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* . CHAPTER XIV. (Continued.)
en she went to her father's door.
early. She turned the knob softly
peeped in. “May I come in a min-
* Standing close beside him, she
‘him all she knew of what had
ened.
rudence is ghastly, father, just
astly. And she can't talk about it
it,.80 be careful what you say, will
PAnd it was due to Fairy’s kindly ad-
pnitions that the parsonage family
bk the departure of Jerry so calmly.
] "tl:'y says Jerry took the mornipg
n,” said Mr. Starr, as they were
issing the cream and sugar for the
tmeal. “That is too bad! But it is
8t the worst of being a business
an—one never knows when one
mst be up and away.' And of course,
@ can not neglect business inter-
| The oatmeal is unusually good
s morning, Prudence.” This was
hing short of heroic on his part,
¥ her eyes upon her father’s face
are so wide and dark that the lump
throat would not stay down.
t was the beginning of Pru-
»'s bitter winter, when the
dghtest sunshine was cheerless and
sry, and when even the laughter
b her sisters smote harshly upon her
#=. She tried to be as always, but
“her eyes the wounded look linger-
' and her face grew so pale and thin
at her father and Fairy, anxiously
hing, were filled with grave con-
m. She remained almost constant-
n the parsonage, reading very little,
most of her leisure time staring
the windows.
ry had tried to win her
nce and had failed.

‘iYou are a darling, Fairy, but I real-
} do not want to talk about it.—Oh,
B indeed, it is all my own fault. I
3ld him to go, and pot come again.—
, you are wrong, Fairy, I do not re-
et it. I do not want him to come
iy more.” % pma &t
nd Fairy worried.. What in ~the
d had happened to separate in
s morning ‘these two who had been
18 80" frankly “in- the back yard
& evéning betore?:
“Mt: . Stafrr, " too, ‘had’ tried. ‘‘Pru
Penice ™ he satd gently, “you know
}“‘ ften men do things that to wom-
g %m;wrong and wicked. And may-
they are! But men and women are
erent by nature, my dear, and we
st remember that. -1 have satisfied
gelf that Jerry is good, and' clean,
fd manly. I do not think you should
st any foolishness of his in the past
me between you now.”
#You are mistaken, father. Jerry is
right, and always was, I am sure.
ft is nothing like that. I told him to
' '%b, and not to come again. That is
» - 1o
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" £ “But if he should come back now

8 ’
‘It would be just the same. Don’t
orry about it, father. It's all right.”
"“Prudence,” he sald, more tenderly,
e have been the closest of friends
d companions, you and 1, from the
beginning. Always you have
ne to me with your troubles and
es. Have I ever failed you?
, then, do you go back on me
when you really need me?”
dence patted his shoulder affec-
tely, but her eyes did not meet
. “I do not really need you now,
her. It is all settled, and T am quite
fisfled. Things are all right with
just as they are.”
hen he took a serious step, with-
her knowledge. He went to Des
Ines and had a visit with Jerry. He
d him thimmer, his face sterner,
"eyes darker. When the office boy
anounced “‘Mr. Starr,” Jerry ran
ickly out to greet him.
s she all right?” he cried eagerly,
post before he was within hailing
Ance.
{ ‘Mr. Starr did not

¢
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mince matters.

*Jerry,” he said abruptly, “did you
ind Prudence have a quarrel? She-de-
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kfast is ready, papa,” she called

know what has happened.”

sorry that I am away? Does—"

Prudence,
“Look here, Jerry, I want to know.

Why are you staying away?"”
“Won’t Prudence tell you?”
“No.”

done or said. She sent me away be-
. cause she thinks it was right for her
1to do so and—you kaow Prudence! It
is wrong, I know. [ knew it all the
time. But I couldn’t make her see it.
And she made me promise not to tell.”

In the end Mr. Starr went back to
the parsonage no wiser than he left,
save that he now knew that Jerry was
really not to blame and that he held
himself ready to return to her on a
moment’s notice.

