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CHAPTER XV1il—Continued.
fe tﬁd not_once interrupt her. All
ti‘me she was speaking he was
iying the profile of her face as if

- ximated by its strange immobility.
» the matter of a full half-hour he

- Q!!_themﬂ.hisback against 2 post,
‘arms folded across the breast of
thick ulster he wore, staring at
dr!nking In every word of the
ry she told A lock of surprise
pt inﬂohs face when she came to
point where the thought of marry-

- Hetty -to the brother of her victim

{ began to’ manifest itself in ‘her
Agna. For a time the look-of in-
-dulity remained, to be succeeded
»» utter‘scorn as she went 'on with
l'eeital. ~Her reasons, her excuses,
exnhnaﬁons for this master stroke

. the ‘way of compensatmn for all
=t she had endured at the hands of
scornful, Wrandalls, all of whom
‘e ‘hateful to her-without exception,
véd him deeply. He began to un-
- stand the forces that compelled her
resort to this Machiavellian’ plan
revenge on them. She admitted
rything: her: readiness to blight
" iy’s life forever; her utter callous-
& in la¥ing down these ugly plans;
- surpessing vindictiveness; her re-
-tions on the triumph she was to
by whan ber aims were fully at-
led. She confessed to a genuine
-—!m' Hetty Castleton from the ‘be-
umg but it'was cutweighed by that

- ag.'she could .only describe as an
*-egsion!: How she hated the
* - andals!: Then came -the

» ier a6 & revelation from God. Hetty
',;;not_been to blame. The girl was
:-ocentiof the ome sin that called
mgeance 26 far as she was cqj-
- wd. The slaying of Challis Wran-

- i was justified! All these Ijonths
. 2ad been harboring a WoZan she
{ved fo have been his Distress as
 his murderess. - J¥ was not so
Jurderess fh5t she would
pon the i

* o,

gi.r .8he. had loved her
t. - Back of it all,
Iaxf,the ‘stern, unsuspected
M!’:m the very beginning she in-

kit ctﬁnh’lmdknovmtmsgxrlt.obe
inn )g.mt c! guile, Her house
o® <ards. rell down. There was noth-

; leﬂo:[rheplans on which it had
. --.1, ‘comstrucied. It had all been
w:pb away, even as she strove fo
nzo-eet it asa.tnst destruction, and the
dn md was strewn with the -ashes of
burnt out. . She was
.ked 1:0 find that she had even

. npon’ the evil spot! Al-

= o<t word for word she repeated Het-
- own story of her meeting with
= '¥ie Wrandall, and how she went,
by step 2nd blindly, to the last
s-=.@ in ihe tragedy, when his vile-
== -, his true nature was revealed to
“The girl had told her everything.
had thoughe herself to be in love
Wrandall.  She was carried away
is motestatzons. ‘She was infatu-
- {Sara smiled” to herself as she
en! this.' She knew Challis Wran-
'+ fYcharm!)’ The girl believed in
. fmplcitly. When he took her to
an's inn it was to make her ‘his

"~ .gs. she supposed: He had ar
‘aﬂ ‘everything. Then icame the

- She defended herself.
:cameupouhermthemdon
wild night, Braundon, at the place
ated out.  Can*you picture her as

< o described ‘her? ” Can ‘you' pic-

~3:-+¥7- I have told you everything,
ke :amefome,howlpreparedher
‘he. sam.-‘.ﬂce bow she left me. I-
mmtten to her. T cannot. She
hbempﬂthallhersuul,jnstas
Ina ‘&hated the Wrandalls, but with
- er.reason, I confess. ,She would
gimn herself up to the law long
¢ it had not been for exposing
o,the world as her defender, her
cmr - She knew she was not mor-
- zuilty of the crime of murder. In
beginning she was afraid. She
-mterow our land, ovr laws. In
- ghe c¢ame to understand that she
= in no real peril, but then it was
late.. A confession would have
«+d me in an impossible ' position.
see, she thought of me ail this
. Sheloved me 28 no woman ever
1 another. Was not I the wife
1¢ man she had killed, and was
- [the noblest of all women in her
=2 God! And to think of what I
planned for her!”
ds was the end of the story.
18 words died away in a sort of
opering Wwail, falling in with the
1 to be lost to his .straining ears.
head drooped, her arms hung
1y at her side.
)¢ 2 long time he sat :here in si-
e, looking out cver the darkening
ar, unwilling, unable indeed, to
k. His beart was full of compas-
for her, mingling strangely with
£t was left of scorn and horror.
at could he say to her?
t last she turned to him. “Now
Enow all that T can tell you of
ty Castleton—of Hetty Glynn. You

.
~

~_—~""1d not have forced this from me,

ndon. She would not tell you. It
3 left for me to do in Iny own good
e. Well, I have spoken. What
¢ you to say?”

I can only say, Sara, that I thank

= crawa'kening when the truth came |-

ber despair; her hopelessiess, her |-
beginning to end. You know how
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“I thank God for you, for her and
for'everything. I thank God that she
found him out in time, that she killed
him, that you shielded her, that you
failed to .carry out your devilish
scheme, and that your heart is very
sore today.”

“You do-not despise me?”’

“No. I am sorry for you.”

