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Ail f|SyerHpement writer says: "Have
ever ^sked yourself why you
your Home Paper, or l f e

necessary to have a Home Paper?

The big city daily comes to you and gives you the important
news of the outside world, but you and the home are too small for
a.place in its columns. ' •

About its only thought of you is the money It gets from you. -*-_
It deals in world matters and is of value tt> you because through

it you obtain much of your knowledge of the greateraffairs of Hfe. -
But it utterly ignores you and yours. •
Hence €ie local papetvand likewise youi- reasGn for takiiy tfac~

focal paper. - - - - *~~~~Z'~~:~~~. . •_ ,..~~~ '• ~"~
~~- You cannot exist without a knowledge- oi the affairs of your
home community. - " r •

You must know of the plans and of the work of the local au-
5l the doings of the duudies, and of

_^. the community in general
You cannot obtain this knowledge from the big city paper, but

firt4 it in tVw cohtpftqs of tfoc hfww* pip^r.
You buy the big city daily because yfctt mjtft.know of the pro-

gress of the world, for your mind is developing day by day and de-
mands tins greater fund of infoiiuatiopr

But your mind craves even a more intimate knowledge of af-
fairsrthat are vital to the interests of you and yours,~and-these things
you find only in the home paper. _ <•

To the great city daily you are but as a single^pebbJe upon the
if d f h d * 'sand of the desert.

m

But to the home paper you are one of us, an important factor in
the community, a force with which to be reckoned.

A disrupted and disintegrating community means a shrinkage
and loss in property values and a stagnant public mind. Hence the
home paper lias an ever watchful ey^jto t ^ interests p j the conv-
munlty and of yourself,-tor only in the preservation of the cora^"
munity and of yourself can the home paper hope, for a continued
existence. - ~

. The home paper is your Triettd"ahd you know i t ; ;
And because you are loyal to your friends and to the commun-

ity you believe in the home paper and its ceaseless wotjc for home
and home people.

Your interests and those of the hcafac pMfJCi <tf̂  KJculRal, andT

you need it quite as much as it needs you.

And the man who recognizes the
necessity for community of interests
as demonstrated in

N?v*lizcd by Samuel Field
From the Successful Pity by

COOPER MEGRLE and WALTER HACKBTT

SYNOPSIS
Old Cyrua Martin, th« h—A of the Amer-

ican soap trust, makes a bet of $30,000 with
a friend, John Clark, a rival aoapmaker,
that bis (Martin's) son Rodney would 1M
making more money at the end of a year
than Clark's son Bllery.

Martin take* his pretty secretary, Mary
Qrayson. Into his confidence and enlists
her co-operation. Rodney has been a
spendthrift, and the father want* to make
him reform and so to work.

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

Rodney defies his father, and Mary J»
deeply touched at the lad's genuine aftec-
tiori for her. Mary makes a financial pax-
fain with Martin to encourage the s«p'tc
go to work.

CHAPTER III—Continued. ,

fool, didn't you Just un-
lock It?" ros\r«d.lils father. .

"So I did." sold Rodoernerrowriy.
Mary in the meanwhile had retreat-

ed to her typewriter, and now began
typifying violently. :

^ rstopjkat noise," shout*! Mr. Him*
tin.

Th* noise ceased immediately, and
Rodney looked at her discouraged. She
motioned to him to go on. Meanwhile
Martin 'painfully limped tea chair
a small table and sank into It, his
giving him another twinge.

"Ouch! ,6h, my'l poor footf he
moaned. : ^

Bodney hastily picked up a footstool
jnd came with It to fais father*.

rsfcl yoor foot hurtC n e ven-
fored

'Not a t All—1 fost flint
does,** growled his father.

"I hoped you were better/* said the
son sincerely.

"Well, I'm not What's that you got

"A footstool—I thought it might mike
you more comfortable.."