The ladies of the Methodist church
were puzzled and exasperated. They
went to the parsonage determined to
“find out what's what.” But when
they sat with Prudence and looked at
the frail, pathetic little figure, with
the mournful eyes—-they could only
sigh with her and go their ways.

The twins continued to play in the
great maple, even when the leaves
were fallen. “It's a dandy place, I tell
you, Prudence,” cried Carol. “Jerry
didn't have time to put up the rope
before Connie pulled him down, but
we've fixed it ourselves and it is sim-
ply grand. You can go up and swing
any time you like—unless your joints
are too stiff! 1t’s a very serious matter
getting up there—for stiff joints, of
course, I mean. lark and [ get up
easy enough.” :

For a moment, Prudence sat silent
with quivering lips. Then she burst
out with unusual passion, “Don’t you
ever dare climb up in that tree again
as long as you live, twins! Mind what
1 say!” S :

Lark looked thoughtfully out of the

window and Carol swallowed hard. It
was she wha said gently, “Why, of
-.course, Prue—just as you say.”
For the first time, Prudence had
dealt with them harshly and unfairly.
They knew it. There was neither
sense nor justice in her command.
But they did not argue the point.
They kept their eyes considerately
away from her, and buried themselves
in, Julius Caesar—it must be remem-
bered the twins are sophomores now.
Five minutes later Prudence spoke
again, humbly.

(CHAPTER XXIV Continued.)

“I beg your pardon, twins—that was
a perfectly idiotic thing for me to
say. Of course, you may play in the
maple whenever you like. But be
careful. You couldn’t save yourselves
in falling as—as men can.”

“We won't play there if you want
us not to,” said Carol kindly.

“I do want you to play there,” she
answered. “It's a very nice place,
and great-fun, I know. [ might try it
myself if—my joints weren't so stiff!
Now, g0 on Wwith your Latin.”

But Prudence did not pass under
the maple for many weeks without
clenching her hands, and shuddering.
The twins were not satisfled. They
marveled, and wondered, and ponder-
ed over the subject of Jerry's disap-
pearance. FKinally they felt it was
more than human flesh could stand.
They would approach Prudence on the
subject themselves. But they bided
their time. They must wait until
Fairy was safely out of the house.
Fairy these days had an infuriating
way of saying, “That will do, twins.
You'd better go and play now." It en-
raged and distracted the twins almost
to the point of committing crime.
They had made several artistic
moves already. Professor Duke, of
their freshman biology class, had
written Carol a gay long letter. And
Carol was enthusiastic about it. She
and Lark talked of *“dear old Duck”

slines to tell me anything about it,
nd after the conversations you and

for two weeks, almost without paus-

I have had, I think I have aa;lght to

“Does she miss me? Does she seem
His
voice was so boyish and so eager there
was no mistaking his attitude toward

“Then I can not. She made me “That’s nice,”’ said Prudence. Con-
promise not to tell you a word. But |versation languished. The subject
is it not my fault, Mr. Starr. [ can|seemed exhausted.
tell you that. It is nothing I have Carol came to the rescue. “It's a

4

“I'm sure you would fall in love
with him on the spot,” Carol had said
to Prudence suggestively. 3

Prudence had only ‘smiled, evident-
ly in sarcasm!

“Jerry was very nice—oh, very nice
—but you ought to see our little
Duck!” Carol rattled rashly. “I'm
sure you wouldn't regret Jerry any
more if you could just get hold of
Duckie. Of course, his being in New
York is an obstacle, but I could intro-
duce you by mail.”

“I do not care for Ducks,” said Pru-
dence. “Of course, they look very nice
swimming around on the water, but
when it comes to eating—I'll take
spring chicken every time.”

Carol did not mention “Duck” again
for three days.

But there came a day when Fairy
was out in the country. Connie had
gone driving with her father. The
moment had arrived. The twins had
their plan of campaign memorized,
and they sauntered in to Prudence
with a nonchalance that was all as-
sumed.

