14

THE EVENING STAR, THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 22, 1906_922 PAGES.

e R e T F W WA W WY WYV

“M‘

The originals of the paintings nsed to Illustrate Verbeck's Book of Bears, pll't::!wb!
Lipplucott last month, will be on exhibition for one week in our craftsman room—first ficor.

Fire Underwriters say the private rooms In ou

Incorporated.
r new Fireproof Storage Building sre the most
Storage, Packing.

E

Dining
Room

Furniture.
Special Prices.

NUMBER of tecent
purchases of manu-
facturers’ entire

made-up stocks en-
able us to quote retail prices
that many dealers would be
glad to pay wholesale for like
goods.

Rugs Far
Under Value.

We’ve made a thorough can-
vass of the stock and assem-
bled all the small lots and sin-
gle patterns, and-in every in-
stance cut prices to the very
bed rock of lowness.

You can wunderstand just
what extraordinary values we
are offering when you consid-
er that many of the rugs em-
braced are left from special
mill purchases and were al-
ready far under market figures.

SIDEBOARDS.

Reg. value. Sale price.

Weathered Oak...coes.. $5H0.00  §13.35
Early English..........$200.00 $156.00
Early English.... $140.00 %110.00
Weathered OaK...ooev.- §$150.00  $100.00
Golden Oak...ce.s eneee$165.00  $115.00
Golden OaK. ..cnsssssess £70.00 85000
Golden OaK....coneves.. $35.00 $25.00
MAahORANY cevesssnssnss $110.00  $00.00
MahOgRNY cecesesevaass $00.00  §T8.50
Reg. value. Bale price.

Wenthered Oak $28.00
Weathered Oak $15.00
Weathered Oak...... ve o $85.00 £55.00
Weathered Onk...cce..n. FI8.00 £22.00
Early English.......... $05.00 $61.25
Early English.......... £51.00 £34.00
Weathered Dak......... SLTS $50.00
Weathered Oak......... 24200 30,00
Weathered Oak......... L4600 20,00
Early English.......... 367.00 £47.00
Golden OaK....ccvvivies £91.50 £20.75
Mahogany £50.00
Golden Dak....coorvneses S0l $45.00
Golden Oak 4500
Golden Oak £45.00
Golden Oak £60.00
Golden Oak £682.50
Galden Oak $10.50
Golden Oak. . .. 82750  $10.75
Goliden Oak.. . L4440 20,00
Golden Oak. ... adeues4is 845 O L3900
Golden Oak.....cccuauee $40.00  §43.75
Golden OaK....cveeve... $4G.00  $41.00
Golden Qak.....ovenee.. 832,00 $24.00
MahOgROY ....vqasveeas 600 £45.00
Golden Sak............. $66.00  £50.00
Larnd
EXTENSION TABLES.
Reg. value, Sale price.
12-ft. Cathedral Oak....$116.00  $80.00
10-rt. Early English....$115.00  $80.00
10-ft. Golden Oak....... S55.00 $65.00
10-ft. Golden............ $110.0¢) $80.00
Cathedral Oak.......... £50.00  £40.00
CHINA CLOSETS.
Rez. value. Sale price.

Weathered Oak......... £30.00 £15.00
Weathered Oak...coeo-. 844 00 £35.00
Early English......s...3125.00 $RO.00
Farly Engllsh...vevee.. $41.00 £30.00
Early English....ccc... S0 $TH.00
Cathedral OaKk......e...$100.00 $80.00
MAahOgANY . vesvionsnes 10000 $90.00
MahoBaANY .cccsonnsnans $150.00  $100.00
MahOERnY .:::.iveadsna S100.060 §75.00
Weathered Oak......... $£33.00 25.00

SMYRNA RUGS.

Bale
Regular. price

18 In.x80 N...ccvavevnnnnaeas. $1.00 -
21 In.x43 In...cccvvvinannaea.. $1.75 $1.19
36 in.x54 In...... AR PR $2.00 $1.39
80 X0 IN....oveciviinsenes $2.76 $1.69
36 MiXTS M. .orrivoisavarsnss $3.50 $2.75
48 in.x84 in............ ey $5.00 8.3

L o e AR R Apera A
8 ft. 3 in.x10 ft. 6 in.....

