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A Glimpse Of The Old Light

\VE you  forgotien,

Walter, tomorrow "

She psked It shy-

Iy as she helped

him on  with his
overcont,

He atifted. The
morrow WHR 8"
ready Impressed
upon  his mind ans
one of grim work,
bt why upon hers?

“Tomorrow ?" he asked, blunkly,

“Yeu, dear! Don't you remember?
It's the first apoiyersary of our wed-
ding duy."

He vowed thal the thing iad escaped
from hi-n—which was the truth—and
struined her vehementty (o hie arms.

“My darllng, how could I have been
so forgetful? And what would my pet
like for a present

Sho sald—what, of course, she did
not mead—{hat anything would do.
Jewelry was nuturally out of the ques-
tion; they could not afford it. A foun-
gin pen wonld bo very useful or n
lnco handkerchief very oroamental
She was quile sure thal she might
lewve the cholce with him.

“And than, of course, Walter, you'll

_lake me somowhere tomorrow evening.
All married couples dine out on their
first anpiversary <Iif nover again, |
don’t mean m very oxpensive dinner,
but we'll go to & restuurant where we
Ccun got a private room, and—why,
deir, what's the matter? You approve,
don’t yout"

“T wpprove, only it's impossible,”

“wh”“

“Don’t you remember, Greta, that to-
morrow ig the 30th of June—the lasl
day of the half year?" o

“What happons then?™

“We strike the balance at the bank.
We're almost all there until 11 or 12 &t
night. It's quite impossible for us 1o
celebrate our wedding anniversary to-

And So Th

NGELICA TP AUE,
coming out of Jor-
dan's on a  full
shring morning, ran
ngainst  Mrs, Hte.
vene, who was Jusi
going in.  Augelica
apologized. “You
know, I can hardly
wee anything, my
cyes are so bad"

Mre. Stevens puused sympathetical-
Iy, “"Merey! After ull you've spent on
them, too!  Didn' that last ooulist help
You uny

“Not in the least. In faet, 1 think

1y oyen are & littlo worse than they
were before [ went to him. It is most
discouraging.”

“1 should say so. My sister-in-law

# hus beeu baving a good deal of trouble

that way, but she is cured now.”

“Whom did she go to?" inquired An-
gelion, with the cagernesa of fresh
hope.

“Lot me see—~" Mrs. Slevens set her
rather stupld brain to work. “Some-
body in New York., Very famous there,
I believe, 1 know it cost her a lot,”

“But i ho cured * her!" Angelica

sighed.
. b M

HEN Augustusp
Todd went to gath-
er the s that
morsing he found
the earth coated
with f¢e. Augustis
went shuffling
alopg, haeging fdrst
o the clothesline,
and then to a pole,
and grumbling to

A

LA_J
bimgelf

Maggle, s slendor and dark young
wife, watebed him anxlously frow the
window, In torror she at last darted
forth and caught him by the arm. “Let
e steady you, Gus.” she entreated.

He ghook off her hauds with & glow-
oring look from his  juundiced black
oyes. Auy reference (o his age or hers
angered him. “You go back in the
housge and mind  your business"” be

ruw 1)

Al Magpie went, bocause she Wil

uld-faphloped wite, who belieyved it
sele duty to obey thai su-
her hypbaod
el w bt celeys-

pervior animul

With sreat re she sl

The Only W

ORA  bhad un  lght-
negs of heart which
potiing  had  ever
worrled, and ot the
spme thne the din-
poshtbon 0 WOEry
cyersonge olge, agpe-
cimlly of the ofik-
pite wox.  Amd sho
had  cvheeks  ithe
risescolor  of ‘"

7 ' _Iﬂh'lul

L

e

morraw. We must do YWon the nexi
day." :

Vivid disappoiniment showed v her
face. Had hix expression of regret
nol been so burningly sincerce she
would hiuve been dissolved in tears.

One day a woniin I8 goL ne good as
another, Why hind e married her on
the 30th of June last yenr It (hey wore
not to make that day one of annual
colebration?

“You see, Gretn, 1 got special leave
1o be away last  year, and I hadn't
aqulte so Important a position then.”

