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riHE woodthrushes were singing"

their evening song on the elms
that surrounded and looked

j n UDon the low-eaved farmhouse. jn^Metty Cramer did not hear them.,rS he tiurc sho was spending herni after-supper hour on the "frontB&Jsrysxtt
T'orth . the twilight' Metty sat

U^VtVead' S
^MSsTmpanl^Sh9;Z been reading It until ^adovrsbeaan to fall too heavily beneath the

trees and now sho merely sat andfesssaone might have seen these,ord»: "Our Heart Problem Con-i
ttoit." Below this heading theo? the magazine had announced the

fe>5 Cvo'a'SeaH Problem we

hist letter and as many of the other
letters possible will receive per-
sonalianBwors with advice from one
°fThen°thoCcdltor went on to explain I^kt the first prize would be the neat'

sum ot one hundred dollJrB-1 he further explained the beauties
. the parlor lamp, egg beaters, con-

¦4»nsed-mllk-can holders and other
Interesting articles that were to be
distributed among tho othc^®.Ynterletter! were deemed ot especial inter

°Metty was Indifferent to these tri-
and even tho check for one hun¬

dred dollars didn't Intorest her cspe-SSy "A» many of tho letters as
possible will receive personal answers
from the editors." Th«»o
?h« onoB that clung to her Inward eyeMgftSrtlta to sit and stareso
ntently into the growing shadows.
Even If there were only aBmaUposal-
bUlty that her letter might be an¬
swered sho would venture It.

sho rose from tho step she was
too Intent on her project to bco the
tall, erect, though muscle-weary fig¬
ure of 81 Lamed, aB he came from
"s last duties In tho barn, through
0 shadow ot tho house. SI enjoyed(the distinction of being the one and

only "hired man" on the Cramer
rji a position which he alternately
arded as his greatest curse or his
4est blessing, all of whioh (lepeiul-Sjl'on the degree of cordiality in Met-

^Metty stole quietly to her father s
desk and took from It the sole bottle'of Ink which the Cramer establish¬
ment boasted, and with this and her
father's pen in hand she ascended to
her own room, thero to work out her
problem, as she regarded it. Mean-

ne 81 Bank down on the porch step,t was good to hear the birds in theirT jow song, and SI filled his lungs
*1 of the fragance of the honey-UOkle that wound its way around the

of the small porch. But lie
ught sight of the fiutter of Metty a

eklrt as Bhc went Into the house and"* .

i neace of mind was turned to re-
et Why had Motty avoided him?

he asked himself, and then he an-
irered this question to his own sat-
ifactton. "Of course, she wouldn t
ok at 'hired help' llko mo.' ho told

.elf. "Some city man will come
5 for her and then she won t look

Is^dldn't reflect, as he might have
lone, that although a "hired' man at
ireaent, he was learning valuable Icb-
ons In his vocation, and that alreadyhe had won some little local reputa-" ,vfor the size ot the potato crops

CONFESSION'
"After your trip to the sea shore

With Eliene," Dick told me, "you and
'I will take a little holiday."
For the life ot me, little book, 1Icould not get up any enthusiasm about

a trip and 1 said, "We will wait un¬
til I get perfectly well, Dick, before
~e make any plans.",-i'Yos, dear," ho said, "I know I've
pit to win you all over again and 1
im going to do so. We'll put that
second honeymoon trip as far In tho
future as you wish, but we will take
It lomettme Just the same."
"Some way, the thought of the fu-
re tires me, Dick," I said. "It takesII my strength to live in the present.
teem to have forgotten the past ox-

"pt as a haiy dream and tho future
i such a long way off that my sou]
¦ tired as I contemplate tho Jour-
en when you glvo that wearylie smile, Margie," said Dick, "It

(pies all over your faco and dls-
jpoars behind your cars in the wayDied to love. Margie, I can't tell
DB how I havo mlSBCd that smllo
f yours since you have been 111."
That little speech ot Dlck'B thriU-
4 me, and I exclaimed:
"I am going to live again, to en-
w Ufo riotously. I'm going to breatho
ough my eyes as well as my lungs.going to take all tho Joy ot this
at world into my arms. I am lit-
lly going to feel tho touch of It.

i warmth of It."
Dick seemed a little frightened as
. put a detaining hand on mo, as it
. thought I was going to fly out otE§i&'"Hero, my girl," ho Bald, "don't you
D too fast. You must try and bo con-
"#t to get well alowly."
"Content," I ejeculated scornfully,have tried to be content with Just
7 llko a log so long. Trying to be
~nt under adverse clrcumatancei

g to tho first ot hell."
bent over my bed. Involun-

I drew away, and the feeling" could move blottsd out everyMunition.

PRETTY FACE MAKES GIRL THE HIGHEST
SALARIED MODEL IN THE COUNTRY!

