
THE SAND PILE
By Katherine Howe

When Jacob Ward failed, and
shortly afterward passed on to a
more peaceful world, not even being
troubled with the final settlement of
affairs, people wondered what was
going to become of the widow and
daughter. There were quite a good
many to wonder, for the Wards had
a town house and a country home
and consequently were pretty well
provided with acquaintances.

When two women who have been
kept in fine clothes, automobiles,
servants and other luxuries find
themselves suddenly denied of these
things, nine people out of ten gen-
erally ask: "What is to become of
them?" They seldom detach the peo-
ple from the things; but seem to re-
gard the human entity as helpless, or
a cipher without its belongings,
when in fact it sometimes happens
the soul needs to be detached from
"things" to become something more
than a cipher.

'Well," said airs. Ward to her
daughter one morning, after the set-
tlement of affairs had made it plain
that they had less than $1,000 in the
world, "here's a letter from Cousin
Newell at last He has asked us to
come there."

"Come there?" echoed Brenda
doubtfully. She had large gray eyes
that grew very dark when she looked
at you intently, and an adorable
mouth that was no slightly parted in
expectation of further enlighten-
ment

"Yes. Don't you understand
come and live with them," said her
mother.

"Not for me," answered Brenda
with decision.
' airs. Ward looked up with intense
surprise. She had felt greatly re-
lieved at the offer, had thought it a
solution of their problem, and had
not dreamed her daughter would

"Brenda!" she cried, "you don't
seem to comprehend that we're just
about penniless. Why the money we
have left won't much more than pro-
vide you with winter clothes."

"I'm not going to have any winter
clothes," calmly responded Brenda.
"I have plenty."

"My child! Go through the season
with those things!"

"There isn't likely to be an 'sea--
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"Live in It!" Shrieked Mrs. Ward in

Genuine Horror.

son' with no money to entertain or
keep our end up," said Brenda.

"Oh, but you mustn't drop out of
society now now at your age
when "

"When I ought to be married," fin-
ished Brenda grimly.

"Well, you know there's Blake Far-r-ar

"
"He has never been anything but

a friend," broke in the girl But the
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