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Concerning Foreclosure*
Iowa farmers, exerting presure against the sale of real 

estate under forclosure, express a natural resentment 
against the evils of “hard times.'

Of course, there are those who readily denounce the pro 
testants as “agitators” but the question lias, at least two 
sides. During the present depression real estate is sold at a 
sacrifice, and forced sales seldom bring anything like real 
much less, normal value.

( )ne of the main causes of the agitation is the “deficiency 
judgment.” which is left hanging over the harassed loser 
of property like a funeral pall. Not only clods he lose his 
land, given up under the stress of unsttal and abnormal 
conditions, but, in addition, the effort is made to hold over 
him a judgment for the balance due when the land tails to 
bring the amount of the mortgage.

In several states there is agitation for a law delaying 
forced sales nd in others an outright moratorium on fore 
closures (luriny the next few years. The advocates main 
tain that ways can he found to rendefc* the holder of the 
mortgage reasonably secure and that the mortgagor wil 
be given a chance to make good in thej future.

We are not advocating such a law in this state at this 
time, hut the idea is not as radical nor as absurd as some 
would have it appear.

* * * *

Pass Up the Peddler!
“Beware. Don’t trade with the door-to door peddler.’ 

That is the heading ovey a page advertisemnt in an ex 
change, signed by the merchants of the city.

It points out that the rule of “caveat emptor" prevails 
when one purchases from the unknown agent. “Let the 
buyer beware,” for there are no come-backs. The continued 
success of the merchant, however, depends upon his local 
patronage, and therefore his reputation for fair dealing. He 
can he reached, endeavors to provide service and correct 
mistakes. With the peddler he is here today and gone to­
morrow.

The advertisement asks: “Do you want to deal with an 
assortment of “fly by-night” traders? Or do you want to 
deal with your steadfast, relinble, home town merchants 
the men who make up the list of your best citizens, largest 
taxpayers, public benefactors and community builders?

The irresponsible agent appears at the door. He or she 
shows you samples of goods. You are prevailed upon to 
buy for it appears to he a bargain. But you find out dif 
ferentlv when the article arrives. It is not in accordance 
with the sample or representations. It is cheap stuff, may 
not fit, and is entirely unsatisfactory. It is returned with re 
quest for correction or return of money. You receive 
neither. There is no redress. Your investment is lost.

Many have undergone such experiences, and have pro 
fited thereby at a cost. So from the selfish and safe stand 
points alone, it pays to patronize the home merchant in 
preference to the unknown afar off.____
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time* larger now lii.ti death 'guv*- up a meeting of the Foreign Mi*
bad brought the Vtilry of the Shadow siouary society to finish the weekly 
au done to her. sweeping. Aud when. In spite of all

Mary did not close her eyes, uor stir this relief, Mary paid ior her long 
from her little brother's side for three strain and quietly crumpled up In a 
days and nights. And all that time, heap on the tloor one afternoon when 
beside the actuality of the stricken Algy was out of danger, and Sylvia's 
child that she saw then;, she visual- grave was hidden with snow, Paul 
lxed the picture of Sylvia and one picked her up aud laid her on the 
little baby—of Austin und the other, bed. loosening her dress and taking 
And abe thought—Involuntarily, but off her ahoes as he called for help, 
constantly—of l.ady Blanche's dying June, fortunately, was In the house 
curse and Its reiterating fulfillment. and undressed her while he went 
Whom would It strike next? She downstairs to telephone for Doctor 
thought oi Blanche, seemingly so se- Wells and to get a hot-water bottle 
cure in her radiant happiness, and and a hot stimulant ready. Aud when
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f pie were left alone tog* 
the door closed bohim

tether. And, IIS  

■hind the Inst re­
treating elder, Philip suddenly 
snatched up Blanche and kissed h>-r, 
announcing that he was so full or J,,y 
and dinner mixed, that he'd got to h-t 
off steam, some way, that very ruin­
ate. And Blanche, curling up in his 
arms like a contented kitten, smiled

THE STORY

trembled until her teeth chattered. 
The first time thut Paul suw her again 
after the night of the double tragedy 
—that long night through which they 
had fought for the alck child together 

| —he felt that lie would gludly have 
giveu ten yeurs of Ills life If he had 

I not thrown nway Ids right to take her 
in his nrms and kiss away the tears

he saw that It was her Inability to 
care for the boys tha t was worrying 
her more than anything else, he turned 
his attention mainly to them. It would 
have been hard to discover anyone 
more stupid and awkward In dealing 
with a little child than Paul was, but 
he did what he could. He did better 
than he realised and his reward was

