| portunity to be with her. And here,
| t0o, he had encountered that same op
|' posing force., At first he never sus-
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Going home?
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rite, “La Bo-

he: evening. In
spite of Mrs., Otis (whe had borne |
Artie's “surprise” with commendable |
composure, sending only one terrify- |

ing glance at that rash Joker), Fitz- |
hugh contrived to sit near Kathleen,
and by the time “Rodolfo” and “Mimi"”
had chorused “Amore™ he was subtly
making love to her, saying little by
word of mouth but speaking volumes
with eyve and mien.

It was near the end of act two, and
he did not know whether “Mimi” was
maki ry with the Bohemians in
the Q ler Latin or dying of starva- |
tion | dolfo's” attic, and he did
not whet Mrs. Otis was
watching him or discussing with the
lady next her a corset display In
Michigan avenue, that his hand found
Kathleen's id smothered it In al

burning pressure. |

“l have loved you,” murmured he, |
Yery « lose to her ear, “for three Years,
Today, In fact, anniversary—
the nd of March. Three years

ago today

is the

Bec

I found this”—from under
his cuff he slipped a dainty handker-
chief of exquisite lace and dropped It
in her lap. *“I loved its owner then.
I love her now. I have always loved
her. I always shall love her., Every- |
thing I have I owe to her.” |

She picked up the bit of lace, bent
her eyes on It. The warm color had
crept from her cheeks, leaving them,
iIf he could have seen, as white as
her arms and shoulders—an exqulsite,
ed white as pure and as
as the petals of a milk-white

fine-grai

beautiful
rose,
The act

ocean of

s nearing its close. The
d touched high tide, |

“] am walting for my answer,” he |
whispered.
She made no sign that she heard.

“If there's any hope, if I've a ghost |
of a chance, smile when you look at
me agaln. You needn't speak. Only
sunile

Some friends of Mrs. Otls, making
an entr-ac ca had peeped in her
box to say “how'do,” and Mrs. Otis,

ious and stout (and
the cor-
wwl gossiping with
the corridor

dimpling and
watching her da
ner of one eye) st
them a few moments In
entrance,

As the lights came on Kathleen had
leaned back In her chair, pressed her
lovely shoulders against the cushloms
and breathed deeply. Now she very
deliberately walked the seat her
mother had vacated, and, with her
back partly toward Fitzhugh, she en-
gaged herself In alry conversation
with Artle Sparkle and the third man
of the party, a middle-aged bachelor
named Chickering. Not once had she
glanced Fitzhugh's way. Not once did
phe notice his existence.

ighter from

to

There Is one thing at which even
the most determined of lovers will
stop, and that thing Is Indifference.

Indifference ralses a wall there is no
scaling.
“Fool! . .
to imagine she cared! .
like her—what Idlocy!”

. Fool that I was ever
A girl

| swelled his fortune with

He determined that when the act
ended he would excuse himself on

some pretext and rush Into the streets,
alk and walk, as he had walked

on this s e night three years ago.
He did ok very far beyoml
that. Only he repeated to himself
I everything was over All
S A s, all his eams and aspl-
s had gone f naught He

t of Est I

| | at h sat very

= gl and his deep-brooding me
WLy wn him His
s Wy en clenched
quickly iar battle sign. Was
he I lolph Fitzhugh, to be

nto oblivion by a girl's Indift-
ference?

Hle was not aware act three had
closed until the roar of hand-clapping
apprised him of It. Automatically he

|

j violets.

joined In. As the lights came on he |
heard Artie's volce:

“I say, Miss Otis, won't you come |
for a stroll in the corridor? It's

| frightfully warm heah.”

“l really prefer staying here, thank
you, Mr. Sparkle, but you go.”
When he knew Artie had gone Fitz-

hugh walked over to say goodby.

It as he drew near she rose hur-
riedly and hastened toward the cur-
tains at the rear of the box, leaving
him with her mother, who, with her
lorgnette to her eyes, was placldly
and studiously Ignoring him. Kath-
leen vanished Into the corridor, and,

drew the curtailns together so
that her face and neck and shoulders
were framed In the aperture. And for
a long moment her pansy eyes
gazed Into his leaping black ones.
And the smile on her lips was heav-

turning,

soft

enly. And the light In her eyes, afraid
yet glad, spoke with an eloquent
tongue.

Then the curtains fell together, and
he was alone with Mrs. Otis.

