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| CLAY'S ORGY OF SPENDING GETS HIM INTO AN EMBAR-
RASSING SITUATION.

Sywopsis—Clay Wimburn, a young New Yorker on a visit to
Cleweland, meets peetty Daphne Kip, whose brother is In the same

office with Clay in. Wall street. After a whirlwind courtship they be-
come engaged. Clay buys an engagement ring on credit and returns
tn Niew Yook, Daphuoe agrees to an eatly marriage, and after extracting
{rows Ger money-worried Cather what ahe regards as a sufficient sum of
uneey for the purpese she goes to New York with her mother to buy
G Grousscaq,

GHAPTER V—Continued.
——

“This s too beautiful to go through
a» (ast” Daphne criasd. “It's wonder-
™if, We ought to walk. Fromise me
ore can walk home, s such a gor-
geows night.™

“You'me crazy, darling,” he eald
“Tee got (8 get to my office tomorrow,
nsd you've got to get home for break-
Tt ™

“4&!1 right for you,” she pouted. But
& wns cone too gerious a tragedy, and
fher splrits revived when the taxicab
fuened in through the shrubs about the
#i! {oa that had once beem the home
9€ Sapoiesn's brother and had heard
e faughier of Theodesia Burr and of
@eéiy Jumel i their primes.

Daplme did not Uke the table the
Sepd waiter ted them to. It missed
beil ko hraese and the view,

“Can't we 6it over there?" she said.

't sea'

The Giend writer camse reluctantly to
@i Geck. When Clay asked for the
dahle, the answer was cart:

“Sazry, sir; It Iz resecved”

Ctay felt insulfed. He whipped out
Gis packethook and rebuked the tyrant
aiiie 2 bil. Ele thought it was a one-
daltar Gill, but he saw a “V" oa It just
%2 rhe swilt and subtle head walter
abunched it without sceming to, To
#=k fos it back or for change wns one
wl &ve most impossible things in the
ki,

tsy wade it as easy for his new
siave 35 he could.

“f Jem't think you nnderstood which
fahie § meant,” he said, pointing to the

ane fie had indicated before, *“That
.3“41'

“fur, that onel” said the head wait-
se.  “Ceviainly, sir™

e led the way, beckonlng waiters
waf oronibeses and snapping his fin-
Qres

Ciay ordered a supper as chastely
@oriocs as a sonnet. It showed that he
&% both native ability and education
% t%e art of ordering a meal. He (m-
greased even the head waiter, and that
d8 a v-ivmeph. That was Clay's pur-
owe. Alse bhe wanted (o preserve his
@i wespect and the waiter's attention
-dp ihe fsce of the supper that was be-
vimg amdered at the next table, That
wveas wall prdered, tee, hat it was not
W souner: it was a rhapsody. It was
slorad by n mas whose guests had
e gt arrived. When Clay had dis-
peeiched his waiter he whispered to
Daphne=:

o “See that Tellow. That's Thomas
Py Fareic Duane, oae of the wellest-
Srearon pndeclors in New York. He was
soaxy uwout Leila™

“teoat Bayard's Leila ™

“Tas. That's really why Bayard got
married so quick. He was afraid Tom
Paome owwald steal her, Nice enough
Wedlaw. H6L (00 much money {™

ixphne looked at the big man, and
Pouzht bim looking at ber with a fa-
voezhis appralsal. She etared him
doee with a cold self-possession of
il SAomerican girl who will nelther
et nor flinch. Dunne yielded and
turned hiz eyes to Clay, recognized
B, and nodded.

“Blel’o, Wimborn! Hah ya?”

“Feeiing fairly soappy,” said Clay.

FPene-showed a willlngness to come
~aver and be presented, but Clay kept

Slem o with a losd like a pair of push-
g Gands,

e Loitered aboat, walting for
“ils gaesis. He looked lonely, Duphoe
ety = oaixinre of cherity and suobbery
fin Yer henrt. She whispered to Clay:

“fuvite the poor fellew gver here till
Wi guesta come. 'm dying to be able
"% 4eli the people af home that I met
e great Duane.”

Sgpxin Glay shook his head.

“#ad that you introduced him te
me"

a7y nodded. He beckomed Duane
s with hardly more than a motlon
wat *he eyecbrows. Duane came with a
rifintisring eagerness. He put his band
~amé ta Clay; and Clay, rising, wade
~ife preseatation.