The first

C H A P T E R  1.— M o to r in g  tUror.gh Vor- 
■aont, n « j r  th* v i l la* «  o f  H t m i l t i d ,  
P h i l ip  S t a r r ,  y o u n g  B o s to n  a rc h i t e c t ,  
malcsa t h a  a c q u a in t a n c e .  In u n co n v an -  
l io n a l  f a sh io n ,  o f  B la n c h *  M an n in g ,  
g i r l  o f  a s v a n t s e n ,  w i th  w h o m  b* Is Irn- 
m s d l a t e ly  e n a m o re d .  F ro m  har. In 
o o n v s ra a t lo n ,  ha  >ear iu  so m e th in g  of 
h a r  f a m i ly  h la to ry ,  d a t i n g  f ro m  Hevo- 
l u t l o n a r y  t im e *  S t a r r  la c o n v a le s c in g  
f rom  •  s e r i o u s  lUnesa. a n d  It b e in g  a 
lo n g  d i s t a n c e  to  B u r l in g to n ,  hi* d e s ­
t in a t io n .  B lan c h *  s u g g e s t s ,  t h s  sm a l l  
v l l la g *  n o t  b o a s t in g  a  h o te l ,  t h a t  he 
becom e,  fo r  th e  n ig h t ,  a  g u e s t  of  h e r  
c ouala .  M a ry  M a n n in g .

C H A P T E R  I I .— M a ry  r a c e tv e i  P h i l ip  
w i th  t r u *  V e rm o n t  h o e p l ta l l ty ,  an d  he 
m a k e s  th *  a c q u a ln t a n c *  o f  h e r  tw o  In ­
t e r e s t i n g  s m a l l  b r o t h s r s ,  M otes  and  
Algy ,  to  w hom  she  Is " m o th e r , "  the  
m o th e r  b e in g  dead ,  an d  of M ary 's  
c o u s in  P a u l ,  h e r  nance .  M ary. S t a r r  
And* la a c q u a in t e d  w t th .O * !*  H am lin ,  
n o ted  B o s to n  a r c h i t e c t .  In w hose  office 
P a u l  I t  e m p lo y ed .  R e c o g n i s in g  la Mary | 
a f r i e n d ly  sp i r i t ,  he  In fo rm s  h e r  of  h i t  
d e s i r e  to w in  B lan c h e  fo r  hla wife. 8he  
is s y m p a th e t i c ,  and  te l l*  h im  of an  old 
f a m i ly  s u p e r s t i t i o n  c o n c e r n in g  the  

B la n c h e s "  of th *  M a n n in g  fam ily .
C H A P T E R  HI. — V io le t  M an n in g ,  

m o th e r  o f  B lanoh*  and  o f  Pau l ,  w i th  1 
h e r  a ls ta r ,  Ja n o ,  s p in s t e r ,  a r e  d u b io u s  
c o n c e r n in g  P h i l ip 's  w o r ld ly  a n d  s p i r i t ­
ua l  s t a n d in g ,  h u t  a w a i t  d e v e lo p m e n ts .

C H A P T E R  IV.— P a u l  M an n in g ,  p a m -  , 
p a red  In h is  h o m e  life. Is Inc lined to 
be d i s s ip a te d ,  n o t  r e a l i s i n g  M a r y ’s t ru *  
w o r th ,  a n d  t a k i n g  th e i r  f u t u r e  r e l a ­
t io n s h ip  a s  h u s b a n d  a n d  w ife  as  e s ­
tab l i sh e d ,  t h o u g h  t h e r e  la no f o rm a l  : 
a g r e e m e n t .  M a ry 's  r e p r o a c h e s  fo r  his 
u n d u e  " c o n v iv i a l i t y "  a r e  b a d ly  rece ived

and bring a little color Into her white j greater than he expected.
! cheeks und u smile to her drawn lip», j time that the children fell upon him.

Aa It wuf>. he could only venture to lay almost simultaneously, with hugs and 
1 one of hla hands on the two thut lay kisses, was when he came in with two 

so tightly clenched In her lap. and put «mall wooden snow shovels—“to use
the other gently on her shoulder.

