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SEE OUR STOCK

i  Prices Slaughtered

: WATCHES

_ DIAMONDS

' JEWELRY
- CLOCKS

No prices to quote, but a big cut in
! price of all goods.
save real money you will come here

R. S. FIELD

THE PEOPLE’S JEWELER
109 West Main Street

If you want to
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4 Store for All the People

-

1l The City’s Greatest
| Store For Men

THE GOOD CLOTHES STORE

. MARTINS

232.254 East Main, Ottumwa, lowa
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statuary.
Rosary Beads .

115 West Second Street
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SPECIAL — Gold Chain
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'SPECIAL--Until all are sold
: HOLY PICTURES

Unframed, at Special Prices—see these values

© GIVE CHURCH GOODS FOR CHRISTMAS

All new stock, including rosaries, prayer books,
gold scapular lockets, crucifixes, candlesticks apd

30¢
R. F. MORONEY

Phone 1315

s ——
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THIS CHRISTMAS

make it a

Columbia Grafonola

The One Incomparable Musical Instrument
Prices — $15, $25, $35, $50, $75, $100, $125
Columbia Double Disk Records — 65¢

r . They Fit Any Machine

L. S. Chidester & Co.

Phone 860-M

Al

:i ‘223 South Market Street

TEETH

e

A Good Set of Artifical Teeth is much
Better than a Poor Set of Natural ones

A Let Us Explain This To You

‘| DR W. L DUNNING
Over Cenftral Drug Store

DR. 6.

A. RALSTON

READ THE COURIER

WANT ADS_ F_OR

———

PROFIT — USE THEM FOR RESULTS

————

A Lovie Story by
JULIET WILBOR TOMPKINS

Cormxn 1916 By Tne Bosss-Mzaxir Co. U
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CHAPTER V. (Continued.) -

“It was sad,” she said generally. '

“Oh, yes; oh, unbearably!” The
thought of it seemed to clutch at Mrs.
Cartaret’s throat. “We—we who are
fond of him—we must try to make it
up to him, mustn’t we? If there is any
way we can?”

Her intensity embarrassed Chloe.
She felt in it an appeal that she did
not know how to answer.

“I don't believe he is unhappy now,”
she ventured. “He has moods—"

“Ah, that is the artistic tempera-
ment,” Mrs. Cartaret broke in. “They
say that an artist is both happier and
sadder than other people. Things
hurt him more—you know what 1
mean?"”

“Oh, I know,” Chloe admitted, rath-
er dryly. Perhaps the other felt some
failure of sympathy, for when she
spoke again it was of a drive they
must take. -

“l don’t want you to be bored,” she
said, and such difidence in one who
had so much to give made Chloe very
worshipful. -

“It is wonderful here. And to be
with you, Mrs. Cartaret—!" she said
earnestly, and felt the jeweled hand on
her shoulder a delicate honor as they
went up to the house.

Mrs. Cartaret played to her that
evening and her music ceemed to
make a different person of her; or,
rather, to make her that which she
appeared, but so often fell short of in
speech. Chloe, tears on her cheeks
in the darkened room, felt a surging
impulse to kneel beside her and cry
out her trouble: “I have lost love!
Tell me how I can go on without it!"”
But, as the music ceased, Mrs. Car-
taret spoke.

“I always think that music sounds
better in the dark—have you noticed
it?” she said, and the doors of Chloe's
secret slammed shut.

The next day the outer conditions
were no less charming, but Chloe’s joy
in them was becoming difficult to main-
tain. She hated Alex, never saw or
wished to see him: yet with shame and
anger she had to learn that there was
no peace for her away from where
he was. A homesick cry, “I want to
go back!" sprang up in unguarded
moments. Worst of all, che began to
feel a fretful irritation at the most
lovely lady of the house. The insistent
demand for her opinion on small or
1 gettled subjects where opinion was
not worth the trouble made her dread
that at the next earnest, “Don't you
think ?” she might burst out with some
wild protest. Then she took herself
in hand, applying harsh names and
vowing reform.

“Toto is a bad girl, Billy,” she ex-
plained as she washed his happy face
{after the long day's playing. *“You
will have to scold her."”

