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Young Hugh Whitaker’s doctors tell
blm he has

St » Lew months 1o live, and
hin sweetheart Jilts him. His triend, Peter
. Btark, finds hifn_disconsolate and proposes

& sea voyage.| Whitak

!

sho ésloped, al mu( to commit sulckde.

ut to dle surely must

. at ease .about his
future if he s consclous of hav.
ing really done some good In the
world. And In the schema of
things beyond our understand-
Ing perhaps a single big unself.
Ish act—qne that saves another
from a grievous deed—will bal.
ance our| milllon mean little
transgressions  and  leave us
with credit on ths Blg Book,
in the irstallment given here
there's a |mighty fine story Jdn-
volving Just this point.

One ab:
feel more

CHAPTER ll—Continued.

“T dido’t hive any money to speak
‘of, but I bad,some Jewelry—my moth-
er's—and he; was to take that and
pawn it for| money to get marrled
with.”

I see

The girl in
the windows,
to the room.|
for her and
tance away,

her turn went to one of
standing with her back
Whitaker drew a chalr
took a seat a little dis-
with a keen glance ap-
praising the ichange 1n her condition.
She seemed ¥ more com-
posed and mjistress of her emotions,
though he hall to judge mostly Ly her

.volce and mhnner, so dark was the
-room. . .
. “Don’t!" she. cried sharply. “Please
don’t look at] me "
“I beg your purdon. I didn't mean
“It's only—only that you make me
think of whit you must be thinking
about me—"

“You've had &, narrow but a won-
derfully lucky esca

“Oh! But !m not glad . . .
nte—"
he; Interrupted coolly,
rton. The silver lining
married to & black-

es!" she ngreed passion-

ave soutb, health, years
yout”

He sighed joaudibly . . .

“You wouldn't say that, if you under-
stood.”
. “Have you
Harve you wrf
piained?”

“I sent him
days ago, oo

of lfe before|

thoiight of going home?
tten to your father—ex-

u speclal dellvéry three |
I—apd yesterday a tele-
1 knest 1t wouldu't do any good,
but I. . . Ijtold him everything. He
dldn’t apswerl - He won't, ever.”

She bent forward, elbows on knecs,
head and shqulders cringing.

“It hurts [so!” she walled . . .,
“what peoplp -will think . . . the
shame, the bitter, bitter shame of
this! Pve enfned my punlshment.”

“Qh, I say—+"

“But I h ve, because—because I
didn’t love him. I didn't love him at
all, and I knew It, even though I meant
to marry hing. . . .

“But, why-rin Heaven's name?"

“Because I {was so lonely sod . . .
misunderstood, and unhappy at home,

No mother, nevetr daring to see my
ister (she ran away, to0) . . . my
friendships  ht ‘school discouraged

nothing In lif]
me and make|
Tm mot pretf
ran away wi
because I wa
happiness.”

“Good Lord|

but my father to bully
cruel fun of me because
$. . ... Thats why 1
a-man I dido't love—
ted freedom ond a little
" he murmured beneath
his breath, awed by the pitiful, childish
stmpllelty of ther’ confession and the
deep damoation mut had walted upon
er.

“So it's o\'er"’ ghe cried—"over, and
I've learned my lesgon, and I'm dis-
graced forever, and frlendless and—"

“Stop right;there!” he checked her
roughly. ~ “You're. not friendless yet,
nnd that nullifies olf the rest. Be
glad you've had . your romance and
Jearned sour lesson—"

*“Please donjt think I'm not grateful
for your kindness,” she interrupted.
“But the dlsgrace—that can’t be blot-
ted out!"

“Oh, yes, it pan,” he lnslsked bluntly.
“There's a way I k

A glimmertdg of thut way bad enly
that Instant let a little light in upon
the darkness ¢f his sollcltous distress

s for her. He rose and began to walk
and thiok, hands ‘clasped behind him,
trylng to make what he had In mind
geem right and reasonable.

beg my father to take

dle first!”

“There mustn't'be any more talk,
or even any thought, of anything like
thit. 1 undergtand too well to ask the
impossible of [you; But there is one
way out—a perfectly right way~-If
you're willing and brave enough to
take n chance—a long chance.”

with eyes that sought lncredulously to
believe,
“Have|I any cholce?” she asked.

