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HIS is not Labor Day-—the day when labor asserts ite digwij’.l

This is the day it chooses to voice ite discontent. |

It is just that all men and women in this country ehall’

expose their grievances, Ileul wrongs must be stated before they can
be righted.  Fancied wrongs most be formulated bnefore they can be

dismissed. ll:clr':'l". demonstriation does ne harin,

Nevertheless, lnhio

take the place of thouy
1o consider to-day.

rersneas s NO, 19,977

anitot afford to lor dempnstration alfogether

There are soveral things ot wonld o well
\

Nobody denies the nation is exprerioncing an extraordinery iu-
dustrial acceleration due largely to conditions in Europe. Certain |
classea of industry have reaped, are reapiug or are about to reap great!
profite. It would be unjust that workers who contribute to those
profits should not «hinre in them,

There are, on the other hand, wany branches of industry which
are not only not profiting by the war but to which the soaring cost ul
raw materials —common metals, chemicnls, ete.—resulting from the
war, is becoming almost prohibitive. Manufacturers in these groups
cannot even keep going unless they raise the prices of their products, |
This means heavier burdens for consumers, who are often work-
ers also

If employees in these industries to which the war brings only
hardship, excited by glimpses of excoptional profits elsewhere, demand
vage standardse for which there s no sound juetification, the resull
can only be still higher prices, decreaged consumption and many man-
ifacturers foreed to shut down their plants or get out of business,
And then what becomes of the workers

Betler lot the goose go on laying.  The golden eggs may com:
slowly, but they come more surely so. |

There i« unother thing labor considers far toa little,
its duty to the publie,

The other day the Scerofary of the American Federation of Laloy
rubbed hiz hands with satiefaction because e could digcorn big strikes
threatening “greater nnrest an this May 1 than has heen manifest in
many previous vears,” :

Do strikers ever sutficiontly con wdor the losses and inconven-
ience they inflict npon the commuanity, which is what, atter all, mains|
taing and protects them® Do they etop to think that. sltheugh they |
profess to be fighting only their employers, teng of thousande of fnno- |
vent persons may be hard hit?

Without the community with its laws and its administrative ma
chinery what could organized lahor accomplish? Yet often |

organized labor, following the hnstiest counsels, incites nets directly
|
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1 hat

1wy

against the common intereste (o which il owes its right to exist,

“How did | Icse my job?

Aguin-—this zreat industrial nation is, by the merey of God, at] rm——————e————

| told the boss he couldnm't
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do without me."

peace.  Does lubor ever pause to think what that mears®  Does it
cver reflect upon what i< going on in Enrope. where men's arms and |
legs are being blown of{ or their eves dosteoved hefore thev linve!

dune a fractional part of the praductive, profitable work life seomed L

The Jarr F_amily

~—— By Roy L. McCardell — |

By Bide

The Office Force

Dudley —

¥ - - o right f was B ublialii o, A New ¥ A i Watld . - bl P . .
te promise them® Does the American workman just now ever stap' - : i ‘::‘ :_"T‘h“': n' iy ‘I" \MT}I iy B = Coppright, 1910, by The Preés Publishiig o, (The New York Eveting World
. . A . alalay ate onK, ol fnoaug. woulk W ou Roo ng H“EE by " Mners ald ) tinuesd, “is the ce th losdo, the |
. p e | L8 P £ = HnEE ¥ the npers, A i VUL | hat . '
to be thankful for the country whose ileals insare him a fair prospect man?"  asked My, Jarr 1 e had to stop out and give some- | “l Popgle, the P."HI'II'-I:K clork, ns| Hoef vl Doy, Cattie from.
of earning his bread at home with wife apd childeen, instead of heing sypathetically, as m ob- | Lugy elae a chance,” [ He ndjusted Mis  apectacies,| o O, Lo quiet™ sdkl Aiss Primm,

