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They Relighted a
Flame of Love

By CLARISSA MACKIE
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Paula Featherston was a creature
of impulse. She had accepted her hus-
band on impulse and married him on
impulse. Before the honeymoon had

waned she decided that she had made
a mistake. Dick Featherston was a |

serious, matter of fact fellow with a

strong will. He never allowed his |

heart to run away with his head. If
his wife was in error and he. was sure
she was in error he refused to con-
@one the error.

Then, too, Dick was a different man

socially from those to whom Paule had |
bean accustomed. He waa not a danc- |

ing man; he was not a soclal leader;
he was just plain Dick Featherston,

with not a ray of glitter in his make- |

up. When Paula had introduced him
to one of her soclety friends the young

woman sald to her, “Not at all the |
kind of person I supposed you would

marry.”

Within a few years after the mar-
riage of Dick and Paula there came a
definite resuit to Paula’s dissatisfaction
with her husband. Denis Brown was
exactly the kind of man her friends
supposed she would marry. He was
a cotlllion leader, a club man, a lady
killer. DPenis saw that all was not

right between Paula and her husband. !

He began by feeling a pride in being
favored by a married woman, But he
did not stop here. He persuaded Paula

[Peatherston had undoubtedly weaned
the baby away from her mother.

Paula’s heart hardened, and she
| laughed unpleasantly. The Feather-
| stons were all that way—proud and
stiff necked and conventional to a
fault. She could safely say that there
was no ache in her heart for any one—
Dick, baby Polly or any one!

She walked defiantly to the mirror
and, removing her hat, looked closely
at her fair face. She was as lovely as
ever. The two years of strain and
worry had not marred her beauty, She
must keep herself lovely for Denis’
sake, Denis was an artist, a dreamer,
a lover of beauty, and if she had dis-
appointed Dick, who was not a beauty
worshiper, she must not fail to hold
Denis’ love forever.

A little terror took possession of her
for the moment, but she shrugged im-
patiently and turned away from the
glass.

Denis was to meet her at the end of
| the road. and they were to go in his car
to Boston. She had wanted this hour
to herself before she left Seaways for-
| ever.

Gently she closed the door and went
toward the stairs. Halfway down the
| fiight she stopped short.
| From somewhere in the house came
| the smell of burning wood—it was ce-
| dar, perhaps driftwood—but, no; it
| couldn’t be that. She waas quite alone
| in the house.

It wag merely her fancy. Something
in the hour had brought back the past
too vividly. How many times she had
| come down the stairs at twilight sens-
ing that same pungent odor from the

hearth fire in the library!

She must visit the library too. She
wanted that dear picture of Polly from
Dick's desk. He could have as many
more taken as he chose, she thought
bitterly, and he would have Polly too.
Of course the TFeatherstons would
tench Polly to despise her mother. But

| she must hasten; Denis would be wait:
ing.

to leave her husband and child and g0 | gpe turned the knob of the library

away with him,

The elopers were to meet near Dick
Featherston's sumimer cottage by the
sen., Paula started with a wildly
beating heart. The journey seemed
too short. When the traln drew into
the little station she paused for an in-

stant on the platform and then ran |

down the steps to the highway which
curved sharply away toward the sea.
Down a vista of golden hued maples

she saw the blue water and the curl- |

ing white crested waves. It was Octo-

ber, and all of the summer cottages |

were closed. There was an air of
desolation in the boarded windows and
the bare verandas. The wind was
keen and there was a pungent smell of
bayberries from the sandy bluffs that
ran down to the beach.

Mrs. Featherston passed beyond the
last small cottage and rounded a jut-
ting point of land to turn into a cob-
blestone gateway that led to a more
pretentious house. There were grassy

- lJawns dappled with brilliant autumn
leaves, and back of the house was a
garage, but there was evidence that
the place had been long untenanted.

Paula Featherston inserted a key in
the front door and rather hesitated
at the gust of musty air that rushed
out as the sea breeze swept in.

‘When she had closed the door and .

stood within the silent house she hesi-
tated again.

The dear familiarity of the hall
struck some answering cord in her
heart. She winced as she turned away
and passed through the various rooms
where the furniture was swathed in
ghostly linen. Before one clesed door
she paused and then passed on.

It was bher husband’s library.

It was useless to enter there. What
she had come after was upstairs in her
own boudoir. If she was to meet Denis
Brown at the end of the beach road
she must hasten.

In ber boudolr she sat down before
the little satinwood writing desk and
unlocked it. It was growing late, and
the room was quite dark. She went
to the window and unfastened a shut-
ter. It bangzed in the wind, and her
fair hair was tossed into disorder be-

fore she finally fixed the catch and |

closed the sash.
She went back to the desk and open-

ed a secret drawer which wag stuffed |

full of letters. These she carried to

the hearth and heaped into a little pyre ',

and touched a match to it. The blue
smoke curled spirally upward; then
the papers burst into sudden flame.