7 hage” Duane gald, with an amiable

i

“fie’s mg Doother. Why?"
“f owme bhim a big grudge” sald
am “He wiole his wife from me,
as [ was falling oadly In, love
Ber. Beautiful girl, your now sis-

“¥Feu're not related to Bayard Kip,

“We were there tonight,” said Daph-
ne. “She's glorions|”

“Come on over and play in our yard,
then."

Daphne had never met a famous
actress. BShe was wild to join the
group and to know Tom Dunne beiter.
But Clay spoke with an icy finality.

“Thanks, old man. We've already
ordered.” He still stood, and he had
not invited Duane to sit down.

Tom Duane looked at Daphne and
smiled like a boy rebuked. “All right,
I'll go quletly, I know when I'm
kicked out. But next time I won't go
so enslly. Good night”

He put his warm, friendly hand ont
agnin to Daphne and to Clay, who
nodded him awsy with an appalling in-
formality, considering how great he
WS,

Other people came in, some of them
plainly sightseers, some of them per-
sonnges of quality. Hverybody seemed
happy, clandestine, romantle. This
was life as Daphoe wanted to live it.
But at length she yanwned. Her little
hand could not conceal the contortion
of her features,

“I'm gloriously tired, honey,” she
confessed, with a lovable intlmacy.
“It's the most beautiful supper I ever
had, but I'm sleepy.”

He smiled with Indulgent tenderness
and said to the waiter, “Check 1"

Daphne turned her eyes away de-
cently as the slip of paper on a plate
wns set at Clay's elbow. But she
noted that he started violently as he
turned the bill over and met it face to
fuce. He studied it with the grim
herolsm of one reading a death-war-
rant. The amount staggered him, He
turned pale. He recovered enough to
gay tp t!  walter, “You've given me
the wron eck.”

The w fter shook his head,
nossair "’ |

Clay studied it agnin. He called for
the bill of fare, and studied that.
Diphne felt so ashamed that she want-
ed to leap into the river. Abroad, it is
belleved that the man who does not
audit his restaurant bill is either an
Americun tourist or sowe other kind
of fool, But in Daphne's set it was
considered the act of n miser, Clay
worked over his check as if it were a
trial balance,

“Ah, I thought so0,” he growled. “The
bill of fare says that this Montreal

"Oh,

Patriotism and Pride Helped Her for a
Quarter of a Mile,

melon is ﬂ.;wenty-ﬂve cents a portlon.
You've charged me three dollars for
two portions.”

A look of pitylng contempt twisted
the walter's smile.

“The melon you ordered, sair, was
all out. I served you a French melon
instend.”

“Why didn't yon tell me?"

“T deed not theenk It mettered to the
gentluman."

Clay sniffed. He was not to be
quieted by such n sop. He whipped
out his pocketbook and Inid down
every bill in it. He stretched his legs
and ronsacked his trousers pockets
und dropped on the plate every ¢oin he
had, He withdrew o dime and waved
the heap at the walter,
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starter sald, “Cab, 4ir? and made to
whistle one up. Clay shook his head
and walked on toward the monument
of Grenot. Daphne followed. They
went as humbly as a couple of paupers
evicted for the rent,

Daphne was afrald to speak. BShe
saw that Clay was sick with wrath,
and she did not know him well enough
to be sure how he would take her in-
terference In his thoughts, She trudged
along in ntter shame,

The worst of her shame was that
she was so ashamed of it. Why should
she care whether a walter smiled or
frowned? But she did care, infinitely.

Daphne could not pump up any en-
thusiasm for the scenery. Her lover
took no advantage of the serial of
arbors and the embracing bowers, He
never kissed her, not once.

Daphne ceased to be gorry for Clay
nnd felt sorry for her neglected self.
Then she grew angry at herself. Then
at him,

At Jength she sald, with ominous
sweetness, “Are you geing to walk all
the way, dear?”

“You sald you wanted to, didn't
you?" he mumbled, thickly.

“That's so."

She trudged some distance farther—
a few blocks it was; it seemed miles.
Then she said, “How far is it home—
nltogether "

“About three miles and a half.,”

“Is that all? The herocine of an
English novel I've been reading used
to dash off five or six miles before
breakfast.”