She sl pouted, but ihere were
signs that she was yielding.

“Wall, T do think you might have
thought a iittle about the future,”

“T whould, I admit it, 1 should have
barred  the 30th of June like the
lagie. | ought 1o huve remembered
hat we should never be able to keep
that evening as It should be kept, Dt
why should we be troubled by what is,
after all, only an arbitrary date i the
callendar? Let's call the 18t of July
our anplyersary day and keep i pe-
cordingly.”

“Every year, Walier?”

‘Fvery year, if God spares us.™

Her eyes shone with pleasure.

“We'll make it u tradition?
never depart from it, Walter?”

“Never! Now where asball it
Where shall we go™

“Somewhere not too expensive, -
member, dear.”

“Yet nice! Shall wo say Misani's,
Gretn? A privale room where we
shall not be gazed at by 1he crowd?”

“That would be splendid.”

“Miganl’'s It shall be, then. Why,
we shall see Misants declaring an
extra dividend on the strength of lis
two annual eustomers,”

We'll
be?

It was only fout years lator, but for
two of them Walter and Greta Sied-
man had been separated.  Separeted

“Oh, he cortminly cured her. He is
very wonderful, she thinks— 1 wish 1
could think of his name. T have It at
home somdwhers, 1'1 tell you, Angel-
ica, 'l look It up and “phone you,™

“1 wigh you would,” sald Angelica,
fervently,

They parted, and Angelica vent
home (o the Mitle gray house with the
qualot plllars where she  had boen
born, and seen xil the happiness and
unheppineas of her forty-three years
and now lived alone, She entered o
large low room, In the best light of
whieh stood her sasel, Upon the eagel
was & hnif finlabed picture. She stood
n moment looking at the piciure, then
she turned away with guivering lips
and, dropping upon the old couch, cov.
ored her face with her hands. “It's no
use,” she sobbed, "I cun't see io paini.
And how am | going to live!”

Much more than mere sustenance
deponded upon Apgelica’s belng able
to paint. Tt was her lfe work aod she
loved 1. Out of all that had come to
her that alons remaingd permanent
npd satisfying. She was happy when
ghe had her Brush in ber hand, and she
had & steady market for bher work, To
bé ablo to paint meant for her to be fn-
dependent, stimulated, upheld

not by the elvenmstances of Hfe, wiioh
muy be temporary, but by that gull of
mind aud soul which s top often por-
mapent and eternal

People sald black things abour (hem,
which were usually true, Their kind-
est frlends sald nothing, but i wes be-
cauge they dured nol to speak.

It was the old story —he had sought
and won gold, apd peglected the wo
min !

When the succoss of his rash specu.
lntions was assured, when his plle was
mude, he had tried to win his way back
1o the woman's heart, only to fAind hat
it had slipped-—aiipped involuntarily
and almost inevitably—Into the kegp-
Ing of another,

On this side of the vell one cannot
explain such things. They sliuply
happen,

Walter wag dressing tor dinner. He
dined  oul most  nights, sometimes
alone, sometimes in company. ‘The
deadly solitude of that wife-deseried
flal he rarely fuced in ihe eveninge.

Tonlght he dresged leisurely, because
he expected (o be alone, As he fasten.
el his walsteont he notieed thut hings ag
growing stouiler, Success was writing
Iself upon him in o way that he would
not have preferred. He must do sowie-
thing —play goll. perhups - to reduc
his weight.

He did not suffer himself 1o think of
g wife at all now, Everybody musl
recognize that he had tried to draw
her Into the heart of his success, and
had dismally falled.

Acting upon his
bapkers made quarterly
Greta per Greta's sollcilors.
pow to him nothing more
entry in & passbook,

The telepbone bhell  at hig ¢loow
rung, He wiped the lather from his
fuece and Hited the recalver

“Hulle! Who's that ™

“Muriel. |Is tha! you,

Instructions, his
payments 1o
Bhe was
than an

Walter !

ey Were

Har eyesight had been failing for a
long time. At first (he trouble gecmed
trivial and easily remedied. It was
not, however, Angelica had gone from
one ooullst 1o another withoul vecely-
ing auy specific bepeft uotll her ready
money was uwearly gone and her bheart
siek with apprebension. She was in
that state when she was elther read)
to cateh at any straw or fall lnto ab-
solute despair,

When an hour Isier the welephone
bell rang she went to apnswer i, feel-
ing an If fate walted on the sound of
Mra, Btevens' heavy voice,

“His pame is Oswald —Dv
I'll read the address (o you.”