"Don't," was all he could think of 
to say, all, that la, that he dared to 
say, his own lips quivering. “Don't 
Mary,” and was thankful when she d d 
not repulse him, hut clung to him. 
sobbing, while he stroked her soft 
hair.

Paul was suffering, too, suffer!-:g 
with the revelation of truths that l.e 
had never sensed, with the facing of 
problems he Imd never solved nor 
tried to solve. The way that Austin 
loved Sylvia—was that the way men 
cared for women? The way that

when Algy was outdoors agulu, In no 
j tltne now." As he hugged and kissed 

them In return, his embarrassment 
was equaled only by the Inner glow of 

' contentment that permeated his being, 
j  M;.ry, up again for the first time, 
( ciauu in to find them thus occupied. 

The Inner glow of contentment 
! changed to a leaping flame as Paul 

looked at her and saw the expression 
of surprise and gratitude on her pule 

1 face.
“You’re awfully good to those ehll- 

i dren,” she said softly.
I “They’re great kids. I never knew

Mary loved Algy- was tha) the way before how much fun n kid Is. I
women cared for children? Passion ! thought they were horrid little
that was all love, love thut was all j nuisances,” returned Paul apologet-
self-sacrltice what had that to do leally.
with careless sensuality, or equally 
careless affection? When, for the sec­
ond time, David Noble sought him out, 
he found that the hoy had already 
started to And him.

"What can I do to help?" Paul asked 
abruptly.

“There Isn't much. Your Cousin 
Jane Is proving a tower of strength to

by Paul, and the girl begins to have i Mitry by relieving her of the burden 
misgivings aa to the wisdom of th e  .  .. . .7 , ...-- of ordinary daily grind. We men

never stop to think that meals have
a ll ian ce .  S t a r r ' s  d l s c lo s u r a  o f  th* f a c t  
t h a t  he Is t h *  son  of a  C o n g r e g a t io n a l  
m in i s te r ,  a n d  of hla n n a n c l a l  s t a n d in g ,  
••atablleti h im  In th *  M a n n in g  f a m i ly 's  r« -  •  -a

to he cooked and dishes washed and 
tires built, no matter who lives or

Mary sat down beside him. "Blanche 
and Philip are coining home for Christ- 

| inas.” she said. “Isn't that nice? 
j  Cousin Violet has a letter saying 

they'll surely be here the twenty- 
i fourth, and of course she's perfectly 
j delighted."

“That 1» good new s! Got any 
more?"

“1 don’t know whether you'll call It 
good or not—but Austin Gray Is going 
to France. I think that 's  much the 
best thing he can do, really. He says

C H A P T E R  V.—O al«  H a m lin ,  lo n g  a ! d ies ,  d o  v 
a u l to r  fo r  M a r y ’s han d ,  h a v in g  k n o w n  heln Mary
tier s in c e  h e r  c o l le g e  d ay*  In Boeton. , , 1
visit*  H a m a te a d  b u t  m a k e s '  do  p r o g ­
resa  In hla l o v a m a k ln g .  P h i l i p *  w e d ­
d in g  w i th  B lan c h e ,  la t h a  Im m e d ia te  
f u tu re ,  la u n d e r s to o d

It’s only a matter of months now be- 
we? Kvoryone is trying to I fore the United States will be in the 

now. And no one In God’s ! war, too. He’s going over as an am- 
world can help Austin.” j bulunce driver, but he says he can get

