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Mra. Elllott had Mra. Gray
watching bher slow approach through
the deep snow from the kitchen win
dows, and had waved a greeting
Now, an she mounted the porch, she
shook her umbrells and stamped the
snow from her overshoes

“No, | ain't a bt wet”
returning Mra Gray's hearty kiss
“I'm dressed ren)! warm If we're
goln’ to set In the kitchen, | guess |
won't lay off my overshoes if i
keep "em on my feet, It'l) take ‘em off
my mind*™

This point belng satisfactorily set
tled, the two ladies satl down In rock
ers beslde the stove and started work
on thelr sleeveless sweaters Mra
Elllott, as usual, searcely stopping for

she mnld

breath before she began her recital
of the recent news of the nelghbor
hood,

“Have you heard that old Mis' Hun.
ter, up to White Water I8 married
again?  Mr. Taylor tried to reason
with bher, seeln’ he's burled four of
her husbands already, bul she mald,
a8 long as the Lord took ‘em, she
would. Bhoekin', aln't 1t*~How's the
baby? 1 shouldn't have thought that
Austin ecould bave borne to go off and
leave that little helpless cronture, but
It seems to be thrivin', don't 1t? |
don't a'pose you have the least notlon
he'd want to marey agnin, not for a
while, anyway Yes, | knew he was

real fond of Sylvia, but men are ho
man. Writes you real regular, does
he?Y And Thomas, too? I'm nlways

real pleased to hear abont your boys,
but 1 declare | clear of Violet
Mennin' these days. You know how
set she was against Paul goln’ to war
But now she's got the blggest service
flag In town and ‘we are 100 per cent
submcribed’ on her Liberty loan eard
I bet all she bought was 350 bonds.
don’t you? Be that as It may, morn
In’, noon and night she don't open her
hend except to talk about ‘her hero.
Goes around with a letter of Paul's
in her hand, and—" y

“Does he write her regular?

“Seems to, | ean't make out that
he's ben In any great danger yet, and
I've questioned her close. Enjoyin
himself considerable, 1 should say.
Them Mannin' ehlildren always Just
ftched and hankered to get out of
Hamstead and | shouldn't be a mite
surprised If that Itehin' and hankerin’
didn't have somethin' to do with Paul's
‘patriotism’ and Blanche's ‘romance.’
Ang that brings me to my maln plece
of news—Phillp Starr's pumber's
heen called and he's goln' to Devens
this week. Blanche's comin' home for
the present and | hear she's mad clear
through.”

“Oh, the poor child ™

“Poor child nothin', 1 don't deny
Blanche s pretty snd pleasant, but
there ain't nothin' wery deep about
her, | bet she's lookin' forward to
comin’ here with lots of good-lookin’
clothes and new Ideas and puttin’ on

sleer

alrs with her old nelghbors. Mary's
got her faults, but I'll say this for
her, she aln't near so high and mighty
As the rest of the famlily Well, 1
must start along home. Clearin', ain't
It Well, this'll make nice sleighin’
and that's one thing to be thankful

for. [It's lucky we got a few comforts
left.”

Philip had longed to volunteer In
the first days of the war and Blanche
had been so bitterly opposed to It that
he had given In to her wishes, trylng
not to let her see the bitter spiritual
struggle and loss of self esteem which
It had cost him to do this. But when
the draft came, there could be no
question of evasion or hesitation. Hin
little Income would keep her com
fortable, and there was no child
This, Blanche knew, had been a
source of disappointment and grief to
Philip while she had secretly rejoleed
At “not being tied down right away.”
Now the fact that & baby might have
kept him at home mnde her resentful
that she did not have one

It was out of the question for her
to stay on In the little Brookline apart:
ment alone, and there was nothing for
her to do but to return, rebelllously,
to Hamstend, Philip, with never-fall
Ing understanding and gentleness, snw
how hard It was for her to do this
and Inslsting that It should hereafter
be ealled “Carte Blanche” to perpetu
ate his Joke, urged her agaln to amuse
herself by having the little law office
renovated to sult the plans which he
had made so long before, This time
the suggestion was a godsend., Blanche
became genulnely Interested and
worked harder and more happlly than
she ever had done hefore In order to
have the tiny home In perfect order
for his frst farlough, There was »
merry little  housewarming, when
Phillp appeared, wearing his sergeant’s
oniform, for all Hamstend wanted to
see him,