Her eyes nagrowed. "I don't want
you to feel sorry for me.”

“You don’t understand. I am sorTy
for you because you have found your-
self' out and must be despising your-

Ir ”»

“You have ‘guessad- the truth. I de-
spise myself. But what could be ex-
pected of me?’ she asked ironically.
“4s the Wmndalls would say, ‘blood
will tell?”

" “Nonsense! Donft talk like that!
It is quite unworthy of you. In spite
of everything, Sara, you .are wonder-
ful. The very thing you tried to do,
the way you went about it, the way
you surrender, makes for greatness in
you. If you had gone on with it ang
succeeded, that fact alone would heve
put you in the -class with- the. _.',rea.t,
strong, virile women of historr.. It—

“With the Medicis, tbs Borgias
and—" she began- bitterly.

“Yes, with them. FEut they -were
great women, just the same. You-are
greater, for you heye more than they
possessed: 2 cgnscilence. I wish I
could tell you just what I feel: I
haven't the words, 'I—"

“I only want you-to tell me Lhe
truth. Do you despise me?”

“Again I say that I do mot. I can
oLy say that I regard you with—yes,
with awe.

“As one mmight think of a deadly
serpent.”

“Hardly that,” he said, smilmg 101-
the first time. He crossed over and
Jaid his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t
think too meanly of yourself. I under-
stand it all. You lived for months
without a heart, that's all.”

“You put it very gently.”.

“F think I am right. Now, you've
got it back, and it's hungry for the
sweet, good things of life. You want
to be happy. You want to Iove again
and to be loved. You don’t want to
pitied. I understand. Ii’s the return
of 2 heart that went away long months
ago and left an empiy place that you
filled with gall. The bitterness "is
gone. There is something sweet in
its place.. Am I not right?”

She hesitated. “If you mean that
I want to be loved by my enemies,
Brandor, you are wrong,” she said
clearly. T have not been chastened
in that particular”

“You mean the Wrandalls?”

“It is not'in my nature to love my
enemies. We stand on the same foot-
ing as before, and always shall. They
understand me, I understand them. I
am glad that my project failed, not for
their sake, but for my own.”

He was silent. This woman was ‘be-
yond him. He could not understand 2
pature like this.

“You say nothing.- Well, I can’t ask
you to understand. We wiil not dis-
‘cuss my enemies, but my friends.
What do you mtend to do in respect
to Hetty?”

“I am going to make her my ‘wife,”
he said levelly.

She turned away. Ii'was now quite
dark. He could not see the e:l:pra&-
sion on her face.

‘“What you  have heard does not
weaken yvour love for her?
“No. It strengthens it.™
“You know what she has done.. She

This Woman Was Beyond Him.

has taken a life with ber own hands.
Can you take her to your bosom, can
you make her the mother of your own
children? Remembéy, there is blood
on her hands.”

“Ah, but her heart iz clean!”
“True,” she sald moodily, “her heart
is clean.”

“No cleaner than yours is now,
She uttered 2 short, mocking laugh.
“It isn't necessary to say a thing
like that to me.”

“] beg your pardon.”

Her manner changed abmptly She
turned to him, intense and serious.
“She is so far away, Brandon. On
the other side of the world, and she
is full of loathing for me. How am I

i for everything,” he szid slowly.
For everything?”
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JUND PACE TOO STRENUOUS

ther Had to Have Rest If He Was
- to Continue His Companicn-
ship With Son.

‘Conld vou spare ma?”’

\s the father spoke, 2is once hand-
xe fizure leaped forward slightly
:imi the bor who sat before him,
gl!&):ds hands -trembled nervously.

- boy,” he continued, “about a
_~3nth ago you introduced me to the
- sa¥othenlike-son’ idea, which is now

- - over this country. and
%"@"Wated by eminent educa-
f&¥ dimply -means tbat all fathers

ms‘ia Qompan.ions ¢of their sons,
ﬁl mtimats relationship shall

m Have T done this with you?"

X O Certa
s irlins

rrid

't you spare me

replied.

ainning

have,” replied the;
emblance of a mus-|

1

t0 regain what I have lost? How am
I to make her understand? She went

ment {s that it be continnous. I must
say, however, that you have been a
dead game sport. What do you want
to quit for?”

In reply the kind father, summoning
all his control, said, gently:

“Believe me, I don't want to quit,
but the fact is that since you and I
have been thrown together I have
smoked so many cigarettes, played so
much poker, danced 50 many-new-
fangled dances, raced over the coun-
try in so many autos that I thought if
¥ou didn't mind I would take a couple
of weeks off in some good sanitarium
until I can gather strength enough to
g0 on with the growing friendship be-
tween us."—Life.

Can't Kiss Unwilling Wife.

Whether or not a2 man has a right
to kiss his wife against her will was
decided in the negative by Recorder
John Schwarz in the police court
when he senterced Morgan Martin to
30 days in jeil for displaying such af-
fection for the spouse against her

i protest.

. Mrs. Martin has begun a suit for
alvpres, and has received her first Ge-
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away with T_h.at last ugly thought ofl
me, with the thought of me as I ap-
peared to her on that last, enllghten-l
ing day. All these months it-has been
growing more horrible to her. It has
been beside her all the time. All
these months she has known that I
pretended to love her as—”

“I don’t believe you know Hetty
well as you think you do,” he bﬁe

in. “You forget that she lovegh
with all her soul. You can'’t iove
so easily as all that. It be all

te and ask

right, Sara. You must
her to come back.