“T'm desperate enoug!
nows,” he nnld. “you’ll have

o
sed, standlng over her,
“Desperate enough to marry a man
who's bolind to dle within six months
and leave you free? I'm that man:
t rs glve me six months more
WII you take my name to
free yourself? Heaven my witness,
you're wélcome to It.”
he breathed, nghast, “what
aylng?"
“T'm pfoposing marrlage,” he sald,
quaint, one-sided smite,
sten: I came to this place
R quick end to my troubles—
‘honged my mind ebout that,
Vhat's happened in this room
has madp me see that nobody has
to—hasten things. But I
Iean to lpave the country—immediate-
et death find me where It
ail leave behind me a pame
and a litge mopey, nelther of any con-
celvable yse to me, Wil you take them,
employ them to make your life what
it was mgant to be? It's a lttle thing,
but it will make me feel & lot more
it to go|out of this world—to know
Tve left|at least one decent act to,
mark my memory. There's only this
far-fetched chance—I may live. It's a
million-terone shot, but you've got to
wmiod. But really you can't

“Oh, stpp, stop!” she implored him,
half bysterical. “To think of marrylng
to benefiy by the death of & man like

no right to look at it that
He had a wry, secret smile for
us sophistry, “You're betog
dafer, not to accept, a favor.
n act of klndness to a hope-
T'd go mnd it T didn’t know
you werg safe from a recurrence &f
the folly bt this afternoon.”

“Don’t?" she cried—*"don’t tempt

e.  Top've mo rght. . . . You
don't kno\v How frantie I am. . . ."

“I do."|he countered frankl; T'm
depending on just that to swing you
to my pdint of view. You've got tu
come to [t. I mean you shall marry
we.”

It's just
less man.|

She stdred up at him, spelibound,
insensibly yleldlog to the domlnatlon
of his will. It was inevitable. e was

scarcely less desperate than she—and

“It's a Bargain.”

no less oyerwrought . nod unstrung;
and he wis the stronger; {n the na-
tural courge of things hls will could
not but prevail,

The last trace. of evenlog light had
faded out| of the .world before they
were agreed. Darkness wrapped them
in Its folds; they were but as voices
warring Ina back and bouodless void.

Whitaker struck o match and ap-
plied It to the solitary gas-jet. A thin,
blue, sputferlng tongue of flame re-
vealed thefn to one another. The girl
still crouched in her armchair, weary
and spent{ her powers of coutention
all sitiated by the loslng struggle.
Whitaker fvas trembling with nervous

he demanded.

e your own way,” she sald
'If 1t must be -

the best,” he lnslslcd ob-
stinately, |“You'll never regret it.”

“One of|us will—elther you or I"
she"sald quletly. “It's too one-stded.
TYou want to give all and ask nothing
in return. | It's 2 fool's bargaln.”

He hesltated, stammering with sur-
prise. Shq bad @ habit of saylog the
unexpected. “A fool's bargalu"—the
wisdom of |the sage from the lips of a
child, . .| .

“Then it settled,” he sald, business-
like, offeripg his hand, “l"ool's bai-
gain or pof—it's a bargain.” e

She rose|unassisted, then trusted her
slender fingers to his palm, She sald
nothlug. The steady gaze of her ex-
traordinary eyes abashed him.

They left the hotel together. Whit-
aker got hls change of a hundred dol-
lars at the| desk—"Mrs. Morten's” bill,
of course included with his—and |
bribed the| bell-boy to take the sult-
case to the railway station and leave
it there, tgether with his own hand-
bag. - Sincd he had unaccountably con-
ceived a ddtermination to continue lit-
g for a time, he meant to seek out

dreartly.
“It's for|

Somekow sle. scemed to gain hope
of his tane, Bhe sat up, followlag him

more pleashat for the

The rain had ceamd.‘ leaving &
ragged sky of clouds and ‘sters In
patches. The alr was warm and beavy
with wetness. Sidewulks glistened like
black watered sllk; street lights mir-
rored themselves in fugitive puddles
in the roadways; limbs of trees over-
banging the sidewnlks shivered now
and again In & helf-hearted breeze,
pelting the wayfarers with minlature
showers of lokewarm, scented drops.

