THE SUNDAY OREGONTAN,

PORTLAND,

JANUARY 23, 1916.

3

The Story of a Battle

Between a Young and an

Older Sister for the

Affections of a Man—All
the More Deadly Because
it Is Unconscious, and

Because Fate Is the
Umpire.

ES FENTON belonged to that
most oppressive class of domos-
ant which, while It rules

splked dron, ad s the

innized «ver

L wn atti-

the matter, v eldeér

y Janet, who for lasy 16

yeurs, since Mra, Fonlon had decided

id, hag devoted herselfl

1 often tired, to her
wrt, and had lived
in perpetual and

ice the butgt of

paches. But at the outsst
be premised that Janet had not, for

this reason, been unhappy; indeed, the

abspluie contrary was nearer the
truth, since eshe was one of those
women, rare perhaps but blesxedly ux-

istent, who find In service to another
their own completion.
Partly by I

had never glve

uck, partly becauss her
n her any of the

come L
motherly o

ied o cles

mar) Handsome and caps

he rt had ed It
tenderness on her and since
she was far too 1 spend herself
on day drea L able that she

ous
gabout and whut we y call imagina-
tiv remulousness was not in the lvast
in J t's Hae

Thizs morning, as she sat, mallet In

hand n the edge of the ¢
wh or 3
J" r W E

one SO §
il in
[ T ecrets traln

to her, &

familiar
It wae three r

had to occupy  the
i shrubberied bouso next 1o
Mr E on's and from the f1
B himself an ass
ne ) Like mosat of the ink
of ¥ i ¢t comfor
Te day in the » but the
EVe rs were few on which there was
nol som rcourse betw n the two

s whose debility

r an hour af-
them or had

Mra., Fen-
¢, while

Lray
ther,
B

looked on him,

heart does not nner
she knew her own v . And

r he
Lk hat Ir
1t
L il ¢ thought up
i TUSe CcAVed
t 14 ahe plateauy of
' A age on whie had set foot
I around b suffered her
1 r from the long windew of
ng room ! was siartied to
er mother's thin, querulous voice
albow
ips you don't feel disposed to
aris with me this morniag, Janaet,” she
. i1 go alome, then i auaite
u 51 you must find it very duall
[& ng with an invalid e mé.”™

had no [dea

vmped up. “Bu
¥ ready, mother dear,” she
Enid ‘I was walting for you. I was
k I ng croquet till you came. Lot

wWere

at once™ Mrs. Fenton gave
A =our ttls sigh. “FPerhapa It s
hard!sy worth while golng now,"” she
said; "1 have been walting so long I.

think I had better go in agaln and tell
Clements 1 shall not drive today.™
Japet put down her mallet. “The cars
riage only came round five minutes
ago,” ahe sald, “Of course, we will atart

EMULOUS
TIME

at once. Dalsy, we'll finich after lunch,
unless you Ifinish

Mra. Fenton slowly drifted towards
the house. She had, of course every
intention of taking her drive. "I am
SOTTY ¥Ou are so lute this morning” ghe
sald, “as I had thousght It would be =0
pleasant to go round by the river. But
it 15 of no consequence. It does not
matter It JF am disappointed.™
But indeet 1t does” said Janet
briskly, "agd you are not going to be
digappointed. There I8 plenty of time.
Now, your cape and & rug.”

“Just ma you wish, dear” =ald Mrs
Fenton, getting !n, *but I shall be
stifled with a cape on this warm morn.
Ing."

“Very well, then, you shan't have
your cape Al right, Clements. The
road by the river™

The two (at horzes broke into a alow,
ponderous trot, and Mra, Fenton con-
sidered what she could complaln about
next. This morning she wanted (o
harass Janet tirst, as by artillery fire,
betore delivering a more hand-to-hand
assault later. An opportunity occurred
tmmediately, for on emerging from the
sheltered drive they encountered s coel
hreere, and Mrs, Fenton gave & pro-
longed shiver.

