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Synopsis.~Clay Winhurn, a young New Yorker on a visit to
Cleveland, meets pretty Daphne Kip, whose brother Is In the same
After a whirlwind courtship they be-
Clay buys an engagement ring on eredit nnd returns

office with Clay Iin Wall street,
come engnged,
to New York., Dnphne agrees (o an

from her money-worried father what she regards ns a sufliclent sum of
money for the purpose she goes to New Yarik with her mother to buy

her troussenn.

early marrlage, and nfter extructing
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CHAPTER V—Continued.
sl

*“This is too beautiful to go through
po fast,” Daphne erled, *It's wonder-
ful. We ought to walk, Promise me
we can walk home. It's such a gor-
geous night”

“You're erazy, darllng,” he sald.
“T've got to get to my oflice tomorrow,
and you've got to get home for break-
fast.”

“All right for you,” she pouted. But
it was none too serlous a trogedy, and
her spirits revived when the taxicab
turned in through the shrubs about the
old Inn that had once been the home
of Napoleon's brother and had heard
the lnughter of Theodosia Burr and of
Betty Jumel in their primes,

Daphne did not like the table the
hend waiter led them to. It mlissed
both the breeze and the view,

“Can't we s8lt over there?” she sald.

“I'll see”

The head waiter came reluctantly to
his beck. When Clay asked for the
table, the answer was curt:

“Sorry, sir; It I8 reserved."

Clay felt Insulted. He whipped out
his pocketbook and rebuked the tyrant
with a bill. He thought It was a one-
dollar bill, but he saw a “V" on it just
a8 the swift and subtle head walter
absorbed It without seeming to, To
ask for It back or for change was one
of the most Impossible things In the
world,

Clay made It as easy for his new
alave as he could,

“I don't think you understood which
table I meant,” he sald, polnting to the
one he had Indlcated before. “That
one."

“0h, that onc!” sald the head walt-
er. “Certalnly, sir.,”

He LA the way, beckoning walters
and omnibuses and snapping his fin.
gers.

Clay ordered a supper as chastely
perfect as a sonnet. It showed that he
had both npative abillty and education
in the art of ordering n meal, He Im-
pressed even the head walter, and that
I8 a triumph., That was Clay’s pur-
pose. Also he wanted to preserve his
self-respect and the walter's attentlon
in the face of the supper that was be-
ing ordered at the next table. That
was well ordered, too, but it was not
a sonnet: It was a rhapsody. It was
ordered by a man whose guests had
not yet arrived. When Clay bhad dig-

‘Patched his walter he whispered o
Daphne:

“See that fellow. That's Themas
Varick Duane, one of the waflest-
known bachelors in New York, He was
crazy about Lella”

“Not Bayard's Lella]"

“Yes, That's really why Bayard got
married so quick. He was afraid Tom
Duane would steal her. Nlce enough
fellow, but too much money "

Daphne looked at the big man, and
eaught him looking at her with a fa-
vorable appralsal. She stared him
down with a cold self-possession of
the American girl who will neither
flirt nor flinch. Duane ylelded and
turned his eyes to Clay, recognized
bim, and nodded,

“Hello, Wimburn! H'ah ya?"

“Feeling falrly snappy,” sald Clay.

Duane showed a willingness to come
over and be presented, but Clay kept
him off with a look llke a palr of push-
ing hands,

Duane loitered about, waltlog for
his guests. He looked lonely. Daphne
felt & mixture of charity and snobbery
in her heart. 8he whispered to Clay:

“Invite the poor fellow over here till
his guests come, I'm dylng to be able
to tell the people at home that I met
the great Duane.”

Aguin Clay shook his head.

“And that you introduced him to
me."

Clay nodded. He beckoned Duane
over with hardly more than a motion
of the eyebrows, Duane enme with a
flattering eagerness, He put his hand

out to Clay; and Clay, rising, made
the presentation.

“Yon're not related to Bayard Kip,
I hope,” Duane sald, with an amlable
frown.

“He's my brother, Why?"

“T owe him a blg grudge”™ sald
Duane, “lle stole hia wife from me,
Just as I was falling madly In love
with her. Deautiful girl, your new gis-
ter.”

“I've never seen her,” sald Daphne,

“Beautiful girl!" he sighed. “Much
too good for your Brother, Infinltely
beyond me, Why don't you both move
over to my table?! Miss Kemble 1s to
be there with her manager, Mighty

clever girl—Miss Kemble. Have you
,8een her new play?™

“We weore there tonlght,” said Duph-
ne. “Sha's glorious!"

“Come on over and play in our yard,
then.”

Daphine had never met a famous
nciress, She wns wild to join the
group and to know Tom Duana hetter,
But Clay spoke with an ley finality.

“Thanks, old man. We've already
ordered, He gtill stood, and he had
not Invited Duane to sit down,

Tom Duane looked at Daphne and
smiled like a boy rebuked. “All right,

I'll go quletly. 1 know when I'm
kicked out, But next time I won't go
s0 easlly. Good night.”

He put his warm, frlendly hand out
agnin to Daphne and to Clay, who
nodded him away with a: appalling in-
formality, censldering how great he
was,

Other people eame In, some of them
plainly sightseers, some of them per-
sonnges of quality. Everybody seemed
happy, clandestine, romantic. This
was life ns Daphne wanted to lve It
But at length she yawned, Her little
hand could not conceal the contortion
of her features,

“I'm glorlously tired, hcney,” she
confessed, with a lovable Intimacy.
“It's the most beautiful supper I ever
had, but I'm sleepy.”

