
a minute. I'd llko to talk noma more.
You're out In tho 'world and I'm quite
alone. Peoplo anen't ns t'runic with
me as they mlht he. Suppine I'm
your mother Just let mn say It and
my husband wanted a divorce he's
old enough to brj your father we'd all
get together todlnd out why, wouldn't
wo?"

"I suppose we would," and Katlr
crlne took the' chair Mrs. Slad had

Mary, very much pluuaed, but very
much In awe of the senator's daughter.
"You called on me once before, hut
I had a headache. I've often wished
since I hadn't had It. Won't you take
off your things and sit down. It's very
kind of you to call."

Katherlne thanked her and sat
down. She had not expected to find
such a sweot Utile, woman In Mrs.
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of Dan going back to the house, now
I'm out of it?"

Tlie bell that never hesitates to In-

terrupt at any moment rang Insist-

ently. Mary Jumped about In her ex-

citement and finally took down the
receiver. 8he dropped It as hastily
and backed away.

"You'd better answer It, Rob."
"It's Slade," Bob declared, holding

bis hand over the transmitter. "He
wants to talk to you."

"No, slree!" Mary waa vehement.
"Cut him off! I ain't going to talk to
him. I've got-tw- o lawyer. Tell him
to have his lawyer talk to mine. My
heart's so hard against him I couldn't
listen to the sound of my own voice,"
and she sank weakly luto a chair as
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indicated.
"What I want to know is why

pciplo think Mr. SUide wants a dl- -

voice? Why, isn't a separation had
enough?"

"I don't know that I" For the lite ot
'

her she could think of no answer to
this directly simple line of questioning,

"Well, there's only one reason I

ever knew of," Mary continued, "when
a man's so Insistent. I gueBS you
know the kind of reason I meana
well a younger reason."

"You mean a woman?" Kath- -

erlno's voice was cold and firm.
"Yes, I do. It doesn't seem to snr- -

prise you," Mary declared suddenly
noticing that Katherlne had known at
once Just what she hud In mind. "Miss
Strickland, I think you know some- -

thing moro than you're telling me
and you hate to say it. What would
you do in my place?" she asked as
Katherlne' silence gave virtual as-

sent
"I?" Kntherlno asked vacantly. She

thought a moment. Then quickly, ear-

nestly: "I'll tell you what I'd do, I'd
do what they nil do. I'd save what's
left of the affection I onco had. It's
no use standing over a man with the
end of a chain In your hand; that
docBn't get him back. I'd take his
money, the luxury I'd simply well,
I'd dissolve partnership and I'd go.
I'd go to somo place whero life Inter-
ested me and get w hat I could out of
It. I'd live ns I never had lived, and
I'd make him pay."

"That's a new idea to me." Mary
was listening Intently. "I never
thought of sueh a thing."

"And supposing, Mrs. Slade, that an-

other woman did appear. 1 don't bay
there Is one, but"

"But Is there?" Mary persisted.
"I didn't say eo. Hut I do know

this: If wo do love anyono, and lin y
really love us, they never get over it
and we never got over it, either, for
thero's always something In our hearts
that we can't we can't forget. And
tako a man who's not young, like Mr.

Slade, why, no other woman could be
anything at nil to him 1 mean any-
thing more than something to keep up
his position."

"I see," replied Mary, thoughtfully.
"Someone to sit in his box at the op-
era someone to go ubout and do him
credit. Miss Strickland," slio paused
a moment and looked at Kntherinu
earnestly, "there Is such n woman, and
you know It I believe, Miss Strick-

land, I bollovn the Lord sent you
straight here to me."

"1 only came to find out what you
intend doing," Katherlne answered,
alarmed and not knowing exactly what
Mrs. Slade meant. "1 mustn't trouble
you nny longer."

"You're no trouble at nil," snld
Mary, detaining hor. "It's the doubt
that troubles mo. Miss Strickland, 1

know perfectly well you must have
heard people tnlking. The words I
want are In your mouth. Come, now,
honestly tell me," she coaxed, "who Is
tho hussy?"