) ved Jenking, the bookkeeper, mops| “Us™ asked Mr. Jarr " - &
torn from them at any momeni by snmmons to battle and deatl ¥ sertad:den e Mop=  “Us?™ asked Mr. Jurt that a submarine has sunk a Nob

ing mournfully over the ::1.rn|h'.yi “Well, if he went 1o smash 1 guese | o i
" — 4 3 A i | weglnn bark,
American labor has its sl demands, its rightful claims (-- Ol statement  UUSTatter?  Aren’t 3'uui owonld go hard with us” sald the -‘.:u..“'“ must &' drownsd some old
force,  But let it never Loast its power (o enforce them by mothads | ferling weli?” | downhearted Jenkins. “But T don't| .0 jogs, didn't 117" asgked Hobhie,
. “oh, Vm fecling all right,” growied | care, What do | get but a living:

that injure millions who have done it no wrong. Lot it not glorily | jeniins ‘mm W Suns Neing BE than® the office Loy.

s s s ENUesle . My goodness!" snapped Miss
strikes and disorder. Lot it not thivk that progress 5 mensinred byl “Toen cleor up!  Chervies will soon|  *“p'n all any of ua get if we want | poem private seeretary to the bogss,
the number of men who refuse to work or to let othiers work, or t'“.'r"" vipe.” waid Mre. Jare, optimistically. | 10 look at it that way,” remuarked Mr, we o bs torced to lsten o

AT

WL yon el me what 18 the matter i,]m-r, "Wihat else {8 the matier?™ sihmea mors of

5 HBobble's cheap jokes
witn you?

patviotism can ever he consistont with doliberate diseuption of the

e 1 i - “Everyvthing's  the  matter!™  said| oy morning? He doesn't oven Know
country s indust v and peace, LRt wn assessment.” mald Jenkins L denkine, pounding the desk. I could | what a sea-dog |8 4
[ 53 tl ') t : cp . MOn my property, The street's been | wtand the thilngs [ complal bout 1 o tow replied the bhoy. “A
Vg A ¥ " 3 . ) il o n about, =
Amp‘:i' “n.talmr' ;m"l”n. yanp ¢ \. gl fm.” S0, iVERTIeT) I_Irv'inu\rbd." pat | don't belleve I have a real | ®en-dog’a s sallor who llves in New-
must realize that Americanism spelis pot "“].\ m"‘“," but restraint, | v improves vour properiy, dosan’t | tricad on eurth, Who cares for me?"* toundiand. |

“Clee whiz!" sald the blond stenog-
raphor with n erin,
| Sand Newfoundland,” BRohliie eon-

order and respeet for the eommon rights and daily needs af all wha| 117" asked My, Jare,

: Vo"Yex, but i1t will take the money
" '
mak up the nation, for sy vaeation thin summer,”™ sald

“That t», | haven't the

“Whao do you care for?" asked Mr.
Jarr,

"Why should I care for anybody
when nobody cares for me? asked

- -

Plenkines, panse we love nobody.”

The surrender of Gen. Townshend's beleaguered force In money yet, bhut when T zot it the as-  Jankins, “I'momistaken,” said Jealina YL
Kut-el-Amara after 145 duya’ slege is too «mall & los: to have | sepmment will tuke It.  And there's | =That's the trouble” satd Mr, Jare| 49 ke o hf fbesple. Mr. Ji wy !
- jother things." profoundly. “The great bitterness | And ac do L" amirmed Mr, Jarr.
much effect upon the war and too fine an «xample of endurance s M ' 8| like vou, Let's slip away this after- i
ever to te forgotten In the lengthenlug lst of herole British What other things™" asked Mr. not because nobody loves us, but be- ! yoon and go to the ball gnme!"

larr |
Sty tired of averything,” sald Jen-
Kina, “Tired of working svery day in |
thix old ofice, tired of riding on the
| traln twics a day with the same old
' stupid crowd of human sheep, tired of |

|
egza for broakfast, tired of lver for R e f l e c t i 0 n s 0 f

supper, tired of wearing the sume ald _

por |

shatiby clothes tired of everything! A B ac h € I or G i r l :

“You've jusi gut the biues, thai's

all” salkd Mpe Jdarr,
By Helen Rowland |

- P — i ————
Religion—Freedom—Vengrance—what you will:
A word's encugh to raise mankind to kill —RYRON.

failures,
e

Cusibuirfachic reports that Villa (& agaln dead. The ldea
aeamp to be that if Le dles often enovgh the Americans will be
convinced and go Lome.

