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Synopsis.—Doctor Strickland, re
tired, is living In Mill Valley, near 
San Francisco. His family consists 
of his daughters, Alix, 21, and 
Cherry, 18, and Ann^, his niece, 21. 
Their closest friend is Peter Joyce, 
a lovable sort of recluse. Martin 
Llpyd, a visiting mining engineer, 
wins Cherry, marries her and car
ries her off to El Nido, a mine 
town. Peter realizes that he loves 
Cherry. Justin' Little woos Anne. 
Cherry conies home for Anne's 
wedding. Cherry realizes her mar
riage is a failure. Peter tells Cher
ry of his "grand passion," without' 
naming'the girl. Martin comes for 
Cherry. Martin and Cherry drift 
apart. Dr. Strickland dies. Peter 
returns from a long absence. Peter, 
apd Alix marry. Cherry comes to 
v.sit them. 

*=r s* 
CHAPTER® XI—Continued. 

—Ki
lt was here that Peter found Cher

ry. She came up to him, and he took 
botli her hands and, after a second of 
hesitation, kissed her. She freed one 
hand to put it on his shoulder and, 
standing so, she seriously returned 
his kiss. For a moment his arm en
circled her waist; he had forgotten 
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•'Cherry—This Is the Nicest Thing 
That Has Happened for a Long 
While!" He Said. 

how blue her eyes were, with just a 
film of corn-colored hair loosened 
above them, and what husky, exquis
ite, childish notes were in her voice. 

"Cherry—this is the nicest thing 
that has happened for a long, long 
while!" he said. 

"You and Alix are angels to let 
me come!" Cherry answered, as they 
turned, and with laughter and eager, 
Interrupted talking went back to the 
bouse. 

Cherry, Peter saw at once, was dif
ferent in every way. Cherry was full 
of softness, of ready response to any 
appeal, of sympathy and comprehen
sion. Slie had been misunderstood, 
unhappy, neglected; she had devel
oped through suffering a certain timid
ity that wa*s almost a shrinking, a 
certain shy clinging to what was kind 
and good. 

Her happiness here was an hourly 
delight to both Alix and himself. She 
seemed to flower softly; every day 
of the simple forest life brought her 
new interest, new energy, new bloom. 
She and Alix washed their hair again, 
dammed the creek again, tramped and 
sang duets again. Sometimes they 
cooked, often they went Into the old 
senseless spasms of laughter at noth
ing, or almost nothing. 

One evening, when In the sitting 
room there was no other light than 
that of the fire that a damp July eve
ning made pleasant, about a week 
after her arrival, Cherry spoke for 

1" the first time of Martin. She had 
had a long letter from him that day, 
ten pages written in a flowing hand 
on ten pages of the lined paper of a 
cheap hotel, with a little cut of the 
building standing boldly against a 
mackerel sky at the top of each page. 
He was well, he had some of his din
ners at the-hotel, but lived at home; 
he had been playing a little poker and 
waf luckier than ever. He was look
ing Into a proposition in Durango, 
Mexico, and would let her know how 

,it panned out. 
Peter hald been playing the piano 

lazily when the letter was tossed to 
Cherry by Alix, who usually drove 
into the village every morning after 
breakfast for marketing pnd the mail. 
He had seen Cherry glance through 
it, seen the little distasteful move
ment of the muscles about her nose, 
and seen her put It carelessly under 
a candlestick on the mantel for later 
consideration. At luncheon she had 
referred to it, and now it .'evidently 
hod caused her to be thoughtful and 
a little troubled. 

,lMart may g? to Mexico!" she said, 
presently, with a sigh. 

"To stay?" Peter asked, quickly. 
Cherry shrugged. , ; 

"H'm I Does that mean you?" Alix 
ked- si; 
"I suppose'that's thev pftn," Cherry 

said, .lifelessly. "He says he'll want 
me to join him nbout the middle of 
August." 

"Oh, help!" Alix said, disgustedly. 
Cherry was silent a few minutes, 

and Peter smoked with his eyes on the 
fire. 

"If "Cherry said presently, "If 
I get my money I'll have enough to 
live on, won't I, Peter?" 

"You'll have about forty thousand 
dollars—yes, at five per cent you could 
live on that. Especially if you lived 
here in the valley," Peter answered, 
after some thought. * 

"Then I want you to know," Cherry 
went on quietly, with sudden scarlet 
in her cheeks, "that I'm going to tell 
Martin I think we have trie.d it long 
enough!" 