"Mrs. Blade," exclaimed Katherlne,
haughtily, unconsciously drawing her- -

self up.
"I ought not to have used that word,

I know," Mary drew a long breath,
"but I you can't blatno mo. Why,
do you know what It would mean? It
would mean two Mrs. Blades here In
this town or or anywhere he's
known. Two Mrs. Sladee after all
these long, resectable years! Why,
It iBn't human!" and she held up two
accusing fingers. "Oh, no! Every
one would bo askln': 'Which Mrs.
Slade Is thnt the old one or tho new
one he got?' He'd be out with Mrs.
Slade No. 2, while Mrs. Slado No. 1

was home breaking her heart. Well,
they don't catch me like that! Not
much! If that's what it means, thero's
only going to be one Mrs. Slade, and I

wouldn't stoop to be that one. I
fought for his name when ho was free,
but If he Isn't now, I wouldn't haggle
over a mun who didn't resjiect mo
onough to No! She could take him
and his name and his money and I'd
go to whore people didn't know the
sight of my face. Miss Strickland,
there le another woman, and you know
It Out with It like a good girl. Just
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" ou Are Going to Oppose the D-

ivorce?"

rope on a tour." Mer-rl- tt

was determined to make conversa-
tion if he had to do It alone. "I'm
quite nlone. In fact, we're In the same
boat alone."

"I'm not," Hayes burst forth.
"Thank flod, I've got my troubles, but
I'm not married, so I'm not quite
nlone."

Merritt laughed glad
at any kind of response.

"Pardon me, Hayes," he cleared his
throat nervously. "I'd like to talk with
Mrs. Blade."

"Oh, ull right," and with his hands
thrust Int.) his pockets, Hayes strolled
Mnurely Into the kitchen.

"My deur little woman," Merritt be-

gan In his most engaging manner, as
soon as Hayes had left tho room. "You
have my deepest Bymputhy and most

profound respect. Your position I

touching, if you'll excuse me for say-

ing It. I can see your side of It, too.
Now the point is this: A week ago
when you called at the senator's house,
Blade had Just said you were going
East to live permanently. I must say
very few women very few would do
as much for a man. For Instance, Mrs.

Merritt, I know, wouldn't I needn't
tell you thnt tho whole community will
ndmlro you for your reserved dignity
If you go, Mrs. Blade."

"I'm not going," Mary' voice was
ominously quiet.

"You're going to oppose the di-

vorce ?"

"Yes," enmc the soft answer.
"Mrs. Slnde," Merritt began, and

took a quick, apprehensive look In the

direction of the kitchen. "Take a hint
from me! You give it to him! Soak
it to him! He's used you like a dog!
I came hero today to find out If you
meant to fight hJm. I had an Idea
that you did. I'll help you do him up."

"You're talking against the man I
llvnri uHth mnat nt mv Hfn " nnH a Via

flxpd an on h,m ,.you t
rf t out ,)f hoUBO
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"Oo right along, sir! Go along!"
and Mary raised her voice as her tem-

per got tho better of her.
Hayes, hearing the loud tones, ap--

pearod at the kitchen door munching
a biscuit

"How dare you!" ho heard Mary ex-

claim. "You can't abuse my husband
to mo!"

Merritt looked once at Hayes and
once at Mary. Then ho wont

Hayes stood taking lnrge bites out
of the bliicuit, looking at Mary with
an an- :ed smile.

"I'll say all I want about Slade,"
Mary sputtored. "Hut I wont lot any-
one else do tt."

"I've noticod that," returned Hayes,
dryly.

"And I can tend to my own affair,
too."

"I've noticed that, too," still dryly.
"I'm Kind of wound up," Mary con-

fessed. "I'll Just wash my face and
cool off. Then we'll have dinner,
Rob."

She lad no sooner left the room
than a knock came at the door. It
appeared to bo Mary Blade's day "at
home."

"Oh, tho dev " muttered Rob as he
started toward the door. "These
d d curious neighbors!"