TS et m—

-

- - -

Speaking of battles, elghtesn yoars wgo 1Lis morning there
was a rather conclusive Htle mix ap in Manila Day

Hits From Sharp Wits

e -

“Whnt more would you want?” re-

plicd Jenking, brindling up.  “This s | "Hecause he dowsn’t move desks— :':1" r'-rtimut\'-’ rl‘nl:::-r-l:ﬁvm:l::lﬁo}'l:n:; TI::-I':11-!;“*'::n'lnmfnhlilhmplm' -y h
- snly what vou think i1t, and ® e has Jake, the janitor, do that HOCrea T . ’ b T & for the first time In
Wa may not beliove one-hulf we Ir any one eould have weathar ax- 1I.r.- I8 only 'u kui ._cz A ";'h S Coprright, 3010, by The Frew INhiMking Co. (The Nem York lirening Workd) |“.l.‘1._"-' { 1 leing @& niee as possible to Miss my hearing,
hear, but wa dom't hesitate to tell it factly te o 1KIDg thers would be when vou think jt's ne v T'S what y y i th kes ¥ | | " vmwaitowed the hait wholo" Ruby Randall Ned,” 1 triad again, "1 shall be
all.—=Philladelpiila Telegrapl jeven & greaur number of varieties why, it tsn't Wihatl you can see In 4 man at makes you fall in love with him, | " -... w1l 1he bt 'ﬂ'.|.“ * Shie stayed all l]ll“h nflnrronn. for | no worried it you go. 1 know m
. AN o e SBut Bt I8! sald Mr Jarr “You But it's what you can overlook in him that helbs you to keep that way | Miss Primm guve her o storn look, #he Had broukht her “work.’ countey |a splendid swimmer, but the water ¢
Inn{:{&n:u"u'l:}n;‘h .lfj I:{* ;11 ”:r)i II:: ‘.’.l‘:.o:h:.‘u- u::’;{‘u:”r T:‘.’ ”'.;rlrttlm haven't any wouble monsy can't cure, SR A el v Il‘m not 8 fish,” I"ll‘:ﬂn.m'u- :'unl'l‘l telling me of hf:':rly l:)- i.!':" cold. ¥or my sake, dom't
L €y u ! L ¥ 4 me for tail- et : 3 . " P he sald wit STk A . : : . y
will mot depart from )" mays the|ing what they ure going to de or | BAve you A man is aiways slghing for a model wife. and then sighing to ex-|" -I-“:\‘.1_,‘I.ll,‘,‘l"ul.-;l.{;':v“ from Hobbie, | Wmphs as sehool tescher and iseal| Then Ruby  Randall laughed —
Up-to-date »om -~ Damerat News Wit ey would Beve Jdone If “No, hut | buven't tha money to | ghange her for a “later model.” [ *hut that lust Joke wos o whale” mh-- Anhﬂt::' 4'0*1*}&‘? !\'--dl returned | scornfully,
S Abany Joyrnal curs the troubles,” replisd the pessi- | Mp, Snooks, the boss, arvived at m A fishing trip. the only one, so| “T take the dar," Ned show
'l tell you = In confiaence, i . s e s ;-nl.-m- ’ iy r“:'; Hka rhu?‘klnu‘ . that junctire.  As he took off his far, on which 1 hadn’t accompanied | “Don't  worry, Mollia," and H‘ﬁ.
‘l‘l"mi Aure yYou'll not Letray Il‘..- Wil .»I»-.."- vl Jaok attractive l: n“‘“‘ . S aatis, e 1.‘-|né!‘hnre"' When balf a dozen men bave tumed L0 &tare a0 4 voman on the street | gluves be stood in the middle of the :\‘-T:\. h*:: ‘l"r' ;‘}-‘]""“l‘“ :';';‘“‘; ”rlﬂl?:gt ur; }rhmg‘m:‘udml;-r i comhber. Then, while
e lesn d Wioman Jiue 10 siy with her halr in curl paperr and her Uir hiln. gu ¥ - 9 " ande - J—— i1 e | Poom thinkine hn steps * plazza he dii a witohed, he swam until ead
The more sie talkts to aay it MoOuth open us she slespy i trgly “Whare " Gahed M, Jaer she straightens her hat and wonders what ls the matter with her; when o wish," he tnuily said, “that [ first see Missa Randall, who sat behind [ lke the buoy, was a fu:? Ellci
—=Memphis Commercial Appeal Drautitul.o-Macon Neaws “ANywhere” snapped the Look- Ihlif 4 dozen women have turned to stare at & wan he siraightens bis cravat | nad a good joke 1o tell &t the dinner | eome vines, speck.
com the Pao | fisepnr. “How'd you ke to have to 804 wouders what makes him so fascinating. of ‘the Bta Bita Ble_fraisnity tos| “Hello, Mollle Mavourneeni” he (To He Continued.)
. : . nig Anyvbody got ona?"
Lette I'B Fl‘O Ill l ]1 ¢ .I e 0O ple muddie your bralns day after day | It {an’ bk . s i axii “1 have,” replied Miss Primm _—
