Human Documents of Married Life

By Virginia T. Van de Water

Intimate and Human, Intensely Alive, Each Story
Which Might Occur to Any One of Us at Any Time

Presenting a Problem

THE TIE THAT BINDS

PPOBITES attract each
other,” say those who
would explain the mar
ringa of two persons
totally unlike in taste
and temperament. They
may attract, but do thoy
hold each other? When
the excltement and flush
of passion—mistaken for
love—have subslded, the

—_——
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two parties
remaln distinct entitles, together but
entirely separate.

Of course when people fancy thems-
gelves 1o love they will not belleve
thess facts, With the fine sophlgtry
bora of that condition, they think they
know thelr ewn minde and that they
are right and all the skeptical world
18 wrong

Bo it was with Danlel Drayton and
Dalsy, his wife. Thelr Christlan
names wera not more uniike than
their charncters. She wan foud of so-
clety, earing nothlng for intellectual
pursults—a butterfly of a girlk. The
man she marrled was deep hearted
and affectionate, but pgrave and
thoughtful. When released from busi-
niesd, he desired no other recreation
than that found In his library. Books
were his delight.

Hizs wife was, by nature, a happy
littla creaturs, lovely to look at mand
ready to make friends with her hus-

band’s acquaintances In New York, to
which city she came na a bride. She
had a graceful, aimo#t deferantial
manner that won for her a ready
Hking and admiration from all who
met har, She was delighted to find

hereal! Invited to many places, and
would bring cards and Invitations to
her husband with the joyous enthusi-
sam of & child.

“Dan!" she would exclaim,
will go to this dinner-dance,
you ?

“"But 1 don’'t dance, Dalsy,” he de-
murred on one occaslon soon after
their marriage.

“But you can ‘sit out' dances, and
you e¢an always talk when you want
to,” she added archly.

Ha smiled affectionately. “I als
wnys want to talk to you," ho sald,
“and I can do that to much better ad-
vantage in our own housge than n a
great drawing room full of chattering
puopla for whom [ care nothing.

‘But you ought to cara for them,”
ehe Insisted. “I do. And I love that
kind of thing—society, I mean—and I
wish you did. You see, 1 never have
had much of it, for I was at echiool un-
til last year, And I am interested In
knowing all sbout real life."

Her husband shook his head. “That
I not real life, child. Don't fancy
that. Soclsty is the thing that people
g0 Into to try to make them forget
that they have not made the most of
the real things, or that they do not
appreciate them,”

“Amd what are
queried the woman.
human belogs with souls
abpve dress and dances and silly
gogsip; books that take one out of
one# s own narrow sphere and fill the
brain with big thought,” he declared
Eravely

“you
won't

the real things?

“True

“It's queer,” commentsd the wife,
“that you care for dull, sober thinga
when I want you to like what 1 am
fond of—pretty clothes and jolly
times. As for books, really, Duan, I

could live happlly all my days without
them. I llke & novel once In a while,
but those dull books you have on
your shelves are the llmic!"

Sho raieed her eyes to his as she
epoke, and he noted with a thrill of
admiration how pretty she was,

p "It is time we were dressing to go
to Mrs, Hurton's reception, Dun."

He looked at her, appalled. “Mps.
Burton's reception! Is It topight?”
His wife moved impatiently, “My

dear Dan, 1 reminded you of it this
tnorning and told you not to forget
| 44

“Wall, I did forget it," was Lhe rue-
ful reply. “Don't let's go. Send some
one around with our cards”

The pretty faee before him flushed
with vexation. "But I want to go'"
Dalsy explalued

In splta of his distaste for the kind
of life that his wife loved, Daniel
Drayton appreciated that sbe was too
attractive a woman to be allowed to
attend evening functions upattended
Ly her husband, and, for the saks of
the conventionullties, he formed the
habit of actlng ms her escort tlo
theaters and dinner, Lo receptions and
BOlrees

The second winter after thelr mar
rlage Dalsy was pale and languld,
and Duan suggested that she consult
a physielan. This she refused to do,
declaring that she was “just tired"
The Christmas holldays, with their
attondant festivities, had wearled her,
mused ber husband, Bhe needed rest
and change of alr and scene. Buch
belng the case, he acquietced readlly
to her proposal that she make & vislt
to her mother, Hving In Chleago. Tle
Busband urged her to refrain from too
much galety while absent.