Angolica jotted it down. Ten min-
utes later she was hurrying 1o the
post office  with u letter, She had
written (o ask the groat eye specialist
10 see her,

A week from that day \Angellca was
on the traln going to New York, The
sun was shinipg guyly und she had put
on her brown spectacies to protect her
eyes. Over and over in her thouprhis
she prayed that Dr, Oswald might Lielp
her. I he vould not  help her she
hoped that she had strongth enough
o bear 1. Bhe was tryving very herd

Oswald

“Of course Ii's L. Whom  else did
you expect?™

YO, T thought 1t might be that man
of vours, 1 suy, honey, 1 want to have
A good talk with you"

“AN right! Talk on: old girl!”

“Not over the telephone, stupld, 'm

apcaking st a call office, Are you en-
gaged tonight?"

N.\'u!.l

“fen lot's dine oul wogether.”

“Very well! Whepe?”

“Misani's."

He winced.

“'m noi very
Muriel.”

“But I am."

“AN rvight then., What time?™

“Seven—" A pausc,

“Are you thore? Are you there?

He wae filking to vacaney., The girl
at the jelephone had switched off the
connection. Walter mildly swore,

He put up  the recelver and walied,
There waa no further ringlug: doubt-
less Muriel was under the impresaion
ihat he had beard all she had to 8o ).

That somothing bearing on the tlme
of meoting came after the worl “sev.
en” he was nearly sure, but whether &1
was T:16, 7:30 or 7:45, he could not
say. He could only be on the safe alde
by geiting (o Misani's by or shortly
after. _

He finished drossing with some irri-
tation, somehow he did not waul 1o
meet  Muriel tonight  Things were
drifting between them—whither? Binece
gGireta had left bim he had kept from
iotimate assoclution with any woman,

Without doubt, though, Muriel had
touched n soft place in his heart. She
was tender, affectlonate. clinging - jusl
the kind of woman that often causen u
mun 10 lose his head.

And Walter was not so sure of L' u-
solf an formerly. She was fed up with
the good things of life, and as a con-
sequence the moral fibers were o little
relaxed

hﬁar}ied

to be brave, but her heart wawn full of
grave convern, This great doctor, who
only saw in her n patient, would not
hide the truth fevam her. If she were
going blind, hevwould (ell her so
frankly, There WOUIA be 00 reason
fur him 10 equivoeste,

Angellcs sat up suddenly and jerked
off her glasses. Across many roofs
she caught & glimppae of an old white
house on a hill,  She drew o doep
breath The house appeared (o bhe
emply and yet time was when it had
glowed und pulsated with happy home
life, Many & good time Angellica had
had under its roof visiting Wiony
Jones. Winny was dead now and lLer
brothier had been away so long people
bad forgotten him. Al save Angellon,
she could never forgel Amok Joues,
The oue bright dream, the romance
of her whole life, centered about him.
Clreumstances had  separated livm,
Angelica had gone to an art achool nbd
he to college. The home on the hii! ag
Arles had been broken up and he aod
Angellca had never come lp each oih-
er's way agaln, Bul she had cluog o
that brief, young idyl, and when her
givl frieods warvied she hnd turned to
her painting and et 1 absorn wer, ') he
main result of those long years of Jde-

keen on Miszol's,

aggie, The Conqueror”™

ing the hepbouse, uand, vonsdoling
him safe for & time, she returned to
her dish washjog.

