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CHAPTER XXV—Continued.
s

“That makes no difference,”
stormed, already converted to the
shop religion. *“Customers must Dot
find the door shut. Run open it at
ence. Suppose Mrs. Romilly dropped
fn, We'd lose her—unless this no-
toriety drives her away.” A little
blush of shame flickered in Daphne's
pale cheeks a moment and went out.
She sighed: “I suppose Mr. Duane
has stopped that check, too—Iif he eyer
gent it. Oh, dear!”

Then a nurse knocked; brought In
a card grewing in a large little aza-
lea tree. Daphne scanned it. *“Mr.
Thomas Varick Duane!” She peered
closer at the pencilings and read
alond: *“‘I just learned. I'm heart-
broken. Isn't there anything I can
do? "

Paphne felt as If outmged soclety
had forgiven her.

“Isn*t" he a darling?” she murmured. |

Mrs. Chivvis begrudged a stingy.
“Well, of course—" She had the poor
folks® consclentlous scruples sagalnst
wasting praise on the rich. ' “You'll
want to see him, I presume.”

Daphne

But Dapbne had had enough of evil’

appearance. “See him here? Never!”
She glared at poor Mrs. Chivvis with
a reproof that was excruciating to ac-
cept,-and ordered her to go down and
meet Mr. Duane and Incidentally learn
about the check, "“Business is busi-
ness" ’shp sald.

Mrs. Chivvis descended in all the
confusion of a Puritan wife meeting
& Cavalier beau. She came back later
o say that Mr. Duane was really very
nice, and spoke bheantifully and had
sent the check and would send an-
other if Daphne wished it, and would
make old Mrs. Romilly go on with the
order, and would she like some spe-
elal frults or soups or something? He
was really very nice.

Daphne eyed her with ironle horror
and sald, “You've been flirting with
him! and me so helpless here!”

“Daph!—nee!! Kip!!!" Mrs. Chiv-
wis screamed. The only counter-thrust
she could think of was, “And what
does Mr. Wimburn say?’ .

This sobered Daphne. Why had
Clay sent no word? Everybody else
in town had seen the papeéers. Clay
read the papers, Surely he was not

pable of such 'monstrous’ pilque.

en your worst enemy gets badly
‘hart' you've Jjust got to forgive-——l.t
you're: human.

CHAPTER XXVIi.

Lella was determined to endure
everything that might be necessary to
regain her beauty. She would,K go
through any ordeal of knives or plas-
ter casts or splints or medicines for
that. She was quite grim about it
Her resolution extended to the spend-
ing of as much of Bayard's money as

might be necessary on surgeons’ fees

and doctors' bills. If she bankrupted
Bayard it would be with the tenderést
maotives.

Five times she went to the operat:
ing table, made that infernal journey
into etherland, knowing what after-
ingu!!hes walted her, what retching
and burning and bleeding. She braved
death sagain and agaln, took long
chances with cowering bravado. And
&ll for Bayard's sake. :

Oné morning when Bayard reached
his office after a harrowing all-night
wigil at Leila’s slde he was just falling
asleep over the first mall when his
telephone snarled. He reached for it
with alarm. A volce boomed in his
©ar:

' *“Ah you thah?”
; "Yes."

“Keep the line, please. Now, you ah
through, sir?”

Then a growl replaced the boom, a
growl that made the receiver rattle:
| “Ah you thah, Mr. Kip? This is
Colonel Marchmont. I dare say you
remember our conversation about

those dammned coniracts with Weth-|

erell. A little farther discussion
might not be amiss—If you could
make it perfectly convenient to drop
ovvah at, say, a quawtah pahst fah?
—Good! I shall expect you at phat
ah.”

Bayard pondered.. What new per-
secution was fate preparing? As he
went to the office, he bought an eve-
ning paper. A heavily headed cable-
gram announced that the laherers in
the British munition works were strik-
ing or threatening to strike, A gleam
of understanding came into Bayard’s
. veye. When he reached the desk of

. Colonel ' Marchmont he looked un-
abashed Into the revolver muzzle of
the old war horse’s one’ eye,

Without any preliminary courtesies
or any softening of his previous tone
the colonel snorted: “Those devilish
contracts you made with Wetherell—
The poor fellow Is no longer alive—
more's the pity, but— Well, I'm afraid
I was a bit severe with you. I fancy
we might see our way to renewing
those centracts at a reasonable figure
—gay at a 26 per cent reduction from
the terms you quoted.”

