P HE Morrls-Moores had Jist had
thelr first—no, not quarret—tiff.
Horry was uow in bls stady
pulling down books he dld pot
want and piling them up on bis
table. Hso selected a row of
“The

while hearing him jtalk. Not much to me.
though, but he Jooked at me a lot, and some
* Hlow seemed to be ponscious of everything I
was dolng. Dr. Stbmor came in after, dnd
wanted me to look!out music for him. We
went igto the cornet together and got out the
fallos, ahd though hie was talking to father, I

knew very well! e was watching us’ That's
h

Poor. Appetlte

- indicategweaknessof thestom-

ach nerves which- control the
desire for food. Itisa sure
‘sign that the digestive orgma
need the help of :

BEECHAMS
PILLS .,

80ld Everywhera, In bozes 10c. l.d?-h

notebooks bearing title,
Grisons and the Itatlan Valleys.”
He got out “extensive white.
blotched Swiss sufvey maps.
and «files of the little “Ladin”
paper printeid ‘at Samaaden, He
had got all tbis up thoroughly
“an his Tust journey, and now was the tlme to
Zlp deep into the pile of printed and annotated
tug.” It would help him to forget anything
. 50, absolutely silly as a little Wife upstalvs in
her Toom, the tears of tempey still wet on her
] <heeks, and employlng her gmail white teeth
40 reducing to tattered “waste” a soaked lice
pdcket handkerchief.

all,” Clara concludedl. She had been rending] '
very rapidly, as if dnslous to get to the endy
“Now for yours!" !

Mine! oh, mine'sino great thing” sald Har-
opentng his. mdn black pocketbook, “jou
-tings merely.”

“Go o, please.” |cncd Clara, stamping her
‘foot, “and mind. .mnz alter a ward or put ini ¥
more. T shall know. =
Christmas eve
at Guardian articie.
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(began Harry) * ‘worked
took 1t round. saw proaf
of vesterday's. Chief wanis me to go to:AT-
meniz about {he atfecitles. Sham't:  Po ciub
in nl[(lrl,oall—-Lll[lon MeCosh, .\luu\nv and tev.
cral of the follows jthere, Who Fafted ma o |

ed o
Terdrp st be ek pee requst. v«
say all exprestage, C

Hogs, a0d remlt proiody.
LEOPOLD GASSNER FUR CO.

Henry Morrls-Moare felt himselt vers supe: 54 Faxt 1200 Bt Capiral
wiar. ‘{; was o Ima, cold, judieinl, and above stop. - Told them 1 gouldn't. H{ad to zo ouf o] FeEenoy (N $250,000.00
what he called “iafantile tenpers.” oli Linklater's to (hnnmvurls musie, botis— ‘
" Upstalrs Clara wept and fretted. hut 1 shouid look L tate !
. To think, only to think—scarcely  ten “Oh!" mu‘rj(‘cleﬂ Clara, with hcr head .vud
months married, and it kai come to talst Ab « denly haughty, “a hore—was f#t7

. “You sald a horrid nuisance!” remarxed

ity lmm—

4¢ only she had known! Were all men so cruel, ¢
b BENTLEY. BENTLEY MICHIGAN

50 bitter? Did nobody care for her? She
would go to her mother—No (Clara's reficction
cdme refreshingly_cool. like a splash of cold
water), Rooo—well. not quity that! For one
thing, she kaew her mother: and Mrs
coy-Linklater weuld “pack her back
husband,” Clara beard her motier speak these
Yery words.

But—it was over. So much was fixel
Never, never woukl it be “glad, confident marn
ing again” Henry had settled that when he
_those cruel dividi
. Clara co!
N

her husband, and continued his reading ¥ lth-
onit. trounting 1o defend himselt further.
“f got there ragly—long way out of to¥hi—
several falve trai At last found the piake
o big- house under, ree
I could see tn tho hall a girl
putting up holly and green
ol Linkiater came and introducad me.
Is Clara!™ 1 becamv consclous of 1w great. |
dack. steady hhazel cves The dinrer
went ail right after
ascingting and glas wmm. e
There w ulso a sister.’ '

~ said Clara. “You-are making.
n.‘un/; 1 know you ‘
hazd sifentls nded her the Look

0 writt

1t wa 2.

CL AL 2z
AT THE FHITTERY OF

JHE
did npt apologize for her
{ swept off the piz She cniy remarked, "Oh. but rou a
whera, on the routiied arm of a big easy And, rubbing her chicek aga

slepve, she purred. .

ehe had Hitle more Wherty of movemen: than

that of swingipg Ner feet naughtliy and rebel-

lio while ker husband questioned her.

hat book were.you re ng ¢o0 intently

s afternoon when I ca upon you in the
T Lot me see U7

there
iy side—
th the

“Oh, you voward? Be-
. o

——
ds foy-|

“AD. L

“To ny—tn Aunt lmlhl:‘. ready!

e wouldn't have vou, chihl” laughed ke

e, Cawd besides, she would (‘hdrgu you

uudnl—-v\\*‘cn 1 should have to pag!
11,

i T
0! litie | prv

| Foudpar—You say baby swallowed a

sadd Harry Moure.

