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J Chapter 90

“Would you think me rude if—
it-1 lett you?' I asked.

Colin looked at me in Burprise
There was enough light from a big
swinging arc on the corner for me
to éee him plainly.

“What do you mean?” he asked

guessed at once,

“Would you think me rude, if I
eft you and went—up there?’ 1
looked again at the yellow glow
trom the windows of my old home.

Colin looked very much troubled.

“0Of course I wouldn't think you
rude,” he answered. “Only—it isn’t
\ question of rudeness.” 4

He took my arm and began to
ead me down the street.

“Don't ‘'do anything too impul-
sively,” he began. *‘That's one of
your faults, Connie. “You'll stand
\most anything, then you go off
your head suddenly—"

“And do the wrong thing,” 1 fin-
ished, as he hesitated,

“Yes.”

We walked on down the street. I
do not know why Colin wanted to
get me away from the apartment
house, unless he felt that if it were
out of sight it would be out of mind
too.

“Doryou think it would be wrong
—to go back—to try and make it
up agaln with Win?"

“No. But I'm not sure this is
the time.'” ;

“Why not?”

He walked on, fairly urging me
along.

“Why not?” I repeated. ‘“Didn’t
you just say that Win had come
often to the exhibition to see my
well, that he isn't entirely indiffer-
ent?"

Down in my heart there was a
little exultation. It increased every
time I thought of what Colin had
told me. If Win had taken the
trouble to hunt out my picture and
look at it—if it had taken him to
an art exhibition alone, a place he
would never have dreamed of going
t certainly seemed to me a sign
that Win cared.

And that was the one thing I
wanted. I wouid wiiiingly have
ziven up everything else in the
world, to hear Win say with his
own lips that he still cared for me.

Yet Colin had given me what 1
thought proof of Win's affection,
at least of his interest. And there
from the windows ot our old home
was the cheerful inviting glow of a
light, a welcoming light, a sign that
Win must be at home.

All I had to do was to go up
there—and I was sure I would hear
iim say he still loved me. I could
not have done it before—the old
bitterness would have come up in
me at once, and made a reconcilia-
jtion impossible.

since all those unpleasant events,
that I could easily forget them
when I saw Winithrop again.

And there he was, and here was
Colin with his arm linked through
mine,urging me away from his sud-
den possible chance of seeing him!

“Of course, if you've fully made
up your mind, I shan’t try to stop
you,” Colin eaid, walking rapidly
all the time.

“But you are stopping me. Why
don’t you .think it wise?”

“I don't think it's time yet. After
all, you and Winthrop had rather
serious differences. I'll admit Time
is the great healer or all ills—but
you've only been separated a year.”

“Only a year! That's a long
time.”

“Besides, what will you do,when
you get up there? What are you
going to say?”’

“I don’t know! How can I tell
now? He may not be glad to eee
me. He may not be in. The fact
that there’s a light in the window
doesn’t mean he is there.”

“No, it doesn’t.” Colin released
my arm.

“Let me go back alone,” [ said.
“And come and have 'lunchedn
with me tomorrow, and I'll tell you
all about it.” = |

He smiled a little as he held out
his hand.

“If he doesn’t go down 2n Lis
knees and beg forgiveness he ought
to be whipped,” he sald.

I almost ran down the street,my
heart beating so rapldly it nearly
choked me. [ went into the big
hallway—for the first time in more
than & year. The huge Turkish rug
on the marble floor was still there
and the growing flowers against
the mirrored walls. There was a
new man at the elevator—I was
glad of that, I did not want to be
recognized and gossiped about.

“Mr., Taylor, please,” I said. And
as he went to the telephone t. an-
nounce me, “Never mind, I am ex-
pected.”

He stared at me curiously. I
held my head high, trying to look
calm, But he said nothing more
and took me up in the elevator. I
rang my own doorbell.

There were footsteps —did he
have a housekeeper, or a valet?
Who would answer the bell? If
there had been no sound, I would
have turned and run. But the door
began to open.

THE UNEXPECTED
Chapter 91

The door opened and Win him-
self stood before me.