Bayard smiled and shook his head.
He bluffed the bluffer. “The prices we
quoted included only a fair profit,
colonel. Since then materials have
Been going up In price every minute,
owing to the demand from abroad.
And the home market Is booming, We
can sell all our produet here, and

more, too, than we can make."”

' Colonel Marchmont squirmed, but
he was a soldier and loved a good
counter-attack. He smiled as he
squirmed. Wetherell was avenged
when his successor signed new con-
‘tracts at a higher price than he had
made. The changing times changed
everything ; yesterday's exorbitance
wils today’s bargain.

Bayard departed with a wallet full
of HFsthess  He pot back to his office

i _., M llt-tl-mﬂ with Meoreurial wings. |

> n_i"\-

His feet were beautiful on the rug of
the president’s office.

Bayard felt so kindly to all the
world that he hurried to the hospital
to scatter good news like flowers over
Leila’s couch. She was in that humeor
when anybody else’s good fortune was
an added grief to her.

“TI'm no use to vou now,” she waliled.
“lI never was much. But at least I
dressed and kept looking fit. And you
sald I was pretty. But now— Oh,
Bayard, Bayard! You used to call me
beautiful, and I tried to be beautiful
for you, But now— To be ugly and
useless both—it's too much!”

Wise pathfinders say that when you
are wandering in strange country you
should turn every now and then and
look back at the way you came. It
wears a different aspect entirely from
its look as you approached, and you
will need to know how It will look
nhen ¥you return.

From childhood on, Leila had been
warned against extravagance—as Bay-
ard had, as have we all. But only
now that she was looking backward
could she realize the wisdom, the in-
tolerable truth of the adage, “Waste
sot, want not.” '

Meanwhile Daphne was having s0
different a history that she felt
ashamed. It seemed unfair to her to
get well quickly and with no blemish
except a scar or two that would not
show, while Leila hung between death
and deformity. )

But seeing Bayard alone and 'hear-
ing Leila fret, she felt confirmed in
her bellef that she had done the whole-
some thing when she joined the labor-
Ing classes. , There were discourage-
ments without cease, yet Daphne was
learning what a remedy for how many
troubles there Is in work." It seemed
to be almost panacesn. It was exciting,
fatiguing, alarming, but it was ohjec-
tive. She was on her way at last to
that fifty thousand a Year she had
dreamed of. She was uncertain yet of
earning a thousand a year, but she
was on the road.

Clay Wimburn, seeking chancas in
the West, did not see the New York
papers or any other record of Daph-
ne's accident. When he got back to
New York, his pockets full of con-
tracts, Bayard. equally successful,
greeted him enthusiastically. Then he
learned of the accldent and the fact
that Daphne was “in trade.” He was
indlgnant at the news and wanted to
see her at once.

Bayard gave him the address, and
Clay wasted no time asking further
questions. He made haste to the suab-
way, fuming; left the traln at the
Grand Central station and climbed. up
to a taxicab.

Then he found Daphne.

She led him into a little shop empty
of everything but the debris of re-
moval,

“Where are we?" said Clay.

“This was my shop.” ' :

“What's the matter? Busted al-
ready?’ Clay asked, with a not unflat-
tering cheerfulness. -

“Not in the Ileast,” Daphne ex-
plained. - “We've expanded so fast we
had to move. We sublet and moved
across the street. -

“You remember Mrs. Chivvis, don't
you? Mrs, Chivvis, you haven't ‘for-
gotten Mr, Wimburn, He’s kept away
so long you might have, though.
Where've you been, Clay? But wait—
you can tell me on the way over to
the new shop.”

When she led him into her new em-
porium the graceful fabrics displayed
were all red rags to him. He was a
bull 'in a crimson shop.

