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WEET age the blessings of matrimony. With all the lamé
S pooning and all the cartooming, still there is no estate
within the reach of woman’ one-half so satisfying as the

The single woman who is not fortunate emough to be llving

-

But, be she a widow, she is up against & presumption of
gullt. Especially if she be a grass widow. .The unthinking
winks and smiles—if it doesn’t sneer—over the grass

Bhe Is

transgressed, a thohsand are divorced because

busbands have turned out cafls and Yars. But the “wise™
over any defense of the divoreee. T

sod widow, who has been dethroned by death from the

and safe position In which she was sitting pretty yesterday "

that death through collision, old age or wood alcohol—is
{mmediately regarded as gay. giddy, a lure for young men and

No; only the woman who has & man safely hooked, with &
ring on her fourth finger, & husband lving—wifh her—a Mra,
tacked before her name and a Mr. tacked to hpr breakfast table,
must be proven gullty béyond a reasonable doubt, and enjoys
the constitutional privilegey of an American citizsen—life, her
fusband’s liberty, and the pursult of less happy women.

Caroline Dewy was unmarried. That is, no husband was in
sight.

Bhe was a stranger, so no one exactly kmew whether she was
p spinster, a widow or a scandal. She was. old enough to have
been a wife, and she was young enough to be dangerously at-
tractive. So she was with her back up against the concrets
wall of private public opinion from arrival. That she was a
stranger made ber the more vulnerable. That she was blonde
thickened the logical circumstances against her.

Bhe was a trained nurse by profession. That settled it.

Nurses are always pictured by romantio artista as having the
peraphic expression of the little mother, the big sister, the pa-
tient guardian, the velvet-handed restorer. But it doesn't go
down. Women are dead set against nurses. They wil tell
Jou nurses are the champ vamps of the sex, for they socothe
their way into men's hearts wifen those men are sick and crave
sympathy, and when they are too weak to defend themselves.
“ley wear those supposedly salntly caps, which are really
devilishly fetching, and they affect the painfully plain uniforms,
which are actually most becoming get-ups—"working clothes,”
I have heard them called by a sarcastio frafl who had no refer

~ ence to the work of measuriag medicine or reducing the pa-
tient's fever.

Therefore, Carcline was about as far out on = limb—and a
decidedly charming limb, at that—as any newcomer to Millers-
ville had ever been. The mew hospital had brought her: on—
had brought her on from New York if more were needed to
provide for her the welcoming hand of Millersville—wi.a a
brick in it ’ .

Caroline went along, "tending to her trade while Millersville
secthed. She didnt pick her patients, but several young mar
ried men fell her wiy—and so did several young single ones;
and some older marriéd men and some older unmarried ones—
all sorts of men. Each one was discnssed ag shame-
ful: the marriageable ones this brazen hussy was
frying to hornswoggle into qm.rrying her and giving
one of Millersville's cleanest names to & vamping
tramp from heaven knew where; the husbands she
Wwas cunningly trying to drag away from thelr wives
+~the poor, faithful wives whom these husbands
bad always adored until this indecently good-looking
pdventuress had forced her way into the town.

u:;:;. men w:tn young, she was taking advantage
youth; thw“reoid.lhowntnmcm;
pn thelr old"hm <

To be truthful, a good many of Millersville’s most
prominent yokels were smitten. She had emtertained
Beveral proposals—and been entertained by more
proplsitions. She had no intention of settling in
Millersville. She may have had
pome attachments in New York
it was all part of the grind to
her—as it is to every pretty girl
who works for a livelihood, and,
therefore, cannot be entirely se-
lective against those who may
converse with her.

It wasn't quite so bad whils
#he boarded. At least, the good-
pitizens knew where she slept—
and took pains to see that they . -
did. But when it grew noised about that the snappy-looking

had taken a little house of her own, toward the edge of
there was a clacking that rose above the normal hum of

e busy little industrial burg. -

A house, eh? Not an apartment, whera respectable Chris-

4 tians could hear and see something. No—a house—a detached ,

boue. What did she want with & whole house?! Sure enough,
ft was only a tiny house, bu: it was a house! And why on the
outskirts? To save rent? Not that woman; she had been seen

HBcopomy wasn't gnawing at her—much.

| It wasa't long efter that that the Dewy invasion cracked
‘Sillersville wide open. The community had been all set for
the explosion, but when it came the bang knocked the villagers
oft their tip-toes.

Dr. Clint Craig had fallen! .

