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THE CHARLOTTETOWN GUARDIAN

“@PHE LOVE
PENDULUM”

BY MARION RUBINCAM
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THE RACE |
Chapter 19 .4
A“We'll run away,” Winthrop said
nd of course it never occurred to!
n\;";ult‘;xm WE (:]ould do anything else,
rop had said jt! That s
pitpudni at seemed
She’ll . be here tomorrow, |
1 , first
thing,” 1 said, looking anxiously at
the slip of yellow paper that sad

upset us so0, |

“Then we'll run away tonight!”
I must have showed my astonish-

ment, for Win laughed and sudden-|

ly put his arms around me,

“We'll run away tonight,” he re-
peated,

And that is practically what we
did.

Alter all, there i3 little use going
over the details of that mad elop
ment. A girl looks forward to hér
marlriage as being highly a roman-
tic affair, and an elopment as being
the most romantic form of mar-
riage. Win and I practically eloped
-—though with his mother's know-
ledge and help.

We- did not actually leave that
night, but we did leave very early
the next morning. First of all, Win

drove around to his mother's house |

and brought her to me, and we
three discussed the telegrams-and
the probable actons of Aunt Har-
riet,

“8he does things in a great hur-
ry when she has her mind made
up,” I mourned, still staring at
those two long telegrams.

“WeM, we'll just do things in a
greater hurry,” Mrs, Taylor
nounced, and her tones had held

did.
We began planning and try
to guess my aunt's probable action

an-|—we were only

more decision than even my e.um'sI

BEECHAM'S

The Safest a

Best
Family icine

hated being stared at. In spite of
the years when 1 had been drag-
zed around to hotels much more
ornate than the one we stopped at,
and the numbers of social affalrs
Aunt Harriet had taken me to—in
spite of all that, 1 never ceased to
shrink from the frank stare of
strange men and the furtive glanc
es of inquisite women,

“} don't want to know there fis
any world,” I answered. *“l only
|want to know that there’s you.”

agreeable.

Our elopment of course mast
Lave been town talk by lunch time.
Parker knew when [ started lhall
morning. Mrs. Taylor told people/|
land Winthrop’s office had to have!
an explanation as to why he did not
appear. Some little reporter In the;
villaze must have wired of it to one|
of the city papers. The name Mr.'
and Mrs. Winthrop Taylor was on
the hotel register, and the papers
had no trouble then in conne: g
the two stories t’
! After all, 1 was Constance Ben-
nett, niece to one of the most prom-|
inent women in New York! |

A lot of publicity followed, the|
afternoon we started our drive
back. I tried to escape from
:but Winthrop insisted on talk{nz.l
land held the car while someone
took snapshots of me |

I was almost annoyed at Win-
throp. As we dreve from the city
{and headed home, I was very quiet.|
Why should 1 feel annoyed at wm‘
married two days!

i

THE AUNT I
Chapter 20

It was dark wheén we drove .Int9,

Evidently she had my letter telling Wellsville, T was glad of that. For

of my engagement that
early, for -first telegram bore an
hour -early in the morning. Follow-
ing that she had waited awhile for
an answer—an impossibly - short
while we learned afterwards, and
had then gone in to Boston.

From there e had caught
train to New York—she telegrapt
ed the midnight train, but she
might even have taken one earlier.
It was only five or gix hours—if she
had found a train earlier than the
night one, she might be out in
Wellsville mext ‘morning.
she would certainly arrive in the
early afternoon, and if she took it
into her head to take a special
train there wasg no telling when she
would come.

1 jumped at every sound, sure it
was my aunt coming up the porch.

That night Mrs. Taylor helped
me i

1f not,!

morning!on the way we had planned to slip w okdoide

lin quietly, put the car up at the
public garage, and walk home to my|
little house.

Then - pext morning Win mwould
20 off to his office as usual, and as|
usual I would go out in the garden|
—and when Wellsville knew we|
{were home it would find us already,
‘established and there could be noj
lweleame party, nes any fuss nor (:x4|
citenent. !
} We planned and laughed over H!
las we drove back, we even lingered
at a road house for dinner, so as to
be sure it would be late when we
zot in, and the people along
street” already in bed.