Daphne made Clay sit down and
asked him if it were not all perfectly
lovely. He waited until Mrs. Chivvis
went on to the workroom. He had a
glimpse of a number of girls and
women ‘on sewing bent. They were
laughing and chattering.

He answered, “It's perfectly loath-
some,"

Instead of resenting this insult
Daphne laughed tlll she fell agalnst

Wetherell Was Avenged When His
Successor Signed New Contracts at
a Higher Price Than He Had Made.

the counter., The worst of It was that
her eyes were so tender.

“Where did you get all the capital
for all this stoek?" Clay demanded,
with sudden suspicion.

“Oh, part of it we bought on credit
and part of it on borrowed money.”

“Borrowed fromn whom?"

“I'rom Mr. Duane."

This was too much of too much.
Clay 'stormed: “I'll get him "

“Oh. no. you won't!™

“Oh, yes, T willI”

“T won't have you assaulting the
best friend I've got in the world.”

He groaned aloud at this, not no-
ticing how she used the word *“friend.”
She ran on. She had not talked to
him for so long that she was a perfect
chatterbox.

“He lent me five hundred dollars
when I didn’t know where else to get
It. And it nalled our first real con-
tract—a big commission from old Mrs.
Romilly. We paid back Mr. Duane’s
five hundred and then—" She giggled
in advance at what was coming “to
Clay. . “And then I borrowed a thou-
sand from him. We owe him that
now."

Clay was as wroth as she had
wished. He fook out a little book,
“Well, T'll give you a check for that
amount—or more. And you can pay
Duane .off with interest. I won't
have you owing him money.”

“You won't have!”™ Daphne mocked
“You won't have?  Since when did
you become senior partner here?”

“Senior partner!” Clay railede *T'm
no partner in this business! 1 hate
this business. It makes meée sitk to
gsee you in it."

“Then step out on the walk,” sald
Daphne.
tomers and using up ‘the time of the
firm. The boudoeir is no place for you,
anyway.”

A young woman with a bridal eye
walked in and Daphne left Clay to
blunder out sheepishly. He did not
see that she cast sheep’s eyes after
him. He was a most bewildered
young man. He had made a pile of
money and still he was not happy!

CHAPTER XXVIL

In the course of a few wretched
days Clay picked up some of the facts
about Daphne’s presence in Wether-
ell's fatal car. He was more furious
at her than ever and more: lncapable
of hating her.

He saw Bayard often, but Bayard
Jknew little and said less. ' One after-
noon he invited Clay to ride with him
to-the hospital, whence Leila was to
graduate. He warned Clay not to be-
tray how shocked he would be at Lei-
la’s sppearance, which, he said, was
a wonderful improvement on what it
had been. .

She was, indeed, a mere shell, and
Clay was not entirely successful with
his compliments,

Leila -sighed: “Much obliged for
your good intentions. T'm a mere
sack of bones, but I'm going to get
well. The doctors say that if I take
care of myself every minute and go
to a lot of specinlists and go to Bar
Harbor In the hot weather and fto
Palm Beach In the cold and spend
about a million dollars I'll be myself
some day. That's not much, but it's
all T've got to work for. Poor Bydie)
He didn’t know he was endowing a
hospital when he married me.”

“What do I care, honey?' Bayard
eried, with perfeet chivalry. “The
money is rolling in and I'd rather
spend it on you than on anybody else.”

fast as it rolls in,” Leila sighed. “The
Lord seems to provide a new expense
for every streak of luck, And that's
my middle name—Expense.”

She had actually learned one lesson.
That was a hopeful sign.

Clay sought Daphne In her odious
(to him) place of business. She asked
him what she could sell him. He said
he would walt till the shop closed.
She raised her eyebrows impudently
and gave him a chair in a corner. He
sat there feeling as out of place as a
strange man in a harem.

Eventually the last gdrrulous cus-
tomer talked herself dumb; the last
sewing woman went. Mrs. Chivvis
pulled down the curtains in the show
window and at the door and bade geood
night,

Then Daphne locked the door,
dropped wearily into a chair, and
sighed, “Well, Clay?”

“I want to know why you don't give
up Tom Duane.”

