VAT AT TANO LN (YOI IR

&mne chest hm CRTM.
pastine (refined), armica,
azel, aromatic spirits of am-
%, esgence of peppermint, ipe-
‘sm’tc, iime water, glycerine,

I ig tn 1n uruparnlu the flavor
caator ofl Is overcome and {f thi
§-not at hand a Httlé phgrry rum

"bé used. Another excellent way
ﬂa adninistes the ofl Is in hot bee!
‘“bfoth. Take four or five table-
- igoon:nln of the broth to ozne of oil.
x and give as a -mpie driok. M

6il is not mentioned ¢ven an
adult patient will often-fail to detect
‘the dose. For castor ofl and for vhu-
2 barb or bitter medicines a slight
.. touch of ofl of clovem on the tip of
the tongue will prove helpful.

In giving medicine (o a baby al-
. vuyu place the tip of the spoon
.. against the roof of the mouth and it
will ‘be impossible for baby to splut-
tor and ejest the contents of the
. mpoon. uomover, {n this way he can-
',not choke from having the lguid
. wnrgd Adown too quickly, A spoon-
" falof peppermint tea given after the
‘doss will relieve the taste in the
: mouth ad not be harminl, Whon it
%_to open me mmxth of an
: t-or #mall child to givé medt-
.. -oiné; do not dig the spoon into the
. Ypd Jany do, but place the fore-
on. the chin Sust shove the

T et ,bqneuth the lower lip or just
.- sbove where the dimple is apt to be.

- The month will open of itselt and
the spoon may be readily inserted.
7, Generally the tongue will come out
Jer .- -snd. the spoon can be placed directly
. wpom: it, the tip resting aptnn the
R Md}h& mough; -

,, - pF pallet’ mu be fmcen in
. ’pocn x‘i-ot Jelly of apple ssuce al-
e niost withont knowledge and after a
e dm ‘of liquld mediotne a piece of
. demon dipped In sugar will remoye

he unpleasapt ‘taste on the root of
.. " the mouth~~onw of the dlaagreeable
P ;(tit"r ﬁﬂectn ot~mtor oll or cod livér

BRI ’Whonever possible give medicine
!n hot water for the hot Arink re-
;. "is3es ‘the muscles of the throat and
o '!lmm swallowing involuntary.

It an in\mm’; oup is not at hand
tu siving & patient too weak to sit
“up Al Hquld- medlolne through =
o ,m of -macaron] that is mghuy

-1 wupved; “There -are many of these
“.eiirved. plecea in . a_package. The
.marvad pipe permits the patlent to
_swallow food oF medioine lying
‘down and without danger of sullying
dt.her ‘plllow or bedclothing.-—~New

Iitx mm;r'i Applause,

, Jolm Phiilp " Souss's momer was
s ':tnt encouu‘er and adviser;
* Wwhat she said about his work was, to
~iim,-fimal<Now;- strangely enough,
- after -he “Had been halled as the
.,"‘mi‘ch king,” two or thred years
_-alipped .awhky bétore she saw her boy
.- conduct his own band. One night,
durlng “ani qn:agement fn Washing-
- toh, \Mra.‘Houss’ wue taked, i the
- mtate befitting the mother of & march
kint to lear his band. From this
pofnt Mr. Bouns tells the story:

.10t -course; I saw mother up thers
ont-a }.ho boxel. and, to tell the

ul“d. ) 1.. ;‘
a8 vmlﬁIst Tor’ m
room. . I went in

but mother.. Bho
e in the - diding-
- hér.

YETMS round my-netk.

dear,” she sald, “you de-
.’  That memory, let me
s niors” to “hie than agy
uss. ove:* ‘given | me. "o

. -YoRTu;
h_l dark- brown or :Igto color, studdeq
‘with gold aafle, and some have the

‘ eyu
g BOMS ATE - of ch’mpm'-calored
m.r,«, and - black seude has besn
' mcogtﬂputo to doggie’s toll-
~Bothe: of - the white - Jeather |
re ’t_, with - turquoise and:
A b.,?ni::' p:t;u are koowm
possess bathry! 0 rkish tow-
suid: ofeis Shuve” linem ‘ coats
tawumnwn‘a msrm ‘clothes

| Are Bmlnm Worries Accountable

" | he marries, i» conmtantly {lluatratad.