"You know that your soclal iife ls
walilng here for you when you re-
turn,” he reminded ber, “so do take
eare of yourself and get rested while
away.”

to an unoongenial unfon |

Dalsy's letters showed him that ehe
had forgotten or disregarded his nd-
vies, for they were full of ascounts
of the varlous funotlons sho was at-
tending and the good times she was
having. Feeling powerless to Inter
fere any further, the husband shrugged
his shoulders and accepted philosophle-

| ally his present life. But when she
' for a fortnight he

had been away
wal aroused from his placidity of
mind by a speclal-dellvery letter
from bis motherdn-law. It Informed
him that Dalsy had been taken sud-
denly 11, that the worst was now over,
| but that she had asked that he come
| and tike her home as soon ns she
| wan well enough to travel. The next
paragraph In the letter stunned the
| reader:

| “l am soery” It ran, “that nelther
you nor Dalsy thought It worth while
to Inform me of the true condition
of affalrs. Had you done so 1 would
have guarded the dear girl agalnst
such over-exertion as has culminated
|iu her present Ilness. It followed

upon a long evening of dancing. I
find it hard to excuse your reticence
and hers when I conslder that, hnd we
boen more careful, I should by next
summer have held my first grandbaby
in my arms.” ’

The husband gasped and dropped
the letter. How could he tell his
motherindaw that he, himself, had not
known the truth? Yet, when he knalt
beslde Dalsy's bed and felt her arms
about his neck, all resentment died
within him.

J "Don’t bo angry, Dan," she sobbed.
Of courso he kigsed her and told her
not to ery. “But,) he queried, “didn’t
|ynu know you should be tuking care
of yourselt? Why didn't you tell me
everything, darling?"

"Because," she murmured, “I knew
you would stop my golng out, and
make me stay stupldly at home for
months. And I dida't want to do that
yer."

“Didn’t you think of the baby that
was coming to make us happy, dear?”
suggested the husband,

“Yes," she declarad, “of course 1
did! And" her eyes overflowing
agaln with tears, "I planned all about
the pretty things I would buy for it—
and now that's all over!"

Pity for per evident distress kept
the man silent on the subject during
the weeks and months that followed.
It was this same motlve that pre-
vented his ultﬂrlng any objection
when, as soon as she was woll agaln,
Dalsy returned to the social world
of which she liked to feel herself a
part. It helped her forget her disnp-
pointment, Dan reminded himself.

Yet, In her heart, the wife longed
for greater liberty than she possessed.
Once she tried to break away from
what she felt to be her husband's
restralning Influence and accepted an

hapn-Dan would be detained In town
on business, but that she, herzelf,
wouldl surely come if her hostesn
would take ber alone. Would It be
time enough If she let her know Dan's
plang tomorrow?

When Dan heard the condition of af-
fairs that night he looked his astom-
lsiment, “You accepted an invitation
without knowing whether I would go
or not!™ he exclaimed,

Thers was a new note of deflasice in
the wife's tone. "I certainly did,” she
rotorted. "1 do nol mean to miss the
things 1 enjoy just becanse of 4 whim
of yours"™

"But suppose [ do not want to go?”

“Then I shall go without you,” de-
elared the woman firmly.

There wus a dead sllenca for a
minute. Then Dalsy went on with:
"1 would, however, llke to know, for
the eake of courtesy, what I am to
tell Mra., Jackson, Common polite-
ness demands that you mccept or de-
eline.”

"And uncommon politeness has
moved you to leave me out of your
arrangemants,” aMrmed bher husband.

The wife langhed with forcod mirth,
then grew grave. “See here, Dan”
she urged, “do, for once, look at the
matter sanely and, if possible, unsel-
flehly. You llke one kind of thing, I

utriick tem;, mnd abo said that she wan
wenry and wanted to go to bed. Bhe
hoard the sigh and turted on him
sunplolonsly,

“What's the matter? Are you tired
of hearing me lnlk?" alie demanded.

“Why, no," he answered mendnel
ously, “but the heat In town today wan
yery enervating.”

Now, alone, he whispered the truth.
“Houven forgive me! 1 was bored to
death!”