She shrugged her excellent shoul-
ders again, but she did not smile.
She spoke instead: “I don’'t ask you
to give up your stenographer.”

“Oh, it's like that, eh? Well, then,
why won't you let me lend you money
instead of Tom Duane?”

Her answer astounded him with its
feminine logic: *I can borrow of Mr.
Duane because I don't love him and
never did and he knows it. I can’t
borrow of you because—"

He leaped at the Ilmplication:
cause you love me?”

“Because I used to."

“Don’t yeu any more?" he groaned.

“How can I tell? It's been months
and months since I saw the Clay
Wimburn that came out to Cleveland
and lured me on to New York. The
only Clay Wimburn I've seen for
some time has been a horribly pros-
perotus, domineering snob who is too
proud to be seen with a working
woman. He wants to marry a lady.
I never was one and don't want to
be one. I'm a business woman and
I love it.”

“And you wouldn't give up your
shop for me?”

“Certainly not.”

He looked at her with baffled emo-
tions. She was so delectable and so
obstinate, so right-hearted and so
wrong-headed. It was Intolerable that
she should keep a shop. He spoke
after a long delay:

“May I come and see you once in
a while?"

“If you want to.”

“Where you living now?”

“Still at the Chivvises'.”

“You ouglht to take better care of
vourself thun that. Surely you can
afford a better home.”

“] suppose so, but it
tinnely  anywhere eles Tt

“Be-

woul-d be
bus

“You're scaring away cus- |

“The money's rolling out just as|

safe there—since you quit calling on
me, It doesn’t cost me much.”

“But you're making =0
money.”

“Not so very much—yet, but
all my own and I made every cent of
it, and—golly! how I love to waitch
it grow.”

“You miser.”

“Maybe. I guese that's the only
way to save jaooney-—to make a pas-
sion out of it and get a kind of vo-
luptuous feeling from it. But I really
think that it's the fun of making it
that interests me most. It certainly
keeps me out of mischief and out of
loneliness. ©Oh, there's no freedom
like having a job and a little reserve
in the bank. It's the only life, Clay.?

“And you wouldn’t give up your
‘freedom,” as you eall it, even for a
man you leved? Couldn’t you love a
man enough to do that?”

“I could love & man too much to
do that., For where's the love in a

woman's sitting around the house all

Y//7/// %

“It '‘Seums to Me It Couldn’t Help Be-
ing a Better and a Happier Way of
Living.”

day and walting for a man to come
home and listen to the gossip of her
empty brain? 'Phat isn't loving, that's
loafing.”

Clay was not at all persuaded.
“But there’s no comfort or home life
in marrying a business woman.”

“How. do you know? You know
plenty of unsuccessful wives who are
not business women.”

“I want a housekeeper, 'not a shop
keeper.” 2
" “@o get one, then,'I say. 1f'a wom-
an ean't earn enough outside to hire a
housekeeper let her do her own house-
work. But If she ean earn enough to
hire a hundred ‘honsekéepers why
should she stick to the kitchen? In my
home, if I ever get one,' thé cook will
not be the star, Besldes, it enlarges
life so. Instead of two living on the
wages of one two will live on the earn-
Ings of two. It seems to me it
couldn’t help being a better and a hap-
pler way of living.”

Clay blushed vigorously as he mum-
bled “What's your business woman
going to do when the—the babies
come? Or do yon cut out the kiddies?”

Daphne. blushed, too, “Well, I should
think that the business woman could
afford bables better than anybody else,

much,

ey
lts:.

She has to give up the housework, any-
way, even when she's a housekeeper.
I suppose she could give up her shop
for a while. At least she could share
the expense—or her husband could
stand the bills since he escapes the
pain. I tell you. if I ever had a daugh-
ter I'd make her learn her own trade
if she never learned anything else. I'd
never raise her to the hideous, inde-
cent belief that the world owes her a
living and she’s got a right to squeeze
it out of the heart’s blood of some
hard-working mdn. No, sirree! oft mawy
be old-fashioned, but it isn't decent,
and it isn't even romantic. The love
of two free souls, with their own cu-
reers and their own expenses, seems
to me about the hest kind of love there
could he. Then both of them ecan come
home evenings and their home will be
a home—a fresh, sweet meeting place.”

