
him!" cried Gabriel incoherently t
as it has been for you, these lone-

ly years!" and Gabriel stumblingly
explained, and the little' one snuggled
up close to both of them.

And both were in ,tears, contrite,
glad of the reunion, happy to revive
the old love that had glorified their
lives. "

"Oh, mamma!" cried little Humph-
rey, "it's come just as you said it
would the beautiful gold suns, and
the angels! You said we would meet
dear papa there, some day. Is it
heaven?"

Myra Dyke fell into her husband's
outstretched arms, subdued, contrite,
like a weary bird of passage into the
home nest.

"It is, indeed, heaven!" murmured
Gabriel Dyke, reverently, and with a
soul filled with a new-fou- happi-
ness,
(Copyright, 1916, W. G. Chapman.)
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CANINE KING IS PERFECTLY

NEUTRAL

"1"1"''..m81m...',,,1,,,

Here's a king who isn't worrying
about war. "Matford Vic," wire hair-
ed fox terrier, has just been crown-
ed "kin of dogs" at the New York
Westminster Kennel club dog show.
The "king" is English, 4 years of age
and owned by George Quintard.

o o
If it takes nine tailors to make a

man, what does it take to break that
pian? Answer: Just one little woman.

JUST LIKE A PEACOCK

By Betty Brown
If she is as proud as a peacock

dofi't blame her the girl who wears
a peacock hat. This newest manifes-
tation of spring millinery is a thing of
gay color and beauty of line. The
close-fitti- crown is black satin
draped with emerald green tulle, and
just to give it height, which is an-

other name for style, a double frill
of tulle in black and gold green
spreads itself across the crown like
a peacock fan.

But even a peacock hat would be
less lovely if it were not framed in a
smart, flaring collar of organdie that
preens itself fan-lik- e all around the
neck.
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