He opened tho door abruptly. In-

stead of the gossiping neighbor be
had expected he was confronted by
Kutherino Strickland,

. CHAPTER X.- -

Katherlne was Just as much amazed
at meeting Hdyea as he wa at find-
ing her at the door.

"I didn't know you would be here,"
Katherlne apologized, "otherwise I

Hob's expression silenced her. She
had never seen such an expression In
his eyes before. Katherlne wa radi
antly beautiful today. She knew it
More than that, she had taken par-
ticular care to gown herself In an
exquisite afternoon drees of dull blue,
a gown that had been draped accord-
ing to her own fastidious design. But
In Hob's eyes there was no response
to her beauty or her clothes or her
poise. He didn't even attempt to dis-

guise his dlsguet at her effrontery In
Invading Mrs. Blade's retreat.

"1 want to see Mrs. Blade," Kath-
erlne finally announced.

"I'pon my word!" his voice waa
low, but hoarse. "I never beard of such
a thing as your coming to this bouse.
What do you want here? Want to tell
that llttlo woman you're after - her?
What do you want here?"

"Will you kindly tell Mrs. Blade that
1 am here?" Kathortne'e eyes were
hrd and her mouth a thin strip of
determination.

Slade. The woman wan so little, so
fragile, eo harmless and helpless In
appearance. Even the
cottage mado Its appeal to tho girl's
sensitive spirit; tho shabby furniture
gave her a vision of what Blade's ear-
lier life with this woman must hnvo
been. Instead of her usual poise, she
found herself qulto a little nt n loes
to know what to do or say before the
frank, sincere gaze of Blade's wife.
The questions she hnd meant to blurt
out soon after her arrival remained
mutely on her lips. Instead she found
herself answering the questions that
Mary Blade was asking.

She found herself telling the woman
of her own struggles against Increas-

ing poverty, talking of ber own hopes
and ambitions.

"Mrs. Blade, I don't say this is a
social call." Katherlne found herself
as frank as the woman at the other
side of the table.

"You you know all about my
trouble, Miss Strickland?"

"Yes, that's what Pd llko to talk to

'
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She Had Not Expected to Find Such
a Sweet tittle Woman.

you about, without offending you, It' I

might You see, this trouble conies
very near to us "

"How does It come nonr to you, my
dear?" Mary Interrupted.

"Mrs. Blade," Katherlne set herself
bravely to whnt she knew would be
a bitter task. "My father is virtually
a beggar. You know how we live!
People think we're rich. Well we're
poor! We're getting poorer every day.
Every penny le tied up in polities.
My father was tho first to sen Mr.
Blade's strength. Ho la now living
on Mr. Blade's future."

Mary nodded.
"Mr. 81ade is a very important man,"

Katherlne went on, "but no matter
how much poplo ndmlro htm he can
easily bo ruined by a scandal."

"I haven't any desire to ruin my

husband," Mary protested, quickly.
"No, I'm sure you haven't," Kath-

erlne was more at ease as the
progressed. "Hut you being

here and he being a few miles away,
of course, there's no excuse to be
offered, is there? It is acandul. Po-

litically and socially he's ruined unless
he comes back hero, or you " Kath-

erlne paused, for the sinipla reason
that she didn't have the heart to fin-

ish.
"Or I go away," Mary comploted the

sentence. "Yes, and If I go away I

know what that means. No. I'm not

going away. Miss Strickland, you tell
your father and his friends, from

me"
"Oh, no please," Katherlne object-

ed. "I came quite alono, unknown to
him."

"Well, you might as well tell him
or anyone else that wants to know"

"Oh, no, I couldn't Mrs. Blade. I

couldn't carry any messages. I came
here to find out " Katherlne checked
herself. The situation was suddenly
becoming embarrassing.

"Well, now, you know," Mary an-

swered, "there won't be any divorce."
"I see yes " and she took up hor

gloves, preparatory to going.
"I'm very sorry," Mary explained,

"that others Bhould suffer through
this, but that's how It stands. For
once In hi llfo Dan Slade Is not go-

ing to have his own way." Bhe smiled.
"Now, let' talk of eomethlng else. I
hear you draw pictures of your dresses

designs. Is that one of your own
gowns?"

