.

‘hirilling Tales of Love and Adventure

oW, Aunt Hose, 1'm
going away-—-tn be
pe 8ix weeke at
least.” Pettie stood
be ore her astonish-
o velative arrayed
for & journsy.

Mrs. Lane gasped,
#put, Bettle, what
of Mr, Deans? You
know Lo s ta b

pim, auntie. And,

ally, yOU MaY mMUrry him in the

I'm declaring right now that
ve none of these cut-und-dried
w where everyihing In dvrid_q-d
bre a girl 18 even porn, I've

the matter over for @ long
{ rather thap carry out my fa-
flup and MArTY i man I've nover
| run off until the danger ls

morrow.”
can enlfﬂllﬂ

Lane threw up her ha:'ldn in
*But all thut money-— 4
2t count with me,” suld Bettie,
“Lucklly dad left me enough
when he died to keep me fn
ud butter during my lifetime,
not too extravagant, He fxed
sordid marriage agrooment to
yro that 1 should huve plonty of
§ frills along with the bread
ter, But the ldea of mnrrls’t
wp 80 obnoxlous to me that I'm
) Mr. Deane has come and gone.
r seen him; he bhas never

ad some girl to love aud will
for turping him down.” Bhe

HERE'S no uso talk-
ing, mother. We've
jyst got to erono-
mize. That's alll”

"armer Cobb'n
stilky frame filled
the parrow door-
nay of the hot kit-
chen whore his ever
patlent wife had
spent the long sum-
vegetables for the

f

cAnning

Cob'e pale face Nushed slightly
glanced simost guiltily towsrd
[ashioned stove, upon which
f just placed an even more nntl-
sleak broller,

Cobb followed her gaze and
copsternation.

iy Cobb, are you crazy or han
u:«mi you? Is that méut I

ni

Willlam ! pleaded the gentle
“Its Just & llitle sleak. We've
d it once before this month.”
before? And this makes
n one month and today's only
h of the month! Now, mother,
to stop. We can't afford it."

ow, William, but (1's Tommie's

HE Womans Club
met thut afleruvoon
with Mrs, Blalsdell,
who liad an old,
sately house full of

. old, stately, Rra-
/ vlously worn things.
And  Mrs, Blalsdell
wus like hor house
of & past generas

i

tion, yet all the

I“‘I:Intll on that account. She

e ll::d .;;-;mhl with  pure
eroix

Mack R 1§ black cyes

hud no adory
ment
fon of thick yellow luee.

of this luce o ruby darted

bnd come In with litle

. ®. Bhe had come because
“ Wis fnsistent, Bhe did
, 1o the Woman's Club, which
. ?‘ong fawe. But she knew
- well and Hked golng to
;“ :re AL this partioulur (e,
% I:t:ilv libriry and looked

a lluwi” twenty women who
i mus alientively to the
* Shopland wap read-

(T

SARAH  Siood
¥l at the gale of her
ieat  Jile  white

’«n!uge wud peered
i down (e dusty
foud, Miss Surah
"4 uu Industyloys
04 ene. getio slin.
-lxu_r 80 L wuy not
8F  wont o wasle
tie  Dbright and

X €

. Mr. Gra-
mﬁ::: would kuow of her
Vhouy g he Knew overy-
i, People of (he lown, He
e 810 deliver, but digtrip-
+« Bud that iy very

Sery called the

s

5 i

"' 1's more than probuble he fate

opasped her pocketbook mnd counied
its contenis.

“Where arc you golog,
maked Mrs. Lane.

“I'm going to try for & position as
governesa to u lady al Wood End. You
hes, dlintle, fn throwing up my mar-
risge with Deane. I'm also throwing
up all my prospects for future wealth
and must go to work."

“Wood End!" sald Mrs. Lane, atar-
1led,

“You,'' sald Bettie, carelessly; “a
lady with two children. I'm foud of
kiddies, and while governossing s
something 1 don't know much about
I'm determined to try it.  You see,
guntle, the wealth T refuse lo marry |
must make by labor.”

“Why not remalu al home until you
at lonst meet your flance? ['ve heard
{hat he s o very personuble creatures;
good looking and well educatled.”