Peter looked gravely at her, sober
ly nodded, and resumed his study of 
the fire. But Alix spoke In brisk pro
test. 

"Tried, it! You mean tried mar
riage! But one doesn't try marriage! 
It's a fact. It's like the color of your 
eyes." 

"Alix," the little sister pleaded eager
ly, "you don't know what It Is—you 
don't know what It Is! Always meeting 
people I don't like; always living In 
places I hate; always feeling that my 
own self is being smothered and lost 
and shrunk; always listening to Mart 
complaining and criticizing people—" 

Peter interrupted seriously: * 
"I'll go this far, Cherry. Lloyd mar

ried you too young." 
"Oh, far too young!" she agreed 

quickly. "The thing I—I can't think 
of," she said, "is how young I was— 
only,a littie girl. I knew nothing; 
I wasn't ready.to be anybody's wife!" 

Something in the poignant sorrow of 
her tone went straight to their hearts, 
and for the first time Peter had an 
idea of the real suffering she had 
borne. 

"If I had a child, even, or If Martin 
needed me," Cherry said, "then It 
might be different! But I'm only a 
burden to him—" 

"His letter doesn't sound aB If he 
thought of you as a burden," Alix sug
gested mildly. 

"Ah, well, the minute I leave him 
he has a different tone," Cherry ex
plained, and Peter said, with a glance 
almost of surprise at his wife: 

"It's an awfully difficult position for 
a woman of any pride, dear!" 

Alix, kneeling to adjust the fire, as 
shte was constantly tempted to do, met 
his look and laid a soot-streaked hand 
on his knee. 

"Pete, dearest, of course It Is! 
But—" and Alix looked doubtfully from 
one to the other— "but divorce is a 
hateful thing!" she added, shaking her 
head. "It—it never seems to me jus
tifiable !" 

"Divorce is an institution," Peter 
said. "You may not like it any more 
than you like prisons or madhouses; 
it has its uses." 

"People get divorces every day!" 
Cherry added. "Isn't divorce better 
than living along In marriage—without 
love?" 

"Oh, love!" Alix said scornfully. 
"Love is just another name for pas
sion and selfishness and laziness, half 
the time!" 

"You can say that, because yours 
is one of the happy marriages," Cher
ry said. "It might be very different— 
if Peter weren't Peter!" 

As she said his name she sent him 
her trusting smile; her blue eyes shone 
with affection, and the exquisite curve 
of her mouth deepened. Peter smiled 
back, and looked away in a little con
fusion. 

"I can't imagine the circumstances 
under which I shouldn't love you and 
Peter!" Alix summarized it, triumph
antly. 

"And Martin?" Peter asked. 
•;Ah, well; I didn't marry Martin!" 

his .wife reminded him quickly. "I 
didn't promise to love and honor Mar
tin in sickness and health; for richer, 
for pqprer; for better, for worse—by 
George!"' Alix Interrupted herself, In 
her boyish way, "those are terrific 
words, you know. And a promise Is 
a promise!" 

"And, even for infidelity you don't 
believe people ought to seperate?" 
Cherry asked. 

"Nonsense!" Peter said. 
"But you said—that Martin never—" 
"No, I'm not speaking of. Martin 

now!" 
"Well, wouldn't that come under 

'worser'?" Alix asked. 
"But, my child," Peter expostulated 

kindly. "My dear benighted, wife— 
there is such a thing as a soulr-a mind 
—a personality! To be tied to a— 
well, to a coarsening Influence day after 
day Is living death! It Is worse than 
any bodily discomfort—" 

"I don't see It!" Alix persisted. 41 
think there's a lot of nonsense talked 
about the fammy oncompreezy—but It 
seems to me that if you have a home 
and meals and books and friends and 
the country to walk in, you—" 

"Oh,^heavens, Alix; you don't know 
what you're talking about!" Cherry 
interrupted her impatiently. "Some-

Nothing more was said for several 
days upon the subject of a possible 
divorce. One afternoon Peter crossed 
the porch, tired , and hot, and found 
everything apparently deserted. H6 
dropped Into a chair, and was still 
breathless from the rapid climb up
hill, when stray notes from the piano 
reached his ears; a chord, a carefully 
played bit of bass; then a chord again. 
Then slowly, but with dainty accuracy 
and even feeling. Cherry began to play 
a strange little study of Schumann. 
Peter knew It was Cherry, because 
Adz's touch was always firm and sure ; 
more than that, he. himself had played 
this same bit no longer ago than last 
night, and he remembered now that 
Cherry had asked him just what it 
was. 