He nat for some time trying to ap-
preciate what the condition of affalrs
meant, how hoe and his wife would live
together through all the coming years,
ench preylog on the other, His soul
slokened at the thought Did Dalsy
nppreciate it as he did?

Her volde calling him from the next
room came ar an answer to his ques-
tion, He obeycd her summons prompt-
Iy, earrying his clgar with him.

"Dan,'" came the sweet but fret-
ful voles, “won't tomorrow be the first
of Septembar?" .
(That perfunctory

“Yes, dear™
“dear”! How hard married couples
"work” 1t!)

“And we will surely go home tha
fifthenth, won't we?”

"Certalnly."

“Thank the Lord!" she murmured,

Daniel and Daisy Drayton had been
married five yvesrs when thelr son was
born. Dalsy took the responsibilities
of motherhood as she took everything,
lightly. 8he was pot to blame, for it
was her nature. A full pint-measure
18 really Just as full as is a gallon-
measure. The husband used to re-
mind himself of this fact when he
was tempted to be Impatient with
what he eslled, when angry, her “shal-
low nature.” “Perhaps, after all," he
would muse, "she s wiser than I
Things don't' hurt her long. As for
me—well, I won't let them hurt me.
She and I will juat have to rub along

like another kind. Why may not ench
of us enjoy life in our own way? You
like to stay at home and read, and
I prefer to go out and have a good
time. Is not my right to live my
life ns good as your right to live
yours?"

“You mean” asked her husband,
“that you want me to say you may ac-
cept any Invitatlons without consult-
ing me, and [ am at Hberty to decline
or accept them as 1 pleasa?"”

| “Just that™

For 4 moment the man knew that he
felt in his ionermost soul a throb
of rellef nt the possibility that here.
after he nead not go about to all kinds
of soclety affalrs with his wife.

His wife's volce checked lils mus-
| ings. “Really, Dan," she was saying
| tremulously, “when you remember

that In a fow months I won't be able
| to go out and have fun, 1 do not think
that you need grudge me the enjoy-
ment of this lttle outing now.”

With a pang of remorse the husband
| drew her to him.

“Forglve me,
dear!” he pleaded. *I was a brute to
forget. Of course we'll go to the

Jackson's week-end party, and any-
where else you want to go, and you
ghall have all the gpod times you
want now, for''—his volee softening—
“when you have a dear little child who
needs you, you will not want to go
Aaway from homse any more.”

His wife looked at him gravely. “1
am not so sure of that,” she =sald
calmly.

invitation without waiting for his final
decision upon it. It was on a beautl-
ful epring morning more than two |
years after her {llness that she re-
celved an Invitation for herself and
Dan to spend the week-end at a coun- |
try ploce on Long Island. I

Daley’a heart beat high with antlel- |
pation. Dan had already gone to his |
office for the day—what about him?

one of which he was a self-sacrificing

perfect time,” was “a miracle of stupid-
ity.” He did not play bridge. and
would not learn when asked to: he

and in the huge house In which they
were guests thers was, he complained,
“nothing worth reading, even If the |
pecple had been qulet long enough to
| nllow one to reand." No more of that
| kind of thing for him! Dalsy had
| bitten her lip and safd nothing. But
today she hoped he had forgotten his
deciglon. To make sure of It she
would ecall him up at once, His volce
at the other end of the wire was so
perfunctory and dry that his wife felt
littls shivera run along her splne
But, summoning her courage, she ex-
plained the sltuation. There was o
moment's sllence, then her husband's
| only reply was in the form of a ques-
tion:

“Well 2"

“Oh, Dan, didn't vou hear what 1
told you?™ exclalmed the nervous wo-
man. "I eald that this morning I got
a letter—*

“I heard all that!" Iaterrupted Dan,
“But what do yoo want to know?"

“Why, If you will go, of course!"
| came the tremulous answer,

The wife knew by her husband's
tone that he was exerclsing all lis
gelf-control to mpeak patiently, "My
dear, 1 really have no time to consider
any trifilng matter of that kind this
morning, 1amup to my ears in work
at present. Wea will talk the matter
over when I eome home tonlght. Is
there anyihing of any fmportance that
Iyou wish to spenk about fust now?"
| “Nothing else of any Importance!®
snapped the wife,

“All right! Good:by!" and he was
gone,

| For a moment the angry woman
héld the receiver in her hand, her face
flughed, her eyes full of tears. Then
sho made a sudden resolution and,
with a volea that still tremblod, called
up the number of the friend from
whom she had recelved the alluring

part, and at’ which Dalsy had had “a |

did not dance, he had no small talk, |

And her husband had the wisdom

88 other peopls do. And, thank God,
there’s the baby to keep life endur-
abla!”

