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CHAPTER X-—Continued.

Katherine qualled before this sud
den outburst. Then the hope of In-
fluencing the woman to divorce her
husband spurred her on and she re
plied: ,

“Yes, there In."

“Is she—" Mary was unprepared
for the admission In spite of all she
had sald, Her volce broke— "Is she
young?™

“Yes,” came from Kalherine, Even
at that moment It occurred to her
that the situation was unparalleled—
this wife asking her—"the other wom-
an'—about herselfl.

“Many years' difference
ages?™

“I think so.”

“Is she pretty?

“People say she I1a."

Mary experienced a sudden revul-
sion of feeling, 2

“I don't bellave It,” she cried, re-
fusing to believe what was not pleas-
ant to believe. “Dan Slade wouldn't
You're mistaken."

As Katherine made no reply, she
went on. “But you seem to be sure?”

“I'm certaln,” answered Katherine,
evenly and without emotion.

“Do you know her?®™

The lace at Katherine’s throat flut-
tered with her rapid breathing.

“I—yes, alightly.”

“Why, Dan Slade have another wom-
an in my old place! So that's 1t?" as
Katherine remained silent. “I'm much
obliged. I'll keep my word. He can
have his divorce any way he wants it
She can have him and his name and
his money,” her volce became shill
“Here, I'll give you something to give
him,” and ehe darted Into the adjoln-
ing bedroom. *“It will remind her of
something she hasn't got—his youth!
His youth! His youth! See?" and
she thrust before Katherine's eyes the
pletare of Dan Slade when they were
first married, the pleture she had al-
ways worn. “That's the way he looked
when he was young. ‘Tell her she
can keep it™ And she forced the
brooch Into Katherine's reluctant fin-
gera. “She can see what she's missed!
Well, I'm done with it—and with both
of them, There!” and weak from her
frenzied outburst, she sank Into a
chair. There was Intense sllence for
a moment. Katherine stood as If pet-
rified, Mary sat with brooding eyes,
thinking. She was the first to speak.
trying hard to be brave.

“Well, there's one comfort. It ain’t
as though I had any children. Who'd
ever have thought we would have
come to this—here In thls house. If
] had had a baby, here's where it
would have been born—and that's the
real reason 1 stick to this house—Iit
aln't spunk,

“We were both very young,” she
talked meditatively, more to hersell
than to Katherine, “l1 was awfully
happy. 1 couldn’'t wish you any bet-
ter, dear,” and she turned impulsively
to the girl, who sat amazed, breath-
lessly watching her, “than hoping to
have & child by some young man you
.cared for. There's no happiness like
it. Bul one day there was an acclh
dent In the mine and they came and
told me he was hurt—and | thought,
p'raps, he was dead—and—my sudden
fear for him robbed us of our little
-¢hild and me of all the hope of ever—"
Her volee broke with the agony of sll
+childless good women since the be-
Elnning of time.

“See—in there,” she pointed through
the open door into the next room, “in
the bureau drawer—ihe one by the
window—there's all the little things
I got ready years and years ago,” her
voice gulvered piteously, "And now
I'm old and there's another woman—
a younger,” the tears were streaming
dowu her cheeks now and Katherine's
heart ached in sympathy with her.
The girl’s throat was dry and her eyes
bliuded by Lears as she repeated over
and over agaln to bher accusing con-
science: “1 didn't kmow. I didn't
know.” _

“It we'd only had children,” Mary
sobbed, losing herself in complete col-
lapse. "Nothing counts but children.
They're all we got cul of marTiags
when wa're old, If we'd only had
¢hildren, he couldu’t have left me like
this,” her shoulders shook, .

Katherine started to her feet, un-
able longer to bear the sight of Lhe
woman's suffering.

“Don't ery, Mrs. Blade, don't ery,”
she pleaded,

“My God!” Mary exclaimed, “How
am | sgoln’ to live out my. life! 1
oan't, | ean't. I'm used to him, and
wow be's going o have auother woman
|oar him.” There was resunciation

and auguish and anger 1o her out
burst.