Mae^Bu
No foreign prince ever called Mae

Burns the prettiest girl In America,
but a few years ago she discovered
she wasn't altogether had looking and
decided her face would be her for-

that he managed to grow on Farmer
Cramer's outworn soil.
He thought he might bo able to see

Metty if he went into the house, so,
absent-mindedly picking up the mag¬
azine where Metty had left it, he
rose, passed the elder Cramers where
they sat with a weary, "I'm off to bed
now; good night," and made his way
Into the sitting room.

Metty wasn't there, so the next
best thing that occurred to him to do
was to read the new number of The
Hearth Companion. Si's cuBtoin al¬
ways was to begin at the beginning
and to continue thus till he had read
to the end.a system of thorough¬
ness that, applied to agriculture,probably occounted for his more than
usual success with Cramer's land.
On the first page of the magazine

beyond the frontispiece he came to
the editorial, and, with keen atten¬
tion to evory word, he labored
through it. Then he sat for a few
minutes staring meditatively into the
stove-hole at the side of the room,and then, cautiously, he went to Cra¬
mer's desk and took out a pencil,delved into the woodbox for a piece
of discarded wrapping paper and
started toward the door with the
magazine under his arm.

At the turn of the stairs he ran
into Metty.Metty tiptoeing down
stairs in her pink worsted slippers
and Japanese crepe kimono and her
light-brown hair luxuriously spread¬ing over her graceful shoulders. Hehad nover before seen Metty thus,and Metty, from surprise, uttered a
little cry. "I didn't know you were
here," she said .holding the folds of
her kimono high at the neck. "I
came downstairs for the magazine. I
wanted to finish a story I was read¬ing. I am very sorry." And in an>-other minute she was back in her
room and SI was still standing on the
stairs gazing up whither the littlepink worsted slippers and the flutterof the figured Japanese crope hadvanished.

"I wanted to look over that story

5 OF A WIFE x

"Oh, Dick, Dick," I said almost hys¬terically. "Don't you see that I ammoving?"
"Yes, dear, I see that you are mov¬ing away from me," ho said rather

scornfully. "But I am going to make
you love me all over again."
"And you are going to lovo me all

over again?" I asked maliciously."I have never ceased to love you,dear."
Now, little book, can you beat that}

Aron't men the queerest things alive?
I really believe Dick thinks he has
always loved me.
Do you think, little book, that my

year of being Just a log, when I have
had to suppress every emotion, has
taken from me the power of loving?

tune. She posed In a fashion show and
hats and frocks she wore became fa¬
mous. Now she is called the "best
fashion model In the country." She
is also the best paid model and some
business men might envy her income.

again," Si mused, "but I guess I can
write tho letter in rough first and
then have a look at the magazineagain tomorrow."

It was a month later and neither
Metty nor SI had received the answer
to the problem that confronted them,although each had watched faithfullyfor the mall man. Then came The
Hearth Companion, and, as Mr. Cra¬
mer had overtaken the mail carrier
on his way back from the village thatmorning, he had come into possessionof the magaziiio first.

"I guess you want to get a look atthe new fashions," he told Metty ashe came into the house, and passingit to her, he turned to Si, who had
come In from tho fields for his mid¬day dinner. "Here, Si, here's a letterfrom the magazine folks. I guessthey want you to subscribe to their
magazine. And, by gravy, if thereisn't a letter for Metty, too! Thosefellows don't seem to care how theyuse their postage stamps to send allthose letters to one house the sameday in different envelopes. Seems to
me as if one stamp would have car¬ried them all."

Si opened his letter hurriedly with¬
out excusing himself, and his strong,sunburned hand was fairly shakingwith emotion and surprise when he
took out an oblong of white paper on
which was written an order for onehundred dollars, payable to Si Lam¬ed. "Wo take great pleasure in an¬
nouncing to you that your letter hasbeen awarded the first prize in our'heart problem' contest," it ran. "As
you see, we are publishing it without
your name, as agreed, in this month'sedition of the magazine. By way ofgiving you the help and advice we
promised, we wish to attract your at'tention to the letter published underthe tenth place in the contest."
While Metty was still reading herletter.which announced that shehad won a new patent vegetable pressas a reward for having the tenth bestletter. Si grasped tho magazine whichshe had laid on the table. He turned

past his own letter.which was pub¬lished exactly as ho had written it,save for tho omission of his name.
and passed on till he came to thetenth letter. Could this really havebeen written by Metty?

