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gb* remembered. and tried to
f*r|*t. u<il rmt»ml»n<d more sharp
(y the rulgar detail of her husband's
ksvlng observed the undent custom*

fl the land by chewing tobacco. She
peulO have preferred a prettier vie*

_ganibllng or a mistress. Kor the*e
fhe might have found a luxury of
firflvrneiui She could not remein-

t«r try fascinating wlckvd of

Action who chewed tobacco. Sh* a»
letrd that it proved him to b« a
p.. of the bold free West. She

trted to alien him with the hairy-
cfcsstrd heroes of th* motion pict-

ures. Sha curled on the couch, a

paWd softness In the twilight, and
fought hermit, and I oat the battle.
Hitting did not Identify him with
laager* riding the buttes. It merely
tsend bUn to Oopher Prairie?to Nat
Hjeks the tailor and Bert Tybi e the
tarteodcr.

\u25a0But he gave It up for me Oh.
irtet does It matter' We're all filthy

|l some thing*. I think of myself as

M superior, but t do oat and dlgeat.
I do wash my dirty paws and

loratch I'm not a cool dim gnddees

sa a column There aren't any! He
gar* it up for me. tie standi by me.
kaUevlrg 'hat every one loves nyv
He's the Rock of Ages?ln a storm

it meanness that's driving me mad.

... It will drive me mad "

AO evening she sang Scotch bal

Ms to Keimlcott, and when she no-
Ured that he was chewing an un
Bghted cigar she smiled maternally
gt his secret.

She could not escape asking (In

the exact words and mental Interna
pons which a thousand million worn
fa. dairy wenchea and mischief mak
lag queen h. had used before her, and
wtlch a million million women will

kaew hereafter!, "What It all a hor-

rible mis take, my marrying hlraT"

the quieted the doubt ?* ilhotll
taswertng it

IV
Kranlatt had taken her north to

Meurt, In the Btg Wooda. It
?a* the entrance to a Chippewa In-
Maa reservation, a sandy settlement
uaong Norway pines on the shore

a huge snow-glaring lake. She
tad her first eight of his mother, ex-
cept the glimpse at the wedding
Mrs. Kennjontt had a hushed and
Wtaate breeding which dignified her
wsodeny 4ver-acrubbed cottage with
Its worn hard cushions In heavy
reefcsra She had never lost the

l«UM's miraculous power of wen-
'4er. She asked questions about
bocks and cities She murmured:

"WUI is ? dear hard-working boy
tat he's Inclined to be too serious,
?ad you've taught him hoes to play.
Last night I heard you both laugh-
lag about the old Indian baaket-
sener, and I lust lay In bed and en
)ojed your happineaa." ,

Carol forgot her mlaery hunting
In thla solidarity of family life. She
could depend upon them; ahe waa
not battling alone. Watching Mrs.
Kennlcott flit about the kitchen sha
?as better able to translate Kennl-
satt himself. He waa matur-of-fact.
yes, and Incurably mature. He
Mat really play; he let Carol play
vttk him. But be had his mother's
(talus for trusting, her disdain for
flying, her sura Integrity.

| From the two daya at Lac-qul-
Meurt Ckrol drew confidence In her
\u25a0if. and aha returned to Gopher
Pnirle In a throbbing calm like
BMm golden drugged seconds when,
tatase he la for an Inatant free
ftaa pain, a rick man revels In liv-

A blight hard winter day. the
?M thrill, black and silver elouda
boning across the sky, everything
ta panicky motion during the brief
?gfct- They struggled against the
mrt of wind, through deep snow,
faftnicott was cheerful He bailed
Urea Wheeler, "tie have yourself
rtlle I been away?" The editor bet
kwed, "B" gosh yon stayed so long
Ihat an your patients have got well!"
tad Importantly took notes for tha
taanlless about their Journey. Jack-
\u25a0a Elder crted. "Hey. folks! How's

up North?" Mrs. McGanum
?aved to them from her porch.