Patrlotism and pride helped her for
a quarter of a mile more, Then she
reslgned :

“] guess I'm not an English heroine.
I don't belleve she ever really did it,
I'll resign! I'll have to ask you to call
me a cab”

“Pretty hard to find an empty one
niong here at this hour,” he said, and
urged her on.

“Let's go over that way to the in-
habited part of town,” ghe said, “and
take a street car or the subway.”

And then he stopped and said, with
guilty brusquerie, “Have you got your
pockethook with you?”

“No, 1left it at home tonight. Why 2

| L

“Daphne, I haven't got a cent!
“Why, Clay! you poor thing!"

“That's why I was so rough with the
walter, If I'd had the money, do you
think I'd have made a row before you
about a few little dollars? Never! Yon
see, I didn't expect to go out to Clare-
mont after the theater. The taxi cost
more than I expected, and then I gave
the head waiter five dollars instead of
one. I ordered with care go that it
would come out right. But that busi-
ness about the melon finished me. I
just made it. I never was so ashamod
in my life, And I had to drag you iato
it, and now I'm murdering your poor,
little feet."

“That's the funnlest joke I ever
heard, Why didn't you tell me before?”

“It's no joke."

“Why, of course it is! You have
only to go to your bank tomorrow and
draw. some more."

He did not answer this, Be sald
nothing at all, She had a terrified feel-
ing that his silence was full of mean-
ing, that his bank account would not
tespond to his call. She conld not ask
him to explain the situation. She was
ffraid that he might.

She marched on doggedly, growing
more and more gloomy and deerepit.
Her little slippers with thelr stilted
heels plnched and wavered, and every
Step waus a pang.

“Let's go over there and get on a
street car, and dare them to put us
off," she suggested.

“It's a pay-as-you-enter ecar,”
groaned,

The world was a different world
now. The drive that had been so tre-
mendously lovely as she sped through
it In a taxicab was a pathyay in Mo-
Jave. She limped through the hideous,
hateful, nnpardonable length, and felt
that it was a symbol of the life ahead
of her. She had counted on escaping
from the money limits of her home,
She was merely transferring herself
from one jall to another,

Her young lover had dazzled her
with his heedless courtship, flown away
with her on motor wings, dipping to
earth now and then fo sip refresh-
ments at a high cost, and then fwoo;r
Ing off with her again.

And now his wings had broken; his
gasoline was gone; his motor burnt
otit; and the rest of the journey waa
to be the same old trudge.

She had been leaning heavily on
Clay's arm. Now she put it away from
her In a mixture of pity for him and
of gelf-reproof., When he protested,
she sald: \

“T think 1'11 walk belter alone for a
while.”

8o she hobbled and hobbled by her-
self, he pleanding to be allowed to help
her, But ahe kept him away.

And they érept on a litfle farther,
loving each other piteously.

In the course of time they reached
the Soldiers' and Ballors' monument,
and Daphne sank down ul the base of

he

it
“I ean't go any farthor” she sald,
"ot if 1 die of ltlrvltlun." He rank

down at ber side. The moon peered
ummmmmm
1"-.

were her children. But when she tried
to thrust them back Into her slippers
for a final desperate effort she almost
shrieked with the hurt,

“I'll have to go the rest of the way
in my stocking feet,” she moaned.
“Not If 1 have to carry you,” Clay
growled.

Before he had a chance to carry out
his resolution a taxicab that had de-
posited its fares at an apartment house
above went bowling by with its fiag
up.

Clay ran out and howled at it till it
stopped, circled round, and drew up by
the bridle-path. Then he ran to Daphne
end bundled her into it, and gave her
address to the driver.

“Buot how are you going to pay Mim?"
she sighed, blissfully, as they shot
along. “Not that I care at all”

“I haven't figured that out,” sald
Clay. "I'll drop you at home and then
take him to my club and see if I can't
borrow from somebody there. If I
can't, I'll give him my wateh or the
fight of his life.”

“That's terrible!” Daphne sighed.
“To think how much I have cost you !"

“Well, I wanted to give you a good
time on your little visit,” said Clay,
“and it's only two days till my next
salary duy.”