But after the Inst guest bad de
parted, he lighted a fire In the wide
shallow fireplace of the blg, soft-col

- ored

bedroom, and unfastened
Blanche's party dress by ecandle-light
as they stood before It. It had grown
very cold outside, and the many-paned
windows were frosting over with dell
cate shapes, The man, looking towards
them from the fire, suddenly shivered
n little, They were so ley and spark
ling, reflecting the frozen moonlight
out there, that there was something
of almost unearthly lovellness about
them, something ghostly—

“Blanche,” he sald abruptly, “when
you fixed up Carte Blanche, what did
you do with those old law books that
were here?

Blanche was standing
mirror, combing her halr,
not even turn,

“They were so musty and shabby
and dry-looking, I burned them up
Why, did you want them?™

“No, Did you burn them all?

“Yeu"

“Read any of them frst ¥

“No. 1 could tel! by the looks that
they dull. Not what you and |
winted In onr lovely home.*

the
did

before
She

were

Bhe wulked across the room to him,
her golden halr falling over her shoul
ders, her soft white dressing gown
flowing from her bare neck and arms
In an unbroken line to the floor. De
lberately, she blew out the fAlckering
canilles, one after the other, and, In
the dim firelight, put her arms around
his neck

“It
pered

Phillp

something

Is lovely, Isn't It?" she whis

There was
that had
Was she,

bent over her
In her manner
never been there before
too, feeling the mystery and power
of the night? Had these last weeks
of separation been teaching her, too—
teaching ber the lessons that for a
time, it seemed as If bhe, for all his
love, had falled to make clear to her?
Was the dread which had been slowly
Erowing through the spring and sum-
mer that his white star was to prove
only a wille'thewisp, to be taken
from him after all?

“Yes, aweetheart, beantiful,” he an
swered. “But | wamt you to know a
story that was In one of those books
you burned, just the same, If you don't
already. 1 ought to have spoken of
It to you before—"

As quietly as he could, he told her
first of his reading of the legend and
then of his talk with Mary about It
afterwards,

“1 ean’t pretend te explain It. But
It seems to me the frst Blanche
dido’t want to burt any person, espe-
clally—that it lsn't a curse In that
sense—but to teach her descendants,
If she could, what a terrible thing It Is
to be selfish., Most of all, the selfish
ness that calls ltself love., Occasion.
ally mothers feel that kind of love for
thelr sons, or children for thelr par
ents, or hushands for thelr wives—"

“You mean that & the kind that
Colonel Moses felt for the countess”™
suld Blanche slowly, “and—and It's
been so, stralght through the famlily.
That's the way mother eares for Panl,
That's the way—that's the way |
eared for you—once, But, oh, 1 don't
Any more ™

“That Isn't the way ['ve cared for
you," sald Philip, “I'm not very strong,
and I'm not very good. 1 don't think
that for a minute, But | do love you
with all my heart and soul. That—
that makes more difference thaa any-
thing else, | belleve, That curse Is
never going beyond this generation,
and you must tell me tonight, that
you're giad—1 ought to have gone to
war when | first knew It was the right
thing for me to do. We can't help
that now But you've get to say
you're glad I'm golng now-—*

His arms tightened arounnd her, his
lips, meeting hers, lay for a long time
agalnst them.

