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The Neglected Wife

HE Negleetod Wife was running

away! . Ruuning away with the

Other Man into a besutiful world of
romanes, full of tlowers and sunshine—
und all sorts of other things with
shiarming namnes,

Her pretty face was pale, she had
s curious, trembling feeling abont the
straight line of determingation, and it
wis with determination that she drew
down the blind—shutting out the dy-
ing light of the November afternoon
—turned up the gas, and fet ahout mak-
ing her prepurations,

A she moved round the protty roon
which she and the Negleeted Hushamd
had furnished together hardly a year
wgo, she told berself that he would thor-
opghly deésorve whut he was going to
get. Would he miss her, she wondered,
prusing un instant in her oceupation !
No—her faee hardened—Nlis work was
enough for him! Why, for the lust
months she had seareely seen him,

It wus too had!  Not for thix had
she married!. True, he had warned her
that n doctor's life wag o busy and ex-
acting one, but never had sho thought
that things could be s they were
Work, work, work, moming, noon pud
night—yes, night, too, for of late he
had even taken to leoping  downstairs
in the surgery, beeavse ho suid the night
oally were f0 frequent and would spoil
her rest.  Absurd! If he bad really
minded le could huve made some ar
rangement, get some one to help b
or something, And “n the rure moments
they spent together he wik grive, pre
occupied, took uo intevest bn the things
that interested her. Ob! it was unbear
abla!

She lashed herself into  fury, still
moving about her task. What did Le
care for hor work? It was hig own that
was so important. He bardly knew
thnt she had any work. What was her
pretty talont for writing, 10 him? He
seldom had time for more than indul:
gently smiling glance over the grasefi)
trifles of verse which wme dey wee
to make a hook and their author's name
at the suwe thne—the Other Man L
said o,

Aan i matter of faet, there was noth-
ing in them to read atherwise than with
smiling indulgenee, for in all her but
tertly days the poor, pretty little Neg
Ieeted Wife had never oneo seon lifo
at it is.  But this she did not know.
And the Other Mdn was prohaps moro
complimentary than truthful,

How about this bracelet! these ecar
rings, rings and brooches? She would
like to take them with her, They were
all gifts from the Negleeted Husband,
it I8 true snd—did wives who were
Crunning away'' take their husahnds’
presents with them? She did not know,

The bracelet he had bought ber in the
Palals Royal when they were on their
brief honeymoon in Paris. It had ecost
more than be could afford, but as he
clagped it on her yrist he had sald ten:
dorly that she was worth the expendi.
ture, Ah! she was, in thoso days!
Those earrings, sparkling on their vel
vt bed, were bought out of the earn-
ings of his first big case after their
maurrisge—they had not been eheap,
This brooeh was s birthday preseni—
her birthday; this pendant another-
big birthday, These trifles marked other
dnys here and fhere, the lust not so very
far behind her. Bhe sighed and return
ed the things to the jewel case on the
table, No, She decided that wives did
not tuke their jewels when they left
the giver,

Tueked nway among other belongings
glio eame upon & copy of Tennyson,
That, too, had been her lnghand's gift
during their engagement, She turned
the pages rapidly. Why, how he bLad
peneil marked lines here and there! Bhe
bad forgotten that! He must have been
fouder of poetry than she had theught
—it win a loving hand that made those
marks, Well, perhaps he was—of other
people’s. Not of hers! Hers was noth-
ing to him. She hardened hersell again
and put the hook back among the
things that must be left behind, Boon
want of appreciution and noglect would
be left behind, too. She would be with
pome one who could understand and ad-
mire her, love her as she deseryed to be
loved, soe her as she was,

Aftor all, it was only a handbag that
sho eould take with her-now. Whe-Uth-
or Man had said that he would buy her
all she needed. And later—when the

big step was taken—no doubt the rest
would he sent to her. The hig etep!
What would it feel like to hove tuken
it?

But it grow late. No more time must
be wasted, She took dawn n dark eos
tume, dark fors, n dartk hat and veil
Dark eolored thifzs seched suitable for
a wife who was running eway, They
nndoubiedly were the praper wear.
Rhe donned the clothes, fasteniog
them with fingers which lind begun to
trembile in o most unndeonntable man-
ner, regarding  hersolf in the glass
meanwhile with tragieally widened Llue
ryes,

Now all was done, One last look
round, and then—to moake the plunge.

But as she took the last look, a
aitind in the hall downstairs made het
start.  Mad some ane thrust the Iateh.
Loy in? Yes, the outer door shut with
a hung, & voice ealled her name, quick
footsteps sotinded on the stairs, and
lier hushand was in the room.

“We've suved ler, Ruby!™ he said
excitodly: “Pwe've saved her, Bhelll
live, thank God!  And thank God the
sirain i over!  But we have won. e
pushed the hale off hig foreiosd with
o ogesture of relicl.