For the dissatisfled man soon found
that the knowledge that he had & son
to love and live for did much toward
making the future bright.

As long a5 Dalsy had her baby and
her soeinl pleasures she looked no
desper into conditions. She did not
. neglect her child as the woman of to-
day terms meglect. Bhe made time
each day to play with him, to rock him
in her arms and to listen to sugges-
| tHons from his nurse as to what was
needed to make his tasteful wardrobe
even more élaborate.

Familiarity with soclety and obedl-
ence to its many clalms did not breed
contempt of it In Daisy. As ghe and
her husband grew farther apart, she
threw herself into the gay life more
enthuslastically than ever. As Dan
must be at his ofMce all day he need
never be preased into service for after
noon engagements. But he still, with
such patlenca as he could muster, did
escort duty to evening affairs, except
on the one night of the week on which
Daisy attended tlis meeting of the
musical elub to which she belonged.
To this club she went In a eab, re-
turning in one. She did not mention
to her husband that one of the men
members often accompanied her to har
front door. But one evening, return-
ing home earller than usual, she sug-
gested that Tom Nash, her escort,
come in for a few minutes. Dan,
hearing a man's volee In the drawing-

to make no reply.
During the weeks of the followlng

summer when Dalsy's physical condi- |

tlon prevented her golng Into soelety,
Dan set acide, as often as was prac-
ticable, his work, his books, and all
hia personal inclinations in order to
minister to her whims and fancles.
He walked with her and drove with
her, for they had takem n furnished

He had eald last fall that he hated | cottage In a quiet country place for
week-end parties, and that the iast | the heated term. He knew that she

wes wearlied by the monotony of thelr
daily life, for, as she cared litle, for
books, aud was not well enough to
meol the few elty people who wers
summering in the nearby village, one
day was muoch like another. He won-
dered sometimes whose fault it all
was. One day a man met on the train
Wwas talking of marriage, and dropped
i sentence that lingered In  Danlel
Drayton's memory for months after-
ward,

*“Married life,” afirmed hls new ac-
gquaintance, “must have something
more than love to hold two people to-
gether. A couple who are congenial
may be comparatively happy, even if
they do not feel a passionatoe love for
each other; but the most ardent love
wil faint and die if it is not backed
by congenlality of taste and Interests,
Were I a woman I would ruther that
my husband were my friend than my
lover. A real man does not go back
on a friend, but husband and wife
who are not comrades and chums tire
of each other, and”—with an expres-
Elve gesture—“smash something—the
marriage vows, or thelr own lives, un-
less, of course, there is the one great
tie which makes thelr emashing thinks
a crime.”

“And that tle, queried Dan, “is?"

"A child or children, sir!"

“They do not always hold thelr par-
;nu together,” Drayton reminded

im.

"No," sald the other bitterly, “they
don't, except when the parents are too
decent to let the children pay for
thelr mistakes."

In his own room that night, after
& dull evening with Dalsy, Dan usat
by the open window, smoking and pon-
dering. He dwalt on the wvenlog just
past, and recalled how Dalsy had
talked & little of what some of her
friende weore dolng in the mountains
or at the seashore, of what the maga-
zloes sald of the fashions for the
coming autumn, of how ahe would like
to have her furs remodsled for next
winter. Dun had yawned, bi® not

room, left hia book and came in, as
in duty bound, making an ennuye
third In the brief chat that ensued
before the guest took his departure.

The next morning at breakfast the
husband remarked, apropos of the con-
versation of the previous evening, that
“Tom Nash carrled light guns.”

The wife flushed uncomfortably. T
wish you would not criticize my
friends,” she demurred,

Dan ralsed Lls Lrows In suprise,
“Is he a friend of yours?" he queried.
“I thought of him gimply a8 a chance
acquaintance.”