“If only we had a son—"

“Whenever | think of Lady Blanche
farm,” he went on, after a long silence,
“1 think of you and the brook-—Its
freshness and fragrance and purity.
It's shallow in places, it rushes Inte
little falls, but where | found you, It
widens to a deep pool, elear ns crystal
n haven of refreshment and delight
and—hollneas. That's what yon seem
to me tonight—do you understand?
Oh, my darling—"

CHAPTER XIII

And so the first winter of the war
came to Hlamstead, The mall that
brought letters from Jaqueline, nurs
Ing in a eonvalescents' home In Brit
tany ;: from David, operating In a fleld
hospital directly behind the Aring
lines; from Aunstin, driving his am-
bulance over shell-shot roads: from
Panl, “somewhere In France:” from
Jack and Thomas and Phillp at Camp
Devens—all as yet, onharmed and
well,

There was a ball, and a banquet,
and “eomfort kits™ for all the boys
There was the preparation of Christ
mas packages, There was the careful
searching of the newspapers for ac
counts of the unsatisfactory conditions
existing at Camp Devens,

Then, snddenly, the first blow fell,

A telegram ceame for Blanche,

And Sol Danlels, Instead of tele
phoning It up to the house, as he had
telephoned so many times, wrote It
down slowly with his stubby pencil
and locking up the station, walked
down the rond through the deep snow
with It In his pocket, blowing his nose
hard on his red bandana handkerchlef
as he went along.

To his intense rellef, It was Mary
who was with her cousin a good deal
In those days, who answered the
knocker at Carte Blanche, Sol hand
e¢d the grimy paper to her without a
word as she opened the door, and
clenred his throat,

“For Blanche?” asked Mary In a
startled volee

“Yes—Iit's a doggone shame. You

better open It first, and then tell Ber
what's In "

“No—I1 want It myself, please.”

Mary and Sol turned
Blanche was standing on the tiny
winding stalrease, holding out her
hand, She, too, had heard the
knocker,

“I've been—been expecting It ever
since Phillp was home for his far-
lough, Take Sol In where it's warm,
Mary, and glve him some coffee. I8
wias awfully kind of you, Sol, to bring
It yourself®

“I'd a-rather ben
a-brung It.*

“1 know-—please.”

Bhe opened It slowly, almost eare
fully. It
tors, and It was rather long. Philip
had been strieken, very suddenly, with
pneumonin, The entire Illness had
heen a matter of only thirty-six hours,
The doctor was obliged, with the deep-

licked than to

est regret, to Inform her , . If she
would telegraph her wishes, they
would of course, be complied with In-

sofar as possible—

The yellow sheet erackled In her
hand. For a wmoment she shut her
eyes, swaylng, and Mary started

towards her but she put out her hand
as If to keep her back. Not even
Mary could help her through this mo-
ment ; she wanted to
Then she came slowly down the stalrs,
and going to the window where the
service flag hung, she took It down
and stood for a long time with It In
her arms, her lips quivering, At last
she gathered It up, and crossing the
room with It, she hung It, as If it had

quickly. '

wus from one of the doe- |

meet 1t alone, !

been an emblem of vietory, over the |

portrait of the lttle French countess,
Then she faced her cousin and her old
friend,

“I'll have a new one, with a gold
star, in the window."” she sald quletly,
“but that one belongs there. Can you
have the express stopped at Ham-
stead for me, S80l7—You'll go with me,
Mary, of course? Please tell mother
and Cousin Jane. ['d llke to be alone
a little while, I think— But I'll be
ready to start In an hour™

There was no time
“breaking the news gently.”

to waste In |
Mary |

found the two older women together |

and, without a single unnecessary
word, told them what had happened.
Violet, horribly stunned and shocked,
broke Into angry and rebelllous grief
which prostrated her completely, But
when Jane had done all she could to
relieve her and the fraller woman had

recovered somewhat and they had
taken the necessary steps to send
Blanche and Mary to bring Phillp

home and to prepare flamstead for Its
first military funeral, Jane went alone
to her room and sat a long time, the
tears rolling down her grim, plaln
face, the old eandy box tled with red
ribbons which Philip had given her
long before and which she had kept
ever slnce on her bed-side table near
her Bible, clasped In her hands,

“That nice, pleasant, happy boy,”
sghe snld repeatedly, and added Invol
untarily, “and he was a real Chris
tlan, too, same as Mary sald from the
first.”

Violet, when she had discarded her
mourning for her hushand, had lald It
away In her attic with her nsual ex
quisite neatness, and Mary, onlocking
the trunk, brought down the things

that Blanche needed and helped her |

BEAT HIM TO IT

The young man erawled Into the ap-
Eust presence,

“Er—1 would llke to speak to you
on & very lmportant matter.”

