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MR. PEEVED PROTESTS
Against the Wearing

Of Trouser Skirts

TO HIS PATIENT WIFE

"W1
the turn around and lemme see what you've got on,"

said Mr. Peeved, laying down his newspaper to stare at his
wife, as she passed to her chair at the other side of the

table.
"Don't be silly," said Mrs. Peeved, with dignity, that's the very latest

style."
"Watcher call it?" asked Mr. Peeved, with a grin.

"It's a trouser skirt," answered Mrs. Peeved, picking up her em-

broidery, "and, a very nice looking one it Is, too. There's no need for you
to be snickering and giggling, John Peeved. I bought it to please you."

"Well, you ain't gonna wear it," declared Mr. Peeved. "I the
line at that You go upstairs and take that thing off."

Mrs. Peeved went on embroidering.
"You told 'Ida' you just loved a woman to be up to date hobble or no

hobble," she said, "and this is very comfortable."
"Uh huh what?" said Mr. Peeved, "explain yourself, I don't like

innuendoes."
Mrs. Peeved smiled.
"I went to the tailor's today with Willie, to have his overcoat fitted,"

she said, "and he told me you had been In with your 'sister' to buy one of

those new corset coats."
Mr. Peeved sank lower in his chair and lifted the paper higher. "I

asked him which sister, and he said the fair one named Ida. Funny I've
never met her in all these years, isn't it?"

"I haven't been near the tailor's," blustered Mr. Peeved. "He's got
me mixed up with somebody else. Just like a woman jumping at con-

clusions."
"Dear me," said Mrs. Peeved, feeling in the pocket of her new skirt,

"then I've stolen somebody's gold cigar cutter. The tailor told me you
dropped it, and it looked exactly like the one the lodge gave you for Christ-
mas, so I brought it home."

She laid it on the table, and Mr. Peeved looked at it furtively. "It
Isn't mine," he said, at last, loudly, "it isn't mine."

"It has your initials on it," said Mrs. Peeved, gently, and went on sew-

ing, but she smiled, a little grimly.
Mr. Peeved pretended to read an item about the tariff. Then he

coughed, reached out his hand and picked up the cigar cutter.
"I'll take it back," he said, "and give that tailor a piece of my mind."
Mrs. Peeved sat down and began another rose.

To Him That Hath
By LEROY SCOTT
(Copyright, The Frank A. Munsey Co.)

CHAPTER XXXII (Continued).
full significance of what she

THE said was Just dawning upon
He gazed at ht;r wondering

what must have been passing In
her mind these last few days. "Mr.
Itogers 1 very proud," he says. "He'U
not take the money at least, not from
him"

You're certain?"
He shook his head.
"Then I must take it to him myself."

She rose. "I'll be ready In a few min-
utes. You mubt come with me."

He rose alto. Her white face that met
him so squarely told him how deeply
she must have felt, how strong her de-

termination was.
"Yes, I'll come with ou," he fcaid.
When she the library she

was dressed in the suit of autumn
brown, and the brown hat with its
single rose, which 8he had worn the
day they had met at St. Christopher's.
He knew she felt the matter of her
errand too keenly to speak of it, and
too absorbingly to speak of anything
else; and so, in silence, they went out
Into the street.

Twenty minutes later they entered
Rogers' office. "Jubt wait a minute,
while I tell him you're here," whispered
David, and entered the living room,
where Rogers was A little later he
brought her In. Introduced her to Rog-
ers, and withdrew.

Helen had never seen Rogers. Her
picture of him was purely of the imag-
ination, and imagination had put in its
picture the haid lines, the hangdog look,
and the surly bearing that might well
remain in the face and manner of a re-
formed criminal. She was totally un-
prepared for the slight figure with the
wasted, Intellectual face that rose from
an easy-cha- ir by the airshaft window
and for the quiet gesture and even voice
with which he her to be seated.
She recognised instantly that to make
him accept the money would prove a
harder task than she had expected.