"They're glad to see us. We mean
\u25a0oething here. These people are
alkfled. Why can't I be? But ran
I at back all my life and ba satis-
W with 'Hey, folks'? They want
**ot« on Main Street, and ! want
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ABOUT MR. WHALE

violin* tn a paneled room. Why

V
Vlda Sherwtn ran In after school

a doxen times She was tactful, tor
renllally anecdotal. She had scut-
tled about town and plucked mm
pllments: Mrs. I>r. West lake had
pronounced Carol a "very swart,

bright, cultured young woman," and
Itrad Remls. the llnami'h at Clark's
Hardware Store, had declared that
she waa "aasy to work for and awful
easy to look at."

Rut Carvil could not yet take her
In. She resented this outsider's
knowledge of her sham*. Vlda was
not too long tolerant. She hinted.
"You're a great brooder, child. Huck
up now. The town's quit criticising
you, almost entirely. Com* with me
to the Thanatopsls club. They have
some of the bout papers, and cur-
r«Bl events discussions?so Interact-
ing."

In Vlda's demands Carol frit a
compulsion. but sh* was too lutlam
to obey.

It was R*a Sorenson who wras
really her confidant*.

However charitable toward the
lower classes ah* may have thought
herself, Carol had been reared to
assume that servants belong to a
distinct and Inferior species. But
?he discovered that Bea waa extraor-
dinarily Uke glrla she had loved In
college, and aa a companion alto-
gether superior to the young ma
trona of the Jolly Be vent «n. Dally
they became more frankly two girl*
playing at houeework. Bea arttaagly
-considered Carol the moat beautiful
and accomplished lady In the coun-
try; she wax always shrieking. "My.
dot's a swell hat!" or, all
dese Udies yooat die wh«/dey see
how elegant you do your fair!" But
It was not the humblene:* of a senr-
a*rt, nor the hypocrisy of a slaver.
It was the admiration of Freshman
for Junior.

They made out the day's mensi
together. Tho they began with pro-
priety. Carol sitting by the kttrhen
table and Be* at the sink or black-
ing the atove, the conference was
likely to end with both of them by
the table, while B«a gurgl< d over
the Ice-man's attempt to kiss her, or
Carol admitted, "Everybody knows
that the-doctor Is lota more clever
than Dr. McGanum." When Carol

?came In from marketing. Bea
plunged Into the hall to take of» her
coat, rub her frosted hands, and
ask. "Voa dere lots of folka up-
town today?"

Thla waa the welcome upon which
Carol depended.

VI
Thro her weeks of cowering there

waa no change In her surface life.
No one ears Vlda Was aware of her
agonizing. On her most despairing
days she chatted to women on the
street. In stores. But without the
protection of Kennlcott's presence
she did not go to the Jolly Seven-
teen: aha delivered herself to the
Judgment of the town only when
aha went shopping and an the rit-
ualistic occasions of formal after-
noon calls, when Mr*. Lyman Cass
or Mrs- George Edwin Mott, with
clean glovea and mlnuta handker-
chiefs and aeal.-tkln card-casea and
countenances of frozen approbation,
sat on the edgea of chatrs and In-
quired. "Do you find Gopher Pmlrle
pleasing?" When they spent even
tnga of social proflt-and loea at the
Haydocks' or the Dyers' she hid be
hind Kennlcott, playing the simple
bride.

Now aha waa anpro tart a<l Kan-
nleott had takan a patiant to Roche*
tar for an operation. Ha would ba
away for two or three days. She
had not minded; aha would loosen
the matrimonial tension and ba a
fanciful girl for a time. But now
that he waa gone tha bouse was
listantngly empty. Bea waa out this
afternoon? presumably drinking rof
fee and talking about "fellows" with
her couatn Tina. It waa the Bay
for the monthly supper and evening
bridge of the Jolly Seventeen, but
Carol dared not go.

She sat alone.

The house waa haunted, long be-
fore evening. Shadows slipped down
tha walla and watted behind every
chair.

I«d that door move?
No. She wouldn't go to the Jolly

"Will yon please tell us what to do with this?"
cuttlefish did a* he was told

??flirted a lot of black Ink Into
\u25a0jhotUe that Nick was holdln*.
"ntere. now!"' said Cap'n Penny-

when I was full. "That ought
enough to save three or four

»Itiio we are only going to
"? ens."

ericd out Mr. Cuttlefish '
-IMyou say whales, Cap'n

'\u25a0"nrfnlUe?"
answered the falryman.