’Then what were you looking for me transferred to ‘the real Job’ later on

C H A P T E R  VL— P h i l ip ,  p o r in g
of th *  M a n n in g  fam ily ,

.  , p o r i n g  o v e r
old ra co rd a
l e a r n s  t h a  s o r r o w f u l  a to ry  of th*
“C o u n te s s  Blanoh*, '* F r e n c h  w ife  o f  a 
R e v o lu t i o n a r y  hero .  Moss* M ann ing ,  
a n d  o f  th *  p e c u l i a r  "cu r** ' '  she  h a s
t r a n s m i t t e d  to  h a r  d e s c e n d a n t s  and  th *  { 
w o m e n  o f  H a m a te a d .  M ary 's  sa g *
c o u n se l  s e t t l e s  a n y  m is g iv in g *  he had  
e n t e r t a i n e d ,  a n d  h la  w e d d in g  w i th  
B lan ch *  Is so le m n ise d .  T h*  e v e n in g  o f  I 
th a  m a r r i a g e  P a u l ,  u n d e r  th* In f luence  
of l iq u o r ,  h a v i n g  " c e l e b r a t e d "  u n d u ly ,  ’ 
b i t t e r ly  a f f r o n t*  M ary  w h e n  ah a  r e ­
p ro a ch * *  h im  f e r  hi* c o n d i t io n ,  a n d  
to lls  h a r  t h e i r  e n g a g e m e n t  1* ended.

C H A P T E R  VII.— M ary ,  a t  flret a c u t e -  
ly c o n sc io u s  o f  h e r  p o s i t io n  a* a " j i l t -  I 
ed"  w o m a n ,  a n d  th a  d i s a p p r o b a t io n  of 
h a r  fam ily ,  Is g r e a t l y  c o m fo r te d  by h e r  
l i f e lo n g  f r ien d ,  S y lv ia  O ray ,  a n d  th* 
love o f  h e r  tw o  em a i l  b ro th e r« .

C H A P T E R  V III .— P a u l ,  r e a l ly  lo v ln s  I 
M ary, t h o u g h  w i th  a eelflsh a t t a c h ­
m en t .  finds Ilf* a  good  d ea l  of  a b lan k  
w i th  h e r  o u t  of  t h e  p ic tu re .  H r  e x ­
p r e s s e s  c o n t r i t i o n  fo r  his u n w o r t h y  
a c t io n ,  a n d  a  k e en  d e s i r e  to ru - i -s tab-  
l lsh  h im s e l f  In h e r  e s teem ,  b u t  M ary. 
d U . l lu s lo n e d .  re je c t*  him.

for?”
"I wunted fo tell you that I thought 

you did darned well the night that 
kid almost slipped through Mary's fln-

lf we do. He was Just here to see 
you. I went downstairs for a minute 
Just us he came In. but I didn’t know 
you were here, so he didn't wait. He

gera. He would have. If you hadn't asked me to Invite you to go to New
been there. And also—to give you •  j  York with him, a l te r  Christmas. He’ll
message from Sylvia. She seemed to j be there for a fortnight, at least, mak
have a good deul of fuith In you. I ing final arrangements.”
had a rather long talk with her shout I "New York!’’
a week before she—went—and one of ! ’’Y’es. Wouldn't you like to go? I
the things stie said to me was, 'Tell thought you were crazy to get away 
Paul Manning not to stop fighting to | from Hamstead.”

“I’m not quite so crazy as I used j 
to he.”

"No. you're getting fnirly sane I” ! 
said Mary with a little laugh that 
made his heart leap, “and—Just as 
kind and thoughtful ns you can he. 
But you ought to go. It'll he wonder

If he has to die do-get Mary back 
Ing If.’ "

“How—how uni I to go about It?”
“I should think It might he rather 

difficult," said David dryly. “I con­
fess It's hard for me to see the justice 
of a Divine Providence thnt snatches 
Sylvia from Austin who worshiped the ; ful for you! And I'm sure you'd he n 
ground she walked on. and lets you comfort to Austin, too. He must think

C H A P T E R  IX.— C o n sc ie n t io u s ly  d e ­
s i r o u s  o f  m a k i n g  h im se l f  w o r th y  of 
M a ry 's  a f fec t io n ,  P a u l  bus!«« h im s e l f  
w i th  s m a l l  a f f a i r s  of b a r  h o useho ld .  In 
th*  h o p e  o f  c h a n s i n c  h e r  a l t i tu d e .  
P a s s in g  h e r  bouse ,  l a t e  a t  n ig h t ,  a n d  
s e e in g  It I l lu m in a te d ,  he goes in. f ind­
in g  h e r  In t h e  d e p th *  of d e sp a i r ,  w i th  
s m a l l  A lg y  In oonvu le lons .  a n d  no he lp  
a t  h a n d  B e tw e e n  th e m  th ey  m in i s t e r  
to th e  l i t t l e  e u f fe re r  u n t i l  the  a r r i v a l  
of  a  d o c to r ,  w h e n  th*  ch ild  la o u t  o f  
d a n g e r ,  o w i n g  to  t h e i r  u n i te d  e ffo r ts .  
T h e  d o c to r ,  h o w e v e r ,  b e a r s  th a  111 t i d ­
in g s  t h a t  S y lv i a  U r a r  h a s  d ied  a  s h o r t  
t im e  befo re .  In c h i ld b i r th ,  ta lc ing  w i th  
h e r  In d e a t h  on* o f  h e r  t w in  d a u g h te r s .