This was a favorite game. Toto had
long ago declared that if she had to do
all the bathing and dressing of Billy,
he in common fairness must do all the
scolding of them both when they were
naughty. Billy did it with uplifted
forefinger and dramatic intensity, in-
|terrupted by gurgles of laughter, and
|the device had averted many a baby
'storm. Chloe had only to =ay, “Scold
‘yourself. Billy, good and hard!"” and
{ Billy was instantly all on the®side of
l]aw and order. Tonight, however, he
was Inclined to be indulgent.

“What did you do, Toto?” he asked
in a comfortable and gossipy whisper.
“I had bad, cross feelings.”

“Then Toto is tired and must lie
{down.” This turning on her of her
own frequent decree made her laugh.

“All right,”” she said obediently, and
nlaced herself on the broad couch.
They had a charming big corner
room, bright with rosy chintz, its case-
jments opening on the garden and the |
{water. Just to lie looking about 1t,|
breathing its scented purity, waai
enough to exorcise bad feelings. “Come
and le down with me,” she begged,
|throwing out her arm. Billy climbed
{up beside her, and they were presently
20 deep in a story that they did not |
|hoar a light step in the hall. Chloe |
{ had come to the final, “And he told his

mother he'd never, nev—er runaway-
|azainaslongusheli\od!" with its appro-
|pria(ﬂ embrace before she was aware
that her hostess. stood at the open
door.

“Oh, Mrs. Cartaret!” she apologiz-
ed, but Mrs. Cartaret would not let her
get up.

“I never knew how to tell stories.”
she sald, in her eyes the wistful shad-
ow that Chloe had seen on the bea-®
“It takes a special gift—don’'t you
think s0?"

Chloe only smiled. She felt good and
happy now, Iving in her pleasant room:
lifted above petty irritation. The ap-
pealing grace of the slender figure
droopine farward in the chair, beside
her moved her to put ont a warm hand.

“It ig beantiful here,” she said. “You

know how we all feel about what yon
are doing for Ralston.”

Mrs. Cartaret’s flush made Chloe
!fear that she had blundered. “Ah, that
|is—a privilege.” she said hurriedly.
‘Your brother has great talent.” She
!hc'l::ln to unfasten the strings of a
package she had brought, as though

are so kind, Mrs. Cartaret! You don't

came rushing back; “Twenty or thirty
thousand dollars will matter to her.
How are you all going to feel if it is
a flat failure?” For a bleak moment
Chloe knew the whole bitterness and
ignominy of dependence.  She did not
want this woman's money to touch her
family; she did not want to be a taker
of disputed gifts! Oh, if we only had
our own!” was her silent cry. .

A clear and simple voice broke the
tense silence. “Is ’'at a present?” it
asked sweetly. .

“Oh, Billy!"™ Chloe reproached him,
but Mrs. Cartarét smiled and gave him
the package.

“Yes; it is a present for Billy,” she
sald.

“Did granfaver send it?”

She looked so puzzled that Chloe
hastened to explain. “He mesdns the
statue,” she sald. Mrs. Cartaret look-
ed more puzzled than ever, but did not
pursue the subject.. Chloe had opened
the box ahd was encouring Billy’s
ra;;tulre over a gaily tasseled horse and
cart.

“Oh, the 1i'l po-ny!” he was saying
in utter tenderness, his curled hands
uplifted before the wonder of it. “To-
to, the 1i'l po-ny!” Toto's eyes, shin-
ing with laughter, begged Mrs. Car-
taret to see how funny and adorable
he was.

“Mrs. Cartaret gave it to you, dar-
ling,” she said. “You want to thank
her, don't you?”

Billy instantly rose and offered his
broad face for the kiss of gratitude.
Then he placed horse and cart on her
knees that she might share with him
all their beauties. She met him very
earnestly; her hungriness to make
friends touched Chloe with a renewed
sense of her loneliness and her disap-
pointed motherhood. She forgave her
own moment of ,bitterness as ghe
watched. The precious gift of Billy's
affection was, after all, a real return.
She was sorry when a maid came to
take the boy to his supper.

Billy also resented it. He got down
on the floor with an obstinate little
head shake that Chloe well knew.'

“You can take your pony with you,
dear,” she urged, but Billy did not
even look up.

