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What Is Con-

version?

By REV. H. W. POPE
Supermirodeat o Mes
.o aasesa
® PPFEIIIIVePOIVE
TEXT—“Except ye be convertsd and
berome a8 little children, ye ahall not
enter Into the kingAom of heaven.”

Let us conslder
firat some things

which are not
I conversion, but
which are often |

mistaken for it

To Iimprove
one's lfe 18 not
conversion. It is

a common opinion
that If one will
drop all bad hab
its and cultvate
good ones, read
the Bible and g0 |
to church, he can
make himself a
Christian in a
ghort time. This is a mistake. The
Christian Iife 1s not simply an lm-
provement of the old life, but & dif-
ferent kind of a life altogether, name- |
1y, a life of obedience to Christ. Sup- |
pose you had a sour apple tree which If

1

|

you wished to comnvert into a sweel

\ apple trea. What would you do?

i Would you dig sbout it and prune it |

and scrape the bark? No, Indeed. A;

hundred yvears of such Imprnvament|

would not make the tree bear sweet

apples, but the introduction of & graft |

from & sweet apple tree would do it

very quickly. Even 8o & lifetime

spent in improving one's habits does

not make one a Christian, but the en-

trance of Jesus Christ into the heart |

by the surrender of the will, will do it

in & moment. " People do not become

Christians by improving their life,

but by accepting Jesus Christ. “He

that hath the Son hath life; and he |

J that hath not the Son of God hath not

lite.” (I John 5:12.) |
What |s Conversion?

The word convert means to “turn

about.” As applied to spiritual things, |

: tt means & turning of the soul unto |

God. "All we llke sheep have gone

astray; we have.turned every one to

| Bre

SYNOPSIS.

Bl Cannon, the bonanza king, and his
Anughter, Rose, who had passed up Mra.
Cornelius Ryan’'s ball at Ban Francisco to
AC pany her father, arrive at Antelope,
“k Hyan ecalls on his mother to
all invitation for his wife, and 1s
refus The determined old lady refuses
to recognize her daughter-in-law, Dom-
inick had heen trapped Into a marriage
with Bernice Iverson, a stenographer,
eeveral years his senlor. Bhe squanders hia
maney, they have frequent quarrels, and
he silps away, Cannon and his daughter
snowed in at  Antelope. Dominlek
Ryan Is rearued from storm {n wuncon-
scious condition and brought to Antelope
hotel. Antelope Is cut off by storm. Rose
“annon nurses Dominick back to
Two weeks later Bernlice discovers In A
paper where shand 1s and writes letter
trying to smorth over difficultles between
them. Dominick at last I8 able to foin
fellow snowhound prisoners in hotel par-
ior, He loses temper over talk of Buford,
an actor. After three weeks, end of Im-
prisonment is seen.
arrive. Dominlck gets letter from wife.
Tells Rose he doesn't love wife, and never
did, SBtormbound Euople begin to depart.
Rose and Dominick embrace, father sees
them and demands an explanation. Rose's
brother Gene ls mads manager of ranch,
and s to get it If he stays sober a year.

CHAPTER 1X—(Continued.)

At dinner that evening Gene was
very talkative. He told of his life on
the ranch, of ite methodical monot-
ony, of its seclusion, for he gaw little

| of his neighbors and seldom went in

to the town. Rose ligtened with eager
interest, and the o!d man with a sulky,
glowering attention. At Intervals he
shot & plercing look at his boy, eving
him sidewise with a cogitating Intent-
ness of observation. His remarks
were few, but Gene was so loquacious

that there was little cpportunity for
another voice to be heard. He prat-

tled on llke a happy child, recounting
the minutest detalls of his life after
the fashion of those who live much
alone.

In the light of the crystal lamp that

gpread a ruffied shade of yellow silk
over the center of the table, he was

seen to be quite unlike his father or
His jet-black hair and uniform-

sister.

life, |

Telegrams and mall |

tion wages, just because she wanis to
spite his wife.”

He looked at his daughter across
the table with narrowed eyes. “What
have you got to say for yourself after
that, young woman?” he demanded.

