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The Mid(ile Ground

By Marion Rubincam.
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THE FAMILY QUARREL ..
Chapter 18

A climax of a sort came on a
Sunday.

Luther had been ghtting welll
fast enough now to go on long
drives and fairly long walks. His
hollow cheeke had filled out and
his huge eyes did not stare so out
of his face. He had even gotten
into laughing tussle with is emall
sister, and had come off much the
best and not even winded by the
struggles of that vigorous young
lady.

“You'll be going to church this
morning, 1 expect” Mrs. Talbot
said gently at the breakfast-table.
Claire’s 'mouth at once
iown at the corners, and she glan-
sed at Luther. The whole family
were
but they were not eating. Jordan
sat stonily In his chair, waiting the
arrival of Donald who, as usual,
was late getting in from his swim.
Mrs. Talbot looked anxiously at
the mufiins, which would be no
good it they were cold. Jane sat
looking very much bored hy every-
thing. Claire was cross because
she hated getting up early, and
Amy hated Sunday on general
principles.

1 don't think Loo is well enough
* it was the old excuse she al-
ways made.
‘Oh, we might
said hurriedly.
Claire frankly pouted.

“I hate church,” she burst out.
“It makes me nervous.,”

“Does it make you ‘nervous’ to
wonship your Creator?” Jordan
asked scathingly.

“Jane of course, you're going?’
Mrs. Talbot was so upset by the
row wshe had innocently started
that she was ready to weep.
“Well, no, I don’t think I shall,”
Jane said. “It's doesn't make e
nervous as it does Claire, it just
Joesn't interest me. 1 never went
at college, Going through a wset
ceremony of words isn't religion to
me—I can't find my Creator in
that."”

“And where can you find Him?"
Jordan would have annihilated his
family with his eyes, could eyes

try it,” Luther

assembled about the table, s

MOTHER!

Baby's Best Laxative is
aCalifornia  Fig Syrup”

When baby .is constipated, has

went| wind-colic, feverish breath, coated
tongue, or diarrhoea,

a ‘half-tea-
spoonful of genuine *“California Fig
yrup” promptly moves the pois-

ons, gases, bile, Ssouring food and

waste night out. Never cramps or
overaots. Babies love its delicious
taste.

Ask your druggist for genuine
“California Fig Syrup” which has
full directions for infants in arms,
and children of all ages, plainly
pninted on bottle, Mother! You
must say ‘@alifornia” or you may
ot an imitation fig syrup.

think—just to please him?"' Mrs,
Talbot began timidly. Jane ex
plained to Donald, who laughed.

" “why tread on the toes of pre
judice?” the young doctor asked
“Jane, don’t you realize that he
can’t take in these new ideas? Too
old, the arteries begin to harden
in the forties, those leading to thyr.'
brain atrophy. You rcally’ can'
expect anything dead to function
Of course I'll go.”

“It's all because we have
breakfast together,” said yount
Amy. “Why do families insiét on
eating with each other first thing
in the morning? -No wonder we
tight!"

This explanation, which she did
not understand, angered and hurt
Mrs. Talbot.

This from Amy! The young lady
within a day of 18, was getting on
much too fast for her mother. Mrs.
Talbot also rose in anger

Lizzie Forbes who, to use the
village term, “got into trouble.”
Lizzie was 18, stupid, . rather
pretty. She was being kept, work-
ing for her board, in the hcuse of
a woman universally praised for
her charity,

Mrs. Talbot passed Lizzie on
the road without speaking to her.

same thing—" though I feel as.
hamed of myself,” she protested.
Jane, with her usual energy,
went into this matter. She dragg-
ed in Donald, who pulled the girl
through a painful birth when he
was summoned hurriedly, as the
nearest doctor, Donald probably
saved her life,
Neither Donald nor Jane con-
demned, ‘nor did they seem to
think that Lizzie had lost the
right to agsocfate with her fellow
mortals. Claire was furious with
“the man in the case” and wanted
the law on him, demanded he be
made to support her. The man
was a church member, which drew
from Donald a sweeping
demnation of “Christians” and
from Luther of “hypocrites.”
Young Amy, hearing and approv-
ing, gathered a huge armful of
roses and carried them around to
Lizzie's home.
Finally when Donald announc-
ed he was leaving, Mrs Talbot
sighted with relief, One cause . of
disturbance was going! .