Bettie counted her mouey over agaln
to make sure. “Thirty dollurs,” she
sald, thrusting it back In her purse
“It's rather far to Wood End, bul thir-
ty dollarg will take me there und felch
me buck In case | prove unsuitable.
Goodbye, Aunt Rose. DBe good to Mr,

Beltln?"

Deiane, and here's luck to  both of
you"
Mre. Lane wa'ched the girl's retreat-

ing Agure untll it disappeared. "To
think of Bettle going out governessing
and to Wood End of all places. [It's
!&tﬂ. gottled herself comfortubly iu
per scat and amused herselfl for o

.

Farmer’'s Change O

birthday, and lapt night, when 1 pass-
ad the boys' door. 1 heard them say
how tired they were of vegelables ull
the time and how they wished they had
wome steak and so-—and so-—"

The volce tralled off wearily and a
Mttle sobbing breath caused Yho tired
woman to turn her head wway from
the mngry man thus revealing her
face to a bright young girl of 18, who
came siuging cheerlly from the dinlng-
room,

The song died lnstantly upon the
girl'n lips, an, dropping the armful of
white clothes she was carrying, she
sprang toward the little woman and
pillowed the tired head upon her
breaat.

“You dear little motherkins!”
cried rebelliously. “It's u slame
have you work yourself to deathy”

“Then why don't you help ine
stead of gallivanting over the country
all the morning?™

The girl turned quickly toward her
futher. “And why was | ‘galllvanting,’
#8 you call 7 Trying to sell a few
boxes of berries in order to get u few
vents to buy something to wear. Il's
no use talking, father, we must have
a little money. Just a little, father,

she
o

while watching the different people
who ut intervals goL on and off the
traln. Bhe was attracted by some chil-
dren in the sent across the way from
hors, whose chatter wus amusing. She
would not arrive at her destination un-
t late In the afternoon and her
thoughts reverted (o the probubie ef-
fect hor absence would have upon Mr.
Deene when he should make hig ap-
pearance the ensuing day. She cloged
her eyes and wmiled, only to open them
widely and wmpring to her feet, She
felt a sudden, terrible shiock. There
was the hilws of escaping steam, u oy
of grinding wheels. The conch roared
violently endwise and overturned, fol-
lowed an Instant luter by the screams
of the wounded passengers.

Bettle never knew how It was thal
she  found herself standing on the
ground al a safe distance from the
broken conch. A streak of blood ¢rim-
soped her cheek, otherwise she was
unhurt. A tall man in sumimer Nun-
nels grasped the two small ehildren
she hud noticed in the couch and
fossed them up beside her, suying.
“Stay right here, you two kids, while
I go find mamma,” and back he
plunged into the wreckage,

“Come on, young lady.” he presently
called to Bettle, “| guess you are the
only woman able to walk. Everybody
sonme 1o need help.”

Hettle sprang back to the coach. The
lean, tall man looked his approval
“You are no coward,” he sald, “Now,
here are two women terribly hurt. Can
sau hold this arm while T pry ufe the

please, to get cheap little gowns lor
the chureh plenie.”

“How mueh money have you? You
ought to have u lol. You've been aall-
ing berries all summer.”

“Yes, but who waunts to buy them,
when thelr ownp farms #re overrun
with them?' demanded tho girl, “I
only have $2."

“Wall, 52 s 32!" sagely “remarked
her father. “Put it in the bank, leave
it there and you will always havo
money.” After which brilljignt remark,
Farmer Cobb turned toward the door
io intimate the culmination of the in-
terview

tently forcing her mother into the
broken kitehen vocker, which, lucl-
dentally, refused (o rock, Fannle Cobb
turned pleadingly to her father.

“Daddy, perhaps two dollars will get
me a dress, but how sbout Mattie? 8he
necds a new dress, too, and she's been
kind of alling this summer and
eouldn't sell any berries and w0 she
has no money. Please, dud, give me a
litle for her. Bhe will never ask for
it herself.”

“Aund a good thing she don't!™ re-
torted the old man, “ ‘cause she won't
get 1t no more nor you will, T haven’t

Love At First Sight

timber that weighs her down?