“I don't want my supper,” he said,
running the horse back and forth. Mrs.
Cartaret was alarmed but Chloe rose
with brisk assurance.

“Now, Billy, if you don’t look out,
in about two minutes you are going to
be naughty,” she told him. “So box
both your ears, hard, Give it to them
quick, darling!" There was a bare
second of suspense; then the day was
saved. Billy’s two -hands went joy-
ously into action while his face béam-
ed out between. Then, punished and
reformed, he tucked horse and cart un-
der his arm and gave a hand to Caro-
line. Mrs, Cartaret’s dazed expression
made Chloe laugh.

“Oh, Billy is™ self - punishing—I've
brought him up to that,” she’ explain-
ed. It saves us a lot of struggles.”

Mrs. Cartaret sighed as she rose.
““You really are an extraordinary fam.
ily,’ she murmured.

Each day grew a little harder for
Chloe. Here she had everything heart
could desire and nothing good awaited
her in the hot town; yet by the end_of
the week homesickness had risgn to
a fever. Every-waking hour was filled
with a silent wail: “Oh, I want to go
home!” When the last day came, she

could scarcely hide her passion of re- =on's voice followed:

lief,

“It has done you good here,” Mrs,
Cartaret. said, and, Chloe laughed joy-
ously.

“I never felt better,” she said aloud,
but her heart sald, “Tomorrow—tomor-
row at this time I shall be almost
home!"” e

It was Sunday, a day Ralston usually
spent here, but rehearsals had begun,
and he was not expected this week.
They drove to a pretty stone church
and pleasant people spoke to them
afterward, but Mrs. Cartaret shrank
away from them. She was breathless
with shyness when they reached the
motor.

“I -hope you will foften stay with
me,’" she said to Chloe. “‘I have been
alone so much in my life. And the
more you s\ay- alone, the- harder it is
to face people. don't you think?” And
Chloe, because shie was going home
and was wildly happy, felt touched,
and reproached herself for the half-
hearted companionship she had been
giving.

“I don’t know how I shall get Billy
away,” she said. “You have quite won
him. He is always saying, ‘Let's go
and find her!' " :

The lovely face was lit for a mo-
ment; then it darkened. “But you
don’t, think I am trying to win him
away from you?” she urged, her hand
over Chloe’s. « “You wouldn't think
that, would yod?”

“Why, of course not! Why, 1 want
him to love everybody!" Chloe could
not make her denidl emphatic enough
to satisfy her inner protest. As if she
wanted her baby’s love limited to her-
self! “If he didn’t love you, when
you have been 30 dear to him—why, it
wouldn’t be Billy!"”

Mrs. Cartaret was so gratefully
pleased that Chloe had to forgive her.
The week had curiously changed her
from a great lady, gracious and aloof,
to a poor dear who blundered so ear-
nestly that one must protect and re-
assure her. Chloe did her friendly
best and tried not to be relieved when
they turned in at the gate. Some one
was coming to meet them, rising from
a long chair on the veranda. '

“Is it Ralston?" Chloe exclaimed.

Mrs. Cartaret turned with a start;
then Chloe, beside her, felt a change
that was like a sharp fall of tempera-
ture. She looked from the sleek, fash-
ionable young man, coming down the
steps with an air of ownership, to
Mrs. Cartaret’s face, and saw that it
was stricken white. It offered no
greeting, and Chloe read fear there,
the appalled shadow of something too
bad to be true. Then theore was a_quiet
lifting, proud or stubborn, of the che-
ful body. As the car stopped Mrs.
Cartaret, stepped down with out-
stretched hands.

“Why, Donald!” She kissed him,
smiling, murmuring reproaches that
she had not heen warned. Then she
turned to Chloe: “Miss Gage, I want

<

my son to meet you.”

It seemed to Chloe that they met |
with a shock of enmity. His deep!
bow, touched with foreignness, was
covertly mocking, and hard, unecivil
ayes contradicted the courtesy with
which he helped her down. She stood
by in helpless silence while he ex-
plained that business had brought him
over on a moment's notice and that
Georgette had not been abld to come.

“l knew that you would welcome
me, dear mother, even without warn-
ing,” he said. and Chloe, not knowing
why, felt a hot desire to strike him.
She turned to slip away, but a squeal
of joy from the garden checked her.
Billy, arms out, was running to take
his new love's knees into a wide em-
brace. A stream of conversation came
with him. .