“1 should bave brought my cape with

me,” she sald faintly, "but you were
in such a hurry to Bave everything
your own way, 1 could have laid it on
the seat opposite, and put it on when
we met. the wind, I am afraid I have
already caught another cold and shall
make myself & durden to you again™

Janet instantly took off her Jjacket
and spread It over her mother's shoul-
ders. “Now you'll be comfortable,” she
sald, encouragingly.

Mra. Fentan regarded the brald-
trimmed edge thai lay on her arm. *I
feel that your beauntiful jacket is far
too smart for me, dear’ she sald,
“Every one will wonder where I got
such pretty clothes, And will you move

& lttle more to your side of the car-
riage? My left arm pains me vary much
this morning, and you kéep nudging it
Thank you, dear, And now you have
disarranged the rug. There is-a great
deal of dost, s there not? We should
have been wiser not 1o come round by
the river"

“But you wanted to,” sald Janet
+“No, dear, 1 said we had better not
go round by the river, I remember
dellberately saying that, as we wars 2o
inte In starting. 1 do pot know what
times we shall gt lunch. It is unfar-
tunate, for I Jdid not fesl incllnsd for
my breakfast this morning.™

Mr=. Fanton cast a sldeways glance
at her danughter, and =aw on her face
that éxpression which meant that Janet
wasa fesling the effect of this battering,
It was time to begin the-serlous sub-
Jeetr.

“There = something.” she sald, “which
I feel It my duty to speak of to you,
déar, It Is difficult; I had hoped I
should never be oblized 1o say any-
thing to you on such a subject, but I
find 1 must. It concerns our pleasant
nelghbor, Mr, Grayton. There is no
doubt that he is very much atiracted

R
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townrd Daisy, and though I find It
hard to belleve that vou have not no-
ticed that. I am willing to think you
have not."

She gave = paiped algh and agaln
looked sideways at Janet, who she
saw was sitting very still and upright,
guzing fixedly at Clements' broad
back.

“I hardly got a wink of sleep lnst
night,” she continued, “with thinking
of the painful things I must say to
you, It iz & wvery unsisteriy. attitude
you are adopting, Janet, for 1 have
noticed that you are always with
them, and never give him a chanece to
be alone with Dafsy. I am afrald it
must be that becatise yon npever mar-
ried yourself you wish your only sls-
ter to remaln gingle. It Is clear what
hia Intentions are towards Dalsy.”

“Dalsy." excinimed Janet involun-
tarily.
“Yes. Dalry,” sald her mother.

sharply. “What is more likely than
that he should be attracted by Dalsy?
What else could account for hig eom-
Ing here as often as he does? It la
not to be supposed. 1 imagine, that he

finds much to attract him In Fou

or ma." -
Janet, to her intense annoyance,
knew that her color Wwas mounting.

She felt that she would almost rather
have parted with every drop of blaod
in her body than ba betrayed by it like
thiz. She folt, too, that her mothers
chilly eye waa on her.

“Janet, you don't -mean to «cll me
that you thought jt was you—" began
Mr= Fenton.

Janot faced round to her mother

“Ah, you have no right to say or
suppose thaty" she =aid. "You ‘tell me
that Mr, Grayton s attracted by Dalsy,
that you feel esure of it. Lot me tell
vou that such thing had never, never
occurred to ma You shall sse If T got
in his way! Now, let us talk about
something o I quite understand
There! We como down to the
river and the road Iz dunty no longer

Mre. Fenton (It wna one of her mote
amiable charncteristica) dld not, so to
speak, mutllate the dead when asha
was sure thoy w slain, Bhe had
made up her mind that she could not
get on without Janet, and had now
taken steps to sccure her. But, to do
hor justice, ghe had never quita
thought that Mr. Gravton had any real
Intention of asking Janet to leave haor,
and consequently when she saw what
excellent friends he had become with
Dalsy (whom he¢r mother could easlly
spare) she had persuaded bherself that
it was Dalsy he desired. Dalay, aleo,
was remarkably fond of her own way,
and 4id not make her mother nias
B0 comfortable an Janey did 3
Janet at 35 was quite clearly