Words stood out clearly here and
there, brief messages out of the past
written in letters of fire.

“The moments have been hours and
the hours days. My dearest sweet-
heart, be careful of yourself. If any-
thing should happen— Tomorrow I
shall call you wife—my darling wife!”

With a flurry the last letter shot up |

the chimney, a black, charred thing,
dead, 11ke their happiness. That was
always the way when one expected too
much of life, and Dick had been disap-
pointing. He had curbed her in every-
thing. No wonder she had rebelled.
She tried to laugh as she remember-
ed her absurd happiness that evening
when they arrived at Seaways to spend
thelr honeymoon. They had made
much ceremony ahbout lighting the
hearth fire in the lbrary, and Dick had
recited the “Hanging of the Crane” as
they sat on the settle and watched the
flames,
spent a few months at Seaways until
last year, when the break came. Since
then she had traveled the world over,

the gayest of the gay in every fashion- |

able resort, while Dick pegged away in
the Btreet, and baby Polly was spolled
by a doting grandmother.

Buddenly her face grew tense, and
she closed her eyes. Things would be
better after this, for she had made up
her mind to go away with Denis

Every year after that they had |

door and entered.

Before the warm coziness of the
 room she stood in dazed wonderment.

There was a great, roaring fire of drift-

wood on the hearth, and somewhere a
| gnarled bit of cedar was sending out
fragrant blue smoke,

A red shaded lamp illuminated the
| room softly,

Dick was writing at his desk, some-
| thing big and splashing, in his dashing
way

Curled among the cusliions on the
settee was Polly, fast asleep.

A low table was drawn close to the
fire, and on it were a singing kettle and
some clumsily arranged tiny cups and
saucers, Paila recognized them as
Polly’'s cherished toys. There were
other things—a pot of jam and some
stale looking sweet biscuits. They
might have been hurriedly rummaged
from the chimney cupboard.

Paula saw these things in one swift
glance. She also saw Dick’s broad back
as he bent over the desk. He did not
| turn his head at her entrance.

“I must go!” she told herself in wild
alarm, but still she stood there, afraid
to move.

Dick did not turn his head, but pres-
| ently he spoke, carelessly:

“We've been walting ages for you,
dear. The kettle's boillng over. I've
promised Polly that she shall pour the
tea.”

Paula leaned against the door and
closed her eyes.

“Coming, Paula?” asked Dick after
awhlle.

She came forward and, resting her
| bands for support on the desk, leauned
toward him.

“I—came here tonight—to—to—run
away with Denis Brown!” she sald.

“Yes?”
| “Well, you cannot want me to pour

tea for you now?” she laughed Dbit-
| terly.
| “Polly is to pour tea,” he reminded
iher gently. “Besides, you will want
| to say goodby to her.”

“Ah!" she cried sharply.
cruel.”

He was silent. HIis pen ceased to
| write, and she knew that he was star-
ing into the fire.

He must have suffered. His dark
| hair was almost white.

Polly stirred, opened her eyes, yawn-
ed like a white kitten and stared at her
mother with unbelieving joy.

“Oh, muvver, muvver!” she shrieked
| at last, and, tumbling off the settee,

she came to Paula's outstretched arms.
| For a long time I’aula beld her there,
i feeling her numbed heart slowly melt-
{ ing under the touch of the warm little
| body. Baby kisses smothered her face
i and throat, and little baby chuckles of
‘ endearment fell on her hungry ears.

At last Paula lifted wet eyes and
| looked straight at bher husband. “I
| came after some letters of mine,” she
{ said honestly. “I must go now. This
| Is the end.”

Dick arose and went to the hearth
fire. He stood there with an arm on
the mantelpiece, his grave eyes search-
ing her face,

“I'm sorry to spoil your plans, Paula,”
he sald slowly, “but I can't allow any
man to run away with my wife, you
| know. You've had a year or two of
| freedom, and when I heard—oh, well,
he talked a little at the club about
this, Polly, and I came down to stop
it. I met Denig at the end of the road,
: I came around the other way by motor,
|and 1 thrashed him and sent him
| home.”

A glad look came into Paula’s face.

|  “Dick!” she said softly, and she knew
| then that the bearth fire had never
' been dead. Something had blown the
embers into the warm fiame of love
again,

“Come and meake the tea, muvyer,”
pleaded Polly.

“You are
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Gotch, champion wrestler of the
wiorld, ds out of the game flor an in-
definate period, having suffered 2
fractured leg today during am, exhi-
bition. He was wrestling Bob Mono-
graph of Chicago, a member of the
circus with which Gotch s traveling
when he caught his left foot be-
tween two mats and as he hurled
himself upcn Mounograph for a hold
he twisted the leg breaking the houc
just above the ankile.

