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most active volcano in

- gay. It is 17,196 feet high, and is situated on
| the eastern chain of the A
It has been in constant eruption since the year 1728,
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An Active Volcano.

the world is Mount San-
in South America.

This Day in History.

THIS is the anniversary of the birth of the Marquis

de Lafayette, in 1757. en & y
listed with Washington mc‘!vmnrd

‘American people by his bravery and sacrifice.

man he en-
to the

Robert W. Chambers’ =

A Spirited and Swiftly Moving Romance of 1
Hearts and High Society, by the Greatest
Living Master of Fiction.

l
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By Robert W Chambers.

Whese Novels Have Won Him In-
ternational Fame.

€é AS Strelsa had another
) shock recently?” asked

Quarren.

“A letter from her lawyers. There
wen't be anything at all left for her,”
sald Molly.

“Are you sure?!”

“She is. Why, Ricky, the city
had half a milllon on deposit there,
and sven that foxy young man Lang-
ly was caught for twice as much
more. It's a ghastly scandal—the
entire affair. How many cents on
a dollar do you suppose poor little
Strelsa is going to recover? Not
two!"

They paused at the door of his
quarters. His luggage had already
arrived and a valet was busy un-
packing for him.

“Sir Charles, Chrysos Lacy, Jim
and ] are motoring. We'll be back for
tea. Prowl about, Ricky; the place is

4 vours and everything in it—except
that little girl over there''—pointing
along the corridor to a distant door.

Bo Molly went away laughing; and
presently through the fass cur-
tains Quarren saw Jim Wycherly
whirl up in a yellow' touring car,
and Molly, Chrysos and Bir Charles
clamber in for one of those terrific
and headlong drives which made
Jim's hospitality a terror to the ma-
jority of his guests.

Quarren watched the car disap-
pear, hopelessly followed by an over-
fed setter. Then the dust settled;
the fat family pet came panting back
to lie down on the lawn, dead beat,
and Quarren resumed his tollet.

Half an hour later he emerged
from his quarters wearing tennis

flannels and screwing the stem into
a new pipe which he had decided to
break in—a tall, well-bullt, pleasant-
eyed young fellow with the city pal-

He smiled. “She may be, yet," he
said lightly., “Don’t come hoh_ too
* soon."”

.
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bachelor quarters

of his checks. ‘They a
hold on him and is

ren’s attention to it.

lor blanching his skin and the breeze 4
stirring his short blond hair.

“Hello, old man!" he said affably
to the fat setter, who thumped his
tall on the grass and looked up at
Quarren with mild, deer-like eyes.

The Scent of June.

*We're out of the running, we two
—aren't we?” he added. "“You try
very pluckily to keep up with your
master's devil-wagon; I run a more
hopeless race. * * * For the
golden chariot is too swift for me,

known as the Irish Legation. .
Quarren’s friends are discussing the return of one

with friends in apartments
When the story opens

ssert that society has got a

making a nobody out of him.
Westgard, who has accepted the check, calls Quar-

The latter takes it light-

heartedly, saying that he forgot to make a deposit.

, prize, doggy, is a young girl's un-
happy heart which is slowly turning
from sensitive flesh and blood into
pure and senseless gold.”

He stood under a tree slowly fill-
ing his pipe. The scent of early
summer was in the air; the odor of
June peonies, and young leaves and
clear waters; of grasses and hedges
und distant hemlocks.

Leisurely, the fat dog waddling
at his heels, he sauntered 'about
the Wycherty place, inspecting its

and the race is to the swift; and the

renovated attractions — among

¢ = THE STRETS OF ASC

ICK QUARREN, a talented young man, lives in

,

twenty, to call.
Wycherly gives a masked

she promises

L

den full of new old-fashioned flow-
ers so marvelously developed by
modern skill that he recognized
scarcely any of them.

Petunias, with their greatflutad
and scalloped blossoms resembled
noth he had known by fhat
name; the peonles seemed to him
enormous and exotle; rockets, lark-
spurs, spidewort, pinks—all had
been so fantastically and grotes-
quesquely developed by modern hor-
ticulture that Quarren felt as

he Streets of Ascalon”

Mrs. Wycherly, a cousin of Westguard’s brings
Strelsa Leeds, a fascinating young widow of scarzely
The men all fall in love with her.