"Oh, yes," Katherlne replied, ami-

ably. "I often do little sketches for
the fashion magazines, and I do busts.
My friends think it's a fad, when ns
a matter of fact It' for money, for
clothes and things."

"I had no Idea." Mary was all sym-
pathy and understanding. "You're so
young and need pretty things. That's
one of the Joys I've missed dressing
a daughter! You know," ehe began,
suddenly, "I've heard a great deal of
you, and you're not at all the young
lady I supposed you were. You're Just
as simple and weet and natural as
you can be. And your affection for
your father!"

Mary got up and, selecting tho love-
liest rose from the cluster in the vaBe,
carefully wiped the stem and handed
It to' Katherlne,

"Won't you stay for a bit of din-

ner? Better have Just a bite."
"I must go." returned Katherlne ab-

sently. Somehow or other she hadn't
quite expectod this sort of a visit.

"I hope I hnvon't said anything to
trouble you," she' hastened to add.
'.'What I said about this ruining Mr,
Blade is Just an echo of what his
friend ay."

"My dear child, you havent hurt my
feeling. Perhaps you know some-

thing I don't know?" she asked, sud-

denly. "Do H dCwn again. Btay Just

Conscious of the nong, Mary remem-
bered the lamb stow thnt oho hud left
cooking on the kitchen fire. ' Dan had
always loved lamb stew; that la, her
lamb atew. She remembered how
heartily he always ate of It, how he
never failed to pass his pluta for a

eeond "helplulg," and how he used
to look up at her and say:

"This Is lapping good, Mary. I
think I will have a bit more."

Juat as If he needed any urging!
Mary found her thoughts growing

very tender when she suddenly re-

membered that' tonight she must sit
tfuwn alone at the tnble, that Instead
of two she would only serve one plate- -

nil or tnai stew. Her heart contracted
with a pathetic, futile longing for
things as "they used to be," and erew
bitter as she remembered conditions
aa they were. The sat with her fiice
pillowed on her arms, so absorbed In
her unhappy reflections that she didn't
hear the door open, didn't henr a etep
until someone leaned over and kissed
her tenderly on the faded cheek that
Dan used to pat so lovingly and declare
waa lovelier tbnn their garden roses.

"Oh, Rob!" Mary exclaimed, start-
ing up In glad surprise. "I didn't hear
you drive up."

"I didn't," Bob laughed,
"My car Is stranded two

blocks back," and he threw his linen
duster on the eofa as Mary hastened
In her fond little way to take his hand
and hover about him.

"It's strange how near town this
place seems to be," Bob rattled on.
"When we lived here before It was
clear out lu the country, but with

motor car It's right next door to
town."

"Well, aunty," and he stretched
llmself out in an easy chair, "I sup

pose It's like heaven to you to get
back here to- the old home you lived
in so many yeare?"

"Yea," Mary agreed, rather Indiffer-

ently.
"Any of the old neighbors left, I'd

like to see them some of 'em."
"I never noticed before how many

questions . old neighbors could ask,
Rob," Mary sighed, aa she recounted
the curious, visits of her old friends,
who had inquired anxiottely and re-

peatedly for Mr. Blade, how he was

getting on, and when he would be
down, and a doxon other questions lu
the phraseology of people who, as old
friends, take the liberty of coming as
near as possible to demanding that
you unburden your soul to them on
the spot. "You'll kind of have to
dodge 'em, Bob. I don't know when
I've lied so. What do you think of

man who forces a woman to lie?"
"Well," Hayes hated the old subject,

hated the thought of Mary dwelling
continually on her unhapplness.
"nij.i i. . . I ainjA9 Bnjwiuu ujnj kuuw nwui maun auu
he began to toy with the spools of
thread that Mary had been using for
the Inevitable sewing that had so an-

noyed her husband.
"Either they don't know or they

want to find out more than they al-

ready know," Mary answered, wearily.
"So I sit here lying and lying."