“Ah, but you dcp# know!” Then
she related the stgfy of the liberated
canary bird. y:ty understands. The
cage door is gpen. She may return
when she ghdoses, but—don't you sea?
—she - come of her own free
wul-’i A
“Yoif will not ask her to come?”

4Xo. It is the test. "She will know
that T have told you everything. "You?
will go to her. Then she may under-
stand. If she forgives she will’come
back. There is nothing else to say,
nothing else to consider.”

“I shall go to her at once,” he =said
resolutely.

She gave him a guick, searching
glance.

“She may refuse to marry you, even
now, Brandon.”

“She/can’t!” he cried. An instant
later his face fe]l. “By Jove, I—I sup-
pose the law will Hiave to' be consid-
ered now. She will at least have to
go through the form of a trial.”

She whirled on him angrily. “The
law? What has the law to do with
it? Don’t be a fool!”

“She ought to be legaliv exoner-
ated.” he said.

Her fingers gripped his arm ﬁercely.
“T want you'to. understand one thing,
Brandon. The story I have told you
was for your ears alone. The secret
lives with us and dies with us.”

He looked his relief. “Right! It
must go no farther. It is not a mat-
ter for the law to decide. You may
trust me.”

“I am cold,” she said. He heard:
her teeth chatter distinctly as she
pulled her thick mantle closer about
her throat and shoulders. “It Is very
raw and wet down here. Come!” |

As she started off along the long,
rarrow pier, he sprang after her,
grasping her arm. She leaned rather
heavily against him for a few steps
and then drew herself up. Her teeth
still chattered, her arm trembled in
his clasp.

“By Jove,  Sars,
cried, in distress.
the marrow.”

“Nerves,” she retorted, and he some-
how felt that her lips were sét and
drawn.

“You must get’ to bed right away.
Hot bath, mustard, and all that. Il
not stop for dinner. Thanks just the
same. I will be over in the morn-

“When will you sail?” she asked,
‘after 2 moment.

“] can't go for ten days, at least
My mother goes into the hospital next
week for an operation, as I've told you.
I can’t leave until after that's over.
‘Nothing serious, but—well, I can't go
away. I shall write to Hetty tonight,
and cable her tomorrow. By the way,
I—I don’t know just where to find her.

You see, we were not to write to each-
other. It was in the bargain. I sup-
pose yau don't know how I can—
“Yes, I can tell you precisely where
she is. She is in Venice, but leaves
there for Rome, by the Express.”
“Then you have been hearing from
her?” he cried sharply.
much: there has not been a day since
she landed in England that I have not
received news: of her! - I have not
been out of touch with her, Bra.ndon.
not even for an hour.” . .
“Good heaven, Sara! You don’t
mean to say you've bad her shadowed
by—by detectives,” he °exclaimed,
aghast.
“Not directly. But I will say this
“Her msald is a very faithful serv-
ant,” was her ambiguous rejoinder.

this is bad,” he
“Yot're chilled to

CHAPTER XVIIl,
) Disturbing News.
He walked home swlftly throngh

tumultuous thoughts. “+ The revela-
tions of the day were staggering;-the
whole universe seemed.to have turned'}’
topsy-turvy eince that devastating
hour at Burton's inn. Somehow he
was not able to confine his ‘thoughts
to Hetty Castleton alone. She seemed
to sink into the background, despite
the absolution he had been. so ready,
80 eager to grant her on hearing the
story from Sara’s lips. Not that his
resolve to search her out and claim
her in spite of everything was likely
to weaken, but that the absorbing fig-
ure of Sara Wrandall stood out most
clearly in his reflections.

What an amazing creature she was!
He could not drive her out of his
thoughts, even when he tried to con-
centrate them on the one person who
was dearest to him of all in all the
world, his warm-hearted, adorable
Hetty. Strange contrasts suggested
themselves to him'as he strode along,
head bent and shoulders hunched. He
could not help contrasting the two
women. He loved Hetty; he would
always love her, of that he was posi-

cree. Aartin admitted that he had
forcibly kissed his wife, but said that
he dearly loved her, and could not
bear to be separated from her with-!
out some display of affection. f
_ Martin met his wife on the stree:, |
and after attempting to persuade her
to return- to him held her while he
kissed her good-by.—Savannah (Ga.)
Dispatch to the New York Sun.

Mean Insinuation.
i She was a plump widow with two
Icharming daughters. She had been a
‘relic” just a year, and was beginning
to wear her “weeds” lightly. All the
same when the new curate called upon
her she sighed:

*“An, I feel the loss of my poor, dear
husband very much. I never have any
appetite for anything new.”