It was Wednesday, the day on which
Augustus always took hia egga to th
store. Magglo thought wistfully of ihe
ten dozen eggs which she had washod
and packed daintally for the markel
Augustus would not put the moncy 1o
his account in the bank.  And she
wanted a lavender gingham dress, Au
guslus always bought her dressos as
he felt ghe needed them, black for best
and blue and white for every iy
Maggle had grown to bhate blue and
white, Hhe had worn It most of hey
days for thirty years, and it was 1o
her & badge of submission If vol of
aetual  sevvitude, 1t seemed 1o he
that # good deal of happiness depend-
ed for her upon this lavender glug-
hawm.

The thoughts ol the laveoder giug-
ham distracted ber (o such an extent
that she aviually forgot Augusiue o
the hepbouse. RNemembering him sud
denly she van fo the window and pees
o) oul. CTheve he lay crumpled ap ou

way over men’s baved hearts over

slnoe her carly teens,

S0, then, whon the digniied younk
doctur, with the groen eyes and run
pled haly and the propensity for o
golting to shuve, who hiwd 0 fomn on
Lhe r below her, fulled 10 see her
wi all, Dord st lusi was plaued. 11 vas
reatly outragoous, she decided, (hal
such a elever nﬂ; young mar should
be so witerly indifferent (o such & clevs
."'I !whg_ms'z 'Iz.:

jount iy e

AV e b,

the 1ee in & pertvct omeleile of Cags
Muggic gave ope ery and ran to him
fearleasly over the glasay lee

“Are you hurt* ahe gusped

He glkred up at ber, “Ob, o, 1 ain’t
hurt,” he replied sarcastically. Then
he groancd loud enough to be hoeard
neross the sireet. “Help me up, you
durnel old woman, you!"” he growled.

Maggie 1ugged and boosted and got
him upon his feet, He groaned wildiy,
“Oh, Augustus”™ she salld, ponie
siricken, "You ure hurt badly,)’

“I'm  Just abour killed.” Augustus
vouchsafed, “Help wme o and got ihe
doctor.,” Then she kuew thut his case
was serious, Indeed

The doctor came and looked Auzus
tus over, bul a4 broken greal toe wus
the only thing he could find wrong
puywhere. And he laughed at that
liwving an over-educated scnse of hu
mor. “You'll have 1o siay in a spell
my boy" he sald Joculuriy "You've
got & bud looking toe there, Just mahe
ronrsel! comfortahle by 1he Brve and
let your wife atiend (o business for
(110 she looks like & capable weo

Wi

“She? She win't ne bettorn s house-
plant,” eaxploded Augustug. I ‘spose
you'll be coming v agaln tomorrow

“Neu, apd for sovers]l tomorrov s,
lsughed the doctor as he bultoned up
his cont wnd departed

“Gus,” seid Maggle iremulously, |
could lake those oges 1o the store”

He gate her an awiul ook, “They'd
cheat vour (n the counting, No, you let
't Iw I win't  going 10 trust you,
Muaggie. with most 34 worth of eggs.’

Maggle suid no more.

When the dully paper Was delivered
al noun Augustus turned gl onees |t
the butter and egzs columo and pEve
A growl that neavly scarvced Magg!! iu-
10 Ails,

“What is 1Y she aaked,

“Feggs s going down' Algustus
flung the paper from him, tried to get
up, fulled, and sat back wilted. “If we
keep them eggs (il next Wedpesday
we'll lose & sdollar on ‘e, 'H bet,” he
sighed

“1f you'd let me
timid)y

“ Mageie veniured

ay Out Of It

bed aod bocame initlated ot the eeat-
ment of the  alorementioned  sunyise
ol s bon

“TH wagw suld  she
cant make an impression
Ejy s’

What will dou bel Y sald Doru
a volew mueh muffied by halrpine.

Lora bnd pever yel refused to lake &
dure, s he sald: “It's & go,” a8 she
would hiave been eapecied to sa).

So it was interestiog, but vot
" ig. 10 Marion he made &

“that you
ou  'dreen

BUr-

¥

.'hab-‘*‘l

anviber sirikivg gown to add to her
wardrobe, and incidentally 10 her
chances of “making an impression.”