DI EIZ It i i iiinenaaass
10 ft. 6 in.x13 ft. 6 In.....: 435.00
ROYAL WILTONS.
Snle
Regular. price.
4 ft. 6inx7 ft. 6In.......... £15.00 $11.95
6 1.9 flooeoiiniinennanena....325.00 $21.85
B ft. 3 in.x10 ft. 8 in........ $35.00  $27.95
o Ty et v B R SR S 8‘393'.)
0 f.x12 ft 2.50
86 in.x63 in., regularly $7,
$H and $£10.00, now....... £5.20 & $6.95
TAPESTRY
BRUSSELS RUGS.
Sale
Rezular. rice.
CL 0 1 v g o e NN R $12.00 7.65
8 ft. 1 in.x10 ft. 6 In..... $15.00 $13.50
P Ay b e S TR Y $20.00 $714.50
JAMESTOWN RUGS.
Bolid colors—one piece—reversible. S
Regular, pr?o.ee.
i 02 o 5l g R e $5.50 $3.85
T ft. 6 in.x10 ft. 6 in........ $7.75 $5.05
0 s S SRR S $10.50 0.7
Kensington Art
Squares.

These are Fine Wool Art Squares—
woven in a solid plece without a seam.
A great varlety of designs and colorings
at the following prices:

Sale price.
2x3 yards. .... coinvanieesve SHRIH
2¥x3 yards.............. $5.75
3x3 yards....... oo sensess DITH
A%3G FATAS . o 0o oo v amin s'e sin $8.75
3x4 vards....... sieve e s DT
3¥%xq vards......o0eee...$10.75
4X4 vards. ... .oceaues .o . B12.75
4X4%% vards....ieiicienies $14.75
4%5 yards. .o veveneais ...$15.75

n
q
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===hammered brass trim-
mings.
less than regular.

THIS $50 SIDEBOARD

ror $30.00.

An elegant piece of fur=
iture in weathered oak===
uaint, attractive design

The price is 40%

1 slightly damaged Side-
oard in this style for $27.

B. MOSES & BSONS,
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“Odd things not found elsewhere.”

Seal Rings.

Our collection is wide
in variety and of un-
questioned merit.

We show these rings
in plain and carved ef-
fects and also set with
the various precious
stones.

Many designs are exclusive.

Berry &
Whitmore Co.,

JEWELERS, SILVERSMITHS, STATIONERS,

F and Eleventh Sts.
P L

Roof Protec-
tion Costs $1.

—The best dollar you're ever Invested
will he for a gallon of
PURE OXIDE OF IRON ROOF PAINT.
This Palnt will save the cost of a new
making the old roof as good as

spent

roof by
new.

Chas. E. Hoedgkin, a5 v

noll-284
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* MALARIA %
-’;: —leads to other and more L
Qf serious complaints. Banish 32
3 Malarla from your system 1
!; by taking jg
LBURN’S |
ILBURN’S |
Malaria 3

3 3%
K Capsules. &
g Read the directlons carefully ’f;‘
35 and carry them out to the 55
S letter, b
# 25¢. Sold by all druggists, X%
no2l-40d KD
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THE ARTISTIC

HENRY F. P]:U&N@S

MILLER

4| Perfect in Tone, Touch, Dura-
bility and Con-
struction,
FOR SALE BY

John F Ellis & Co.,
937 Pa. Ave. N.W.
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WANTED,

Boys with bicycles can
obtain employment in our
Messenger Department.

Apply to
Postal Telegraph

Cable Co.,
1345 Penna. Ave.

ee10-43d

“

For $1 }|

L m

GREDIT awesx

Why go poorly dressed when we
wlill clothe you on credit for $1 a
week? We sell you at cash prices.

S. H. BERMAN,

Uptown Store,
1721 Penna. Ave. N.W.

nol-901 20
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CHOOSE
EW ERA, ™3

—Throughout the length and
breadth of the United States
NEW ERA PAINT s com-
mended,

W. H. Butler Co., 208 w.

THE GAMBLER

BY

KATHERINE CECIL THURSTON,

Author of “The Masquerader,” Etc.
(Copyright, 1805, by Katherine Oecil Thurston. All rights reserved.)

XXVIIIL

At 9 o'clock on the night following her
first venture in the world of gambling, Clo-
dagh was again standing by the roulette
table in Lady Frances Hope's salon. She
had been playing for two hours. with luck
persistently against her; but no one who
had chanced to glance at her eager, ex-
cited face would have tmagined even for a
moment that the collection of colns in her
gold-netted purse was dwindling and not
increasing.