C H A P T E R  X
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Complete Funeral Service 
At liiin'rat (font

Phone Tigard 2S«2. Day or Night

WM. G. GILLESPIE
With Wnlter C. Kenworthy A  Co.

FIN I.EY  A SON
Funeral Director«

Montgomery St. 4th 
to Fifth

Motor Equipment, 
Staff A  Facilities for 
Serving Portland and 

It* Suburb«
n u l  ,  . 

■ l i iH II IU e l

New
train lares 

to
California

V.V.V.W*\V.Vb%V.SV.V*SW 

Dr. Virgil MacMickle 
in New Location

M4 Itedell Building
Specialising in Tonall coagulation 

Physiotherapy an.t Gynecology 
Note new phone number AT 1*321

V.’.V.VSW AW W .W .V.W A

CLEARANCE SALE
I’I \NOS — $2 A MONTH

Here's Our Proposition
Select any new or iwed upright 

piano or player piano in our store, 
pay $2 n month like rent foi six 
months, then apply the total amount 
paid as first payment on purchase 
Balance will be arranged In easy 
payment Free delivery, no extras of 
unv kind. You select the piano you 
want and we will send It out a t once

Collin*» & Erwin Piano Co.
2d Fir. Alderway Bldg . Bdwy A Alder

Tourist fare* to California cut 
Lodger limits. Stopover privi­
lege»—and dozens more Califor­
nia destination* included. Now 
n u  can rida la warm, steam- 
heated roaches nr reclining chan 
cars for less than aver before. 
And you can sleep in a comfor­
table tourist berth for (hr night 
for as little as $1.30. (Tourist 
berths are the same size aa Stand­
ard Pullman berths—not a* lux­
urious, but vary comfortable.)

Stopover anywhere within the 
limit of your ticket. Rouadtripe 
arc good for 21 day*.

■AMPLE TOURIST FARRS

On* I n d
W ar i s *

SAN FRANCISCO »* » *-> 
LOS ANGELES * »  Wo

S o u t h e r n  P a c i f i c

The tragedy of Sylvia Gray'* death 
shook Hamatead to Us very founda­
tions. Austin was almost crazed with 
grief. Even David, who had always] 
had more Influence over him than 
anyone e l je except Sylvia herself, 
could not move him.

“This won't bring bar back, Austin, 
you know,” he said, at Inst, as gently 
as ever, hut more firmly. "And—and 
she would have been the last to—to 
whlit you to tuke It like this. Her 

1 courage never faltered through any­
thing.'’

Austin neither answered nor moved.
"\V# must think what to do for the 

other baby. You've got her, you know, 
and the two little boys.”

“I don't want to think of the baby."
“ It Isn't the baby's fault,” said 

David, still more gently, divining what 
wui pussing In Austin's mind.

"No—but I t s  mine! She wasn’t 
strong enough for this! You said 
yourself, when the second boy came 
so soon after  the first, that—that she 
shouldn't have another for a long 
time."

“Yes." David chose his words cara- 
i fully. “But, Austin—you came first, 

with Sylvia, Just as she did with you. 
She was so brave that It was hard to 
get her to admit, ever, that she felt 
III that everything wasn't all right.

I But once she said to me, ‘David, If 
, anything should go wrong, he sure to 

tell Austin, afterwards, that there 
wasn't one minute In our life together 

• that I would have had different—that 
there’s no price too great to pay for 
perfect happiness.' She meant It. 
How many men's*wives do you think 
can say that?—Mine cuu't,” he ended, 
his voice breaking.

Next to Austin himsel f ,  there was 
no one, perhaps. In the whole village, 
to whom the losa of Sylvia came aa 
such a horrible slunk as to Mary. 
Algy was still very IIL Th# fear that

treat Mary Ilk
Something In Paul's face stopped 

him abruptly. “Well, I suppose Provi­
dence sees u good many things we 
Ignorant mortals don’t,” he ended.

