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@ Game of Romance

ELLA COATES BISHOP in Soutiery Womax's MAGAZINE
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ling the idyl, Margaret felt ghe could
feel the thrill of romance, .
How Fale sometimes takes us at
our word!
A pehble volled down the bawk, and
loaking up Half upconsciously to dis-

Her name was Maraget, but in her
soul, she felt convineed, luy the germ
of a Daphne or & Phyllis or abwen- |
doline. Her cutward lifz and alwuys
been the epicome of the commonplice.

I am for a little while, Then you
will go awsy and the romance will be
over; but 1 can remember it always.
You know you can get such a lot out
of remembering things. 1 suppose |
seem terribly silly to you, bub it
would be such fun, just for once, to
have a elandestine meeting. So please
do not =poil it by telling me anything
about yourself, for it really does not
enter the situation at all”

He took her hand and raized it light-

and even that has its

Iy to his lips.
“1 bow to your
my lady,” he laughed.

superior wisdom,

Mrs., Forrester!”
Margaret pulled her hand away.

Her soul had vebelled, but circum-
stnnce had ruled her day. Cirenm-
stunce—so like those soft, gentle char-
acters whose surface is never rufMed
and whose will is never oppused vio-
lently to others, yet whose desives
ate | dably fulfilled with @ {ran-

{gover the enuse of the disturbed rip-
ples, her cyes <till filled with dreams,

known!" . )
1 beg your purdon,” he said, “Did

1 frighten the rfish?" The dreams fled.

Alirgrnrvet beheld the “fascinating un- l“d

She hlushed, and the stranger saw it.

it was an idiotic response to make,

hefore, and she

Here was reality to deal with, and
here wus hers to snateh o
the moment of romance her
eraved! Her heart pounded
and she coloved a ltitle, but
vonld only form the words:
“(0h, no; there are no fish,”
“Aren't there?" the stranger asked,
stepping on the bridge and looking
down into the stream. “There's a
water-spider, anyway.”

quility that 1= muddening  to those
whose own wizhes have been gontly but
firmly sot aside, rega dless of wound-

ed feolings or impotent strugiles,
Margaret lved i one of those lit-
tle country towns where, unless one
takes the bit in one's tecth and de-
fiberntely  depurts from the beaten
track f 1ife, one is npt to gel into
an endless monolonous round of it
to. mind

madly,
her lips

tle exciiements, Narrowing
und soul. . Margaret was scrambling 1o her
Mugraret had no taient thit would 'feet so that he might puss on the

was  saying
“Pon't let

Here is
Don't lose

narrow plank. She
over and over to herself,
him go, don't let him go.
r'u:- chanee of vour life.

3 r

have been a motive for leaping the
fence into other pastures And he
hud ot heen selfish enongh to try to
got out of the rut of her life by go-
ing to the city, ns one of her friends
had done, and hving a8 @ “buchelor-
muid” in a tiny set of apartments—
evon if there had been money envugh
o spure from the family purse. She
had given her youth freely to life just
as it came to her, enjoying the small
delights that came her way unsought
and performing the many little home
offices with an unfailing cheerfulhess,
But in her soul she rebolled,  She
longed fervently for fomething
come into her life that was what she
cilled Yromantic’—thit was unusuul
—_thit was different. from the suffoeat-
aml tennis, sew-

She  drenmed
for her turn on

it,

But all the same she stood to one
| gide, and it was he himsell who pro-
longeil the situation.

“Don't lot me disturb you," he snid.
«1 don't want to cross, wis just
ronniing ahout a little

“0h, you're not—it's time for me to
go, anyway," was all Murgnret could
suy. She wis 0 embarrassed that
thor hook fell out of her hand and the
strunger nuturally saw the title us he
picked it up,
| My Hevo," by Mrs, Torrester,” ha
vead aloud, and then he lnughed and
laughed  and laughed, and Mavgaret
beenme move confuseid than ever, and
hastily decided  thut romuntic situa-
tinne were not ull that coulil be desi

Finally he stopped and wis vel
apulogetic, YPlense forgive me,’
he said, “it fook me hack tomy youth.
|1 vend that hook when I was twenty
—ai grit] eousin induced me to do it-

ing round of dances
ing and preserying.
deenms while waiting
the tennis court, anil she tged o lie
awalie ut night iaventing rontantic
situations where she anil u fazeinnt
ing unknown would mect and perhaps
love.