Deerehurst had been correct in his deduc-
tions. She played for the play's sake.
The losing game, the hazardous game, was
the one which appealed to and absorbed
her; the savor of risk stimulated her; the
faint sense of danger lifted her to an en-
chanted realm. And on this night she made
an unconsciously picturesque figure as she
stood fascinated by the chances of the
play—her face flushed, her eyes intensely
bright, her fingers restlessly eager to make
their stakes. Round about her was gath-
ered a little group of interested and admir-
ing men—Deerehurst, l.uard, Serracauld
and a couple of young Americans who had
come to Venice with introductions to Lady
Frances Hope; but on none of them did she
bestow more than a preoccupled attention.
She permitted them to stand beside her:
she laughed softly at their compliments
and their jests; but her ewves and her
thoughts were unmistakably for the paint-
ed board over which Barnard was pre-
siding. Another half-dozen rounds of the
game were played; then suddenly she turn-
ed away from the table with a quick laugh.

“The end,” she sald to Serracauld, who
was standing nearest to her, and with a
quick gesture she held up the gold-netted
purse, now limp and empty.

With an eager movement he stepped for-
ward.

“Let me be useful?” he whispared,
quickly.

“Or me? 1 represent vour husband, you
know."” Barnard leaned across the roule‘te
table.

"Oh, come, Barny! 1 spuke first."”

But Clodagh looked emilingly from one
to the other and shook her head. -

“No—no,"" she sald, hastily, “I—I never
borrow money.'"

Serracauld looked obvlously disappointed.

“*Nonsense, Mrs. Milbanke—'' he began.

But Deerehurst intervened.

“If Mrs. Milbanke does not wish it, Val-
entine—"' he murmured, soothingly. *‘Mrs.
E\Ellbhﬂnke. let me take you out of tempta-
10m.

He bowed to Clodagh and courteously
made a passage for her through the crowd
that surrounded them. If any cynical re-
membrance of her first vehement repudia-
tion of the suggestion that she should gam-
ble rose now to confute her newer denial,
no shadow of it was visible in his face.

As they {reed themselves from the group
of players they paused simultaneously and
looked for a moment around the large,
cool s=alon, about which the elder or more
serious of the assembly were scattered for
conversatlon or cards. Neither spoke, but
after a moment's wait Deerehurst turned
his pale eyes in the direction of the open
windows and by the faintest lifting of his
eyebrows conveyed a question.

Clodagh laughed, then sllently bent her
head. and a moment later they moved for-
ward together across the polished floor.

As they passed one of the many groups of
statuary that brightened the more shad-
owed portlon of the room. Clodagh caught
a glimpse of her hostess, once again in con-
versation with Sir Walter Gore, and she
was ‘conscinus in that fleeting moment of
(Gore’s clear, reflective eyes resting on her
in a qulck regard.

With a swift, almost defiant, movement
she lifted her head and turned ostentatious-
Iy to Deerehurst.

“Is It to be philosophy tonight?’ she ask-
ed, in a low, soft voice.

He paused and looked at her, his cold,
pale eyes slow and searching in their re-
gard.

“Not tonight—Circe,"
low his breath.

Clodagh colored, gave another quick, ex-
cited laugh, and, moving past him, stepped
through one of the open windows.

Gaining the balcony, she did not, as usual,
drop into one of the deep lounge-chairs, but,
moving straight forward, stood by the iron
raillng and looked down upon the qulet
canal.

The night was exceptionally clear, even
for Italy. Every star was reflected in the
smooth, dark waters; while over the oppo-
site palaces a crescent moon hung like a
slender reaping hook, extended from heaven
to garner some mystic harvest.

For a moment Deerehurst hesitated to dis-
turb her; but at last, walving hils scruples,
lhs- went softly forward and stood beside
16T,

“Are you offended?” he asked, in a very
low volce.

I‘NO-U!

Her answer came almost absently: her
eyes were fixed upon the moon.

“Then sad?"

“I don't know. Perliaps."

He drew a little nearer.

“And why sad?”’

Bhe gave a quick sigh and turned from
the glories of the night.

“I have only two more days in Venice.
Isn't that reason for being sad?"

“But why leave Venlice?'

“My husband is leaving.”

He smiled faintly, ;

‘*And is he such a tyrant that you must go
where he goes?”