“"He has heen of service to me sev-
eral times," insisted Dalsy, too much
vexed to consider the admission she
was making, “in bringing me home
from the eclub.*™ :

Her husband frowned. "I wish,” he
protested, “that you would not have
men bring you home at pight.”

"Why, not?* querled the woman
petulantly. "I see no reasom why I
should take that drive alone ™

“And It I am willing to leave at a
Earage a standing order for a taxi for
¥ou whenever you want one, 1 sees no
reason why any man need a:t as es.
cort to you'

“Fortunately,” retorted the wife,
“other men have more regard for my
comfort and safety than you have

A hard look came Into the man's
eyes. - Only last week he had recelved
a letter from his sister, who had been
paying a vislt in Daisy's former home-
town, and it had contalned a sentence
that had rankiod, "1 wonder," It ran,
“if you ever knew that Dalsy was en-
gaged to another man when ghe met
¥ou, and that rumor declares that she
did not break off her affalr with him
untll after she had accepted you
Dan had grown hot with indignation
when he read the sentence, but the
resentment was agninst his sister, not
Dalsy. He did not belleve the rumeor,
Women were jealous; his wife was a
popular beauty, his sister an unattrae.
tive spinster. But, underneath, the
susplcion remained, not dead, but
smoldering, At his wife's taunt 4t
flashed into a blage.

“You seem to know & great deal
of other men's regard for you,"” he sald
significantly. *“Apparently you kmow
how to handle several of them at a
time, a8 you did at the time that we
became engaged”

To the husband's palnful surprise
the shaft went wstralght bome. The
woman paled alightly, and her eyes
widened In startled amazement

openly, a8 Dalsy did, for he did not

lovitation. Bhe explalped ‘that per-

want to hurt her feellngs. Blt h},

“What do you mean?” she asked
quickly,

—_———
| Mghed with rollof when the clock

“Ouly It 1n wall to be off with
tha old Jov one Is on with
the now!™ scoffud the man. “I b

to know that you kepl ons man dan-
Bling on your string until you had
landed another, then dropped number
one,"

Dalsy's eyen flashed. “So you've
been lstening to gosslp about your
wifo, have you!* she burst forth.
“"And may I nsk what business it Is
of yours or of anybody's what 1 did
bofore I was married?”

“It's a good deal of my business
what you did after you were engaged
to me," replied her husband, but the
woman rushed on, heedless of his re-
mark.

“You taunt me with what you econ-
#lder the facts, and I'll give you truth
as It wan!" she declared hotly. I
was at school. Then I meot you, and
I nocepted you, for I know—or
thought"—with eutting emphnals—
“that I loved you, d I wrole at
onco to the other fellow—he was hard-
Iy more than a boy—and discarded
him. There, that I8 the truth, and
more of it Is that T was a fool to do,
it. He at least was a gentloman!'|

With & sob of mge she flod from
the room. Her husband stood looking
at thie door she had slammed behind
her, “It's hell!™ he muttered between
set teoth. “That's what 1t 1s, hell!"

Then, with a sudden chill, heg ap-
preciated that, though angry, he was
not wounded., Once such & scene with
Daisy would have wrung his heart.
Now ha felt no tefderness of pity for
her, Was his love dead? he asked
himself. And waa hers, too?

After that epizode the shams of mu-
tual considerption which each had
reared during the past years were of-
ten down. Dalsy llked her eage too
much to quarre] unnecessarlly, and, as
It was more comfortable to be plens-
ant than unpleasant, she did not, un-
less already angered, seek cause for
quarrel, and her husband followed her
lead. But only those who aro bound
to each other by law and the church
know how many inescapable causes
of friction ecccur in the family life,

It is strange how certaln traditions
hold when that for which they first
stood I8 gone, how thosa who deny
the spirit still cling to the form. This
is shown In nothing more strongly
than in the meaningless nightly kiss
exchanged in some households be-
tween the uncongenial heads. It
amused Dan that Dalsy kept up this
| custom. Bhe, not being of an analytle
or Introspective nature, retalned the
hablt of pausing each night long
enough to drop upon his unrespon-
glve lips the perfunctory percussion
that had replaced tha wifely kiss.
The irony of the situation caused his
nature to revolt on a certaln night on
which, as ho had & cold, he had gone
to his room early. It was on the eve-
ning of the annual dinner of the
musioal club, to which each mem-
ber was allowed to bring a guest. As
Dan had been the unwiling victim
upon several of these occaslons, he
found himself reconciled to the slight
attack of bronchitls which made his
remaining at home on this particular
night advisable. Dalsy declared that
she must go If he was well eénough
to be left, and, she added as an|
afterthought, if Dan did not mind.