"Thank you," she said, and sitting
down, she studied Rogers' face for the
moment she was adjusting her faculties
to the new aiflicultj "Did Mr Aldrlch
tell you why 1 wished to see you?"

"Xo." He would be courteous to her
for the sake of the request David made
to him, but his hatred of her father al-
lowed him to make only a monosyllable
reply.

To speak words that would show warm
sympathy for him, and no disloyalty to
her father, that was her problem. "Mr.
Aldrlch has told me of your land enter-
prise and how it failed," she said with
a great effort, feeling that her words
were cold and ineffective. "He told me
how you lost a large sum that you had
practically gained He told me that it
was my father that made you lose it."

Her first effort would carry her no
further. He nodded.

She clutched the arms of her chair.

come to bring you to ask you to let
mo return to you" a hand

I

The sack Troy.

draw

her lap "this money that belongs to
you."

She held the elastic-boun- d roll out to
him. His Interlocked hands did not
move from his lap. "I don't Just un-
derstand," he said slowly. "You mean
Uiat this money is the equivalent of
what I should have made in the land
deal?"

"Yes."
His face tinged faintly with red, hisbright eyes he had discarded glasses,

since a disguise no longer served him
darted quick flames, and he leaned
toward he'

"Do you think I can take as a gift
that which I honestly earned?" he de-
manded In a low, fierce voice.

"But It is not offered as a gift. It is
restitution."

"Restitution! So you want to make me
restitution? Can you restore the strength
despair has taken from me? My good
name was built on deception, but I
had worked hard for It, and it was dear
to me. can you restore my good name?
I've lost everything! Can you restore
everything?"

The ringing bitterness of his voice;
the wasted face, working with the ras- -

of despair; the utter hopelessnessisionthe future which her quick vision
snowed ner an tnese stirrea a great
emotion which swept her father from
her mind. Before, she had smypathlzed
with Rogers abstractly; now, her sym-
pathy was for a hopeless soul, bare and
agonizing beneath her eyes. Her words
rushed from her, in them the throb of
her heart. "No! No! I can't give them
back no one can. Oh! What a wrong
it was! What a shame!"

He stared at her. The bitterness on
his face slowly gave way to surprise.

"Oh! but it was a shame!" she cried,
her face aflame her voice aqulver. And
then a sense of the irretrievableness of
this wreck laid hold upon her, and a
quick sob broke forth. She felt a sym-
pathetic agony for Rogers, and an agony
that she, through her blood, was tho
cause of his wrecked life.

"Oh' it was terrible, terrible! Tou
are right. Restitution cannot be made-o-nly

the pitiful restitution of money.
But ou must let me make that vou

l must!"
He felt that he was speaking to a

friend, and it was to a friend that ho
said quietly, "I lan't."

"But you must!" She was now think-
ing of but one tiling, how to force
him to take the bills. "I'm not doing
you a favor. I'm asking a favor of you.
I come to you in humility, contrition.
The money I bring is not my money it
is your money. My father entered your
house and took it; I bring It back to
you. You merely accept your own. You
see that, don't you? Surely you see
that!'--'

Rogers did not answer at once. He
was so dazed by the rush of words-wo- rds

that sprang from complete sym-
pathy and understanding, words that
might have come from hia own heart-t-hat

he could not
She had risen now and stood above

breathed deeply, and drove herself on. j him. "You vnderstand, don't you?" she
"Tou should not have lost it. I have i went on imploringly. "My father has

brown-glove- d
done wrong; I feel it Just as though I
had done It-- My conscience forces me
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SHE HOLDS IT UP TO THE GIRL WHO LOITERS.

you pretty loafer, into this truth-tellin- g glass.
LOOK, You started to leave exactly twenty minutes

ago by the clock; and you are here yet
It Is not because you have anyth)ng especial to say

that you linger in the hall and lean against the door.
There is a draught that has chilled your hostess till she
is ready to sneeze; but she must be pleasant

You have her at your mercy. And you keep on talk-
ing about nothing; and she keeps on smiling and being
miserable in her mind and around her cold ankles.