5 Only one thing troubled me. 1
1had forgotten the annoyanc- of the
man with the camera—until dinner;
In the late afternoon 'we stopped at
a small town to buy ga-oline, and

pack 4 few things into a Suit“wip pegan buying the.city papers.

g 2 N & Vi f: 3 " :
case, Next morning Win came O phoygh it seemed only a short time

me about 6 o'clock and we drove ginee we had

to his mother’s for an early break-
fast. From there we went oft in my

left the
there had been opportunity
picture to get into print

city, still
for that
and a

car, out of Wellsville towards the gony written of the elopement and

north, through the lines

men wdlking southward to the cit

plants, By +8 we were SpPINDINE geaijon across from where we W‘:T"nm

of WOrK: the editions sent out on the fust iRE

trains; These were in the railroad

through the clear moruin;; air ““”ihu\'in" gas

the world was alive and singing as,

we drove through it.

“Happy?” 1 remember Win ask-l
ing me. And I nodded, too ':x"““'"enough perhaps, but looming large ic

over my elonment to speak.

i
We turned west towards Buffalo' syorm

and arrived there in the afternoon.
We were married that

That had been
Taylor.
Looking back over
since hee
two
from

piness that 1 have
through, 1 remember
that stand out clearly
romantic elopment.

arranged by -\“v"-ll.u:h

) “Look here!” Win cried laughing,

and spread the papers cut for me.
looked at headlines, small
n my eyes, because my name was
'

“New York Debutante Elopes,”

day  and e W pipe It iy
stayed It the city for two duy__“om, said. “Heiress to (Millions Max

|ries Village Youth,” another paper

And 5o it went. One paper had a

the months; .

Aptdh ipicture of me—one I had posed for

and years of happiness and unhap- |
P and unhap- ynonths and months before,

when

ny BRI i g : RS
(hings"wm Harriet still had the idea of

my

making a social butterfly out of me.
The stories, which Win read to
me while [ took the wheel and

One was that Win was disappoint-
pp drove, were the strangest mixture

ed hecause I had not brought along of tact and.fiction, ] was an heir
at . 8 Q ‘)

one of my ver stunning evening;
Y. Yery: 8 Bless to millions but preferred the

dresses so we could dress for din-
ner in the hotel.

“I'm always stared
wear those elaborate
told him.

“That’s it! 1 want people to stare
at you, 1 want the world to see
what a peautiful wife T have. Think
how they’ll enlvy me!”

1 smiled a little. I was pleased
that he was proud of me. But 1

WOMAN SUFFERED
‘For MonTHs

Weak and Nervous. Made
Well by Lydia E.Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound

‘Webbwood,Ont. —‘‘ I wasin a very
weak and run-down nervous condition,
always tired from the time I got up
until I went to bed. Sleep did not rest
me at all. My sister recommended
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-

tome and others told me about
t, but it was from my sister’s advice
that I took it. It did not take lon
until I felt stronger, headaches left
me and my appetite came back to me.
1 am a farmer’s wife and have man
things to do outside the house, su
um?lking. looking after the poultry,
and other chores. I heartily recom-
mend the Vegetable Compound to all
who have the same trouble I had, for
it is a fine medicine for women."—
Mrs. Louis F. ELSASSER, Hillcrest
Farm, Webbwood, Ont.

at when [
things,” . 1

Nervous Woman Finds Relief ‘ amall streets and turned finally into

Port Huron, Mich.—*'1 suffered for
two years with paina in my side, and
if 1 worked very much I was nervous
and just ag tired in the morning a8

went to bed. I was sleepy all

the day and didn’t feel like doing any-
and was 80 nervous I would bi

nails.  One of my friends

E. Pinkham’s

and it helg'od

 that I soon felt fine, "~

BEELER, 501-14th St.,

femi-
. Pink-
i@

quiet life to the city’s galety, one
sajd another that I had spent my
life in boarding schools abroad, an-
cther that I was supposed to bhe
studying for the opera!

“Aunt Harriet has gotten excited
and talked, or else they've been lis-
tening to some of the rumors that
ran around the village about you
when you first came,” Win chuck-
led, as he read. “Someone in the
sapatarium  heard you singing
scales in your room one day and
dectded you had such a good voice
you must be an opera singer. 1
know who let ouc 1l this wild gos-
sip, the little editor of the weekly
paper in Wellsvi.le.”

1 sald nothing.

“It's a peach of a picture of you,”
Win went on, looking at the snap-
shot. “Good of the car too. Wasn't
{ modest? I sat on the other side—
1 don't get in at all.”

“You might have been the whale
picture, as far as 1 am concerned,”
1 answered icily. Win tossed the
papers into the back of the car.