Side by slde they labored. It gecmed
to Bettle that the lean, fanneled mun
was ublquitous, Here and there he
went, always where the need wan
greutost. And where he was thers was
shie also, Bottle marveied at his skill.
lily knowledge, his putlence, 1t geamed
to her ns she worked beside him that
she had known him ferever., It was
hard to realize that just & few hours
previougly she had not known that
such & man existed, She was learn-

Ing fawt,
Other help soon came from @ pearby
slation and he desisted from his la-

hors long enough to speak a few words
fo the two children, who had remained
where he had placed them,

Bettle smiled at the two mites stand-
ing with tightly closed fiste near her

“You got hurted,” ventured the boy,
pointing 1o the gash en her cheek.
“Uncle Bob won't let us get hurted.
He's taking us home.”

“Who are you?" asked Bettie idly.

“We're Puss and Robble Burns,'
'I‘G"g the little girl. “We live at Wood
nd.”

Bettie thought quickly, These must
be the youngeters she was golng to
teach. What a strange meeting! Nud-
Iy Injured, their mother lay uncon-
sclously among the wounded. Bettie
sighied deeply,

“Why that sigh?' queried the mun
in fannels. “We have both doue what
we could here”

“I am so selfish,” she returned light-

any money for tomfoolery.”

The expression of the girle lave
changed. The great eyes snnpped an-
grily us she veturned: “No! You
haven't any money for us, but you
spent 86,000 this morning for another
plece of land that you'll never use u
u thousand years!™

“Thut's diferent!” mullered the old
mwap. “T bave to leave something for
my sons."”

“Gosh, dad,” exclaimed one of them,
who had approached unperceived and
now poked his head through the
kitehen window, screenless, of course!
“Never mind the land. Glve us & toste
of meat once in a while by way of n
change.”

Then, us he noticed the droop uf his
mpther's head, he wriggled his great
frame through the window and elasped
both arms sround the quivering gure,

“I'm only joking, little mother. |
don't care if 1 ever (uste meat. There,
there, dear!™ as the poor little woman
rosted her head ngulnst his shoulder
and wept plteously.

With a wnarl of rage., Farmer Cobb
stumped out of the room.

“All the love for yvour mother,” he
grumbled. There's no room for me in

hen John FoFgot

ing. Some of these women were vld, a
few young, aud most about her owu
uge, Bho knew them all. she ex-
chupged culls with them, Hall a
dozen were enthuslastic members of
her whist and embroidery clubs, with
three or four ghe wus on intimate
terms. She had believed there were
no surpriges in  them for her, How
could there be when she knew their
houses, thelr clothes, thelr very per-
wonulities so well? And yet here In
Mrs. Blaisdell's library, each wolan
presented f new aspect to her, She
felt amazed, timid, almost awe struck.
Of course ghe had known thai Mrs.
Armituge and Mrs. Reese aund o lot
more were unlversity women, but she
never had thought of their education
wumounting to more than the superfi-
clal bourding school trainlng which
she herself had recelved, As for Miss
Shoplund —~could anything be more
astonishing than the way she quoted
Plato und Berger and Rauschenbusch?
Mrs, Bland belleved that Plato was
some kind of an anclent; of the other
two ghe bad uever heard st all. Yef |t
seemed that not to know them was 1§-

norapce of the most culpable kind
Why, among those learned women who
read big books, and, whut was more,
discussed them, she felt & fool.

In & mirror opposite she suw herself
like a panel pleture—a full bosomed
shape, in perfect blue, with & vivid
fuce, durk-eyed, carmine touched,
framed by rich dark bair, aud & charm-
ing hat. Beautiful! Obh. Yyes; very
besutiful. The most perfect woman in
the room—perhaps even in the whole
town. Hitherto she had always been
glad of her looks. and had taken every
ressonable means to preserve and on-
hunce them. She had fell that as far
a8 she was considered, beauty was ul-
most everything, and yet every onge o
these women was impressing upon her
the fact that besuty was of so little
moment that If the inslde of your head
was well furnished, the outside ueed-
ed uo wttention. What was beauty T
Miss Shopland was telling her with
delicute conciseness that beauly Wus i
nere garment which fuded, wore oul,
tell awuy wnd left the soul naked, God
pity the soul that could not bear this
uypveiling! Op the other hand, futel-

he Career Of

bostman as his horse, much the worse
for 26 years of service, approached at
i leisurely galt. “Land o' Goshen ef
I haln't got u letter fur ye!” Miss Su-
rab. takiug the letter, made hasty in-
quiries and ¢rtered the house; that is,
slhe cntered aftor every fly was care-
fully whisked away. Meanwhile Mr.
Grabham jogged on, deeply regretting
Miss Barah's retleence and her se-
crecy coucerning her correspondents.