A HEATED TALK

Chapter 20

The ‘evening vefore Donald left,
he sat with Jane out under the
trees talking until so late - that
Mrs. Talbot feared the girl would
be ill from lack of sleep. She her-
self slept uneasily, and once she
awoke and lay staring into the
dark, conscious of the low murmur
of voices on the lawn below.
It was easy to hear, because
Jane had insisted that the family
sleep with all the windows open
top and bottom, in the summer.
Mr. Talbott permitted himself half
a windowful of fresh air, and in
the winter, none at all at night.
Amy Talbot dared not say that
this innovation was Jane's—that
would arouse opposition at once.
She merely remarked that the
nights seemed *‘stuffy” and open-
ed the windows as Jane told her
to do.
It .was cooler, of course,
then there was the danger

but
of

Amy had been taugiit to do the|.

of two causes.

Sleeplessness is usually due to one

The first cause is digestive.
mistake to eat a heavy supper late
_ at night. It is equally a mistake to
gotebed hungry. Inboth cases the
result is disturbed,

The second cause is mental. Anxi-
ety, worry, and over-work result in
mental activity at a time when the
brain should be soothed and quiet.
To ensure sound sleep you need a

Gnsures Sound Sleep
DO you enjoy a real night’s sleep, waking rested
47 and refreshed? Or do you lie awake for hour after
hour, tossing restlessly, so that you rise in the morn-
ing feeling more tired than when you went to bed?
which will soothe and rebuild the

Wworn nerves.
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restless sleep.

“Ovaltine”

There is nothing to equal a cup
“Owvaltine” for this purpose.
delicious beverage is rich in the re-
storative food
soothe and rebuild the nerves.
is easily and completely assimilat-
ed. It ensures sound, natural sleep.
contains the concen-
trated nourishment extracted from
Nature’s Tonic Foods—ripe barley
malt, creamy milk and fresh eggs.

of
'his
elements = which
It
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iy light beverage which will satisfy

the cravings of hunger without
causing any digestive activity, and

_TONIC FOOD BEVERAGE
&-—-—y

Builds up ‘B?aim‘ﬂerves.and Body

alone Have killed.
“In my laboratory at college,”
Jane said cheerfully. *In the won-
derful combinations of chemicals
and the marvelous intricate mac-
hinery of the haman system, in the

Cashmere and

.
Sllk ln Fall Jane was quite evidently trying to

‘x'm!. her ideas into language as sim-
o ple and untechnical as possible.
elg S 1 But her hearers, at least her par-
ents, grasped nothing of this,
Jane would someday bhe a mar-
vellous physician. She had a 1eal

zealot's devotion to her profession.

DOMNALD LEAVES
Lkapter 19
Everything seemed to be wroog
Poor Amy Talbot went about her
work with brows drawn together
into a worried frown—a frown
more worried than usual, that is.
Her children approved of noth-
ing. Clajre smiled in superior fash-
jon at the new furniture in  the
place, shiny with varnish and
beeswax polish and brave  with
curlicues, and looked shocked
when she was told of the = “oll

cafching cold!

She lay fretting about this, fear-
ing to enjoy the.fragrant summ-
er night's  breeze that Dblew
through the room. She wondered
how Jong she had slept, and what
Jane and Donald could find to talk
about so many hours,

“It's queer,” she once coufessed
to Amy. “If they're in love, why
don’t they get engaged? It ain't
right.”

To which Amy said nothing.
But Donald left the next morn-
ing. Luther drove him to the

It contains no drugs,
Try a cup of “Ovaltine” tonight.

TRIAL
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sampleof delicious
“'Ovaltine’ will be
sent on receipt uf
five centsin stamps
to cover cost of
postage and pack-.|'
ing.
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cast dome. Won-

She felt that the mystery of life
and death lay in her hands when
she was dissecting, and that if she
could only know a little more about
this complex system of nerves and
impulses, she could really gain an
insight into the causes and the re-
aults of things.

But how could these old people
and how especially could little
Mrs. Talbot” know that the girl's
devotion to the task of improving
and soothing and prolonging life
had in it any elements of religion?
Once she had peeped inside a med-
ical book of Jane's—to find a map
of the nervous system which look-
ed to her like nothing on earth but
a tangle of black lines, whose out-
line was the human figure without
any clothes on.

A hot argument followed with
Jordan. To stop it, Mrs. Talbot re-
marked, watching with relief 1son-
ald's figure appearing,—

“Oh, here he comes,
‘pour the coffee.
ing to church.”