All the men i

# town she had grown

up with, und. most of them hy DOW yng 1 beli I actually enjoyed it
Were .[""”'“"l‘ 1f an oceasional VISt (1o possible?" he mused, turning the
tor did come, he always had either fpugog the laugh still in his voice all

o pr his enrs

| poady to brenk forth again.
the liack of

et recovered herself o little.

n pl-t't'\'i'lf_\' hidéaus no

dtuck olit too mueh, or Mar

hik heaid was not modelied to suit her | syell[” dhe sald deprecatingly, "1

tacte, If, by any chanee, the strani-ige jr—and 1 am far from twenta

ger pussed muster in all these Y31 Thy struseer repardid her with an
then he fably wus unibs | g mused smile.

“d; vou, honestly?" he nsked. =4
| wonder if you would mind tol'ing me
alied | just why you dol You see twenty is

toresting, or painfully hisshful, or had
some other perfectly hopeless handi-
cap fo romunee Su o Marguret

given up really lodking for such o one. [y rap back in my life that 1 can't
Only the eyes of her heart kept ever | gigm to remember how I logked at
o the watch, dnd at twenty-s things then, Won't you sit  down
ghe wis dréeaming I]t.'r'_ |lr'-_ hgrain wnd tell me?  I'm sture you've
['('r:-:-tll-;‘\‘ thit seems ridieol vot nothing to do—you were settled
age “”"1 L has hll].ll"l‘ |11:|{1|.. 1 Ml hoere for the afternoon, | know, when
years, danu such a4 i1 & aarghrel |1 interry sted - vol—b e i
had led may keep both face and heart sypis of ”“‘“, ,,,: !:1_\. ]1:11'-1{{!:_]‘" sARe: (85

tionkl Marga.

For one instant conve
ret hesitated, then with a gusp at her
Y own temerity, she met Fate with out-
stretehed hands, She sat down aguin
on the little bridge, and opened her

youngr.

One day Margaret
when the household ta
to # spot she knew of wi
brook rippled its way
wooded part of 0 ne

the
proferty | heirt to this strange man, She told

rby
that had been standing idle for years. (ki

i what she would never Ve
Bhievandered o o e e Saniy '.:%‘fl;l triond —1“
i i an bk o th i ot | o B romme ol ot
;t;;llz:xl T-‘ \“;::I!‘:i?“'r ht:lu \t_i' llll'l;; '-'f i:lltl :;1r|.l .‘:LII"‘;;Eill‘If]‘t.!ll. :':1(1-10:1i ?:1‘- :'-‘1‘1.hnli'l'nr
grﬂ;m“i\Jl‘;;{t‘llhdh--11'31;.‘ llul'):'l\.rj 'Lu'!’;i‘-“‘-*- :\ur: .».-:;“l‘.ll‘ ,;;:T\\ jﬁ:'i;}?!}if]-mr. ilur::rt:h ‘::i:
er ears filled wit thut murmur; held o very yvouthf % g 1
T e
world beneath those flowing P”l""h‘-* --}Iull r‘l:»un‘d ‘fiktﬁlll‘i.vuir.‘f:;“l?ilrl':t:.lltn ft‘:'i

st b Lahe wplingre hrave

of wate S meetings,  rave (1o him, and her words were some-
.l{m.‘-h_ At --.'ll."i!h'l':; and tender times halting and half-ashamed. But
worde and loivks. At least she con he spurned herself on  with the
have it all in imeainntion, ) why thouprht that this was the first really
. 1} i 1 W 16 1% 1 AL = 2 ‘o Bt
entdd whie net huve one Hitle fFerent” thing that had ever come

No matter how Heel- her life, She must extract the

her real life?