Then I ceased to be nervous and
frightened. It was suddenly like re-
turning home after a few days’ ab-
sence, instead of more than a year
of complete separation. For Win
looked just the same—hair that
brushed away from his forehead,
hair rich and brown that I loved to.
touch maternally, clean ekin and
clear eyes, strong and well shaped
hands, ome now grasping the side
of the door, a8 he stared at me in
sunprise.
Coming

‘up In the elevator I had

:n return, though he must have ||

|
! 'But now it seemed to me so lmlg'
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been thinking mnervously what I
might say. 1If only I could get over
the first remark safely, the rest
would be easy. 1 intended to hold
out my hands, and say, “Win, I've
come back.” Surely that would
make everything easy. Either he
would put his arms out-—and then
after that nothing would matter;
or else he would not be pleased, and
in that case I would forget my dig-
nity and go away, vebuffed.

But the romantic only happens
half the time in real life. Our meet-
ing was not romantic.

Perhaps it was because 1 forgot
my opening remgrk, I forgot every-
thing when I saw Win standing
there in the doorway. He¢ had on
some sort of a long velvet dressing
gown, and heeless velvet slippers,
and I remember that the cord of
the gown was untied and one end
dragged along the floor.

But these - details came to me
afterward, Meantime I stood there,
saying nothing.

“Connie! Why, it is <Connie;”
Win said, only half believing.

“Yes,”~1 said nervously. “May I
come in?”

THE CHARLOTTETOWN GUARDIAN

bathrobe hung over the foot of the
bed, and some collars protruded
from an open drawer.

I went back to the llving room.
Win came in again, this time at
ease, his engagement broken.

“Shall I kiss you?" ne asked.
coming toward me. For answer 1
held out my arms.

TRIVIALITIES
Chapter 92

So all our differences came to
this—that Win walked acrose the
room and kissed me.

And - in his kiss I forgot every-
thing that worried me, and every-
thing that had hurt me in the past.

“Win, dear; Win, dear,” I heard
myself saying over and over, while
[ clung to him.

And he answered simply, “Con-
nie”’—and kissed me again.

Then I pulled away to see him
better,

“How well you look,” I cried.
“Not so tired. You did look &o
tired—before. Only you never
would admit it, you kept on going
and going.”

“I'm well.
hard.”

The talk ended. We stood and
looked at each other for awhile.
With so many things to say, we
could find nothing to talk about for
a long time.

So he had been working hard!
That accounted for the maps, the
papers and . books about, the ink-
stands and pencils and other office
equipment. Not a word as to how
much he had been going out!

“You're looking rather well, too”
he said finally. “Not pale as you
are in’ your portrait.”

He admitted le had eeen it! My
heart leaped at that. Probably I
was looking particularly well at
that.- moment, for my checks were
flushed from happiness and the ex-
citement of being back, of seeing
Win, of his kiss of reconciliation, -

“Did you like the picture?” I ask-
ed, still unable to get away from
trivialities in talk. %

“Yes—that is, as well as I like
any of MacReady's -work. I think
he's over-estimated as an artist.”

Instantly I was on the defénsive
ﬁr Colin. I found myself resent-

g the fact that Win should talk
like this, Win who knew nothing of
art and cared even less! Once I
would have . accepted his casual
criticism, even in the face of my
own judgment which I knew was
superior, since I had been educated
in these things and Winthrop had
not. 2

“I doubt whether many people
would agree with you about Col-
in,” I answered. ‘“His picture is
the sensation of the season.”

‘“He seems to have made you the
sensation of the season. Your

I've been working

Suddenly I wondered whether
much more likely that if Win were
home for an evening, it would be
because he expected guests. I never
knew him to stay home alone, or
with me except by accident, and
then he was restless and bored.
But my question brought us
both back to the odd little polite-
ness and formalities of life, and as
usual they saved the situation,
“Of course! I beg vour pardon.

_-But I was so surprised!” Win was]

'ro(:nvm\ing his ‘composure now and
he held the door wide open.

“If there are people here—"
began in a low voice.

‘“There isnt anyone. That is, 1
expect someone [ater—but come
in.”” I went in and down the .hall—
every article of furniture fairly
stabbing me with its familiarity.
The living room was exactly the
same, the long blue curtains,: the

I be

place, ang the table by it that I
used when serving tea.

Only it was strangely different,
too. It was too warm for a fire
Whenever possible T burned small
logs because it made the room so
much more inviting. I never liked a
house without at least ome tiny
open fireplace, and mever lived in
one that did not have it.

The fireplace was piled with
fresh wood now, the legs covered
with burnt out matches that ha
been thrown here. The room  was
hazy with smoke, waving lines of it
that moved gently in the glow firom
a lamp on the table. But the tea
table was littered with papers,
pipes and cigarette stubs, and the
whole familiar room was different,
in a way.