“Prudence,”
writing a book.”

LLark began, “we're

Uncle Wiggily and Sammie Littletail.
After the fish-hook bird had saved
Uncle Wiggily Longears, the nice old
gentleman rabbit, as I told you in the
story before this one, nothing happen-
ed for two or three days down at the
seashore. Oh, of course, I don’t mean
that something didn"t happen to some-
body, for theré did—lots and lots of
things, but not to Uncle Wiggily, who
just stayed quietly in his hollow
stump bungalow and rested himself.
“I have enjoyed the seashore very
much,” he said, as he arose one morn-
ing and combed out his ears so they
could hear all that there was going
on, “but perhaps I shall take a little
run up to the lake, or to the moun-
tains, before the summer is over.

“At any rate I am- now going down
on the beach to see if the tide is in,
and if anything ,has happened,” he
went on.

Well, as Uncle Wiggily was hopping

very nice book. It's a love story and
perfectly thrilling. Larkie does the
writing, but I criticize and offer sug-
gestions.”

“That's kind of you.”

A pause.

“I'm going to dedicate it to Carol—
To my beloved sister, to whose kind-
ness and sympathy I owe all that I am
—or something like that,” Lark ex-
plained hopefully.

“How proud Carol will be!”

A long pause.

“We're in a very critical place just
now, though,” lLark seemed to be
commencing at the beginning once
more. “We have our heroine in a
very peculiar situation, and we can't
think what to do with her next.”
“How sad.”

Another pause.

“We thought maybe you could help
us out.”

“I'm afraid not.”

i

Prudence smiled

a little. “I haven't any imagination.
Ask Fairy. She's strong on love
stories.”

“Maybe if we explain the situation
to you, you could give us a sugges-
tion. It is like this: The young peo-
ple have had all kinds of thrilling ex-
periences but they are not yet be-
trothed. But they are just on the
point of getting there—and something
crops up all of a sudden! The hero
goes dashing away and returns no
more. The heroine lies upon her silk-
en couch, weeping, weeping. And no
one knows what to do about it, be-
cause no one knows what has hap-
pened. What do you suppose could
have sent the lover away like that?”
“Maybe he hasn’t enough money for
the heroine.” 2

“Oh, yes—he's very rich.”

“Maybe he is already married.”
“No, indeed. He's a bachelor.”
“Maybe he didn’t love ' her,
all.”

Here Carol chimed in helpfully.
“Oh, yes, he did, for we left him kiss-
ing her all over the back yard, and he
wouldn't have done that if he hadn’t
loved her, you know."”

Prudence's eyes twinkled a little,
but her smile was sad.

“Now, what would you advise us to
do?" inquired Lark briskly, feeling in-
stinctively that Carol had explained
too much. .
Prudence rose slowly. “I think,”
she said very gently, “I think I would
burn the book if I were you and pay
a little attention to my studies.”
Then she went upstairs and Carol
told Lark sympathetically that they
“did not deserve an authoress in the
‘parsonage when they didn't give her
any more encouragement than that!
On the day before Christmas an in-
sured package was delivered at the
parsonage for Prudence. A letter was
with it and she read that first.

“My dearest little sweetheart:
I chose this gift for you long before I
had the right to do it. 1 was keeping
it until the proper moment. But the
moment came, and went again. Still
I want you to have the gift. Please
wear it, for my sake, for I shall be
happy knowing it is where it ought
to be, even though I myself am ban-
ished. [ love you, Prudence. When-
ever you send for me, I am ready to
come. Entirely and always yours,
Jerry.”

With trembling fingers she opened
the little package. It contained a
ring, with a brilliant diamond flashing
myriad colors before her eyes. And
Prudence kissed it passionately,
many times.

after

ing for sleep.

Two hours later, she went quietly:

‘through the little group.

much nicer.

wings when Connie yanked him out

without the slightest accession of col-
or, “Yes, Carol! I had my picture tak-

along by himself, having eaten a nice
breakfast of carrot oatmeal, with let-
tuce sugar sprinkled over it, and milk
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they want to catch you,” replied the
rabbit. “You can’t fool me! I think
I'd better be going away. Good-by!”