‘'oxs® she has a2 responsibility, and

-foons, .

-1by - washing them {n-.alum andlye. .
| MaXe & solution ‘by Bolilag an ounce |

-~ Slothespins; ~anide- trom-—tire~ fxct

| MAN'S MANNERS IN THE HOME.

for His 1wk of Courtesy..
" How much magging may & woman
glve her husband in order to keep up
his manners? The old seying that
a man Is the pink of courtesy while
he is courting, and stope it &}l when

"Just whose is the fault smd where
does it begin? The lover springs to
*his teet when his beloyed enters the
room, remains standing unti] she is
soated, opens the door for her, and
stands aside whem she passes in.
That {8, he doe2s a1} these things if he
18 a well brought up young man. By
the time he has been marrie@ s year
he doem not, unless he ts & rare ex-
ception, think of offering his wife
any of these trifing courtesies. She
may draw back her own chair at the
table, pick up her own Kerchief if
she drops it, and wait on herself
generally—and on him, too.

If the man is of the right sort he
is usuzlly open to coaviction, and
when his wife rezsons with him-—
which is by no means the same thing
as nagging him, he will probably see
the error of hizx ways. But if e
doesn’'t, shall she persevere in the
drilling process?

Weil, this a matter the individual
caso must dectde. If the husband is
gentle and kindly, though neglect-
£1], it may be well for the wife to
recollect that the husband has more
cares and expenses than weighed
upon the lover, an@ that he {s prob-
ably very tired when he gets home.
iIs his home to be & real refuge and
rest to hin, or {8 he to feel that
thers, too, he 18 €0 ‘be harassed?
Some sensible women determine
that the comfort of the man of the
house {s worth more than his out-
ward manners. and walve their own
preferences in favor of his peace. It
is the wise and womanly thing for
them to do, in many cases,—but that
dues not alter tho tact that the man
should look at It from a different
point of view. If he has been trained
in these small courtesies, they will
be no burden to him, and he will
be thankful to have them recalled to
him i work and worry has made
‘him oareless.

But for the boys the mother need
show no such consideration. In thelr

she should not’ be stow to discharge
it. It im very easy for both her and
them to become careless.. 1 thought
of that not long ago, when ! saw a
young man who ha< always before
fmpresscd me as point device fn his
manners, stand in the hall of his
home with his het on, kiss bhis
mother and sister good:-by without
uncovering his head, and walk off to
business without showing to his
family the courtesy he would have
displayed to the merest stranger, of
Mfting his hat at sawing good-by. I
blxmed the boy,—buit I blamead the
mother more. That boy will be one
of the careless husbands, and his
mother f3 responiible for {t.~—Suc~

HOUSEHOLD BUGGRSTIONS,

It drled or eandied fruit has be-
come too hard to be used to advan-
tage In a cake, steam it for a few
moments.

The bolling of corks for a few
nmifnutes will causs them to sHp eas-
{ly-into .the neck of the bottle for
which they .are intended.

- 1f sherbet 1s used instead of
baking powder when making ma-
deira, seed or other plain cakes, they
will bs mmuch Iighter and of a de-
lictous fimvor, - -

A Sriliiant polish may be nvcn to
brams door fixtures, .ornaments, eto.,

of xlum, Qn 8 piot of lye and wash
the-article i it.

8erge or cloth may be thoroughly
cleayed - by rubhlng “with water ln
which- about ~twenty: young -1surel
feaves limve beed steeped for three
hours. Bolling water should be
poured over the leaves.

‘Good myeat should De firm and not
too dark nor too pale in color. There
should de no buret weins nor blood
mazks. If g0, thess places will de-
cay early in kept méat and will
spread an area of {r=fection around
them

.