Her heart sank. Her guess was
right. Hlis bank account was dry. It
had gurgled out in amusing her. She
{felt that there was something here
that would take a bit of thinking about
—when she had rested enough to
think.

The taxicab swung into Fifty-ninth
street and drew up to the ecurb. Clay
helped Daphne out and said to the
chauffeur, “Wait!"

He said it with Just the tone he had
uged when he sald to the waiter,
*Check 1"

When Clay had kissed her his seven-
teenth farewell and was wondering
how he could tear himself away from
her without bleeding to death, Daphne
pressed the bell

Instead of her drowsy mother open-
Ing the door half an loch and fleclng
In her curl-papers, Bayard himself ap-
peared In his bathrobe and pajamas,

“Bayard!” Daphne gasped as she
sprang for him, “What on euarth
brought you home g0 goon?"

“Money gave out,” he Iaughed.

“Hello, Clay," he seid as he put
forth his hand. “Mother tells me
you've heen secretly engaged to my
gister all this time, you old scoundrel !
How are you? What's the good word?’

“Lend me five dollars,” sald Clay.

CHAPTER VI,

The meeting of Daphne*and her new
gister-indaw was not what either would
have expected or selected. Daplme
was tired in body avnd soul, discour-
aged, footsore and dismayed about her
love and her lover. She had reached
the door of the apartment in the mood
of a wave-buffeted, outswum castaway,
enger for nothing but to lle down in
the sand and sleep,

Daphne could Imagine the feelings
of her brother's wife “when she
reached her home after a long ocean
voyage, a night landing, the custom-
house ordeal, and the cab ride among
the luggage, and found a mother-in-
law asleep in her bed and a sister-in-
law yet o arrive!

Bayard and Lella, serene in the be-
lief that Daphne and her mother had
gone back to Cleveland, entered the
apurtment without formality and went
about switching on lights, recovering
thelr little home from the night with
muglie instantanelty.

Mother Kip's awakening came from
the light that Bayard flashed in his
bedroom, Lella had a lovable dispo-
sition, but she was tired, and all the
way up In the overloaded cab she had
thought longingly of the beautiful bed
in her own new home, and had prom-
Ised herself a quick plunge Into it for
1 long stuy. How could she rejolce.to
find a strange woman there—even
though she bore the sacred name of
mother-in-law?

Mother Kip ordered Baynrd and
Lella out of their own room und when
she was ready to be seen she had so
many apologies to make and accept
that the meeting entirely lacked the
rapture It should have expressed, Even
a mother could hardly be glad to see
her son in such discouraging circum-
stances. All three exchunged ques-
tions more and more perfunctorily, and
kept repeating themselves, The most
popular question was, “I wonder where
Daphne 187"

They could not know that ahe was
hobbling down the wilderness of Riv-
erside drive. She, too, was thinklog
longingly of her bed. But long before
she renched it hér mother had moved
in and established herself across a
good deal more than half of It. It was
# smallish bed in a smallish bedroom.

Lella fell asleep in her tub and
might have drowned without noticing
the difference if her yawning husband
had not saved her life—and very cleyv-
erly: he was too tired to lft her from
the water, so he lifted the stopper and
let the water escape from ber, She al-

resented the rescue, but event-
uﬂlrsuthemﬂlto_bedlnnpmuw
sullen stupor,

presentation at court. In consequence,
breakfnst was late and the only man
there, except the evanescent waiter
from the restaurant below, was Bay-
ard.

A troop of business worrles like &
swarm of gnats had wakened him
early. He had escaped some of them
in Europe, for the honeymoon bad
been a prolonged and beatific interlude
in his office hours; but marriage was
not his career. His career was his
work, and that was recalllng him, re-
buking him, as with far-off bugle
alarms.

He was so restless that he merely
glanced at the headlines of the paper.
He was preoccupled when he kissed
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It Was a Tribute to Both That They
Hated the Collision More Than Each
Other.

his mother and Daphne good morning,
and he paced up and down the dining
room lke a caged leopard till Leiln
arrived,

Her troussean had Included boudolr
gowns of the most ravishing descrip
tion and she wore her best one to
breakfast, Daphne and Mrs, Kip made
nil the desirable exclamations at the
cost and the cut of It. Hven Bayard
pald her a tribute,

“Isn’t she a dream, mother? Aren't
you proud of her, Daph?"

