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° A sort of early summer lethargy
seemed to have settled upon me.
Even the planning of my party, the
first one we had given since our
house was finished, failed to arouse
me to interest. Dick wrote for
hours, shut in his study—a short
story to fill in the time until he
heard from the publisher to whom
he had submitted his manuscript.
8o he said, and had added that he
was too mervous to remain idle,
‘when I urged him to rest.

Often he wandered over to Juan-
ita’s. 1 learned to know the gigns.
At such time 1 would sit by the
window and wait, thinking long,
harrowing thoughts. Since the
night when Dick had repulsed me
when I proposed to accompany him
“on his walks, I had not again offer-
ed, That 1 knew he was with

*Juanita made the watching, and
the thoughts, more painful.

1 had a curious feeling that Dick
meither wanted me, nor wished me
away, Sometimes I caught him
whtching me under-closed eyelids,
at others with a look I could not
gathom. Then again he would
fook 8o clean, 8o sane, so normal,
80 much the Dick with whom I haa
lived those long months in the de-
sert, those months that at times
seemed to drag, yet which I now
Jooked back upon with regret.
Dick had belonged to me then, he
was mine utterly.

Juanita came over frequently in
those few days before the party,
always with a question as to my
need of her. It hurt me to see Dick
fiush with pleasure when he greet-
ed her. At times he appeared al-
most inarticulate with happlness—
or else I imagined it, he was so
quiet. My mind was chaotic. At
one time I would believe I was tak-
ing the right course, the only
course to hold my husband; at
another 1 would wonder if I assert-
ed myself, let Dick know that I

. disliked hig intimacy with Juanita,
ir it would not, perhaps, prove the
better way.

‘My preparations were about com-
pleted. I had sent out my invita-
tions on ragged edged pieces of
bark, and with. a quotation from
some famous author, humorous or
otherwise, to lend them interest—
and oddjty. I had engaged two
musiclans—a - surprise for Dick
who wished one day we could have
something beside the victrola for
dancing. I had made out my sup-
per menu. We had decided it
more feasible than a formal dinner
because of the size of our dining
room. 1 had bought a new gown
which I knew was becoming. Yet
I felt heavy-hearted, apprehensive.

Yet of what? Nothing more had
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MADE IN CANADA

The bhoy stopped to give me a hug
and two or three resounding kiss-
es.. “But we met Aunt Nita on the
way home and she lugged him off
tolook for some book she seemed
awfully keen about. Dad seems
sort of happy over Aunt Nita, She's
some ‘looker all right. Was stun-
ning this morning.”

» ‘“What did she have on?" I ask-
ed to cover my emotion it the boy's
frank remark about his father.

“Oh, some soft white thing, and
a big lacy parasol—no hat."”

“Well, never mind her. Take
vour bag upstairs and then come
down and help me. We're having
a bhig house-warming tonight. Dan-
cing!"”

““Huly gee! [ -never thought
them fellows getting the measles
would get me such a good time.
You bet I'll help. Say, mother,
vou'll dance with me, won't' you?”

“You bet Iwill!” I slangily re-
plied;, comforted. 1 had my boy's
love no matter what happened.

A CONTRETEIIPS

’
' more thoroughly.

Mr. Baker tok Juanita home, I
thought Dick looked disappointed
when he offered, but he said noth-
ing, and Juanita in her orange
dres ravished him with a look as
she accepted the invitation.

I went up with Junior and talked
a few moments. Dick had gone
directly to bed, Late as it was, I
was not at all sleepy, so I sat by
my window and tried to think, to
plan

“I can’t ignore it any longer,” I
whispered to myself. “It must not
go any farther. I must find some
way to win him back before it is
too late.”

I wondered if ever a wife ha
bheen placed in the same position,
and if so what she had done? (
thought with a shiver of self-re-

sort of wife in the first place Dick
never would have known Juanita.
Somehow, everything went hack to
this—my wickedness, my failure in
those first years.

“I will fight her with any weap-
ons, but Dick must not know I am
fighting,” 1 said as I finally arose.

A CRY FOR HELP

Chapter 109

The years spents in New York
seemed very distant, and I had
grown careless in writing Mrs.
Gray. But in my need her sweet
motherly face came before me, and
thoughts of her as the one person
in the world who could help me
filled: my mind.
1 wrote asking her to make me
a visit. 1 did not realize until
heard from her husband that she
was {1l and could not take such a
journey, how much I had depend-
ed upon her coming I could hope
for help from no one. 1 must
fight my trouble, attack my prob-
lem alone.