She laughed Involuntarily.

“A tyrant!” she said. “0Oh, no.
scarcely say he is a tyrant.”

“Then why do you go with him?"’

She looked round for a moment, then her
eves returned to the pageant of the sky.

“Why does one do anyth'ng?' she said.
suddenly, in a changed voiee,

With a quiet movement Deerehurst leaned
forward over the ralling and looked into
her face.

“T'sually we do things because we must,”
he said, softly. *“But compulsion Is not al-
wayvs disagreeable, Bometimes we are com-
pelled to action by our own desires—""'

Clodagh, congclous of his close regard, felt
her breath come a little quicker. But she
dd not change her position; she did not
cease to study the sky. She knew that his
arm was all but touching hers; she was sen-
sitive to the faint and costly perfume that
emanated from his clothes. But she felt
these things vaguely, Impersonally, as items
in a drama unconnected with herself. When
his next words came it was curlosity rather
than dread that stirred in her mind.

“It Is my deslres that are forcing me to
speak now. The desire to see you again
after you leave Venice—the desire to- see
more of you than a mere acqualntance
sees—to be something more than a mere
friend—"" .

Clodagh still looked intently at the stars,
but unconsciously her lips parted.

“Why?' she asked, below her breath.
And it seemed to her that the word was
not spoken by her, but by some one else.

With an eager gesture Deerehurst ex-
tended his hand, and bis long, pale fingers
closed over her own.

Then out across the darkness and the si-
lence of the balcony floated the strong, de-
cislve volce of Lady Frances Hope.

“Lord Deerehurst!” it called. ‘“Lord
Deerehurst! Bo sorry, but Rose wants you
to give an expert opinion upon one point in
a game of bridge. It won't take two min-
utes."

The voice faded away again as its owner
‘moved back into the room.

At the sound of his name Deerchurst had
drawn himself erect. Now, bending for-
ward silently and swiftly, he lifted the hand
he was still holding and kissed it vehe-
mently. The next moment he had crossed
the balcony and entered the salon.

Left alone, odagh motionless.
With a vivid physical consciousness she
could still feel the pressure of his cold lips
upon her hand: but her mental sensations
were benumbed. That something had oc-
curred, she dimly realized; that some polnt—
R S
vaguely aware. what
ing upon her own life might be she made no
attempt to guess. With a dazed mind she
gazed out across the quiet canal, striving
to marshal her ideas.

For several seconds she stood in this state
of mental confusion; then, with disconcert-
ing soddenness, A new Incldent obtruded
itself upon her mind. th a violent start
Baniel Uhousis (he obup: Whatlers ABR wes

ug e open w was

toward her, across the balcony.

She turned sharply. But as she did so
her  fingers slipped from the iron railing,
and all thought of Deerehurst’'s kiss was

he said, almost be-

I can

banished from her mind. With a sense of
acute surprise she recognized the figure of
Sir Walter Gore.

Taking no notice of her dismayed silence,
he came quietly forward.

*Good evening, Mrs. Milbanke,”” he sald.
“Have you been enjoying yourself?’

With a certain vague confuslon she met
his gaze,

“Yes," she answered. “I—I suppose so0."”

There was a short silence; and Gore,
moving to the balcony ralling, rested his
arm upon it.

“It 1s getting late,”” he said. “Time for
us all to be thinking of our hotels.”

Again Clodagh looked at him in faint be-
wilderment. .

“Yes. I—I suppose so0,” she said once

more.

Another pause succeeded hgr halting
words; then, with a gesture of decision,
Gore stood upright, bringing his glance
back to her face.

“Mrs. Milbanke,” he sald, suddenly, *“let
me take you home! I have a gondola walit-
ing at the steps.”

The words were go totally unexpected
that Clodagh remained mute, and, leaning
forward, looked down into the heavy
shadows cast by the ancient palace. There
was a strange sensation of triumph in this
unlooked-for moment, in this sudden capitu-
lation of & man who had previously ignored
her: a sensation before which all lesser
things—Deerehurst’'s passion, Serracauld's
ardor, Barnard's friendship—became mean-
ingless and vague.

But Gore, guessing nothing from her
bent head, glanced behind him toward the
salon.

“Well?""
cort?"”

Under cover of the dusk Clodagh smiled.

*Mr. Barnard generally takes me
home—""

Involuntarily Gore's figure stiffened.