Clay breathed hard. He was silenced,
but not convinced—heyond being con-
vinced that Daphne Kip was still the
one woman in the world for him, in
spite of her cantankerous notions.
Still, of course, 8 woman had to have
some flaw or she would not be human.
Daphne’s folble was as harmless as
anyone's, perhups. So he blurted out:

“I suppose you've given up all
thought of marrying me?"”

She answered him with pious ear-
nestness: “I've never given up that
" thought, Clay. I've been trying to
make myself worthy of the happiness
it would mean. I have had the trous-
seau all made, and paid for, a long
while. That's what T came to town for
originally—our trousseau. But when
I saw how much sacrifice it meant for
my poor old father and what a bundie
of bills I'd be dumping on my poor
young lover 1 eouldn't see the good
of it. So I took my vow that I wouldn't
get a trousseau till I could earn the
price of it myself.
earned the price and I've ;got it. But
I've lost my excuse for wearing If.

“Still, I'd probably have- lost you,
anyway, or rulned you if I had brought
vou my old ideas. Everybody always
says that money is the enemy of love.
I wonder if it couldn’'t be made the
friend. It would be an interesting ex-
periment, anyway."

“Daphne. honey, let’s try the experi-
ment.’

She looked at him wlth a heavenly
smile In her eyes, and answered,
F “Let's.”

He moved to“ard her, but she
dodged behind the counter. She
studied him a moment, then reached
below the counter. A bell rang and a
drawer slid out. She took some bills
from it, made & memorandum on a
slip of paper, and put that in the place
of the bills, closed the. drawer, and
leaned across the counter, murmuring :

“They say all successfui businesses

borrbw this from the firm—for luck.”

She put out her hand. Clay put out
his. She laid three dollars on hisypalm
and closed his fingers on them.

“What's all this?” he asked, all mys-
tified. She explained:

“A plain gold band costs about six
dollars, and that's for my half of the
partnership., Women are wearing thelr
wedding rings very light nowadays.”

“T should say so [ Clay groaned, but
with a smile.

She bent forward and he bent for-
ward and their lips metf. She was only
a saleswoman selllng a customer part
of a hearf for part of a heart, but to
Clay the very counter was the golden
bar of heaven, and Daphne the Bless-
ed Damozel that leaned on it amd
made It warm.

THE END.

WORLD’S FIRST STEAM FERIL“'

Was Established by John Stevens in
1811, Running Between Hoboken
and New York.

The first ferry in the world was
&stablished in 1811 by John Stevens be-

tween Hoboken and New York. Tak-

ing up the study of steam in 1789, it
is recorded, he took out patents on ma-
rine engines three years later, and
in 1798 completed his first boat, suc-
cessfully operating it on the Hudson
river. In 1804 a second boat was
equipped with two screws, and the
style of propeller. designed by him was
for many years preferred above later
inventions. Though this was the first
application of steam to the screw- -pro-,
peller, yet this design was the jdentl-
cal short, four-threaded screw used
today. It is remarkable that this form
of propulsion was not practically intro-
duced until 1837. His original steam-
boat also contalned the first condens-
ing double-acting engine ever made In
America, and a multi-tubular boller.
In 1807 he built the sidewheel steam-
boat Phoenix, which was a few days
behind Fulton's vessel in attaining the
legal speed, and was thus shut out
from the Hudson river: but he boldly
steamed her around to the Delaware
by msea, being the first to navigate
the ocean with the new motive power.

Rush for Free Molasses.

When a tank car filled with 8,000
gallons of molasses was upset near
Telford, Pa., and the molasses began
to run out, people came by scores, on
foot, in carriages and by automobiles,
and salvaged some hundreds of gal-
lons of molasses before the rallroad
men plugged the opening and left
dozens of disappointed ones walting
to get at the outflow.

His Tribute,

Hans was on a visit to his grand-
father's farm, and for the first time
saw a lot of hees making honey, After
looking at them with deep interest for
a few moments he sald: “Well, 1 must
gsqy they Is certninly a wonderful lot

been i of fittle Animnls™

Under Modern Conditions There Seems
Little Reason for the Bird's Con-
tinued Existence.