CHAPTER X.

The following October
hought a seat on the Board of Trade.
His Golden Goddess, ].Ul'k_ ever
beamed upon him, and this, no less
than his breadth of grasp on the mar-
ket, and all its wealth of tentacles,
tremendous

booms. His speculations in May and

“l Have Loved You,” Murmured He,
Very Close to Her Ear.

July wheat had alone netted him two
hundred thousand dollars, Winter
wheat had Increased his capital by
two more similar notches, It was now
well past seven hundred thousand dol-
lars, and was rushing on toward the
million mark,

All this within four years! Yet
whenever he caught himself being
awed by the magie he had wrought

| he would quell his rising ego by severe

self-admonition: “Don't get too
fident. Remember it's all gambling.
Once your luck changes it will go as
fast as It came—maybe faster. You're
liable to lose the whole pile in one
swoop,”

Esther and the thought of her gave
him bad moments. Directly she left
the hospital she had come again to
him, and he had been forced to the
Ignominy of lying to placate her, This
angered him. Soon afterward she had
gone to Paterson, N, J.. where from
time to time he heard from her. He
tried repeatedly to give her money,
but always unsuccessfully, She re-
pulsed every effort he made, Her un-
spoken reproach, her sllent refusal
of his checks, for she returned them
without a word, worried him more
than anything else she could have
done,

What Fitzhugh could not understand
was Otis’ unrelenting bitterness, He
never planned a venture, never made
a. move, but some hidden hand was
against It. He was not slow to dis-
cover whose hand It was, Nor was he
long In discerning that Its owner had
nothing save enmity for him. Since
Kathleen's return from abroad he had
taken eager advantage of every op-

con-

|

Fitzhugh |
| iIn a poetic frenzy.

| all

|

pected Otls, He had thought Otls a
man who disdalned soclety as a fri-
volity only for women to amuse them-
with He was to learn,
that It 1s often those who
Jeer the loudest at smart soclety who
secretly revere It most, Hypoeritieally
a snob, the flinty old capitalist was as
well versed In all little tricks
and artifices and petty sebterfuges of
socially the

selves SO

however,

those

disparaging a person as

most sophisticated dowager,
Fltzhugh's perplexity became a tor

ment, evening (it

charity ball) he reminded Kathleen of

(ne was at a

the “La Boheme" evening one year
before,
“I shouldn't bring It up,” he ended

and an

for

“only this Is our ‘anniversary,'
the

niversaries are always time
recalling things.”

She lowered her eves to the cluster
They

He had long ago learned

of violets on her corsage, were
his violets,
\

her passion for the flower and seldom

the day passed but he showered her
with them,

“You do care a little? Don't you
Kathleen ?

“I=you know 1 like you."

He sald tensely: “l don't want you
to like me.”

“I'm sorry."”

“l want you to love me. You know
I love you. Can't you—don't you love
me, Kathleen?"

The violin sobbed with its deliclous
melody. She began toying with the
Her fingers were unsteady.
The violets fell to the floor,

“Don't you?" he insisted, as he re
covered and returned them,

“Don’t I what?'—pinning the flow-
ers to her corsage.

“Love me."”

Having finally arranged the bou-
quet and stiled her trembling fingers,
she permitted her arms to rest beside
her on the chair. Instantly she felt
his hand close upon liers. The sob-
bing of the violin Inereased., It was
some wild thing of Mozart's.

“Kathleen! Kathleen!™

She was overpoweringly consclous
of his nearness, The flesh of his hand
seemed to burn Into hers. Every
nerve in her body throbbed to Its pres-
sure. All the restraint of years of
breeding and tradition, which thus
far had held her back, were now snap-
ping asunder; and she felt herself be-
Ing swept on toward that which she
feared yet longed to attain. She
could no longer resist. She gave her-
self utterly to the half-frightened de-
liclousness of surrender,

“Ah J]loveyou. . « » 1
do love you s

They were snugly ensconced behind
the shielding palm. The violinist was
The attention of
was held by him. Nobody saw
them. The shadows of the March
afternoon were thickening, and the
room was In seml-darkness,

After a while he spoke, very softly.

“So we are engaged,” he sald, and
In spite of him his volece trembled,

“Yes," she murmured, unclosing her
eyes, Still leaning against him, she
asked wistfully: *“And are you very,
very happy?”

He held her close,

“l never dreamed,” sald he, “that
any man could be so divinely happy,
least of all myself.”