I would pay It out of my ¢ws mon- ko on—go oat No. the spoou? Did It burt her?
’ ) i Mrs, Fondpar—i'm afraid so; ste
“What own mon: stion™ cail. Tock , hasn't been abie to stir since!
B pie flowers up to Ei d taiked to the old -
Morris-Moore” sald ber jady. Thlah I made a cangusst. But the Lady ‘ Does Your Cat Cough?
. av. i you Fun away 10w : Poor pussy: As if the immemorial
wouldn't In\c any house monexi” and a half, but don't thin ¥ t her of keeping us
N N awake o nlgh(s and of eating canary
Then In a burst, as he sbook her, “Oh’ you Dear old lady birds whemever she gets. the chraco }
great baby.” he cried, “make up. Bring the Harry, vou are a coldbloodod wretch! Wers not omeugh, the doctors have U
book! It was a volume of your diary. [ koew trary, Mrs. Moore!® just dlscovered (ha: for vears she has
Ly the lock. [l show you mine. Falr ex- And wlhoul BIVRE ! hoyn responsible for the spread of
chiange!  Off with you!” Clara opened the Jiphtheria. Dr. G. J. Awburn of
come with me. then.” said Clara, hasil boarde aud contiaued, Munchester, England. having traced

out all the afternoon witlr Mlss Grierson. Down
the lane—soup kitchen,
home with her ta tea. When I got-home I
saw mother bad a secrct. You abways Kpew
by the satlsficd way she has of Jooking myste-
rious. She would be disappolnted it you duinl
ask her at once. So [ teased her to tell

Do you know whom I've been crterfin-
fng all afternoon? she sald. her shoulders
shaking wlth repressed laughter. 1 understood
well cnough. .

“On, the curate 1 said, as carelessly as
I coutd. 'l saw him going dowa the lane like
a palr of compasses let Joodp.'

“'Do you thin} the turaxc would bring me
those? said mother, trlumpbantly. Afd she | ssys, Is to let the first wheeze be
showed me a lovely bunch of roses, & Wagon:, pussy's death warrant. '
load mearly, which she had set well back in .

an epidemic of this disease in a sub-
urb of that city toa pet cat belanging
!to one of his patlents, has found. after
{ puch clever {avestigation, that all
‘gats are pecuifarly susceptible to
dlphtheritic -affections of the throgt,
il¢ has therefore recently been ward-
ing all famities Who own cats to
watch them carefuily,and, it they de-
velop coughs, to forbid thelr belng
hugged and petted. Dr. Awburn fur-
ther recommends that If the cough
| persists and the cat beglns to grow
thin to have the anlmal destroyed at
once. The only really safe way, ho

out her kand, “but don't vou thisk I'm
giving i lelding to brute force. My
spirft is ur .
“Never mind
steh the buok’™ )
Aad in these boks, the greater and the
Jesser, they read late into the night.
U this was what they found.
Christmas  eve' "— sald Clara,
*there!"
And she paused, waiting, with ber finger
in 1ty place.
“Oh." salil her hysband. 1 don't think there
i ‘much:”
nd you call yourself a writer!
“Well, shall [ begln®' Clara was all on
pins and needles now. She could hardly keep

glrls” club, and weat -

sald her lord,

your spi

% “begin
GRE e

world, not even Harry, had ever been aijowed
to peep wlthin. Indeed, since she was marrled
she had not often done so herselfs Hut now=—
, now that the happlness of her life had found-
ered beneath ler, she would go back—it might
Dbe all-the pleasure (sob) that was left her—

qulte remember what. But, at any rate, it was
over. SHo could never forgive him—for sayieg
that—yes, about dear Aunt Laetitia. Oh, ved,
ahe remembered, “(hat he cauld never get her
a single night to-himsel without some stalking
old _.hemaumrch with a reticule coming in to

8poil everythin, thup to Hve over a happy past. (A Ume. E "

PO ything.” PRy P ) still. ‘The quarrel was forgotten. the dusk of the piano. so that ! should not ses . How 1t Happened.

Clara would not have her family spoken “iChristmas eve' (she read). ‘A dull da¥—  than before mother had her little triumph. | He was Hmplog down the street
agalnst—not by a ecore of Henry Moores. She (Vatkins, the Moores' new mald, experl  Paid calls in the lane—\Went to MarEareU's.  jry: they must have cost herps of maney this ; with one arm in & xing and both eyes

had beon educated caretully In the Murray- Baby Is adorabte and Tom beglns to love me n mourning.