“—But,” she added, in a low, quick
whisper, “I—1I would very much rather go
back with you.”

Under many conditions the words would
have seemed bold; but the manner in
whieh she uttered them disarmed criti-
cism. Gore's face relaxed.

“Then let us make our escape,” he said.
“Lady Frances is settling a bridge dis-
pute, and quite a dozen people have slipped
away in the last ten minutes. No one will
question which of them has taken you
home."

And Clodagh gave a short, light laugh of
sudden pleasure. The &gmall conspiracy
made Gore so much more human—drew
them so much closer together than they
had been before.

“Yes—yes,”" she sald, eagerly.
lunching with Lady Frances tomorrow.
can explain then.”

“Yes. Quite so. Now, if you are ready!"”

He moved to the window.

Very quietly they re-entered the salon,
and a flush crossed Clodagh's face as she
saw Deerehust bending over a card table
with the nearest approach to boredom and
impatience she had ever known him to
evince. Her heart, already beating to the
thought of her new conquest, gave an add-
ed leap at this silent evidence of her power,

In the corridor outside the salon Gore
took her cloak from the servant, and him-
self wrapped it about her as they de-
scended the stairs; then, passing to the
flight of worn steps that led to the water,
he signaled to a waliting gondolier.

“Mrs. Milbanke,” he =aid, as he offered
her his hand, *“I am going to make a
strange request. I want to talk to yvou for
half an hour before taking you home. Will
you give me leave to make a tour of the
canals?’ He spoke very quietly and in a
; tone difficult to construe.

At his curious appeal her heart gave an=-
other quiek, excited throb, though instinct=
ively she realized that neither Deerehurst,
Serracauld mor Barnard would have pro-
posed a midnight excureion in quite his
voice or manner. But the very mode of the
request enhanced its charm. She looked up
into hls face as she laid her hand in his.

“I glve you leave,” she said, gently.

He met her glance, but almest imme-
diately averted his eyes. And as he handed
Iher to the seat he turned swiftly to the
gondolier, addressing him in Italian.

The colloquy lasted but a few seconds,
‘and at its conclusion the boat shot silently
out into the canal.

“*This man does not understand a word of
English,”” he sald, as he dropped into his
place by Clodagh's side.

Again his words were peculiarly sug-
gestive, and again his tone was curlously
frank. Why should he suggest that theilr
conversation was unintelligible?—and sug-
gest it in so impersonal a tone? She leaned
back in her cushioned seat and let her eye-
lids droop. Her mind was full of puzzling
and delightful thoughts. Never had she
tasted the mystery of Venice as she tasted
it tonight. Every passing breath of wind,
every scent blown from the dark and silent
gardens, every distant laugh or broken
word was allve with unguessed meanings.
The feverish excitement of the past week
seemed to fall away. This was romance!—
this drifting with an inscrutable companion
through an unfathomable night!

Her eyes closed; she lay almost motion-
leas, filled with an aimless, vague delight.
All creation—with all creation’s limitless
possibilities—lay in the warm darkness that
enveloped her. Then, with the instinct of
senses newly and sharply astir, she became
conscious that Gore was watching her.
With a thrill of expectancy and anticipation
she opened her eyes.

There is something very curious—some-
thing subtle and almost intimmate—in the
opening of one's eyes upon the steady
gerutiny of another. As Clodagh raised
her lids her glance encountered Gore's; but
on the instant that their eyes met her joy
in the moment—her exultant triumph—was
suddenly killed. For the look that she sur-
prised was not the look she had anticl-
pated. It was interested—it was attentive;
It was grave; but it held no subjugation
nor passion. As her brain woke to this
realization she involuntarily raised herself
in the luxurious, cushloned seat.

At the same moment her
leaned slightly forward.

“Mrs. Milbanke,” he sald, quickly, “I
have been watching you and thinking about
you ever since 1 came to Venice, and at
last I have decided that I must tell you
| what my thoughts have been.

“I am not very old—perhaps I have no
right to speak. But a man sees a good deal
of life, even if he wants to keep his eyes
shut; and I have seen a great many people
throw away their chances—take the false
and refuse the true. I have seen some men
do it, and have seen many women—many,
many women.”” He paused, but did not
Jook at her. “It is a common, every-day
occurrence; so common that one generally
looks on at it with indifference. But some-
tlmes—just sometimes—one stops to think.
One feels the great, great pity of It."”