They agreed that she was and they
were, and Bayard drew his chair up to
the table with pride,

It was the bride’s last breakfast and
the housewife's first. That Is, Leila,
was not really a housewife; only an
apartment wife, with nearly every:
thing done for her except the spending
of her time. She had to spend her own
time,

This breakfast was the funeral of
the honeymoon, and Leila hung with
graceful dejection over the coffee cup,
It might have been a cup of hemlock,
judging from the posture of her woe
But the he-brute, attracted by a por-
tion of a headline, had his newspaper
and was gulplng it down with his cof-
fee,

He twng so absorbed In the mere
clash of two Mexican generals and the
danger of Amerlean Intervention that
he forgot the all-important demands
of love, and fgnored the appalling fact
that he had only a few minutes lefi
before he must tike his depavture.

It was a pitiful awakening to the
new Mrs. Kip. She was being taught
that she was not important enough t
kegp her husband’s mind or his bod;
cloge at home. He had sald that she
was all the world to him, and, behold !
she was only a part of 1t. He bad suid
that he could think of nothing else and
desired nothing else but her. Now he
hiad her and he was thinking of every
thing else, He had to have a news
paper to tell him all ahont everything
In the world.

The sight of Lella’s u;ulah over the
breakfast obsequies of the honeymoon
chilled Daphne’s hope of marringe
bliss lke a frost mvenlq;mong peach
blossoms.

Every feminine reader of this
paper can appreciate the situa.
tion in which Daphne found her-
‘self when she set out to buy all |
the pretty things that she felt
she should have before becom-

ing Clay's bride. Her limited
purse did not fit in at all with
the prices that confronted her
at every turn. What did she do?

As He Unhderstood Orders.
“Now," snid the medical officer o
the raw recrult, “having taken your
wntmrmm

And will not yield to ordinary rem-

A Cough That Lasts
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Hayes’
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Stops The Tickle
Heals The Throat
Cures The Cough
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-salve should be applied
any cough syrup hmm

e m:;WE'S |
0-PEN-TRATE SALVE

( Opens the Pores and Penstrates )
For Chest Colds, Head Colds, and Croup,

is enclosed with every bottle of HAYES'
HEALING m&e muzigswhmkl; .
cough syrup on marks

this additional treatment is given. The

Salve is also very valuable as a Germicide
for the Nose and Throat. You get both
remedies for the price of one. 35¢

Sold all Druggists. If your Druggist
shm](ll‘,mt have it in stock, he w:ll order it
from his nearest Whulssale Druggist.

Hlde.Rewmmendd and Guaranteed to
the Public

by PARIS MEDICINE COMPANY,
MANUTACTURERS OF

Grove's Tasteless Chill Tonic

Dry.
“How did you like tHe bnnquet?"
“Not very much. The menl was as

dry as the speeches.”

EAT A TABLET
DYSPEPSIA GONE

PAPE'S DIAPEPSIN « INSTANTLY
RELIEVES SOUR, GASSY OR
ACID STOMACHS. |

1

When meals hit back and your stom-
ach is sour, acld, gassy, or you feel full
and blouted. When you have heavy
Inmps of pain or headache from indi- )
gestion. Here is lnstant relief!

P P ~

Just as soon as you eat a tablet or
two of Pape's Diapepsin all the dys- (
pepsia, Indlgestion and stomach dls-  §
tress ends. These plensant, harmless
tablets of Pape's Diapepsin never fall 1'

to make upset stomachs feel fine at |
once, and they cost very little at drug i
stores, Adv., )

A Quesiion.
“Well, it's neither here nor there.”
“Then where in blazes I8 it?"—Chi~
cugo Dally News.

Whenever there is a tendency to constl-
pation, sick-headache or hilionsness, take
s cup of Garfield Tea. All drrggists. Adv.

Heard This One—Lately?
“Ladeez and gent'men, I shall now
sing you thac mournful little ditty ens
titled, ‘Mother's Halr Has Turned to
Silver Since Father Lost His Gold.'"
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PHYS]CIAN WAS IN
SERIOUS CONDITION|

Dr. Farnsworth Gives Doan’s
Credit for His Wonder-

ful Recovery.

G. Farnsworth TG 8, Kana-
wln Bt.. Buckbann
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