I felt almost sure that as long as
Junjor was at home Dick would not

Chapter 108

My party promised to be a suc-
cess. The guests had all accepted
and ‘what is more to the point had
arrived. . All but Juanita. She!
was inv ariably the last guest no!
matter what sort of a function she
attended. 1 suspected her of do-
ing this on purpose to make her en-
trance more theatical.

It was only a little after nine,
however, when she arrived. A
little gasp of admiration went .up
when she appeared. Her gown of
chiffon was made with several
skirts, one over the other, from the
deepest orange, her favorite color,
to the faintest shade of yellow.
She wore a gold bandeau confining
her hair, and a long floating scarf
of deep orange fell from one shoul-
der. Her stockings and slippers
matched her gown. As usual she
wore no jewels.

No one could deny or question
her heauty. My heart almost
ceased beating when 1 saw the look
in Dick’s eyes when he greeted her.
Junior was standing beside me.yet |
even so I could pot restrain a sigh
as [ saw a look pass hetween them.
I danced with Junior, while Dick |

happened to cause me to fear. I

save what with perfect propriety
bappens ' betweeen two' close
friends—such as Dick and Juanita
were—or claimed to be. But in-
tuittvely something seemed to tell
me that I was too trusting, too eas-
ily deceived. Strive as I would,
1 could not rid myself of the idea.

Then the night before the party
something happened to put all but

one thing out of my mind. Junior
wag coming home,
‘An epidemic of measles had

broken out at the school, and it
wag 80 severe they were closing
the classes for a week or two. The
boys who lived near were sent
home for greater precaution.

I was delighted that Junior was
to be at the party, and could scarc-
ely wait for Dick to come in from
his walk to tell him. To my as-
tonishment he grumbled:

“l don't see why he. should be
sent home just because a few of
the boys have measles.”

“But, Dick! He says the boys
are very il1. And it will he delight-
ful to have him here for the party.
He loves to dance.’

Dick made no reply, but went in-
to the study and closed the door.
I had a great deal to do, and with
a shrug dismissed my disappoint-
ment at his lack of enthusiasm ov-
er Junior's coming. But I could
not so easily dismiss the heart-
Break that thoughts of Juanita
brought me—thoughts mixed with
a sort of wistful envy.

Junior came next morning. 1
was too busy to go to the station,
so asked Dick to meet him:

“He will feel neglected if no one
is at the train,” I gaid.

In half an hour Junfor came
whistling up the walk—alone.

“Where's your father? Didn’t he
meet you?”

“Oh, yes, he was at the train.”
P

{1look out, Mother, or Aunt Nita will

took Juanita for a partner. Every: )

bade fair to be a success. People
wandered all over the house, ad-
miring, asking where I got this
idea, that 'bit of color, or pralsing
the ensemble. It was not my place
as hostess, as’ well as designer of
the decoration, to’ allow them to
g0 unattended. I let them return
to the dancing, however, without
me, pleading a wish to look after

the supper.
The study was dark when 1
passed the door, save for the faint

glow of the reading lamp, although
1 was sure that only a short time
before it had been as brilliantly
lighted as the rest of the house.
Suddenly my heart stopped, and
my ears fairly strained.

“You do love me, Nita darling,
I know it!” I heard a husky voice,
love-softened, say.

There was a silence—a silence
such as a woman might keep when
she was uncertain, or when a word
spoken would betray her heart and
her love.

“Don’t torture me, Nita! Say you
love me. Then we will have the
courage to end this horrihle situa-
tion. 1 worship you, my beautiful
girl. T can’t live without you! To-
night you madden me.” /

It is not pleasant for a wife to
listen to a declaration of love from
her husband to another woman.
It i3 not made easier to hear it
when her duties as hostess compel
a smiling face and gay manner.
I felt sick, faint. I remained for
a moment rigidly by the study
dodr, then quietly returned to my
guests. ;

1 felt very lonely among that gay
laughing crowd, and motioned Jun-
ior to my side. I took his hand in
mine and the touch of his warm
strong fingers gave me courage.

“Where's Father? he asked after
a moment,

“I don’t know. Somewhere about
I guess.”

“Last time I saw him he was
talking to Aunt Nita, They didn’t
see me, 80 T didn’t butt in, Better

steal Dad. He's hippy about her.”