* sharks are planning to attack
big fellow and I want the

save him. Have you any

know whether I hare or
tfie cuttlefish. "It de-

upon the whale."
\u25a0"Jser

Cuttlefish shivered. "Why.
* 'he sperm whale, the big one
tharp teeth, he's Ju.«t waiting

* etiance to make a dinner off
* Of course, if It's Mr. Whale
*? whale, I don't mind, for be

hasn't any teeth, and his throat Is
too small to swallow so much as a
herring, livingon the tiniest sorts of
things. Hut those' others! Ugh!
They could swaJlow ? church, altho
they never dd, preferring cuttle,

flali."
Before th« Cap'n could answer.

Mr. CuUleflsh swam disgustedly
away. As the fairy man said, the
Wigglefln people were a queer lot
anyway. It waa always a rase of
dog ent doff, or fish eat fish (which
was the name thin if) and he wan
going to save Mr. Whale if he
could.

Nick held up his bottle of Ink
curiously. "Will you please tell us
what to do with this?" he a.'iked.

"If* very simple," answered the
falryman. "Cuttlefish Ink Is the
blackMt In the world. When the
sharks come too near to Mr. Whale,
take the cork out of your bottle and
pour the Ink Into the sea."

(To Ite (on I intietf)
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

Seventeen. She ha<tn't energy

enough to caper before them, to
smile blandly at Juanlta's tudenoaa
Not today. But ahe did want a
party. Now! If some one would
come In thla afternoon, some one
who liked her ?Vlda or Mrs. Sam
Clark or old Mrs. Champ I'erry or
gentle Mrs. t>r. Westlaka. Or Guy

Pollock! She'd telephone??
No. That wouldn't be IL They

must come of thomseiven
I'erhupa they would.
Why not? ?

She'd have tea ready, anyway. If
they came?splendid. If not?what
did ahe care? She wasn't going to
yield to the village and frt down,

ahe was going to keep up a belief In
the rite of tea, to which she had
always looked forward as the sym-
bol of a leisurely fine existence. And
It would be Just as much fun. even
If It was ao hahytsfc, to have tea
by herself and pretend that she was
entertaining clever men. It would'

She turned the shining thought
into action. She bustled to the
kitchen, stoked the wood range, sang
Schumann while she boiled the krt
tie, warmed up raisin cookies on a
newspaper spread on the rack in the
oven. She saampered upstair* to
bring down her filmiest tea-cloth.
Sha arranged a silver tray. She
proudly carried It Into the living
room and set it on tha long cherry-
wood table, pushing aside a hoop of
embroidery, f. volume of Conrad
from the library, copies of tha Sat.
urday Evening Boat, the Literary
Digest, and Kennlcott's National
Geographic Magazine.

Ph<! movnd U>e my bark and
forth and regarded the affect. She
shook bar head. She busily unfold
ed lha wwing labia, act It In tha
bay-window, putted the tea cloth to
smoothness. movad lha tra v. "Some
Uma I'll have a mahogany tea-
labia," aha aald happily.

She had brought In two en pa. two
plates. For herself, a straight chair,
but for the guest the big wingchair,
which ahe p&ntingly tugged to Uie
labia. f

She had finished an tha prepara-
tions she could think of. Bhe sat
and waited. She listened for the
door bell, the telephone. Her eager-
ness was stilled. Her hands drooi*d

Surely V!<la Sherwin would near
the summons.

She glanced thru the bay-window.
Know waa sifting over the ridge of
the Howland house like sprays of
water from a hose. The wide yards
across the street were gray with
moving eddies. The black trees
shivered. Tha roadway was gashed
with rut* of ice.

She looked at the extra cup ami
plate. She looked at the wing chair.
It waa so empty.

EVERETT TRUE
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BUFFALO ON THE PLAINS

The tea was cold In the pot. With
wearily dipping finger tip she tasted
It. Tea. Quite cold. She couldn't
wait any longer.

The fklhera and mothers of

the party," grandmother contin-

ued. "grew grave with alarm at

the warning of the scouts.
The cup across from her waa Icily

clean, gllstaningly empty.
Simply absurd to wait. She ponred

her own cup of tea. Sha sat and
stared at It. What was It she was
going to do now? Oh yes; how
idiotic; take a lump of sugar.