“They was a mover crab and a faver
crab and a li'l baby crab,” he told
her, “and Car’line—"

Mrs. Cartaret, very still and com-
posed, had bent down in smiling at-
tention, and though the reason of all
this stifled dreadfulness still baffled
Chloe, she knew that she must get the
little boy away as quickly as possible.

“Come, Billy; I want you,” ghe
urged, and hurried him upstairs. The

“Quite a family party!
wright's child, I taks {t?”

She did not hear the answer,: for
understanding had come with a sham-
ed rush. Here was the one who had
protested, who had perhaps come in
person to stop the romantic backing
of untested plays. Alex's bitter judg-
ment, cast aside as prejudice, sudden-
ly took on the dire force of public
opinion. Nothing he had said could
be more harsh than the judgment of
this mocking young man. He could
scarcely stop the play, now that it was
in rehearsal, with scenery made and
theater engaged; but Chloe wished he
might, rvather than'that it should go
on against his sneering protest. Alex,
who loved her, had called it highway
robbery. “The Gage way!” To Don-
ald Cartaret, they—who worked so
hard and meant so well—were a set
of leeches fastened on an fill.-defended
fortune.

“But suppose it is a great success?
Suppose we make thousands of.dol-
lars for her?” she flung back at the ac-
cusing ~world, but they were only
words: no inner conviction came to
her help. The thought of lunching in
Donald's presence was so intolerable
that she began hastily to pack. She
did not know how she could get away,
and going would confirm the family
guilt; but there were ordeals too hor-
rible to be faced.

The dreaded knock at the door made
her heart vault. She opened it to
send down some excuse about a head-
ache; but it was Mrs. Cartaret who
stood there. Her brave smile and the
whiteness of her face fllled Chloe with
impulsive tenderness. She drew her
in and knew just what to say.

“Mrs. Cartaret dear, I really ought
to go back home today. There is so
much to do there. And I know you
want to be alone with your son. There
is a train at one something, isn’t
there? Now,.if Billy and I could have
a tray of lunch up here—"

A look of wan relief had replaced
the forced smile. “I hate to have
you,” ghe said; “but of course, if you
rea:}lyd n"n'lst—lt you feel that way—"

* o‘l

“Then Harris can take you straight
home in the car. It is so much pleas-
anter than the train. And Billy would
like the ride.” Their hands, cling-
ing together, said things “that ‘their
eyes and words genied.

“We'd both adore it.
ready in ten minutes.”

“Ah, you must lunch. I will send {t
right up.” At the door Mrs. Cartaret
hesitated. “I should love to have you
stay longer, another week," she said
hurriedly, “only I promised your broth-
er to come down for the rehearsals.
And so between that and my son—"

“Of course,” Chloe assented, adding
in a shamed whisper: ‘“You have been
80 dear!”

In a mercifully short' time they fol-
lowed their bags down to the car, Billy
too excited over the ride to realize the
parting. Chloe had hoped to escape
Donald, but he stood on the steps, a
courteous host, waiting to help her
in. For a moment Chloe felt that she
could not, physically could not, go fo.-
ward; but Billy had run ahead and
there was no way out. Donald turn.
ed to her with a faint smile.

“I hope you are not letting me drive

The play-

We can be

after. She controlled an anguished
impulse to stammer excuses, facing
him with girlish deflance.

“Yes, you mre,” she said clearly;
“but I ‘have to forgive you--I know
what it must mean to get back to a
dear mother whom you see 80 Vvery
seldom. The least I could do was w0
run away. Good-by, Mrs. Cartaret.
We have had the loveiiest time,” She
kissed her hostess, shook hands with
Donald and then it was over.- At first-
she comnld feel only her tremuious re- |
lief; but the last view of the lovely- *
lady, so composed und white and
bravely smiling, presently brought a
surge of pity. It seemed heartless to
leave anyone se0 softly defenseless
alone with Donald Cartaret.

The return home was not the happy
flight that Chloe had foreseen, but the M
sight of her father’s statue brought a *
dim comfort. Things were never gquite
unbearable under the shelter of that
beloved presence. She slipped out to -
him by herself that night, looking up
into his face with harassed eyes.