The curate was all sympathy, and in
| the endeavor to cheer her by pointing
| out what a comfort to her her daugh-
ters must be, replied:

“I can gquite understand that, but
vou are soiaced in—"
“S.r-r!” interrupted the indignant

“allow me to inforn: you that I

\
|

lady,
am not laced iz at 21l.”

| drive it out. He thought of her as

‘his hand, he allowed his thoughts to

‘beyond.

the early night, his brain seething with'|

it wasn't hinspirin’.

tive. She was Sa¥s superior in ev- |
ery respect, infififely so, he argued.
And yet thergffas something in Sara
that could #6wd this adored one, this
perfect g8 out of his thoughts for the
time #ing. He found it difficult to
ntrate his thoughts on Hettv
leton.

"How white and ill Sara bad looked
when she said good night to him at
the door! The memory of:her dark,
mysterious eyes haunted him; -he
could see them in the night about him:
They had been full of pain; there were
torrents of tears behind them. They.
bad glistened as i bprnished by the
fires of fever.

Even as he wrote his long, trium-
phant letter to Hetty Castleton, the
picture of Sara Wrandall encroached
-upon his mental vision. He could not

she had appeared to him early in the
spring; through all the-varying stages
of their growing intimacy; through the
interesting days when he vainly tried
to translate her matchless beauty by
means of wretched pigments; up to
this present hour in which she was
revealed, and yet not revealed, to him.
Her vivid face was always before him.
between his eyes and the thin, white
paper on which he scribbled so eager-
ly. Her feverish eyes were looking
into his; she was reading what he
wrote before it appeared on the sur-
face of the sheet!

His letter to Hetty was a triumph
of skill and diplomacy, achieved after
many attempts. He found it hard not
to say too much, and quite as difficult
not to say too little. He spent hours
over this all-important missive. At
last it was finished. He read and re-
read it, searching "for the slightest
flaw: a fatal word or suggestion that
nnght create in her mind the slightest
doubt' as to his sincerity. She was
sure to read this letter a great many
times, and always with the view to
finding something between the lines:
such as pity, resignation, an enforced
conception of loyalty, or even faith!
He meant that she should find noth-
ing there but love. It was full of ten-
derness, full of hope, full of promise.
He was coming to her with a stead-
fast, enduring love in his heart, he
wanted her now more than ever before.

Thers was no mention of Challis
Wrandall, and but once was Sara’s
hame used. There was nntﬁmg in
the letter that could have betrayed
their joint secret to the most acute
outaider and yet she would under-
stand that he had wrung everything
from Sara's lips. Her secret was his.

He decided that it would not be safe
to anticipate the letter by a cable-
gram. It was not likely that any mes-
sage he could send would have the
desired effect. Instead of reassuring
her, in all probability it would create
fresh alarm.

Sleep did not come to him until after
three o'clock. At two he got up and
deliberately added a postscript to the
Jetter he had written. It was in the
nature of a poignant plea for Sara
Wrandall. Even as he penned these
lines, he shuddered at the thought of
what she had planned to do to Hetty
Castleton. Staring hard at the black
window before him,-the pen still in

dwell so intimately on the subject of
his well-meant postscript that her
ashen face with its Durning eyes
seemed to take shape in the night
It was a long time before
he could get rid of the illusion, After-
wards he tried to conjure up Hetty's
face and to drive out the likeness of
the other woman, and found that he
could mot recall a single feature in the
face of the girl he loved!

‘When he reached Southlook in the
morning, he found that nearly all of
the doors and windows were boarded
up. Wagons were standing in the
stable yard; laden with trunks and
crates. Servants without livery were
scurrying about tke halls. There was
an air of finality about their move-
ments.

“Yes, sir,” said Watson, in rebly
to his question, “we are in a rush.
Mrs. Wrandall expects to close the
“ouse thig evening, sir. Wea all go up
this a.fter,noon I suppose you know,
air, -we''ave taken a new apartment
in town." *

+“No!™ exclaimed Booth.

“Yes, sir, we ’‘ave, sir. They've
“been’ decorating it for the pawst two
weeks. “Seems like she didn't care for
the old one we 'ad. As a matter of
fact, I didn't care much for it, either.
She's taken one of them hexpensive
one3 looking out over the park, sir.
You know we used to look out over
Madison avenue, sir, and God knows
Yes, sir, we go
up this afternoon. Mrs. Wrandall
will be down in a second, thank you,
sir.”

Booth actually was startled by her
appearance when she entered the
room a few minutes later. She looked
positively ilL

“My dear Sara,” he cried anxiously,
“this is too bad. You are mazking
voursel! {ll. Come, come, this won't
do.”

I shall be all right in a day or
two,” she said, with a weary littie
gesture. “I have been nervous. The
strain was too great, Brandon. This
is the reaction you might say.”

“Your hand is hot, your eyes look
feverizch. You'd better see your doc-

0 BuCI?/VPMV
tor as soon as you get to town. An!make the sale.
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ounce of prevention, you know.”

“Well,” she said, with a searching’
look into his eyes, “have you written
to her?”

“Yes. Posted it at seven o'clock
this morning.”

I trust you did not go so far as
to—well, to volunfeer a word in my
behalf. You were not 40 do that, you
know.” :

He -looked uncomfortable. “I'm
afraid I did take your name in vain,”
he equivocated. "“You are a—a won-
derful woman, Sara,” he went on,
moved to the remark by a curlous in-
fluence that he could not have ex-
plained any more than he could have
accounted for the sudden gush of
emotion that took possession of him.