W ht—what do you mean?  Who
will livel' the girl stamimered, her
hrain working desperately for o way
out of the frap in whieh she found
herself, Who would have dreamt of his
returning at thiv hour—the first time
for woeeks and monthsf

SThe ense I toldl you of, ehild!
Surely you've ot forgitten? The ense
'va been so desperately anxious shoit
this Inst month. Lord! but T have lad
W time of it. Over and over again 1
thought she wnw slipping through our
fingers, and 1 believe it would have
Liroken my heast if she hud. But she's
enfe now. She was sueh o pretty voung
thing hefore her illness, so gay—she re
minded me of wov, and that wos one
reason why—"" He hioke off dnd drew
back, socing she wae not  listening
s8orry, lttle woman,'™ he conchuded,
O ghouldn't talk shop, shonld 11 Pt
T'm o bit beside myself, Torgive me.
Are you going om '

et owhie enld, lardly  knowing
what she did sav, “I'm going to the
(Mifforde'' Put the lig Lurt ber, for
she way not o bad woman—ouly o vain
and foolish ane.

His fues fell. “‘Must you go? 1
hoped you would he at home.  17ve gol
an evening off.  Colguhonn bk
agring going to look after hi= own pa
tientsn and mine, fon, for onee. Tt
siel a long time sinee we've bad on
evening together, Can't yoo siay?!
he asked, wistfully,

But his words only helped her fo
rally resentment to her aid.

N ! ghe anwwered Ditterle, 4T
ean’t stay. 1'm going out, 1t iv not
my fault that we've not had evenings
together, Day after day T spend niine
alone, and yon never even ask how I
gpend them, And when you do tome in
all you think of is your patients, 1
don't ecount. T've lhad more than
enough of it!"™" She torned away and
begnn moving Wlindly about the room
ngain.

He looked at her de edly for o few
moments,  Thon—"*You arc uijust!®
he said; tnrned slowly from her, and
went downstiuire,

Five minutes later ehe aleo
down, handbeg in hand, and oot iuto
the raw murk of the evening., The sit
ting room deor was ajor as she passed
and #he saw him sitti-g there alone.
Hig fues soemed to have grown older
and sterner than it used to be,

A taxi passed ler as sho stood hesi
tating on the pavement outeide, Bhould
shie take it No! Taxicabe earried one
so—fast, Ah! a hansom—that would
be better!

Ana the ecab jingled away with her
alie took a letter fram her hosom, long-
ing hungrily for the familinr thrill with
which letters in this hand-writing had
nover failed to sapply her hitherto.
Their writer wns o master of his craft,
His charmingly arfificial prose and
gracefully fantastic poetry bad made
him something of o ¢alebrity in his own
soction of the literary world,
But for once he failed to
mark.

The little runaway wife, searching
for the thrill whieh shonld bring her
somfort, searched in vain tomight,
Searched in vain among the faulflessly

%

stole

hit  the

perfeet sentenees and tuneful phrases
for somothing—something which an ob-
trusively insistent thought told her bad
been in the rough, unpolished lines of
other letters, received a year ago—
short, rugged letters burning with the
white fire &f o strong man's love.

Her eyes foll on the lines, ''So, my
bird, my little singer of swect songs, we
will take flight from this land of gloom,
and somewhore, far from its clondy
whores, build 4 pest togethev beneath
southern skies!’’ Ounly a few hours
ago these very words bad filled her
foolish little soul with ecstasy. Now,
they seemed a trifle vague—unnatisfy-
ing. Somehow the " building of a nest
beneath Southern skivs’’ soemed to her
at this momoent & thing less desirable
thun the going back into awn ordinary
homely room in the *“‘land of gleom,”’
where @ tired man was sitting lonely
and dull, brooding over a fire which
he was almost certainly letting go ont,

Ab! There ahead glittered the lights
of the stution. How near they were!

there,

Suddenly ber hard shot up; the trap
flew open,

““I—think 11 get down here,’’ she
gﬂuiit'ni. <

She left the amazed driver looking
wonderingly at just double his proper
tare, crossed the roud and in five min-
wtee” tinie was hurrving buek over the
wiy she bad come, a8 fast oy the fast-
est taxi would take her.

The Intehkey was still in her pocket,
She shipped i1 in, crept lightly through
the lhull=the s=itting room door was
ghut now—upstiirs to ber raom,

How strangely unetanged it looked
—conkidering that o eentury had pass-
od sinee a silly woman had left it and
started off on the road to—what? But
the silly woman had come back—ecome
back home.

She uoapacked the little hag with im-
putient lands, hiding it away. SWhe tevo
of f tlo unsuifably dark garmests put
tn her daintiest louse fraek, eombed

ling eurrings in Ler little pink ears,

Then she went down,

He was still sitting where she had
left bim. The room looked cheerless
and as <he bad expested, the five noed:
pd attention. He way gazng into its
dull embery listlessiy, the beok he had
been reading Iving Ueside him, face
downward on the floor,

He did xot ook up as she opened the
ldoor, but when a bright little vision
passed him to go down on ity knees,

hearth brush i hand, between hon and
the forgotten fire, s whelo faee
ehatgerd,

SChildie! You ' he exelwimed. *)
thonght it was one of ihe maids,
Yon've come back—1 am glad! What
happenod?’’