Presently she sat up, with a start,
and removed his encireling arm.

“You must remember,” she sald
hastily, “it Is only between ourselves.
We mustn't announce It yet.,”

He detected a strange note In her
volce,

“I understand,” he answered quietly.

“You see, If I promise to marry
you—""

“‘It, you promlise?”

“I mean when we announce our en-
gagement, I shall have to oppose fa-
ther and mother. I've never breathed
a word to them, you know. When I
found you had said nothing to mother
that night I—I thought it best, all
round, to walt a little while, So I've
never spoken. But now . . . Ishall
have to fight for you. I shall have to
defend you. You must help me all you
can, and always remember If I seem
severe or exacting It 1s because I care
for you so.”

“Once,” he mused, looking down at
her with the unutterable joy of posses-
slon, “you spoke rather strongly of
my egotism, I think, sometimes, I
have a right to be egotistical.”

“Indeed, you have!” ghe exclaimed,
purposely misunderstanding  him.
“Your success is the most wonderful
thing In the world.”

“l didn't mean exactly that,” he
smiled, “But go on: tell me I've ac-
complished wonders.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Simple Cure for Hiccoughs,
This 1s the method of treating ob-
etinate hiccough that Dr, D, Franelsco
Vanegas employs. He describes |t In
the Revista de Medicinary Cirurgla
Practicas (Madrid)., The patient lies
down and draws up his knees unt!l his
thighs are pressed tightly to his ab-
domen, the lower part of the legs be-
ing pressed against the thighs by bend-
ing the knees. The position 1s held
for several minutes. The effect of
this ls to press the abdominal organs
up against the dlaphragm and to sus-
taln the pressure until the dicphragm

ceage® [ts spasmodic contractions,

Green Is Nature’s Color,

Green I1s a restful color. Oculists
eay that of all colors green Is the
most friendly to the optic nerve, In
lands where eternal snows or eternal
white sands flash up thelr glaring re-
flections, men have to shade thelr eyes
of go blind. But green grass never
bethers the eye, One ean stare a for-
est.in the face all day with impunity.
Nature's greens never get on our

nerves, !
R

Dorothy Gish
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This Is Dainty Dorothy Gish, the
popular “movie” star, who recently
sailed on the “Imperator” for a vaca.
tion abroad, Miss Gish's work on the
screen is familiar to milllons who rely
on motion pictures for their chief
amusement.
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THE ROMANCE OF WORDS

“JAZZ"
| IKE many another word, "
1 “Jazz" has slipped Into the
English—or rather, into the
American—Ilanguage Illke the
mule of which Mark Twaln
wrote that It was “without
pride of ancestry or hope of
posterity.”

Jazz Is not a derlved word.
It was colned and, according to
Lieut. James Reese-Europe, U.
8. A, who conducted one of
the Jazzlest Jazzx os.ads, It owes
its origin to a man named Razz,
whose musical organization was
|| famous In New Orieans some
15 years ago. Razz ls reputed
to have been the first to reallze
the harmony and appealing
quality which resides In saxo-
phones, trombones, cnore drums
and the like, when played with
a snap and dash. So he spe-
clalized In this kind of synco- LL
pated music and his fame
spread throughout the South,

Imitators springing up In varl-
u ous sectlons, One of these

which toured Mlssourl and the
middle West, styled [tself the
“Jass-band"—slightly altering
the name of the original lead-
er. In the course of a year or
80 the finMl “s's” were changed
to *z's.”, Jazz-bands made thelir
appearance from the Atlantie to
the Pacifie, and “Jazz” slipped
Into the language and even Into
the dictlonaries,

(Copyright.)
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SHAMELESS CONFESSION.
We're bound to own the truth, although
It makes our pride rise up and fret;
We've knocked about a lot, and no
Woman has tried to steal us yet,

. L] L]

Why a Bachelor Is.

“Why did ;ou never marry?”

“Well, you see, whenever I bought
anything I always saw something I
liked better, right afterward., 1 was
afrald it would be that way In mar-
riage, so 1 just didn't.”

L] - L]
THE SCIENTIFIC FARMER
“Mary, you've simply got to
keep our children in better
health or not let them play
around my sanitary dairy
barns!I”

He Wanted to Know,

‘l!.a“,?"

“Yes, Gervase.”