. i i 3
1 Butithe strong arm of colncldence reached W} see What’s to come of thisi, and vours 15 no ‘fals- exchangew L did ft.partly “Lets goe. Easter, wasn't {t7" said her | Zest and
et further. as an exercise, you.see, for | was considered .husband. “But why skip? Much water bad |

| Usually it 'lay amopg bis keys on the never thought to let anyone see—not.even you, e of this, | must go awar. e
. ’% fablo, and when he-shived he was o 10OKIDE sideways at.the p}ttern of the carpet  But since you have been so horrid to me, [ “What,' she jsaid, ‘for altogether? And Oas les
' it of: putting dawh a word or twn—oh ns,though she bad pever deen it before, while gy I sald ‘Yes! Then she walked a good, whlle H
‘ t.and bald as possible) & . :t h;s °ﬁd,,°’ U;;a ‘mhle Hdrry ;:ﬂ maﬁnx It seemed an odd reason, but Harry wiscly | silent, and when 1 looked. I could see'—"
] But this particular stubly Jolime happened read -pelletp a8 if for, P woger. ese things  nodded. Ciara fluttered some leaves thought- “No. you dién‘t” said Clava. N -,
*4o bo b ‘dlafy GE €0 yéirs ago, end bo stqod. 12 ;"‘ L N S R fally. “Where sbll 1 go cn stie psked, KBI | poce baon 5o silly!” 1 could never A sweet; crisp, whole-
ut even Watkins the! he not know ng her brows. . - - N ! ‘
?.iilio'.fi‘.f‘;ﬁ? &a;::::;mml‘?hﬁ:sxg 9 omrthiog, Powa fotior, doeai mot laform - “You aid begta trom thé  begtanlag” ho " Tear atter big tedr rolling slowly down || some food made of Indian
{augibd 59 WHIX' ho Testiransported him to' ite.reodermiwhat.reab péoy » do.’| So gs soon  smiled as he spoke, “why ot contlnue? P ‘-:f‘f] Harry continucd, Imperturbably. || Corn ready to serve right-
i as Clara had escaped out . ! the filning room, ' She glanced up With sudden shyness, ‘almost ceded no more than that—~who would?

Linklater cult, and no Vere de Vero could be
prouder, of her mame.

Clarn, in her bolted bedroom, was getting
-out her blotting book and -pad to write to her
poor wronged aunt. She was going to ask a
tefuge for-the few remaining days of a blasted
Ufe. Yes, that was the adjective she was using.
end. (strange coincidence!) gje Willaln below
stairs was also using It, tho¥gh perhaps in &
more colloqulal sense. He had just knocked
over- nrwhole pite of the neat notebooks In
-which he stored away his literary materlal, and
was:pgssing off his own clumsiness In lavec:
tivé against inantmate things. This was his
man’s way of biting his handkerchlef.

Stuibling and grumdling, Harry gathered
up the frult of s \ravel experiences amd be-

gun re:storin] themf A0 the Httie three-cornered
shetve:

where He Kept such things for refer-
Work wobid not 'go™ to-night, sometyaw.
mained in'"his hnnd‘—A simall pocket note-
3¢l roinded cormers, which served to
bout him for the shortest personal fot-

ragged carpet, the, ‘pereniptarily turnished

s, the - sml'.ar]"w:uk&“Plnda deep (1o
. overcont ‘colfar uj .cap pulled low—
days when ﬂrs stay, whnt v;al
- .nlnz?

. of her ngw place wheg

_ette.case, He was,pure Ii had

enced some surprise (and not unnaturally)
when, lu the exerclse of her vocatlon, she was
earrying 8 copper jug of hot waler to Mra.
Moore's dressing room befcre sounding the
first gong, she observed her master and mis-

tregs approach each other frem opposite ends

of the corridor, both intently reading.’ ke
peaple on a stage—be In & small dlack book,
she in one large, fat and red.

‘A still poorer opinlop had Sarah Watkins
she saw tho repders
look up simultaneously, suddenly and gulitly
close their books, turn on thelr several heels,
and so exeunt.

*And them sez as what they hns onl
married ten months!™ she meditatid.

N —_—
The family dlaner that njght was distie-

-guished by, extreme correctitude af demeanor,

and en etiquette almost Spanish In its stateil-
They, were nothing !t not polite—taat 1s,

wihen Watkins wns in the room. But Watkias
knew, and stayed a moment on the mat, listen-
ing to the silence that dropped ikd a pall. She
entered, smiilng to herself, knowing {ob, expe-
rienced Watkins) that she would find Clars

beforo he:had time to,ope - the. door for her,
Harry sulklly; sat down an  felt
eft It in the
t go. for It

draping room. Yet, he would o

for his clgar-

and calis me Aunty dee-ar. Came home by
Grant's and brogght back fruft for dinner.
Thera is a man comlug, a friend of father’s.
It is a horrld nuisance.””