“Donald!” Jane laughed. “Dear
me, not he, He's an atheist."”

A bomb shell could not have had
more effect than this remark, in
the way of creating sensation.

Jordan rose, towering above the
table.

“He's a guest under my roof, so
[ can't order him . out. And if I
{ |did, you women,” this with extra
sarcasm “would coutradict me.
But, I shall not sit at table' with an
unbeliever, an—

He left as Donald entered, eyes
sparkling and skin glowing from
his exercige.

“You’d better all come, don't you

PUTS HEALTH
AND VIM INTO
WOMEN
b 4

Mrs. MacPherson
E.Pinkham’sVege-
table Compound
Brantford, Ont.—*‘I
tired and the least ourtlo:::o;ll: ;ﬂ:
me out for a or two. Ihada

preasing pain wdx. top of my head,
{ in &unlpo of ngek, nn’:i wehen

m
stooped ove Ieoul! t get ith-
, he?;,db.e:uoofp:&gn:yp;g.

I'll just
I'm sure he's go-

things” that had been sold somé
years ago. The only thing in the
house shed cared for, it appeared,
was the mahogany table that stood
in her room as a  washstand--a
piece more than 100 years old and
only put’ there because the newer
washstand had a week leg!

New furniture was old-fashion-
ed, old-fashioned furniture was
fashionable, it seemed! That was
a paradox which Mrs. Talbot made
no attempt to understand; she
merely knew that she was criticiz-
ed for having let a garretful = 'of
old things go.
~ That was a detail though.

“I can be a good Christian and
not go to . church,” Claire had
said, and Jane had agreed with
her.

How could that be? Not to go to
church was to be wicked—at least
to be a heathen, which was wicked.

The Talbots belonged to one de-
nomination, as did all the village
since there was no other church
within miles. The minister was an
old man who gaged goodness by
church attendance, a man who
once had large congregations but
who had asked for a small church
in the country because of il
health.

Luther, it appeared; had lean-
ings toward another denomina-
tion!

“They have a broader point of
view,” he explained to his mother.

This, too, was disturbing, Amy
Talbot unconsciously believed that
the only right way to think was
the way her particular church
taught. Of course, some benighted
people were actually brought up in
other religions, which was a '‘mis-
fortune—but how could anyone
trained in her.church ever turn
from it for another variety of
worship?

Nothing she diq, poor
was right,

Her ways of working warae

wrong. Jane changed back the
kitchen to her own efficien’ vlan
after her mother interfered, and
Amy dared not displace an
object after that. The girls told
her new ways to  work—actu-
ally changing about baking and
sweeping days to save labor, and
sliding over jobs and actually re
ducing the tasks, or eliminating
them,
It was less work, of course, but
somehow Mrs. Talbot could mot
feel that the house was clean if
it had not a daily scrupuloua going
over, !

woman,

train, and Jane said goodbye from
the porch, waving her hand cheer-
fully as the wagon went down the
road.

She ‘scarcaly ate any lunch.
“She’s pining' for her departed
1lover,” Clarie said romantically.
Claire had been reading Tenny:on
that morning.

“Not at all, I have a
good anpetite,” Jane protestad.
“I 'am somewhat depressed and
the gastric juices to not act so
readily uader such wiversas cen
ditions, the:efore digestion i3 re-
tarded.” . :

+Ihis, »ractical and unsentiment-
al esplae:i? <1 brought a genecral
langh frec: adl but Mrs.-  Talbot.
And strange to say, m:ch av she
hated Jane being in leve with
Donald, she hated sti'l more the
denial of s#extiment.

She made some venark ab &t
her pale face “losing the roses in
her cheeks,” to which Jane re-
plied by a few statements as to
the effect of nervous depression
on the circulation of the blood!

But even Jane, bravely scientif-
ic, could or would give no ' ex-
planation of tear stained eyes
later in the day. She had moved
back into her old room, which had
been given up to Donald. In the
hurry of packing, Donald had left
a blue tie which Jane, putting
away her things, had come across.
The mother found her crying, with
the tie in her hand.

She sat down, after closing the
door, herself ready to weep with
sympathy.

“My poor little duckling,” she
safid soothingly, wiping her own
eyes, and wishing desperately that
Jane was small enough to pick up
in her arms, as she used to be.

“I—I'm not a poor d-duckling,”
Jane answered, trying to dry her
eyes and assume a practical voice
again.