For two dceks, &t Mrs. Kont's, the
lnpdindy's, wedkly  dances,  al
church, fn the boarding-houss parior,
Dors exhibited bherself o Almy, cling-
ing, revealing gowns, more daring (han
her fellow hosrders bhad thought eveun
she would affect,

The night after the dusoe—Iin 1he
tastefully sl i i ) % HE

He 1ook n taxi to Misani's, As h
cntered the vegtibute he noticed ihat
the clock pointed to five minutes past
7. HMe looked around. There were
several people there—montly ladies
but Muriel Woodward was not among
1hem.

The manager, whom he Rnew, pass-
ed through ihe hall, Seeing Stednan,
he altered his course and came woross.

“Good evening, Mr. Stedman! Your
rooms number five, Yes, you ordered
u private dining-room, didn’l you*"

“Jewtr-—hnd an appointment 1o dipe
here, but--

The manager war a mun of axperi-
ence and betrayed no astonishmeni, If
he felt it,

“The room was booled over the 1ele.
phone by a lady, It was certaloly
done in your name.”

“O-—er-—then It's all right.”

But It was very far from being all
right. He felt highly incensed with
Murlel, This was bad form. How dare
sha book a private room and in his
name, ion?

Hud she wome deep  game oo, it
ahe ahunned publicity In this way ! In
the gaze of others he wus sureof im-
#oli, but If ghe got him alone-

The manager was again at hia el-
how, '

“Beg pamdon, Mr. Stedman. but the
young woman at the office ielis me
thut the lady went up to No. 5 nearly
10 minutes ago, 1 thought I'd betier
preveat you walting needlessly.”

“0, thanka! There was some little
misunderstandiog about (he time.”

Walter went upstalrs, He was ver)y
angry with Muriel, and he felt that if
his anger only lasted, he was safe. The
worst of Muriel was that she could not
be roused, Ol for troubled water: she
always seemed’to carry.

He foynd No. & with the assisiance
of g walter, und walked abruptly Ir, A
womun scated al the table, slppivg

votion 1o her brush was o pair of fail.
g eyes,

Arles was gqulekly 'eft hebind and
Angellics  regumed her bLrown spec-
incles. Her appointment was for ihe
following mborning. apd when the cab
left her at the reapeciable, oheap
boarding houae, which Westmore peo-
ple largely patroniged, she had nuth-
Ing (o do but seek her room and such
rest as was posasible.  All night she
soarcely slept. The slght of the old
house on the hill at Arles had sct &
flock of mamories in motion, She arose
next morning wan and miserable nnd
prepared for the worst,

At 10 o'cloek she sat in Dy, Oswuld's
walting mom, which was already
crowded with patients. Her heoart vus
beating wickedly. She was 111 with
uneasiness, sleeplessness wund sus-
pense, Then at last a door opened und
an altendant spoke her name.

She rost and sntered the consulting
roowm, The doctor came forward, 1le
was & heavily bullt man., with keen
eyes and  snow-white halr Yer his
face was falrly youthful, Somethlog
uboul him scomed strangely fumiliar
to Apgelica.  “Miss Page?” he eeid
“Meuse remove e glasges,”

An Angellva drew off the disfiguring

Augusius was grimly silent. Al (he
aftérnoon he remusined deep in thought
Then he guve up, “"You get ready and
lake them cggs to Towner's,” he com-
manded.

Muggio in & Autter made hornelf
ready for the sireet. She realized lat
for the first time in her married life
she bhad an opportunity to show A
gustus whether or not she had any
briuins, Somehow she felt pot wt all
afraid of her own abillty to dispose
of the cggs. Vor a loug time doubt” of
Augustug’ lndgment bad beeun grow-
ing In her mind. She suspecied (ha
e always did got get the full price for
the eggs. Besldes. although Towir's
was.the oldest store in the town, she
had gathered encugh from what she
had beard to surmise that it was not
the best,

As she paseed dowao front street she
kept her eyes open, Outslde Tow ner’
was a sign! “Thiry-slx cents pald for
cggs.' She pussed by,

Hawking® sign’ vead thiriy«ocight
vente. Maggie entered there,

As she came out triumphantly «ith

bafore it, the door opencd and & pulia
young man came fn. He looked as
thou he needed slecp. almost ewl-
ke lp fact, “Are you alone?” he said.