“FPunny child!” he said. “Aren’t
you glad I'm proud of you?”

“Of course,” I answered,

“you you love me?” he demand-
ed, so anxiously T laughed and for-
got my momentary ill humor. Af-
ter all, Win was a child—his pleas-
ure at all this was the pieasure of
a small boy with a new plaything.

We put the car a tthe one public
garage on Mountain Street, and
Win, carrying our bags, joined me
where [ waited in the shadows on
the corner. We walked back throush

our part, a block from my little
white house.

“I never knew, when I rented it.
that 1 was to be married and live
there,” 1 said as we walked along.
1en't it lovely, Win—just you and
{ in that dear little place? Do you
think I can send Parker back to

the sanatarium and do the work

|
“our!

.
doing ugly work. If Parker goes we!

get a maid.” {

1 was silent, a little disappointed,'"

yet pleased that he wanted to take
care of me so well. 1 would have

!gdored all my own work, and look- smile. He was,
ling after Win entirely by myself. “taking the wind from her saHs”

But I decided there would be Llen-!
iy of other ways, even if I was not
allowed to do all the cooking and
sweeping. .

“We'll slip in, and no one will]
know. Fancy how surprised Ella
will be when she sees me out on
the lawn tomorrow—just as casual!
as thaugh -1 hadn’t married (hei

|

ed as we turned into our streef.
nicest man in the world,” I whisper-|{

And Mother has probably sent|
your angry aunt home——or else (ed;
her angel cake to soothe her” Win
arswered. \

A moment later he gave a little|
whistle. We passed under some;
little

see our house—my

of WiL’k'tl"]’

porch and the. group
hammock |

chuirs and the couch
under the trees.” The clear moon-{
light should have fallen (N
bringing it out a siver white mas
against the dark of the trees

on 1 s

b |

stead, every window blazed “’“hffuuy. She once had red hair; it Was;plq
white now and always exquisitely| ¢
{marcelled. She had kept her lovely you've married a girl, heiress to a

Hght.
“A welocme party! They K |

now
coming home!" I said |

we are
aghast.
“Your aunt!” Win said, “Probab-
ly been there all this time and get:
ting madder every minute.”
“Well, it has to be faced!"
And feeling very much
scol@ed and subdued and fﬂghlene'l;

it"Cpiia, T followed Win and the sult i gpon gne saw these

to the front|
i

2 |
We rang the bell—of cur ownj
house. H

cases up the path
d

ARGUMENT
Chapter 21

We rang the bell of cur own
house as though ‘we Wwere utter
strapgers. Aund Parker answered
the door and let us in, and it wis|
still as though we had come o call
at a ‘new house. Parker was 100
cared, or too nervous, o smile a

import

She assumed the solemn,
n-

ant manner cf one conducting a tu
eral and led the way into the hall|
She even regarded me with the k‘md]
and symmuhmi(- manner that “.mfi
might use in looking upon the chief
mourner. It began to affect my|
nerves immediately: L

Two womei were in our 1living
room. Aunt Harriet sat erect in the
one big armehair, Win's mother wusi
thunched up, trying 1o look at ease
'{ nthé most uncomfortable seil in|
the room. ¢ ‘

1 suppose it was an amusing mh-‘
lleaux, pbut then I was nu_t ready 19]
see its fun.  Aunt Harriet had s0
hest thel

|
!

{well the air of taking the o

poor little awelling afforded, of bvl
ing hideously uncomfortable, but
too much-a martyr to politeness \_u,
'say s0. And ghe had our best chair.
Lo{)! Whereas Mrs. Taylor, vs_‘lm
really must have pbeen suffering
physical discomfort in the w(}unlnn‘
chair, had. the air of patheticallyy
making the best of it, and of tr_\'-:
to be cheerful at the same
time, Afterwards I wondered what
ose two ever talked aboul.
Win and I stood in the door, anc
I stilt felt like a naughty child.
«why Aunt Harriet, it's swect of|

.you to come,” 1 murmured mechan-
ful silence.

ally, to break the aw I
Vgt is” Aunt Harriet sald. “There|
was no one to meet me, I had to
find this place by myself with an’
|imb(,‘(-,1h: taxi man—jitney man, ht*[
!ealled himself.” |
| “I'm so glad you got here safely,”
i1  murmured again, crossing  the
'toom and kissing her. She pre-
gented a very cold cheek.