He experienced a sudden and pleas
ing emotion; he did not stop to analyze 
It. But .he had been ruffled In spirit 
a moment before; Alix had, known he 
was to come on this train and had not 
met him with the car; and while he 
really did not mind the walk up, he 
disliked the feeling that they had en
tirely forgotten him. 

Presently there was silence; then 
Cherry tried another little study and 
finished it, and the hot summer still
ness reigned again. 

With a sense that he had been doz
ing, if only for a few minutes, Peter 
opened his eyes. Framed in the cabin 
doorway, poised like a butterfly against 
the dark background of the room, 
stood Cherry. He knew that she had 
been standing so for some time, for a 
full minute; perhaps more. 
. They looked at each other In a si
lence that grew more and more awk
ward by great plunges. Peter had 
time to wish that he had kept his eyes 
shut; to wish that he had smiled when 
he first saw her—he could not have 
forced himself to smile now—to won
der how they were ever to speak— 
where they were rushing—rushing— 
rushing—before she turned noiselessly 
and vanished into the dim room. '. 

"Peter lay there, and his heart 
pounded. A moment ago he had been 
a tired, man, fretted because his wife 
forgot to meet him; now there was 
something new In the world. And rap
idly all the world became only a back
ground, only a setting, for this extra
ordinary sensation. The hills beyond 
still swam in the hot sunlight, the 
mountain rose into the blue, but the 
light that changes all life lay over 
them for Peter. 

He said to himself that it was awk
ward—he did not know how he could 
enter that door and talk to Cherry. 
And yet he knew that that meeting 
of Cherry, that the common exchange 
of words and glance3, that the dally 
trifling encounters with Cherry were 
all poignantly significant now. 

He felt no impulse toward hurry. 
He might sit on his porch another 
hour, might saunter off toward the 
creek. It mattered nothing; the hour 
was steadily approaching when she 
must reappear. 

Alix drove in, full of animated apol
ogies. She managed the car far bet
ter than he, and no thought of an ac
cident had troubled him. 

The evening was warm, one of the 
two or three warm evenings that 
marked the height of summer even 
In the high valley. There was not 
a breath of air in the garden; roses 
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They Looked at Each Other In 
Silence, -v -V *: ' i .  

and wallflowers stood erect in a sort 
of luminous enchantment. Moonlight 
sank through the low twisted branches 
of the near-by- oaks. and fell tangled 
with • black and-" lacy shade through 
the porch rose vine! 

Alix sat on the porch rail, every 
line of crisp skirt and braided head 
revealed as If by daylight, but Cher
ry's pale striped gown was only a 
glimmer In the deepest shade of the 
vine. Peter, smoking, sat where be 
could not but see her; they had hyd-
ly looked at each other directly since 

tile long, strange look of .this -after
noon ; they,' had exchanged hardly a 
•word. •••'•'' ' V- '' 
; i "Town tomorrow, Pete?" All* said, 
|tfter a silence during, which she had 
locked her arms behind her . head, 
stared straight above her -it the path 
the moon was making through faint 
Stars, and yawned. "I've got to go In 
to a meeting of the hospital board. 
Good night, beloveds. I'm dead! Don't 
sit out here mooning with Pete all 
night, Cerise !" 

Peter said to himself .that now Cher-
ty would go, too, but as the screen 
door banged lightly after Alix, and the 
•dull glimmer of Cherry's striped gown 
did not move in the soft shadow, a 
sudden reluctance and distaste seized 
him. He had been subconsciously 
aiware of her all afternoon; he had 
known a delicious' warmth an<) stir 
at his heart that he. had not analyzed, 
if Indeed it could be analyzed. Now 
suddenly he,did,not want*the beauty 
and gloom and charm of that feeling 
touched. His heart began to beat 
heavily again, and he knew that he 
must stop the unavailing game now.' 

But he had not reckoned on Cherry. 
She twisted in her chair, and he heard 
a child's long, happy sigh. 

"Oh, so am I : tired, too!" she 
breathed, reluctantly. "I hate to 
leave it—but I've been almost asleep 
for half an hour! You can have all 
the moonlight there is, Peter." Her 
white figure fluttered toward the door. 
"Gobd night!" she said, drooping her 
little head to choke a yawn. A mo
ment later he beard her laughing with 
Alix. 