Harlequin, hunts out Strelsa and, both masked, she
not knowing him, they have a battle of wits, in which
him an hour out of her life if he will
guess who she is. He tells her and claims his forfeit.

b others the new old.fashioned gar- 4

ball and Quarren, as a

. though he were wandering alone
among & gardenful-of strangers.
Only here and there a glimpee
of familiar sweet-willlam cr the
faint perfume of lemon-verbena
brought a friendly warmth into his
heart; but, in hfistlle msilence he
passed by hydrangea ani althea,
syringa and preposterous canna,
quietly detesting the rose garden
scores of frall and frivolous
strangers nodded amid snemic
leaves, or where great, blatant, ani-
line-colored blossoms bluged in the
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mesis Charles Dana Gibson

A Delightful Romance in’ Which a Beautiful

- @Girl Makes a Great Sacrifice for the
Gifted Young Man She Loves.

sun, seeming to repeat with every
price pr doin.

He looked in”at the stables and
caressed a horse or two; examined
the sheepfold; by garage and
hapgar without terest, lingered
wistfully by the Imaml! where &
dozen nervous little Blue Beltons,
too-closely inbred, welcomed his ap-
pearance with hysterié emotions.

Beyond the kennels he caught a
distant glimpse of blue water glim-
mreing between tall hemlock trees;
80 he took the lake path and present-
ly rounded a sharp curve where a
rustic bench stood, perched high
above the .rocky shore. Strelsa
Leeds, seated there, looked up from
the newspaper which she had been
reading.

Some of the color from her
cheeks. There was a second’s silence,
then, as thpugh a little bewildered,
she looked inquiringly into hie

wmmmmm
A the hand he offered.

“I didn't know you were coming,”
she said with pallid self-possession.

“I telegraphed for permisaion. 1s
your headache better?”

“Yes. Have you just arrived?”

“A little while ago. I was told
to wander about and enjoy the
Wycherly's new ancestral
Does a ghost ':-u with the

family phantom

Bhe laughed = Ilttl..ht‘hm her
STAY eyes gew som ' and,
watching, he saw the dusky pur-
ple hue deepen in them under the
downward sweep of the lashes,

He waited for her to speak, and
she did not. Her remote gase
rested on the lake where the base
of the rocks fell away sheer into

and bits of sky lay level as in a
looking glass. .
(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)
Published by
nationa) Feature

(Copyrighs, by Rebert W. Chambers.)
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ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

—By Beatrice Fairfax—-

A MALE TYRANT.
Dm MISS FAIRFAX:

1 am twenty-one and engaged
to a young man who insists upon
me taking orders from him in every
respect. For instance, If we go out
to dine I must eat what he orders
and not what I desife. I must also
dress according to his taste, etc, I
wouldn't mind it so much were we
slons, but he must always pick at
these things among company. This
makes me so unhappy that I want
to part with him, but find it impos-
sible, as I care for him a great deal.

How can I make him understand
that I wish to direct my own life
once in a while?

Must a woman giva In to a man
for a whole lifetime? R. W.

sounds as though the man for
hom you care were iyrannical

‘and wselfish and given to thinking

himself a person of great import-
ance. Some men are like that and
can't recognize the fact that “women
are péople.” Marrying such a man
can't mean happiness. Instead of
arguing in pubHe, why don’'t you
submit quietly once and then next
time suggest with the utmost sweet-
neas that it would be nice hlt your
sweetheart let you manage the party
this time. Try to be good-natured
and casual about it and see if he
won't try the experiment. If not—
then sit down in all sericusness and
ask the man to try to put himself
in your place and find himself denied
all freedom to express his person-
ality by one who s supposed to love

him.
A Selfish Lover.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:
AM eighteen years of age and
in love with a chap three years
my senlor. I have known him for
almost two years and he has told
me of his love. He says he is In
no position to settle down and will
not be for years té come._ [ told
him I would be wiling Yo give
up my boy friends and suggested
that he give up his girl friends.
He says he is not willing. Do you
think he loves me if he takes this
attitude? 1 am madly in love with
him. H. L.
18 boy's idea of "love” i3 n
selfish thing with no roots and
no substancd. All his “ifs” and
“byta’’ destroy any possible depth
to his declaration that he ocares
for you. Bince he doesn't want to
be exclusively in your soclety, since
he can't look forward to a time
when he can ask you to marry
hmi—don't yéu see how weak and
selfish he 18 to talk about loving
you. Don't let this infatuation
met any deeper hold on your imag-
ination, Go about with other boys
and keep your mind from centering
on this one. Nothing can come
of an affair of this caliber.