Miss Sarah read her pretly piok
uote,

“"Dear Auntie-—1 have decided v g0
to Europe us & nurse, but it worries
me greatly to lewve wmy dog, Cherry.
wonder if you would mind taking him
for he is very good! Your loving
nlece, BUNICE"

“Just like BEupice,” remarked Miss
Sarab. “Sho always was botional,
Well, 1 can keep the ‘"ﬂ in the shed
and he won't be much er, I guess.

Cherry's fivst
one hrrllu and

Eunice arrived 4 waek later, carr-
jug lu her arms a tiny white dog with
very long hair, ,

“lsn't he lovaly? she nsked, "He I
be & nice companion for you, anotie.”

i sald Miss Sarsh, “Why do
you call him Cherry ™

“0Oh, because he Mkes vandied cher-
rles so much. lIso'L it &p original

e

name, auntie’
“Very," sald Miss Barub,
*What's in (hat big box?" _
“Oh, those ure Cherry’s thiugs, his
comb and brush and ribbons und soap
wnd his medicine,” she ndded hustily,
When Bunice, after giving many di-
yections wbout the care of Cherry, had
deparied, Miss Surah, sighing, sat
down heavily :nd looked at the solt,
gpolled, little dog "
p‘?Wlll. 1 dop't envy wyself this job!
week was an eventful
for Miss Sarab. First

ool i

grimly.

f that she wus beautiful.

lect was light. Set 4 light within the
ugliest vase and straightway the vase
glowed with Joveliness, Kven the
ohsrm of (hisg room depended upon
light. Take light away and no dun-
geon could be more unrovealed.

With every passing moment Edith
Blund grew more uncomfortable. At
last she became actually miserable,
She could not bear the sight of thit
panel pleture of herself, She felt
empty. disillusioned, unworthy. What
wis her beauty woril o long as she
lncked wisdom? Her thoughts went
back (o her fnnocent childish vanities,
to her later conquests, to the Ume
when John wppeared and first told her
Would he have
loved her if she bhud not hed those
oyes and that mouth? She shivered.
Suppose ghe lost her beauty by acel-
dent suddenly, would he still love her?
If that was &ll of her he loved would
he pot vesse to love her when he saw
her growing faded, old? Buppose that
the thing was beginuing to happen al-
ready! That morning somethiog had
peourred. Her breath all but stopped.
He had pot kigsed bher bood-by! She

A Dog

he ipmsied upon monopolizing Tom's
bed, and he barked as only a very
wmsll dog van when the ipjured feline
tried to olalm his property. Hanvah,
Migs Saruh’'s mald-of-all-work, com-
plalned of cooklug meut In & spociul
way for the exacting Cherry.

“I didn't sgree to cook for uo dog”
she grumbled. Cherry killed thres
ohlckens belonglug (o a neighbor the
duy after he arrived ut Lis new home.
Miss Sural, thankipg goodness that she
had never lost her reason to the extent
of ownlug & dog, tried In vain Lo quiet
Hannub mod to appease the wrath of
the neighbor. Now Miss Sarsh could
have pavdoped Cherry all theso of-
fenses, but there was one thiug she
could not forgive. Cherry. louging for
wttention, had jumped upon the fable,
unnoticed by bis new mistress and
then— Miss Sarab shivered when she

thought uf Che ;--uw.mguw

3. "1 was jJust Inmenting my own bad
Inek. I think I'll not finish wmy jour-
ney, but return home. Somehow, this
geoms llke the end of all my dreama.”

He was looking at her stientively,
“Where is your home, if T may ask?"

“I live in Winfleld-—a small town, |
started out this morning to seek my
fortune as a governess."

He laughed. “Don’'t let one rallway
smush-up detar you from the fulfil-
ment of your ambitions, Keep going.”