| over rows of flgures tll your eyus L isp’'t m and water that women admire In o mau, It's just a Jittle “lLat's have i."” | F t N W h
To the Taditar xltlh.-l'.'a':“ll‘n:l;l :“‘:e" e |' o .pl"" the timed and | gehind and sour back ached and your  milk of human Interest--the feeling that he Is gazing at you while you're n,.”\,-‘ Mlir ‘:.;1:“.«?9‘. 1?!!‘::::1 I:u‘lj“ﬁr:\unl ac s Ot on KHOWIng.
P L « Krenao L 1 = live My the time " Bro drepp e o
Tour revent editorial on “SWhat Do | and Romewors .n'nnnm---:‘.- :: ?-T-: hewd acned  and other paopls baving  (alking Instead of straight through you at his own reflection, box, Jonss eomes along and Smith | B}’ Al'thl.ll‘ Baer
Parents Think?" interests me grontly, after oight  With such 4 (rogrmme, ¢ Bood time in this world, with plenty | —— points wt the colored man.  ‘Seo that | 1918, %7 The 2
I, as & mother of tWo schooigirls, in | il same one please tell my where f mone apanid and  nothing to No man but Solomon was ever perfectly satisfied with domestieity: and | B0 ' ho asky Xex’ baplies donos, ) 5 Publishiag Co. (The New York Braatg Work), -
the third apd seventh grades, think the e in coning 11 f0r plans prie.  worrs then : ) <) P e : et ‘He's a cruok,' says Smith, *What | Owing to their restless nature and habdit of migrating, the flea
homework should be greatly modifted 't ay othor fine art for wineh Wh e —— S no doubt even he felt that he might have done bettor if he could have di- kind of a erook? naks Jones,  And | gagors hgre no method of knowing whether th ’ censud
or aholhed, lﬂ“o;.:rr Hours ﬂsr g:g- she miy he gifted? 1t homework be __‘\,"" pis "f:"‘\“ ,,“:k::l’;l"!;;:;' vorced his whole harem and started all over agaiu L}:' n ’.'T‘T]“”‘ says, ‘He's a  black- {han once ¥ have counted a flea more
seam to me enoukh for & chlld 1o be | s calen i lnl, whY 48 Bet the teachers | I the bosa,” re iine, | mu il -
studying, without baving also two | repart on same and rh\lu.t‘mna ”': ne bookherper. “He comes to the | . e K ""“”"' zood " "‘t”"t Mr ”R"Mk"‘
Lours' achool work ut home. Many | the childran (0 bringing in the los- ! oMie n s automobie wien he The woman who keeps a man """'“ﬂ_']" interested 12 the ope who has | "'l it e I'" .:;\'“1 l',“ INER AARL QNS When releasid by the process of o small b ) i :
puplls of upper grades have time for | sons? | lke my cbildren 1o be falr fesaln ! Ay the wisdom to Keep her soul, her sentiments and her ankles carefully ! Much obliged, ity r""““ - A 0y cating the rim, the air in
nothing else but schoolwork and we, |and squase, and | impress upon them o0 bgp 11, Lam a good time and ' Heo entered his private office and fhe ventre of a cruller joing the mother dody.
as parents, would ke our children | that 1f 1 solve prablem oF analyze loesn't huve to worry,” hmd!n I|I-] 1) :nlru-rd‘;.r-l\l; Miss Primm was
ttle outdoor exercise or nten f liem 1 “Poean't et Alr, Jary, © p—— waming pro 4 - i ) .
zv“:.l:rn‘: time tt: other things ;r:l.\ .r!u"rw €en q-.'.". ...‘.'. ‘1 -‘:.: ':Ihrllr ~|- o } gty i 'o“i \ Isp’t thet an excellent joke™ she One ey fo foil the Enghah mail censors is ta write your I'mm. "
m.l L b Vaih_ 12 Othes 4 “’; w ,u“ o '_.-.4...,‘_,1 t---'m 'h—r!‘ h:\ I H(.-. ; hooks. How s h.‘:lslnr'al?" Fyery man alores a girl whose mind 1« o¢ dilicate as 4 seashell-—and | asked of nobady In nertiowlar Chinege - i
older giri reached hn;ln-- about a.lll.i-ln;u: tme) 1 foel T must come ta the | H,’_l—""'."’J . e ‘“‘i“ :“ ‘t“;“: just as hollow ll;';-: :\.:II‘;.F'll:Eihnrll:\dll:;dwlh:lilp'ild:nu!
By the time we tulk things over and | rescue, Wall, such work 18 o test of | pald Jenp ne. Hi b Wi c ———= e vtk ' b | PN
ube is rested it is four. Then shs ' the parenty’ mentu s '.m.t lnn‘t th:| up soon. Anywiy, the bhoss has had atto™ asked Hobhle. A fish hes been discovered in Long Island that doesn

