:m ,_'_-.' BT |
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| stroyer. —

- And the man who recogmzes the
necessxty for commum;y oj_ m& 3.

.......

Becomes 3 a Bullder an& Not a. De-

R e e Lo e

e . —————— ———

!Onrlonl! mt'njnotwhat T-wanted
' have: with you, I've wanted it all
4 \y. and now well bave it. lﬂ.GWo
inl"heealledtohnry
. “Yem, sir,” mneetl;.
. . *Get out!”
&c went without a giance at Rodney,
stoodlookingntterberw
met knowing that his love's intentiom
was to give him moulmpponhylh—
teninzinthelnll. ’
- “Now, wnatdoyoumbyoven
driwing your allowance agaln?’ she
‘beard Mr., Martin say when the door
was closed.
"Why,"mnoeenuyamnodm
"lt simply proves that 1 was right
mxmmwmmmmm
. “What!” ejaculated his father, qulb

| rieter

| tons as they flcated out to her {n the

1‘“’

Jsroudly. .

*“I'll' prove it u." sald hia father,
pushing an emameled electric bell thgt
stood near him on the table.

“What are you going to deY” cried

Rodney pervously.,

mﬂmmm
:neiiinmy. “IM] fell that Scheminy
secretary that if you . persist in this
marriage I'll disinherit you, and then
you wateh her throw you over,” he
amplified tq: Rodney’s beneﬂt
“Even if “you are my father you

shap't insult the girl l love,” protgst-

B

=3 m—e—uw—nm

ery minute.” Rodney chuckled.
“Oh, Rddpey, I'm 807280 uorry,” nuv-

. .t P ) . . m.. ) '
choked A} up.” . . T
“Please don’t, Rodney,” protested

Mary, quite genuinely touehed, and ,

Rodney went on: - - 1
“Just because he's gut a lot of mon-

ey he seems to think there isn't t any

“Poppycock{ You’re afraid to put
her to the test! You’re afraid she will
chuck you,” retorted his father.

o .But.Rodney answered quletly: “I'm
not afraid, father. You're mistaken.,”

- Johnson = meanwhile in an-
swer to the bell and in 2 surprisingly
short time and with a queer on
bis usvally imperturbable face, if they
bad only noticed it, returned with

| looked from father to son with an elab-

orately M‘MM
tnqnl!ed . .

She saw Rodney ot of the tail of
her eye make a moveriient toward her
and say “Mary” In a pleadms tone;
then hesrd his father interrupting him

mdhelntmdcozetmtrlsﬁ h;ht

CHAPTER IV. .

". The Barga
B'dr"llarybennumidly. al-
s ,most losing her . “Cotuposure a
moment.toth!nkofthepus
— — that things bad_come to with
ber connivance. She was not sure,
moreover, if the soap king bhad not
really been in edrnest in his fulmina-

hall. Either his acting or his gout|
mnltbo'ummetodgy nlcbenn-to

“Because 1 wigh | to tehl yon,"‘he bé-
nnmln. "thatithemrruyouhe'
not get one penny of my money. And
that means he'll ‘stirve. 1 suppose you
reaiise thst?”

Mary- tarned to Rodney, who was
standing up very straight near 'the
window looking on Fifth avenue, one
hand catching the braided lapel of his
coat as his eyes devoured her with
such real love and confidence showing
on his face that she could not resist
 his love's appeal to her, She turned
to his tather and mwered ‘him cour-

Mary Grayson under his escort.  MEry] e

I maynot hnvemnch&ttheltu't.bnt
watch my finish™— -

“What are you going to do?' she
asked him excitedly.

“I'm going to work.”

“You are—really?” . . g

“Yes, indeed. Father couldn’t ub ‘
medolt.butyonm. t’nmtor '
you.” #

“Shall you gt a position?"

“I should say not! Work for sbme .
one éleY No!  I'mrgotng twbosiness - -
| for myself—for yon. I'm going to .
show the stuff that's in me. Of course
we van't get married till I've made
good. Wil you wait?

“Yes, dear,” said Mary shyly.

. “You're a dandy!™ cried Bod!ley
| moving nearer o her.

“What bustaess are you going tnto?"
she asked,

“I dom’t know yet” said Bodney
“I'm going npsuh-l to pack a suitcass -
aod think. Wait here for me. 1Tl be
back in fifteen miputes,” he sang out,
but heartily.

“Oh, oh—piease”— protested Mary.

“Don’'t mind, Mary. TIi get you ussd
to ‘em,” he called from the doorway.

She threw herself back om the Louls
XV. sofa next the yellow typist's desk
and waited, in a sudden reverie. The .

‘earved wooden rim of the sofa beck
just fitted & chink {n her coiffure com-
forubly J she lapoed into that curi-
fi of Introspection that comes

sometlmec with bodily and mental re-
laxation. What did sbe think of herself
for what she'd dune this evening? Was
she any better than' ap adventuress? -
Was she not cajoling a young mihn . -
into propesing to her for the iove of
money? Would Rodney's father reslly
rewargd ber as be had promised to do?

}Stra'ngely enough It would not have

seemed so bad, she feit. if she didn't
like Rodney. Well, if the old man a
didn't pay, let him keep his money.
8he shouldn't care.- It was something
to have won a love Like Roinerl love
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