S. 0. Gephart, at the examinatio :,
said the fibula was badly splintered.

A WAYWARD TONGUE

The chairnman of the committeo
was addressing & meeting at a teach
erg’ institute:
“*My friends, the schoolwork is
the bulhouse of civilation. I mean—
ah—"" X !
He began to fieel' frighitened.
‘‘The bulhiouse is the schoolwork
of civ—""
A smile could be felt.
‘“The workhousa is the bulschool
of—"
He was evidently twisted.
“Thie schioollbul is the houswork—
A audbile spigger spread over
the auddence.
“The bulschool—""
He wias getting wild. So were his
hearers. He mopped his perspiration
gritted his teeth, and made a fresh
start,

“The schoolhouse, my friends—'"

A sigh of relief went up. Hamlet
was himself again,

“NOTHING AILS THIS HAM"

“It Was Cured Last Week,” Dealer
Telly Hi .

A colored mam entered the general
store of a smiall Ohdo town and com-
plained to the storekeeper that a
hiam hle had purchased there a few
days before had proved not to he
golod.

“The ham is alright, Joe,'” insist-
ed the storekeeper.

“No, it ain’t, boss,” insisted the
other. ‘“Dat hlam's sure bad.” 5

“Howi can that be,”” continued the
stopekeeper, ‘“when it was cuped on
iy lagt week?” {

Joe reflected solemmly a moment,
and then sugges'ied:

“Maybe it's done had a relapse.”

THE HIGH COST OF LIVING

The sage wWas carmying a bhig bun-
dle as he stepped into the store for ¢
ten cent cut of chewing tobacco.

“It's a fright,” he2 complained, as
hie detachisd a lange comner of his
purchese between hliis teeth. “It's
this hepre miodern extnavagance 1'm
speakin’ of. When 1 wuz a young fal-
ler am’' wuz comrtin’ my wife, she
wuz considered the best dressed ga)
in the township, amn' ihe highest
pnic:d dress she hald didn't cost
more'n a dollar an’ a half. "Mwuz
made out ¢f checkencd ginghany an'
wuz real punty, t00.Good enough fer
anybody. An’ mow-a-days jest look
at ’em, Lan' sakes, it's a crime the
way thiey put or a ot of frills amd
fcll-de<riolls. Silk s ockim’s and pan-
neymaw hats an’' fur toppsd shoes
and sich. I'm again’ ¥t.”

“What's that you have
bundl>, Unele?"’

‘“Jest besn down to the dry goods
store fer some stuff my daughter
boughit yistiday. Said it was a new
fall suit, but there must be three 'er
four of 'em ’cause the ticket rays
thinty-one-seventy-nine. I ain't car-
in’ though, Ain't goin’ to have any-
body say 'at my girl ain't fixed up
ag gwell as any of the rest of 'em.
Nosir.”

in your

LOOK GOOD—FEEL
GOOD

No one can e'ther feel good
nor look gcod while suffering from
co 8 ipaticn, Get rid of that tired,
dragegy, lifeless feeling by a treat-
ment of Dr. Kings New Lif¢ Pills,
Buy a box to-day, take one or two
pills tonight, In the morning that
stuffed, 'dull feeling is gone and

you fezl better at once. 25 cents at
vour druggist.

A good many of our citizens wentt
to the Chautawquea, Briday after-
moon vo hear Bryan speak.

Mnrs, Higgics and granddaughter,
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Rachel Wolf ‘went to Audubon
Thurgday, to visit bter son Chag.
Higigina .

R e

extended visit with her parentss and
fniends.

J. Likemns tand F. Likens and fam-
ilies went to lake 'Okoliojii, Sunday,
to sspenld the day. i

J. A, Ruthe ford amd family au-
toed to Jefferscm, Sunday, and vis-
ited with her s'sier, returning Tues-
day mogning,

Howard Rodgers wemt to Carroll,
Thursday, on busines.

Chas Wrighit of Momtezuma, vis-
ited with h_xis cousin, Ross Higgins,
Thursday. :

Jay 'Shingledecker wemt to Audu--
bon, Thursday, to be present at the
opening of the Chautauqua and vis-
it his sister, Mms. Furguson.

‘Miss Rachel Wolf of Omaha, is

here vissiting her grandmother,
Mrs. Higgins.

Chas. MecLaughlin of Manning, wes
in our city, Monday morning. X

'Chnig Jensen and Frank MecLaugh-
lim, attended I. 0. O. F. Lodge at
Andubon, Mondey nighit,

Mrs. G. B. Farrell wag in Audu-
bon betiween traing, Wedmesday af-
ternoon.