goes for an hour In the open alr (hild's,
[ ]

Never strike a wowaa Jupt tell ber bhow pretty che “used to be”

RS K, s good ume apd plenty of gioney loag

| the

L m"-'-

frowning at the Loy “1 heard that
Joke years ago and 12 was an old one
thone I 1 couldn't originate my jokes
I wonldn't spring any.

from subway statlons,™
“Anvheely ecan do thut now sald
Bobibie in o low tone
Ihe publie can’t.”
fure, the public cun.”

“There are no public phones o the
wbway.'*

(i, that'® =0, all right snoush,'
snid Bohie, “but anvbody with any

braltis 4t all can tell & phone from a
Rubway stiation,”

“1 mught have known he intended
Lo spring an asinine joke,” came from
private secretary. "It's become
Iy that one can’t say a thing
I thils olioe but what Bobble miakes
Wocdeap wittliclsm out of 1t

‘I thought that woas o pretty good
one,” sald Miss Tille, the blonde,

“You don't know much more about
humor thian HBobble does”” snappod
Miss I'rimm.

“In that s0?' returned the blonde.
“Well, whut you know about humor

fwouldn't fill more than a ball dozen

bowks, Of all things!™

“Tut, tut!"” sald Spooner, the bhook-
keeper. “We mustn't quarrel, Let's
he pleasant I presame local calls

frum subway teleplions booths will

| e five cents,”

“Hut supposin® you're godn' to take
| expross?’ asked Bobibie,

“Hao's off aguin,”’ Miss Primm sald
with a snort, “I'm goinkg to ask Mr,

ar

“The boss won't do it,” anid Bohbie,
“Why won't he?"