“l am so frightened, father,” she
confessed. ‘If the play fails I can’t
endure it—I can’t go on living! I am
so ashamed! And I can’t say anything,
I am all alone. I'm only little Chioe.
What can I do?”

Sereno Gage had no answer for her..
He was still enclosed in the tattered
old fence. with the dying grass at his
feet, for Mrs. Gage, going through the
formality of asking permission to put
the plot in order, had met with an un-
expected check. Some vague official,
who could not be seen or reached by
telephone, had made & vague request ' °
for delay. o

“If they were planning to do it them-
selves, they might have told me be-
fore 1 raised the money,” she com-
mented; but she was too absorbed in
her Diet Kitchen and her family’s af-
fairs to give the matter active thought.
Sabra was back, covered with new
glories, Ralston's play was going on
in two weekp’ time. Mrs. Gage, out
of her hard experience, said more
than once, “It half frightens me!” But
they were only words of propritiation,
almed at some jealous power. Never
had she reviewed her forces with a
more brilllant confidence. . ?

“This time next year,” she began. -
the night after Chloe's return, but o
none of her children heard the resf
of the sentence, each filling it out
his own way. Ralston, who had
looking at the evening paper, j
it down and went off as thou
ments were too .preclous
Chloe turned with a shiver from what
she saw, but Sabra was smiling.

“People want such different things.”
Sabra sald. ‘“Now, to write plays or
novels—I don’t care how successful
they were—would seem to me like
playing with paper dolls. Not quite
worth a grown person’s time.”

(To be continued.)

CAR THIEVES BUSY. ;

Council Bluffs, Dec, 12.—Car thieves
are showing great activity in Council
Bluffs just at the present time.
Scarcely a day passes but what reports
of robberies are received at police .
headquarters, of cars of grain or mer
chandise being broken into.in the rail-
road yards here. And . the .thieves
seem to be getting bolder in their dep
redations, daylight robberies being re

you away, Migs Gage,” <he said, and
Chloe suddenly knew that she' must|
be brave now, or scorn herself ever

ported. Candy, whisky and merchan
dise are among the articles  whict
have been missed from trains.

When you come to Ottumwa come to my place and visit and ask
questions. I may ask some too and we may get acquainted. If I have
anything in the implement line, pump line or wagop line that you

need I will be glad to sell you but you will not be urged to buy.

pairs for everything.”

Bell Phone

' une_.

JAS. H. SHEPHERD
“New Shepherd’s. Ranche”
209, 211 W. Main 8t, Ottumwa, lowa

to leave the subject; then she paused,
Iturning on the girl her look of dark
intensity. “Life has been hard on
him.” she said. “Rare and fine spirits
need protection: the world is sol
rough! One longs to—to—make it

ecacier. If one can—if it is right! 1t is
so diffieult to know what is-—-right;
don't you think so? And what you
think right—perhaps others will think
wrong. One doesn’t know what to
do!™

Chloe was silent before a dismal

revelation. “Some one has objected
to her backing the play--or they're
going to.” was her distressed thought.

Words of Alex’s, resolutely forgotten, :
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Christ
Gift
L]
L ]
From the Great China Store
of southern Towa and northern Missouri:

Most of our china was bought before the advance in
price, consequently our present prices are all in your favor
over the present market conditions.

There are 101 Gift” Suggestions
to be seen in the wonderful collection of imported and
domestic china on display here.
You can’t spend a few minutes in a more profitable way
than to inspect our stock, especially at this time, when you are wondering what is best to buy for their
Christmas. Note our prices —
Hand painted bon bon dishes ..... 25¢ to $3.00 Cut glass nappies .............. $1.00 and up
Hand painted dresser sets ...... $1.25 to $6.00 Cut glass sugars and creams .. ... $2.00 and up
Hand painted celery sets ....... $1.25 to $2.50 Cut glass vases ................. $3.00 and up
Hand painted vases, mugs, sugars and creams, Cut glass water sets ............ $4-5_0 and up
mush and milk sets, condiment sets, ete. - Cut glassbowls ................. $3.50 and up
Other Gift Suggestions — Casseroles, Aluminum ware, Brassware and Graniteware
112 South Court Street
BENNER T CO. Phone 161
Q -