Not Always.

She—Enthusiasm Is contaglous.

He—Not always, I've courted
girla who didn’t seem fo share my
enthusiasm in the least.

“Oh, mnobody—nobody ¢ * *"
She tore the paper into pleces and
threw them intg the waste paper

basket.

There was a moment of sllencs,
then she got up and Wwalked out
of the room. Philip waited till he
heard her go upstairs, than he took
the torn papers lror.:;.;hn waste-
paper basket and pi them to-

with infinite difficulty. Pre-
sently he had the words spread
on the blotter before him.

“It's. your fault I have come
® ¢ * hecause I promised yon I
would, but let me off, Tom. [ am
suffering, suffering. There sevms
nothi left in all the world any
more but just pain * ¢ *"

Philip's face whitened as he
stared at the Incoherent message.
There was an enyelope lying face
downward_ close by. He turned (it
over and It was addressed to Calli-

n[.}pl'lllrl Eva had taken off her
hat and was standing llstlessly in
thé center of the room. Her head
was burning hot and her temples
throbbed cruelly.

“I can't be {ll, there lan't time,"
she was telling herself determined.
3 “Only two weeks—there isn't

me." ’

Bhe poured out some water and
laved her face; when she was sum-
moned for lunch she¢ went out on

tn the Ilanding ' and met Mrs.
Winterdick.
“l am very pleased to ses you,

my dear,"” the elder woman sald.
8he held out her hand, and Eva
submitted to he kissed.

“T wonder if she is ashamed of
me, too, as Peter i8?"’ she thought.

_They went downstairs together;
Eva's chair had been put beside
Philip's, but she asked the maid
who waited at table to move IL to
the other side. She made the ex-
cuse that she liked to see out of
the window.

8he exerted herself to talk; she
trled to remember what she had
bheen doing in New York sinco
Philip left her, but, looking back it
seemed llke some delirlum ‘which
she only wished to forget. All her
days had been passed with Calligan
and it was difficult to speak with-
out mentioning his names. But he
was in her thoughts all the time
against a background of curious
resentment because it had been
he who had forced tThis upon her.
8he had not wished to come: the
first sight of Fhilip had destroyed
all her hard-won indifference and
torn the wound open afresn.

As soon as lunch was finished she
slipped away. When the door had
closed Mrs. Winterdick sald anx-
lously: ’

‘‘S8he . looks very |ll,
think, Phil?"

His face twitched.

“Does she?"

He knew that his mother was
right: it had given him a shock to
see the alteration which two weeks
had made In his wife. Her face had
grown thin, and her pretty features
had sharpened: there were hollows
beneath her eyes, too, as If she had
not slept,

Was It because she was l'rottln{
about Calligan or that other man?
he wondered. Since he had read
that incoherent message on the torn
paper he was almost sure that It
must be Calligan for
really cared.

What had she meant by saying
that there seemed nothing left in all
the world but pain?

One or two men whom he had run
up against in town had dropped him
a well-meant hint or two. Appar-
ently Eva had spent all her time in
Calligan’'s company, making no at-
tempt to disguise the fact; she had
been seen everywhere with him.

“Too many late nights, T expect,
mother,” Phillp forced himself to
say. “The country will soon pull
her round again.”

He went out into the hall and met
Hva coming downstalrs. She was
dressed for walking.

“Where are you going?”’ he sxked.
""nnly home—I want to see them
all."”

“I told your father you were com-
ing today."”

Bhe looked at him quickly.

“You were very sure that I ahould
do as 1 was told."”