?The few families who had left

the great Harlow train and follow-

ed the California guide and bis
three sons fctt unprotected and
alonei.

She didn't want the beastly tea.
She waa springing up. She was

on the couch, sobbing.
II

She waa thinking mora sharply
than she had for weeks.

"The children huddled together

near their mothers and an air of
danger was everywhere.

She reverted to her resolution to
change Iho town?awaken It, prod
It, "reform" It. What If they were
wolvn Instead of lambs? They'd

oat her bit the sooner If ahe was
meek to tliern. Kltrht or be eaten.
It waa easler to change the town
completely than to conciliate It! Bhe
Could not take their point of view;
It was a negative thing; an Intel-
lectual squalor; a swamp of preju-
dice* and fear*. She would have to
make Ihem take her*. She wan not
a Vincent de Paul, to govern and
mold a people. What of that? The
tiniest change In their distrust of
beauty would be the beginning of
tho end; a seed to aprout and some
day with thickening roots to crack
their wall of mediocrity. If ahe could
not, as ahe desired, do a great thing
nobly and with laughter, yet, she
n»ed not be content with village
nothingness. She would plant one
seed In the blank wall.

" *We ahall have to make
ramp at once,' cried the leader,

'and do what we con for the pro-

tection of the women and chil-
dren.*

"So working aa fart ax they

could, they swung the wagon*

Into a large circle with the help
loss mother* and their little ones
Inside. To the strong wagons, the

oxen were chained with their
yokes still on their necks. They
could henr the dull roar of the
beating hoofs and dust rose in

clouds.

Was she Just? Was It merely a
blank wall, thin town which to three
thousand and more people wan the
center of the universe? Hadn't she,
returning from I,ac qul-Meurt, felt
the heartiness of their greetings?
No. The ? ten thousand Clopher
Prairie* hud no monopoly of greet
Ings and friendly hands. Sam Clark
wan no more loyal than girl librari-
ans she knew In Ht. Paul, the peo-
ple she had met In Chicago. And
those others had so much that <!o
pher Prairie complacently lacked?-
the world of palely and adventure,
of music and the Integrity of bronr.e,
of remembered mists from tropic
isles and Paris nights and the walls
of ifcigdad. of Industrial Justice and'

"The men finished their work,

and springing on their horses,

drove after the scouts straight
toward the oncoming herd.

"Shouting and firing their
guns, they hoped to turn the

a God who spake not In doggerel
hymns.

(To Be Continued)

One seed. Which seed It was did
not mattert All knowledge and free-
dom were one. Put she had delayed

ho long In finding that seed. Could
she do something with this Thnna-
topsls club? Or should she make
her house so charming thai It would
he en Influence? Hhe'd make Ken-
nlcott like poetry. That was It, for
a beginning! She conceived 50 clcar
a picture of their bending over large

fair pat;ca by tlie fire (la u uou

J list When She Wanted to Make a Ifit

Be Careful What You Say

BY CONDO

?.fcM".
buffalo from their path ao that
the little hand of settler* could es-

cape the trailing hoof*.
" "God help us* said Ben's

mother, look at (he oxen. It
looks as If they would destroy

us, even If we escape the buf-
fs lo.'

"The men, indeed, were like
mad things, pawing the earth,

sniffing and bellowing, straining

at their chains, frantic with the

desire to Join that herd of free,
wild creatures so like them-
selves.

"But the buffalo turned. Juat
when tt seemed a* If nothing

could change their course, they
irwerreil. passed the train only a
quarter of a mile away. Three

thousand or more, there were In
t)ie herd.

"The settlers dared not go on

that day: the men took care of

Jjie fresh buffalo meat they hsd
taken, and the IS oxen, still
wearing their yokoa, were turned

loose to grass.

"In the morning, when the
train moved on, they crossed the

trail of the herd of buffalo and the

oxen went wild again."

existent flreplsee) that the npectral
presences slipped Poors no
longer nu>vod: curtains were not
creeping shadows but lovely dark
musses In the dusk; and when Bea
came home Carol was singing at
the piano which she bad not
touched for many days.

