HA MOORE wok the little
“tube from the patient's
3 Bcrutinized. {t, then
rough the air a couple of
the. mercury back to
some figures on a pad,
epillow at a more comfort:
‘replenished the hot water
rearranged the flowers in

_ iling the while.
Wealing better tonight!" she in
[y “tle  bright smile broadening
‘reflected in the wan face of
Dung woman in the bed and also
lenuntenance of the elderly lady

by chair,

Hent nodded in answer to the

eumldmbly better thank

Just fine; I hope you con-
improve,” sald the nurse, as
ened the door and stepped into
i ‘Good night.” The door

__ona',to got well."”
‘she was in the hall, Aga-
4 smile vanished and was
" & worried frown, She hur-
0 the hall and knocked at a

jurEs who opened it she asked:
“"mw 18 he?”’

;5“ “It's & question,” she said. “He has
chance: but I'm afrald.”
-~ Agitha peered igto the room, ana
\er eyes glistened. Then she with-
“lirew and walked briskly to the nurses’
‘jodge, adjoining the hospital. In her
S foom she hastily donned a coat and
“went down to the parlor, where she
took t:o chair and rocked uneasily to

- Agatha was confronted with & prob-
] on which hinged her Lappiness.
fiﬁn minutes she expected Glen Wil-
‘enter the parior in quest of he:x

jWer to his marriage proposal.
itha was very fond of Glen. Not
) glra.l he & very attractive young
ian, both as regarded sppearances
“personality, but he had & promis-
estate business that was rap-
enmlng more promising, She
formed his acquaintance at &
ithe lodge soon after she en-
ning, and & warm friendship
aveloped during the ensulng auto
_}nna a.nd theatre parties. Final-

Ihalreason for postponing the an-
_ ,was- Stuart’ Franklin, who had

" béfore she entered the Hos-
here wassno angagement, but
as an understandiig between

Oon vmtldns. while visiting at
B Agatha and Stuart had renewed
dahip and had discussed the

L BC ;. but still' she
fuged to listen to an ‘“official
qiilt.?g engagement,” ks she ex-

‘8 nearby town in-
g_oing home. as customary.
g8 8tood when a letter

gome: to the: city in search of BuC:
f&.&ﬁﬁ:&a had ‘not answered that

o his pmposal of Glen's.

JFought ‘to Agatha's mind recollec:
gants long past—hayrids ex-

ting parties, Sunday. pic-

erfhome’ town' swestheart, she
not deny ‘that. ~She ‘cared for
‘algo admitted, and she

{ ;l‘ncted hig letters mot because
L to, but because she felt

5} aas man and: another to be-

for life’ with a plodding

Wniboy, no matter how much
: for the latter.

nthat her' only course

[8C0e ptidien’s offer of marriage,

e hed planned the way'in which

guldibreak the news'to Stuart
prappeared.

wis before tho events of to- |

D s'md 2 brush, and went{

operating room. A 'young man
‘heen’ brought in, suffering
ries received in a street
His ' recovery was

waiting for Glen, and
posed ‘to have her answer
“ctme promptly. on' tims,
I take a short ride with

gul was nt the ed;e ol the
blocks’ ride took them

sbout it?" Glen asked, as

iin a tree-fringled road.
Soome Mrs, Glen Wilson ot
B WWition ' continen to batch

_l:er throat and began

1ter qnestion:

‘aver think you cared a lot

%” ‘then have something
your affection beyond

doubt 1"

that Tiremember.”
ln‘.ho WAy 0. it,” she con-

CHAPTER 140,
L]

| Determine Not to Return to Bob,

The street car was bound for the
city’s central depot. There I could slip
into a cormer ,as If I were waiting for

a traim, and ‘make some plan. Mean-
whne my mind kept turning to what
I had left behind. It was =0 much
ensfer than-facing what the future
might hold for me. It occurred to me,
for the first time, that perhaps the
entiré family was somewhatto blame
fcr my present predicament. Perhaps
we had all acted a bit too eivillzed
thronghout the tragedy of Bob's home-
coming.

Why had we not behaved in the way
of average human beings, without
much self-control?