She pald. “Yea”  And the word
seemed somohow a warning to keep
away.

He cawe very near, till he lookea
direetly down upon bher. “How severe
he is!” she thought.

“I want you—for my wife,” and his

AR, _i.f:,_._-’ e
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By. Elsie Endicott

soup, looked up. The words that he
intended to spenk froze on Walter's
Hps, The woman was not Muriel, bul
hin wife.

“Greww!" he gasped,

fh that moment of startied recogni-
tion he took in one other thilog, There
waut mnother pluce beside hera laid al
ihe table where phe was sitting. He
wondered for whom it wap Intended

To his amagement hig wife did nol
soem surprised (o see him. SBhe atood
up In her place with shining cyes,

“I felt,” she sald, "thal in spite of
all, you would come. 8o I ordered this
room by telephone In our name,”*

e was still oo bewlldered 1o do
apything but stare at her. That was
certalnly Murlel's velee  whleh
ypolken (o him over the telephone, Had
she and his wile between them played
thip horrible trick upon him.,

“Won't you speak to me,
now Lhat you are here?™

“Er-oves,” he stammered, “bul it
appins o funny, doean’ it, our both be-
ing here?”

“1owould, If we hado't prrangod al
waye (o keep the 1gt of July In 1his
way."”

Light broke upon him,
polten what day it was, The firet of
July—~the anniversary that in the ald
days they had agreed nlways (o come-
memorate, And in the face of all that
had happened, she yet remembered i1}

“0Of course we did,” he aoswered,
stupldly.

“Did you feel, Walier, as 1 did, 1hai
we must make up our guarre! on that
day? O, you mumt have done, or you
wouldn't be here now, 1 prayed that
you might come, and (His I8 the an-
swer to my prayer, dearvest, 1 Gld you a
grievous wrong —-the mosl grievous 2
woman can do 10 & man. Tell me (hat
vou forgive mel 1 know zyou wouldn'i
have come Iwr’ tonight If you hadn’t
becn ready to forgive me and fake me

Wialter,

He had for-

liad -

a

ek, but v

e

“Am 1 sl
words of furg)venens
Walter, o wun all : n:;;:m.!
Ing wway aw | did. | “m:r"
you eun’l kuow liow mm.;i
fory yolur nrm Yoo lr Vol u ¢
me back aw vour wife o '
10 e your sty " '

As she wprale
pelled by her sonne of oy i
the table towards Lhim -

His first impuise hsd bee §
his arms and  wave Jor n
ﬂ'mi Impulge wie Chused by
alone, and died gl .
born, e

He wag thinking, calelaily
Hghtning-like rupldiny, MHe g
heve tonfght feeling that '.)‘
being tled abour Lim Wi ol
unraveling of (he kug?

The volees of wisdom and
eney sald that he showid M
baek and ridd his Vfe of i 1l
complication that had enised

i, after gl
voleo thnn (o
of love?

She was vear enough now
to feel her brenth upoy him
slant there came o low, s
al the door. He signaled
ralsed Hnger (o stop

“Come in!" he sald fearfylly
al the door

But It was only the AR
Misani.

"1 beg your
Stedman, but n
room-—-a Mixa
for you,™

The pavse befoce Walter g
very bripl

Tell her that 1 am ongaged,
cannol see her tonight, Say
dining up here with-—-" and W
to Greta with the old Hght
v wifa *

T Nresenen fay) g

L T

e was ¥ hepy

Ihere wug M
Whint suld o

pardon for s
lady In the
Woodward -k

By Enos Emory

brown spectacies, he gave her onb
plereing look. They he held ofit his
himod,

“Angelicn Page from Westmore!™ he
sakd, “Don’t you know me? | am
Amos Oswald Jones.”