. honey to the last drop, or she would
never l‘v]']_'i.‘.‘l‘ -!':-t‘lf.
She quoted DBrownipg in her
' thouglits:
|

WiHow sad and mad and bad 1t was,
I"..I

h, how it was swieet!™—
unly W

tHie “mad’
seemed o preidon
tos0 very ‘s
dt wll the time as if she
r something wrong, though,
sgized her moment, she had no
Wt of loosing her grasp.  She
o throeh with it even if she
| Tike a fooll

awhile

Hawl” und

TELLS WOMEN -
How She Was Helped During o
Change of Life by LydiaE. "’
Pinkham’s Vegetable dhd 1

But
Fe

Compound. sel

she forgot

10 b
clous and Liegan to enjoy the

It o, The strunger was ut-
. . & y Sl | ympathetic, nid when, in
Philadelphia, Pa.—*‘Iam just i2vears |4 the town colock struck

ot posie yulinetantly.

Lo, she suidy *good=bye;
e dinner ut holf past.,” )
we ; here again to-

of age and during Change of Life 1 suf-  x,
. fered for six years | |

terribly. 1 tried sev- |w

eral doctors but none

1 soemed to gi\'o‘ me I"“"'.‘"'\\'." h

any relief. Every “Oh, no; 1

monththe painswere | T4

intensein both sides, |, W hy not?

and made me so ing.  Surely you won't

weak that I had to 0 GO

go to bed. At last ;. Ant

R DR SR

ded 'L}"i'm E. Pink- | conventionality had p_'i: en her courage,

' hum's _\ugatubie She took the dare:

Compound to me and 1 tried it at once “I"d simply love to play it n |

and found much relief. After that T longer” she  replied.  looking him

had no pains ut nll and could do my straight in the eyes. “It woud be so

housework and shopping the same sutisfying."”

as alwnys. For years | have praised “1 ought to tell you what my name

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- |15 I expect—" he began, not daring

for what it has done for me, to laugh ut her serio But she
cut him short.

L5
eried Ma

rga-

The romuance is t

end Lthe

beginr
.

g mockery in

TIQRE,

Iways rec : i
and shall always recommend it 888 wo- | "7y T Tt w0 knaw, he said, |

man’s friend.  You ure at liberty touse |uyy ot tell me. Don't tell o
lan't t 1e. on P e who

: bsiciferh Y |
my letter inany way. '—Mra. THOMSON, | oy ure. or where you come from— |

$49 W. Russell St., Philadelphin, Pa.
Change of Life is one of the mos

I know you don't live nround here—
t (or any of your affairs, That would
critical ;wriadsnfnwmnm's existenecs, |spoil it, I can see you are a gentle.
Women everywhere should remember man, and I know you ure—interest-
that there is po other remedy known to [ Ing, she ndded, with a daring that
Caty. womis 40 #3 faily .J:unr;l]h‘f amazed hm:._ “And that is
this trying period as Lydia E. ﬁm"\e "}‘&I\i st?::nr:er:“;l:;irdm! her quizzi
Vegetable Compound. {eally for a moment.

If you want special advice! ‘You are quite sure yvou don't want
write to Lydia E, Pinkham Med- to know ?" he asked, “I might be the
jcine Co. (confidential), Lm,r:[.ttn'n in disguise, you_know!"

 Yout hmﬂuhmﬁl You might be, but T am confident
m‘ S Su bya m,;cm are “5 and, even if yon were,
read * ""'d (you know I'm not ml]&.the ingenue
and beld trict 'of the story—I'd just like to pretend

oM
s sl

And this man, who
self-possessed
at her, evidentiy

She felt
and

| suitable reply.

seemed perfectly
{atool and looked
joying her embarrassment.
dredfully uncomfortable,

‘ment. At last,
'puised her head and caught a tiny
lint of a gmile fading from his face.
Her own cooled instantly, and her
lgelf-possession returned. )

| “Perhaps you know more of the
game than you give yoursell eredit
for," she said calmly, “Tlo you know
why I pulled my hand away so quickly
just then?"”

| *No, 1 can'l imngine.  Why did
you "

“The cook left this morning, and 1
have been making cherry pies” she
flung at him defilantly. WMy fingers
are fewrfully stained from stoning
the cherries,” She held her hands up
in justifieation,

“Cherry pies? Oh, my soul!
vou meun to suy you can make those
juicy, fluky delights of my boyhood 7"

oV, of eourse [ ean.  Would you
like me to make one for yvou "

awould 11 You don't
would adorn those little hands if you
did—stning and all.”