It would have .been evident to
anyone that a woman had furnish-
ed my old home, the feminine
taste and the woman’s touch were
everywhere. It would be equally
plain mow that no woman had
been there for a long time.

,The big table in the centre had
some sort of map over it. I vaguely
sensed it was to show the condi-
tions in industrial centres of the
country, This took the place of an
axquisite linen cover. Where my
tea service stood was ‘a tumbled
pile of books; where a great bowl
of lustre ware once stood, always
filled: with fresh flowers, was a
large calendar the lettering of
which could be read across the
whole room.

I turned around to Win. But in-
stead of coming towards me, he
stopped in the doorway, still look-
Ing at me in that puzzled, troubled
fashion.

“Win!” {

He crossed the room to me, but
quite evidenly he only half saw me,
I was sure I wasn't wanted. I felt
hurt, and troubled, and suddenly
wished I had taken Colin’s advice,
not to return. i

murmured, rather conventionally.
“I was just thinking—how odd it
would seem if people came and
found you here.”

“Why not? After all, it's my
home. too. I'm going in a moment,”
I tried to excuse myself and to get
awav all at once.

“No. T'll fix it. Wait a moment.”

He left the room, cloging the
door. I heard his voice in the hall:

iy breaking some engagement, Who
whas it, T wondered?

T wandered about the room, &till
surprised at the change in it. I
opened the door info what had heen
my own room—sevidently Win had
made it hig bedroom mow, for his

there were people there—it seemed|

great couch: pushed near the fire-]

“I'm awfully glad to see you,” he|p

way st the phone. He was evident.| g

name is on every list of guests 1
read about. You used to say you
cared nothing about society. - You
seem to be running it hard enough
now.”

So that rankled still with him! 1
imade a sudden effort to please
thim,
| eepg you knew how I hated itiand
[the people, the old ones and the
‘new ones too. I want to drop it
|all—" )
| “That's
You've
friends.” g

“Please!” [ begged. “Let’s nuti
talk of it, Win dear. This is just
the way we used to begin. Let's
don’t do it again.”

For answer he came over to me
quickly and kissed me again. And
as always, his kiss made me for-
get everything but my own great
love for him. i

“How different the place seems.”
I said to start a new line of con-
versation, to get away from our
dangerous topic.

I walked about, looking at the
various new objects. A snapshot
on the mantle caught my eye—Win
and some men and women suits on
a beach, Win, following me, gave
me their names. Another picture
showed Win standing by a canoe,
and Gwen, easily recognized even
in an amateur snapshot, sitting in
the canoe. She took an extraord-
inarily good photograph; the test
of anyone’s appearance is always
in these “snaps.”

“You moved into my room,” I
began, wondering whether there
was any sentiment in his moving.

“Yes, it had three windows. You
know, my old room had only one,”
he answered, destroying the senti-
ment at once.

He opemed the door and I went
in, smiling at the change in a place
that T had made so dainty and fem-
inine, It was now, in spite of the
delicate graceful lines of its furni-

HELP FOR
YOUNG WOMEN

Mrs. Holmberg Tells How
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta-
ble Compound Helped Her

Viking, Alta,—‘‘From the time I
was 16 yearsold I would get such sick
feelingsin the lower part of my abdo-:
men, followed by cramps and vomit-
ing. This kept me from my work (I
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walk the floor, 1 suffered in this way
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E. Pinkham’s Vegétable Compound.
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ave these troubles.”’ — ODELIA
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ture, typically- a man's bedroom.

Win's brushes and combs were
on the chiffonier, however, and on
the little dressing table I had us-
ed, nothing but a large. photograph
bf Gwen, set in a frame of beauti-
fully carved silver.

1 walked through the other
rooms, Win with me. Everywher

[ was met. with pictures—pictures
of Gwen or of other women, of al-
most everyone but myself,

“You used to have a lot of pic-
tures of me,” T said foolishly, but
unable to conquer my resentment.

“l know, he answered casually.
“I tore them all up after you left.
Are you jealous?”

That was the unforgivable ques-
tion,

QUARREL.
Chapter 93,

Naturally I resented being asked
whether I was jealous! I was all the
more resentful because I was jeal-
ous, furiously so, and because I
was furious at myself for being
jealous.

“It wasn’t very nice of you to tear
them up,” I said.

“It wasn't very nice of you to
leave,” he answered. “You were the
one that left me, you know. I had
all the cause in the world to be
angry.”