“Phis ig my husband,” I went on,
putting a hand around to hunt|
Win, By that time I needed physic-
al as well as mental support.
| nt Harriet turned to him, leav-
llng me for a moment--a moment 1
took advantage of to g0 Over and
kiss Mrs, Taylor.

Win saved the situation.

“You needn’t pretend you're glad
to see me, Mrs. Bennett,” he said.
“f know just how you feel, I'd feel
the same in your place.”

“At least you are frank Aunt
Harriet sald, and I felt'as though
Win had gained a little advantage.
“I shan't try to be polite or even
conpventional, 1've been sitting here
two. solid days, while you—you—""

“While 1 was running oft with
your niece,” Win sald. “I know how
angry you are, I don't blame you.
Only you would have done the same
thing in ay place.”

He wenl over to kisg his mother.
Somehow 1 felt he had the advan-
tage again, Dhere’s no yay to be
angry at a person who admits his
fault! P

RED PIMPLES ON
FACE 3 YEARS

ltched and Burned, Lost
Sleep. Cuticura Heals, '

*‘ My face was affected with pimples

for three years. They were

hard and red, and festered

and scaled over. The pim-

\ ples itched and burned

causing me to scratchand

irritate them, and I'lost

many & night's sleep on

4 sccount of the irritation,

‘I read an advertise-

ment for Cuticura Soap and Oint-

ment and sent for a free sample which

helped me so I purchased more, and

after using four cakes of So? with

the Ointment, [ was healed.’’ (Signed)

Miss Martha Theusch, R. 2, Box 45,
Vining, Minn.

myself?”
“you cannot,” Win said decided-

ly.
“But 1 know how to take care of
you, and it would be such fun!”
“Maybe, but I don’t want my wife

Give Cuticura Soap, Ointmentand
Talcum the care of your skin.

LS R

| other jewelry but

o2 1
“You might have waited until I
came, at least.”
“But you see, if I had, you might
have taken her off to New York,”
Win delivered this with a charming
as he said later,

and she felt #t: It made her angrier
pecause it took away all her argu-
ments. .

“1 should certainly have taken]
her back to New York with me,
she said. “1 shall do that anyway—
tomorrow, since there’s no train to-
night.” t

“But—" 1 began, 1

Then 1 stopped, —catching hér:
glance. Aunt Harriet could always
freeze me to my marrow which she|
drew herself up in that manner. ¢

She was a very handsome wom-
an, this Mrs. Bradley Bennett!
She was, as her friends said, “one
of The Bennetis.” 1 never in my

The -other thing was almost dis- 3 |

X trees 4nd at the corner we rould;]ire met those who were merely you'll be ric
: le while| Bennetts, g0 1 never knew what the suyms, they
painted house with the tiny front|gfference between a Bennett and'and rich in.t

the Bennett was. It gave me noth-’
ing that I could recognize, but it did|
give Aunt Harriet a superb bearing.

She was very tall, too tall, but
she had overcome this fault by
learning to carry herself

C
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DOMINION EXPRESS
MONEY ORDER
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“I-don't, to be quite frank,” she
said. “You've married my niece, and
1 had my niece’s future planned in
an entirely different way. I can see
how she would be attracted to your
type. Yowll probably make her a
good husband, as the saying goes.
But what will you offer her?

“Your mother says you have
money, in her trust. So you'll be
able to live very well. She says in
the best house in the village. She
says between your salary and the
income due you from your estate,
h. We needn’t mention
are a detail. But here
he city are two differ-
ent things.

“Even if you are rich by our
standards, what can you do with it
here? What can you offer - my
niece? What is the finest house in

beauti-lg town like this? What are its peo:

. its opportunities?
Do you know what you've done?

skin and she had kept her slenderivery jarge estate—"
‘oung figure. She dressed to perrec-] “We have already agreed that

¥

tion, wearing only certain
that she knew become
greens, a great deal of black and

colors's),e liveés on my money,
her—soft | win cut in. He was getting angry
|now,

not hers,”

and 1 was afraid of 2 quarrel.

white, a certain brick dust red, @ I went behind him and slipped my

like &l ory dqull shade that she used spar-ihana into his.

{ngly. It was very clever of her, for
shades, one
thought of Mrs. Bradley Bennett,

And she affected long necklaces plac ethat counts.
of strange colored stones and noigply part of it. You'v
her wedding ring.lthe prettiest girl in

Win bad crossed the room again
and stood in front of her.