Our Clothesping,

that they are wooden sticks, are true,
typlcal Americans. Wherever they
may bs, under whatever fiag and in
whatever company, they are néver at
any palns. to comceal thelr pride In
themaelves azd In the land of their
birth. Note how sauvily they toss
thelr. heads: in -every ittile bredss;
like so minny fishing-bobs on the sur-
tice of & ripply streaii)  They were
borm {5 America, and théy dou’t care
whé knows {t.- On the other hand,
¥hat it the} do sppéar a bit arro-

N

s

{form the
] nthor llku them. i

-} tiow is the glams umbrells, ‘which 18
-1 m“ﬂd with “Sli‘x_ pun from &‘ﬂll

Jo¥d . no Drotection tron the
-the -suli, but thiey possess ons ob-

Mﬁg the: w!z:d and raim, and it

gant? The Ol World, ltke the New,
knows it couldn’t get atong witbout
them. In the rigorous weather of

winter or- the bilatering sun-of suw- |

nmer they <¢an be relled upoh to per
work aisigned to them
They ire as tough mnd ruagged ‘as
they are self-importaxat, and, svery-
thing considered, the whole “world

) RS "4 V 6“ Umb' dl"‘ V ’, V

t

™ luum. &djunct to glus novel-

These urbrcllan, of courde, will al-
R¥E of

vious sdvantagé-—nanzely, thut they
st beheld in fromt of the tace when

- migne. Xime,
‘%M h& § ot riin fnto oo
‘ mmcum or 1mpm

Ralph was pot at all. surprised that,

Thikehd of speuking aloud, 1 think—»
| whole iong evening she and the oaptsin |

‘in very confidential whispers, while Mr.
| hiy sister, when Miss White had gone

- Jove with hexr.” .
tixe uwesr will ba abls §

'FROM JEST

TO EARNEST.

“1 don't understand you at all,” said
Plerce Trevor (o his friend, Ralph
Dewey. “Reveal yourself to me.”

“You talk as if 1 were a conundrum.”
" “So you are. Now look here, Dewey;
let's have a clear comprebension of the
matter. Do you love Alice White?”

“Well—yes—1 rather think, on the
whole, that ] am a littie taken with the
sparkling brunette.”

“A little taken! How very eatbusi-
astic you are. Agnd she, poor child, s
more than a little taken with you.”

*] flatter myself that you are right.”

‘“Well, then, why don’t you ask her
to marry you?”

Dewey groaneq.

“There it is,’ ‘he exclaimed; “you are
al: in such & hurry. Can’t a man ad-
mire a girl without being bprought to
book for it the very next day? 1 won't
be hurried. When I get ready I'll ask
Allce to marry me. Are you satisfied,
dear boy?”’

He threw himself lazily on the grass,
fiinging his cigar into the very heart
of a cluater of wild lowers and making
an impromptu pillow of bhis oarms,
eroased under his head.

“*Sleep, then,” said Trevor, contemp-
tuously. ‘71 can't afford to lose the
brightest hours of a golden day like
this.”

Our here had not lain there many
minutes before the soft chime of girlish
voices sounded through the Uny bugles
of summer insecta and the monotonous
murmur of green boughs overhead.

“QGirls'" muttered Dewey, “"can’'t a
fellow be clear of ‘em anywhere? But
they are on the other side of the copse,
that's one bleasing, and if I keep qulet
thay'll never beat up my ambush.”

There were on the other side of the
copse—three bright-faced, merry girls
in fluttering raiment.

“It's so delightfully cuol here,* sald
Hildegarde Aymer, a fair young blond,
s Saxon as her name.

~And one can talk here, t{00,* sald
Mary Bell. “At the hotel one is never
certatn of not being overheard.’”

Ralph Dewoy gave a silent chuckle at
this announcement.

Alice White, leaning “against the
twisted stem of the veteran wild_grape-
vine, devoted her attention to her par-
asol handle. Bhe was the prettiest of
the three, with deep, liquid brown eyes
and hair black as the blackest jet,
while her ekin, jum toucbed with the
creamy tint that characterizes the cre-
ole, glowed carmine on her cheek.

“Alice, do let me try!" said Hilde-
garde. It will be such a splendid joke,
and your complaisant adorer {s 8o long
in makipg up bis mind.”
> “But<oh, dear me!—what will Cap-
tain Aymer think?”

“He'll be delighted; men always
glory in a bit of mischief, and Kent is
such & splendid actor.”

“Do, Alice!” urged Mary Bell. “It
%ill be just like the theater Hilde-
garde’s brother is to be pretend to be
desperately in love with you and you
are to cncourage his attentions until
that slow-moving Dewey is brought to
the point. I expect to enjoy the prog-
88 of the situation intensely.”