Iy

aut for perpetunl insterhood, and
though her mother—and she faintly
knew it—was the probably direct

causa of her having remained single,
she rather despised Junet for not hav-
ing a home of her own. And with =
sensp of duty dons, she called to
Clemeénus to put the herases to a rother
brisker spaed

From that morning forward Janet
gently and systematically disenguged
herself from Daisy and Harry Graylon,
and did it with a skill that ma the
result seem both to him and her sister
fortuitous and natural. From hor habit
of attention to ber mother and her an-
ticipation of the thousand little want
of  that sturdy, tyrannous Invalid,
she had acqulred  great sense of de-
tnfl, nnd now tninutely and undetocted
slhe drifted away from them. Eheé abat-
ed not one jot of her cordiallty to them,
but with a baffling Ingenulty found A
natural reason for Jdoing something
else when any proporal was made that
should throw the threo togother. §
oroquet was suggesisd, she wonld .
ollect an impertant bisie letter
must be written; she would disent
herself from conversation, leaving the
two tote-u-tete bonenth the red flow-
ering hawthorn, and Iif from the win-
dow of her room that loocked out on to
the lawn she could not provent harself,
as she sal with o book with leaves long
unturned on her knees, from stealing a
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glance every now snd then at the two
figures there, none but she knew.
Thus to efface heraelf was compara-
tively easy—she had but to walk away
and the thing was done. What was
far more difficult was to preserve the
eager cordiality of her manner when
she was with them, and (nfiniiely most
ditticult of all was to Keep the friend-
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liness which her manner represented
bright and unburnished In her heart
She had thought, before her mothar
spoko to her, that all she had missed
in youth was coming to ber, that be-
fore the petals fell from ber flowers
the dew was going to touch and resew
them. Now she had to school hersslt
to zoe them drop, to let her late awak-
ening love turn and fall aslesp again,
not with tears and bitterness, but with
a amile on ita Upa., 'That was the hard-
est of all, that she should not grudge
or envy Laasy. who boad youth and
Fayely and prettinesa as her allles, But
Janet had to be her aliy also, to turn
over to her all that In her Inmoat heart
#he had belioved war golng to be her
own, and, as if Dalsy had not got
enough already, to give her him about
whom she had begun, humbly and pas-
slonntely, to weave her day dreams.
“The atutf that dreoames are made of
« » +» o she was realizing that there ia
no material in the world one-half so
precioug.

It speaks volumes for the success
with which Janet accomplizhed thede

heart-rending maneuvers that Harry
Grayton did not for many Jdaya ob-
sorve that Any manecuvers wers In

progrens, Often as the evenings length-
ened ke pald the women next door a
vigit when he got back from his work
in the city, and there was nothing to
muarvel gt If one day Janet was driving
with her mother, or an another that she
had gone into the town o post some
Isttera. But no man In his senses
could find causs for complaint when
Dalsy was =0 charmingly willing to
amuse him till Janet's return, and 1L,
when she got back, thelr game. of cro-
quet was In 4 critical state, It was the
most natural thing in the world thnt
she should urge them to finizh It, and
that when It was done thers was not
time to think of beginning another be-
fore dinner. Butl by degrees It dawned
on Llm that Janet had, so to speak,
interposed & glass partition betwean
himeelf and her, s0 that, though her
smiling, welooming face was visible, he
wans cut off from her, and no personal
communlestion paseed,