Rose had evidently nothing to say.
She raised her eyebrows and shook
her head by way of reply.
in the flood of lamplight, looked pale
and tired. She was evidently distrait
and depressed; a very different-look-
'ing Rose from the girl he had taken
| away with him four weeks earlier.
| He regarded her for an anxiously-con-
| templative moment and then said:

“What's the matter? Seems to me
you look sort'er peaked.”

“I1?™ she queried with a surprised
start. “Why, I'm quite well.”

“Well's you were before you went
up to the mines?”

A color came Into her cheeks and
she lowered her eyes:

“I'm a little tired, I think, and that
always makea me look pale. It was
a hard sort of trip, all those hours In
the slelgh, and that hotel at Rocky
Bar was a dreadful place. 1 couldn't
gleep. There was a cow somewhere
near—Iit sounded as if it were in the
next room—and the roosters all be-
gan to crow In the middle of the night
I'll be all right to-morrow.”

Her father drew his
toward him and &mpped in a lump of
sugar. No word had passed between
him and his daughter as to the scene
he had witnessed two days before in
the parlor of Perley's Hotel. She was
ignorant of the fact that he had seen
it and he Intended that she should re-
main ignorant of it. But the next
morning he had had an Interview with
Dominick Ryan, in which the young
man, confronted with angry questions
and goaded past reserve by shame and
pain, had confessed the misery of his
marriage and the love that in an un-
guarded moment had slipped beyond

Her face, |

coffee-cup |

slefgh beside him. She was unques-
tionably pale, pale and listless, her
body wrapped in enveloping furs, sunk
in an attitude of weariress, her eyes
full of dejected reverie, Even to his
blindly-groping, masculine perceptions
her distralt looks, her dispirited sl
lence, told of melancholy preoccupa-
tion. She was not happy—his Rose,
who, if she had wanted it and he could
have bought, begged or stolen it
would have had the meoon.

To-night, In her white dress, the
mellow radiance of the lamp throw-
ing out her figure against the shadowy
richness of the dining-room walls, she
bore the same appearance of despon-
dency. Her luster was dimmed, her
dellcate skin had lost its dazzling, sep-
arated bloom of pink and white, her
glance was absent and unresponsive.
Never, since the death of her mother,
now ten years back, had he seen her
when it was so obvious that she har-
bored an inner, unexpressed sense of

good-looking, too. He's not a bit like
Cornelia Ryan, or his mother, either.
Cornelin has such red halr.”

“No, looks like the old man. Good
deal l{ke him In character, too. Con
Ryan was the best feller in the world,
but not hard enough, not enough grit.
His wife had it though, had enough
for both. If it hadn’t been for her,
Con would never have amounted to
anything—too soft and good-natured,!
and the boy'e llke him.” |

“How?' Bhe ralsed her Lead nnd!
looked directly at him, her lps slight- |
1y parted.

“Soft, too, just the same way, soft-
hearted. An easy mark for any one
with a hard-luck story and not too
many scruples. Why did he marry
that woman? I don't know anything

trouble,

you,” he sald. “Roughing It don’t
seem to suit you if cows and chickens
keep you awake all night. I've seen
the time when the hotel at Rocky Bar
would have been considered the top
notch of luxury, 1 wish you could see
the places your mother llved in when
I first took her up here. You're a
spoliled girl, Rose Cannon.”

“Who spoiled me, 1 wonder?" she
sald, looking at him with a gleam of
humor in her eyes.

“Wa're not calling names to-night,”
he answered, “anyway, not since
Gene's gone. All my desire to throw
things and be ugly vanishes when that
boy gets out. So the noises at Rocky
Bar kept you awake?’

“Yes, and 1 was wakeful, anyway.”

She looked down at her cup, stir-
ring her coffee. He thought she ap-
peared consclous and said:

“What made you wakeful, guilty
consclence?”

“Guilty consclence!” she repeated
in a tone that wae full of indignant

surprise, *“Why should I have a guilty
consclence ™
“Lord knows! Don't fire off these

conundrums at me. 1 don’t know all
yvour secrets, honey.”

She did not answer. He glanced
furtively at her and saw that her face
had flushed. He took a cigar from
the box the butler had set at his el
bow and bit off the end.