‘I have nothing to say 10 you=y

Mttle fooll” snupped Miss Prinm.

i

[ understand |
W are soon to be able to telephons |

The Stories
Of Storie

Plots of Immortal Fiction Masterpieces
By Albert Payson Terhune

Coprright, 1916, by The Prem Publishing Os, (The MNew York Evening Woell),
THE NAIL; by Pedro de Alarcon.

UDGE ZARCO, the famed Spanish criminologist, took a vacation
from his court duties at Madrid and went for a few woeks’ rest
to Seville. There he met a glorfously beautiful woman, with whesn

— he proceeded to fall in love.

She was a woman of mystery. All that Zarco knew about her was fat
her first name was Blanca. But he recognized In ber a lofty soul sed &
heart that reciprocated his ardent love, He bosought Blanca to marry bim,
She confesasd that she loved him, but she weoplngly refused his offer.
Novertheless, by sheer eloquence and adoration he finally won her hesds
tant promiss, His leave of absence was ended, and he arranged to some
back to Seville exactly one month later for the wedding.

_ The fmpatient Zarco managed to return to Seville two weeks earlier
{than he had expected to. But Blanca was not there, Her house was ulosed.
No one could tell him anything about her. His search was vain and in &
'day or two he went agaln to Madrid, broken-bearted.
Some time intar all Bpaim was eleotrified by nows of & peouliarly
ous murder. Don Alfonso Romeral had recently died. Cerebral

| wus the oause assigned. Put when his body
‘1 % Sirines i humed, during nome repairs at the oematary, &

Crime.
l"mm.-

A

was found to be lodged in his skull. The nall
dently heen driven through the bmin, cansing
death, The man's thick halr had hitherto hiddea the
wound,

Inquiries wers made, Suspicion fell upon Romeral's lovely young wile,
| Dona Zabriela. Sho was brought before Judso Zarco for trial,

' Zaroo looked at her in dumb horror. Ehe was Blanca, the woman he Sad
| @0 strangely lost,
i He had learned, meantime, that Blanoa had returned to Seville on tha
date fixed by them for the wedding: and, not finding him thers, had onsa
more vanished. Now she stood before him on a sharge of murder.
only by her deadly pallor that she recognired Zarco, the prisomer
leave to make a statement,
“I killed my husband,” she hegan, her great eves fixed em the fulge's
'aalisn face. “1 had been foresd by my parents to marry him. T hated him,
| Ha was o devil. [ endured three years of martyrdom as hs wife Them,
‘during n visit to Seville, I met a man I learned to love, He entreated
marry him, He waa honorable, If I had told him I was already a
wottld have laft me at cuoe. I thought 1 had a right to
promised to marry him. I went home, killed my husband, and returned
Heville at the time we had set for our wadding. But the man whom

gone thither to marry had abandoned me. [ am tired of life. I wish to
! Zarco, in a volce he could scarce oontrol, pronounced the death
upon the woman he adored. Then he rushed to the King, and, by the
nll his money and influence, at last succesded in obtailning a pard
Cabrialn,
The pardon clutched tight in his hand, Zarco galloped to the placs of

excontion, He was all but too late, For Guabriela had already begua to
i mount the seaffold,

- As the ery, "A pardon! A pardon!” was caught up by
the crowid, the reprieved woman stretched out her arms
to the judge, her face alight with love and thankfulness,

But before he could clasp her to his breast she swayed
toward him and sank to the ground, Zarco knelt beside her, pouring forth
! vown of devotion and imploring her to be his wife,

His worda went unheeded. The strain and the final shock had been too
much for the fragile woman, Dona Gabriela was dead,

&
*

The labor we delight in physica pain —SHAKESPEARE.

[Just a Wife==-(Her Diary)

Edited by Janet Trevor.