"You Intend to stick it out and stay
heror

"Yes," Mary answered with a quiet
determination.

"Well, he can't call this desertion,"
Hayes went on. "You own this house

together. It's your home as well as
his." .

"Yea," agreed Mary, "but It's awful

flgbtlug my husbund. What's the mat-

ter with you. Hob? You UBed to tell
me a lot about Miss Strickland, and

lately you have you had any trouble?"
he asked, kindly, forgetting ber own
orrow at the thought of tho possible

unhapplness of this young man whom
he loved as tenderly as it he had been

her own son. t
"Don't let us talk about her," Bob

objected.
"All right, Robert." Mary attempted

to be cheery as she saw how abstract-
ed and dejected Bob was. "Dinner
will be ready In a minute and you
can alt right down."

"I won't give in to him!" she de-

clared as she put on an extra plate
and knife and fork. "I'll never give
him that divorce."

"Don't you ever think of anything
elae?" Hayes questioned, soberly.

"No; it' no use, Robert; I get hot
and cold hating my husband when I

think how he Is treating me. I know
It' wrong, buf I do I Sometimes when
I wake up suddenly in the night and
sea the old room and remember that
he's living at hi club and enjoying
life aim -- .) here miserable, I Just
get sick hating him."

"Now, auntie" Hayes was anxious
to divert her attention "I wouldn't
think of that You have the best of
him. You've got him beaten. 1 have
ft good lawyer for you, and he'll be out
to see you today. You know I'd take
the case myself, but tt wouldn't be pro-
fessional. You've positively made up
your mind to fight the divorce to a
flnlahT"

"Tooth and nail!" Mary's answer
came through eet tooth.

Then you've got him. He can't
fight a woman In tho courts In his

position, with hi nomination before
him,"

"I've got him, have If Mary was
JJ eagerness now,

"You're sure of It? Was he very
mad about my coming here? Ha my
lawyer seen his lawyer?"

Hayes answered the last of her many
question first. "They met today."

"Did yon get me two lawyers, Rob?"
"Yes, I got two. I got b whole

Arm."
"Do you think I need another so'

to be surer
Hayes )agheij.

. "You have all you peed, auntie,"
"Thank Qod, J got the telephone In

pa they can call me up." Mary was
Utmost feverish In her excitement, "I
couldn't go on the witness stand. He
doesn't know that, though. Any signs

Hayes continued to converse with
Blade. "No, she say not," he was
saying. "No, I am not out here wind-

ing her up or advising her," and he
banged up the receiver.

"What'd he say?" Mary waa wring-
ing her hands In her uncontrollable ex-

citement.
"Oh, he Juat called me a skunk and

cut off," answered Hayes, as he non-

chalantly lighted a cigarette. He paced
up and down the room for a moment
and then turned on her:

"God! I'd like to haul him through
every court In the country. The scoun-
drel!"

"I don't like to hear you talk like
that about him, Rob," Mary remon-
strated. "He's been a pretty good
friend te you."

"Well, perhap." Haye tried to
calm herself for her sake. "He's all
right, I suppose."

"I dunno that he la." Mary's mood
was variable. "When I think of that
divorce "

"filade's coming down here today,

nunty. lie declare you're here under
his very eyes, and he's determined
that you shall go away, and desert
him and give him the opportunity to
divorce you. Ho says the whole coun-

try will know of the trouble unless
you go away. That's what he said
over the phona"

"Well, I'll stay right here. I can't
get over It, Rob," and her voice quiv-
ered in spite of herself. "I can't get
over the suddenness of It; his want-

ing that divorce happened Just like
that," and she snapped her fingers to
illustrate her meaning. "Before that
he never thought of It. It's curious,"
she paused, thoughtfully: "do you
xnow u.bi sometimes wnen I get w
thinking about come
over me, an Idea that shut that out- -

A I ) V. II U I A I.niun uuui, ivuu. Bile uumuitlllueu uw- -

fore she would continue. "I wonder
If there Isn't I declare I'm ashamed
to Bay It but I wonder If it could be
possible that there' some woman,"
she finally managed to get the word
out.