It was about a ,month after this
chianged state of affalrs began that,
finding buslneas in the city slack, he
(I nn earlier traln kome and ar-
rived & couple of hours sooner than
was usuil. There had deen a plan I
the afternoon was fine they ashould
take a plenic tea by the river, start-
ing at & or therepbouts, but nows in
obedience to some sudden motive of

iieh he hkmew the analysais, he weont
nt from the station to Mra. Fens
onmpe. Should he find her there
he could easily ncpount for his pres-
uggestion that they should

wl

ence by the
start op thelr lttls expudition soonar

Lan they had Intended, but knew
that this was not his resson His
reason wha the desire to see Janet,
and seo her, if posslble, alone, Pure

haps at the root of hia motive there
was somothing gtronger than that, but
that wag all he allowed to himself. the
perception of how much he missed
those hours' talk with her befors her
clinrmingly pretty sinter had appeared
on the scene. v

He was told af the house that she
wes In the gardsn, and with footsteps
nolaelesg on the grass he went to the
Summer house beneath the cheastnut at
the bottom of the lawn., Ha saw her
bofore le wak Eeon, saw, too, that she
held & shut book on her Kneos, Next
moment =he turned her head toward
him, and, instinetively, bafore she could
supnreas It, all hepr heart gprang In wel-
come of him to her eves
Then suddenly the glass j-lrminn
# t down agaln, though all Her usunl
cordirllty was there,

“Ah, how early you are!” she sald
‘And what lovely evening we shall
linve for our plenic. Dalsy Is out, I'm
alrald, She will be back presently, and
vou can setils the vexed question as to

! of you really g2 the bettar
all buack Dulay, I think., Or
rt earller for our plomie?
ghall I, if mother would

I wil] =
like to do Lhat?

know that she was sporking
nervousl She had bdeen so surprised
to see She wished he hnd not sur-
prised her like that

Janet

He did not anuwer for & momeant, and
hiis own motive in coming revealad It-

f to him

‘I haven't meen you for ao long."” he
snid “At least, if 1 have seon YOu.
aEn't roally you. What has
What is it about™

She mnade o gallapt effort and
lnughed She heard herself lnugh and
wondered If that sounded real.

“But what do you mean?™ xhe sald.
*“There's nothing the matter, ls there?

“Yeu'

Janet

baen

boen the matter?

falt har hand that
nread book Ltrembling.
mypaterious!” ahe anld.
—what is It™

He took ono step toward her. "Janst,
I've come for you,” he sald. .
‘o the tremulous time duwned for

‘"What

Shuffling the Pack

Ti{i-:‘ origin of playing cards ia lost

in ob t¥. They ars genarally
ausigned to the Orient, but thay
are now almost universal In our-

roncy and popularity. The bmoka of
e old English cards weare Eenerally
plain, and thua {t was that when paper
wa fcarce  or oxpenaive old coards
ware too useful to bo destroyed. They
¢, on the contrary, used for various

wa
PUTPOSBH.

Thus they are often found in the
bindings of old books, where they ware
presurved The old cards wers alsp
sometimes cut up for paper dolils. They
were also used as cards of invitation
and as visiting cards. Thackersy re-
farg to this in “Henry Esmond."

The enriiest sxamples of wood outs
waore intended for playing cards. They
antedate the famouas Bt Christopher
wood cut that la sometimes credited
with belng the earliest.

In the olden days playing cards, in-
stead of Knitting, were usod by speo-
tators In playhouses as &an Amuse-
mant: while walting for the perform-
ance to begin.

Buch widely differing materials as
wilver, leather, paper, wood, parchmant,
cardbourd, deerskin and even buffale
hide have ail been used in making
piaying cards.

Soldier's Message to His Wife.

Londen Times.

Some of the best stories of the war
come from the bame hospltals, and are
bestowed on the doetors In the sams
spirit thet grateful patients beslow
Eifts on thelr medical atiendants in
cl¥il life. One told recently han trav-
eled from the farther outposts in Mes-
opotamia. A Turkish officer, captured
in the Mesopotamion campalgn, asked
and received permisslon (o telograph
to his wife when he was brought to
Bagra. His message readi “Safely oap-
tured™