While outside 8 roomful of fmpatient
people wallted be took time to (ell her
about himself; how, in order ta humor
his fashionable patlents, bo had et
off the Jones aud allowed himsel? 1o
be known merely as Dr. Oswald, how
In hig college days he hind been ptrick-
en with eye truble and so had had his
attention called to the profession, how
he had diacovered his Knack for it, and
how successful he had been, He had
not married because there was ol
time at Arst, he sald; now he supposed
he was a confirmed old bachelor. Then
he asked what Angellea had done with
her life, and incidentally led up 1o the
avbject of her oyes. And  Angellieu,
loslog her pervoustess, told him all
her woes—how she had lost faith in
all Lielp and bhad resigned hersell to
Jio worst

“The worst, el?” he sald
“Well, we ghall soon sec.”

Then, he made Angelica look Into
one side of a dark box  for aboul, n

amiling.

L

minute while he dovked inte |
wide, Before even he spoke
from Wis smile that there vas
periously wrong with her eye
Angellen  wont  home  wil
hopes, A tiny operation at the
of cach eye lLad corrected
trouble forever, She hud enly |
glngaes when she road o
And Dr, Oswald's churges had
Anltesimal compared with thl
oilier oculists she had consul
wonderful he was! He bad
her ke a friend. Angelics W
tent with that, The alin, ble
of her seventeenth yeur had g
ever, and she had too miek
be foolish about the THARE
Oswald
8o it was all the more surp
her when one diy (hut susimery
touring car stopped Wt her
out stepped Dr. Oswald, He b
all the way from Now York
about Arles ugain and |um
dhe marriod Lim, of Coun
that duy In his consulting M
she took off the brown glasse,
looked into her eyes, he real
he bnd loved her all wlong
8o. after all, Angelleas w
did hier a good turn

By Aanette Anger!

ber movey she met Mis. Rockett, whu
nearly fell down with astonishmeunt at
seeing the house plant ol on Lhe
street su late in the afternoon,

“Good ! evled Mrs, Rockett who “was
stoul wnd rosy anid jolly, She olupped
her haond over her mouth, "1 menn (oo
bad.  Tso't it funny  how | misspeak
myeelf sometlmes? Come vight ln o
Jordan's and let's have some  lee
cream-—yvunllla cream with hot choeo-
lute sauce, Doo't you love n?”

“I never ate any,” admitted Maggle
humbly,

Over the cream she confided to
Mrs, Rockett that she had got (wo
cenfs a dozen more for her eggs (an
Augustus could have got gt Townor's

“Bure,” chirped Mre. Rockett. “Men
aren’t near as smart as women when
it comes to those things. You men-
tioning Towner's makes me ihink 'vo
g0t 10 go In there, Come with me, my
dear,”

Maggie went. Mr, Towoper came Lim-
self 10 ppeak to her, gluncing st her
empty #gg basket

“You didn't bring your cges hure,

By Will

noarse Appeal lu & man's yolce, but
never as now jolned 1o such sneuring
scorn, and never before had she ans
swered to it "Apsvwer me.” he said.
“Now thal you've got mo &t your feel,
where you wanted me, as you want ey.
eryone else, will you mapry wme?”

“I don't love you," suld the siren,
with a chokipg in her throat and &
new ache in her beart,

Ps 1 _“W)

X h‘mif oot

despair, and then e U8

“No." admitiod Maggie 1?
1o Hawkins. He pald mé G
“Why, we cun't have Ihll.'
Towner. "By ihic WA% n

there was o Hile niisluke
lasl time your Lisband B
here —we undorpald him
cents. 11l hand you the
TQE!lt"flulnl\ ||||!||lllilftd
Her eves wero shining o
ook at lavendes gingham,
clearly to ithe vierk
Home she marehold 1o Aug

T
her ohin up and her BEats
felt wa if ghe were CH ||»‘l“

she had &« bewutiful drsd

of lavender ginghim under her
“Well? gruuted Al gusius

ously. -
ghe told hum w
Aud theu e W

done and what he Hist .
sald nothing. sald B el
when she showed the |a‘; :
ham. The broken Hoe ““"‘ Pt
winph seemed 1o hude vy
completely

Yuili,

=

Seaton

werd tﬂ“

wag Cleael B
fok ol Ll

With upsbea Lears.
press perhaps he
then 10 kulmn LT
and grandly
SIf you ever wint mt,' l
have to send for mE :
went vily and the
bebind him. of sl
Sho had @ mowctl T oy
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