“1 did not tell you—I only asked."”

She did not contradiet him. Philip
took his hat.

“1 will come with you."

She laughed.

“We are to make a good bhegin.
ning, is that it? We are tu let every-
one see that we do sometimes go out
together."

She feit better when she left the
house. The throbbing nerves in her
temples quieted a Yittle, and the cool
autumn air soothed ner,

It seemed strange to be walking

don't you

whom she

T

Ruby M.

FOR LOVE ™3

with Philip. The last two weeks had
seemed like years of wseparation.
Onée she found herself thinking how
very little he had changed. Then
she laughed, realizing the foolish-
ness of the thought—of course, one
did not change in a few days.

“We met Mr. Faulkner at dinner
last night,” she said suddenly.

“3 't remember him, but he
remembered me. Mr. Calligan intro-
duo;d us all over again.”

o “-ll

“He told me it was all fixed up
about Bouth Afriea, so I knew be-
fore I got your note.”

“Y“."

“1 hope you will like it,”" said Eva;
she felt that she must go on talking,
anything was better than sllence.

‘1 hope I sball,” Philip agreed.

Silence again; it seemed impossible
to avold it; she tried to think of
something else to say, but there
seemed no other subject in all the
world but South Africa, and the fact
that a fortnight held but fourteen
days.

“Does father know that you are
going saway?’' she asked.

“I have not told him yet. We will
tell him today, if you like."

“It doesn't make any difference:;
poor father! He will be upset, won't
he?"”

“Why should he ba?"

““Well, he thought he had settled
us both so comfortably in life. He
hates to find that anything he has
arranged has gone wrong."”

"It cannot matter to him,” Philip
sdid, indifferently, but he was se-
cretly relieved to find that his
father-in-law was not at home.

There was nobody at home except
the servants. Mr. and Mrs. Denni-
son had gone out driving and the
boys could not be found.

Eva was disappointed.

She told the maid that she would
come over again that evening, "per-
haps to dinner,"” she added.

Philip was frowning as they walks«
ed away.

“You can't go to dinner,"” he sald,
as poon as they were out of earshot.
“What do you suppose my mother
will think—your first night here?"

“I don’'t suppose she'll think any
worse of. me than she does already,”
she answered, recklessly. “Why,
even Peter told me this morning
that he was ashamed of me."” Her
voice broke a little. '

“Peter!"” Young Winterdick flush-
ed crimson. "“Young puppy! What
the devil * * " .

-~

Eva laughed extravagantly.
“Oh, Peter was sticking up for
you; you need not look so angry.
He seemed sorry for you, I think—
sorry that you had got such a wife
a8 me * * *' Bhe stood still sud-

denly. *“Oh, I'm so tired,"” she add-
ed, piteously.

“Tired!” Philip looked at her
sharply.

“What have you been doing with
yourself?’ he asked angrily. He
tried to take her @rmm to steady her,
but she would net let him; she be-
gan to walk on again.

“I'm all right now it's just——
I su I'm not used to walking.
We alwayas had a taxi everywhere in
New York."

Philip smiled grimly.

“l never knew Calligan had so
much money to chuck away,” he
sald brutally.

Philip was changing for d4inner
that evening when a maid came
to the door.

“If you please, sir, Mr. Dennison
wishes to speak to you."

“Mr. Dennison—oh, well—just tell
my wife, will you?' He opened the
door and stood there, one arm in
his coat.

“I'l be down In a minute—just
tell——'"' The girl Interrupted:

“If you please, sir, Mr. Dennison
sald that it was you he wished to
speak to, and very particularly.”

Philip stared.

“Oh, very well."” He put the other
arm In, gave his tie a twitch and
went slowly downstairs.

Something was the matter, of
course! Probably the old man bad
already heard about South Africa.
Phillp looked a trifle nervous as he
walked into the library.

Mr. Dennison was standing with
his back to the fire; ne had not
taken off his overcoat, and he held
his hat in his hand; there was an air
of antagonism about him which
Philip recognised at once, for he
Just said “"Good evening'' and walted.