Ing In her unusual deference to hls
wishes a happy mood produced by
pleasurable antielpation of an eve-
ning of galety undarkened by the
shadow of his compulsory presence.
At heart he knew that Dailsy would
not let a little thing lke his wishes
stand in the way of the jolly dinner
at Delmonico’s with the set which she
enjoyed, and of which he inwardly dls-
approved. He had volced this disap-
proval long mgo, but his remarks
were met with such outbursts of ve-
hement protest from his wife that
he had not, since then, ventured to
utter any further criticism on this
subject. He did not care enough to
court a scene by interfering.

So this evening, after he and his
boy, who was now over two years old,
had had thelr acoustomed romp, Dan
took his solitary dinner, and went to
his room:. He lay In bed reading
when his wife returned from the Del-
monico dinner at eleven o'clock and
stopped to tell him good nlght. As
she approsched him the acrid odor of
clgarette smoke reached his nostrils.

“Whew!" he ejaculated, “what a
emell of tobacco! Have you had @
clgarette?" he demanded susplciously,
for he was go old fashioned that he
disapproved of women's smoking and
drinking fu public places,

“No,” was ths soft reply, “but all
the men were smoking, and I sat near
Tom Nash, who had an awfully strong
cigar. That's why my halr and dress
smell of It."

Her eyes dld not mest her huas-
band's, and he knew she was evading
the truth. To prevent further ques-
tloning she bent hurrledly and gave
him the usual good night klss. Ha
laughed roughly,

“And I suppose Tom Naah had been
drinking, and the reason your breath
smells of liquor is becauss your lips
wore 8o near his!” he mocked,

For o moment the wife was stag-
gered by the cool brutality of the
speech, then a wave of anger, made
more intense by the champagne sha
had been drinking, swept away her
self-control.

“You brute!™ she exclaimed,

“Only your husband, remember,”
suggested the man coldly.

“That's a8 hard on me as it 18 on
you!™ she retorted.

“You are overexclted, my dear,” re-
marked Drayton, still ealmly, “The
wine you took at dinner has affected
you somewhat, By mornlng you will
be more sane.’

"Ohl"™ she gasped, strikiog her
palms together, “when you talk like
that 1 almost feel as 1f I could kil
youl™

With a yawn the man turned over
on his aide, with his face from her,

Dan did not mind, ho assured her, see- |

a8 though to go ta sleep,

"l'afhn_l;h- eald oolorlesly, “that
wounld be about the kindast thing you
could do and the simplest nolytion to
this whole damnabla businossl’

Then he switchod off the light at
" the head of his bad, leaving the wom-
an to find her way across the room
and into her own chamber by tha
gleam of the hall chandeller,

It wan a week later that Danlel
Drayton, ‘opening his front door with
his  lateh-key on his return from
buslness one night, was arrested hy
the sound of his wife's volce speak-
ing at tho telophome. The Inatru-
ment was In the rear of the hall and
not in sfght from the front dor, but
the words reached the mnster of the
house in that momont In which he in.
stinctively paused: I

“Yes, Tom, he's golng out at
elghtthirty. Conie any tlme sfter
that.”

The husband slimmed the front
door, and his wife, startled, hurried
toward him, where he stood undor
tho glaring coiling light. A glance nt
hig grimly determined ecountenance
told her that her speech had been
overheard, |

“Dan,” she tried to explain, "I was
only telllig—" but her volee falled
her, tralling off feebly Into alluneu.i
and she sank down, trombling, on the
hall chalr pear her, “Well?" ahoi
whispered, looklng up at her hus
band. [

His volece was so unnatura) that uhe

her eyes did not leave his.

“Daolsy,” he sald, “this 18 the end!
I won't stand this life any longer! I
eald long ngo in anger that It wads
hell; now I say it In sober truth. It's
hell for you as well as for me. You |
do not love me; 1 sometimes think |
that you hate me. We are tired of |
each other, It's got to stop! You
may go your way, and ['ll go mine*

As he spoke ha saw n gleam of
hope dawn in the frightened eyes into
which he looked. The pale lips trem-
bled a moment as If thelr owner were
about to cry, but she steadled them
and spoke quickly, almost eagerly.