“I never wanted to leave, Win,”
['began. “You practically drove me
into doing it.”

“How 'very foolish of you.” He
turned, walking back into the living
room, with me following.

“Besides, 1 never saw you any -
way, even when I was living with
you. You were always out. I only
saw you when I went out on long
tiresome parties.”

He turned to face me, leaning
igainst a table, his arms crossed,
his velvet dressing gown still trail-
ing its cord along the floor.

“You're just were you were
year ago,’ he said. “You -have the
same little prejudices, the - same
jealousies, the same stubborn way
of looking at things.

“You went away and left me. Did
you expect me to sit here and pine
away? Now you come back and re-
sent the fact that once in a while

arate from mine, I went out and
amused myself!”

I was hurt through and through.

“Winthrop! What a way to put
Win ¢till had the power to hurt me
uwfully, one of the penalties of a
great ‘and sensitive love. 1 stood
ooking at him, wondering why I
was in love with him when he could
he so cruel and so unfair.

And yet, illogically, I was. It
wasn't entirely because he was
handeome, though he was one of
the finest looking men I have ever
seen, It waen't because he was
clever, though he had an amazing
ability of picking things up quick-
ly. Win suffered from a one-sided
education, the limited education of
a emall town. He had develdped
enormously when he got away
among mnew people and cleverer peo-
ple. He had the instinct for seeing
the best thing to imitate, and
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ment you feel an ache or pain in
the kidney region begin drinking
lots of water. Also get about four
ounces of Jad Salts from any good
drug store here, take a tablespoon-
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then to imitate it until it was nat-
ural to him. o

Sometimes he went wrong. He

was too easily led, too much im-
pressed by superficial things and
superficial people.. Sometimes he
forgot and became unbearably rude
—ag he had done just now.
Then he would turn again, with
that irresistable, winning manner
that was natural to him and’ that
wae his greatest charm,

He did it this time.

“It was an awful way to put it.
I'm so sorry, Connie.”” He came
over and put his arms around me
again, and I rested my head against
his shoulder, half glad he had apol-
ogized, hall angry because I was
30 easily appeased.

“We'll begin all over again,” he
said, his head bent over mine.

“We'll begin all over again,” 1
echoed. * i

And for a few moments it seem-
ed that we would. Win was won-
derfully sweet and charming and I
clung to him desperately, perhaps
feeling that after all we weren't be-
ginning all over!

“Naw, let’s be sensible and come
to some sort of agreement,” Win

id, his head still bent over mine.

“Yes,” 1 answered, feeling that at
last we were on the way to a de-
finite settlement of our difficulties.
[ went over to the couch and sat
down, sliding my gloves off as [
sat there. Win resumed his place
by the big table.

“Of course, since I've had a taste
of bachelor life in a big city, you
can't expect me to settle down sud-
denly ag a married man,” Win be-
gan, ‘I'll find it hard to give up my
freedom—"",

“l don't want you to give up
your freedom. I'm surely not a
jailor,” I answered, stung again to
resentment.

“No, but it is different. Even the
rather odd position I occupied asa
married man without a wife was
forgotten in time. My new friends,
never having met you, naturally
could not be expected to remember
you all the time, That is, I was
taken along on my own merits. A
single man is always useful, he can
be asked to pay attention to the less
attractive -girls, and be nice to the
old ladies, and—well, you know
that unattached men always are a
social asset.”

“What a social enob you have
become, Win!” 1 cried suddenly.
“Do you think all these people will
drop you as soon as [ appear again
as 'your wife? Who  are they,
might I ask: these new friende?"

Win looked ashamed of his re-
mark. He ran over a list of names.

“I'm gura that ag far as I am
toncerned, you can run unattached
with that crowd. I would not have
anything to do with them.” This
Was my answer, rudely worded, be-
cause I was angry,

“What' a social snob you have be-
come, Connie.” Win said slowly and
deliberately, watching the efféct of
every word upon me,

SBPARATION
Chapter 04

For a moment the sense of his
remark did not come to me.
“I would not have any of them
around — shallow time-wasting
monéy-spending people. Aunt Har-
rlgt would never allow it.”
) ‘Quite right,” Win ansewered.
‘Aunt Harriet's crowd is one TUng
further up the social ladder. You
used to eay the whole social sys-
:’?‘:\1 sickened you. You seem to go

“My croWd ie not quite as ‘smart’
a8 your aunt's I'll admit. But it js
much more fun, I can assure you.
A little free and easy, perhaps,but
much more natural and human
than her eet. Gwen says she's
glad she has been manoeuvred lu-

to thie lot, she lik
better.” i . T‘no‘

It only needed Gwendolyn's
name to finish me. But instead of
making me angry it suddenly chan-
ged my whole mood.