Their supper was the feast of two
girls. Carol was In the dining room.
In a frock of blark satin edged with
gold, and Bea, tn blue gingham and

an apron, dined In the kitchen; but
UlO (lour was open between, and

THE OLD HOME TOWN

CHAPTER LXXII?JOHN AMES* REASON RETURNS
The undertaker had reached

home lefore me and when t arrived
the body of J'hlllp Atnea lagr In the
Uttle darkened parlor.

The man who In life had always

been the centor of a laughing throng,
was alone now. And as I looked at
him I wondered If there could bo
such a thing as loneliness for him?

If he missed, now, the laughter of
thoae so-called friends.

As I reached the head of the stairs,
l.lla met me.

"I hare been wnltlng for you." she
ssld. "liow did Kutft?his wife?take
itr

"She dldnt cry," I said, rather
foolishly.

"That Is like her; she wouldn't,"
I,lla said. *

"How Is Mr. Amen?" I ssked. "And
have there l>een any calls for me?"

For, In spit* of the thousand nnil
on* things there were -to occupy my
mind, the thought of Tom and the
hope that he might call wan always

Carol was Inquiring, "Bid yon see
any ducks in B&hl's window?" and
Bea chanting, "No, ma'am. Kay, ye

have a svell time, dls afternoon
Tina she have coffee and knacke-
brod, and her folia vos dere, and ve
yooat laughed and laughed, and her
fella sny he vos president and he
going to make me queen of Finland,

and Ay stick a fodder In may halt
and say Ay bnne going to go to var
?oh, ve vow so foolish and ve laugh

?or
YVhen Carol sat at the piano

again she did not think of her hue-
band. but of the book-drugged her
mlt, Cluy Pollock. She wished that
Pollock would come coiling.

'lf a girl really kissed him, he'd
creep out of iten and be human.
If Will were as literate as Guy, or
Hug were as executive as Will, I
thinTc I could endure even Gopher
Prairie.

"It's so hard to mother 'Will. 1
could be maternal with Guy. 1* thAt
what I want, something to mother,
a man or a baby or a town? I will
have a bahy. Some day. Put to
have him Isolated here all his re-
ceptive years

"And so to bed.
"Have I found my real level In

Rea and kitchen-gossip?
"Oh. I do iniss you. Will. But It

will be pleasant to turn over in bed

lingering somewhere In the back of
my consciousncas.

'There weren't any calls?and
there Isn't anything new to say
about John. He stays Just the
same."

I wss glsd to be alone In my
room. And for a long time I snt by
the window looking out on the gar-
den b< low and trying to think thing*
out.

Very likely, I thought with I,lla
Ames' change of her mode of living,
she would find a secretary sn entire-
ly unnecessary thing. 1 should have
to find something else to do. I was
wondering vaguely about this when
my stfentlon was attrnrted by move-
ment In the rose garden Just be-
low,

I looked, trying to separate the
darkness from the outlines of what
seemed to be human figures. Gradu-
ally the figures cnme out more plain-
ly and I reroptiired the lines of
Ornce Cameron's suit. There was a
man with her?Tom!

I turned from the window, know-

as often as I want to, without
worrying about waking you up.

"Am I r>tilly this settled thing
called a "married woman'? 1 feel so
unmarried tonight. So free. To
think that there was once a Mrs.
Ki-nnlcott who let herself worry
ov*r a town railed Oopher Prairie
when there was a whole world out-
side It!

"Of course Win la going to like
poetry."
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WHEN A WOMAN TELLS
By RUTH AGNES ABELING

«>Mrt|M ltll *7 Mar)

Ins better than erer what a lonely
\u25a0tretch lay ahead of me.

I wns up early the nest morning.
But someone had been downstairs
before me, for the curtains were all
up and the house opened, with tlj«
exception of the little front parlor.

In a minute 1 knew who had been
around before me. John Ames, a
dased look on his face, entered the
ducky little room.

"Uood morning,? I mid to him
softly. I was standing near the
coffin of his brother.

Should I send him out, should 1
contrive to get him away before he
nawT I started toward him. But
too late!

John Ames made a quick more.
m*nt. He had the silent faee be-
tween both of his hands.

"Phil!" I heard him cry. "Phil."
He seemed to be staggering. I

caught Mm just as he seemed about
to full. John Ames looked at me a
second and then called me by naono.
His reason had returned.

(To Be Continued)
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