“I had a wort of engagement at Wood
Iind. But of course thisg disaster i1l
make 4 change of program. 1 really
believe those two lHttle children are
tho ones | wius to have in charge. The
name wus Burns.”

The man was instantly interested,
“My cousin's children,” hie sald sluply.
“1 have a business engagement at Win-
fleld tomorrow, but fear it will have to
be cancelled for the time belng, Other-
wige I would be glad to see you safely
on your journey.”

The news of the accident had been
flashed along the line. Mrs. Lane
heard the newsboys crying their spe-
cluls and fear possessed her. She kpew
Hettie had tuken that particulur train,
She hud pearly worked herself up into
an atiuck of nervous prostration, when
the door opened and Bettie hersell
walked in.

“Auntie!”

“Oh, Bettie!"

“At home once more.’

“No more 1o ramble,” eried Aunt
Rose

f Heart

your hearts

“There will be,” fashed back Fanoie,
“when yYou find room for us in your
loose eliange pocket!”

“Hush., Fan! You ure Dbuthorisg
mother.”
“All vight, BiL I'm mum, Dad

means &ll right, but he just doea nol
understand. 'm going to finish sup-
por, mother depr. BIll, just put her In
the hammock. Tie her in If necossary ;
anything #s long as you Keep her
there.”

And Fannle Inughed merrily as Bl
sulting his actions 1o his  slster's
wordg, carried hig now smiling mother
from the stulfy kitehen to the apology
of & hammock that adorned the front
poreh. o

When the evening meal was pluced
upon the table, Farmer Cobb waa still
grouchy. “Where's Tom?" he demand-
ed. “Sulkipg, I'll be bound. Didn't
want to hoe the potatoes this morning,
but 1 kept him at it all day! I'll teach
him who's boss!”

“Tom I8 not well, father!” There
wiug a new note o Bill's volee that his

father did not quite understand, “He
has retired for the night!”
“No gupper  for Tom?' whispered

nad not thought about it &t the mo-
ment, but now she remembered with
fear. And there were other times nod
other things which seemed to gather
importance in this new light she was
gulning  For elghteen yeurs she hud
been & fearless wife and a happy
women; she had been setisfied with
herself und content with what life
brouglit her, Now she wus no langer
gulisfied. Her beauty was golug, Gray
hairs and lines weore coming. Bho wus
changing. And since besuly was bul
a gurment that sooner or luter would
weoar out and leave her true sell re-
vealed, she must expect to lose what
the gurment alone had won und kept
for her—her husband's love.

After the meeting they crowded
round her and asked her to become &
member. She shook her head wearlly,
“1 don't know enough,” wus all she
could say. Then she tried to get uway,
But Mrs. Armitage trotied beside her,
talking fast about Miss Shoplund’s pu-

| Y

They parted at the Armituge house,
and Edith went to her own, She shul
the door softly behind her and ng soft-

coming in voptact with her (eded
cheek. The “Hitle darling's” rvext
crime was devouring i half dozen

frosted sponge cakes. The result was
uppalling. Miss BSarsh udminigterved
large doses of the mediclues, al-
though she did pot exuctly remember
which one should cure which discase,
bul by using all kinds she hoped for
BULCEEE,

The spinster's pephew, comiug o
call one day, found the house cmpty, He
felt in the pansy bed for the key, us
he knew ihat was its hidiug place.
Who did not kpow where Miss Barah
kept the key? In the sitting room his
eyes fell on something soft and white
curled up upon the plano, Un further
lnspection this proved to be & :

“(ireat Caesar's Ghost! Aunt Burah

The world is coming
o au end."”

He greeted his auut with “I ses you

By Enos Emory

“That's as may be,” answered Heltie
gravely,

“Auntie, I've met & man, 1've met the
man. He simply puts all othér so-
called men to shame., He's it. And
he's coming here tomorrow.”

“Upon my word,” ejsoulated Mrs,
Lane. “And what about Mr. Deane?”

“T have turned him over to you. 1
cannot think of Mr. Deane when | am
over my heiad in love with thiz man |
am telling vou of.”

*“0Oh, Bettie. Is he handgome?
rich? Is he good?