“Yes" suld Paul slowly, “ I guess 
It does. Do you remember saying to 
me a while ago that ns long as a man 
had n woman like Sylvia, of course 
he’d make her his first consideration 
ns long ns he could? Maybe the time 
had come for Austin to make some 
thing else his first consideration. May­
be he’s needed a lot more In France

] than he reullzed. Perhaps It took a— 
* tragedy like that to show him how 
much he was needed.”

For a moment David stared silently 
a t  the boy. He w-ae too surprised at 
such conclusions reached from such a 

I source to give utterance to speech.
“I think you're right," he said at 

last. “But Austin Isn't the only one, 
you know, who’s needed In France 
just now.”

"I know." suld Paul. "I’ve been 
thinking that over, too—what you said 
about the Poreigu legion. I'll be up 
tomorrow ulght to have you look me 
over."

“Good for you I About eight? I 
ahull be off myself pretty soon, now.
I waited before signing up until—after 
Sylvia's time, because Austin begged 
me to do so. Well, I’ll see you to­
morrow night I Meanwhile, there are 
probably lots of little things you can 
find to do for Mary, If you really 
waut to!"

As David drove away, he found he 
could not get Paul and his unexpected 
sentiments out of his mind. "Darned 
If 1 don't believe Sylvia was right 
about him, as usual," ha reflected. 
"The phase that he's been passing 
through has beau pretty unattractive. 
Lord knows, but It may have been 
Just a phase. If only he hadn't lost 
Mary— But If he liudn't, he never 
would have started to think again—he 
was too lazy. Well, It's all beyond 
me."

David's remark about the dally 
grind of housework gave Paul his first 
cue to helpfulness. Mary began to 
find the kitchen fire built and the tea­
kettle boiling when she came down­
stairs In the morning, the wood bos 
filled, the furnace tended faithfully 
day and night, the porches and path* 
kept free from snow. On Monday 
mornings ha appeared to empty wash- 
tuba and hang out clothes. At his In­
stigation, Myra agreed to do all ths 
baking fer both houses until “things

so, or he wouldn’t

tha child would yet die. In spit# of har stralghtensd out." Violet undsr- 
Atíu íztf t i l  «raw t  1 * 4  ths associa«. sod Jan# $ctu$|ly

You’ll go, won’t you, Paul?"
“Yes, of course. Especially If you 

think I’d better. Mary, wait a min­
ute—" but she was gone.

After that, for the first time since 
they had “made up,” Paul saw that 
she was avoiding him again. The fact 
gave him fresh food for thought. She 
was willing to be his cousin, his friend, 
his companion. She was grateful far 
beyond bis deserving for the little he 
had been able to do to serve her. She 
had forgiven him freely for all he tiad

I done to hurt her. But more than that 
j she could not and would not do 

and be.
Paul was now. for the first time In 

his life, deeply In love, and perhaps 
for that reason, daily going deeper— 
going deepest of all because he felt It 
to bs absolutely hopeless. Well, he 
must hide It ns best he could. That 
startled look must not come into 
Mary's eyes again. He must accept 
the bitter knowledge that she regarded 
his love us something to fear, as part 
of his punishment. When Blanche 

l and Philip arrived, he took Blanche's 
i statements of what she thought of 
| him—It was the first time she Imd 

seen him since the engagement had 
been broken—so quietly that she was 
frightened.

Philip was less surprised than she 
had expected, wheu she told him 
shout I t  He had been watching his 
brother-in-law closely and had come 
to the conclusion that lie hud either 
misjudged the boy Ht first, or that ttie 
latter had Improved somewhat during 
the last few months.

"Let Paul alone, honey,” he said. 
"He looks to me like a man who is 
working out his own salvation.”