What if 1 had thrown myself into
Bob's unwilling arms, weeping wildly
and shrieking that I was his loving
wife? '¥hat if mother had toin her
hair and fainted to prove the depths
of her feeling? What if Daddy hao
stamped around in righteous, patri-
archal wrath? What if - Chrys had
called Bob hard names?

Primitive hun:an action might have
aroused an answering vibration i the
paralyzad cells of his brata Al
gelher, we might have brought Bob's
memory of me back!

But not one of us was given to emo-
tional explosions. We women all ab-
horred hysterics. Even Chrys, with
all her mysticism, was a perfectly
poised young woman.

Therefore, it had seemed the most
natural thing in the world for us, to
follow quietly mother's cue about
ehell shock when Eob met e, Not
one of us had thought it a duty o
pune¢iure the guesr envelope of forget-
fu'ness in whick my husband was Ily-
ing.

The chance for any such experimant
had passed unheeded. But, although
I was & runaway bride, paying a su-
preme price for our restraint, I did
not regret the fact that we had been
guided by reason rather than instinct,

ouely injured in a street car accident,
was brought into the operating room
and I was detailed to assist in an oper-
ation that n}elnt life or death to him.
The young man was the one | was
practically engaged to before 1 entered
training.

“When I saw him in that helpless
condition and when I listened to his

I.w,l

E. right,” 1919,
ghres

Then Wonder What Il Do Next.

‘We had oz had' a big score last night
—and it was a record to be proud of!

Still, the longing for v husbhand
made my soul si'k. “Why not take
tie noxt car back?” I asked myself.
“And creep up to my room, &nd later
begin an attack upon Bob's memory
of our marriage?”

1 jumped with joy, grew hot and
cold—and then stiffened with the chill
truth: Bog is stubborn by nature, like
Chrys, his ‘twin. Always he must
judge for himself and direct his own
course of action. Somewhere in a
magazine I had once read an article
by an suthority on shell shock, and,
from my subconscions mind, this state-
ment arose to discourage’'me.:

“Unless a shellshock patient de-
gires to get well, no treatment can
cure him.”

That settled it. Bob was ignorant
of his own condition. He certainly
did not desire me for a wife, and, un-
til he desired somebody for a wife,
there was no chance for me! |

Well, Ididnot desire him for my hus-
and as long as he could possibly stay
away from me. The only love worth
having would be a compelling llve;
an affection strong encugh to drive
him back to my arms. All or noth-
ing! I could not compromise.

I knew perfectly well what Mother
Lorimer would expect of me were I

under her roof. I would have to act|

a role, something between thal of a
trained nurse for Bob and an old
friend.

Doubtless Mother Loriner must
have been an excellent actress herself
all through that dreadful Mary Thom-
as Incident. She had had fled from her
unhappiness, a8 I was doing. Her
course had proved right for herself.

And I must choose my own path.
It was my right as an individual. Then
& voice within me whispered:

“Have you any idea what you are

going to do next, Jane Lorimer?”

Purple Mists,.

We had & purple down this morn-
ing—did-you mee it? Instead,of fog—
just a thin velllng of mist covered in-
securely the houses and trees about

mind wandering under the inflnence of
the anesthetic and heard him call my
name repeatedly, and when I looked
back at the times. we hau spent to-,
gother back in the old home town, 1
realized what he meant to me. Some-:
thing just seemed to break down
where my heart 7as and I had all 1}
could do to keep from scYeaming when
tha. doctar plerced the skin with the-
scalpel. I had seen many such opera-
tions and, while "1 had' pitied the
patients; I never before experienced
the sensations that I experienced!this
morning in the operating room. Then
and there I Teallzed where my heart
lays

“That boy is back in thc hospital;

be by his side. "1t i8 unlikely, I' will
ever marry him, for the chances are
against his recovery. But at the same’
time, I never could be your wife, for,!
I have discovered my true feelings. I
like you and' I appreciate your kind-
ness, but—that is' all.:

He turned the ma.chlne around s.ml
without a word drove her bacs to the
hospital. Ha held her hand for a mo-
ment in his, then sald good-by, and'the
car rolled away. She looked at the
moon, which' was bathing the land-
scape in g weird, alluring glow. A
short distanta away an auto horn gave
'|'vent to a warning blast. She entered
the hospital,