She is afraid to say to you, "If you are going, please
do. If not come in wnere it's warm, and we can sit
down."

But I am not. I tell you right to your face in the
glass that you are known among your friends as a fear-

ful bore, the loafing girl.
Just think of the last call you made before this one.
The girl was rushing around to get ready to meet an

engagement You said you would not stay "a minute."
And her heart sank. She knew, as all the girls know,
that your minutes were elastic, stretching over any per-

iod from ten ordinary ones to sixty. She hinted that
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You must this money for my sake,
don't you see?"

He rose and to speak, but she
cut him oft. "I know what Is in your
heart; pride wants you to roruso.
If you refuse, you do onlj one
You denv me the relief of oartially cor
recting wrong. That la all. Is it right
ior you to that? win you
yourself not be doing a wrong?"

He s she had taken the
only road to his consent. But he made
no tho money in her

hand.
"For my sake beg you I implore

you." She spoke tremulously, simply.
"If you like, I'll go down on my knees."

He held out a thin hand, and she laid
the money in "For your he
said huskily.

you," sho said.
Helen felt herself growing weak and

dizzy the reaction was setting in. "I
go. I can't ask you to forgive

me but won't you let me. as one that
would like to regarded as a

that there may be ahead
which you don't see?"

She held out her hand timidly. Ho
grasped He could not

you;" she whispered, and
turned away. At the door she looked

back.
"My best are with you," she

said, and went out

XXXIII.
night David and Rogers Tiad

talk.
was the
at Colorado Springs,

and David to spend part of his
time in helping to Rogers for tho

struggle against death.
jjunng tne two weeks since his

drew roll from the bag in to the wrong as far as X can. I posuro Rogers had not rallied; had

'

she was in great rush. right on
"not mind you."

But nothing is harder do than that When every
moment counts, any division interest is painful. You
kept talking about different things. had give
you some attention, for you asked questions and forced
her to reply. would have thought her rude if she
had not

her answers grew short and bit snappy you
thought some unflattering things her. Yet you
were imposing on her time and attention when she need-
ed both for herself.

stayed till she was ready start She rushed
off, bidding you good-b- y, and seeing you out of the
as politely as the In her
hurry she neglected to leave an important message;
and she found, on reaching her destination, that she had

something needed.
Of course, she blames it on you. Why shouldn't she?
No, it is no wonder you have not the number of

friends that kuch good-natur- ed and kind-hearte- d girl
should possess. You make a nuisance of yourself; and
you pay dearly for the privilege.

Just stop loafing, go when you start, and see if you
are not a good deal more

Whose Wives Take Care
When It Rains
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borne his aefeat in grim, quiet despair.
His bitterness did not now depart; he
bad not forgotten his defeat, and he
had not forgiven the world. But his
life now had an object, and the hope,
which the really brave always save
from even the worst wreck, began to
stir within him.

The next two weeks David worked
with his pen as he had never worked
before. He was in that rare mood
when things flow from one. Before the
end of tho two weeks he had turned in
to Mr. Osborne two short stories which
the publisher immediately examined, ac-
cepted and paid for at a very respect-
able rate. Mr. Osborne suggested a
series of articles for his magazine,
spoke of more stories, assured David he
would have no difficulty In marketing
his writing elsewhere; and when David
left the publishers' office it was with
the exultant sense that financially his
future was secure.