I knew that Junior was only
joking, yet his careless boyish
speech hurt me.
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“You mustn’t say such things,
Junior. [ know you are joking,
but others might take you serious-
ly, and it would hurt your Father.”

Just then Juanita came into the
room followed by Dick. S8he at
once commenced to talk with Mr.
Baker while Dick sought other
guests. But they both were flush-
:g, and Juanita was plainly excit-

“Don’t let anyone know,” I sald
to myself. ‘“Keep up courage,
don’t give way to your feeling. 1'
felt unlike myself, as if 1 were,
masquerading. I laughed at noth

ing at all, was so gay that once or

twice I caught Junior looking at
me ip amagement,
The gave me a little re-

aid bands

lief, as they were all too busy eat-
ing to notice that for a moment I
slipped away. In my room I/
a prayer for help, then

and remained h my
until they departed .in the

%hours," declaring they
‘had’ - enjoyéd themselves

see as much of Juanita as he had
before he came. So as [ must
make hay while I could, T startel
at once to put into execution a plan
I had formulated.

“I'm going over to Aunt Nita’'s,
Junior,” I remarked, “don’t you and
father want to gu with me?”

“I'll ‘'go! Junior replied, but Dick
excused himself,

As tactfully as I could I turned
the conversation upon Dick. I
told Jnanita I suspected he was not
well, that he was unlike himself.

“If T did not know him so well.
I would think he was getting silly
in his old age,” I said when Junior
hed gone out on to the porch with

Juanita's pomeranian. “He acts
ag if he were in love.”

“What dn you mean?’ Juanita
had flushed.

“Just what I say. Dick is a pe-
culiar temperament. He changed
in many wayvs when he lived on
the desert so long. He is easily
affected by colors, by anything
which appeals to his sense .of

beauty, of rhythm. But this only

lasts while he is with the person.|,

proach that had 1 been the right

baud.

1 had thought of going to Juanita
and frankly asking her to keep
away from Dick, to keep him away
from her, to refuse to see him.
Then I recalled her mocking laugh,
the glances 1 had seen her glve

ick, and felt sure she would
only laugh at me, If I could turn
them against each other In some
way it would be far better.

The publisher by his rejection of
the manuscript had helped me.
Juanita had ' said so much about
iher helpfulness op the very points
‘the publisher criticised that it did
not need a woman's “I told you
80,” to make Dick feel I had been
right in my feeling that if she was
helping she should be recognized
it she was not, he would do. better
to work alone,

“I. should like to go away for a
while, Dick. Suppose .you comy
along and get material for some
| 8ood stories?” I ventured a day or
|two after this. I had
Juanita, but she had been over.
iJunior was at home, and I smiled
as he told me:
| “Father was so glum over his

)

helped entertain Aunt Nita."”
“Why didn’t you invite her to
dinner?” I asked Dick. *“Was she
as gorgeously gowned as usual?”’
He had said he couldn’t go away.
“Looked - like a Christmas tree!”
Junior replied. ‘‘Honest, mother,
Aunt Nita is all right for a once-in
a-while person, but as a steady

not seen '

book I stayed right with them and ;'
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diet she won't do. Makes me think
of a circus rider.
parties and things, and when I was

But honest, I'd hate to have you
doll up like she does."”

I could have hugged that blessed
boy. He was playing into my
hands as beautifully as if he knew
what I was trying to do.

JUANITA STILL BELIEVES
Chapter 110

It’s all right at;

a kid I thought she was wonderful. !

“All that

its nam¢
. . "
implies

“What, won't you go away for a
time?"” I asked Dick the next morn !
ing at breakfast. “Of course I
don’t mean until Junior returns to
school.” T had seen the doleful
look- on my boy’s face, and knew !
he thought I intended to leave him
at home alone, !

“I can’t afford to go!"” Dick ans-
wered shortly.

“But. I can! 1 haven't spent
nearly all I made on the Baker
house and we both need a change."” !

“Go if you like, but leave me out
of your calculations.. If the book
had been accepted I should have
taken that yachting trip. As it is¢
[ shall remain at home and write
pot hoilers.”

“But I couldn't have gone on|
the yachting trip—at least you 5aid
nothing about taking me.” ’

“No. Somers couldn’t take any |
more ladies. He sald he was sorry ;
~—sorry not to be -abie to invite
you, ‘T mean, but that his yacht
would not accommodate any morc
than he had asked.” !