“All right, then, you shall have it
to-morrow. That will give me an
excuse for coming here again.”

»liow ean you?' he said repronch-

v fully,  “True romince would need no
excuse.”
Murgaret laughed, picked up her

cushion and went home through the
fields with never a backward glanee,

The “had-taste-in-the-mouth” feel-
ing returned the next day
was on her way to the
cunrding the cherry pie eprefully
from the underbrush and tall weeds
is she went, She rather wished yo-
mance had never been thought of
But nt sight of the white flunneled
form. ulrendy waiting on the bridge
and the cordial smile of greeting that
he wave hor, she decided that, after
all, it witz her one chanve, and she
would “play it for all it wus worth,”
as the boys would say. And the man
wiis really very nice and decidedly
wood-loaking!

He sut with hiz feet dangling over
the odge of the bridge and ute the
juiey pie from his fingers with n very
unromantic enjoyment
and watched him with that pleasure
la woman feels when her cooking is
appreciated.

“Ah," he sighed,

of crust disuppeared,
ven!"”
[ “I'm glad you like it,” replied Mar-
garet progileally, as he clambered
down the bank to rinse his fingers
in the creek. She threw him the
napkin in which the pie had heen
wrapped to wipe them on, anit he
(eame back and seated himself beside
her,

“How about the staing on your fin-
gers 1" he usked.

“0}," she said. “1 vsed lemon juice
thiz time. Yesterday it didn't mat-
tep: nobody cared how my hands
In\l'kl‘lL“

“And today
don’t vou?" he said, with n smile

“I hope you do—a little” re
Margaret, with heightened color,

as the last morsel

|
Then

she looked at him  quickly.
know 1 don't really mean that don't gy of
you?"

Her companion lnughed.

1 pnderstand.”” he said,
in the game, fsn't it?"

oYes: of course 1 had to say some-
thing like that, It came next.”

“And the next thing to that is this,
isn't i7" he said, reaching over and
tuking her hand in his.

Furious blushes covereill Margnret's
fuce. but this time she did not draw
hot hand away. It was part of the
game. 1t was part of what she had
meant by “romince,” she supposed,
and having as good ns asked him to
do it. what would he thitk of her if
she were nfraid to play her part?

“Tt's all

And yet what did he even now think |
And she felt!
him hold |an idea that she liked it the better

of her for playing it?
so silly, sitting there letting
her hand. every now and then giving
it a pentle squeeze. She did not be-
lieve really nice girls ever did such
things. And the silence was becom:
ine dreadful, She did not dare take
her gaze from the tips of her pumps,
tut she felt that this perfectly
'grrange mnn Was witching her face
curiously, and she just knew he had
that little quizzical, mocking gmile in
his eyes.
thing? For the life of her, she her-
could not think of anything to
gayv: but something must be done
S00M.
I 4Dg you like chocolute laver enk
che at lust blurted oot in desperation.

He relessed her hand with a short
of laughter.

“You're the funniest girl 1 ever
saw!” he exclaimed, “T was wonder-
ing whaut yeu were thinking about.”

\!?“

ing "
“0Oh, something romantie, of course.
Why, weren't you?"
Margaret laughed, e
“] don't know.” she replied, “1 don't
believe 1 like that kind of romance,
after all, Please don't do it aenin.”

| *“Then 1 suppose you wouldn't let |

ime—kiss you?" he ventured.
| “0Oh, no!" she gasped. in dismay.
l “RBut it's part of the game.”

“Well, if it has to be, I don't believe

il'll
he protested.
I:h.d in this, too.

lay any more."
O,

“You know |
more about romance than I—you and |

“How jretty you are!" he remurk-|

YOh!" said Margaret, She felt that :

just |
en- led so successful that it was followed

wis |
|getting redder and redder every mo- |palatable dainty called molasses
in desperation, she which Margaret knew he would like

|wondered a little at
(cooking in such hot weather, but the

o |

Ynow how 1|

iabout me 1

. and she =at|thing

“that wus hea- [ing to her remark,

t
\
you know that 1 cuare,|vou must not either.

|

Why didn't he say some- |

“What did you suppose | was think-

you can't back out that way,”
“You've got me inter-
I've never had a

}ﬂ:mnm either, and it wouldn't be fair
r

du to stop playing so soon.”
“But 1 don't like thsg part!”