"Comfortable? How much do you
want out of me now?"' his father asked

"Why nothing, father,* Rodney an-
swered. ..;
' "Well; anyhow* the answeris. not a

' "Why do yon say that?" Rodney qua-
vered. • _ - •

"I know you, and whatever It 1s you
can't hare it"

Rodney turned appeallngly to Mary,
wbe ignored him. He turned back to

?#•«

Becomes a Builder ami Not a De-

JUs father again, and tried to muster
his courage to the sticking point
Well as a matter of fact, I did

want"— he began, clearing his throat
«Oh, now we Ye getting to it" Mar-

«ki retorted. "Well, what to t t r
.*3 wanted to have a talk with you—
• Important talk**—
-Curious! That's Jpst what 1 wanted

bar* with you^ r ve wanted It all
r. and now we*trhave i t Ills* Gray-

itVr he called to Mary.
T e a , sir/* said Mary meekly.
"Get out!**
tibe went without a glance at Rodney,

stood looking after her dejectedly;
knowing that his love's intention

was to give him moral support by lis-
tening in the halL ' •

"Now, what do you mean by over?
drawing your allowance again?" she
beanTMx. Martin say when tht door
was closed.

"Why," Innocently answered Rodney,
"It simply proves that I was right
when I toll yo« my allowance was toe
small,"

"Wfcsstr ejaculated feds father, quite

"And If my* allowance is too small
for one it's much too small for two,*'
the boy continued ingeniously.

"For two?"
"Father, has it ever occurred to you

that*Ianight marry?" Inquired Rodney.
"Of course it has. You're fool enough

for anything," growled his father.
**I don't consider a man a fool be-

cause he's married;" said Rodney.
•That's because you've never tried it*
"1 intend to try i t just the same,*

said Rodney.
"Oh, you do, do you? Who is the

girt?"
"The girl?" repeated his son nerv-

ously.
"Year girl. You're not going to mar-

ry an automobile, or a* polo pony, or an
aeroplane, or any other of your idiotic
amusements, are you? You're going to
marry a girl, aren't you? Some blue
eyed,' doll faced, gurgling, fluttering
little" fool. Oh, why doesn't God give
young men some sense about women?"

"I object very strongly to your speak-
fng In that way of Miss Grayson,"
spoke up Rodney angrily

"Miss Grayson? Miss Grayson-
you're not going to marry a type-
writer r , •

« "Does she know It?"
"Yes, sir>

. "Oh, of course she knows a good
thing like you when she sees if—

Grayson in that way**—
"You're got to listen. I won't per*

mit any, suc.h absurd, ridiculous mar-
riage. Thank heaven you. had sense
enough not to elope!*'

"I wanted to, but she wouldn't. Stte
Insisted on^onr'lJeteytold. ~fkr yon

ed me to know so that if I disapproved
and cut yon off she'd not be stuck wifh
you on her hands?**

"Bea8e,. father**— pleaded Rodney
and .tBen dropped hi* Hands si lite
sides and•" turned f6 go, adding, "tt's
quite useless?'

"No, my boy; wait a minute." said
Mr. Martin. ".Remember I'm youi
friend, even ̂ M am your fflnerT t P«aH
Ton believe t£f Ifs_ only, your money
the wants.** .
^*i know Isn't," replied Dedney-
,>roudly. . • • *
•"I'll prove It is," said his father,

pushing an enameled electric ben that
stood near him on the table.

*What Mie you going^to do?" cried
Rodney nervously.

"Send fo» lJtois/1 tn/m n /^ssi* hi* fa-
ther grimly. "Ill tell that ^cheffilnx
secretary that if you.persist hi this
m&rrtage I'll disinherit you, and then
you watch her throw you over,** be
amplified for Rodney's benefit.

"Even If you are my father you
shan't insult the girl I love,** protest-

" Poppy cock f You're afraid to put
her to the test* You're afraid she will
chuck you,'* retorted his father.