She ignored the tribute. “You will
persuade her to come to New York
with you?” -'

“For your sake, Sara, if she won't
come for mine."”

“She knows the cage is open,” was
her way of dismissing the subject.
“I am glad you came over. I have 2
letter from Leslie. It came this morn-
ing. You may be interested in what
he has to say of Hetty—and < your-
self.” She smiled falntly. “He is
determined that you shall not be with-
out a-friend while he is alive.”

“Les isn't such a rotter, Sara. He's
spoile@, but he is hardly to be blamed
for that.”

“I will ‘read his letter to you,” she
said, and there was no little signifi-
cence in the way she put it. She held
the letter in her hand, but he had
falled to notice it before. Now he saw
that it was a crumpled ball of paper.
He was obliged to wait for a minute

or two while she restored it to a read-

able condition. *“He was in London
when this was written,” she explained,
turning to the window for light. She
glanced swiftly over the first page
until she found the place where she
meant to begin. “‘I suppose Hetty
Castleton has written that we met
in Lucerne two weeks ago,”” she read.
“‘Curious coincidence in connection
with it, too. I was with her father,
Col. Braid Castleton, when we came
upon her most unexpectedly. I ran
across him in Paris just before the
aviation meet, and got to know him
rather well. He's a fine chap, don’t
you think? 1T confess I was somewhat
surprised to learn that he didn’t know
she'd left America. He explained it
quite naturally, however. He'd been
ill in the morth of Ireland and must
have missed’ her letters. Hetty was
on the point of leaving for Italy. We
didn’t see much-of her.- But, by Jove,
Sara, I am more completely gone on
her than ever. She is adorable. Now
that I've met her father, who had the
beastly misfortune to miss old Murgat-
royd's funeral, I can readily see where-
in the saying “blood will tell” applies
to her. He is a prince. He came over
to London with me the day affer we
left Hetty in Lucerne, and I had him
in to meet mother and Vivian at Clar-
idge's. They like him immensely. He
set us straight on a good many points
concerning the Glynn and Castleton
families. Of course, I knew they were
among -the best over here, but I didn't
know how fine they were until we pre-
vailed cn him to talk a little about
himself. You will be glad to hear
that he is comifig over with us on the
Mauretania. She sails the twenty-
seventh. We'll be on the water by the
time you get this letter. It had been
our intention to sail last week, but
the colonel had t> go to Ireland for

Booth Was Startled by Her Appear-
ance.

a few davs to settle some beastly
squabbles among the tenants. Next
vear he wants me to come over for
the shooting. He isn’t going back to
India for two years, you may be in-
terested to hear. Two years' leave.
Lots of influence, believe me! We've
been expecting him back in London
since day before yesterday. I dare
say he found matters worse than he
suspected and has been delayed. He
has been negotiating for the sale of
some of his property in Belfast—fac-
tory sites, I believe. He is particularly
anxious to close the deal before he
Jeaves England. Had to lift a mort-
gage on the property, before he could
think of making the sale. I staked
him to four thousand pounds, to tide
him over. Of course, he is eager t0

1 as ever.

'Gad, I almost had
to beg him to take the money. Ter-
ribly proud and haughty, as the butler
would say.
well until he has returned the filthy
lncre. We are looking for him back
any hour now. But if he shouldn’t get
here by Friday, we will sail without
him. He sald he would follow by the
next boat, in case anything happened
that he didn’t catch the Mauretania."”

Sara interrupted herseli to offer an
jronic observation: “If Hetty did not
despise her father so heartily, I should
advise you to look farther for a father-
in-law, Brandon. The colonel is a bad
lot. Estates in the north of Ireland!
Poor Leslie!” She laughed softly.

“He’ll not show up, eh?”

“Not a bit of it,”” she said. “He
may be charged to profit and loss in
Leslie’s books. This part of the letter
will interest you,” she went -on, as
if all that had gone before was of
no impertance to him. “‘I hear inter-
esting news concerning you, my dear
girl. My heartiest congratulations if
it is all true. Brandy iz one in a mil-
lion. I have hoped all along to have
him as a full-fledged brother-in-law, if
that’s the way you'd put it. Father
writes that every one is talking about
jt, and saying what a fine thing it is.
He has a feeling of delicacy sbout ap-
proaching you in the matter, and I
fanecy it's just as well until everything
is settled. I wish you'd let me make
a suggestion, however. Wouldn't it
be wise to let us all get together and
talk over the business end of the
game? Brandy’s a fine chap, a corker,
in fact, but the question is: has he
got it in him to take Challis’ place in
the firm? You've got to consider the
future as well as the present, my dear.
We all do. With his artistic tempera-
ment he might play bob with your in-
terests, and ours too, for that matter.

“Wouldn't it be wise for me to sound

him a bit before we take him into the
firm? Forgive me for suggeésting this,
but, as you know, your interests are

-mine, and I'm terribly keen about see-

ing you get the best of everything.
By the way, wasn’t he a bit gone on
Hetty? Passing 'ta.ncy, of course, and
not deep enough to hurt anybody.
Good oid Brandy!’”

“There is more, Brandon, but it's
of no consequence,” ehe said, tossing
the letter upon the table.
how the land lays.”