Mrs; Bent Aikmam and' children,
ywhio hiave been visiting her parentts
at Remsen, returmed home, Friday
evening.

Meslamess Higging and Wilson
were shopring in Manning, Monday,

Mr. and M:s. E ,C, Rice are em-
joving a visit this week with his
s'ster, Minst Moore and daughter of
Omaha,

Camercm Ress and John Shaiw| de-
I've'ed scme hersess at Manning,
Momnday.

Framk Ghay end Mrs. McMichel
wene in Manning, Tuesday.

Mrs, Glen Beer wemt to Council
Bluffls, Thunsday, to join her hus-
band. 4

There is more Catarrh in this
section of the country than all oth-
er diseases put together, and umtil
the last few years was supposed to
be incurable. For a great many
years doctors pronounced it a lo-
cal disease and prescribed local re-
medies, and by constantly failing
to cure with local treatment pro-
nounced it incurable. Science has
proven Catarrh to be a  constitu-
tional disease, and therefore re-
quires constitutional treatment.
Hall’'s Catarrh Cure, manufactured
by F. J. Cheney and Co., Toledo,, O-
hio, is the only Constitutional cure
on the market. It is taken inter-
nally. It acts directly on the blood
and mucous surfaceg oOf the sys-
tem. They offer one hundred dol-
lare for any case it fails to cure.
Send for circularg and testimonials.
Addresg: F. J. CHENEY and CO,,
Toledo, O. 3
Sold by Druggists, 75cc.

Take Hall’'s Family Pills for con-
stipation.
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Brain Food for Sale
At Bargain Prices | ¢

Grab These Bargains

Average 15c per Big Double Number to" |  J&
Season Ticket Holders g 2
35¢c to-$1.00 Values
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Yictor’s Venetian Marine Band
Produced by the famous organizer, Sig. Calfatty - 2
Victor of New York ‘
Nanah Rense e 0
Charming, versatile, interpreter, ‘‘Peg O’ My ol ’

Heart” ‘“Within  The Law” “The Other Wise _ t
Man” i

H. V. Adams

‘“‘Grapes of Gold” deliverd f,000 times. The
Power of Suggestion.

Pamahasika’s Performing Pets

‘“‘Educated” Birds, Dogs, Cats, Cockatoos, Mon-
keys, Macaws, etc.

Josephine Dominick Entertainment Party L [
Three fine artists---dialectinterpretations, trios, R
soprano, violin.

Gov. H. A .Buchtel B

Preacher, Governor, University Chancellor Lec-

-

turer “,
Mason’s Jubilee Singers | \
Gen‘uine Jubilee Program---Sunny Southland

Songs and Stories._

James Bryan

Community Builder---A Real and Lasting Home
Helper.

. Mrs. J. Redding Cole

America’s Greatest Woman Orator.
Fearless

Hugh Anderson Operatic o

Company
Grand Opera ‘“Martha” in costume---An unusal
7 treat '

Aug. 13 to 17 Inclusive |

For further information see

Gifted g | |
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: Frank Dimick
Mrs, Wm. Kroen and Elnona' »
Christensem: were Audubomn vigitors
last Thurslay.
M, ‘Sorem. Sandbeck has been help- !
e RS s IR G has Wian GrondersBres,
S John cDaniels, V. Pres. ¥
Mr. Raympord and Fred Amderson . Delahoyde, Cashier
and families spent Sunday aftennoon
in Marme, 'with relatives. : =
Mr, Jim Olscn's sister who is in THE EXCH S
the Des Moimes Hospital is getting J -
alocng fine. We hope she willl soon : . 4
rcover. BEXira, Towa.
Mr, ond Mps. Peter Mortensen i
spert Sunday at Ul Soren Sand- . .
vt R Transacts a General Banking Business 1
Wity Collections Promptly attended to * *‘ ,
Hans Agaand famdly spent Sunday Money to Loan on Good Securities |
with M. s. Agaard’s parents in Audu- Exchandes bought and Sold ]
bon. )
—————— s -'. ‘J
Pever Moitemsen and Soren Samd- | m—— —_— \
beck m'nd families : autced to Elk!o4 ‘Exire, Sunday. Elk Hom and Ex-| Lars Ohristoffersen was out to |
Horn, Sunday evening to visit with!y,, piaveq. The score was 13 4o epend Sunday at Bertel Christens |
.Mms.. Mm:temsen'e parentis. Her fath~{qq ip favor of Bxira. sen’s. : b
€er is guile sick with en attack of
gall gtone. S —
IS B Prof. Vivtor Rapmuseen i teach-| Thene has been a number of peo- >
Thene was guite g number lu',om..IIng the Damish echool in Hamlin ple from town @pemt Sunday eng
Ham'in that sttended the ball game for a month or five weeks. Monday at Chautauqua,
4