“So ladies were going?”

or in the place where he is so af-
ected. s soon ag he is away, he|
is himself again.”

“You mean he-is fickle?” a puz-

had heard nothing, seen mnothing.jone was very gay, and my party,2led look on her face.

“That’s no name for it!” I declar-
ed laughing, but relieved at Jun-
ior's reappearance. I had “start-
ed something” as he would have
said.

When he reached home Dick was
on the uorch, an open letter in his
hand, a look of discouragement on
his face,

“What is it, 1 asked.

“Read that!” he replied. shortly.
handing me the letter. It was a
short one - from the, publisher to
whom he had submitted his manu-
script. The hook was not suitable
for their readers,and so they would

ave to return it, et cetera.

I could have sung aloud for joy.
The “and so forth” had been -a
short but rather scathing criticism
of some of the descriptions and
characters, most of which had beep
furnished by Juanita.

“It would have been all right if
yon had written it alone,” 1 said
1 recurned the letter, “but a woman
who is as prone to exaggeration as
Juanita, carnot help but ruin any
sertous undertaking.”

“Why didn’t you say so before?”’

It was almost a rebuke. “And
what do you mean by exaggera-
tion ?”

“Just what the word means. In
dress, in manner, in all she does,
she is an exaggeration of self. To
be really helpful, one cannot think
of making an impression all .the
time, whether that impression is
;{n one person, or upon the pub-
ic.”

“I thought you liked her.”

“I do,” it was ‘excusable to lie in
such a cause, “but that doesn't
blind me. She is so fascinating
that many women would consider
her dangerous. Yet one would tire
of her just as one tires of some
exotic plant. But why are we su
seriously discussing Juanita?’ 1
had made up my mind to discuss
her with him constantly, him with
her. Instead of avolding any men
tion of them, I would talk so con-
stantly of Juanita to Dick, of Dick
to Juanita that they would tire or
hearing each other’s name. It may

"Fon ',
I said no more, hut knew I ha(l;
the explanation. Juanita was to
go. [ wanted desperately to ask iff
he knew she was invited, instead!

[ questioned as carelessly as I,
could: i

“Who were going? Anyone I
know ?”

“Yes, I believe so—Mr. and Mrs.'
Mortimer, Linda [Forrester and
Carroll, and—some others. About!
six in all.”

“Is Juanita going?" It was out.
[ just couldn’t help it. Dick flush.
ed as he angwered . !

“I helieve gshe was invited. I do
not know whether she Intends to
go or not."”

There flashed through my mina'
the thought that perhaps she would
not go unless Dick went also. He
had said he would not go. 1 said
no more but went to the telephone |
[ called Juanita.

‘“Are you going on the yachting
party Mr. Somers is giving?' I
asked. |

“Yes—why?” she answered in a
peculiar voice.

“Oh, 1 had thought of giving an |
other party—-cards—and wanted to
know who to ask!"”

When I returned Dick said:

“l must tell Juanita about the
manuscript, I think I'll walk over
there and get through with it.”

“That's a good idea. You will
feel better when it is over, Of
course you can't tell her it was her
fault, her exaggerated ideas thut
pey | ,—odn[re; v H00q 8yl epwuiu
suggested he try another publisher,
but he had declared the nature of
the criticisms made it hopeless
“She was so sure it would be a stc-
cess.”

“8o were you."”

“Yes-—for a time. By the way,
Dick, Juanita told me just now,
when I called her on the telephone
to, find out about having her for
bijylge game, that she was going on
th® yachting party.”

he reached the door I called after
him:

“If she changes her mind, let me
know.”

“She’ll change it all right,” [
said to myself, “when she finds out

Dick made no answer, but when |

seem like a ohildish thing to ao,|PICKk isn’t going.”
but T was willing to do anything| Dick was gone nearly all the

short of murder to keep my hus- | MOTURE Lo gl say

e, | AbOUt the manuscript?”’ 1 asked,

. knowing by his face that it had

i been nothing helpful,

| “She raved like a maniac when
I showed her the publisher's.letter.

| She wants me to kecp on sending
It out until T find a publisher who

fl | will accept it. But 1 am sure It

ll | would beuseless, and told her so.”
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“I'm terribly sorry for your dis.
appointment, Dick,” I said honest-
Iy, “but next time write your book
alone.”

“You better believe U willl If I

L ever attempt another.”

