
THE CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
WHY MOLLIE

Chapter XXXIII.
I was just ready to 'start again on

my quest for,a place to live when
Mollie, all of "a tremble," came into
the room and shut the door. She had
a letter in her hand.

"Will you give me a few minutes,
Madge?" she asked, in a sobbing
voice.

"As many as you want, dear little
sister" (I hke Mblhe), I said, as I took
off' my hat and sat down.

"Well, Madge! Oh! I don't know
how to tell it," and, bursting into
tears, Molhe put the letter in my
hand.

"But this is addressed to Dick," I
exclaimed.

"I know it," sobbed Mollie; "it's a
bill and on it is the wedding present
I bought for you. I had it charged to
Dick."

I laughed I couldn't help it. Here
I had just been worriyng about the
other bills and along comes Mollie
with the bill for MY wedding present.

"Let's see, it was that wonderful
cut glass banquet lamp, wasn't it?"

"Yes, groaned the poor child; "you
see mother and I had had everything
charged to father we could when I
remembered that I had not gotten
you a wedding present. It would look
so queer if there was nothing from
me among the gifts, and, knowing
that Dick had an account at the de-

partment store, I just had the lamp
charged to him, thinking that Dad
wourd give me the money to pay for
it before it came due. But now Dad
says he won't give me a cent this
month and swears that mother and
I have run him so in debt that it will
cripple him for a long time to come.
I know Dick will be perfectly furious

and I just don't know what to
do," Wailed Mollie.

"I know what we'll do, dear. We'll
take the lamp back."

Molhe's eyes brightened and she
gasped: "Do you suppose we can?"
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LOOKED PALE
Again I laughed, for it was so

patent that the ugly banquet lamp,
having served the purpose for which
Mollie intended it impressing the
guests with its costly magnificence
she did not care a red cent whether
it graced our future dining table or
not.

"I made arrangements yesterday
to take back a number of wedding
presents to the store where they
were purchased and I had made up
my mind, dear child, to ask you if
you would be much hurt if I exchang-
ed your lamp."

"Oh, Madge, what a dear you are!"
exclaimed Mollie.

"It isn't unselfish for me to give
up the lamp, dear, for, to tell you tfie
truth, I think a cut glass banquet
lamp a very ostentatious and vulgar
bit of household decoration for peo-
ple in the circumstances of your
brother and I."

Mollie looked a bit shocked and a
trifle indignant that her taste should
be criticized, and then, remembering
the hole I had helped her out of, she
smiled and came over and kissed me
fervently.

"Mother said we must only buy ex-
pensive things for you. She insists
that 'the best is always the cheap-
est.' "

" "The best' that is true, but
haven't you learned that the best is
not always the most expensive?" I
asked. Mollie looked at me wonder-ingl- y

and then she crept a little clos-
er to me and whispered, as though
she were ashamed to tell me:

"Margie, I love you a lot and I be-

lieve you can help me a lot."
"I hope I can, little sister," I an-

swered, "for I want Mollie to love
me."

A PLACE TO LIVE
Chapter XXXIV.

When I left the house Mrs.
called to me to be sure and go