“How should I know the secrets of
a voung %ady like you? A long time
ago, perhaps, 1 used to, after your
mother died and you were my little
Rosey, fourteen years old. Lord, how
cunning you were then! Just begin-

“] guess the city's the best place for |

about ft, but I'd llke to bet ghe saw
| the stuff he was made of and cried
and teased and nagged till she got
him to do it™

|  “I don’t see that he could have done
anything else.”

“That's & woman's—a young girl's
view.
self probably took. It's the sort of
fdea you might expect him to have.
something ornamental and fmpracti-
cal, that's all right to keep in the cup-
board and take out and dust, but that
don't do for every-day use. That sort
of thing is all very well for a girl,
but it doesn't do for a man. It's not
for this world and our times. Maybe
it was all right when a feller went
round in armor, fighting for unknown
damsels, but it won't go In California
to-day. The woman was a working
woman, she wasn't any green girl
She earned her living in an office full
of men, and | guess there wasn't
much she dldn't know. She saw
through Dominick and gathered him
in. It's all very well to be chival-

founded fool.”

you're doing what you think right?”
“It depends on what you think right.
honey. If it's going to break up your
life, cut you off from your kind, make
an outcast of you fror. ¥Your own
folks, and a poverty-stricken outcast
at that, you're a confounded fool to
think it's right. You oughtn’t to let
yvourself think so. That kind of a
moral attitude 1s a luxury. Women
can cutivate it because they don’t
have to get out in the world and fight.
They keep indoors and get taken care

That's the view Dominick him- |

rous, but you don't want to be a con- |

“Are you a ‘confounded fool' when |

were too much for me. I'm too sleepy
to talk any more, Good night, papa.”

“Good night, Rosey,” he answered.

The portiere fell softly behind her, |
and her footfall was lost in the thick-
ness of the carpets. Though be had
not seen her face, her father had an
alarming, and almost terriiying idea,
that his darling bad left the table in |
tears.

He gat on for some time, stonily mo-
tlonless, save for the movement of
hie lips as he puffed out clouds of
smoke, The soft-footed servants,
coming to clear the table, fled before
| his growled command to “get out and
|let me alone” As he gmoked he
looked straight before him with|
fixed, unwinking eyes, his face get|
in furrows of thought. At long Iin-|
Itr—r\'::ls he stirred in his chalr, pﬂn-'
| derously, llke an inert, heavy animal,
and now and then he emitted a short |
sound, like a grunted comment on
some thought, which, by its biting
suddenness, seemed to force an ejac-
ulation out of him,

CHAPTER X.
Dominick Comes Home.
Three days after the return of the
Cannons, Dominick Ryan also eame
htme. He had answered Berny's let- |
| ter the day the Cannons left, a few
| hours after that interview with the
Bonanza King,

had torn the vell from his married
life.

After that there was a perlod of
several hours when he sat in his room
thinking over what had happened. It
poemed to him that he had played
a dastardly part. He saw himself &
creature of monumental, gross selfish-
ness, who had cajoled a young girl,
in a moment of softness and senti-
ment, into an action which had done
nothing but distress and humiliate
her. He, who should have been the
| strong one, had been weak. It was
he who should have seen how things
| were going; be, the married man, who
had allowed himself to feel and to
yield to a love that ought to have been
hidden forever in his own heart

He felt that it would be a sort of
| expiation to go back to his wife. That
was where he belonged. Rose must

in which, driven t0 | never quite died out.
| bay by the old man's guestions, he | ring, sweeping in upon her in moods
| of depression, and making her feel

“How'd vou llke Dominick Hyan?l “Yes, I'm tfred,” her volre came a 'Tng be had for her. It wns the ten-
You haven't sald anything about him.” | little hoarse and she did not look at | derest, the most womal lv letter, Fer
Her volce, In answering, sounded | him. At the doorway she stopped, her | ny had ever written him. A note of
low and careful. She spoke slowly, as i hand on the edge of the portlere, and | real appeal sounded through i She
if considering her words: | without turning, cleared her thruat | hid bumil | Lwrself, asked his par
“I thought he was very nice, and | and said: “The cow aud the chickens | don, b r to return. A8

e thought of it, the visior

of he

alone in Mt of friends,
dully devold of any HOn, SCOrne
ful of her old comprnions, fawnlngly
deelrous of making uew ones who re-
fused to know her, smote him with
an almost sickering sense of its pitk
fulness. He felt sgorry for her not
alone becuuse of her position, but be-
cause of what she was, what her own
disposition had mude her. She would
never change, her lmitations were
fixed. She would go on loneging for
the same flesh-pots to the end, believ.
ing that they represented the highest
and best. X