Mr. Dennison cleared this throat.
The fact that his son-in-lew was !n
evening dress made him| feel at a
disadvantage. He wished he, too,
had the protection of a white shirt
front. He was & man who was al-

—————

NUTRITION
. AND TASTE

'‘L—By Brice Belden, M.D.—{
HEN food Is chewed it is also
tasted. The nerves of taste
recognize certain properties
of the food and convey the "informa-
tion’ to centers inthe braln whose
function it is 4o signal the stomach,
liver and other digestive organs to
prepare for whatever work is In
stors for them.

Tasting also controls nutrition by
lessening the desire for various
foods "'as the body receives a suf-
ficlency of each dietetic item.

The amount of gastic julce ap-
pearing in the stomach depencs
largely upon how long one chews
food, and how thoroughly. If one
retains the food for a long time
and chews it well a proportionately
large amount of gastric julce will be
ready to digest the food when Itl
reaches the gastric laboratory.

Now the soft palate Is very sensi-
tive to solid objects, .and if food is
imperfectly chewed the resuhing
{rritation of coarse particles sets
up a reverse movement which sends
the food back between the teeth to
be better masticated.

The small structure which hangs
from the center of the soft palate
has much to do in Initiating this

reverse movement, which not only
insures proper mastication but also
prevents substances which are not
food from being swallowed.

Nature has arranged things »so
that the tastiness of our foods s
brought out by thorough mastica-
tion, the purpose being the prepara-
tion of the digestive organs In gen-
eral to act upon the food swallow-
ed, through the brain action which
we have described.

To prove that our country is pure-
v American, the reds had it first,
then the whites took It, and now the
blues are after it.

One-half the world doesn't know
how the other half fliva.

TRY THESE
RECIPES

(The following recipes for cold
soups have been tested by Good
Housekeeping Institute and are re-
produced by special arrangement
with Good Housekeeping.)

RED CHERRY SOUP.

Carefully wash and stem one
quart of sour cherries, reserving
one-half cupful for garnishing.
Place the remaining cherries in a
saucepan and add six cupfuls of
water. Simmer gently untll the
cherries are tender; replenishing tHe
water If necessary. Press through
a fine strainer; there should be three
ocupfuls of strained fruit juice. Re-
heat the juice to the bolling point,
then add one tablespoonful of corn-
starch and two tablespoonfuls of
sugar mixed in one-fourth cupful of
cold water. Cook fifteen minutes.
Meanwhile crack the cherry
pits and heat in a little the fruit
juice to the bolling point, t strain
into the soup. Last add two tea-
spoonfuls of lemon juice — the
amount of lemon juice and sugar
added depending somewhat upon the
acidity of the cherry. Chill, add the
one-half cupful of cherries stoned,
and serve with unsweetened crack-
ers, if desired.

PLUM BOUP.

Place one quart of plums, care-
fully waashed, in a kettle with one
quart of water, Cook until the
plums are tender and breken, then
strain through cheesecloth. To the
julce add an inch piece of stick cin-
namon and six tablespoonfuls of
sugar, then reheat to the bolling
point. Remove the cinnamon and
stir in one tablespoonful of corn-
starch mixed with two tablespoon-
fuls of cold water. Simmer fifteen
minutes, chill, and serve.

GRAPE TAPIOCA SOUP.

Stir two tablespoonfuls of minute
taploca into two cupfuls of boiling
water, add an inch piece of stick
cinnamon and one-fourth teaspoonful
of malt, and cook in the top of a
double boller for fifteen minutes or
untfl transparent. Remove the cin-
namon and cool slightly, then add
two teaspoonfuls of leman julce, two
tablespoonfuls of sugar, and one and

qne-half cupfuls of grape juice. Mix
thHoroughly, chill and serve.

By Beatrice Fairfax.

(11 RE all the men nowadays
interested In good times
and ‘wild women' and noth-

ing else?’ writes ‘the mother of

three girls.' "Is there any reason
for me to hope that my daughters
are ever going to meet a fine, high-
principled fan like their dear, dead
father? It seems to me that the
young men of today are all chasing
pleasure and amusing themselves
in & way that just about lets them
stay outside of prison bars.