Coprratis, 1918, by The Press IPublishing Co. (The New York Frening Workd),
CHAPTER VI ;arollt-d ‘m hin guyest fashion. Then
July 101 tever knaw how much [!N® CAUELt sight of my caller and
loved Ned until 1 nearly lost him, I"‘.'.‘;‘.ﬁ.'r?:t‘";::”?‘l“ M;I" "“d;g
For my increase in understanding 1|, TUAIE I8 A Surprise, ,,'i,*h.""‘m
suppose I should thank Miss Iluhy‘yml ll‘l:l.'lru\ﬂﬁl '::me.-“?“ t is—are
' Randall, But [ am golng to hate her “Oh 'gm'u “ ahe responded o
ru:' tt-t::rr;::\.l ?r!nt-.‘:-:uffrff-hlru. Higging, :;:\' t""""(“"i h"il'"“l' Ned aut on the
| owner, cook and butisr of our board- wu‘-‘-::tnf -”hh:;\';-‘;l\:ﬁ.‘;m "mu’:-‘l"
Ing house in Bandport, knocked uat ﬂmd;--urt p e ""M' il e ape n
my door. When [ opaned |t ahe anld, ahe went the thres of us * M““‘;
.;'I_::.l_ry Randall has come to eall on | 00 "0 0 0 oy el for “’n'““mmm.
ot party the next morning.
1 must have looked the surprise 1|77, &
tolt. For sha added, in ensy explana- | o ,‘;:.ﬁ;:.f-‘;‘iﬁ""-%-:“:mm
tion, “Your husband knew her that Randall seems u'lltﬂe oud to .
vacation he apent here when he was |y .5 00 "y ahe's a Jolly M"
in college. He was quite awest on heartad 'glrl- used to be, | m' i
Puby at the time, und she certainly “I'm glad to meet any old-.l'l-'l-d
made o dead set aftor him. She|a.e wope Nag e 1 replied, ashamed
|ain't never married, and folka do | ¢ by esalt hectiuse 1 could it faal
an eordial am 1 soundasd.
! Rut 1 must be falr, When she ap-
poared on tha beach this morning,
Huby Randall wos a glorious sight.
{In her black bathing suit her figure

und har color were w And
met herself, but that knowledge does | (v waen't hu:r fault, orogtdn:;::m'lhn ]

not make her ocager to hear details. “hils
t mnke e anser { h . damnile. ::1;‘lm|n and childish and inaignifi-
n few minutes Inter, Sho s a wll| nm not n good
lyoung  woman with a  beautifully | the um-m:.t In.nlr mia:!:rmwm' lxlwl:'.
| rounded figurs and rather too high | timid about It and never wanted m’:
color, T'erhinps | am prejudiced, but |t go far from shors. T have prac.
Il.m, looked o little conrse, { t?;ouwhll- tisad with Nod, since T've heon hers
and my Lnpression wuas not changed | i Sundport, ‘s only
|hy her affectodly cnrroc‘t l::l;‘sllail- day». et et Aece S
I "You must be lonely hers, away Misa Randall
from all your friends,” she began. “Of | ynake and -he.:‘argl l;:; “enjoyed
course, 1 don't mean that anybody | themselves hugely at first. Fe tried
can be really lonely on a honeymoon,” | te keep near me, but 1 wouldn't hav
sho added, with a laugh which per- |t for [ know he wanted a long Mm‘
haps only soundad satrical. “But I Cinly whon she darsd him to swim
knew your husband so well"—just & {out to the furthest buoy | protasted
hint of emphasls on the last twollt was mo fur from shore that it
words—"that when I returned yes-|sesmed a black speck, and Ned
tarday from a visit to Portland and |already had besn In the fey Maine
hoard vou wera stopping here, 1| water for twanty minutes,
thought I'd liko to make your ae-
quaintance.

“aAnd  renew  acquaintance  with
Ned,” was my Tollowing thoughl.
Then 1 mentally eallesd myself a cat,

et
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The Last
Love Scene.
D e

-

RY "

el Miss Handadl 'l he down ot |
onee,” 1 hastily shut off the flow of
| contidences.  Of oourse cvery wife
| knows that her husband haas had
friendships with other girls baforsa he

“Plenss walt til to-morrow for t
awim."'[ !p!ondml‘ All three “h‘ﬁ
ware standing In ¢t
g B Ly (4 he shallows near

“I dare you, Ned Houghton!" pe-

't
been caught by some New York flsherman, grow uniis # e
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