Berny had realized that her letter
wanae & skillful and moving production,
but she did not know that it was (o
gain a hu xdfold in persuasive
power by fulling on a gullly O
science, It put an end to In
revolt, it quenched the last s8]
the mutinous rage which had taken
him to Antelope That same after-
noon in his frigld bedroom at the ho-
tel, he answered It. His reply was
short, only a few lnes. In these he
stated that he would be back on the
following Suturday, the tenderness of
his injured foot making un earlier
move impogsible

The letter reached Herny Friday

and threw her into o state of febrile
excltement. Her deadly dread of Dom-
inlck's returning to his family bad
It kept recur-

chilled and frightened. Now she knew
he was coming back to her, evidently
not lovingly disposed—the letter was
too terse and cold for that— but, at
any rate, he was coming home. Once
there, she would set all her wits to
work, use every art of which she was
migtress, to make him forget the
gquarrel and enter Ir upon a new era
of sweet reasomableness and mutual
consilderation.

She set about this by cleaning the
house and buying new curtains for the
sitting-room. Such purifications and
garnishments would have agreeably
impressed her on a home-coming and
she thought they would Dominlek, In
the past year she had become much
more extravegant than she had been
formerly, a characteristic which nad
arisen In her from a state of rasped

ly pale skin resembled hls mother's.
but his face in its full, rounded con-
tours, slightly turned-up nose, and
eyebrows as thick as strips of fur,
had s heaviness hers had lacked.
Some people thought him good-looking,
and there wae a sort of unusual, Latin
plcturesqueness in the combination of
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his own way." The real essence of
gin is this, that the sinner is de-
termined to have his own way. It may |
not be the worst way In the world. It |
may not be an immoral way, or a vi- |
clous way, but it is his way and not
God’'s way, which he ought to follow.
The only course for the sinner to

of, and the queer ideas they have
don’t hurt anybody. But men—"

He stopped, realizing that perhaps
he was talking too frankly. He bhad
long known that Rose harbored these
Utoplan theories on duty and honor,
which he thought very nice and pretty
for her and which went gracefully

his control,

Cannon had sald little to him. Be
yond telling him that he must not
see¢ Miss Cannon again, his comments
on Dominick's confessions had been
brief and non-committal. It was not
his business to preach to Della Ry-

——
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ning to lengthen out, a little woman
and a lttle girl, both in one. You
didn’t have secrets in those days or
wakeful nights elther.”

He applied a match to the end of
the cigar and drew at it, his ears
strained for his daughter's reply. She

pursue is to turn about, to abandon
his way, and to accept God's way.
“Let the wicked forsake his way, and
the unrighteous man his thoughts, and
let him return unto the Lord, and he
will have mercy upon him.” Conver
sion, then, I8 a turning of the soul
unto God, a surrender of the will to
the divine will, an acceptance of
Jesus Christ as our Lord and Master.
When the sinner, realizing the folly
of further resistance, finally surren-
ders his will to the Lord Jesus, then
occurs a great change. God forgives
his sins, and o changee his heart that
henceforth he loves God's way better
than his own way. “A new heart will
1 glve you, and a new epirit will I put
within you—And I will put my spirit
within you, and cause you to walk In
my statutes” (Ezek. 36:26, 27). The
ginner no longer has a controvery
with God. The great question of life
is settled, and henceforth his alm is
to know and do the will of God. |
Influences Leading to Conversion.
The Word of God is a very effective
agency. It is like a mirror in which
the sinner sees himself as he really is.
That is why Christ bids us preach
the gospel to every creature because
there is life In it. “The Word of God
fs allve, and powerful, and sharper |
than any two-edged eword.” One can |
hardly read the Bible continuously {