“You're (quite right, Win,” 1
said, and so ‘took away every wea-
pon he possessed. He coutd no
longer ‘argue with me, -when. I
agreed with him! It was tha clev-
erest thing 1 ever did—out it was
unpremeditated cleverness .

“You're quite right, [ am a soc-
ial snob. But . hate it. Win, please
please, let's forget all of it. lLet's
really start fresh again, I don't
want to see anyone I ever knew
hefore. . Please let's. We dun't
have to move away. [ don't mean
that. But you don't like my frieads
so I'll give them up.”

“Colin?"

1 hesitated a long time. I never
thought of having to give up Colin

truest friend. - It would be the su-
preme sacrifice. But if Win asked
it— ¢
“If you want,” I said,

“Then you would be foolish,”
Win said curtly and sensibly. *“I
don’t want you to give up your
friends. 1 don’t like them because
|they don't like ‘me. They .never
have. TI've found others that I pre-
fer. I don't even ask you to accept
these. You needn’t know them,
except that you'll have to be de-
cent to them when I bring themn
around, of course, and you'll have
to gosabout with them a little bit
with me, just for appearances.

“But we can each keep our free-
dom. You have your circle and
.I'I have mine. I'll be just as nice
to your friends when they come
here as possible. It will be quite
jeasy, I probably shan't see much of
them."”

“But Win—you were always go-
ing out, every night, all the time,
and we ran into debt.”

Win hesitated.

“Well, I'm In debt now. It costs
to run about. But I like it, and I'll
get Mother to send me some mo-
ney soon. I'll go home and see her
—that will please her.”

“But your own income from the
business—?"

“I  know. But somehow I al-
ways manage to spend more than
I make. I have been working hard.
I like living hard—hard work and
hard play. When I'm not at the of-
fice, I want to be om the go, I want
to have things happen. What's
the use of making money if one
can't spent it?"”

It sounded hopelessly like the
old days.

“You don't seem very cheerful ov-
er the prospect of rejoining your
husband,” Win observed, reaching
over the table for a pipe and be-

He had always been my best und!:
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IWORK WHILE YOU SLEEP;

Feel fine! No griping or incon:
venience lollows a gentle liver and
bowel cleansing with ‘“Cascarets.”
Sick Headache, Billiousness, Gases
Indigestion, and all such dist
gone by’ morning. For Men,

-

A

i

men and Children~10c boxes, also ‘
26 and 50¢ sizes, any drug store. [
No. 704-B |

You don't make the prospect ©
cheerful,” I answered dolefully. 1 §
began to smooth out my gloves ner-
vously. “You propose I come back
to you and then suggest we live'}
lives that are practically separ- §
ate.” - |

“What do you propose then?', |
Win lit the pipe with a match and g
threw it among the gother blgeh
matches that littered# i

“I don’t propose anypen
always wanted a fittle hom
nice friends, sincere people that I
could like ' and trust, and—well,
books and concerts and lots of
things like that, of course, byt not
so much. I like what = the¥call
home life, I suppose.” 4

“How dull you make it sound.

I sat quiet for a moment. Then
I got up.
“It’s no use, Win. ‘We are still

at opposite ends of the pole. You
.want the sort of thing I can’t stand
and I want something that bores
you to death., Goodbye, I'm sorry
[ came, for you had another en
gagement this evening.” :
“A man to talk business, I'm
glad to be out of it. Don't go. At
ter all, we might try it Connle,
I do love you. I know you think

ginning to fill it,

Continued on Page 4
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DR. CHASE’S NERVE F(
50 Cente & box, ol dealers, oe Bdmanson, Bates & Oo, 14l

e

 “There Were Maﬁv T ng
Which I Could Not-Eat
Mrs. H. Robert Weﬂsﬁﬂgl:gl:ﬁh“l-l:anmv Bay,

cb“l was troubled vcnl;th nervoll'l
spepsia—so’ much so !
there were a great many thing!
1 could not eat at all on acco
of the distressed feeling afte
wards, I used many differ
_remedies, but they did me litl

good. Finally I tried Dr. Chase
Nerve Food and Kidn
Pills, and was surprised at

relief thit combined treat
- gave me in mh.u.uhort

v
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