“But I'm not a snake—I'm only a
land turtle,” said the voice. “See, I'l]
show you,” and with that a land turtle
walked out in plain view and what
Uncle Wiggily had thought was a
stone was the turtles shell. The queer
creature was all inside it and only his
head and neck, which looked some-
thing like a snake's, stuck out.

And of course the turtle could pull
his head and legs and tail all inside
his shell if he liked, so no one could
hurt him. But he did not do it now,
because he knew Uncle Wiggily was
his friend.

“Oh, T am very glad to see you,”
spoke the old gentleman rabbit when
he found that the turtle was no snake.
“Where are you going?”

“Down to the beach. I would ask
you to walk along with me,” went on
the land turtle, “only I know you can
go so much faster than I can that I'd
only delay you. I just wanted to ask

from the milkweed plant to flavor it,
he suddenly came to a little patch of
woodland, where the brown oak leaves !
were on the ground underfoot and

where the pine trees made a cool
shade.
“Ah, ha!" exclaimed the rabbit

gentleman, “I think I will rest here a
bit.”

So He sat down on a log, and he was
slowly making his ears flop back and
forth, and was twinkling his nose so
the wood mosquitoes could not sit on!
it and bite him, when, all at once, he
heard a rustling in the leaves. j

“Ha! Something is coming; after
me, perhaps,” thought the old gentle-;
man rabbit. He jumped up and he:
heard a hissing noise, just as when
the air comes out of a punctured auto- |
mobile tire.

“A snake!” exclaimed Uncle Wig-
gily, and when he saw a long, slender
neck, with a little head on the end!
of it, stick itself out from under what ,
he: thought was a stone, Uncle Wig-
gily made up his mind that he had bet.
ter jump as far away as he could.

“No snakes for-me!” he exclaimed.
But just then a voice called out:

“Oh, don’t be afraid of me, Uncle
Wiggily. .I wouldn't hurt you.”

“That's what all snakes say when

down stairs to where the rest of the
family were decorating a Christmas
tree. She showed the ring to them
gravely.

“Jerry sent it to me,” she said. “Do
you think it is all right for me to wear
it, father?”

A thrill of hopeful expectancy ran

“Yes, indeed,” declared her father,
“How beautiful it is! Is Jerry coming
to spend Christmas with us?”

“Why, no, father—he is not coming
at all any more. [ thought you under-
stood that.”

An awkward silence and Carol
came brightly to the rescue. “It cer-
tainly is a beauty! I thought it was
very kind of Professor Duckie to send
Lark and me a five pound box of choc-
olates, but of course this-is ever so
Jerry's a bird, [ say.”
“A bird!" mocked Fairy. “Such
language.” » :

Lark came to her twin's defense.
“Yes, a bird—fthat’s just what he is.”

Carol smiled. “We saw him use his

of the blg maple, didn't we, Lark””
Then, “Did you send him anythime’
Prue?”

Prudence hesitated and answered

en when I was in Burlington and sent
it to him.”

“Your picture! Oh, Prudence!
Where are they? Aren't you going to
give us one?”’

“No, Carol. I had only one made,
for Jerry. There aren't any more.”

“Well,” sighed . Lark _resignedly,
“it's a pretty idea for my book, any-
how."”

From that day on Prudence always
wore the sparkling ring, and the wom-
en of the Methodist church nearly had
mental paralysis marveling oOver a
man who gave a diamond ring and:
never came a-wooing! And a girl who!
accepted and wore his offering with
nothing to sgy for the man! And.it
wae the consensus of opinion in
Mount Mark that modern lovers were
mostly-crazy, anhow!” .

-And springtime came. again. .

(To be continued.)

|

jon ‘a brown leaf for a toothpick, “and

‘walking along the beach, coming down

if you have any of your friends stop-
pinz at your bungalow now?"”