“Well
ther of the girl, In no very encourng
Ing tones,

“I want to marry your daughter.”
“Want to marry my
That's a good one. What
guve you that ldea, you poor mutt?”

“Now, now,” soothed the young man, |

who saw defeat and who wanted to Kget
some satisfactlon from the interview,
“¥you are prejudiced agalnst the girl;

she’s all right, really.”"—Monotreal Hep |

ald

NONE BETTER

Guest—See here, walter, you don't
mean to tell me this stuff is mock
turtle soup, do you?

Walter—That's what it Is, sir. The
boss buys the best mock turtle in the
market, sir,

A Fair Start
The chief of the village fire brigade
was making his report to the chalr
man of the village council
“Yes, sir,” sald, proudly enough,

what Is It?" growled the fa- |

daughter? |
on earth |

Woman in .High Phce
in Primitive Society

Primitive socleties, as often as not,
gave women a good position, espe
clally where they depended upon ag-
riculture,  Anthropologists belleve
that women were the first farmers,
domesticating wild plants, husband-
ing seed and tilling the soll. In
many tribes women were deemed to
exert a uniquely fertile spell over
the flelds and planting thus was left
to them. Matriarchal forms of so-
elal organlzation, where women stood
it the head of the family and descent
was reckoned on the female side,
Were numerous,

| tribes up to today,

| Women In all early times clothed
the race. Without they
veloped the textile
The goddesses Penelope and Arachne
in Greece, in Rome, were
regarded as especially proficient in
spinn'ng.

Although women were repressed in
Qreece and In Israel, the “pagan” na
tions all about worshiped various
faces of the Great Mother. And Ip
Egypt, during Its highest civilization,
| women ranked higher than men In
| certain respects, They could divorce
at will, own and dispose of property,
i and men were required to bring
| dowrles at marriage.

! “In the greatest times of anclent
| Egypt,” Olga Knopf points out In
“The Art of Being a Woman,” “men
and women were on an equal foot-

doubt, de

primitive arts

dinerva

SBome of these forms |
have survived among certa!n savage

—

ing ; and there Is no perfod In history
which better lllustrates how full of
charm, friendliness and ease the re- |
lations of the sexes may be,

“Women had their own part Ia
pusiness, in the priesihood and In so-
sial offices. We can stlll read oi the
:areer of a woman who started as &
!lerk In her father's office and rose
0 be governor of a district and com-
mander In chlef of the western
irmles.”

Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription m&l’:
weak women -trunf, No aleohol,
by druggists in tablets or liquid.—Ady,

And You're Better Liked
The older you grow the less adviece
you offer gratulitously,

HE

WHEN SHES
UPSET

A o it B el Ty,
‘ Constipation Drove
made her fee] cross, head-

Hel’ WI d _achy, hall-alive. Now she
has a lovable new and .
Heed Natuare's warning: sm&'%om

ably result in

colds, complexion troubles, NA
EMDY—MM lﬂ-muu—
safely stimulates the emsirg ive tract—
wtr regulates the boweis for normal,

“we put out the fire Just ten minutes |

f The quickest relief for a headache is two tablets of Bayer
| Aspirin. The tablet bearing the Bayer cross dissolves

after we got there”
“Very pralseworthy,” sald the chalr-

man. “Had It got a good start of
you?

*I should say It had,” sald the fire
chief. “When we got there, there

was only the foundations standing.”— |

Answers Magazine,

Art and Business

The artist was painting a
thatched cottage when
came out and asked what
going to do with
finished.

“1 shall send It to an exhibition.”

“Will many people see 1t1"

“Thousands, 1 hope.”

he was

put them on, just as she had helped |

her dress for her wedding, a year
a half before

“If 1 had let him go when he wanted |

to, this wouldn't have happened.”
That was the only complaint she

made, the only grief which, so far, she |
But she sald |

seemed able to volee
It over and over ngain. after she and
Mary were on the traln, and the door
of the pullman drawing room had
been closed, leaving them gqulet and
alone together,

“Hush, dear!
killed In battle.”

