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= WO old maid sisters and a moth-
. er, who Insisted upon all gentle-
.~ 4. men callers leaving at 10,0'clock
2 l.ll'l.?—ln't it & wonder Connle man-
3; ‘to keep a beau? But, then, you
3 't know Connie. Without exagger-
atlon she was the sweetest little plece
of femininity in exisence, at any rate.
It wasn't s0 much her looks, it was
just her wonderful, impulsive person-
i ality that carried everything before

P How Harvard was able to find an
Opportunity to ask her to marry him
1is more than could be told in a para-
_Eraph, but, anyway, he did gasp it out
ovne time when her mother had gons
bed with a sick headache and the
ters had fallen asleep on guard. It
‘was a hurried consent Conmnie gave,
biit she had to have one eye on the.sls-
ters all the while,

When would they get married? That
- was the first big question that startel
+he first misunderstanding, With
" visions of a long courtship that ended

* avery night at 10 o'clock before him,

Harvard urged speed.

“But I could never get married until
Priscilla and Lucelle are married,”
Connie told him. “Mother doesn't be-
lieve In the youngest daughter being
married first.'”

*“Good heavens!” Harvard was next
thing to being stunned. “Why they'll
never be married. They are on the

 shelf for good."

“They have hoth been engaged for
fourteen years,” Connie said, a little
Indignantly. “James and Charles call
every Wednesday night. They hava
sslled ever since I can remember, and
svery Fourth of July they take the
girls out driving.” .

l, “And haven't
Well I never!”

“But they are going to marry them.
I'he girls have had their things ready
lor years and years."

“Let's elopa!”

“Oh!"” Connie put her hand over her
mouth and half smothered the cry of
alarm. One of the sisters stirred un-
easily, but Harvard was not galog to
lose any time,

“Why can't we?” he demanded.

“Oh, because!” Connie was falrly
shaking with excitement. The tan-
talizing answer so often used by wom-
en had irritated Harvard, so she has-
tened to explain “Can't you sea? 1
want a wedding—a real honestto-
goodness wedding, with bridesmalds
and flowers and presents and cake
and things. 1 want to have a trous-
., #eau and a green trunk and things like
4 the girls have,"

“Yes; and if you wait until they are
married you'll have them all and they
will never be used.”” Harvard was
nroused, so it was just as well ons of
the sisters opened her eyes and
caught ‘sight of him sitting close to
Conule. She might have said some-
thing that would have brought an un-
pleasant answer had not the other sis-
ter wakened and found it was five
wilnutes past 10, Her exclamation of

liorror was suflicient to send Har-
vird on a jump for his hat and coat.
With two chaperones in the vestibule
there was no chance to speak further
“on the subject to Connie,

married them yet?

Y,

Wadnesday night was the night he
was banned from calling on Connie
but .he next Wednesday night he pre-
tonded he had lost track of the days
anu arrived to size up James and
Charles. Two Scotch tightwads. that
wag his first deduction, and he knew
at once why Priscilla and Lucelle
wele still on the shelf. On th: way
Lome he tried to work out a plan.

If some old uncle or somebody
would only leave the twin sisters a
foriune as bait for their long stand-
Ing swains, he thought; or betier still,
. it some uncle that had not bee: hieard

of for years would show up and offer
& thousand dollars bonus to the sister
who was married first, James and

»

« Harvard had always wonderedd why |-

So my rival had begun her cam-
palgn! I had to give Katherine Mi{l-
ler credit for bralns as well as beauty.
I followed the crowd—it surged around
the “Hostess House'' and there, as 1
expected, I {found Bob and Miss Mille
at luncheon!

“l can't stand it, I can't stand it!"
I whimpered as I rushed toward the
odge of the cantonment where the
taxis were parked.

“But you've got to eadure,” my
common sense admonished me.

“Better finish what you've atarted.
You know you ususlly do."

I went back to the hospital claimed
my azalea, tore off its nice wrapping
and returned to the canteen.