‘But your brother must fully under-
stand the scheme,” said Alice, heslitat-
ingly.

“0Of course—shan't 1 explain it to him
myaelf? There's not a bit of harm in
#t, and Mr. Dewey certainly needs some
stimulus. Now, do consent! Xate will
be here this every evening, remember.”

‘“Bhe doesn't forbid it, Hlldegarde,”
eagerly cried Misa Bell, 'and all the
world knows that silence gives consent.
Come, see how long the shadows are
‘etung?"

- Anid moon “five” thive ‘graces nmnod

down the hillside.
~ Dewey rose to his feet and walked
away also,
"My dear little girls,” um he, by
wiy of sollloquy, “it's &' very cleverly
concooted plan, but it won't work, and
J've no doubt I shall enjoy lt .as much
a5 Miss-Bell proposes to do.) And he
began to chuckle agein, to think how
completely he shoula out-general his
feminine advetsaries. ‘““I'll keep .Alice
in suspense for another month, just to
pay her for that!” he added within
himself. *I like the girl well enough,
but for all that I WOn't be hurrisd nto
matrimony.” ¥

Knowing what he knew therefore,

‘avening when he walked Into the hotel
drawing rogm 1o se¢ & styiish_ young
man sitting on the sofa devoting him-
#elf to his own Alice White.

“Lat eex work,” said Mr. Dewey,
mth a tover smile.

Then ke &at down to play backgam-
wmon with a pretty widow.

Froin beneath her long lashes Alice
witched her lover,

“It doesn't produce any effect at all

upon him—the b tc." said Hildegarde,

who had exp aee the dennquent

brought to text qmmm -
“Yhat ji"becilye we do not put 1t on

strong enough,”said the ¢sptain. “ Alice
=] may call you Alice?”.

““Oh, cerfainly—it {5 'all in the play,”
replied Mins White, -

"W'e/ll thcn, Allco, I think we ought
to ﬁnmeMa through the halls argn In
arm a while, and if we were to .whisper

Aljce llu;h-d and consented, sl the
suchanged 'very commonplace remarks
Dewey and the widow played back-
ghminon serensly.

1 like this” sald Captain Kent to
0 her room.

I ever naw.”
" “Ohb, but Kent, you musn't f211 in

“Sbo is the prettiest girl

% shall not ml in love with her—
‘there's 1o danger;” sald Aymer, “but

hip sister ba,

“turn

you for -u;es&hc ®o .
Alice crieqd herself to lleep thal

night. Dewey 6idn’t seem to care s
pin whether she flirted or not.
The pext day she went out horse-

bacik riding with the captain. Kent sat

his horse ke a centaur and Alice came
back rosy as a whole bed of carnations.

"Are you going with us to the Cedar
Fallis tomorrow, Alice?” asked Mr.
Dewey that evening. *“We said some-
thing about golng together a week ©f
80 ago, didn’t we?” .

Alice was ready with ber lesson.

“Did we? 1 bad forgotten, besldes, 1
promised to go with Captain Aymer.”

‘“With Aymer?”’

ttYes.bl

*Ob, well, all right. 1 can take Julia
Symington.”

Alice’'s 1ips quivered, but Hildegarde
shook her head at her, and she did not
call back her lover, as had been her
fmpulse. Captain Aymer proved a most
devoted cavaller, and Alice hall re-
proached. herself that she had enjoyed
the day so much.

So the glowing mldsummer swept by,
and Mr. Dewey held aloof, hugging
himsgelf to think how he was outwitting
the conspirators, though an occaslonal
twinge of jealousy now and then upset

Entertaining a young man.
bim. Presently there was a sort outery
among the allied forees. An order had
come from the inexorable war depart-
ment and the captaln must go at once.
“The matter was getting serlous,”

thought Ralph. “But just as soon as
tkat confounded puppy gets away I'll
make Alice & happy woman. Maybe,
though, it would be well to puntsh her
a bit longer.”

“Oh, Alice, aren‘t you sorry?” sobbegd
Hildegarde, clinging to her tall broth-
er. whose face was unwontedly grave.

“Yes, mldegarde," sald Allce, “‘l am
very sarry.’

Captain Aymer looked peneu‘tlngly
into her face. There were real tears
sparkling and qulvering on her lashes,
and the roses paled from her cheeks,

“Aljce.” he sald, impetucusly, "is it
from the heart?”