“There'd have been some meaning

He might have been

—some compensation—-a glory of
achlevement in that! This was just
waste! Hundreds of boys are dying

Ilke that—when It could perfectly well
have bheen avolded. They've been al

most freezing to death In the camps |

all over the country”

“I know, [ see how you feel. But
I don’t belleve that anything Philip
ever did was wasted, just the same.”

“If Panl dies, at least It won't be
this way."

“No."

“Oh, Mary, how conld you let him
go the way you did? Supposing he
never comes back, either—do you ever
think of that?"

Did she ever think of 1t! Not long
bhefore, Mra, Weston had handed her
a letter that bhad Jjust come from
Rosalle King. She had married her
floorwalker on a “hurry eall” and they
had had three days together before
he “went across.” And that, she had
learned, was to be all the honeymoon
she would ever have. Mary, taking
the letter from Mrs. Weston's limp
hand, read It over twice. And she
had refused “a week at some quliet
place by the sea"—hnd denled Paul
the chance of looking forward to com-
Ing hack to her “that way." , . .
she ever think of it!

“Yes, | think of It," she sald slow-

“But 1 had to do what 1 dld, just
the same. Even If I'd known he was
going to be killed  Paul didn't—didn‘t
love me the way Philip loved you"

“Mary—what do you think It al
means? Why do the people who aren't
needed, who aren't even wanted, live
and live and live? While the ones
llke Phillp—De you think that It's
really punishment for selfishness—not
just mine, but—"

“This whole war Is a punishment
of selfishness—and an atonement for
it. Phillp Is—one of thousands—"

“But my part. That story coming
rrue, And the certainty we both had
that It was golng to.”

I(TO RE CONTINUNDY

y.

Did |

and |

“Then perhaps you wouldn't mind

putting on It, *Te let for the sum- |
mer months.'" — Lustige Blaetter |
(Berlin).

Examples at Hand
Professor in Ethles—] will lecture
today on lars, How many of you
have read the twenty-fifth chapter?
Nearly all ralsed thelr hands.
Prof.—That's fine,

group to whom | wish to speak. There |
I# no twenty-fifth chapter,

WITH FRUIT JUICE

“Ye are sleeping on my land.
there anything more yon want?"

“Yes, boss, you might go over an’'
ask yer wife ter make me up a snack
ov lce cream.”

Those Crumpled Lids
Fair Kitchenettie—Have you noticed
her hat? Looks as If It had been
stepped on,
Bright Humldorcas—Well, she had
It In the ring, but now she's out of
politics.—Loulsville Courler-Journsl.

Sweet Sympathy

“My husband passed away after two |

days’ lllness. We had been married
only slx weeks."”

“Well, it's nice to think he did not
suffer much.”"—Das Interessante Blatt

Civil Service

“What happened when the police
searched your house?”

“It was fine! The police found the
front door key my wife had hidden, a
penny stamp | lost weeks ago, and
four studa.”"—Fllegende Blaetter,

Wrong Shop
Customer—Yes, but haven't you got
A tighter-Aitting gown than this?
Baleswoman (rather tired)—I'm sor
ry, madam. This I8 a costumier's—
not a \axidermist's.—Montrea) Star.

lovely |
the farmer |

the plcture when |

You're the very |

+-SPEED!+

very rapidly and brings rapid relief. There is no known

medicine that works quite like Bayer Aspirin for the

awful head and face pains of neuralgia. There is nothing

! with quite the same effectiveness in relieving rheumatism.

| Bayer Aspirin does not
upset the stomach, does not

|l Bayer Aspirin!

depress the heart, does not
have any ill effect. Its purity -

and uniformity are tested thirty-six times!
| Time counts when you're in pain. Stick to genuine

And Bayer means Safe !

} OINTNMENT

skin, sore, itching, Immin.s

be without it.

Is reliable for skin troubles. Red, rough
feet, chafing,
chapping, rashes, irritations, cuts and
burns, are quickly relieved and healed by
applications of Caticura Olntment. No household should

Price 25¢ and 50e¢.
Proprietors: Potter Drug & Chemical Corp., Malden, Mass.
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200 BATHS