“Well, the Wibblewobble duck fam-
“ily has a bungalow next to mine,” said
the rabbit gentleman, as he chewed

1 expect Sammie and Susie Little-
tail, the rabbit children, down soon.”

“I shall be glad to meet them,”
spoke the turtle politely, making the
hissing noise again, like a snake, for
turtles do that, sometimes, to scare
some of their enemies, I think. 1
know we had a turtle in our yard at
the seashore beach and he hissed
whenever T came close to him, or pick-
ed him up.

“Well, when Sammie comes I'll bring
him to see you,” promised Uncle Wig-
gily. and then he hopped toward the
beach, while the turtle crawled on
very slowly, looking around every now
and then to see that there was no
danger.

Uncle Wiggily was soon down on the
beach, and he was sitting watching the
sands being washed nice and clean by
the waves, when, all of a sudden,-the
;-abbit gentleman heard some one call-
ng:

“Help! Help. Oh, something is chas-
ing me! Oh, will no one help me?
Help! Wow! Oh, wow! Help!”

“Well, well!” exclaimed the rabbit
gentleman, making his two ears go
around like an electric fan in a mo-
lasses barrel. *“I wonder if that can
be my friend, the turtle, in trouble?
I must help him if he is.”

So he looked down the beach, and he
saw a cloud of sand being kicked up,
as if some one were running very fast.
And the sand was so thick that Uncle
Wiggily could not see-who had kicked
it up into a dust.

A‘But whoever it is, I'll help him!"
the rabbit gentleman said, and he look-
ed about until he found a big clam
shell. And he made up his mind that
if it were the bgl Sand Hoppers chas-
ing any one he would completely as-
tonish the unpleasant creatures.

“But it can’t be the turtle trying to,
get away,” thought Uncle Wiggily, “for
he could never go as fast as that,
never! And gbme hammock flavored
ice cream cones besides.”

Then the voice called again:

“Help! Help! Oh, some one please
help me!”

By this time the cloud of dust was
close to Uncle Wiggily and then he
could see that it was his own little
nephew Sammie Littletail, the rabbit
boy, who was running and kicking up
the sand. 5

“What’s the matter, Sammie?” ask-
ed Uncle Wiggily, quickly.

“Oh, a bad sea urchin
me,” the rabbit boy replied.

is chasing
“l was

to- see you, when all of a sudden the
urchin sprang out of the water, and
said he was going to duck me! I don’t
want to be ducked with my good
clothes on. Save me!”

“Of course, I will!” cried Uncle Wig-
gily. And then he saw the bad little
gea urchin, who is. the troublesome
boy of the ocean, chasing Sammie,

“You let Sammie alone!” demanded
the rabbit gentleman.

“No! No! A thousand times no!"
cried the sea urchin, who was shaped
like a clam only differently and. he
had wings on his toes. >

“Yes, you will, or I'll put hot salt on
your tail!’ went on Uncle Wiggily,
pretending to be angry, only he wasn’t.

“Oh, please don't. TI'll be good! T'll
never chese Sammie again. I was only

|
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THEY FILL MANY A GAP WHEN SUMMER
COTTONS SHOW SIGNS OF WEAR

TAFFETAS AMONG THE MOST POPULAR

New York, Aug. 12.—No doubt the
most of us are feeling that our sum-
mer wardrobes are beginning to look
a little the worse for wear. ~It Is in-
variably the case wheh August comes!.
The dainty voiles and organdies that
were so crisp and fresh at the begin-
ning of June and July when we start-
ed the season with them, are looking

pressed Into service all through the
warm weather,

Dress of Checked Taffeta.

Whle it may seem rather late in the
season to start getting new sumger
things, just now the stores are full
of wonderful bargains in dainty sum-
mer frocks, and this is the opportunity
for those who have to be economical.
Lovely dresses and blouses in voiles,
linens, crepes and other sheer fabrics
can be picked up for a song, as the
saying goes, and it is/well worth get-
ting them for the remainder of the sea-
son.