“I'm gorry you have any idea of
zoing tomorrow, much less of tak-
ing Constance,” he said quietly.

|“We hoped you would stay with us

for awhile.”

“We!” Aunt Harriet gasped at
the word. “And pray, where did you
poth of you, expect to put me in this
bandbox?"”

“The house is too small”
agreed apologetically. ~“But
mother has plenty of room,
her home is still mine, 1
you would do me the
staying there.”

1 gasped then,
courage, I watched these two with
fascination.

Win
my

THE MAN WINS
Chapter 22

Aunt Harriet could not but be’
mollified at this, the ordinary cour-!
tesy of the speech demanded that.
jui ohe goi around it very clever-|
ly, for she was really an extraor-
dinary clever woman.

“Your mother has already been
charming enough to offer me the
hospitality of her home,” she said,’
her tones cnly a shade warmer,

ul

“That sounds well. You may be
able to do it—in Wellsville. You
{could not in New « York, - or any

And the money is
e gone off with
you have, I'm her aunt, and I
know., With her beauty
money,
of her. She could have married any-
one she chose—"

“I chose Win,” I cried.

“Yes, you chose Win'% she echo-

{ed. “And for a time it will be very
| fine. But you
spiritually in a place like this, You
weren't born or bred to live in such
a place. You may think so now.
‘You're young and romantic, and

and us:you've _been ill and you don’t mind|poor. He's gat a lot of money.
thought [the quiet. But I've had the pleas-fcan have all he wants -of it :m,\'-’
honor of jure of meeting some of your friendsjtime he wants.

|here—your Ella and Margery and

New York—

and my
1 could Wave made anything

"Il starve, mentally and

]
nothing of him—yet 1 was sure he'
was endowed with all the heroic
gualities.

“But—how will you live?” Mrs.
Taylor asked. “Your salary now is
cnly fifteen—"

“Yes, 1 suppose You know the‘.

city costs more!’” Aunt Harriet pul’
in, “And you'll have to find a posi-
tion,” his mother went on. “That)
will take time. And you cant do‘
anything but the work you've beenl
in at the plant here. And you won't
be able to live decently—" '
“Possibly Mr. Taylor considers;
that since ‘he has married a rich;
girl his own position does not nmt-h
ter,” my aunt said icily. !
“I'm not a rich girl. Win and 1}
agreed that 1 do not take any of |
my allowance from now on,” i pull
in.
“Which seems to me to mnke‘
matters worse,” Aunt Harriet reé-
marked. And then she relapsed into
which was more provoking
“I haven't fold you, Mother,” Win
said, turning towards the
lady, “that the Tankerville people
promised me they would put me in
their New York office when I want-,

came engaged to Constance, be:
cause I knew we would not want to
be here forever.”

“My niece, one of the Bennetts,
living on an office man’s salary!”

around to me, her face showing her
anger, her eyes flashing.

“You certainly shall
allowance.
live in some tiny uptown flat, andj
do your work—I won't allow it. 1f
you have been silly enough to mar-‘l
ry a poor man you'll just come |
live with me, both of you. I \vun'r;
allow my niece—" |

She stopped, because little .\lrs,;
Taylor was walking across the/
room towards her. That little 1udy‘s"
face was full of anger too. Th's
time all the gray had gone out ofj
it, she 'was animated, her cheeks,
pink, even her flat limp gray hair|
showed a little life.

“She hasn’t married a poor man,”;
she began indignantly. “1 won't!
have anyone call my

have your;

Winthrop,
He|

“I don't care whether your niece|

{
at his enormous Some whose names I've forgotten. has money or not, she hasn't us)

an attitude of complete indifference|
than |
|

her old manner. {

little|

ed to go. I asked them when 1 be-|

Aunt Harrite burst out indignunbl
ly. “I won't have it She '\,urned'

1 won't allow ycu to|

S
(W
0’1«5(—,{;”

Soft and flak
wont scratch
Gives better resu

BIBLE THOUGHT |
FOR TODAY

ows and the sil
moonlight under ees it
such a wonderful world, ayf
; ;.'mrious.m be in love! 1 wag so)
Bible Thoughts Memorized Will Dy..« “,‘“[" I be as happy &
Prove a Priceless Heritage in | in thte city? ;

| All the way in t

fter Years :
A l kept wondering this,
—h

> New Y

BOUNTIFULLY : ! Boy IS DROWNED IN

ALBERT COUN

SOW

which soweth sparingly shall reap
also sparingly; and he which sow- |
eth Dbountifully shall reap also!
bountifully.—2 Corinthians 9:6.