Young Cralg was everything in. Millersville that goes
tortured His fathor owned the stomeyard;
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held forth in comedies and in table-talk as
In truth, for every woman who is divorced be-

Mﬂkmﬁhlﬁm.thhundth-m&ll"

and bearcat of the matrimonial skylips, had been snaked fnto -

the tenuous toils of that blonde alien, thst bigtown strsy who

renting with the agent, do¥ntown. All
orderly, thongh it wasn’t gratifying. But now— .

He was seen entering her house after dark. He had re
mained there for more than an hour.

Ot course, Mrs. Craig, his mother, knew of it within the five
minutes. As the tale spread throusgh the town every shocked
gnd laweabiding woman in Millersville *phoned Mrs. Craig as

soon &s she heard of it The bell rang all that evening. The

episode had taken on the magnitude of a public sensation.

When Dr. Clint returned home that might both his parents
were sitting up. He greeted them cheerfly, though surprised
to find them on watch after he had made his night rounds of
the hcspital and some rcattered galls which bruught him home
past midmight. - 4

It didnt take them long to get to the point. Old man Cralg
was a business man, who believed in speaking his mind; Mrs.

&

. t, though he had
n born and reared in Mil-
lersville, and knew the spirit £

It Struck Him as Such a Domestic Picture.

of the jay tank as well as anyone did, ‘was amazed at the degree

of earnest indignation with which his parents treated the gossip

that associated him and Caroline. i
“Why—I just went up to help her arrange her furniture; a

—

ness—"I will not permit you to soil the good name of the
Craige—and the Gurneys, on whose family pages there is not
a single blot—by getting mixed up with this common woman,
this notorious fiirt, about whose past no one knows & thing.”.
“Mother is absolutely right”, added Craig. :
“Just a momenl” ventured Dr Clint, “I dom't want to be
offensively independent, but 'm over seven. While I respect
your 'wishes and even your whims, let me polut out to you that
you're & little—well, at least, hasty, Miss Dewy is not & com-
mon woman; she is uncommonly uncommon.” '
. “What do you know about her? What does any of us know
about her? &Fb—mm‘hﬂ—wﬂ 8he
may be an—an ex-comvict.” '
“Mother—don't be childish. Caroline *s just lke any other
girl of her age and circumstances and disposition—only a whole
fot more lovely. I know very litile about her, that's trus; but
Tl bet on her, and bank on her. »

“If shels g firt, T have mever seen ber at it. If she Is

st the door,as Carcline came
: . usrmmnmdm
- into his roadster. She stepped in and he drove her home,
They entered the lMttle house. By tha® time half of Millersvills
knew that they were there—together. ' ‘

sight of a pretty girl in &
the kmpulse to speak, because he
wife, puttering about their little home. ,
#Caroline,” he said, and she looked up. “It's golng to b
- pretty lonesome up here, all by yoursel, len't 1t1°
“Oh, I'll bave my books,” she smiled.
“Yes. But books have thelr limitations. What you need
here is a—you won't mind if I say this?—a man™
She smiled again, but there seemed sadness in this one.
“N—mno. I gues: I'll manage alone, tasnk you” .
“It's surprising that a beautiful girl ke you, Caroline™—=
BShe looked at him more closely. Was this upright, fine chap
going to chance it, too? Was he going to wreck this friendship
which had come to be the onmly bright relief t the .dull
grey of the work and the intolerant inhospitality'of this. town?
“Isn"t—well, married.” -
She let the rag slide into the pail and lose itself with g
gurgle in the water.
» “I am married,” she said. simply.
Dr. Cliat almost dropped his armful of books.
“You—you—you never told me, Caroline. You"—==
“It was hard enough, here, without telling my troubles to
Millersville and being even more discussed then | have been.
Oh—1 know just how I stand here. 1 don't kmow why, but I

I, Mave s husband. He i{sn't of much account, but
be's my bhusband. 1 married him fn New York He had aa-
other wife then. I didn’t koow it at the time, of courss. But

.‘l“ﬂlva-‘m gy
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“For weeks. I have seen her at
d&ywhmdlhau_ummn
night work—" - 3

“You've seen quits § lot,” ob
served his father.

“And 1 think she's one of the finest, squarest, sweetest giris
I have ever seen. In truth, I'm very lond 5t her—very.”
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my head on Guraey Siréet,” exclaimed the father, also arising.
“] don't know,” ‘Bald Dr. Clint. *“I haven't asked het yet.