Allce, silly little creature that she
was, began to cry, and Hildegarde
rushed forward, exclalming.

“Oh, Kent! You promised that——""

" A man isn't responsible for his fate,
and I've fallen in love with her,” de-
clared the young officer. “Alice, pm 1
to Jlove you in vain? Tell me, my
sweetheart?””

The girl tried to smile.

"0Of—of course, this is part of the
program,” she faltered.

“By Jove! but it is not!” cried Ay-
mer. °““What was jest has become earn-
est. 1 love you, Alice. 1 cannot leave.

you ;here to-become.the ‘dridé of that

gelf-concelted puppy. Tell me that 1
may hope!”

Hilgegarde seized both her friend's
hends in & firm grip.

“She i0ves you, Kent—she loves you.
I see it in her eyes!” she cried joyouly.

“Stand aside, sister mine,” saild Ay-
mer. ‘1 have the first right here. She
is mine now.”

Yes, it was true that the little mor-
sel of acting had.'become strong, life-
long reality. Kent and Alice had piayed
at lovers unttl love, the sly rogue, crept
into both tifeir hearts with almost un-
percelved !ootltepn.

“Are you happy, Alice?” crlnd the
young sqgldier, when all was settled and

as @ great secret, how the stratagem
had ended.
“Obh, Kent,” she whlspersd “l never
before knew what true happiness was,”
Captain’ Aymer must have been un-
rmtona’ble indeed not to be satisfled
with the snswer. He departed, carry-
ing with him the loving heart of Alice
White.
Ralph Dewey contemplated the de-

small degree.of satistaction, .
“How's my chance,’ ‘he- thq ht. 1
| Buees, on the whols, I'l} nut),iep
in suapense any lenger, poor ¢ 11d.
to be coerced.”
Mr. Dewey proposed accordingly in
due form that very.day.
“I'm very sory, Mr. Dewey * said
Alice, looking provokingly lovely, “but
-but I'm already ennnd ”
umm,n
_“Yes, to Captain Aymer "

tatlvety, “what's the use of keeping up
this farce any longer? Of cotirme, I
kpow it is all & satratagem.” .= -

“It is rot.” said Alice, mdlgnanﬂy.

1 jove him and he lovn mo-—m there

my ﬂng.” A
$he held up her ﬂnm a8 she .poko,
where on & solitaire dinmond glittered,
So Mr, Dewey turned away, with his
self-love greatly wounded, while Eilde-
garde mu Bell snd all the rest re-}
verdiot of “Just
m h m Mﬂ" SR

mmmz X'm-onuhoutmh‘

.voice that quite startied Mary: -

-rup off o tell Mary Ball, |

parture of Hildegarde’s brother with no

only wanted to fet “et see that] wﬂ’t"

| were marti

“Now, Alice,” said Raiph, argomen- |

proofs of & story which ke wantd Mary

¢ THE DREAM

A ANDM

THE WAKING,

And there, In the midst of a chattes-

Ing, gesticulating, fashionably eciad
throng stood Mary, pink~cheeked, smil-
ing and talking animategly about art;
Mary, in strange, esthetic array, with
the train of her clinging gown cliled
serpentwize about her feet, her pretty
bair dragged forward in. a pale brown
fiuff that threatened to drop over her
eyes at any moment, and a rose tucked
behind her dainty ear.

Coulgd she be that demure, shrinking
country girl whom Robert had escorted
to rural dances foar short years ago?

Evidently the painting under consid-
eration was the work ¢f Mary’s hands.
It was & portrait of an amazingly tall,
reed-like woman whose scanty dra-
peries seemed in eminemt danger of
slipping off altogether. Robert looked
from Mary to the picture and back sev-
eral times before his bewildered con-
sclousness grasped@ the significant fact
of her artistic achievement. Then, quite
suddenly, Mary turned and saw him.

“Why, Robert Nearing!"’ she cried
with unfeigned delight, going forward
with outsretched hands. ‘‘Robert, in-
deed, I'm very glagd to sce you, really!”