- “They haven’'t any respect for
God nor man—and certainly none
for woman. I wonder if my girls
wouldn't be better off in convents
or dead than married to the mon-
strous thing who calls himself man
today—"

At this point I stop, and throw
up my hands in despair, of refuting
the page upon page of charges into
which goes this “mother of three.”
To her seduction and corime seem
the natural bent of today's man.
And the worst of it is—that no mat-
ter how she distorts and twists
facts—no matter how she exagger-
ates, thera is still a grain of truth
in what she says. And that grain
of truth gives power to all the
:ma:lrelo of llea to which it magnifies
tself.

For man today has let the joy of
the moment mean too much to him.
Youth doesn’t stop to think. It ac-
cepts cheap and shoddy standards.
It blunders along without applying
its sense of values to what seems
for the moment alluring.

We've already considered the
“regular fellow' with his faults and
weaknesses . He's a tragically nu-
merous product who almost zllndn
us to the fact that he hasn't—and
never will—do away with that fine
and befutiful work of our Creator—
The Real Man.

The Real Man is tender and sym-
pathetic. Because he is str ; he
would never stoop to take van-

e of weakness,

e reverencea the body which
God gave him. He keeps it clean
and, would scorn to have it house
a #oul that wasn't decent and

worthy of its dwelling place.
Has has a kesn-ayed sense gf dh

THE REAL MAN

IS HE SO VERY HARD TO FIND?

rection. He's sure he was put on
this planet for some purpose and
he means to do his best to work
out that purpose and to work It
out well.

He reverences women and wants
their best—not thelr cheap and
tawdry and obvious worst.

He knows how to value the jovs
of the mind. He is tolerant of those
who do not believe as he does and
eager to learn from them If they
can teach him.

He loves the great out of doors
and finds his greatest enjoyments
in the fresh air. He respects ath-
letics and their health building,
good sportsmanship promoting

powers.

He keeps his word and belleves
that other folks are inclined to
keep theirsr™

He is kind to old folks and friend-
1y to children and doge. )

He is capable of controlling his
feelings, and the stronger they are
the more joy he takes in keeping
them in leash.

He is as much interested In a
woman's brain as in A man's, con-
sequently he admires a girl for her
fdeals and does not strive to break
them down for his own momentary
enjoyment.

"He knows that today is only a
tiny unit in life's span. He is glad
to enjoy today, but gladder to put
it to good use and see himself ad-
vancing through today's efforts.

He admires a woman because she
appeals to him. And that appeal
has to be made up in great part of
mind and spirit. He does not sneer
at the tawdry obvious devices by
which second rate women strive to
attract. But he holds his mother too
high to fall at the feet of a girl who
does not suggest that ashe might care
for a home and motherhood.

He is strong and ardent. He |s
anxious for happiness and sucocess.
He is willing to work. He makes a
fair bargain with life and with peo-
ple.

And he exists today. Perhaps not
in vast numbers. But as men can
create a finer standard of woman-
hood by demanding it—so0 woman
ean do away with “The Regular
Feéllow” and bring iInto existence

“The Real Man"—if they Wagt Bl

By Ann Lisle.
a Big Popular Success.

“ HY, Anne, m'dear!” qua-
w vered Dad Lee, In the
tone of one caught in the
act-—though just what act I couldn’t
guess. Then, with a sudden recov-
ery, he went on:
o1 was laying my bets you'd be
along any minute. Couldn't locate
you at Miss Dalton’s or your broth-
er's or anywheres. And I was kinda
lonesome and worried, so I thought
1'd mosey down here and see if there
was any word from that boy of
ours."” .

1 was almosf breathless with sur-
prise. If this had ococcurred before
Miss Btorrs and I reached our en-
tente cordiale I don’t know how
I would have endured the fact of
her sharing with’ fne and my near-
est and dearest this ugly secret,
which not even Jeanie and Pat

knew.

When I greetsd him by name as
“Dad Lee” 1 wondered if in my de-
sire to take him off his guard I
hadn't ‘betrayed to Mabel Btorrs
what there was no necessity for
her to know. But his first words
assured me that for reasons of his
own held undoubtedly already made
things more than clear to Miss
Storrs.