“And 've lived with hise all
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these years. 1 can't help lovin' him,”
she sobbed,

Katherine watched her, aghast &t
the vision of a love such as she had
never before realized. The hot tears
filled her oyes and her lips trembled.
Unable (o fight any longer, she
stretched out her hand and touched
the older woman gently, almost rever
ently,

“Oh, please-—please don’'t cry like
that,” she begged. “1 can't stand it
Oh, please don't,” and suddenly her
emotions swept awny her control—
her remembrance of why she had
come—of everything but this slender,
sobbing little woman, She flung ber
arms around Mary, burying her face
on her shoulder. The woman In her
rose up and rebelled at what she had
been about to do. Love, not of the
world, mastered tha worldly In her,
as the tears overflowed,

“Mrs. Slade, you fight,” she sobbed,
breathlessly. “Never mind what! You
fight! He loves you best after all
I've seen that. Don't you give In!
You'll get him back, She's an out-
and-out bad, heartiess, selfish creature.
She's bad-—bad. stifiing every good,
honest Impulse for money—money!
You're right to hate It, 1t Is a dirty
thing. 1If he were poor she wouldn't
look at him. Don’t you mind and don't
you ery, Mra. S8lade. You fight—fight
them—all."” and she loosened her arms
and sank sobbing and heartbroken,
into a chalr, throwing her head on her
outstretched arms in a perfect aban-
don of repentance and grief.

For a few momenis the two women
scbbed brokenly., Mary was the first
to recover.

“There, there,” she cried, patting
Katherine tenderly on the shoulder,
‘don’t you cry for me."”

Suddenly Hayes appeared In the door-
way. He looked first at Mary, then
at Katherine. Katherine, her tace
stlll buried, her sobs still uncontrolled,
had not heard him open the door. One
sight of the two women was enough
to convince him that in the encounter
the stronger had been defeated and
that the gentle little woman whom
he loved had come off the victor.

Mary stood looking from Hayes to
Katherine in bewlldered perplexity.
Suddenly her eyes lighted with a
thought. She began to read her an-
swer in Bob's eyes, but he turned to
avold her glance. She looked again
at the sobbing girl and as she did so
the convictlon came to her that
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“There, There, Don't You Cry for Me.”

Katherine was the woman her hus
band was planning to marry. Bhe
opened her mouth as if to speak,
and turned gquestioningly agaln to
Bob. But Hayes could not meet her
eyes. Suddenly Mary pointed an ae-
cusing finger at Katherine's bowed
hesd “Bha! Ohh!"” she gasned,

Katherine, uneonsclous of the reve-
lation that had just taken place, was
still sobbing bitterly, but with sweet-
er tears than she had shed for many,
many years. The sight of the girl's
misery called for all the treasures of
love and sympathy In Mary's naturs,
sweetened by long years of forgiving
and self-sacrifice.

“There, there, there,” she crooned,
as she patled Kathering's head. Over-
come with an emotion she could not
gontrol, Katherine clasped her arms
about her comforter and waept softly
snd quletly on her bhresst

Bob, too eurprised to belleve his
OWn Byes, came up to her

“Katherine!" he exclalmed,

“Oh, Bob, I'm ro ashamed” Kath
erlne confessed as whe got to her feet
and stumbled into his arms, crying
out for forglveness and the love she
bad %0 eruelly -and so thoughtlesaly
fung aslde,

“l understand, 1 understand.” Bob
was very gentle and forgiviug as he
took her In his arme.

“1 love you, Bob,” she sobbed. *1
don't care who hears me eay it. 1
don't care. 1 love you."

“Come.,” he wsald, leading her ten-
derly toward the door.
it over on the way home"

CHAPTER X1,

Before Bob could open the door it
was pushed In from the outalde, and
as Katherine looked up, she looked
stralght Into the eyes of Dan Slade.
For a momeut the room was electriec
with the Intensity of the sltuation.
Then the girl liftted her head proudly
and met Slgde's eyes agaln. In them
he saw a light he bhad never seen
there before, a light of soft tender

ness and deep Joy, a look that made

his heart start as he realized what he
had lost

“Good morning, Mr. Slade,” she
sald coldly as Bob led her out into
the summer sunshine and to life and
love.

As Blade hat In hand, stood gazing
at his wife, Mary realized that for
the first thne In all thelr married life
she had the advantage. For once the
roles of the humble and the domi
neering were reversed. There was a
long pause, awkward only for Slade,
for Mary was quite at ecame. He
coughed several times, and then, In
a manner he thought quite appropri-
ate, asked:

“What did that girl come here for
—Mlsg —er—"'

“Oh—forgotten her pame?™ came
from Mary, mockingly. "Mlas Btrick-
land eame just for a vigit”

“Well, what did she want®™
demandeds

“She came to find out what I meant
to do.” There was a world of lrony
In Mary's tone

“What has that got to do with her?
I don't approve of a woman coming
into my house to find out what you—
I don't like it! 1It's a bit of Impu-
dence. What else did she have to
say? Did she—er-"

“She’'s not a very confidential girl™
returned Mary, evasively.