“What part?”
“You know. What you did,” an-

swered Margaret, getting red a

in,

“Well, sec here; suppose we Ia‘fﬂt‘_m
part go. Will you agree to go on
meeting me here and letting me talk
to you? You know I enjoy it awfully,
i ement of ro-
manee, husn't it? We are both incog-
nito, so to speak. Do say you will do
it, please.”

“Oh, yes, T will do that,” replied
?}{nrg‘ant. in religf. *“1 should love

i

t,

“Then T get the chocolate cake?” he
usked eagerly.

“Yes, indeed,” laughed Margaret. *1
know jiust the kind you like—nice soft,
thick layers of chocolate between real
sponge cake, Doesn't that make your

put no man had ever spoken so to her  mouth "
could not think of a| X pater)

“You're a witch!” he answered.
Possibly Margaret had no ulterior
mative, but the chocolate cake prov-

by apple meringue, and thes fudge
and angel cake, and a particularly
pie

hecause her brothers did.
Those same brothers of Margnret’s
her zeal for

new maid’s repertoir of desserts con-
sisted of junket, corn starch and cus-
tard, custard, tapioes and junket so
they took the goods the gods provid-
de, ste the good things and ventured
po  embarrassing questions.  Day
by day gustatory offerings were laid
upon the altar of romance, and were
devoured by the hero with an appe-

(tite that caused Margaret to make a p
up-

rather uncomplimentary remark
on the quality and quantity of his
daily meals,

~“But you muake such perfectly de-
licious things:" he explained; “I
can't help eating them, Besides, 1
bad typhoid fever lust winter, and
you know the appetite that leaves.”

“Oh, yes, of course,” assented Mar-
garet, and nsked no more questions,

One day a thunder storm eaught
them.

That day the offering had been ice
cream, packed in paraffined cups, and
they fled, tumbler in one hand, spoon
in the other, to the shelter of the old
house. Sitting on the porch, watch-
ing the lightning, Margaret tald more
of her dreams, How she loved the old
deserted place, and liked to think that

|perhaps some day it might be her

when she | gwn,
trysting place, i

“Tor, you know.,” she explained,
f#you ean never tell what may happen
gome day. Some day 1 may make a

'million dollars—baking cake, for in-

stance—and then I could huy it. Or

lsome old lady may take a faney to

me and leave it to me in her willl"
“Why not an old man?" he asked
laughingly.

“Yes,” she answered, “either would

ido,  Only old women are more Tikely
1o do foolish things, den't you think?

Rut of coutse such a thing won't hap-
en. Those things never do to me.”
“Well,” he eaid audaciously, “how
I happened, didn't 17"
“Yes, that is true. That impossible
really did happen. And you
have been perfectly—I mean, you are
so fus—Oh, 1 mean, yon are so—lI

H . H
[have enjoyed meeting you very much,”

1t was o very lame and hurried end-
nnd  Margare!
knew it, but the thought in her mind
made her suddenly shy, and she was
afraiil to look at him. He said noth-
ing, and when she did venture to
glance at him, he was not looking at
her at all.

“You know T didn't really mean
that," she =aid, in a small voice.

“How unkind!” he laughed, “Then
you have not enjoyed it?"

40k, ves, | have! But 1 thought you
might think—I mean 1 didn’t want you
to think that T thought you thought—"

CWalt—wgit," he said, I'm not
Winking atvthing. 1 refuse to, and
Lot us enjoy
to the utmoest, without thought, this
little oasis in our lives, and let me go
an thoughtlessly enjoying the fruits

“'\'“U#c-f the labors of vour hands—may 1

vour dear hands? The idyl
will all too soon be over, romance
fled. and vou and 1 parted forever,
o why think?"

His eves twinkled at Marguret's

|im-'|-.' of wonder,

“There! Didn't that sound roman-
tie? You see T am lenrning, Now
what wood thing to eat am 1 going
to have tomorrow? That is the on-
Iv thing I allow you to think abous
How sbout a chepse-cuke pie?
the boys like that?”