Bettie shook  her head  dublously,
“Not handsome, He's lean and taoned.
1 don't think he Is rieb, for his clothes
are far too plain for that. No jewelry
at all, Dut good! You should have
goen him helping those stricken peo-
ple. Yes, he fs all to the good.”

“Oh-o-0! What on earth will you
live on,” walled Aunt Rose, whoso
thoughts veered always toward tho
practical. “You'll starve.”

“Not #0 long #s the cook stays with
you, Aunt Rose.”

It was near dusk the following aft-
ornoon that Mrs. Lane walled expect-
antly in the parlor for Mr. Deane. Bet-
tie had made & hasty flight, leaving her
aunt to face the music nnd give the ob-
noxious sultor his conge,

Rather tired of his strange delay,
Mrs. Lano casually watched a tall,
slim figure wiriding toward the house,
“Probably that s Bettle's man”
thought she. “Why, I do believe he's
coming here.”  And the bell rone

Ia lin

“It's Deane,”" ahe sald & moment lat-
or ag the door flew open nnd the girl
brought in & card. “Where is Beltle?
She sfhall manage her own scrapes.”

And on the heels of the strange ar-
rival Betty flonted into the room.

“Mr. Deane,” announced Mra. caoe
severaly.

“Mr. Deane, my nlece, Bettie Lane”

Deune started forward, surprise
and delight shining on his face,

Bettie. pale as a ghost, looked her
confusion, “You?' she gasped. “You?"

“Yeu, | was dus yesterday, but wan
delnyed and 1 see you did not recelye
tho card 1 sent wyou." he exclulmed
eugerly. “Oh, Boitle, I never dreamed
vou are the girl 1 fell In love with at
first sight on the train”

“1'll leave you young psople to quar.
rél your quarrels and calm your own
storms,” remarked Aunt Rose to no-
body in purticulur. “I hope Bettle will
come to her wsenses, She sald if Mr.
Deane were a little tin god on wheels
she wouldn't marry him, And she
came home from that rallroad wreck
head over heels In love with a long-
legged man in fannel clothes whow
she declared was ‘it'"

Aunt Rose reached the parlor door
in time to save her life, and the cook
outdid all former ¢fforts on the supper.
Every time Bettie raised her huand to
her lips a great, blulsh white stono
sparkled so brightly on her finger thut
her auntle knew without belng told
that Bettle really liad come to her

LU O]

By Annette Angert

good patured Mattie, touching Fan
lightly with her foot

“No, dear.” answered Fab.

“Ob! Aund we have steak, too! Per-
haps, I 1 told him =" The sentence
unfinlghed, the girl with & mumbled
apology. slipped from her chair and
sped upstalrs to her brother’s room.

in u few minuies, k scrambling, fol-
lowed by a thump, sccompanied by o
scream, proclalmed the arrival of Tom
and Muttie in & conglomerous heap al
the fool of the stulrs,

The muglcal words “brolled steak™
had proven Tom's undolng. He tried
10 accompany Muttie. As he reached
The head of the stuirs, he was so dicey,
he could not reach the balustrade: Just
catehing Mattle's outstretched hanl as
the loone sole of her worn shoe caughbt
in the torn stalr carpet, they arrived
simultapeously in & heap at the foot
of the stalrs. Tom with both legs
broken and Matile with & broken arm.

After the departure of the doctors,
¥Farmer Cobb, who had scarcely spoken
since the accident, watched his wife
and Fanunle wrrangipg the great froot
chamber, In which, two cots had been
placed ut opposite sides of the room.

“Fan!” hia voles pounded hoaree and

strained.

Fannle turned instantly and slipped
an arm around the stooped shoulders.
“They will be all right, dad. Per-
haps, it won't bg very expensive.”

“Drat the expense! They might have
broken their preclous necks! Hush,
Fan, what is Tom saying?

“Thunk you, just the same for the
steuk, little mother! Tt wag bully of
you to remember my birthday!™

A great gulping sob burst from
Furmer Cobh's throat as ha tottered
1o Tom'a hed.