Whitaker, taking his heurt and his
fate In his hands, accosted a venerable
gentlemen whom they encountered as
e was on the polnt of turning off the
sldewalk to private grounds.

"I beg your parden,” he began.

The mun paused and turned upon
them 2 salntly countenance frumed in
halr llke soow.

“There fs something I can do for
Fou?” he inquired with ,punctilious
courtesy.

“If you will be klnd enough to di-
rect me to a minister .

“I gm one,”

“I thought so,” sald Whitaker. “We
wish to get marrled.”

The gentlemnn looked Irom his tace
to the glrl's, then moved aside from
the gate. “This Is my home,” he ex-
plained. “Will you be good enough
to come In?"

Conductlog them t6 his private
study, he subjected them to a kindly
catechism. The girl snid little, Whit-
aker taklng upon himself the brunt of
the examination. Absolutely stralght-
forward and intensely slucere, he came
through the ordeal well, without being
obliged to dlsclose what he preferred
to keep secret. The minister, satls-
fled, at length called in the town clerk
by telephone; who issued the llcen
pocketed his fee, and in compasy with
the minister's wife, acted as wit-
ness. . . .

‘Whitaker found himself on his feet
beslde Mary Ladislas. They were be-
ing marrled. He seemed to heur the
droning of the loom of the Futes. . . .,

And they were man and wife. The
door had closed, the gate-lutch clicked
behind them. They were wulking
quictly slde by side through the scent-
ed night, they whom God had jolned
together. Neither found anything to
suy. At the station, Whitaker bought
his wife a ticket to New York and se-
cured for her.solitaty use a drawing-
room In the slecper. Whitaker pos-
sessed hlmself of his wife's hand-bag
long enough to furnlsh it witk 2 sum
of money nod an old eavelope bearing
the name and address of his luw part-
ner. He explajned thut Drummond
would Issue her an adequate mouthly
allowance and advise her! when she
should have becowe her own mistress
once more; [o & word, a widow.

She thanked hlm briefly, quietly,
with a oo §

THE INDOOR GARDEN

3y ELIZABETH VAN BENTHUYSEN.

I imagine that most of my readers
are now having their joys and sorrows
with the indoor garden—that sole sub-
stitute for the oat-of-door theater of
the goed months, But as half a lonf
1s better than ‘o bread, so the plens-
ure of having a few flowers in the
house during: the cold months is worth
all the time snd trouble thut it re-
quires, and the added consolatlon is
present that one need oot be entirely
without color and fragrance even
though the winds are blo\\ln" a dirge
outside.

There i3 hardly a real lover of flow-
ers In the world who has not at least
tried to make an tadoor Winter garden.
some of us cling with more tenaclty
than others to the expedicat, but soon-
er or luter it comes to every flower
{lover as either a hope or a disappolat-
ment. 1 am convineed that where the
Iatter state Is reached It is through

well to resent.
Both, perhaps, were sensible of some
rellef when at length the train thun-

{dered fu from the East, breathing smoke

and flame. Whitaker helped his wife
aboard and Interviewed the porter In
her behalf. Then they hud a moment
or two alone fn the drawing-room, in
whet was meant to be thelr first and
last parting.

She caught him suddenly by the
shoulders with both her hands. Her
eyes sought his with a wistful courage
he could not but admire.

“You koow I'm gratefal . , ,»

“Don’t think of it thut Wny—though
I'm glad you ere.”

“You're & good man,” she sald bro-
kenly.

He knew himself too well to be able
to reply.

“You mustn't worry about me, now.
You've mude thlngs ensy for me. I
can take care of myself, and . W1
shan't forget whose name I bear

He muttered something to the effect
that he was sure of that.

$he relensed his shoulders and stood
back, searching his face with torment-
ed eyes. Abruptly she offered him her
hund.

“Gaod-by," she sald, her lips qulver-
ing—"Good-by, good friend "

He caught the hand, wruog It
clumsfly and palofolly smd . .
realized that the traln was in motlon,
He had barely time to get away . . .

He found himself on the station plat-
torm, stupldly watching the rear lights
dwindle down the tracks and wonder-
Ing whether or not halluctnetions were
2 phase of his malady. A sick man
often dreams strange dreams, . , .