S0 the game went merrily on.
The unplensant feeling thal she was
doing something she ought not 1o dis-
appeared as the meetings frew in
number.  Perhaps the situntion was
not ouite what her romuntie dream-
jngs had pictured, but Mhrgaret had

Do |

for that fact. The cheese-cake pie
was caten, so were large slices of
bread and jam.
known sighed contentment
delectable bit of fried chicken,
day it was o sparkling piteher of
home-brewed ginger ale, accompunied
by little crumbly Scoteh cakes. Thit
suggested ginger-breml. which he nte
buttered and hot. Somehow thut
mude Margaret think of flap-Jacks,
and maple syrup, and the nest day
she appeared with & bow! of batter
and a fryin 1.

Flllp-j;ll‘kﬁ tl:? five o'clock of a sum-
mer's afternoon may
ing, but the “hero of romatité
nineteen and mourred 68 he syepapeld
the Inst drop »f haties into 1 sl
Anie pan,

“You are entively e
he sighed, as he put the cork back -
to the syrup bottle, and then took the
frying pan to the creek fo wash it.

“Don't do that.” remarked Marga-
vet. “Cold water won't take Lhe
evonse off, Ill wash it whon I g

gver o

ute

too good to me,”

"
furever,

o1 wish this could go on
e the If on the

he murmured, throwing hinse
bank near het. .
Margaret senttered a little wate!
over the embers of the fire.
#Yes," she nssented, “50 do T
“But it can't,” he enid.
“No,” she sighed, T know.
gre only a few daye more.”
“What mnkes you say that?™
400h, it is just perfect as1vis I
haps more of it would spoil ¢very
thing." .
a1t wouldn't spoil it for mé he
anid seriously, “As it happens 1 must
home next week, but 1 thotieht-
wWhat?" asked Margaret, 88 he
nused.
“Well, there are
delphia isn't so—"
Murgaret raised
CATS. )
“#0h, don’t plense.
know. Remember
are Incognito.”
“Agq long as the game Insted.,”
sBut don’t vou see it would
what we have had, i we wen
hegan a conventional, every
shin? Please don’t
had plenty of that =ort, 1 want
one poor little bit of romunve—e
it it is only mpke-l pllpve—=to ke a
beautiful remembrince that I ean
ry with me alwuys. Tt ik fush v
now—nll rounded ont and finished
don't let's shail it by dr
the light of everyidoay ol
you see whit [ meun?
at it?"  She amiled
whimsieally and half sen
for n moment he mude no

inte Her ¢

letters, and Philit
her hunide to her

1 don't want to
our burgaih—we

o

my

vht

¢ it into

knlf
nr il

ref

earchingly

gazed 200
that «he turnel

YAN wight,” |
us keep outt romi
mine ne well ne
it woulid be lwar to

up, After all redl
home tomorrow
a point by walting

What do you thir

Muargurel's e
tle, but she ar
*1 think ynu

ing her b
thing al '
And bow

put some
he inte
Maret N .

“Do you know what T eull you " 2he
asked. '

“No, Whit y

“My Hero!”

YOh!" he bernn Then
“Oh!" he repente forward
eagrerly, but she hnd fled.  And af-
ter a step or two he did not follow

onlv called -'i'-'.-li.\' B

{peen proposed to 8iX
|marry hecause she

One day the un-{ boe bt

a |
and one | gettes was the

|you have #

|buil terrior puvpﬁ

not sound entie- |

There
|

wh= | laughet

. though there was a reply in her hear

*ilreams come true?

times, but won't
wants to
The other was en
broke it off because the man
«uid that the proper place for suffra-
lunatic asylum. Ihen
y youn,
Yiores you, and has the most g
cup dnrk red hair, and goes to
University of Pennsylvania—and  a
named Togo. You
are o lawyer with an office on Chest-
nut Streef.  You haye no automobile,
hut expect to get one this fall, be-

medicine

|eause your practice is wing won-
derfully; you are considered quite a
vising man,  You had typhoid fever

and eat splendid break-

last winter,
/ unches, but not mueh at

fasts and |

Jinner-time—l wonder wlq! Yoau have
heen stayimg at the Duval's attending
business out re. Kate