Booth was pale with annoyance.
“By Jove, Sara, what an insufferable
ass he is!”

“The shoe pinches?”

“Oh, it's such perfect rot! Im
SOITY on your account. Have you ever
heard of such gall?”

“Oh, he is merely acting as the fam-
ily spokesman. I can see them now
in solemn conclave. They think it
their indisputable right to select a
husband for me, to pass upon him, to
accept or decline him as they see fit,
to say whether he is a prcper man to
hang up his hat and coat in the offices
of Wrandall & Co.”

“Do you mean to say—"

“Let's not talk about it, Brandon.
It is"too silly.”

They fell to discussing her plans for |-£

the immediate future, although the
minds of both were at work with
something else,

“Now that I have served my pur-
pose, 1 suppose :.-ou will not care to
see so much of me,” she said, as he
prepared to take leave of her.

“Served your purpose? What do

you mean?”

“1 should have put it differently.
You have been most assiduous in your
efforts to force the secret from me.
It has been accomplished. Now do
vou understand?”

“That isn't fair, Sara,” he protest-
ed. *“If you'll let me come to see you,
in spite of what the gossips and Mr.
Redmond Wrandall predict,* you may
be sure I will be as much in evidence
1 suppose I have been a bit
of & nuisance, hanging on as I have.”

“1 admire your perseverance. More
than that, I admire your courage in
accepting the situation as you have.
I only hope you may win her over to
your way of thinking, Brandon.
Goodby."”

“I shall go up to town lOmOITOW,
kit and bag. When shall I see you?
We have a great deal left to talk about
before 1 sail.”

“Come when you like.”

“You really want me to come?”

“Certainly.”

He studied her pale, tired face for
a moment, and then shook his head.
“You must take care of yourself,” he
said. “You are unstrung. Get a good
rest and—and forget certains things it
you can. Everything will come out
all right in the end.”

“It depends on what'one is wmlltng
to accept as the end,” he said.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

g Why She Mourned.
“Boo-hoo!” sobbed the lady.

“What are vou crying about?” the

man asked.

“yon know the bread and the jelly
I sent to the fair?”

“Yes.
cheer up—those judges—"

“But it did take a prize—they both
took first prizes—boo-hoo!—

“Well, what are you crying-about?”

“The bread took first prize as the
best specimen of concrete, and the

jelly as the best china cement!”

WANTED "HUSBAND TO LOAF

Only Then Was He Agreeable, Testi-
fied Wife—Sought Divorce From
Her Silent Spouse.

We read of him in three places in]
the dispatches of the day. The first |
case was where a man kissed his wife |
against her will, which made her so
mad that she had him arrested for
assault and battery,-.and the court|
sentenced him to thirty days in jail |

Next case was where a woman had
her husband arrested for getting
drunk and abusing her. When before |
the court, here is what she said:

“My man's 2 fine man when he's
sober. The trouble is he earns money |
and spends it on liquor. The nnly‘
time he's behaved himself was when
he wasn't working and got no money.
I have an income and can support the
family. I wish you'd make him quit
WOrk."

“All right,” said the judge. And
he sentenced the husband not to work
for thirty deys.

‘The third case was a suit for di-.

where the wife charged ths,tl

| poses.
i lens has been found which was un-

! turies before the birth of Chrizt.

her husband would not speak to her.
He would eat his meals without a
word, then sit down with & paper and

| read without looking at her or speak-
| ing to her.
i for a long time.

So it has been gelng on
Of course the court
granted the wife a divorce. Having
a silent, sour husband arcund is in-
| tolerable.—Ohio State Journal.

Wisdom of the Ancients.

It is now believed that the ancients
used telescopes for astromomical pur-
In excavations in Babylonia a
used in a telescope cen-
The
ancienta, both Chaldean and Egyptian,
| were acquainted with the planetary
system, kpew that the earth was
round, could calculate meridians ex-
actly, calculate thn orbits of the plan-
ets: in fact. paid great attention to
eclipgses of the sun and moon. o oc-
cultatians of the planets, to the mwo-
tions of the planets, and the determi-
nation of their periodic and s¥nodic
times, to the construction of tables of
the fixed stara- and the mapping of

doubtediy

them into "on5=e‘!atmn< and to =et-|

tling the exact length of the true'solar
It is fair to presume, then, that
they had telescopes to aid.them iIn

year.

their work.

Crown Prince a Hunter.

Crown Prince Frederick Willlam
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| “Thunder Bird” - of Blackfeat

J
d |
|
!

He said he wouldn't sleep |

“You see |

Didn't it take a prize? Well,

Indians Not a Myth.

Finding of Frozen Body of Bird Puts
to Rout Expressed Skepticism of
White Men of Glacler '
i Park Reservation.

| Glacter Park Station, dont—The
| weird legend of the “Thunder Bird,”
long regarded as gospel by the Black-
feet Indians of Glacler Park reserva-
| tion, and much smiled at by the skep-
tical white man, now seems 1o be
glven a ‘concrete fomda.tion by the
recent discovery of a specimen of the
Willow Ptarmigan at the ‘topmost
edge of the timber line on the moun-
talns of Glacier National park.