Here Clara Mogre brake off suddenly.
“Oh, 1 wrote everything fresh, you sce.
wanted 1o remember. You've no jdea hog bad
m memory used {o be In thoso days. - Belog
marrled helps. - One bas to remember one’s

husband’s iniquitles.”

“'get in a noteboak, learned and cchned bY
rcte, murmured Harry.

His wife stopped and lookel.l~severel)‘ at
bim.

“Well,” she sald, “I did writea lot, 1 know,

yery good at composition at-school, whatevér
vou may- think. Besldes, 1 don't belleve you
have anything in that book at ell’..

“Oh, ves—I havol” and be flourished a
closely written n:xgo of memvmndn before her
eyes.

“well," she snld ith 2 slgh (ang her e5cs
were dim and distant), “I will read—though 1

as he spoke, “why not ‘continue?”

She glanced up With sudden shymess, al--
most Iike & surprised Eve.

“You were saying that it wns o horrm nul-

" Clara w

time of year. ‘They are all mine,’ sald mother.
‘but 1f you are good you can have just ome bud |
for yourself. You see what one gets by stay-
ing quletly at home!' |
*'She was tensing me. of course, this dear
okl sweet-hearted mother. f
*“You see what one gets for dolng works
of charity and mercy!' I said ‘He would have !
given them to ma it I'd been here. 1Tl never
do a good action again!'"
“Now turn on to ‘Four Seas Cottage.’
read. about that” cried Clara.
. not_gtay xow, nor yet hazel. The dark pupils
had swallowed up all the rest, overfiowing
everythlng whih the soft blackness of a misty
,night of few stars.

i
and |
Her eyes werg |

flowed under brldges Juring these months of |
spring.”

“Ob. I waot to get to the end—the end!”
ispered. excitedly. “Quick, quick—I
can't waitt”

“Well, here it {s: 'April Sth, We went a
walk nlong the beach, she and 1. We talked.
%DM her that unless something was gnlng ®

«™You dom’t wint me to go” I cried. -
“'She shook her head, stll weepiig, un(i
not caring‘now whether I saw or not.
80 I stayed|”

Heé- could -hear Glaga. playing a nn&sy §ig, the haviog the.come to df 2ld, H Fi
X blottin, N sance, having the.coi nne sald, Harry - : uvoury
o sqngs o th, Nn::;:. ihbﬂ:::gl:i Figgle nad stamp. of. which ho| particularly - Moore, "dld you change your,mind2” Thoy sat lcog silent that night In.thelr;own " peli
loathed. oo «“Hero it 15" 58ld his Wite, running-her eys .- lpme, near each other, and happy. Harry's i elicious i

friend.
“No,” replled the other, sadly. I
met a man who couldn't take a joke.!

“What's the matter””
~Automobdlle accident

A Woman's Privilege.
“What is the latest thing in wed-

dings ™

“Generally, It {s the bride.”
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ardson the temper. of .young" wi FIR
& lue—zhnﬂ 1n;zme§ 4t 1':5; ’é{i‘ :“Tho lttle. wretch,” bo eaid,|Jaughing ' gown the columns,of.close-knitmriting. . 11:00 -, heart was, suuen,d. He was in the mood for ! Economical ;
vaer And spite of himeelt;;“she knows quits wg . ... He is gone. -1t Was, uot 80 borrifl atter | concesslol ., - jl 8 . ¢
b mgg CldFa’ lad: reuma the., tolfo} fo! "+ Good evening, “Mr. 3foore,” .gald “his w!ll}.’,"all" “But 1 think he, likes, Edith best;, 1He iis e sdid, “If Fou would lika Auat “The l‘lemory Lingers?|
| de o! dolldly ‘Bbull and he-rose and went.. ‘\Yuur cigarette case.ls | |, big.and-badly dresacd. Why,can't 'writers .and Laetitia to como {and stay, with us n mokth— i
- 1] the smoking-rovmi™ 8 S I artistic people dréns humianly? Heo bid on.the I‘ OB, hother Abnt Laetitia! ‘xcmlmedh{m S .
* 1" But i ttide Boyry ] hnd 1: 41l {bla o¥n way. funafest tie:T_ever srW,iand .a beard, ‘and ho / enry Mogre, “I poly want youis- . . 4 Company, 148 :~
}uue wold Koy, " Bix teet of plonide" algssus madp-stiort svork O big gay, cloak Iiko bne.of Milleva” " Aud thas did|Clam MursayLinklater- fooy s
d 1o, eue’m{ha ‘of men@k\n ot the tongue. Clara found . khepherds.. Bat. he; talked iit. wes worth | be; father’ Tiouse. and- cleavo to her husband. | ol
: e 8 : [ |