"Auntlel" It was not necessary for
Hayes to folgn surprise, for, although
he knew the situation, he bad been
confident that such a "thought had
never entered Mary Slade'

thought.
The pent-u- emotion of day broke,

and Mary sank sobbing Into a chair,
burying her face In her hands. With
the expression of the thought that
heretofore she bad never admitted
even to herself, her van-
ished and she cried out desperately:

"Well, what do you think he wanted
that divorce for so suddenly?"

"People usually do get divorced
when they can't get on, lon't they?"
Hayes was willing In He to shield her
from the knowledge that he knew
would be the bitterest part of all the
wormwood that she had already tasted.

"Sometimes I wonder," Mary con-

tinued, reflectively, "sometimes I'm
almost positive that No! Slade Isn't
that sort of a man. My husb nd Isn't
thnt sort of a man, Rob."

"No, of course he Isn't."
"You didn't know what I was going

to say," she objected.
"Yes, I did. About women."
"He never noticed any other worn-an,- "

she told herself positively.
"No," Hayes agreed.
"You haven't heard of anything Rke

that, have you?" (he questioned.
"No, no, I haven't" Haye wa find-

ing the extremely
trying, convinced as be wa that Mary
must be saved from the knowledge of
Katherlne at any cost "If there were

anything, you'd hear It Don't worry."
"Robert," and she looked at him In--

tently. "Would you tell me If--

"No. I would not!" asserted Hayes
vigorously. "Haven't you got enough
trouble now?"

"But Robert, you ere my friend,
aren't you? You ought to"

He wa caved from any further
question along that unwelcome llhe

by the sound of the doorbell and a
moment later Merritt opened the door
without ceremony.

"Well!" Haye wa far from cor-
dial.

"I beg your pardon for entering bo

abruptly." Merritt wa the same old
talkative, suave, ,

"but I waa bound to see
Mr. Blade. I'm for the Blade family
but I'm for all the Slade family, to I
hope you won't make a stranger of
me."

Mary wa politely Indifferent and
Haye, with back turned, wa tapping
bis foot uneasily on the floor. Alto-- 1

gethor not the warmest welcome a
man ever received.

"This man I likely to publish any-

thing you may say, auntie," Hayes
warned over bis shoulder.

"Oh, come now, Hayes," objected
Merritt "I'm here on perfectly
friendly visit I well remember this
little place," and he looked about "I

stopped here some year ago and Mr.
Blade brought us a drink of water.
81ade was In hi shirtsleeves, re-
member. Big man, sjadel" and he
eyed Mr. Blade Inquiringly, "Big
man!" be exclaimed again a Mary
remained silent, her feature giving
no clew to ber feeling,

"Well, my wife has gone off to Eu--
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"Flrst, I want to know what you're
going to say to her," Hayes demanded.

"Whether I ay It today or tomor-
row doesn't matter," Katherlne

quietly. "I'll say It. Bo you
might as well let her know I'm here
and go." .

"All right, but do you think you had
better risk It? You look out! When
she discover" Mary's entrance at
this moment checked Hayes' warning,
Bhe looked questlonlngly, first at Kath-

erlne, then at Hayes.
"I'll be bock, auntie, In a very few

minutes," Hayes remarked. "I've got
to work on my car. This Is Mis
Strickland," and he shut the door.

"Oh Miss Strickland,? repeated

"There, There, Don't You Cry "tor Me."

eay it end I'll take your advice. Ill
make the best of life and go. Just
say it!"

Katherlne quailed bafore this sud-do-

outburst. Then the hope of In-

fluencing the woman to dlvorco hor
husband spurred her on and she re-

plied:
"Ye, there la."
"1b ehe" Mary was unprepared

for the admission In spite ot all she
had said. Hor, voice broke "Is she
young!"

"Yes," came from Katherlne. Even
at that moment tt occurred to ber
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