Lo some
thinks you are engaged because she

cnught you reading @ sentimental nov-
ol the other day, and you haven't paid

|much attention to the girls you have

met here, although you hayve gone to
4ll the things you were invited to,
Ghe i sure it's some girl in German
fown,  You play tennis, but don't ad-
mire the maxixe, and won't dange it

You—
Ug'm iroke off, catehing a glimpse of

i 2 earth?"—he asked in

“How on
amnzement. . -
SOut she eaid, throwing out her

¢ which still elutched the
greasy frying pan. How could I help
7 1 heard of you everywhere. Az
spoN N8 YOU arrived at the Duvals, it
was all over town, And every time
1 met any of the girls T heard more
about you. 1 tried not to listen. 1
woulidn't go to any of the dances or
tennis parties for fear I'd meet you.
Arid nfter nwhile 1 stopped going to
soo the girls ut ally becavse you had
& habit of dropping in unexpectedly
to call,  Unoe when I was at the
Robinsons' 1 left without saying good-
bee snd  sneaked out through the
litehen hecause someone looked out
the window and saw you coming in
the gate!”
“Why, you

s, one 0

little hypoerite!” he

“put 1 wanted my romance gol"
sighed Margaret.

“ Ak, but you have given me mine!”
he extlaimed. “But Kate was wrong
about one thing.  She thinks because
Hat everyone else murt

she 1= engenzed't

he, D vou know what book it was

<he foutid me j'um]illg? It was ‘My
You left it on the bridge that

day. It's in my pocket now.
ane other thing 1T want to ex
My, Duval nnd I are the ex-
of the estate to which this
soe belongs., It was owned by a
fricnid of 'my father's; There wis
ion in the will by which T wis
ve, 4 my execufor's fee, this
it 1" were married:  Other-
The old gentlenan

provisien

nothing

wisg,
was 4 great believer in marringe.

e dewn here partly to consult Me.
Digval and party to look at the prof

[ was piving op.  For .l wis
arried and hod no desire to be—unt
now."

He paused, but Marguret mude be, ;
mothing held her lunib,

I

reply.  Se

that her lips were eager to franie.

“My Heroine!” murmured Ti
Hailey.  “I don't know your name 0F
thing nhout your life, but T don't
! You vourself T do know nnd
Wil 'vou let me take the od

Was

i

witnt.

o house and give it to you as a wedding

And so make another of ¥our

"

gift?
————
For Indigestion.
Never take pepsin and preparnti
cottuining pepsin or other dige !
ferments for indigestion, as the n
vou tuke the more you will have to
ke, What is needed is & tonic 1ik®
(lomberiain's Tublets that will

R

re

-

“Good-bye, my Heroine ble the stomach to perform its !

So the game wWas over : = e Ten

1 4 ¥ wi L tior naturally A e

plavod to 1 nrti 1d whi l'tl“ L LL“‘ Uhml“ﬁhle .
nilrre.

naw beo
ory that Mi
te.  But whe
ternoon & mMas
v throurh the

morning.”
he would nom
elad he W

int, he e

:ovon gre thirtv-two
Philadel

Wt

vhin
on School 1
mother and

2 Cernmnt i
with syoue
One ha

Vindictive Animals.

The camel, like the elephant. las
& good memory for Injuries dooe 10
it and often takes revenge on 2
assailant o an unexpected fashion

MRS. MELTON'S LETTER

To Tired Worn-out Mothers

Tackson, Miss.—*‘1 shall feel yepaid
for writing this letter if 1 can help wy
tired, worn-out mother or housekotpet
to find health and strength as 1 bave.

1 have n family of five, sew, ¢
nnd do my bousework and 1 became v
much run-down in health. A fried
asked me to try Vinol. 1didsoand now
I um well and strong and %ohl time
energy has been restored. ol hius 70

| superior as a tonie for worn-out, T

down, tired mothers or houlekt‘\"!l"r‘-
—XMré, J. N, MELTON, Jackson, blis
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7K are prepared to execute orders
for artistic printing which will

command attention

ing and original advertising fea-
Our highes '
always made to maintain the |
highest and best standards of

rures.

excellence.  Our

always at your disposal,
may need some printing now ?
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