Mr. Osborne assured him his book
was going to turn much serious thought
to our treatment of the criminal and
other wasted people, and that his short-
er writings were going to help to the
same end. His publisher asked him to
speak before a club interested In re-

form measures; and his talk, .straight
the heart and out of his own ex-

perience, mada a profound Impression.
The success of this speech suggested to
him another means of helping the
spoken word. He felt that at last, Ills
life was really beginning to count

But he realized that he was still
at the beginning. Before him was that
giant's task, conquering the respect of
the world with the repayment of Mor-
ton's debt to St. Christopher's as the
first step. The task would require all
his mind and strength and courage and
patience, for years and years with
success at the end no more than- - doubt-
ful. ...
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The more David pondered upon the
His he saw about him, the less faith did
he have in superficial reforms, the more
deeply did he feel the need of some fun-
damental remedy. Gradually ho reach-
ed the conclusion that the idea behind
the present organization of society was
wrong. That idea, stripped to its essen-
tials, was selfishnes and even a mis
taken selfishness; for self to gain for
self all that could be gained. Under
tms organization the men that nave tne
greatest chance are those who are
strong and cunning and unscrupulous.
and he that is all three in greatest
measure can take most for himself. So
long as the world and Its peolc are at
tne mercy or such an organization, so
long as self-intere- st Is the dominant
ideal Just so long will the great mass
of the people be In poverty, just so long
w 111 crime and vice remain unchecked.

He began to think of a new organiza-
tion of society, where Individual selfish
ness would be replaced as the funda
mental idea by the Interest of tho whole
people where the dictum that "all men
are born free and equal" would not bo
merely a handsome bit of rhetoric, and
where there would be true equality of
chance where the development of
the individual in the truest, highest
sense would be possible wnere tnat
major portion of vice and crime which
spring from poverty and its ills would
be wiped out, and there would remain
only the vice and crime that spring
from the Instincts of a gradually im-
proving human nature. And so, with
out losing Interest in immediate better-
ments that might alleviate criminal-makin- g

cdndltions, David set his eyes
definitely upon the great goal of a fun-
damental change.

1

(Continuation of This Story Will Be
Found In Tomorrow's Issne

of The Times.)
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"Do you keep Lent?"
"How can I keep it when It's lent?"

umbrella
wouldn't have
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just well left home."

MAMIE'S MONOLOGUES
To the Conductor

About the Signs

ON THE TROLLEY CAR
IS this a Jackson street car, conductor? What's the trouble? Sure I
j can read. I read Germantown, which means that that Camden mo- -

torman of yours ought to turn over on the other side and change

his sign, Bee!

"You know Germantown is an all right enough place, all right but It's

north, see! North. And this car's going south. Not very fast, I'll
but south all the same. Sure I can read!

"Oh. it is a Jackson street car, is it? Well, then change your label, son;

change your label or your might get pinched for traveling under false
pretenses. Sure I'm coming in. If you'd only spoke up like a man instead
of a foolish question in the first place you wouldn't have blocked three cars.

Get me?
"Change five dollars? Shut up, I don't want you to; here's a nickel.

If I had five dollars I'd buy your moth eaten old car and make you walk.

I'd let your motorman ride, though I'm afraid he might get run over if he
left the car.

"You don't need to look at me in tone of voice. You dropped
the nickel, I didn't It must be one of those nickels you've half made up
your mind to give the company. You've got to hand it to you fellows you

do give the company some of the fares.
"Well, let it lay there, then. I won't pick it up. A nickel in the dust

is worth two in the mechanical piano, you know.
"Oh, don't you? I'm afraid your education has been sadly neglected,

son. I thought you'd pick it up. My. but you're graceful when you

butter fingers! Y'oughta go on the stage, take it from me.
"Joking aside, shortarm, if I'd known what an agreeable, handsome

little fellow you were, I'd a waited for your car every day. See what you
missed! But I must that I don't like your motorman.

"Any man that parades his car down Fifteenth street with the German-tow- n

sign doing business on a large scale ought to be in charge of an Irish
mail, with a kid behind to push.

"Pretty near time for summer cars, anyhow, ain't it? Seems to me that
the air in these ought ,to be almost all breathed
this time. Some of It's been breathed twice.

"You can tell by the color of It
"There, a fat man is getting up. Guess I'll go in and take the two

seats. S'long, son. Remember me to the folks. And say, son, can you

read?'
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Sandman Stories
For Just Before Bedtime

THE SECRET OF YOUTH.