“Is having a erlck In your back any-
thing llke having a stream-lined
body 7"

L] L] L]
FINNIGIN FILOSOFY
If yez let to-morra go by wid-
out havin’ added a particle av
joy to annywan's life, | niver
wahnt yez t"lhrlh-. t' me agin!

Hung, Nothin’l

“Did young Daubsleigh ever get any
of his paintings hung?”

“Hung? I should say so. HIis clga-
rette advertisements are hanging In ev-
ery tobacconist's In the country.,”

Y, W——

f ————————
|  what the Sphinx Says.

By Newton Newkirk.
‘Every
employer
pays his em-
ployees for
knowing cer-
taln things

which they
nsk him
about.”

aids to good looks, sound
teeth, eager appetite and
digestion are only 5¢ a

' . )
“Pape’s Diapepsin” Corrects Stomach.

“Pape's Diapepsin’ is the quickest, sur-
est rellef for Indigestion, Gases, Flatu-
lence, Heartburn, Bourness, Fermentation
or Btomach Distress caused by acidity
A few tablets give almost Immediate
stomach rellef and shortly the stomach
in corrected so you ecan eat favorite foods
without fear., Large case costs only
cents at drug store. Absolutely harmless
and pleasant Milllons helped annually

DBest stomach corrective known.—Adv,

Mummies Should Be Confined.

A professor of bacteriology In the
Northwestern university found that
mummies are a source of germ Iincu
bation, and death and destruction is
likely to lurk in the household that
has a mummy in its brica-brac de
partment, Keep your mummlies in-
cased,

Cuticura for Pimply Faces.

To remove pimples and blackheads
smear them with Cuticura Olintment,
Wash off in five minutes with Cutl-
cura Soap and hot water. Once clear
keep your skin clear by using them for
dally tollet purposes. Don't fall to In-
clude Cuticura Taleum.—Adv, *

Steam Never Visible.

Actual steam is not visible. The
visible white vapor which 18 frequent-
ly referred to as steam s In reaiity a
collection of fine molsture particles
which are formed by the condensation
of true steam.

Naming No Names.
Reading some of the present day
effusions, one reflects that it is pos-
sible for a poet to make dollars out of
lines that others can't even make
sense out of.—Boston Transcript,

The Useful and the Beautiful,

The useful encourages [tself: for
the multitude produce it and no one
dispense with {t; the beautiful
must be encouraged, for few can set
it forth, and many need [t.—Goethe,

can

Ancient Perfume.

It seems strange to us today to read
of saffron as a perfume; one of the
romances about it lies in the story by
Hakluyt of a pilgrim smuggling, at
the risk of his life, from the Levant,
a head of saffron in a hollow made In
his staff.

Only Evening Up.

Aflter all, what If we do overpralse
a man when he is dead, doesnt he
get lots of underserved abuse while
he is living?—Boston Transcript,

Immunity From Second Attack.

The United States public health ser-
vice says that it Is well known that an
attack of measles or scarlet fever or
protects a person
another attack of the same
To some extent this appears
Just how

Is not

smallpox usually
against
disease
to be true also of Influenza,
long such protection lasts

known

10 Billion Potatoes From One.

If there were but one potato left In
the cultivator might
produce in ten
years and thus supply the world with
seed agaln,

world a careful
10,000,000,000 from It

When Spiders Retreat.
Spiders hide themselves In threaten-
ing weather. This is because they
know Insects do not fly about in the
damp atmosphere preceding raln, and
not because they lack umbrellas.
Olive Oil Essential.
oll as a food and
be replaced very

olive
oil can

Although
medicinal

| largely by other vegetable olls, there

are one or two technical uses, wool
spinning, for instance, for which no
entirely satisfactory substitute has yet
been found.

Kissing Once Custom at Dance.

Down to the middle of the Victorlan
era it was considered quite the proper
thing in England for a man to ex-
change kisses with his falr partner at
the end of a dance.

Lift off Corns!

Doesn’t hurt a bit and Freezone
costs only a few cents,

With your fingers! You can lift off
amy hard corn, soft cern, or corn be
tween the toes, and the hard skin
calluses from bottom of feet.

A tiny bottle of “Freezone” ocosts,
little at any drug store; apply a few
drops upon the corn or callus, -
stantly it stops hurting, then shortly'
you lift that bothersome corn or callus'
right off, root and all,' without ene bit:
:f p!nln or soreness. Truly! No humw

ug . T - i
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