He paused again, looking fixedly down at
the strip of carpet beneath their feet.

Clodagh glanced at him—a swift, search-
ing, almost surreptitious look.

“Mrs. Milbanke, there are times when
one stops to think.” He ralsed his head
and looked at Clodagh, sitting erect and
pale, her large. eyes wide open, her hands
clasped in her lap. “There are times when
it seems cruel—when it seems a sacrilege to
see a girl going down the easy road of lost
{llusions and callous sentiments. I know
this sounds incomprehensible—sounds im-
pertinent. But I cannot help myself. I
must tell you what no one else will tell
you. I must put out my hand.”

He paused, but Clodagh did not speak.

“You are very Yyoung. You are very
high-spirited. You—you are very attractive.
And the world is full of people ready—walt-
ing—to take advantage of your youth, your
high sepirite, your attractiveness. You are
not fit for this soclety—for this set that
you have drifted into—'"'

“This set? Isn't it your own set?’ At
last Clodagh’'s lips parted.

He made an impatient gesture.

“A man has many sets.”

Her pale face flushed suddenly.

“I don't think I understand,” she said.

“No. But I am trying to make you un-
derstand. 1 am mnot

he sald. “May I be your es-

“And I am
I

companion

vicious; a8 A man’s
friend, and as honest as his clients permit
him to be. but no per gulde for a girl
like ou;Deu'ahh e
Bn?(.}‘lodllhcockedhlln.

*“Lord Deershurst? What about Lord

JONAS SPURLOCK

fool.
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«You

alike.

5c the copy

who can raise a million dollars at an
hour’s notice, but who can’t raise a boy.

dinate could touch him.

Letters to
Unsuccessiul Me

By the Author of Letters from a Self-Made Morchant to his Son

HIS SON, JACK

who went through five tho a'year,
butcouldn'tn:at ulwughmu({ <

Jonas writes to Brother William that in spite of
the fact that Jack has been given everything that
money can buy he has made a mess of his life,

Here follow some extracts from Brother Bill’s

letter in reply:,

«Jack is your problem and you’re welcome to it.
could solve it, but you won’t, because Jack isn’t wheat,
or steel, or stocks, but just flesh and blood.”

«If he were a million-dollar deal gone wrong, no subor-
But when your son starts
for hell in a canter, you send a hired man after him to
beat him back with a club.”

«Have you looked up the men who h:;‘ve taught Jack as
carefully as those that you have hired to run your plants?”

“You expected him to associate with idlers and not be
idle; to make friends among the foolish and not be a
That is a pretty big contract for one boy to fill,

with a father working overtime to help him.”

and your special breed of business men are all

You begin in your corner groceries sanding
the sugar for pennies; and
sanding the sugar for millions.”

you finish

In this weeK’s issue of

THE SATURDAY
EVENING POST

In the next installment Jack breaks a strike in his father’s Chicago plant

and almost breaks his father.

THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA

JONAS’ BROTHER, WILLIAM

who owns a bunch of cows on 2 mountain
nge,where they can't graze an hour In any
rection without stepping on the mortgage,

n
di

You

in Wall Street

$1.50 the year

==

Deerehurst?’ Her volce was high and
strained.

Gore made a gesture of contempt.
“Deerehurst—'" he began, hotly; then
suddenly his tone changed.

“Mrs. Milbanke,' he =ald, earnestly,

‘“‘whatever you may say, whatever you may
do, I cannot believe that in your heart you
are in sympathy with these people, whose
one object in life is to gamble—to gamble
with honor, money, emotion—anything,
everything with the savor of risk and the
ossibility of gain.

p“i‘ou have no justification for belonging
to these people. You have the good things
of life, the thing many women are forced
to steal—position, a home, a good hus-
band—""

At the last word Clodagh started violent-
ly. And with a guick, impulsive movement
Gore turned to her afresh.

“You are intoxicated with life—or what
seems to you to be life. You are forgetting
realities. I have seen your husband. He
is an honest, trustworthy man—
who loves you.”

The tone of his voice came to Clodagh
with great distinctness. It seemed the only
living thing in a world that had suddenly
become dead. While she had been sitting
rigid and erect in the stern of the gondola
everything had altered to her mental vision
—everything had undergone a fundamental
change. The purple twilight; the myste-
rious night scents; the breezes blown in
from the lagoon had become Iintangible,
meaningless things. She was consclous of
nothing but Gore's clear words, of her own
soul stripped of its self-deception. At last,
with a faint movement, she turned toward
him.