. and not be made to realize that he Is l

a sinner and need a Savior.
On one occasion a man sald to
me: “From the preaching which I
heard in my boyhood | was led to sup-
pose that when one became a Chris-
tion, it was necessary for him to go
through some extraordinary process
called a change of heart, or regenera-
tion. This book which you have loan-
ed me, teaches that what is required
{s simply a change of purpose. Now
will you please tell me which ia right
and which s wrong? |1 replied:
“They are both right; you could not
change your heart if you should try;
you could not make it love what it
naturally hated, could you? *No, I
suppose not,” he sald. “But you could
change your purpose, could you mot?
You could decide henceforth to cbey
the Lord Jesua?” “Certainly,” he re-
plied. -“Well,” said 1, “if you will
change your purpose and accept Christ
as your Savior, God will change your
heart and cause you to love what once
you hated, and to hatéwhat once you
loved.” *“Is that all there is to it?”
“Certainly,” 1 replied. He
10 time in accepting Christ and
ave him a new heart.
is the adcepted time; now Is.
of salvation.” If you “1
time to think about it™ I
‘What will you gain by walt-
bave you gained by wait-
¥? No, friend, what you
not time but decision. You
you are a sinner, and that
is the only one who can save
imple question is, “Will
‘him as your Savior?™ God
 to do it, commands you.to
it is ‘ever dome, you are
do
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his curly black hair, which he wore
rising up in a bulwark of waves from
his forehead, his white gkin, and the
emall, dark mustache, delicate as an
eyebrow, that shaded his upper Hp. It
was one of his father's grievances

against him that he would have made
a pretty girl, and that his goft, affec-

tionate character would have been

an's boy, and a large experience of
men hafl given him a practically lim-
itless tolerance of any and all lapses
of which the human animal {8 capable.
They only concerned him as they bore
on his own affairs. In this particular
case they did bear on his affairs, close-
ly and importantly, on the affair of
all others dearest and nearest to him

again made none and he shot a quick
glance at her, She was still stirring
her coffee, her eyebrows drawn to-
gether, her eyes on the swirl of brown
in the cup. He settled himself In his
chalr, a bulky figure, his clothes
ribbed with creases, his head low be-
tween his shoulders, and a reek of
cigar smoke issuing from his lips.

quite charming in & woman. Now, —the happiness of his daughter.

listening to him, It seemed to the
older man as if it were just the kind
of talk one might expect from Gene.
The father had difficulty in suppress-
ing a snort of derision when he heard
the young man recounting to Rose ‘his
troubles with his Chinese eook.

Before dinner wae over Gene exX-
cused himself on the plea that he was
going to the theater.

“I'm such & hayseed now,” he said
ns he rose, “that 1 don't want to miss
a thing. Haven't seen a play for six
months and I'm just crazy to see any-
thing, “Monte Christo,” “Uncle Tom's
Cabin,” “East Lynne.” I'm not par
ticular, anything'll suit me.”

“Don't yom go over to San Luis?”
growled his father sulkily. “They
have plays there sometimes, [ sup-
pose.”

“0Oh, yes, but I'm keeping out of
harm's way. The boys in San Luls
don’t understand and I'm not going to
put myself in the way of temptation.
You know, father, I want that ranch.”

He turned a laughing glance on his
father; and the old man, with a sheep-
ishly-discomfited expression, grunted
an unintelligible reply and bent over
his plate.

He @?d not raise his head till Gene
had left the room, when, looking up,
he leaned back in his chair and sald
with a plaintive sigh:

“What a damned fool that boy Is!™

Rose was up in arms at once,

“Why, papa, how can ydu say that!
Especially when you see how he's im-
proved. It's wonderful. He's another
man. You can tell in a minute he's
not been drinking, he takes such an
interest In everything and is so full
of work and plans.”

“ls he?’ said her father dryly.
“Maybe s0, but that don't prevent him
from being a damned fool” - 5

“You're unjust to Gene. Why do
you think he's a fool?” 3

“Just because he happens to be one.
You might as well ask me why 1 think
the sun rises In the east apd sets In
the west. That's what ft does, apc.
when I say it does, I'm not eriticizing |.
or complaining, ¥m only stating the |'
plain facts.” AR e ¥

Rose made a murmur of protest and’|
hé went on. : e LA

“You're queer catflé;fpek women i
suppose a feller could- live in the
world & hundred years and not under-
stand you. There's Delia Ryan, for
example, the brainlest woman I know.
could give most men cards and spades
and beat ‘em hands down. Last night
at Rocky Bar they weré telling me
that she’s written to the operator there
and told ‘Kim she'll get him a posk
tion here in.the Atlantic and Pacific
Cable Company, in which she's a large
stockholder, (thatll double his salary

never before felt for any man.

her, that was enough.

gleigh he thought about It hard, hard

tion.