“He's wicked,” Mrs. Talbot
cried, all her feelings turning into
anger against the.man. “To make
my girl fall ip love with him, and
then he too selfish to——"

“Don’t be old-fashioned, moth-
er,” was Jane's reply to this. Her
mother's tearful sympathy was ex-
actly the thing she.needed. It rous-
ed all her opposition, and there-
fore brought back her self
control, Had someone come in and
argued in a common sénse mann-
er to ber as she would have = ar-
gued with someone elge, for in-

perfectly |
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ly? and where was there ever :iny
thing right or good in what w
evil and wrong? The poor lady
was incapable of even the simplest
abstract thought® Jane began to
explain:

“Donald begins his practise this
fall. There's a wealthy woman who
is going to help him—-"

“Oh, a woman!"—this scemed
the explanation of it all, at last.

COMPLICATIONS
Chapter 21

“You don’t wunderstand”” Jane

ient with her mother. “You see, a

make a good showing, a prosper-
ous showing, before the world.
Otherwise, no one will
him.

Naturally, no one ‘wants to call

a poor neighborhood. It makes him
appear to be no good. People can't
be expected to know
doctor must make his way.

!furnished

weént on, evidently trying to be pat-

doctor beginning his practise must

“Donald has to have an office in

a good neighborhood, with a well
waiting-room for pat-
ients—they've nothing to do but sit
there and wait their turns and
criticize everything in the place,
you see. And they’ll be extra cri-
tical because they won't be feeling
well. . 4

“Then he has to have a car to
make his calls. People like a doc-
tor drivihg up in a machine. It
looks poverty stricken to come on
a trolley.”

“I don't see—"

“Well, wait a minute’” Jane was
taking great care adjusting

come_toldoctor’s

blue tie while she went on with her
explanation.
because they're
They are
friends. Besides, a very young man

in a physician who is shabby and!isn't trusted. They say he's imma-
P v ivee in!

down at the heels and who lives in|ture, just as they say an old «;l)t;‘c’-la tiny little room way, over o

become a

that every 'specialist and charges huge pric-

jtor s old-fashioned
| gressive, unless

or not
he's

es.”

the

“People don’t go to
handy.
recommended through

Mrs. Talbot tried to apply these
theories to the fat, amiable gentle:

‘man who trotted about in a run-

down huggy with a shabby black
bag full of pills—who had been her
doctor for more years than she
could count.

The theories didn’t apply.
she didn’t believe them,

“But the woman—" \

“She’s a wealthy lady who hasa
big apartment in a good part ofthe
city. She's giving Donald tvo
rooms in her apartment that has@
separate entrance, for his office.
That saves rent—and she’s recom:
mending him to her friends, and
she's already belped him out with
money. She's buying a car for him
too, simply because she is interest:
ed in him and believes he'll be 3
good doctor. He'll pay her back

So‘

sometime, Meanwhile, he lives it

the East Side—"

(Contuined on page §) __|
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stance—sha would have wept
Then the talk! Jane stoppod at [hysterically.
nothing. The most delicate sub.| But as it was, she wiped her
jects were picked dp and discuss-[€yes, and calmly began  tying
@ down afterwards, A ed by hér in the most casual way,.|Donald’s blue tie over her tailory
g near me told me what|She did not mind what she men.|White blouse,
dia E. Pinkham's Vagetable Com- |t{iOned in Donald’s presence—the( *I may be old-fashioned, but
d had done for her so I to | half-witted boy iIn the village was|right's right and wrong’s wrong,”
With the first bottle [ felt|discussed at length and bis here-|Mrs. Talbot said.
couldwash dishes | dity gone into, and varions path-| “It Isn’t always” Jane con
having tolie down. | ological details introduced  that|tradicted. “Mother, life {s so simp
again in my|made the mother fidget in agony.|le for you. You only see two ways
ve taken tenbot- | People just shouldn't talk gbout|—-one .right, the other wrong, just
such things! There was nothing |[as you say—'""
about life, birth, love, death, sex| “Well!” triumphantly from
~—down to mere commonplaces |older woman.
hat these two were not ready to| “Whereas life is really
alk ahout. Of course hoth being|up, not of black and white, or
octors, they went into  modical |Wrong and right, but of all sorts of
iscussions which the poor lady,|shades in between, and combina-
sitting by doing her monding,|tions of these two.”
could not understand but whi This was clearly beyond the
ere all the more shocking to herymother, = . . ¢
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