'You fool—you fool—you fool!" Pe
ter said to himself,and he felt an 
emotion like shame, a little teal com
punction that he could so utterly mis
read her innocence. He felt it not 
only wrong In him, but somehow .stain
ing and hurtful to her. ; ' 

lotJr little one will love the •fruity" 
iaste of "California Fig Syrup" even If 
'constipated,. bilious, Irritable* feverish, 
or, full ,cif cold. A teaspoonfu! never 
falls to cleanse the Uver and bowels. 
In a few hours you can see for your
self how thoroughly it works all the 
sour-bile, and* undigested jfood out of 
the bowels -and you have a well, play-, 
ful child agajo. 

Millions of mothers keep' "California 
Fig Syrup" jiandy. They know, a tea-
spoonful today saves a sick child to
morrow. Ask your druggist for genu
ine "California Pig Syrup," which has 
directions for babies and children of 
all ages printed on bottle. Mother I 
Tou must say "California" or you may 
get an Imitation fig syrup.—-Advertlse-
ment. 

Beginner's Luck. f 

An ardent angler tobk.a friend fish
ing. The friend knew nothing about 
the gentle art, but .was set up .with all 
the necessary tackle, and a nice, com
fortable seat on the bank. 

The experienced hand started fish
ing a few yards higher  ̂up the stream. 

Presently the novice said > "How 
much do those red things cost?" 
; "I suppose you mean the float?" said 
the angler. "That only costs about 
twopence." 

"Well, I owe you twopence," said the 
novice. "The" one you lent me has 
sunk."—London Tit-Bits. £;;v •  ̂

CHAPTER XII. 

Again Peter reckoned without Cher
ry. It was only the next day, when 
he was entering the Palace court for 
his lunch, that he experienced a sud
den and violent emotion. His thoughts 
were, at the moment, far from Cher
ry, and he fancied himself in a hurry. 
But every other, feeling but excite
ment was obliterated at the sight of 
a slender, girlishly made Woman, in 
a pongee gown, and a limp brown hat 
covered with poppies, waiting in the 
lounge. ^ 

Peter went toward her, and the col
or rushed into Cherry's face. It was 
the first time they had accidentally 
encountered each other, and It had 
a special -place, of Its own In the his
tory of their lives. 

The surprise of It kept them laugh
ing, hands clasped, for a minute*; then 
Cherry said: 

"I was to lunch here wlth BIary 
Cameron. But she's full twenty "min
utes late! You hate her, don't you?" 
she added, looking up from under the 
poppies'at Peter. 

"I don't like her," he admitted, with 
b boy's grimace. 

"Then suppose we don't lunch here?" 
Cherry suggested, innocently. Peter 
laughed joyously, and tucking her lit
tle gloved hand under his arm, led 
her away. - They went to Solarl's, and 
had a window table, and nodded, • as 
they discussed their lunch, at half a 
dozen friends who chanced to be 
lunching there, too. 

She had said that she wanted to tell 
him "all about It," and Peter, with 
quick knowledge that she meant the 
unhappiness of her marriage, nodded 
a grave permission. 

"I've made a failure of it!"' Cher
ry said, sadly. "I know I ought to 
struggle on, but I can't. I have no 
individuality, Peter, I have no per
sonality ! As for my dignity—my priv
acy " • 

Her face was scarlet, and for a mo
ment she stopped speaking. 

"Just tell me an alternative!" she 
paid, after a while. "It can't be that 
there is no other life for me than 
going back. Peter, I'm only twenty-
four !" 

"I know you are," he said, with a 
brief nod. 

"Why, every one has some alterna
tive," Cherry pleaded. "It can't be 
that marriage Is the only—the oaly 
Irrevocable thing! If you had a part
ner that you couldn't go on with, you 
could come to some agreement!" 

"You don't love him !" Peter said. 

SHE DYED A SWEATER,' 

SKIRT AND CHILD'S COAT 

- Each pacfage of 'Diamond Dyes" con
tains directions so simple any woman can 
aye or tint her worn, shabby dresses, 
skirts, waists, coats, stockings, sweaters, 
coverings, draperies, hangings. everything, 
®**n if- she lias never dyed; before. Buy 
Diamond Dyea"—no other .kind—then 

perfect home dyeing is sure because Dia-. 
mond Dyes are guaranteed not to spot, 
fade, streak, or run. Tell your druggist 
whether the material you wish to dye is 
wool or silk, or whether it is linen, cotton 
or mixed goods.—advertisement. 

Against All Rules. 
As every golfer is aware, It Is 

against the rules, to remove anything 
growing on the course. , 

The other day a player asked: 
"What should I do on the putting 
green If a worm lay between my ball 
and the hole? Am I entitled to lift 
It or brush It aside?" 