A volce beblnd him, cool with a trace
of irony, observed:

“Td give & good deal to know just
what particular brand of foolishness
you've been indulglag tn, this time.,”

He whirled around to fnce Peter
Stark—Peter quictly amused and very
much the master cf the situation,

“You needn’t think,” suid he, “that
Fou have any chance on earth of eseap-
ing my fond nttentlons, Hugh. I've
fixed it up with Nelly to walt until 1
bring you home, & well men, before
we get married; and if you refuse to
be’my best man—well, there woa't be
any perts.  You can maLe up your
mind to that.” |
i
CHAPTER V. ,

WHIful Missing.

It was one o'clock Jn the morning
efore Whitaker allowed himself to be
persuaded; fatigue re-enforced every
stubborn argument of Peter Stark's to
overcome his reslatance. “Oh, have
your own way,” he said at leugth, un-
copsclopsly iterating the words that
had won hlm 8 bride.  “If It must
be . ..

Whitaker has consented o go
seafaring. But his mind is on
the girl he has Just married.
What do you think he will. do
now? - X

|

nlxm:. . .

. {TO BE CONTINURILY

either or lack of patlence.

The intimate association that one
has with the few plants which may
be nurtured througheut the winter
makes them all the dearer. One be-
comes better sequainted with them,
They become actunliy members of the
fomily, and they take on the character
of children as they are given more
uod more the sort of solicltous care
that a mother might be expected to be-
stow upon an invalld child.

Light, moisture, warmth, fresh alr
and protectlon from insects are the
prime essentials of the winter garden.
Most flowering plants ought to have
the full sun for at ieast a part of the
day. A pumber of the foliage plants
will do very.well without the dircct
rays, it there be plenty of light.

The heat in the room where plants
are to be kept must be under control
o that @ temperature of from 40 to 60
degrees may be

£ = rs and éﬂxr\ﬂov
() Their Care and Culfivation.

An Attractive Arrangement of Plants In the Houss.

18 likely that the amatrur will overdo

the trick more often then {t will be un-
derdone. . Many of fhe plents will
take a winter snooze tlirough the cold
manths and will reqiire little sofl
molsture., Plants {n bloom and in ac
tive growth, of course, require more.
In many cases thorough drainege must
e provided because a water-saturated
soll will prove fatal and you must re-
member that it Is quite possible to
drown a plant.

Escaping Hiuminating gas or coal
gas will poison your plants. They are
very sensitive and must have alr to
breathe that is not poliuted. A flower
will discover gas polson before the
average person wiil do so.  Keep your
plants cleap, Insects thrive on dirty
plants.  They #lso propagate more
rapidly indoors thun out. Light spray-
Ing is almost a necessity.

Diversified farming may be the
watchword of the time, but it is not
the principle to follow in the house
garden, To have a little of every-
thing generally means that you will
not have much of anything. The vari-
etles must be llmited. A number of
plants of the same habit and color are
much better than a collection.

Begonlas will glve a touch of color

Billy Sunday
Says:
“SOME get-rich-quick

scamps have tried to interest me in
their plans. But 5% firsi mortgage

‘bonds and s nmight’s test should be

better than 15% and insomnia.” It
is a fact that some investments do
pay six, eight, fen per cent., and even
more. But omiy to those who are
closely in foueh with investment
centers and have a gencrous supply
of good luck thrown in. Such invest-
wents are not open Indiscrimluately
to the person of limited menns. The
average person hetter stick to the good,
snfe 5% lovestment, such ns offered
by our First Mortgnge Bond Certite
cntes, secured by First Mortguge taken
on basis of 50% of actual cost value;
every §1 of I[nvestment sccured by
more than $2 of actual incame-produc-
ing property, und further guaranteed
by a conservative, responsible com-
pany, with $200,000.00 puld-up capital.
Bonds Issued In denominations: of 850,
$100, §300 and upwards. Send for