It was not at all what he had hoped
she would say, or, rather, not the way
he had hoped to be grected. The old
exquisite reserve of manner was gone;
her ready smlile transferred {itself from
the company to him with unprejudiced
sfncerity that mage it drearlly Imer-
soaal

“0f course, you'll stay for a littde
chat about home folks'” she insisted.
“] live here with Miss Gilbert, my ri-
val in art, and. being good Bohemians,
we get op swimmingly together.”

Robert stayed after the silken throng
had fluttered off Mary lit the pink-
draped lamp on the little stand with its
balf-emptied wineglasses. drew up an
easy chair, and seated hersclf where
the light fell rosily on her pretty, smil-
ing face. She asked al! manner of
questiocns about the old frfends and her
brother, who had fostered her orphaned
childhood with paternal tenderness.

“Dick hasn’t been in to see me often
—only twice, in fact,” she told Robert.
“But I really don’t miss him half as
much as | feared 1 might, because so
many other interests have come into
my life.”

“This is one of the ‘interests,” I sup-
pose,” sald Robert., nodding toward a
picture on ber degk ; the photograph of
a man with a handsome, boyish face
and eyes of singular, womanish beauty.

Marv's face took a delicate reflection
of the roses ob her bosom and & sudden
radiance flashed across her fine eyes,
like a gleam of sunlight oo still waters.

“He is the dearest fellow in the
world,” she answered, blithely, “A jolly
good fellow straight through.”

Robert did not trust himself to an-
swer. He picked up the picture and
looked closely, but unseeingly at the
handsome, debonair face of his ‘rival,
while he fought down the paln of de-
feat, for the look in her eyes when they
strayed toward the picture of “the dear-
est fellow in the world” destroyed the
last vestige of his hopes.

He was a man of fine character,
sternly upright and sweet-natured, but
slow of speech and singularly reserved.
He had loved Mary in patient silence
for six years, during which his mecret
hopes had helped him through much
tol! and disappointment. Now that the
realization of bis ambition bhad given
him the right to speak there was
another man {n his light—a man
against whom he had not the shadow
of a chance.

“Are you engaged to mu’ry hMm?" he
ashed presently, in a hard, conntrained

“Oh! dear, no,” she laughed. "Wera
chums—good fellows. He is a writer,
and, like most of the tribe, poor and
charming. He writea stories about me
and poses for my skkeiches. Niither of
us think of marriage. We talked that
queation all over and came to a sensi-
ble understanding.”

“And you've given up
marrying?”’ Robert asked.

Mary nodded and bit off the tip of
the bud she toyed With. .

* *“Will & career satisfy you?”

“Perfectly,” Mary answered, glibly.
“We live aa you see, in & happy-go-
lucky, unconventional way. We sell
our work when we can, when we can't
~—~why, then, we don't,” she laugned
with an irresponsible shrug.

“Strikes me you've changed s good
desl,”” sald Robert, soberly, after a
thoughtful pause.

I don’t like the idea of you living
this way, Mary,” said the young fellow,
favoluntarily glancing at the vnn‘o,
glasses.

“This is because of your ab-urdly
one.gided view of things,” she laughed,
good-naturedly. it Is great fum, re-
ally. 1t spoils one for the humdrum -
lite of the old-fashioned womas. |

*“That is just why 1 object toit. I'd
rather see youthappily married snd set- |
tled down in.what you call “humdrun~
lite' than living as you dao here. |
Couldn’t you p?lnt as well even if you
’l

“Desar, n0!* said Mary, very positive-
ly, with & laugh at the abeurdity of
such a thought. “Marriage spoils art.

the idea of

But what of yourseli, Robert!” Why |

don't you take your own ld'vlce .and’
settle dm?“ : ]

“Because,” - said Robert, mwely,
“there is only one girl in the world to -
me, and she doesn’t want me.” )

The smile died out of Mary's eyes
inomentarily.

“I'm so gorry, Robert” she mid sim-
ply. Her oyes siraysd inadvertently
to the ploture in his hand, and she won-
dered vaguely if she was ‘“the onl{
womm in the world™ to 'rea Hamoy, ,

] . L

That night Mcy ulled with thov

il ieasmenw L

| o read it was & hnm:muy _writen’
| sketch of a decadsnt type, ih"which' &
man of the world had wooed’ anq won .

3 less worldly woman.