** Nothing—nothing  happened,'’ sbe
caid, rather breatblessiy, ' I just came
hack. T thought you would be lenely
and—and cross—and— I knew you'd
lot the fire out—ind—""

Pt teard were splashing on the
hearth brush and the shovel, and the
fire was oot getting made up properly
after all,  Bo the neglectful husband
leaned forward snd drew the Negleeted
Wife up bodily mto bis arms.

Lok here, little woman,’* he said,
“tyou and 1 bave been going the wrong
way and work Intely, and it's got to be
different. I've been seeing it all since
vou said what you did just now. 1've
heen a thonghtless brute, very likely,
wrapped up in my owr profession, Buot
vou huven't troubled ag you might to
enter into the difficulties or under-
stand what the strain of it is some-
times,  We've been drifting toward
shipwreek, dear, but there’s met going
to be any shipwreek if my wife will
help me steer. See, little one. Will you
help me steer?”’
$0h, 1 will, T will; yes, 1 willl?’ she
sobbed bysterieally, winding ber arms

whether ghe would ever bave the tour-
age to tell him how very near they had
been to the shipwreek of which he
spoke,

And it was not until & maid eame in
to lay the table for dinner that the fire
(which really was peglected) got the
attention it needed.

But on the following day the wife
who was not mneglected had another
kind of fire, attended to by nobody but
herself., And in it she burned, hesides
& great many beautifully cxpressad let-
ters full of exquisite semliments, a
jquantity of peeme—nct Tennyson's.

The Other Man would be awaiting her |

tightly round his neck, and womdering |

Farm Manure to Give
Best Results

E BLOW in purchasing high-priced
B commercial fertilizers. Furm mo-
nure gives better yields, necord-

ing to experiments at the Nebrasks sta-
tion. The agronomy department advises
that economic results from the use of
expensive commercial fertilizers can-
not be expected until the normal sails
of the furms are kept in the Lest physi-
eal condition by means of proper and
timely tillage. The vegetable content
of the normal goils in many places is
low and the farmer can improve them
in this respect before attempting any
costly commercial fertilizers. Many
farmers who applied varicus high priced
fertilizors and combinations thereof last
spring failed to obtain sny results for
their extra labor or financial outlay,
possibly partly due to the dry weather,

FROHIBITION AND THE HOP
FAERMER,

The Hop Orowers' Convention st
rAulon on Haturday, June 6, discussed
aa article which appeared in the *'Ore-
gon Statesman,’' and admitted that the
statemenls made there were true, Here
aro gomo of the things whichk the brow-
erd and hop growers who dominated t'ie
eonvention admitted:

Lesy than two per ernt of Oregon
bops are used in Oregon, More than
half of the go out of the United
Btates, Prohibition would not hurt the
hop market, The largest brewery in the
state has been advertising imported
hope. If the stale went dry and no new
markel wey found for hops, only two
hop pickers out of a huodred woald
lose their job, Or, to put it in hours,
the average bop picker geis in about
14 days’ work; so he would lose about
two and a half bours work if Oregon
went dry.
| Hops do exhaust the land. The crop
and the price is umeertain. Ruising
hops is gambling with the plow. Be-
eause it exNausty the land, it is the
mont expeusive crop that can be raised,

out her curly bair, fastened the mpark-[Only ground that overflows can raise

bopn year aftor year, and it costs so
mueh Lo fix up a hop yard that you
cannot rotate the crop. The largest
bop growern in fbe state have gone
bankrupt. Others nre gotting out of
the business and putting in more stable
erops.  Waghington stute was first in
hop growing; she is now sixth, because
her goil 12 extinusted.

Milk the Farmers.

We might add to this that the hop
buyer milks the grower, just s the
rower milks the Iand. He ocontracts
or hops at 25 per cent below market,
advances 30 per eent to pay the pick-
ars, and whing the farmer, Brewere and -
bop huyrers are rouning the growers’ ,
organization. They do all the speaking,
plan all the moves; the farmers only -
put up their dollars, These Lop growers
are getting well paid for doing their '
work of orgamiking the farmers to pull
the hop buyers' chestnnts, The farmer
payw for the privilege of being a cat's
paw.

Brewers’ Best Bervant.
The crowning aet of service, however,
i8 done by the farmers, their wives and
their childven on election day, Orogon
stayed wet in 1910 simply becanse the
farming people did not go to the polls,
In eleven rural counties Jess peaple are
registered now with women voting than
registered in 3012 without them. 1f
the farmers stay at home Oregon goes
wet. The farmer and hig wife are the

lehiof reliance of the brewer, who ex-

pects them to stay st home on Novems
ber 3, He is basing hie hellef on what
happened in 1910,

ay-

Hatch the Goose Egge in 1914

Oregon voted wet in 1010 because

half of us stayed home. (See Cut).

400,000 Voters in Oregon This Year.

If 300,000 vote, Oregon is dry, If

only 200,000 vote, Oregon in wct,

Talk Your Neighbors Into Voting.
Vote DRY and EARLY,

November 3rd, 1014,

(Faid Advertisement.)