The bird was found frozen to death
and the Indians now are lamenting
lest it was stricken by the Great Spir-
it as an ill omen to the entire Black-
feet tribe. The dead object of awe
to the red man was brought to Glacier
station by Chief Three Bears, who
made the trip over the mountains on
snow shoes in order to intercept
Louis. W. Hill, president of the Great
| Northern railway, and have him take
it to a taxidermist to be preserved.
Mr. Hill delivered the “sacred bird”
to a renowned Rocky mountain taxi-
dermist. © The ornithologist rather
took the railway magnate's breath
away when, upon examining the dead
bird he exclaimed: “Why, Mr. Hill,
yot have got a rare specimen here!
It is the Wiliow Ptarmigan, which is
of . great scientific interest among
ornithologists. Chapman’s Color Key
shows .the Willow Ptarmigan has
been reported only twice in the United
States, once from Maine and once
from Massachusetta.”

The bird is being set up as true to
life as the dermist’s skill can make
it and it will be placed in the crotch

‘old buffalo skin tepee which has been
pitched, on exhibition, in the forest
lobby of the big log hotel at the east-
ern gateway to Uncle Sam’s newest
national park.

Here is the translated story of the
“Thunder _Bird” which Old@ Three
Bears faithfully repeats to this day:

“Long ago there was an old msan
who was called Four-Bears. When he

Watching for the “Thunder Bird.”

was a young man the Blackfeet were
camping on Elk river. It was in
summer. The long-time rein had com-
menced. In the morning, when he
went for the horses (to bring them
into camp), he came to this river. He
saw there was a bird, (that) was sit-
ting (near the edge cf the water). He
walked toward it. When he was look-
ing at it, then he knew, (that) the
bird did not belong to this country.
Its feathers were all of different
colors, its legs were colored the same.
It had three'claws. It would not open
its eves (literally: look). He then
caught it. Then he took it home.
When he entered, all the chiefs were

of the poles of the one-hundred-year- |

'a.n-anchiseoranelecﬁonthatm

{ | free; but who would ever have thonght -

RATHER D
T THAN ALVE

De lomble Condition of lmphl

Lady Whose Troubles Huhplud
Until Life Became Alnmt_

Unbearable

Lumpkin, Ga.—Mrs.- G W. Boot!l -
_of this place, says: -“1 suffered with
dumb chills and fever and was ‘very -
irregular. Was also nervous and
weak, short of breath, couldn't do~my
housework without it being a burden,
and then I began suffering untold mis- ,/
ery in my left side and back. I got to”-
where I would rather have been. dgﬂl
than alive. :
1 tried many remedies, but. thay
failed to help me. f
Finally, I purchased twb bottles ot
Cardui, the woman’s tonic, “Znd bem 5
taking it according to directions.

Cardui helped me right away. I be-

lieve it saved my life.

I cannot praise Carduil enough to

1y lady fiiends. It is certainly the
medicine Jor suffering women zand

girls.”

Iryouhaveanyottheallmentssn

common to women, or if“you feel the

need of a good, strengthenf.ng tonic,

we urge you to-give: Carduia.trhl. It

has helped thousands o( women in its.

past 50 raarsotmasispmen 5

by the numerous emthusiastic letters = -
of gratitude, similar to the a‘bove, S o7
which come to us every 'day.

Don’t delay. -This letter from Mrs
Booth should convince you that Cardui
iz worth a trial.- Get a bottle from
your druggist today.. Yoq'l.l ‘never re-
gret it—Adv. : :

Using Up Mimke& 4 3

A mother was showing her -small _'_
daughter how to do something.” Later .
the child made 2 mistake, but the-
mother advised her not to worry about’ 2
it,» but to® remember never to make
that same error again, and explained
that if we profited by our. mistakal :
they .were useful after all.

“Oh, I krow why,” answeradﬂm 1it-
tle one. “Because if you keep on
making and ‘making mistakes by and
by “here won't be any'\mor& mistakes .
left.”

If only true. how, nice this wonid be! N

\

R 4

e

New Modern Danetng

The leading Expert and Instructor in New York
City, writes: “Dear Sir:—I bave used ALILXN'S
&1@515:& I’b‘:anﬂlﬂﬂlc m;:;am
shoes, for ® past ten years. ' amw
all who are compelled to be ou their feet. ‘Idance
elght or ten hours daliy, and fivd that ALLEX'S
FouT-EASE keeps nrtegtm:l,“m ‘the frictlom
{rom the shoe, prevents corns. mw

zmmuwmmym- Pt
nm

(Bl.gn m
W‘ﬂ'ﬂ-’. ]

/ Cabbage as ‘Real Estate.
Wonders never cease in- Amerlcan
law. Here comes a.judge in our own
state, trying the case of a man who
entered his neighbor's garden and
pinched & head of cebbage. The judge
decides thati;wasnptlareenyotpar-
sonal property at all, and hence mot
2 basis of criminel action; but the . |
cabbage heads are real/estate, and '
that the neighbor’s’ remedy is to bring -
a civil action contesting title. We
have eaten garden truck—spinach and -
lettuce for instance—which tasted like
real estate. But we never: knew be-
fore that to steal it wasnot theft.  And
after a cabbage head is eaten what .
good is the title? Now, if it had been