Puul, with the rest of the village, 
was glad to have his sister and broth- 
er-ln-lnw at home; glad not only be­
cause lie was fond of them, but be­
cause It was easier. In their presence 
to keep from saying the things he was 
longing to say to Mary—to keep, as he 
was longing still more, from touching 
her. Time, mercifully, softens every­
thing—lovers’ quarrels and children's 
sufferings and even the thought of the 
Valley of the Shadow. Austin was 
dndlng his solution. Algy. thin but 
thriving, was in his high chair at the 
table once more. Philip and Blanche, 
radiantly happy, were with them 
again. After Christinas day dinner, 
while the two little boys took their 
naps. Violet went to lls down, Setb to 
■moka bis pipe, and Cousin Jane to 
help Myra, loaned for tbs occasion, 
with th* dlAhes- Tbs (our young peo

And Blanche Curling Up in His Arm« 
Like a Contented Kitten,

and kissed him back. They settled 
down In the big winged chair before 
the fire together—

Over their unconscious heads, Paul 
looked at Mary. Then he crossed to 
where she stood, and the expression 
on his face was iiumistaknble. Be­
fore he could speuk, she tied from the 
room.

Paul went after  her. She had al­
most reached the stairs. He stepped 
In front of her.

“See here, Mary,” he said, “I tan 
stand almost anything you waut to do 
or say and I know I deserve it. But 
please don't look at me that wny. I 
can't stand it.”

"Well, don’t look at me the way you 
did then.”

“I’ll try not to. I’m trying not to, 
all the time. I only thought—it’s 
Christmas day—thut perhaps you 
could. Just once— I won't ask you 
again for a long time. . . .’’

It Is unfortunately true that many 
naturally sweet-tempered women. If 
they are also clever, take refuge, 
when they are hurt or frightened, in 
flippancy or sarcasm. It is to he 
hoped that they do not know how 
deeply they can wound with these 
weapons. But whether they do or 
not, Mary wns no exception to this 
rule.

“Why should you care about It so 
much?” she quoted scathingly, '“ a kiss 
doesn't mean anything.’ ”

Paul stepped to one side, leaving . 
the passage upstairs clear for her. 
She went by him swiftly, her head 
up. Then, on the landing, she turned 
and came still more swiftly down.

“That wasn’t fair,” she said. “Please 
forgive me, Paul.”

"No,” he said slowly. “It wasn't 
fair, and It wasn’t kind of you to re­
mind me of it. But what I said was 
true. There are some kisses that don't 

. , , , mean anything In almost every rel­
ave as you. | |ow-g They drink too much some­

times, too. I’m sorry, hut It’s so. But 
that doesn't mean they’re hopeless 
drunkards and—degenerates. There
hasn't been anything to drink, or any 
of that kind of kisses for me In a long 
time. You know that, and you know 
why, too. And you ought to know 
that It would mean more than any­
thing In the world to me If I could kiss 
you again.”

Paul had learned a good many val­
uable lessons tn the last months. 
Mary learned one now. The boy was

humble, tint he was not abject. If he 
had a right to demand nothing else * 
from her, lie deserved and demanded, 
a t least, fair play and respect.

“When you go to New York—•" she 
began.

"You'll let me kiss you good by?"
This was not a t all what Mary had 

Intended to suy. She hesitated a min 
ute, and then, in spite of herself, she 
nodded. Then she leaned forward and 
touched his cheek with her lips, so 
lightly that It seemed merely as if a 
flower had brushed I t

"The telephone Is ringing,” she 
said, over her shoulder and left him to 
answer It as she fled.

"I wonder If Mary and Paul are 
really going to make 'ip, after all?” 
Philip asked Blanche, a few days 
later.

"Oh, I hope not—even If he Is my 
brother! You wouldn't want her to 
marry him now that she's got such a 
splendid chunce!"

“Splendid chancel"
“Yes. Of getting Mr. Hamlin. Why!* 

if she took Paul, even If he was good 
enough for her, which of course he 
Isn't, she’d be buried In Hamstead all 
the rest of her l i f e !”

“Well, I shouldn't mind being burled 
In Hamstead, with someone I loved," 
Philip said. “What do you say about 
starting In to fix up the little law 
office for ourselves this spring after 
all? 1 know you didn't care much for 
the Idea when I first suggested It. 
But I'd enjoy the work Immensely, 
and I can probably get off for a month 
next summer.”

"Oh, Philip, couldn't we go some­
where else? There's plenty of time 
for tha t!  I'm crazy to see Bar Har­
bor or Newport."

"All right, honey, Just as you pre­
fer." he said quietly.

He left Hnmstead with the growing 
certainty that Paul and Mary wer# 
"really making up." Violet share-* 
this certaluty and ran up several new 
bill# oo tha strength of I t  M*t7 

ln *u4 of her house *<>•$

O