He
knew that in this three weeks of Im-
prisonment she had come to feel for
Dominick Ryan a sentiment she had
He
had seen her in the young man's
arms, and, knowing Rose a&s he knew

Driving down from Antelope in the
er than he had ever before In his life

thought of any sentimental complica- | Washburne.
He was enraged—coldly and

grimly enraged—that his girl should
have stumbled into such a pitfall. But
it was not his habit to waste time and
force in the indulgence of profitless

Befors Dinner Was Over Gene Excused Himself

“How'd you like it up there, any-
way?!

“Up where?”

“Up at Antelope. It was a sort of
strange, new experience for you."

“Oh, I llked it so much—I loved part
of it. 1 liked the people much better
than the people down here, Mrs, Per
ley, and Cora, and Perley, and Wil
- | loughby—did you ever know a. nicer
man than Willoughby?—and Judge
He was a real gentle-
man, not only in his manners but
down In his heart. And even Perley's
boy, he was so natural and awkward
and honest. I felt different from what
1 do here, more myself, less as if out-

gide things were influencing me to do
things 1 didn't always like to do or
mean to do. I felt as if 1 were doing
just what 1 ought to do—it's hard to
express it—as if I were being true”

“Oh," said her father with a fall:ng
inflecticn which had a ‘sound of sig-

e man of all | nificant comprehension.
e chosen “Do you know what I mean?" she
choice been pos- | asked. .
“] can make a sort of guess at it*
it over| He puffed his cigar for a moment,
looked . aide- | then took It from his mouth, eyed the
silent in the | lit end, and said:

with her character as & sheltered,
cherished, and unworldly maiden. It
was kis desire to eee what effect the
conversation was having on her that
made him deal so unceremoniously
with {deals of conduct which were all
very well for Bill Cannon's daughter
but were rulnous for Dominick’ Ryan.

“If you lve in the world you've got
to cut your cloth by its measure,” he
continued. “Look at that poor devil,
tied to a woman that's not geing to
let him go if she can help it, that he
doesn't care for—"

“How do you know he doesn't care

a tone of startled surprise and Rose
stared at him, her eyes wide with it

For a moment the old man was at
a loss.
rather than have let her guess his
knowledge of the situation and the In-

realized that his zeal had made him
imprudently garrulous,
at her with a slightly stupid expres-
sion, said in a low tone of self-justifi-
cation:

“Well, that's my idea. 1 guessed it
I've heard one thing and another here
and there and I've come to the con-
clusion that there’s no love lost be-
tween them. It's the natural outcome
of the situation, anyway."”

“Yes, perhaps,” she murmured. She
placed her elbow "on the table and
pressed the tips of her flugers against
ber cheek. Her hand and .grm, ree
vealed by her loose lace sleeve, looked
as if cut out of ivory.

“And then,” went on her father re-
morselessly, “the results of belng a
confounded fool don't stop right there.
That's one. of the worst things of al-
lowing yoursell the luxury of foolish-
ness. They go on—roll right along
like & wheel started on a dewn-hill
grade. Some day that boy'll meet the
right woman—the one he really wants,
the one that belongs to him. He'll
be able to stand it all right till then.
And then he'll realize just what he's
done and what ‘he’s ‘up against, and
things may happen.”

The smoke wreaths were thick in
front of his face, and peering through
them he saw the young girl move her
fingers from her cheek to her fore-
head, where she gently rubbed them
up and down. .

“lsn’t that about the size of it1” he
queried, when she did not answer.

“Yes, maybe,” she sald in a volce
that sounded muffled.

“It'll be a pretty tough proposition
and it's bound to happen. A decent
feller like that Is just the man to fall
in love. And he'd be good to a wom-
an, he’d make her happy. He's a
good husband lost for some nice girl.”