ButJRoduey answered quietly: T m
not afraid, father. You're mintsfcen

Johnson appeared meanwhile in an-
swer to the bell and in a surprisingly
short time and with a queer look- on
bis usually imperturbable face, If they
had drily noticed It, returned with
Mary Grayson unaernTs
looked from father to son with an elab-
orately ~asau
Inquired:

"* X vil w

She saw Rodney ont of the tall of
her eye make a movement toward her
and say "Mary" in a pleading tone;
then bear* his father interrupting him
curtly. "My precious son/* fce toid
•her, "has Just informed'me inaj
and he intend to get married. Is $fe&t
rlghtr

CHAPTER IV. %
The Bargain*

H, sir/' Mary began timidly, al-
most losing her'composure a

1 'moment to think of the pass
— that things bad-come to with

her connivance. She was not sure,
moreover, if the soap king had not
really been in earnest in his fulmlna
tfcms as they floated out to her In the
hall. Either Ids acting or his gout
must be genuine today, she began -to
fear.

"Because^ wj§& to teH you/** be b
gmn again, "that If he marrtes you he'U
not get one penny of xaj money. 4i
that means bell sttrve. I suppose you
realise tka tr

Mary turned to Rodney, who was
standing up very straight near' the
window looking an Fifth avenue,, one
hand catching the braided lapel of his
coat as his eyee 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 father and answered nlm cour-
ageously..

— " we*U starve together.**
ft* Vg the erujtottag

In Rodney's voice as ne exclaimed,
"Mary!"

"You see, father,*' he added for the
old gentleman's benefit.

"Making a grnnd stand jgay, eh,'*
went on the soap magnate reiaj*rseless-
ly to Mary, "before my idiot ef a son.
You think I'm so fond of him that I'll
relent. Well, you're wron^. t Neither
of you win ever get a nickel out of
me.** .

"We shan't starve/' declared Bod-
ney.

"Well, what can you do to keep from
starving?" demanded bis (ather. You're
not a producer. You never will be.
You're Just an idler. -You;.couldn't
earn $5 A week. But you'll have a
chance to try. ^on l̂l get out of my
house tonight or 1*U hare you thrown
out" '

"Now, father"—
another: jrojrd^ rifc jwt another

wordr cried bto father and stamped
out sngrily Into the hall.

Mary gave an Involuntary sigh of re-
lief. *

-»If8 getting more like thnt
ery minute." Rodney chuckled.

4<Oh, Rddney, I*m
eled Mary. '

wort Iwri^ths way you

sniv-

up for me," ssM her lover.

- A .

•fr n

*Then at least weMI ttarv*

you saw wed starve togefner I just
choked all up."

"Please don't Rodney," protested
Mary, quite genuinely* touched, and
Rodney went on:

"Just because ne's got a lot of mon-
ey he seems to think there Isn't any

I may. not have much at the start but
watch my finish**—

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

•Tm going* to work.'*
"You are—really T*
"Yes, indeed. Father couldn't make

me do It but you can. TH work for
you.** -

"Oh, you are splendid P'
"Shan you gt*t a position ?'

'I_shouldaay not! Work for some
one else1? NoT I'm guUig iu imslness

show the stuff that's m me. Of course
we can't get married till I*ve made
good. Will you wait?"

'/Yes, dear," said Mary shyly.
. "You're a dandyr cried Rodney,
moving nearer £o her.

"What business are you gomg into?"
she asked. '

"I don't know yet" said Rodney.
T m going upstairs to pack a suit case
end think. Wait here for me. im be
back in fifteen mttHrtea," he smng out
grabbing her and kissing her hastily,
but heartily.

"Oh, oh—please"— protested Mary.
"Don't mind, Mary. t*ll get you used

to 'em,'1 he called from the doorway.
She threw herself back on the J»als

XT. sofa next the yellow typist's desk
and waited, in a sudden reverie. The
carved wooden rim of the sofa beck
Jus$ fitted a chink In her coiffure com-
fertably, aog sbe_lapsed into that curi-
ous stite of Introspection that comes
sometimes with bodily and mental re-
laxation. What did she think of herself
for what she'd done this evening? Was
she any better than' an adventuress?
Was she not cajoling a young man
into proposing to ber for the love of
money? Would Rodney's father really
reward hecjas he had promised to do?
Strangely enough it would not have
seemed so bad, she felt. If she didn't
like Rodney. WelL if the old ' man
didn't pay, let him keep his money.
She shouldn't care, it was something
to have won a love like Rodney's tove
for her. There was something very
KtTtbJft tftoxt ferine* Mfftte^ *'-

r*.