“Dan, listen to me. I've been falth.
ful to gron.”

He smiled drearily. “As If that
counted,” be sald, “in a case like ours!
Bo far you've boen what the world
calls faithful—I don't pay you haven't,
But you'd always rather be with oth-
er men than with me; you make an ap-
polntment with & man on the only eve-
ning in weeks on whieh I happen to |
have a business engngement, and you
telephone him that I'm to be away!
How long do you think that kind of
thing could go on and elther af _ua

keep a spark of respect?”

Btill the look of hope In the wom-
an's eyes. The hushand saw It with
a pecullar thrill and rushed on, his
volce rising as his excltement In-
creased,

“We mede a mistake In marrylug!
I'm tired of It, 80 are you! | eay I
won't stand for {t any longer, Yeas,
this I8 the end!"

His wife shrank from him, her eyes
still on his face. “When?" she whis.
pered.

"Now!"
I won't—"

He caught his breath sharply. A
childish voice sounded from the land-
ing on the stalrs above him,

“Daddy! Daddy!" came the high
treble. “Aren’t you comin' up?"

The man steadled his voice to az-
swer, though his face was contarted
with a spasm as of physical pain. “Yes,

he ‘uclnlmed. “l swear

son,” he called hoarssly. “In a min-
utat™

But tha bnby volee came agaln,
“Daddy!"

There wns a hurrving of foet In the
upper hall as the nurse hastened to
capture her small charge, who had
for the moment escaped her vigllance.
The nursery door closed behind the
pair. The man dropped upon the lows
er stair, his face buried In his handas,

“The boy!™ he groaned.

His wife sprang up and caught him
by the arm oxcitedly. “You won't
let him make any difference!” she
exclaimed imploringly. “His life 1s all
bafors him! Surely we have a right
to ours!"

Her husband lifted his head and
looked at her, and agaln she shrank
from him, slthough her hand still
clutched his arm. He rose and faced
her,

“Listen!" he sald sternly. “For
the moment I forgot him—God forgive
me! I forgot the child! Yours and
mine, remember—the child that for
our own plensure we called from not
whaera to suffer in this devilish world;
the child for whom we are responsible
fo man and to God Almighty, Can't
you see,” he exclaimed flercely, "that
we have no right to punish him for
our mistakes?

But his wife shook her head as if
dagzed. The man made o hopeless ges-
ture.

“We've got to stand 1t!” he declared
pavagely. *If thers were oanly you
und I we could do as we pleased. But
we'ra tled, tled, do you hear?—and
with a tie made of flesh and blood?
He didn't ask to be born, did he?
Wa've got to pretend to live decent
lives until he needs us no longer., We
can't get awny! We can't!™

The woman uttered a woek wall
“And whksat about me?! What about
mel?”

The man pulled himself roughly
from her grasp on his arm, and she
sank down mgain, trembling, upon the
chalr, still looking up at him.

“You're his mother, that's all I
care!"” he exclaimed, “And that's why
we've got to play the game out
deoath delivers uu!"

He turned snd, without another
glance at the crouching woman, went
heavily up the stalrs toward the room
;n which the child was waiting for

Im,

(Copyrighbt, by Moffal, ‘Yard & Co,)

WOULD GO INTO THE WORLD

Leader Belleves Women Should Cease
to Be “Houschold Drudges” and
0 Gives Her Reasons.

crative and Interesting work fnstead
of being household drudges,

“One reason for this fs that the
middie-aged woman, lke the middle.
aged man, when occupied In business
or lutellectual work, has litle time
to brood over departing youth,

"You know we women become very
AoUr ns woe grow old. But, when we
all work, perhaps the ungallant com-
parison that & cyolonl bachelor once
made to me will losa some of ie truth-
fulne#s. Here ls the comparison;

““Ladies, In thelr childhood, resem.

ble water, As girig of twelve to fif-
teen) they're like lemonade; as young
persons from elghteen to twenty-five,
champaghne; as women of twenty-five
o forty, liqueur. A woman from for-
ty to ffty years of age is equal to
homémade port wine. After ffty,
mont ladies turn to vinegar'*"

‘

Ne Use.