“Tom, boy, you can have all the
stenk you want from now on, and
mother will have new things to work
with, und the girls will linve un allow-
ance, und BIl-"

“Bill has bis denr old dad!™ raplied
il Arst-born, slipping his arm through
that of his father. "“One thing troubles
me, father. How are mother and Fun
going 1o look after these Invalids™

“They are not going (o look after
them, The trained nurses are op the
way and—"

“Poor patient Marandy!"” he fnished
softly, us he felt his wife's haod
wlipped into his. “You hnve heard m»
speak for the last the of ‘economy!* "

By Will Seaton

I¥ scudded up o her roowm. She want-
ed to be alone, to think, to get back
her balapce if possible, Bhe lald her
hat wnd cout on the bed. Then sudden-
Iy she fell forwurd beside them und
covered her fuce with her hunds

A sound aroused her presently. BShe
looked. The door was open and John
stood there smiling ln upon her.

“Tired?’ he Inguired. “Meeting wo
much for you?! Guess you found it
barder work belng Intellectual thau
playing whist, didn't you?"

She stood up. "1 couldn't be intel-
lectuw! 1f 1 tried,” she sald solemnly.
She was thankful she was not w ory-
ing woman. If she had tears oun her
fuce ghoe could pot comfort Johu so
calmly.

“No, you couldn’t. And ' glad of
it,” John sald. He walked over to the
gluss, peered (o, and took up her
brush, “Ede, do you notice how thin
my hair s getting on top?™

“You musi get & tonle,” she replied.

“Toule! Nonsensa] What good
would that do? 1'm getting old, that's
wll. You must meke up your miud to
have an old fellow for o husband from

now on.’

She went close (o him. "Joha, 'm
getting old, too. I'm gettlng gray
hairs—* Her breath paused on & sob.

He put his arm about her and kissed
hor. “That's what | forgot this morn-
ing.” he sald. “To tell the truth, I'vo
been hurussed lately, but evarythingn
oleared up now. Besldes that, T hud «
bit of good Iluck today-—some money
piald in I'd given up looking for, |if
vou like we can go (o the city for &
fow duys. The children are all right
with Wiiza, sin't they ™

“Oh, John," Edith sald. she put her
arms around his neck and laid her
face up ust his sguare chin, “You
don't mind my belog just as 1 am, du

yout

He luughed, “I'd wind I you
wasn't,” he sald, “1 was afruld you'd
eateh un Intellectusl germ over thern
amoug the highbrows this afternoon.
Look into the gluss, darling, and sos
the hundsomest woman in Westmore
und the best loved,”

“Aund the huppiest now,” kdith said,
with her old bright look of content-
ment comiug back
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have a lap dog. ['ve been feeding bim
u little candy.”

“Harry,” sighed Migg Surab “don’l
spouk of that oreature. He belongs o
Eunlce, 1 wigh to goodness she had
stayod home and played maid 1o him!
she ds & Red Cross nurse, 1've just
been out to buy him some candled
cherries. Did you ever know of a dog
that lked chervies? Did T hear you
suy you had given him candy? Mercy
on us! If you've made him slck in
1'll give up, Candy aiways makes him
slek, but cherries never do.”

Hurry choked back & laugh ul his
sunt’s dilemma, saylng chesrfully,
“Neyer mind, nuntle. I know Kunice.
In three months she’ll be back und you
will be free."

“Three moniha!” groaned poor Miss
Sarab, “Harry,
nih's red sash

) il ¥
; l' -ql‘.""\-\

he chewed up Han-
. Hupnah is*

that sash than of anything she bae.”
“Hurrabh!” sald Harry, whose head

always sched when he saw Hanoal of

the wuburn haly wearing & scarlel

wash,

“Well," suid Miss Saral, “I hope
I've got grit enough to stand bim,
that's all"”

Two wonths later, when Hurry vis-
ited his wunit, she told hing of her last
letter from Bunlve. “She's comwiug
home, and 'l be rid o' that du‘.l 1
hope you'll be cowlng out often, Hars
vy, It will be kind of lopesome. Dia
you bring sny cherries? F

Hurry was wuch amused upon re-
veiving & note fvom hiy aunt sbortly
aftor Chorry's dlrrluu. {1} 3

“Dear Harry—I wish you would buy
me a dog us much lke Cherry s you
can m 1 will giya you the mouey
uest

NT | .