“I don't like it," Mary toid hnn
frankly, “it leaves 2 bitter taste io Lhe
month.*

“Pays well,” sald Ted, complacentiy
- And by the way, the stery is a true
one.”

“Are vou tbe hero, Ted?”

“] am,” he admitted, unblushingly.

“And the girl-—surely she isa myth 7

“Your quondam model, Elenor
Frost.”
“Elenor! Angd sHe loves you?”

“Does that surprise you?” Teéd asked,
lighting a cigarette and leaning back
among the cushions of the divan. “Yes,
she does.”

“Ted, you deliberately made her be-
lievé that you cared.”

“l succeeded perfectly, ﬂa you will
see by the stary.”

Mary’s eyes hardened, and a curi-
ous pallor supplanted the rose of her
cheek.

'“Are you telling me the truth?” she
asked, in a low volce.

“This time—yes.”

“Now ] begin to understand the
change {n Elenor. ! used to lovs tO
have her here, her happy presence wvas
so infectious, go delightfully genunine.
Then suddenly she grew moody. Grace
tells me she has lost favor with artists
because she no longer takes any ipter-
est in her work. So that is your doing,
Ted Hartley? To be able to write well
—to analyze life's master emotion—
you blighted an innocent life. Are you
not proud of your achievement?®

“Oh' come now, Meg, you're not
growing squeamish at this late day,”
Ted exclaimed, uneasily.

“Squeamish?®”’ she repeated, with
measureless scorn. “No, I am nrot
equeamish; | am ashamed to have
touched hands with a man capable of
such despicable treachery, mich more
bitterly ashamed to have loved him.
Once I thought I cared.for you, now I
tbank God for having spared the great-
est misfortune that can befall a wom-
an.”

Ted threw down hls story and rose,
but ehe waved him back authoritative~

8he clasped her hands behind her.
ly and clasped her hapds behind her.
8he had grown very white, and her oyes
had a look that he had never seen
there befpre.

‘Don’t try to explain your conduct.
Nothing that you can say will lessen
your guilt. Will you please go, now,
before I despise you too much?”

When the door cloged after him Mary
sank into bis vacated place on the di-
van and abandoned herself to the lux-
ury of tears, whether of grief or shame
or sorrow lt would be hard to tell, for
she was too bitterly hurt to bhe able to
think clearly;, what she had always
feared In secret had at last come true
—that she wonld wuke % i w n

u»&

‘She felt snddenly Very wWeary or the
glitter and hollowness of Bohemia
which had worn away her youth and
freshuess and given nothing in return
but a few turbulent pleasures that "feft

2 bagd taste in the mouth.”

She had accomplished next to noth-
ing outside of a living—and now she
knew insiintively that she never would
realize the old ambitious dream. Well,
ahe was young enough and strong
snough to outllve her mistake and—
forget.

It was closs upox dusk when t.ho
train arrived at Mapleton. She gave
ber orders to the rustic driver and
climbed wearily into the shambling

hack which set off at onca toward her . »

brother’s plade on the outakirt of the
village.

Suddenly she called to the dr!ver,
who slowed up &Sumbrously. She
alighted and made her way over the
long damp of the awn to the
great front door, turmed the yielding

Jknob and entered the hall.. A rift of

light from the pu‘ny open qoor of the
living room guided her unertingly.

“Robert sat before the glowing hearth,
bis dark head resting on the chair hack,
his hands clasped in an attitude of deep
refiection. Suddenly he looked up and.
‘saw her. A red wave surged acroms his
4aee,~and he drew.a.sharp. breath .of
startled amazement, but he uld never
a word,

“Robert,” sald Mary, in & clear, w-
shaken voice, “I have come back in my
right mind—finished writh Bohemia for
ever. Do you atill want me?”

He rose and held out his arms, bui

she, hesitated, her face fushing and . .
g by turts 1t wavellke succession.

u;ry, I never wanted anything or
anyone 8o much in my life!" he cried.
Mary smiled radiantly.
“I'm 80 glad, Robert." she whispened

1 —~Illustrated Bits,

The Kansas penitentiary is greatly

gvercrowded. Pity the heavy rush
of sammer boarders can’t be utiliged
{tn the 'wheat flelds. :

_ Busy men seem to attract 1dle men
" curely us molaes sitract fiee. -