As Dad Lee concluded speaking
and before she replied Miss Btorrs
crossed to me and took my hand.
As we stood facing my prodigal
1 had a feeling cf solidar-
ity. We weemed to be a phalanx
drawn up against something, though
just what, I wasn't sure,

“Mr. Lee has been telling me
how fond he and Dick West are of
eac hother,” she said smoothly.
“And how much he misses Dick,
whom he hasn't seen for days. Also,
Mr. Lee was telling me that he could
hardly wait until Mr. Harrison's re-.
tarn. 1 can understand Mr. Lee's
impatience w meet your nhusuanu,
but I took the liberty of explaining
that neither his business represen-
tatives nor even you were in a po-
gition to- promise Mr. Lee a meet-

Her voice held more than & sug-
gestion of warning as she came
to the end of her words. I smiled
in friendly fashion and gave her
fingers a redssuring pressure be-
fore 1 released her hand. Then I
sald t I thought must convey
volumes ‘' to so astute a Young
woman as Miss Storrs:

A Bit of Explaining.

“Dad Lee Is new in my life—that
in spite of the closeness of the—
relationship he's proved between
us, he doesn’'t know my husband,
Miss Storrs. They've never met,
in view of the shortness of a child’'s
memory, you might almost esay
that this—trlp marks our first
meeting.”

I meant this to convey to Miss
Storre that 1 was ready to accept,
without resentment, her hint that
Jim's affairs were to be guarded
closely from this prodigal father
of mine. I m t her to see that
I didn't feel cl enough to the
man who was my father to give
him any confidence. Since Jim
took our friendship for granted,
and I'® felt distinct stirrings of it
at our last meeting. I thought this
& good time to show my friendly
tendencies. . Great then was my
surprise when Miss Storrs went cn
with a sort of brutal over-empha«is:

“I'd always taken for granted
that you and Mr. Neal Hyland
were brother and sister. And so,
of course, I thought your father
would be named Hyland—and be
a big, robust man like Mr. Neal,
whom I've seen often, though
we've never met. I'm afraid that
I rather put your father throucgh
the third degree. You aren't muca
alike, are you, Mrs. Harrison?"

Something in her tone was so
cool and insulting that 1 felt sorry
for poor little Dad Lee, who stood
cringing there before this hanl-
some young woman. He looked
s0o much the under-dog beneath
the curt serutiny of Mabel Btorrs s
eyes that he wrested from me the
pity due the weakling. In a whim-
ing tone, Dad Lee took it upon him-
self to answer the woman:

“My girl's like her mother. Any
one with half an eya to class
could of mseen that my wife was
A cut above me. 8o's my daugh-

ter—though women of your ¢
don't always pes those things."”

&
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When a Girl Marries.

AN INTERESTING STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE

Thers was a snarl In his volce,
but Miss Storrs didn't wince. In-
stead she replied with unruffied

vity: .

“I wonder if T may have & few
moments alone with Mra,
son? If you wouldn't mind walt-
ing outside—Mr. Lee?

Again Dad Lee cringed and shuf-
fled out. In spite of his admitted
friendship for Dick West I feit
sorry for the man I had to despise.
I didn't llke to see this vigorous
young woman insulting a timorous
little old man. But I feit sure he
was Jim's enemy, so I didn’'t per-
mit sentimentality to drive me into
taking up the cudgels for him, and
against this proved ald of Jim's
cause;

“This father of yours appears
to be very Intimate with our
friend Dick West,” sald Miss Storrs
the moment the door closed after
Dad Lee.

“Yen,” 1 replied, noticing she
had made a statement instead of
asking & question, she neyerthe
lm}ruﬂdul‘fuunﬂy.-

“He hasn’'t seen Dick for sev-
eral days. He appears to be wor-

about that,” she went on,.

ill eyeing me closely.

“Lonesome,” 1 suggested. “But
I eame in to tell you of an event
which may have some bearing on
our friend West. Yesterday, with
the help of a good friend, I man-
aged to have a partigefar pal of
Dick West's taken by the police.
This man—8lim Darrow—will be
sent to the penitentiary for a term
of years for a bank robbery he
committed across the river some
time ago.. So one foe's out of the
way and Dick West has been
warned that he can't—get away
with murder, to put it coursely."