“l see. So she and Robert have
made up?’ Slade considered this
rather a master stroke. Dy continu.
ing such questions he might get at
the real state of affalrs.

“Yes" -

“Well, well—I'll have to do some-
thing for them.” Slade was pater
nally patronizing, but he did not de
celve Mary.

“Your business out here today must
be very urgent. What Is It?”

Slade tried frantically to find a res
geon for his visit. “When he had left
town It was for the one reason of
trying to bully Mary into leaving the
cotlags and agreelug to a divores
With the complexion of matters so
changed, he was at a complete loss
to explain his visit. He was Irrl-
tated and annoyed. He was not used
to having the tables so completely
turned on him. More than that, the
little cottage never looked more in-
viting. As a matter of fact, SBlade
had often found the demands of his
new life considerable of & nulsance,
and as a whiff of the savory lamb
stew came to his postrils, o memory
of the peace and contentment of the
old life flashed through his mind.
Nothing at the club had been espe-
clally tasty of late. More than that,

Slade

SAVAGES KIND TO ANIMALS

French Sclentist Cites Astonishing Ex-
amples Noted Among Priml-
tive Tribes.

—_—

If there were no cruelty to animals
there certalnly could be no crueity to
humans. Elisee Reclus, the French
sclentist, Instances aslonishing exam-
ples among savage tribes In Bouth
America and in Africa, of primitive
luimanity and the pxnimals making
common cause In their life and labors
together.

The llama, which carries enormous
burdens over the Andes, would lle
down In wrath and refuse to rise
should his master strike or abuse
him; it Is only caresses and encour:
agement that lead him over impossible
deserts and roadways,

The horse of the Bedouin Arasb
sleeps in his tent with his chiidren, In
civilization men (raln borses by bit,
whip and spur and then complaln that
they have no bralps, inltistive or real
sllsglion. To feed the beller wpes

“We'll talk |

the drive down Lad glven him wm

appetite,

"Cooklng a stew, Mary?" he asked
rather abrupily and Inconsequen
tially.

“Just one of my old stews,” Mary's
volce was Indiferent. Bhe was thon
oughly disgusted with her husband,

Looked Straight Into the Eyes of Dan
8lade.

now that she knew just what he had
planned to do. Jealousy and oul
raged pride were In her heart. This
man, for whom she had worked and
whose very fauits and fallings she
had loved, had been deliberately
planning to thrust her aside for a
woman who had enjoyed only the
sweets of life, &« woman whose youth
and beauty and soclal position put
Mary completely out of the contest
The very thought was salt in ber
wounded heart,

“I'll stay to dinner, If | may,” an-
nounced Slade, removing his gloves
and laying aside bhis coat.

“Certainly. Take your old chalr,
If you llke.” There was none of Lthe
enthusiasm that might have been In
Mary's volce If he had come ecarller

In the day. She was formally, palns
takingly polite. “You can talk over
your business while we eal”

Siade watched his wife from under
lowered lids as he ate. He feared
that Mary knew everything. This
ealm, constrained atmosphere was
more baffiing than an emotional out-
burst would have been

*"Why did you come, Dan?" Mary
was rather enjoying his discomfiture.

“Oh, yes, I-—1'll take my coffee now,
if I may, good and strong.”

Mary dropped In two lumps and
the right amount of cream, more
from long hablt than any deslre to
please him.

“l eame out here to— Do you know
I rather like my dinner at noon hour,
llke we used to have It here. Aren't
you eating?"

“Oh, yes, I'll eat,” replled Mary,
“but you haven't told me why you
came out.”

(TO

BE CONTINUED,)

them men make of sheep and cattle
artificlal creatures, Incapable of seli-
support In the freedom of nature,
Reclus insists that in many respects
the domestication of animals, as we
practise It today, produces a veritable
moral backsliding, for far from hav-
ins Improved them we have deformed,
degraded and corrrupted them.

An OQutrage.
*Pa—The nerve of this geek! Here's
8 Chinese who says that ks docsn't
liké the American women becsuse
they ure so much like the American
men,

Ma~The idea! He ought to be
Iyuched! That's a positive (nsult to
American womanhood.

Headed In the Right Direction.