“I'm golng to engage o s battle of
wits,” he anoouncod. t's the use
ot going into battle without any am-
munitionT’ she saked ;

PEST OF THE WEST INDIES]

Planters Wags War Against laulu
of Crabs That Are Destructive
to the Vegetation.

A curloualy destructive put of
Grand Cayman of the British
West Indies in In certain spocles

Koew Goardens notes that such utterly
useless objects as knives and pocket
compasses are hidden away.

Eggs from under s selting hen are
devoured, If not the hen herself, and

#0 many leaves of seedilng cocoanut| other reprehen characteristio,
trees are enten that 6 to 10 cont | less harmful to the pluster, ln can-
“U; Anty may re rep! tbl: eibalism,

erabs have been thoroughly ned Study Men, 3
out Pabaes o hin Sl e e Desh | 16 be lomee e Torks oF the
fnﬂﬂbm with vegetation most celebrated mon of antiquity s to
he complete driving away of the | contlnius In & state of childbood all
criaba.  They our — “ o

derground in the early part of the
year to change shalls, and for
thelr barricades of and rubbish
they nip off or root up saplings three-
quarters of an inch In diameter, An-

utarted ‘violently whon he spoke, but | ffi¥

In autumn-time the good world sesms
To leave mll hate and strife behind;
It Is & thme for plessant Areams,
For clatming peacs and belng kind:
In softest gold and ecrimson drossed,
Calm Nature seems (0 pause awhile
To lure her children to her breast
And show o reminiscent amile.

In sutumn-time the orchards yisld
The riches they have treasursd long!
The rounded stacks thnt grace the fleld
Proclalm a faith still sure and strong!
A haze that softens and subdues
Lendn grace to distant, rugged slopes:
The lambs that play beslde the ewes
Are eloquent of well-won hopes.

In sutumn-time the world appears

« To turn awhile from fretfulness;

Contentment comen to banish fears,
And love reclaima tho pitiless;

Beenea that were drear In former days
Become enchanted and subillme,

And all the peacaful, winding ways
Loead hesavenward, in autumn-time.

CANDID OPINION,

Ong good thing about a church is
that one needn't feel ashamed (f one
is seen golng In even at & side door.

Most of the explaining is done by
mon who act upon their first ims

Consclence, like the housébreaker,
does most of Its work after dark.

1t only one fool 18 born every mins
ute It is evident that fools never die
in thelr Infancy.

Optimism 1s a good thing, if one
doesn't try to use It as A substitute
for hard work.

The man who la always golog to do
something important tomorrow may
never do it, but, even so, he has an {m.
portant advaniage over the man who
thinks there Is no chance left for
him.

A Liberal Soul,

"1 tell you, It's unreasonable for a
man to expect his wife to get along
on nothing while he Is spending monsy
having & good time*

“I agree with you. Most of the do-
mestic unhappiness ls caused by men
who expect their wives to take car of
thelr homes and get nothing for {t but
what they have to eat and wear."

“You've got the right {dea. 1 give
my wife & dollar & week for pin
money, whether she needs It or not™

Lucky.

*l conslder my wite the lovellest
woman In the world."

“l congratulate you. A man who
conslders his wife the lovellest women
in the world has a blessing that s
groater than riches. He ls luckler
than the man who hes millions aod is
bored when he has to be alone with
his wife. How long have you been
married?”

“It will be =mix weecks next Thurs

Bansible.

"Your son's wife seoms to be such
a sensible girl.”

“She 18 sensible. When his salary
was ralsed $6 n week recently she
stubbornly declined to have their mode
of lving changed so that it would cost
them $10 a week more.”

A CRUEL MAN.

“My dear,” he
suld, "we've got to
call o halt. We
can't go on for '
ever llving be-
yond our in-
come!"

“Thare,” she re
plled. 1 knew

He Couldn't Help It
“l bave to laugh every time 1 see
“He tan't bhelp his looks.”
“1 know; but his wife thinks every
ather woman is trylng to Jure him
away from her”

Easy.
“Oh, I just love children.* :
“It 1e too bad you have nons of your
own."
“Why, how did you find out that g
of ownt" .
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