HOPEWELL HILL, July
Gerald Galbraith, aged foun
vears was drowned at Kierste

Dam while fishing for trout on
i urday afterncon. The boy and
little girl companions, were
ing at the Dam when the boy
into twelve feet of water, His g
panions were unable to give
assistance. The coroner, Dr,
ray, held an inguest a vel
of accidental drowning was ret
ed. The little boy was the gm
son of Mrs. Kent of New Irel

§ JULY 16

THE IDEAL WAY:—They help-
ed every one his  neighbour; and|
every one said to his brother, Be
of good courage.—Isaiah 41:6.

JULY 17

DELIVERANCE:— For he s
deliver the needy when he cri
the poor also, and him that hath
no helper.—Psgaln 72:12,

JULY 18

TO UNDERSTAND:—Muke m"“,

IT xnow you too well to think you'll|much as my son! He didn’t try tojto understand the way of thy pre-

be satisfied with them!” ’
“She won't have to be” Win
cried suddenly. “I'm going to

‘bring her to the city.”
1

THE SURPRISE

Chapter 23
Win could not have chosen a
more dramatic moment to make his
anrouncement., We three women

utmost astonishment.

“I'm going to bring her to the
city,” he said.

Of course it was not so much a

better himself by marrying an heir:|
ess as you think! He could marry
anyone, and 1T'11 give him a hand-
some allowance!”
“And keep me here
Mother,” Win put in.
“Yes, much good mongy does him
Ihere,” Aunt Harriet made a L’(-s-‘
ture that included all Wellsville in
jone supreme coutempt.
I “He can live wherever he warnts!”
! Mrs. Taytor burst out still more in-

at home,

\

iturned ‘and looked at him in the'dignantly. |

“Well, that settles it Then we
:go. You are both of you very
charming ladies!” l

And Win went over to his moth-

than they had been. *I ama sorry 1
cannot accept it except wuntil the surprise 1o Aunt Marrtet, but it was,er and put his arms around her,
.an entirely new idea to me, for our and kissed her. Then he went to my

train leaves tomorrow.” !
“If you must go, you won't see:

Connie—and she has been looking I

l‘mrwanl ta il viaft jall during her.mr doing over an old farm house(which my heart

i(.'ou\’alveﬂconce,” Win: sald. smooth-j n the edge of the town. But theystill. He looked, down at her, she
“one who was most astonished by“loo}{ed up at him. He was smiling,,

ly and sweetly.
I looked at him in admiration.
Here was a side of him that I had

iway home in the car that after-

noon, we had been making plans

his statement was Win's. mother.
Up to this time she had been per-
fectly quiet, sitting over in her cor-

not seen yet. The cit e vere'
4 y men Were. .. ¢ the room and listening to the

masters on this suave manner, jut
I never thought to find it in Win,|
born and bred in the litlle village,
of ‘Wellsville, !

Naturally Aunt Harriet was fur-
ious Win had hit her weak spots—
she knew she had neglected me
while 1 was ill. But no one could
have guessed that Win /had scored
a hit from her unrelenting exter-

“I shall see Connie because Con-
nie goes with me,” she said.

“But Aunt Harrlet, I'm married
now! And I don’t want to go—I
don’t have to go—Win dear?” 1 npvi
pealed to him suddenly.

He held out his hand and took
one of mine in it.

“She’'s of age, you know, Mrs.
DBennett,” he said gently.

Of course he won the argument.
Aunt Harriet had possibly never ac-
cepted defeat before, and she did it
now with poor grace.

“Yes, she's of age, and if she
wants to stay, I have no control
over her. She’s married, and that
seems to be that—until she finds
out the mistake she made. Fortun-
ately, people are broad-minded
about legal separations and div—"

“Aunt Harriet!” T interrupted.

“Y peg your pardon,” she return-
ed. “You've been married two days.
Wait until it’s been two years, or
ten. Then we'll see what happens.
Meantime it seems 1 have to make
the best of this.™

“Will you shake hands
Win asked, holding out his right
hand,

hand.

“Since you suggested that we be
frank,” she said, “I intend to take
advantage of your offer. I've had
two days to sit here and await your
return, and during that time I've
seen something of the place, and its
[inha‘blmms. and I've learned a few
things about you from your moth-
er.’”

“You've learned nothing to my
digeredit then,” Win answered, still
smiling and keeping his temper.