OWE upon a time there lived in a
on the side of a mountain an

old man. He was alone in the world,
for he did not marry when he was
young, and now. In his old age, there
was no wrifo to grow old with him and
:io children to cheer his declining years.

One day he sat thinking how lonely he
was and that he was too old to work
any more, when ho heard a buzzing

and near his ear.
He looked around, but did not see any-

thing, and he went on thinking. But
again he heard the sound, and this time
it teemed to say: "Dig deep. Dig deep."

The old man looked agaip, but there
was no one In sight, and he said to
himself' "I must be dreaming." So he
got up from his seat and walked out of
his cave. But the became loud-

er than ever.
"Dig deep. Dig deep." It sounded

very plain this time, and the oid man
saw a cloud hanging just over the en-

trance to his cave. He looked at the
cloud and saw a face appear, and then
the bodv of a man, but his legs seemed
to end in the cloud, which lengthened
and dwindled Into space.

I wronder where his feet are?"
thought the old man. But the voice came
louder this time, and tho old man forgot
about the feet

"Dig deep," said the man In tho cloud,
and he pointed to a tree near the cave.
The old man took his spade and began
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digging, but he was old and had to stop
many times, and each time the voice
would say "Deeper." After a while the(
spaae strucK someuung anu um
was not heard again. The oul man
reached into the hole he had dug and
pulled out a little iron box. This ha
opened and Inside was a key.

And while he was thinking and won-

dering what It might unlock a loud peal
of thunder was heard and the mountain
trembled. There before the old man's
astonished gaze was a door In place of
the entrance to His cave. "I will , try
this key," said the old man. "but I shall
leave the door unlocked, for I do not
wish to be bothered with a lock every
time I go in and come out"

When he unlocked the door the cave
had disappeared and he found himself

"If I had brought my it
rained."

"And then you wouldn't have
it. so it's as you it
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in a large hall. He walked along and
came to another door which he found
unlocked, he opened it. but started bark
with a cry of surprise for the room Into
which he looked was ablaze with light
Long streaks of light darted from the
ceiling from the sides of the room and
from tho floor and they all pointed to-

ward the center of the room. These
streaks of light looked like long sharp
needles and there seemed to be thou-
sands of them. While tho old man stool
wondering what it all meant he heard
the buzzing sound rain and there was
the cloud man. "Go on," he said, "and
become young, "and tho clOiJ man dis-

appeared.
"I would like to be yc-un-g again," said
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the old man, "but I do not dare go Into
that room of fire."

He put out his hand and let the needle
like streaks touch it. and when he with-
drew it his hand was that of a young
man. Then he reached In the other
hand and that bcamo youthful looking.
He put one foot in and when he with-
drew it he could not keep it from jump-
ing and dancing.

"I think I had better go in," said tho
old man, "I cannot have one foot so
full of youthful vigor, it will wear out
the rest of my body jumping .about In
such a manner."

He stepped into the room, the door
closed after him and the bright streaks
of light flew back and forth over his
body like little serpents. He felt hini-te- lf

grow straight and strong and then
he room became dark, but ho did not

feel afraid, and he felt his way along
the wall of the room until he came to
a door. When he opened It he was In
a room of mirrors, and reflected In them
hti saw himself a young man. He
danced and sang for Joy and ran to a
door, which he opened. This led to a
long flight of stairs, but they did not
seem long to him. He ran up two steps
at a time and soon was in a room
where, a beautiful young lady was
awaiting him. He knelt before her and
look her hand.

"Will you marry me?" he gasped, "for
I do not wish to grow old again, and
love Is the only thing that will keep the
heart young. The face may grow oM,
but with love and hapisness in the
heart we shall be young for all time."
The young lady told him she would
marry him, for she, too, believed that
love was the secret of eternal youth.

Tomorrow's Story, "Two Cats and a
Mouse."
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