“Take me home,” she sald, in a numbed
voice. “I wish to go home.”

At the words he wheeled round in sudden
protest. But as his eyes rested on her cold
face a tinge of self-consciousness chilled his
geal—self-consciousness and the suddenly
remembered fact that his action was, after
all, unjustifiable. His own figure suddenly
stiffened.

*“Ag you wish, of course,” he said, quietly.
“] suppose my conduct seems quite unpar-
donable.”

For one fleeting second an impulse—a de-
sire—crossed Clodagh's face; but as it trem-
bled on the brink of utterance Gore leaned
forward In his seat and gave a quick, im-
perative order to the gondolier. A mompent
later they had glided up a narrow waiter-
way and emerged again upon the Grand

al.
calgrom the door and windows of Clodagh's
hotel a stream of light was still pouring
out upon the water. As they drew level
with the terrace she turned her face away
from this searching radlance and rose
quickly to her feet.

“Good-night,” she sald, in an almost in-
articulate voice. *‘Good-night. Don't stir.
Don't help me.”

But Gore had risen also, and in a sudden
return of his earller, more impulsive man-
ner he forgot the self-consciousness that
had chilled him.

“Mrs. Milbanke,” he sald quickly.

But Clodagh evaded his eyes and with a
sharp, nervous movement shook her head.

“No,” she sald. “No. Don't help me. I
don't want help.”

Stepping past him with an agile move-
ment she ran up the steps and across the
terrace to the door of the_ hotel.

Obeying a dominant impulse, Gore turned
to follow her, but as his foot touched the
gide of the hoat he paused, drew slowly
back and dropped into his former seat.

With almost breathless haste Clodagh
ran up the silent staircase of the hotel,
and, entering her own room, turned on the
light; then, walking stralght to the dress-
ing table, she paused and stared Iinto the
mirror at her own reflection.

The sight of that reflection was not re-
assuring. Her face looked colorless, as

simple,

only olive-tinted skin can look; her wide
‘with their marrowed pupils, seemed
:mst yellow In their intense clearness,
while her whole air, her whole appearance,
was tened, tired, palned. As she
looked a nervous panic seized her and she
ze AWAY. ;

turned her

in an unfamiliar hand. With the same un-
strung haste she turned it about between
her fingers, halting with new apprehension
as she saw that its flap bore an elaborate
black coronet and monogram.

At last, with a strange sense of appre-
hension, she tore the envelope open.

“Circe,”" the letter began, ‘I will not re-
proach you for deserting me. Life Is too
brief for reproaches—when one longs to fill
it with pleasanter things. But be kind to
me. Give me the opportunity of finishing
that broken senience. 1 shall smoke a
cigar on the terrace at 11 tonight. If you
are generous, wrap yourself up and keep
me company for ten minutes. I shall wait
and hope. DEEREHURST."”

She read to the end and stood for a space
staring at the large, straggling writing; at
last, as if suddenly imbued with the power
of action, she tore the letter across, tearing
and retearing it into little strips. Then,
throwing the fragments on the ground,
she turned and fled out of the room.

Milbanke's bed room was on the same
floor as her own, though separated from it
by half the length of the corridor. Leaving
her own apartment, she hurried toward It
and, pausing outside the door, Kknocked
softly and insistently. A delay followed
her imperative summons; then Milbanke’s
voice came faint and nervous, demanding
the Intruder's name.

She answered, and a moment later the
door was opened with a confused sound
of shooting bolts.

Milbanke's appearance was slightly gro-
tesque as the opened door disclosed hlm,
sllhouetted agalnst the lighted room. He
was garbed in a loose dressing gown, his
scanty hair was disarranged and there
was an expression of alarm on his puck-
ered face. But for once Clodagh was blind
to these things. With a swift movement
she entered the room, and, closing the
door, stood leaning against it.

“James,” she sald breathlessly, “you fin-
ished your business with Mr. Barnard to-
day, didn't you?"

Milbanke, suddenly conscious
white face, began to stammer,

*“Clodagh! My dear—my dear.”

But Clodagh waved his anxlety aside.

: ;‘Tell me,”" she sald. “It's finished, Isn't
| d kg

“Yes—yes, But, my dear—"' y

She threw out her hands in a sudden,
vehement gesture.