‘“‘And you won’t take a short vac-
ation with me—why?”

‘“‘Because’ I am not going to let
you support me any longer. I have
paid scarcely anything toward the

{ expenses for months, ever since I

com'menced that failure over
there,” he pointed (o the rejected
manuseript.  “I'm through letting
a woman support me.”
“Nonsense, Dick! What differ.
ence doesg it make who earns the
money as long as we have cnough
to he comfortable? It isn’t fair of
vou to tatk like that, and you know
it. You can do so again. But 1

| think a rest, a change, would do

you good. Then too, Juanita may
feel a bit disgruntled over the crit-
icisms, and it will give her time
to get ovefit.” Dick, like all men,
hated any sort of unpleasantness.

“T tell you I can’t go!” Dick re-
turned, “at least not now!"

Had Dick been disloyal? That he
had been fascinated, carried off his
feet, I had proof. T wasted my
{ove perhaps, but I was parched for
the lack of it, and is was only the
love thdt belonged to me that I
longed for. It had become al_-
most a mania with me—this deter-
mination to hold the man who had
promised to cherish me until death
did ms part; and whom [ loved
more desperately every day.

MRS.. BAKER WARNS NAN

Chapter 111

Was love like mine an insanity ¥
All 1 asked was a little affection
in return for a ]ife of service. But
had I ginned so in those first years

€d’ punishment ?

[Thesg thoughts came to me when
in response to my question, Dick
told me that Juanita had decided
not ,to go on the yachting trip andd

“Of course she wouldn't go un.
less you did,” [ remarked in =
careless volce, "“No ane else un-
derstands her as you do, and just
now she naturallly feels you are
partners in disappointment.”

“What do you mean—no one un.
derstands her as T do?”

“Why, 1 heard her say so one
day, and really you have heen to-
gether a lot while you have been
collaborating.”

“Well, what of it?"
| “Oh, ncthing! Only 1 wag fry.
) ing’' to explain why it was perfect-
Iy matural for Juanita to refuse to
#o vachting unless you were go.
ing.” T kept all trace of jealousy
or sarcasm out of my voice, T
knew Dick was puzzled at my at-
titude, and so was watchful of my
facial expression, This wag not
easy. Nothing, it seemed to m=.
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was eaay now that I feared Dick’'s
disloyalty.

~ Yet I could not bring myself to
humiliate sither myself or him. In
some way,without letting him know

that I was receiveing only deserv-

sv could play at my bridge party. :

suspected him, cr tnhal i knew I
had lost his love—I must win him
back.

1, like most women, had read in
newspapers, iy books, had seen in
plays, how the wife tried to win
back the careless husband by mak.
ing him jealous. 1In books and
plays it never fails, vet I couldn't
bring myself to carry on a flivtatioy
with any man. It seemed to me as
it it made commorn the woman who
did it; made her worse than the
disloyal hushand whom she was
trying to hold.

Then there was always-—Junior,

I knew that I was Dick’s woman,
he my man, But it is one thing
to be convinced of this yourself,
ana quite another to ‘eonvinee a
man that it is s0—especially a man

Who is fascinated by another. And,coming less and less often but

|

adaed to this wag the love or|Dick going more often to her. I
home. The word had hecome daily ihad not changed my tactics. |1
sweeter and dearer to me—a nome |talked of her to Dick, of Dick to
withh Dick and Junior:-our home:her. I wondered in a way at Dick,

the one we had planned so joyous-| nms going so often to her, untll ono
. ly together and in which I had ex.|Gay I found a scribbled n(_)l.c from
ner on the floor of the sludy wnere

perienced little save sorrow, puc

which I loved wilh an intensity  he had dropped fit. i

hard, perhaps, for the m‘dln&\ryi “1 am lonely, and shall think you

wife to understand, have ceased to care If you do mot
In my heart 1 could yoi teel that|¢ome often. I am not quile well,

« yOu must come to me."

Dick bad done anything wicked, 3 g
1 She was playing on Dick’s sym.

anyihing worge than I had seen- al

'the love-words and the kisses. =i |puthies,

teok this small and dreary com.' Mrs, Baker had become very
tort with me to my room at nigat, friendly with me, and sald one
while Dick sat in his study unm'dﬂy: {
neariy morning, writing; or think-j “Don’t trust Juanita too far,Mry!
mg of Juanita—whick I

The days dragged by, Juanita Continued on Page Two
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