Mabel Storrs' usually impulsive
hcz):enthmmm. .

“Oh, why you do that?™ she
cried. “"Why did you make such a
radical move without eonsulting
me? I told you I knew West down
Bouth where they called him a bad
hombre. This isn't & way to treat
a man of his caliber. You don't
warn a rattlesnake that your gun's
loaded and that you'll shoot If he
moves.”

“I'm sorry if you think 1've blun-
dered,” I replied. “But I had my
brother to consider. If Dick felt
drunk with power, there was a ter-
rible chance that he'd attack Neal
again. “This arrest is a moral les-
son''——

I couldn’t bring myself to add: .

“And as I'm afraid that Dad Lee
I= one of Dick West's sples and I
can't move against him, I thought
it very wime to warn Dick that we
understand that he has a ring of
accomplices and don’'t intend let-
ting them work unchecked."

In the next moment Misa Storrs
turned on me almost desperately:

“Your brother! "“Well—you'd sac-
rifice your husband and his inter-
ests to protect him!" .

Her volee held a note al
frantic in its loyalty to my busband.

(To Be Continued)

HOUSEHOLD
SUGGESTIONS

A banana has as much fuel value
as an egg.

Dried vegetables should bs kept
in alrtight tins or covered bottles.

Do not usa any material for dust-
ers that is llable to leave pleces or
hairs on the furniture,

A few drops of hot vinegar will
remove the most obstinate of white-
wash or distemper splashes.

Yeast that has become dry may
be made usable again If mixed with
a small quantity of cold water.

—

The lightness of batter puddinge
is much improved if two teaspoon-
fuls-of ground rice are added to.
the flour before mixing, ’

A Nttle lemopn Julce la an Im-
provement to the sardine mixture,

Of the 200 islands comprising the
Fiji Islands, but eighty are inhablted

Not Tempting.
Friend—Why do you wear those
feartully old-tashiomed collars?
Moorton—Because when the laun-
dry manager sends them to the
Frong people they sepd them baall

THE RHYMING
OPTIMIST

By Aline Michaelis——{

A Bracer.

VE loafed through all the sum-
\ mer long, all thoughts of work
eschewing; but now I sing an-
other-song, I'd fain be up and doing.
Where erst I sald, “I'm tuckered
out from eating three meals daily,”
I now desire to skip about and
labor long and gayly. For when
this haze is in the sky and leaves
are turning yellow, when summer
sighs her soft “Good-by!" I'm quite
another fellow. The folks who watch
my prahcing step when autumn’s
breeze I8 sighing remark, “That boy
has so much pep he scarce can keep
from flying.” There's something
in the bracing wind that makes me
long to hustle; I hunger for the dafly
grind and want to try my muscle.
So, after summer's wilting heat
and torrid sunray’'s burning, I find
Beptember mighty sweet, with hints
of frost returning. In June the
wilds are picturesque, but now they
aggravate me; with cheers I seek
my office desk where plles of work
await me. I labor there ten hours
or more and never once gROW Weary
while singing over every chore that
used to seam so dreary. I do not
-watch the office clock and count the
moments fleeting, nor do I sit
.around and knock until it's time
for eating. It seems that nothing
oAn annoy, can trouble or perplex
me; I amile upon the office boy whose
anties used to vex me. [ strive to
do the work of ten, and every aspect
pleases, because e fall is here

again, with pepper its breezes.

Paris says it
with feathers

Sometimes she says it with
the soft flattery of trailing
plumes or curling feathers,
other times with the crisp
comment of feathered co-
cards and quills, but almost
- invariably she says it with

feathersandaFrenchaccent.

You'll see exactly how she
gou say itand Ii-;ntEeow many
ifferent ways Septem-
ber Harper’s Bazar.
The new colors, the smart-
est fabrics are shown by
untranslated French hats,
as well as by hats from smart
New York houses. You'll
find just what you wish to
wear now and you'll also
be able to anticipate later
Autumn tendencies,

To see these many bewitch.
ing, befeathered Lm from
Paris and New York,
invest in '

The September

Harpers
Bagar
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