The plant was a blaze of glory. The
women guests in the room exciaimed
In chorus as I entered. After golng
through the form of an inquiry at the
desk, 1 deposited my pretty posy In
the middle of Bob's table wnere it
would quite shut off his view of the
flower face opposite him.

At sight of the blossoms my hus-
band stopped talking abruptly. Doubt
and'perplexity settled i{n the lines of
his face, he slumped down (n his
chalr a Jittle—and looked very stupid.

“Now see what you've dons! Mayhe
he won't spaak for a week, you fool,”
muttered Katherine Milley in my ear.

But she needn’t to have tried to add
to my tright, I was horrified, terrified
until my busband turned—and looked
straight Into my facr  And some-
thing in the quiet, steady glance I gave
him made him bold on to his ideas
and he asked:

“Who sent {t? [ ought to know—
but somehow—I can't remember.’

“] think, #ir, it was a standing or-
der,” I replied. The florist was to du-
plicate it for you annually."”

“Oh-h!" Bob said, absently, withount
Jaking hiz eves from mine. Then he
rose slowly as & man atands before a
woman he respects, his gaze never
shifting. He looked like one who Is
hypnotized. And my heart cried out
for joy and I longed to throw myself
upon his breast and wake the dead

| Begin uiy Fight for Beb’s Love and Win tre First Fight

cells in his poor sick brain. But such
& shock might prove worse for him
than an expioding German mine. It
might prove fatal. I don’t know.
cept for my painted tan, | am sure |
must have bsen quite pallid.

But Katherine Mfller was almost as
vivid in color as my red azela.

“Go along,” she commanded in a
low tone, “I'm a nursp, I tell you
you're hurting this man."”

Bo I turned away, my heart divided
between present grief and future hope,
But before I had crossed the thresh-
bold of the room, heard Bob call:

“Send that girl back here!”

I didn't go—untfl & nice soldler boy
spoke to mo and jerked his thumb to-
ward Bob, Then | went eagerly enough
anxious to catch one more glimpse of
my husband's face.

And Bob flipped me a coin—a eilver
dollar—and luckily I caught it very
neatly, and then I saluted with a 1ittle
awagger which made the people laugh.
And this mad escape made me braver
and I said:

“Pleass air, I'd ltke you to give ms
just a little spray off the plant, sir.”

The sound of my voice mmde my
husband hesitate—then he pulled his
wits together, broke off a bunch of
blossoms and handed them to me, And
I made my best baliroom curtesy and
the people laughed gayly—and Bob
stared! It was an old trick of mlnh\
and one that he had loved! Y

Out on the grounds, by myself, once
more, my heart sang for joy. In spité
of my embarassment, in spite of tha
discovery that Katherine Miller was
on Bob's trafl, 1 rejoiced.

And I kissed my precious portion of
ruby-red bloseoms. The azelea had
stirred Bob's brain in some myster-
ions way.

The cells which held tender memo-
rek of his wife were not quite dry
and withered.

“You're handicapped, Miss Miller "
was my comforting comment. There's
something deeper in true love than su-
perficial beauty., Blonde skin, or dark,
normal or insane, Bob and I—eall to
each other!"

from Uncle Ben He was in the city,
but was disappointed because all his
nieces were unmarried, and would
give a thousand dollars to the one who
was married first, and perbhaps an ad-
ditional thousand if she was married
right away. What were wedding
presents and bridesmaids to two thou-
gand dollars? It was an unexpectea
turn of events, but Harvard was
equal to it. They hurried to get the
license,

“Why, this {s the third Miss Lamar
I have made-out a license for today,"”
the justice told them as he affixed his
signature. That knowledge only add-
ed to Connie's speed. They arrived
at the nearest minister's In record
time,

“You mre the third Miss Lamar 1
have married today,” the minister an-
nounced after the cersmony was over.

“Oh!" Connie could not hide her dis-
appointment, but Harvard hurried her
out befors she could give it all away.

“I was never eo disappointed in my

e .

lite,” she almost cried as they reached
the street. “Just think, two thousand
gone."”

Then Harvard had to confess. He
had persuaded Benjamin Coles to
write the letter 50 as to get the sis-
ters married off. It had all been =
frame-up. The old man was not her
uncle at all.