booklet,
Urban | ;
Realty Mottgage
Company
4648 W. Congress St, Detroit

Uncle Sam’s Chemists.,

Despite the monumental work of
Such government experts as Doctor
Rittmann, the discoverer of a new gas-
oline process; Dr. Harvey of
pure-food fame, aud the whole corps
engaged in fertilizer experiments, pub-
Tic opinion will not give credit for any
good thing to Uncle Sam’s chemists,
After making u low-cost record for pro-
duclng smokeless powder ai Pleka-
tony arsenal and producing “dunnite
—our famous Secret “high explosive
‘D’ "—the workers in explosives have
sucegoded in producing a flashless
Ve he greut heat developed in
s powder detonations causes
cles ta become incandescent,
ng & flush, but this new explo-
pear-shaped irle
de: it flow ut the muz)
twolles. At nizht, o mask as high as
4 mounted man {technically known as
“mounted detilade™) will conceal the
glow: the “defilade” required at night
for our present explosive is not exuctly
known, but artillery officers have been
known to declare, pessitnistically, that

a mile would be none too high.

v
produ
sive produces only

to the winter garden. A
of 55 degrees Is required for them,
and.they can be propagated by tubers,
leaves or cuttings. The gloxinia re-
quires heat in the early stages. The
eastest method of propugation Is from
tubers direct. The amarylis, or hip-
peastrum, makes a handsome pot
plant. lts flowers are large and they
vary io tint.  They require very little
water to mnke a winter success.
The baotapa requiresa fairly warm
spot for the best results, but It maokes
@ fine plant for winter bleoming, The
splrea, with its creamy musses and
delicate odor is always a valuable fac-
tor. Good dralnnge and plenty of
moisture are required.

Evea where It {3 only possible to maln-
taln 40 degrees of heat most of the or-
dinary house plunts can be kept, if
they can be protected during espeeinlly
cold weather from frost striking
through the windows.

One often finds it possible to cut off
a bay window, or other like window
#pace, so that it may be sheltered by
sereens or curtalns running well up to
the celling. Thus the particular part
of the room may be kept warmer at
night and In ao atmospheric state bet-
ter suited to the plants.

Generully speaking, the question ot
proper moisture is the most neglected
feature of the winter garden problem.
It Js a happy scquel that the prob-
lem 1s easily regulated. The grentest
trouble I to know just what the plants
require. Moisture in the air is just
a8 essential as moisture on the sofl.
Steam heat and the improved meth-
ods for supplying winter comfort to
people, takes the vitalizing element
out of the atr. It czn be remedied by
placing vessels of water on radiators,
or near stoves where plants are kept
in the room. The evaporation of the
water attends fo this necessary detail
quite well.

In providing molsture for the soll it

ROSES FOR NORTHERN LATI-
TUDES

For hardiness, sturdy growth, free-
dom of bloom, color and benuty of flow-
er and follage tree frem disease, Radl-
ance is a glorjous extra hardy hybrid
tea. -

It you can have bat one white rose,
select Frau Kuarl Druschixl, With its
Iarge, full, pure-white ﬂnwer‘ it 1s a
thing of beauty.

Another hybrid perpetusl which is a
good one to select Is Mrs, John Lalng.
It s a beautiful soft pink rose, well
formed and a perststent bloomer,

For a goed red rese Captiin Hay-
wood, a hybrid perpetoal 18 & good
cholce,

Then there are many old favorites,
such as General Jocqueminot, Mme.
Plantier, Harrlson, George IV, black
rose and the York and Lancaster roses.

Most rose plants stand the cold
weather fairly well, It Is the melting
snows and cold ralns with freezing
weather overnight fn the spring that
15 most trytog to the life of the rose.

To withstand these quick climatic
clianges your rose plants require good
winter protection.

* An Unusual and Artistic Planting Schome.

His Weather Eye.

Two ladles were hurrying down the
street in Worcester in the rain, carry-
Ing their umbrellas low for protection.
In turning a corner sharply the point
of onc umbrella struck a passerby in
the forehead.

“Goodness!" gasped the womag. “I'll
keep an eye out In the future.”

“Goouness!" exclzimed the man,
“you neur hud one out in the pres-
ent!”

The Only Way to Phone,

“Why, this Is a funny telephone you
bave on your desk; It isu't finlshed, ts
e

“Yes, that is a complete telephone.”

“But there Is nothing to it but the
recelver. Where is the mouthpiece?”

“Doesn't need one. That Is the n-
strument over which I converse with
my wife”

The Gentle Sex.
Almee—I hear that Hagel is trying
to get Into business.
Mary—So? What kind of buslness?
Aimee—Evershody’s.

le, Invisible at .