Rose’s fingers ceased moving acress
her forehead. Her hand rested there,
shading her eyes. For a moment the
old man—his vislon precipitated into
the half-understoofl wretchedness of
Dominick Rygn's poeition—forzot her,
and he sald in a hushed voice of feel
ing: S

“By God, I'm sorry for the poor
boy!”

His daughter rose suddenly with a
rustling of crushed silks. The sound
brought him back in an instant and he
leaned over the arm of his chair, his
cigar in his left hand, his right wav-
ing the smoke wreaths from before
his face. Rose’s hand, pressing her
crumpled napkin on the table, ghone
pink in the lamplight, her shoulder
gleamed whité throogh fts lace corér-
ing, but her face was averted. it

“Golhg up now?” he asked, leaning
still fatther over the chair-arm to gee
her beyond the lamp’s wide shade

She appeared not to hear and moved
toward the door.

“Going to bed already, Rosey?™ he
asked in a louder key.

for her?" «-The interruption came in |-

He would have told any lie

formation given him by Dominick., He

and, gazing

never again cross his path, have &
place In his thoughts, or float, a soft
beguiling image, In his memory. He
had a wife. No matter what Berny
was, she was the woman he had mar-
ried. She had not deceived him. It
was he who had done her a wrong,
and he owed her a reparation,

In his raw state, his nerves still
thrillihg with the memory of that mo-
ment's embrace, he saw Berny from
her own point of view. He lost the
memory of the complacent mistress in
the pleture of the unloved wife, on
whose side there was much to be sald.
Morbidness colored his vislon and ex-
aggerated his sense of culpability. If
she had an ugly temper, had it mot
been excited, fed and aggravated by
the treatment she had received from
his family? If they had maintained
a different attitude toward her, the
poor girl might have been quite a
pleasant, easy-going person. In all
other ways she had been a good wife.
Since thelr marriage, no other man
had ever ‘won a glance from hep She
had often enough assured Dominick
of that fact, and he, for his part, knew
it to be true. She had struggled to
keep a comfortable home on their
gmall income, If she was not congen-
ial to him—if her companionship was
growing daily more disagreeable—was
it all her fault? He had known her
well before he married her, six months
of the closest intimacy bad made him
sequainted with. every foible of her
character. It-was no sfory gf a youth
peguiled and deceived by a mitore

ing-s0om courtship, - .

Her'letter Intensified his condition
of self-accueation, chafed and frritated
| his soreness of shame till it became a
| weight of gu It also ‘stirred afresh

\ tke pitr. which was the strongest feel

I

‘wpman in the uneqoal duel of a draw--

“How'd You Like Dominick Ryan? You Haven't Sald Anything About
Him." ] ¢

irritation against the restricted means
to which Mrs. Ryan's rancor con-
demned her. She was quite heavily
in debt to various tradespeople; and
to dressmakers. and milliners e¢he
owed sums that would have astounded
her husband bad he known of them,
This did not prevent her from still
urther celebrating his return by or
dering a new dress in which to greet
him and a new hat to wear the first
time they went out together. How
she was to pay for these adornments,
she did not know nor care. ' The occa-
slon was so important that It excused
any extravagance, and Herhy, In
whose pinched, dry nliture love of
dress wag a predominant passion, was
glad_to have a reason for adding new
glories to her wardrobe,
{TO BE CONTINUED.)

Children's Food.

The children, especlally boys, are
a hearty race of people on plenic dars
in most cases, and they want a lot of
food of the more substantial nature,
such as fried chicken, corned beef,, fish
or clam chowder, and other foods in
whick they can have a liberal hand as
‘to providing, as well as the eating.
‘Johnnie wants to catch the fish, and If
yroperly fattered, will find great de-
lugm in digging the clams, or at least
picking them up as father digs them
from ‘the beach. The girls will enjoy
picking berries. If there are any Lo
pick, and then in helping t¢ cook the
food in the camping erudity which
‘hielps 40 make a true pienlc of the
best possible kind.

L SRS L
’ 2 Poor Rich,
Holpetimes poverty consists in fust
feeding tae poor, Half the millionaires
in the eountsys don’t know how much
) they are worth.—Atlantic Constitution