The record of the crow is like its
coat—about as black as black can be—
a writer in Detroit Free Press says.
It - may be that in the great plan of
nature, some time in the past,’ the
crow served a useful purpose—like-
wise the hawk and the buzzard. Take
the buzzard, for example. Once pro-
tected by human laws everywhere be-
cause useful for removing earrion,
the stench of which offended the nos-
trils of 'all animal life, it is now out-
lawed, because man realizes that it is
better to burn or bury the dead—leav-
ing no excuse for the existence of the
disease-carrying buzzard. So, In the
beginning, the mission of the crow, wa
may conjecture, was to preserve some
equilibrium, some balance in the econ-
omy of nature. It may be he was
placed here to hold in check the weed
seed and grain eating birds, because
weeds were a factor in the past in
covering the waste places of the earth
and making them fertile. However
that may have been, there seems to be
no excuse for his existence now since
man, the agriculturist, seeds the
waste places to useful grains and
grasses and needs the help of the In-
sectiverous birds.

“Martyrs.”

The word “martyr” has varlous
meanings. Specifically, it is still con-
fined to those who give their lives for
their religious convictions. The “Holy
Innocents” are a notable example of in-
voluntary martyrdom. The word “mar-
tyr" should not be applied to =a
person who loses mere property, but is
used to persons who have died while
striving to attain their object. The
dictionary gives as the primary defini-
tion of “martyr"—“One who submits
to deathk rather than forswear his re-
ligion ; specif., one of the early Chris.
tians who suffered death for thelr re-
ligion.” In general, the word is used
also to denote one whe sacrifices him-
self for a cnuse, a8 = martyr to the
It nnrsiit af wealth

Apnd now I've

are begun on borrowed money. So I'll,

CROW IS ENEMY OF FARMER |

Counterfeiter Caught! The New York health suthorities had s Brook-
Jyn manufscturer sentenced to the penjtentiary for selling throughout
ths United States millions of “Taleum powder” fablets as Aspirin Tablets.

Don’t ask for Aspirin Tablets—Always say “Bayer.”
Don’t bu Aspirin in a pill box! Get Bayer packa:g'el

Always say, “Give me genuine
‘Bayer Tablets of Aspirin.”” Insist
you want only the Bayer package

with the “Bayer Cross” on the

package and on the tablets.

The genuine “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” have been
proved safe by millions ‘for Pain, Headache, Neuralgia,
Toothache, Earache, Rheumatism, Lumbago, Colds,
Grippe, Influenzal Colds, Joint Pains, Neuritis. Proper
dose in every ‘“Bayer” package. American owned! °

Boxes of 12 tablets—Bottles of 24—DBottles of 100—Also Chpﬂl-. :
mhmm—aamyuwaw-cm-

For a merciless gritie eolnlleqd -r
to the successful anthor. i

Her Get-Away.
“Tell her I'm not at home.
“But you are at home, ma!™
“Well, I wan't be by the time you
tell her’—Cartoons Magazine.

The postage ;gtamp that carries »
love letter seldom sticks to cold facts

assortment of |
shades. Our stock [}
consists largely of
these dbaonm

Particulars and Color Cards Free

Send us your dealer’s name and we will send both
him and you full particulars, color carde FREE and
an opportunity test sample quart cans of these
goods at VERY SMALL EXPENSE.

ONONDAGA TRADING co., [l
‘ 1142 BROADWAY = = NEW YORK OITY 8|

Have You Tried Tuxedo in the Neu
- “TEA-FOIL” PACKAGE 5

Itis the most popular innovation
of many years in smoking to~
baccopa . Smokers are
delighted with lt‘l many ad-
van s. Handier—fits
the pocket. No digging
the tobacco out with
the . Keeps the
ure rlgrancp of
meade tﬁ‘the iast
P ot quite -
muchtobacco
as in the tin,
bat—

Finest Burley Tobacco
Mellow-aged till perfect
-} a dash of Chocolate