“Why, he's at the house now, and
he's kissed mother and everything,
Connle cried in horror.

“The old impostor!” ﬁuﬁn}p( ex:

Z
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Charles would likely fall over onc an-
other to drag the sisters to the altar '
first. Why, they did have an uncle
: somewhere—an Uncle Ben that had
| not been heard of for vears, he ro-!

| membered. Why couldn't Uncle Ben |

show up! )

“Look out!™ Harvard was just in|
time to pull the old gentleman in front
of him out of the path of an oncoming
strest car. The night was a stormy
one and the old man's syesight seem-
' pd defective.
. “Thapk you so much,” the old fel.
“low began. Harvard could feel him
Ml under his grasp.
- “Can’t I help you home?" hs ofiared.
_“The sireets are slippery and the
;I.I.l;hl.s are poor.”
£ . “Thank you so much,” the old man
$aid again, but this time in & tone that
~gave consent. Harvard helped him
siong in silence. They stopped in front
of the city’s best hotel.
-y "T'm going in here,” the old gentle-
n sald, as he fumbled in his pock-
. He drew forth a card. “Come ‘0
‘588 me in the morning,” he invited.
. Harvard pocketed the card. Ha had
00 intention of calling on the old fel-
low.;hut ;rhet'g. he was undressing that
‘night an e card dropped to the
floor he picked it up and looked at the
‘name. “Benjamin Coles” was neatly
engraved upon it.

"Harvard laughed. The old man
seemed to have come as an answer to
his thoughts, but he had sense enough
“to know that this was not Connle's
cle Ben. Things like that only hap-
ned in stories. Just the same it set

'In the morning he did make the call
on Benjamin Coles, He came away
R e T o e batwesm
a8 ames, 0 t
sountered off to the omoer“h Y
~_ “Hallo,” it was Connie's volce over
the telephone and Harvard recognizad

= “mln %er tone.,” 1 must
- 88 m wal at the
ktore on the commer,” she crisd
and hung up the recelver be-

he could mnswer her. Hs hur
meet her, for Connle excited

safest person to disap-

we must be married at
"II-:: nl:ﬂ:d br:;.tl:.luulyu s00n
w . "We'll get a thou-

nd dollars If we do.” v o
tried to appear surprised
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Ex- | Benjamin Coles stepped from the back

claimed, indignantly. “Well
him.” They fairly raced homs. An
odd scene presented itself thers. Two
sobbing brides in the arms of their
mother and two zewly married hus-
bands arguing over the right te the
$2,000. Harvard demanded silence
while he made the explanation.

“It was all &« framsup,” he con-
feased, “but I am sure we all are geing
to be happy. Uncle Ben didn’t write
that letter at all, and the thoussnd dol-
lar boaus was only a sell”

“Let Uncle Ben speak for o
ground. “I did write that letter, and,
what s more, I am going to make good
my offer {n fact, I am going ons bet-
ter, | am going to give each of my
nieces §5,000 each for a wedding pres-
snt. You ses, young man, we all make
mistakes. Iam Uncle Ben, as my sis-
ter here will teetify.”

“You dear old daritmg!” Comnlas,
with all her impuisivemess, fairly
swept him off his feet as she threw
Berself into his arma. “Can't you make
it ten?"

“Indeed, seeing your husband saved
my life last night, T think I can,” he
agreed, “and, young lady, I eavy that
young man these hugs.”

RECEIVING MATERIALS,

The Domestic Coke Corporation
receive dseveral car loads of mater-
fals yesterday for construction om its
new plant at the falr grounds. The
cars were run over the Hickman'
Run branch of the B. & O, and
tranaferred to the M, V. T. Co 2
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QUESTION NO. 1.

§ Go tQ,.a-C(ﬁ’ﬁrc
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GIVE UP
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--?“Qrship at one of the

Is it the Lodge?
The lodge is big, but it isn’t the lodge.

QUESTION NO. 2. Is it the business corporation
This is mighty, but it isnt the business
corporation.
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