“Then take me away!" she cried. *“Take
me away! Let us go in the morning by the
very first train—before any one is up.™

Milbanke paled.

“But, my dear,” he said helplessly, “I
thought—I believed—"'

Clodagh turned to him agaln.

“So A4id 1! she cried. “So did 1! 1
thought I loved it. I thought I loved it all
—the music and the gayety and—and the
people. But I don't. I hate It! I hate [t!
I hate It!”

In a strangled sob her voice gave way
and with it her strength and her self-con-
trol., She took a few steps forward, then,
like a mechanical flgure in which rhe
mechanism has suddenly been suspended,
she stopped, swayed a little and, dropping
into the nearest chair, broke into a flood
of tears—such tears as had shaken her five
years ago when she drove out of Carrig-
more on the day of her wedding.

(To be continued tomorrow.) \
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W. C. T. U. MEETING.

Executive . Committee naceive.- Re-

ports and Announces Public Meeting.
A meeting of the executlve committee of
the Woman's Christian Temperance Union
was held yesterday. Mrs. Clinton Smith,
the president, opened the meeting and later
called upon Mrs. M. E. Cohen, the vice
president, to preside.
Reports were given by Mrs. Emma San-
ford Shelton and Mrs. Grandfield, and ar-
rangements wete made for a meeting In
Congregational Church Novem-

At that .meeting Mrs.
of her

Iowin" the last spring.
The meeting will .be public. A short’
musical program the  direction of

ington Loan and Trust Company was manis
fested by a unanimous vote of the execus=
tive committee thit the treasurer continue
to deposit the funds of the soclety in that
institution.

Miss Cornelia L. Lloyd, in the name of
East Capitol Union, presented the sum of
$17 for the carpet fumd, the proceeds of
an entertalnment given by the union for
that purpose.

The executive committee placed Itself
upon record as objecting to the sale of the.
eo-called *‘booze drops,” which, as proved
by the analysis, contain alcohol, A letter
to the District officials was authorized
protesting against thelr further sale to
school children

It was announced that the District of
Columbia department of soldiers and sall-
ors’ work, Mrs. Randolph, superintendent,
has for the third year taken the prize
banner awarded by the national department
to the state showing the greatest amount
of work accomplished in the year.

Mrs. Teresa Williams, Mrs. De  Rinner
and Mrs. A, C., Giles were elected a coms=
mittee to revise the year book.

A vote of thanks was given Mrs. John B,
Henderson for the reception tendered the
foreign delegates to the world's convention
and the District officers.

INCREASE #$15,000,000.

Great Advance in Earnings of Harri-
man Lines.

SAN FRANCISCO, November 22.—For
three months of the present fiscal year, con-
sisting of the months of July, August and
September, the gross earnings of the South-
ern Pacific amount to $28,671,714, agalnst
$25,6062,778 for the same three months last
year. This makes an increase of $3,008,035
for the present year, or a little more than
$1,000,000 a month. If this rate is main-
tained the earnings of the Bouthern Pacific
will easily reach $120,000 at the end’ of the
fiscal year.

For three months in the present fiscal
year the earnings of the Union Pacific are
$1,480,963 greater than for the same three
months of last yvear. If this rate of increase
keeps up the earnings of the two Harriman

roads will have an Increase of $15,000,000
over last year,

THE WHOLE THING

THAT'S THE WAY A TENNESSEE MAN LOOIK-
ED AT COFFEE.

The follawing letter Is so interesting and con-
tains &0 much good hard sense about the coffea
question,- we publish It for our readsrs:

“1 laughed at the ldea that coffee injored nie,
potwithstanding the trembling bhaods, sallow,
muddy complexion, the tired, listless feellng and
aversion to mental or physieal effort, Also the
terrible moments in the nlght when my heart
would palpltate so violently that It seemed esch
moment it would wear Itself out and become for-
ever sijll.

“When I married, my coffes days came to an
end—my good wife nefused to serve it 1o me,
placing Postum on the table Instead. F

‘““This was done over my protest. I had had ex-
perience with Postum—a straw colored liquid with
an insipid taste.  But the cup she set before me
was not so bad, and in a way I even enjoyed it.
But we had pot then fully learned how to make
Pestum properly—by long bolling. :

“Then the results came. The old heaviness