“Naturally not.” She left it an
open question as to whether there
was nothing to learn, or whether
it would not be learned from his
mother, "I've found out that you
have a position in an oil company
here, that you've never been ais-
charged, that you've been a good
gon and the people here like you.
You look much better than I ex-
pected, You're attractive and you
have a quick tongue and a good
temper, that, I've found for myself
since 1've seen you.”

“I'm glad you like me a little”

Sospshaves without mus.

Win saild. But this was premature
—it gave her an opening,

then?"'|

Aunt Harriet gazed serenely overlSny.
{his head and refused to see Lhel

erbal war between her son and
my aunt, _

Now she got up and came across
the rocm to him.

“But what do you mean?’ she
asked. “How are you going to the
CILy s e,

Winthrop by this time was com-
pletely master of the whole situ-
ation, He had gone cheerinlly into
an argument with my very angry
aunt and he had won out. 1 did not
know then that the only argument
he ever had with his mother was
this one, ag to whether or not he
should he allowed to leave home.

I{{aving won one victory, Winthrop

felt inspired to go out and win an-
other.

“Byerything that Mrs. Bennett
says is quite true” he announced.
«Constance would never be happy
in this place.”

“But 1 am crazy
terrupted.

“you will get over that,” he told
me. “It's new to you and you think
i's wonderful. = In a few months
you will be as tired of it as I am
this minute. Mother would "never
allow me to leave because she nev-
er felt 1 'was grown up. She can't
use that argument now because I'm
married and head of a family.” He
turned to smile at me when he said
this.

«Besides,” he went on, “I have no
future here. I have to make my way
{n the world, or Connie will never
be satisfied with me.”

“Of course 1 ghould,” 1 hurried to
Fancy never being satisfied
with Win!

I looked up at his tall figure. He
;seemed 80 much the hero to me—
though the only thing
had won, was a victory over an
‘angry aunt.  Otherwise I knew

about it,” I in-
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At the first sigm of illness during ture about $4,000 to sta
the hot weather give the little ones jajds will cost a €0
in a few you have your
"hours he may be beyond aid. These that.”
Tablets will prevent summer com-|
plaints if given occasionally to the cyaged before—I
promptly re-

Baby's Own Tablets: or

well ¢hild and will

1 knew he|

;Aunt Harriet. He stood in front of!
‘her for a momeat, a moment in
stood perfectly:

>

|She held her icy expression, Which,
lone was going to win out this time?

|
THE JOURNEY 1

Chapter 24 ‘

There was this breathelss pause.t
And then Win did the sweetest and
most tactful thing I had ever seen,
He reached over and took my aunt’s |
hand and kissed it with all the y,ul~‘
lantry of an oldtime knight.

And Aunt Harriet relented. Aﬁor“
all, she was only human and she
was feminine, and Win had an at-
tractive personality. She began (o
smile.

“You are a trump, Mrs,
nett,” Win said. :

Once again he showed extraordin-
ary tact.

“You may call me Aunt Harriet,” |
she said graciously. She was pleas-
ed that he made no attempt to be
on a familiar footing with her until
she gave permission.

“Thank you, Aunt Harriet,” Win
answered.
| “And now,” Aunt Harrlet bourm{
with a business-like air, “we might
as well begin to talk practical de-
tails, Are you sure of this place in
the city? How much will you make
out of it?”

“I'm fairly sure of it, and 1 won't
{make much,” Win answered drank-
Ily. “But it's an opening wedge, The
salary would only be $2,000 4 year,
possibly less. If 1 had only that to
count on I would not have asked
Connie to run away with me. But
you see my father had a large es-
tate and when he died, he left it in
{rust for me with my mother. I was
|a boy then and wild and he did not
believe 1 would grow up to have
| much sense. 1 hope to prove him
wrong. 1f my mother consents to
my going, she can give me an allow-
lance of $3,000 or $4,000 a year, that
lwill make, say $6,000 altogether—"'

“1 gpent $5,000 on Constance's
gowns last year and her taxi bills|
were $800. I bought her a car, that

rough estimate.