The young man caught smoking a
clgarelte In & powder mill sald he
was looking for & place where he could 1
rest without belug snnoyed. If they'd
left him slone a fow minutes longer
:‘ Bave found what he was looking

OF POETRY AND POKER

IMPORTANT SUBJECTS DWELT ON
IN THIS NARRATIVE.

Razor Finally Supplanted the Muse

When Full House That Looked

Bo QGood Tock Back Seat
for Four Queens.

When the fourth queen eame Into B
Hillary's hand on the draw, and the
sun was just about (o appoar after an
allnight messlon, and one other man
In the party, whom he called "Pard
ner,” showed a disposition to be ag
grossive In the betting, Mr. Hillary
thought the time had come (o break
up the game, so Khe bet every dollm
that he could muster for the attack.

“Pardoer” had entered this exclt
Ing perlod of the game with three
Jucks In bhis hand, and he drew two
cards. To him were delivered a pah
of tons,

“Helgh-ho,” sald "Pardnor” with par
ronubla exbilaration. “MHelgh-bo, the
un Is upeth, and jocund morn stand
eth tiptoe on yon misty mountaln top."

Ho was feeling poetical, and what
over Hillary bet, “"Pardner” would re
cite a bit of approprinte verse, and in
crense the sum.

Every one olse in the game dropped
out for the time. The pot was piled
In the center of the ring. In paper
sllver, and gold It reprosented §33,
rather & large sum for that neighbor
hood, for It was In & bridge bullders
camp on the Ban Gabriel river.

“I'll ahoot my last five,” sald HIil
lary.

“The roses are red, the violets are
blue, here's my five and I'll see you'”
was the refraln with which the “Pard
ner” deposited his last “jituney” In the
pile, and the time for a showdown
came.

“Pardoer” did It with much cere
money. He guoled a bit, chortled a
bit, and sang a merry it as he ro
vealed his hand, the hand he thought
was magle with its three Jacks and
two tens.

Crisply and with businesslike pre
cislon, Mr. Hillary lald down his cards

“Pardner” looked Only three
queens he saw, and then a Avespol
and then, by the black akill of the
man who Invented cards, he saw an
other queen.

Mr. Hillary dragged In the pot
“Pardner” dragged out his razor. Then
started proceedings that wore not
marked with poetry from “Pardner”
or trlumph from Hillary. Hillary was
in the lead, freighted with wealth
which he was jamming |nto his poek:
ets as he fled. “Pardoer” was close
behind.

But a dollar bill spilled from the
pocket, Hillary stopped just a second
too long to recover It, and “Pardoer”
was upon him.

At the recelving hospital, several
hours later, Mr. Hillary had more than
twenty Inches of cuts treated by the
surgeons, and he made a complalnt o
the police regarding his assallant,
whom he knew only as “Pardner,” the
man who quoted poetry.—Los Angelos
Times.

Not From West Indies.

Some time ago the teacher of a pub
lic, school was Instructing a class In
geography, and when It eame time to
hand out a few questions she turned
first to Willle S8mith.

“Willle,” sald she, “"can you tell me
what s one of the prinecipal products
of the Wesnl Indies?™

“No, ma'am,” frankly answered Wil
lle, after a moment's hesitation

“Just think a bit,” encouragingly re.
turned the teacher; “where does the
sugar come from that you use at your
house?”

“Bometimes from the store.” an
swered Willle, “and sometimes we bor-
row It from the next door neighbor."—
Philadelphla Telegraph.

Musiclans Want Good Strests.

The Musiclans’ union Is appealing to
the Philadelphia councll for the repalr
of the highways, on the ground that
holes in the pavement were extremaly
dangercus to the members engaged to
march through the slreeis at the head
of parades. The appeal describes di-
vers Injuries to the band moembers,
“because of falling Into the shightest
holea, or by having a musical (nstru-
ment jammed into them, or belng com-
pelled to watch such places, and be un-
able to render the same volume of
musle."—Ohlo Btale Journal.

Power of Ideal.

No one can cherish an Ideal, and
devote himself to Its reallzation from
year to year, and strive and struggle
and make sacrillces for its attalnment,
without undergoing & certaln graclous
transformation, of which the highest
powers must be aware and men can
hardly misg~John White Chadwiok,

Good Ressons,
“Why did you throw up that job |
got you as collector for Jones?
“Why, hang it | owad maoney te
aboul all the wew be sentl me W dun*
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