"Well," replied his " companion, "I 
think you should brush It aside." 

"Yes," he replied, "you may be right, 
.but this was a young and growing 
worm, you know!"—Houston Post., 
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The Engine's Eara. 
Mr; Smith was a commercial tra?» 

eler, And only came boihe at long in
tervals. On one of these he was tell
ing his five-year-old son an about hit 
wanderings. "And then I came home," 
h e  f i n i s h e d . . . . : ' • • •  

"And did, you. come home in a tralo. 
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daddy?" asked • Johnny. 

"I must go home—I must go 
back to Mart tomorrow!" 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

That Word "Strike." 
.The first use of the word "strike," 

as applied to labor troubles, occurred 
In a London newspaper in 1765. In 
September of that year were numerous 
references to a great stoppage of labor 
in the coal fields, and the workers are 
said to have'"struck out" for higher 
Wages.—Indianapolis News, v ^ 

Tribute to Agriculturist. 
The agricultural population pro

duces the bruvest men, valiant sol
diers, and a class of citizens the least 
given, to evil designs.—€• 

Cole'a Carbollralre Quickly Relieves 
and heals burning, itching and torturing 
skin diseases. It instantly stops the pain 
of turns. Heals without scars. 30c and 60c. 
Ask your druggist, or send 30c to The 3. 
W. Cole Co., Rockford. HL, for a pack
age.—Advertisement. 

Real Compliment. 
Bishop W. S. Anderson during his 

visit at the; Edlson-Ford-Flrestone 
camp In Maryland, said apropos a re
cent society Wedding: 

"There are women, it is true* who 
make fools out of men, but I am hap
py to know that the majority of wom
en mal^ men out of fools." 

Mistaken. 
"Ydu didn't open your mouth once 

during the 'entire session." "You are 
quite wrong, my friend, because each 
.time you took the floor I yawned."— 
Paris Le Journal Amusant. • 

"Y^s, sonny." 
"And did you see the ears of th» 

engine?" 
"Of course not," laughed Daddy. 

"Engines don't have ears," 
"Oli, yes they do!" persisted tb« 

small, boy. "Haven't you ever heard 
of the engineers, daddy?"-—London 
Tit-Bits. -
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•vfiolfs Great 8uperlor Point. 
Golf has one point of superiority 

over baseball; it gives exercise to tb« 
spectators as well as to the playem. 
—St. £oul8 Post-Dispatch: 

American Ice Cream for Canada. ' 
Thousands of galions of ice cream 

are being shipped every month from 
Vancouver, British Columbia, to China, 
the, frozen, dainty being forwarded in 
specially constructed containers, hold* 
Ing about 500 gallons each'.-" 
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Kiddies' Colds Can 
Be Eased Quickly: 

Dr. King's New Discovery will da , 
that very thing, easily and quickly. ̂  

• Don't say, "Poor little kiddie, I wish 1 

I knew what to do for you!" Wheny 
the cough first comes, give a little Dr. 
King's New Discovery a& directed, and 
it will soon be esued. S 

It's a good family cough and cold 
remedy, too. Loosens up the phlegm, 
clears up the cough, relieves tne con
gestion. NO harmful drugs. For fifty < 
yean a standard remedy for colds, 
coughs, grippe. : At your druggists* . 
60c. a bottle. • 

Dr. King's 
New Discovery 
./br£|old̂ and̂ oû hŝ  

Constipated? Here'sRelief! Cleanse 
the 'system, with Dr. King's Pills. 
They prompt, free bile flow, stir up -
.the lazy liver and get at the root of the 
trouble. All druggists, 25c. 

PROMPT I WON'T GXUFK 

King's Pills 
50H/y DISTEMPER AMONO HORSES successfully treated with 

Spohn's Distemper Compound 
With the approach of winter horses are again more liable to 
contract contagiou* dlaeue—DISTEMPER, INFLUENZA. 
COUGHS and: COLDS. As a preventive a*alnst these, an occa
sional dose of "SPOHN'S" Is niarvelonsly effective. A» a rem
edy for cases already suffering, "SPOHN'S" is equally eltectlr*. 
Olve It as a preventive. Don't wait. <0 cents and f 1.20 per bottl* 
.at drag stores. 

, 8POHX MEDICAI«. COMPANY GOSHEN, INDIANA 

What to Take for 

a good dose of Carter's Little Lftrer Pills 
—then take 2 or3 for a few nights after.They 

1 waste matter ana 
Mild*-as easy to 

§*nal!PilL So^ Bosia, jptic& 
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