Ben-

your furni-

jeast, probably $56,0005
rt with, your

| Win was full of his new plans. !

cepts. 'so shall I talk of thy!
wondrous works.—Psalm 119:27,

JULY 19 |

GET THE TRUTH:—Buy the|
truth, and sell it not: also wisdom, |
and instruction !

and understanding | -
—Proverbs 2 . ]

JULY 20

IT PROFITETH NOTHING: —
Though I bestow all m\" ]rlrf:?(l‘;.m
feed the poor, and lhuuuﬁ 1 give my
I)ml_v_ to be burned, and have not
charity, it profiteth me nothing.—
1 Corinthians 13:3, o
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one month, simply to pu i i

. 1, ¢ 3 t this g '
ln!ll'v.m, visitor in lu-x'l » ;n»uh £ : FLOU
: We'll economize, [
\\uug 4 car,” 1 put in,
:1"08“' can’t ‘live on les Ih'nt
5000, wmy aunt decided. “Win.| i i
throp says he can make $:Jum“,‘, -\ Milled from the finest

mother will give him some, and J'i‘l“ spring wheat it has

and I don't TH BREAD

l»nl\'t: to give you the rest.” | . {
Youll do mothing of (e sort | MNrivalled bread-maki
was snapped out by Mrs, T
Gkl y Mrs, Taylor,| o~ : I
:?m .mld l’snl by, while our rela-| (‘mu“l“m P airie “'h
ons glared at each v and|
other and| famous.
ried, Win amused. r
“ln one stroke, he had obtaned!
everything he wanted. No wonder)
And so it was finally settled. Win ) e
throp and I spent two weeks in my
little house in Wellsville, two weeks|
had ever known. Then we went to w
the city. ‘
But meantime [ had two weeks tol
the morning was. tresh and cooll
and worked in my little garden in |
ope of my voluminous |

I'll give him all that's needed.” This| qualities which have
worked out our destiny. 1 was wor-
i Ll
he was pleaged.
of the most perfect happiness I/
do just as I wanted. T got up when |
cretonne |

aprons, I made biscuits for Iunrh-l‘ fﬁl
eon and sandwiches for.my after- ps
noon tea parties. Ella and Margery ’NDP
and Ted and Bill and the Ames and | Kﬁs
Mother Taylor and all the rest of FOFCA

them came around my tea table,

and in the evening we had tiny in-

formal dinners, or a few of us sat| “Sensation” is the ide
about and played cards, ! b .

And best of all were the even- pastry flour. Milled f
ings when we  were left to our o : 1 * whed
gelves, Then we sat out in the wick- .()I'ltdl 19 b()“’ winter “l.‘
er chairs under the stars, and Win' it has the llght delic

smoked and I leaned back in the sie 1
ned buck in e gty qualities which

corner of the hammock, |
hard wheat flour can g

And the evening air was cool and
fragrant, It was late in August § . 0
It is an economical
s
| too.

then, it would be nearly Septemb-

er by the time we were in the city.

Taylor was sometimes pl mi‘ : iy . =

about it and sometimes lugubrious.| Let your next ot der
“She wouldn't let me go,” Win, flour b(‘;

uple more, and|
living expenses aiter

heard such details dis:|
took them Soi’l

granted. 1 always had had a grnﬂvt'
Mrs. Taylor, how:|

1 never

llievo these troubles if they come on geal of money-— |

suddenly,  DBaby's
should always be kept
home where there

{ children. There is no other medi-|
andethe mother has yhpop stays here—"
the “"amnW"nmem‘ “That's all right,
analyst that a) olute)y §90,000 8 year he can
medi fitgle old Jady sald flercely.
cents jjpye she was 86 a
a box from The Dr. Williams’ Medl- ne would, havo turned over al
v ‘ L0 0

cine as good

safe. The Tablets Are sold
cine deaelrs or by mail at

'cine Co., Brockyille, On

Own Tablets gyer gasped.
in every,
are - Erowing g9 000 a year,” she said.

“you can live like a king here on

“Here! Well, of course, if win-
if he needs!
have it the
1 be!l
that
i

ngry then

\ arbun him "

llsat‘ quietly,

told me once, “except for the fact|
“North West” for bre

that 1 married you. She says you
have such a sengible head on your &
“Sensation” for past

ghoulders that you'll be able to
handle the money part of my af-
falrs, whereas I never could. She's
right, too, 1 have no sense of mo-
ney. 1 always spend everything 1
have and I never seem to get any-
tiing for it. DBut since you'll be
along to look after me, Mother
geems to think it will be all right.”

“It’'s so nice to have yon to take
care of," 1 angwWwered. And Win came
over and kissed me.

And nicest of all were the even-
{ngs when we did not even talk, but
gometimes hand in
hand, while 1 leaned back logking!
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