Hurrying to! the second foor she
‘rapped on the door of 248. -

“How. is he?" inquired Agatha. * |
‘Hes b'een asking for you,” was the
reply. “The crisis is past. He will }
L get well.” -

up in 248, pmbably dying, and I should |"

the city. With many yellow lights
gleaming here and there like good
sized buttons on this robe of morning,

the éffect was all and more that an
artist could desire. Did you ever as-
‘semle in your mind the various colors

| with their shadings which you thought

might be the right ones with which to

paint a particularly beantifulipicture?|

Haven!t you longed for a brush and
the ability’ to do it? ‘Knowing full

well that it was miles beyond you? 1t|

you have not, you haye missed one ot
‘thoge' delightful moments in life when
a longing to create took full poases-
BionQ £ 4

Reach Out for a Littie Lave.

a woman recently who is allowing un-
lovely circumstances which surround'
her lifa to literally warp her. She is
becoming such a chronic ‘grouch that
averybody who knows her stays away.
Instead of selecting a few nice things

‘in life ‘and’ making the best of those,
‘she broods and grieves and complains

from early morning till late at night.
Not satisfied ‘with" her own environ:

'ment—ehe has convinced herself that

all other environments are- even
worse. She hasn't genins enough' to
break away from' the many obstacles
in the path of her happiness but neith-

‘er haa she: enough love in her heart

to counteract these grievances, 'In
fact she simply hates' anything and
everything which' she would like to
have but has not—the things which
some people somehow got.

She resenta sugsastions from or.h-
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Don't let yourself shrivel up. I met

 ars—snggestions which she would Iike | Into &

to follow but does not know how. And

the main reason she resents them is
becanse she did not  think of them
first. She is jealous even of ideas. If
ever she does try to bring something
different into her life, she won't give

Janyone on earth credit tori’t but her-

self.

For she has one of those n.ln:nlt
incurable diseases—that of believing
abgolutely in her own way of thinking.
So she drifts sadly, miserably on—
never for a moment changing in the
alightest her mode of living; sure she

is right and knowing she is unhappy.)

She has reached the place now where

she almost glories in her misery—

turning it over and over in her mind

and in other people’s minds asa chiid

does a plece of candy he hates to swal-

low because there won't be any more.
Let's Stop and Smell 'Em.

Is there anything prettier than a
bowl of sweet peas at this time of the
year? I noticed a number of them this
morning in one of the florist's shops—
all colors, pink, lavender, old rose and

heliotrope—with their dear little faces.

tipped back under quaint tiny sunbon-
nets. Wouldn't it be mice if each
morning we could all have a glorious
bunch of the many lovely flowers
which come from the hot houses in
winter. Somehow the blooms which
grow during the cold dars are espe-
cially beautiful and there is nothing
which rings more genuine bappiness

m’ld ft—they are qulta thd
‘our * mg every day anywey.
Like 'the young man =nidi when ne
stopped’ in front ‘Ul the confectionery.
' store that in a:swer to his sweet-
heart's\ remark, “candy dous sure
smell good:” ho 111 say, “It sure
does—let’s ntay a maiment and smell
it,” so we cam stand a momnt now

and then—when we happonto be ynas:
stray fra-

ing, and absorb s chance,
tgrance from the flowers wlth.tn.

Flowers 'Within.

I know of nothi>g when all is ton-
siderad which brings more foy than
the fiiwers within = It's so eaev to le
the world and all that goes wrong
press on the best nerves in onr bodics.
You cani't make a nerve which wun't
work both ways—a calamity-—but it
can’t be helped. So why not use ong's
nerve energy in enjoying the many
flowers of sweetness and gentieress
which might grow in the garden of
our péarts. But that garden is the
hardest in all the world to kesp weed-
ed and watered and beautiful! It sure-
ly is—but it is well worth the time
and effort spent upon it. Some people
get along 80 famously in the worild.
They always have a pleasant word for
aeveryone. They can always find some-
thing in others to admire and love and
something besides which makes them
gloriously happy. These are the rose
gardens. What a pity it is that we

have 80 many cabbages in the world,
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