'stolen, it would have been less surpris-
ing in the law to let the culprit go
that the science of judicial -
ting would fically be successfully in- -
voked to protecta plain, e#ery—d.aycab— ;
bage th!et’—Pittsburzh “.f

1

Sign of the Times. :

When a man like A. J. Drexel Bid- -
dle of Philadelphia, society leader and
millionaire, preaches in the «city
streetsfmmagospeiwagnnonthe 2
“Inasmuch Mission,” and when we see .. .
other young millionaires in . various
parts of the country joining the ‘Sal-
vation Army of uplift and human bet-
terment, it is calculated to make the
world think a bit—to make it stop,
look and listen. There is something
which comes home to everybody imn .
such 8 spectz.cle. and which is not to- _
be dismissed as an emotional msad g
ing outburst. In many ways the Te- :
ligious impulse of the age shares. the
democratic spirit that is dominant in
political and economic spheres, and is.
coming out from high placesinto the
highways and hedges in order to get
face to face with the masses.

L

False Alarm.

Farmer's Wife — That yellow hen
has cackled three times and hasn't
laid an egg yet

Farmer—Maybe she's entitied tc 3

relay.

A woman gives her heart to but
one; a man is more liberal.

LIVING ADVERTISEMENT

T

gat at the upper end of the lodge.
He told these chiefs: Now, here is a
bird, that you may look at
know), what it is. It was not knoyn
(nobody -could teil what kind of bird
it was). After a long while Four-
Bears pushed it. When it opened its
| eves (literally, looked), then it flashed
lightaing. The flap of the tepee lay

invited. They all entered. The bird |

it (to|

i Glow of Heaith Speaks for Postum.

I It requires; no acientific training to
discover whether co:ree disagrees or
not.

Simply stop it ior a time and use
Postuminplaceotit,tbennotatha
beneficial effects. The truth will ap-

ear.
: «Sjx years ago 1 was inaverrbad
condition,” writes & Tenn. lady.  “I

>
-
=
-
E
=

open. The bird flew towards the door.
When it opened its eves (literally,
looked) again, then it flashed light-
ning again. When {t flew, then the !
thunder roared. That way the thun-
der was seen.”

ELEPHANT'S HOME FOUND

| Complete Skeleton of Prehistoric Ani-
| mal Found Near Los
i Angeles.

—_—

Los Angeles.—The practically com-
plete skeleton of 2 prehistoric ele-
phant, which. it is believed, roamed
| the éarth thousands of years ago, was
| found in the La Brea fossil fields, near

here.

is strongly desirous of visiting . . :
America. The heir to the Ger “The animal In hff,- measured mor
than sixteen feet in length)” said

man throne is mot particularly anxi-
visit to the
in fact he would like
to avoid anything kke: this if it were |
possibie. but he wants more than any-
thing else to do some big game hunt- |
the Pacific northwest. The |
erown prince has hunted in India and |
ic going to the African colonies in
June, but he would like particularly
}Fe has an ambi- |

ous to pay an official

United States,

ing in

to hunt in Alaska.
tion to shoot bears
bou.

Fitting
“)arriage is a
Are vou preparing

Herself.
serious business,.

good housekeeperd my dexxr?”
=0h, ves. grandg
see the house goq¥ns 1. am Zaving
made.” 2 t
B

.(moose. and cari- |

yoursalf to-be a

You ozght to | auto truck w

Frank Daggett, director of the
| Southwest Museum. “It stood fourteen
| feet high and its tusks are sixtee
| feet long.” ; ?

s,

Fright Restores WQmans Voice.
Rockport, . Miss.—Xiss ;Sophrenia
| Lowe, sixty-five, who o8t Ber voice
| tollowing-a heavy cold last Thanks-
| giving, sereamed when Bhe saw. 2 man
| in her home. Her speesh Was restored.

The man had leased
f unknawmtn her

Freaks of ﬂeavy Wind. £
Chtcago —Two, “children . were - |
sured here whertZut down by a light
started aftenietis chanﬁeur
*Eilled” the

{art of the housa _'_""_

h 8 gust of. wind‘

suffered from ind!geetlm. ReTvous-
ness and insomnin..

«] was then an inveterate eoﬁeo
drinker, but it was long before I could
be persuaded that it was coffee. that
| purt me. Finally I decided fo leave it
| off 2 few days and find out the truth.

“The first morning I left off coffee
I had a raging headache, 8o I decided
I must have something to take the
place of coffee” (The headache was
caused by the reaction of the coffee
drug—caffeine.)
| “Having heard of Postum through a
friend who used it, I bought a package
and tried it. I dié@ mot like it at fizat
but after I learned how to make it
right, according to directions on DKE., -
I would not changebacktoeoﬂee for :
anything.

“When I begm to use- Postum I
weighed only 117 Tbs. Now I wej;h
:1Toandaalhawn0ttaketlmtonic
/in-that time I can only attribute my
present good heaith to the use o:Pou-
tum in place of coffee.

“My husband says Iam a living 2d-
vertisement for Postum.”

Name given by the Postnm Co.. Blta-
tle Creek. Mich. - Soe

delicim%"

A
ﬂeg'o! hot wzﬁe’
m"smr makes. &
age Instantly "05. and 50c tins.”

Theoost. percup of bethkindsu’-