"I have not the slightest hope ofwinning a prize," the letter ran aftergiving a more or less minute autobi¬
ographical sketch. "My only wish inwriting Is that some one wiser than
myself might give mo advice. I am
an uneducated farmer's daughter. Myproblem is not one of stifled ambi¬tion. No, I do not want to be a RedCross nurse, and I do not want to goto college. My problem is tho old,old problem. I love a young man who
works for my father. I think I could
make him love me If I could only livein different surroundings. I love the
country life, but 1 believe he has am¬bitions. I know I could never be
happy anywhere but in this or some
similar secluded spot. My heart prob¬lem is this; Since I cannot be happy

In the way that would correspond to
thla man's ambitions, have I any
right to make him lore ma? Anil
since In his eyes 1 must be a simple
country girl, how could I make him
love me anyway?"

Then, with excitement such as he
had never felt before In his life, SI
turned to the first page and saw his
own letter printed at the head of
them all. It was the simply written,
direct outpourings of the man who
loved the cbuntry, the man who had
an Innate passion for the soil that
left no room in his heart for city am¬
bitions. The problem he presented
was thlB: The woman he loved must
needs regard him as a boor and clout
because he was working as her fath¬
er's hired man, and In order to win
her love he felt it was necessary to
break away from the things he loved
and make a way for himself in the
city. Then he could make her ad¬
mire him. But in the meantime he
would be miserably out of his ele¬
ment. What should he do?

So Intent had Si been in reading
ilret the letter and then the magazine
that he did not realise that Metty was
at his side, reading the pages over his
shoulder. Mctty's mother had left
the room to get the dinner things and
her father was in the hall pulling off
his boots.
"Were yon writing the gospel

truth. Metty!" he asked, putting
rough, muscular hands on her shoul¬
ders. "If you were just writing that
for fun, tell me!"

"I meant ever}- word of it," she
said, and then as her father shamblod
back Into the room, she whispered:
"I wonder if we should ever have
known if it hadn't been for tho heart-
problem contest?"

ANOTHER GOOD DAVIS STORY.
Look out tor the third in the series

of Richard Harding Davis' stories
printed In the Magazine Section ot The
New York Sunday World. It Is en¬
titled "Billy and the Big Stick" and
appears In the issue of The Sunday
World of August 27. The remarkable
detective story of Inspoctor Proest, of
Scotland Yard, called "The Mael¬
strom." will begin In the Magazine
Section of The Sunday World of Sep¬
tember 10. You cannot afford to miss
these literary traats. Order your
Sunday World early from your news¬
dealer..Adv.

Visitors!
AtYour

For your convenience, is
Resting Room, Writing

Telephone Service,
This service is free, come in.

Store News
Today, came in a shipment of
Millinery.
The styles are really beautiful

at $1.98, $3.50, $5.00, $7.50.
Did you see those

New Waists at

Now Showing
New Fall Suits, Fall

Fall Dresses, Fall Waists
OSGOOD'S, 312 Main

CORNER STONE LAYING.
WIERTON, W. Va. Aug. 21..OffI-

WIDOWS AND ORPHANS IN CASE THAT MAY
CAUSE A "WAR AFTER THE WAR" IN EUROPE!

'I />¦

\* \

The picture shows the widow and
seven orphan children of Captain Fry¬
att, in circle, commander of the Brit-
iah merchant liner Brussels, whose

death, at the hands ot the German gov¬
ernment, has aroused England to the
extent that the claim is being made
the British will not resume diplomatic
relations with Germany evan after
the war. Fryatt was taken by the
Germans after he attempted theyclaim, to ram a submarine. He was put

to death. English officials argue he
should have been treated as a prisoner
of war. The Germans claim Fryatt
committed piracy.

cers of the Grand Lodge of Knights of B. Montgomery of Klngwood, grantPythias of West Virginia yesterday of- keeper of records and seal, alsoMilflclated at the ceremonies attending ered an address.
the laying of the corner stono of tho
ntyv $50,000 school building horo. ;Tlios. W. Fleming, of Fairmont, dellv-
ered the principal address. Samuel

Fairmont Folk In
Atlantic Cipjcan get tholr favorite hoa|gp*'per

The West Virginian
every day at Bergdoll's N«W1Agency, South Carolina and At¬lantic avenuea.

A historical romance of Civil 5
War Time in the upper Mor.on- y
gahela valloy. Cloth, photograv- X
ure illustration, (1.25. Send or- ¥ders to X

A. C. HALL, I
GLENCOE, ILL. $

Quality
Purity

Accuracy
Safety

The four elements of bu6>
ceasful medicines guaran*
teed by our label on you* ;
prescriptions.

in every particular you will find
our swoet and golden butter, (ml
laid eggs, cheese and dairy producti
of all kinds, and ire never (kit tc
touch th0 mark. "Eternal vlgUaBM
Is the price of liberty," and we er
erclse it In the choice and ear* O
our butter, eggs, teas and coffee*.

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS.(PALM BEACH SUITS DON'T CAREWHO WEARS THEM.).BY ALLMAN,
HERESANCJTHER
ONE- CAM

.kiNotfOBff IT?,
W>
AHomswj

mjo*
m#Be*
,30'TS
ySo,,