But you will make no mistake in hav-
ing one of these simple silk dresses that
are so much in vogue. They are won-
derful for filling in the gap between
the seasons—and not only that, they
are going to be very good for fall.
They will be quite comfortable with a
top coat, if the weather demands it,
or with a fur cape or scarf. The warm
weather has not at all dampened the
enthusiasm for fur capes and scarfs,
It is such a common-sightto see them
worn on- days when the mercury rises
to great heights that one almost’ feels
that one has been laboring under a
delusion all along to believe that furs
could ‘be anything but cool.
Taffeta the Leading Silk, 5

By far the nmost popular silks fo
dresses just now are the taffates. They
are especially smart in self tones and

limp and faded since they have been |-

in the many striped checked and block-
ed effects seen. Navy blue and the
rich, dark tones predominate. In some
very striking designs both checks and
stripes are combined. Following close-
ly in the lead of taffeta are mesaline,
faile, figured and dotted foulard, crepe
de Chine, silk voile, chiffon crepe and
Georgette crepe.
The two illustrations shown here are
typ‘cal of the simplicity of the pres-
ent styles. The dress of checked taf-
feta has a gored skirt with panel front
and back, and of course, it would nat
be complete without the large patch
pockets on -elther side of the- front,
for pockets are as popular as ever in
spite of their having been in fashion
so long. In the waist, the panel grad-
ually tapers up toward.the neck, where
it is met by a collar of Georgette crepe
which ripples at the back though the
front is quite flat. Chiffon, net or
organdy is often substituted : for
Georgette crepe in fashioning collars
for this type of -dress. .The only trim-
ming in this model is seen in.the but- -
tons on either side of the panel. The
color _harmonizes with the dress:': »

That ‘the vogue for combining plain
and figured materials has not by any
means diminished, is shown in- the -
dress of plain and figured foulard re-
cently seen on the avenue. It is trim-
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med with ribbon arranged in bands
on the underskirt and cuffs, and in
plaiting which-finishes the.-neck and
hem. Note-the gathered ' pockets and
the straight tunie-plaited.at the -top.
These are two: prominent 'style: fea-
tures of the season. This model is
one which at first sight may  seem
intricate, but on closer inspection one
discovers that the novel toucheg which
make it so:very chic are; -inipeality,
easily carried out. = :
Ribbon a Fashionabke Trimming.

uOh'
Oh,
poles!

sea urchin, much astonished.
wow! Oh, orange lolly-pops!
steam shovels and telephone
Don’t put hot salt on me.”
“All right, then run away, and I'll
not punish you,” promised Uncle Wig
gily, with a kind smile. So the sea
urchin flew out in the ocean, léaving
Sammie there safe, and very glad the
rabbit boy was to be with his uncls
again, for a vacation at the seashore.
And on ‘the next page, in case the
little girl with the white shoes doesn’t
go wading in the ink boftle, and get
them: all paste so that the .chewing
gum sticks to them, I'll tell you about
Uncle Wiggily and Susie Littletall.

PENNSYLVANIA TO
CONSOLIDATE LINES

L o 4 2
vania company was considering plans
for the consolidation of its owned and
leased southwest lines were confirmed
by officers of the company here today,
who said that so many details remain-
ed to be worked out that no official
announcement could be made for sev-
eral days. i

It was expected, they said, the con-
solidation would be effected within
two months. e

The plan is understood to includs
the Pittsburgh, Cincinnati, Chicago &
St. Louis (the Panhandle); the Van.
dalia railroad, the Pittsburgh, Wheel-
ing and Kentucky railroad; the Chi-
cago, Indiana and Eastern - railroad, -
and a number of smaller lines.
Stockholders of the comipanies are
recelving offers from- the “PeaAnsyl
vania for their holdings; payment. it is

Pittsburgh; Pa.,

going to duck him-for fun!™ cried the

al,

circulated reports that the Pennsyl-

understood, to include the securitiga
of the new corporation.