He smiled with Indulgent tenderness
and sald to the walter, “Check 1"
Daphne turned her eyes away de-
cently as the slip of paper on a plate
was set at Clay's elbow. DBut she
noted that he started vlolently as he
turned the bill over anfl met it face to
fuce. He studied it with the grim
herolsm of one reading a death-war-
rant. The amount staggered him. He
turned pale. He recovered enough to
say to the walter, “You've given me
the wrong check.”

The walter shook his head. *“Oh,
nossalr1™

Clay studied It agnin. He ealled for
the bill of fare, and studied that.
Daphne felt so nashamed that ghe want-
ed to leap Into the river, Abroad, It Is
belleved that the man who does not
nudit his restaurant bill Is either an
American tourist or some other kind
of fool, But in Daphne's set it wus
considered the act of a miser, Clay
worked over his check as If It were a
trial balance,

“Ah, 1 thought 80" he growled. “The
bill of fare says that this Montreal
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Patrlotism and Pride Helped Her for a
Quarter of a Mile.

melon Is seventy-five cents a portion.
You've charged me three dollars for
two portlons."

A look of pitying contempt twisted
the waiter's smile.

“The melon you ordercd, salr, was
all out, 1 served you a IFrench melon
Instead.”

“Why didn't you tell me?"

“1 deed not theenk It mettered to the
gentlnmnn,”

Cluy sniffed. He wans not to he
quleted by such a sop. Tle whipped
out his pocketbook and Iald down
every bill in It. He stretched his legs
and ronsacked his trousers pockets
and dropped on the plate every coln he
had, He withdrew a dime and waved
the heap at the walter,

It was evident, from the way the
walter snatched the plate from the
table, that Clay had not tipped him. In
fact, Clay sald, “This will be a lesson
to you"

They slumped down the steps. The
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gtarter sald, “Cab, «ir?' nnd made to
whistle one up. Clay shook his hend
and walked on toward the monument
of Grant. Daphne followed. They
went a8 humbly as a couple of paupers
evicted for the rent,

Dupline was afraid to speak. She
saw thut Clay was sick with wrath,
nnd she did not know him well enough
to be gure how he would take her In.
terference in his thoughts, She trudged
along In utter shame,

The worst of her shume was that
shie wns go ashamed of it. Why should
she cars whether a walter smiled or
frowned? Buat she did care, lnfinitely,

Daphre could not pump up any eo-
thusiasm for the scenery. . Her lover
took no advantage of the serial of
arbors and the embracing howers, He
never klused her, not once,

Daphne ceased to be sorry for Clay
nnd felt sarry for her neglected self.
Then she grew angry at herself. Then
ut him,

At length she sald, with ominous
sweetness, “Are you going to walk all
the wany, dear?”

“You sald you wanted to, didn't
you?" he mumbled, thickly.

“That’s =o0,”

She trudged some distance farther—
n few blocks it was; It seemed miles,
Then she sald, “How far is it home—
altogether?”

“About three miles and a half.,”

“Is that all? The heroine of an
English novel I've been reading used
to dash off flve or six mlles before
breakfast.”

Patriotism and pride helped her for
a quarter of a mile more. Then she
reslgned :

“I guess 'm not an English herolne.
I don't belleve she ever really did It
I'll resign! I'll have to ask you to call
me a cab."”

“Pretty hard to find an empty one
nlong here at this hour,” he sald, and
urged her on.

“Let's go over that way to the In-
habited part of town,” she sald, “and
take a street car or the subway."

And then he stopped and sald, with
gullty brusquerle, “Have you got your
pocketbook with you?"

“No, I left it at home tonight. Why "
“Daphne, I haven't got a cent!”
“Why, Clay! you poor thingl”
*“That's why I was so rough with the
walter, If I'd had the money, do you
think I'd have made a row before you
about n few little dollars? Never! You
see, I dldn't expect to go out to Clare-
mont after the theater. The taxl cost
more than I expected, and then I gave
the head walter five dollars I~stead of
one, I ordered with care so that it
would come out right, But that busi-
ness about the melon finlshed me, I
Jjust made it, I never was so ashamed
in my life. And I had to drag you into
it, and now I'm murdering your poor
little feet,”

“That's the funnlest joke I ever
heard. Why didn't you tell me before?”
“It's no ]l)k(!."

“Why, of course It is! You have
only to go to your bank tomorrow and
draw some more,”

He did not answer this. He sald
nothing at all, She had a terrified feel-
ing that his sllence was full of mean-
Ing, that his bank account would not
respond to his eall. She could not ask
him to explain the situation. She was
afrald that he might.

She marched on doggedly, growing
more and more gloomy and decreplit.
Her little slippers with thelr stilted
heels pinched and wavered, and every
step was a pang.

“Let's go over there and get on a
street car, and dare them to put us
off,” she suggested,

“It's a pay-as-you-enter car,” he
groaned,

The world was a different world
now, The drive that had been so tre-
mendously lovely as she sped through
it in a taxlcab was a pathway in Mo-
Jave, Bhe llmped through the hideous,
hateful, unpardonable length, and felt
that it was a symbol of the life ahead
of her. She had counted on escaplng
from the money limits of her home,
She was merely transferring herself
from one jall to another.

er young lover had dazzled her
with his heedless courtship, flown away
with her on motor wings, dipping to
enrth now und then to slp refresh-
ments at a high cost, and then swoop-
fug off with her again,

And now his wings had broken; his
gasoline was gone; his motor burnt
out; and the rest of the journey was
to be the snme old trudge,

8he had been leaning heavily on
Clay's arm. Now she put It nway from
her In & mixture of pity for him and
of self-reproof. When he protested,
she sald:

“I think I'll walk better alone for a
while,”

8o she hobhbled and hobbled by her-
gelf, he pleading to be allowed to help
her, But she kept him away.

And they crept on a little farther,
loving ench other piteously,

In the course of time they renched
the Soldiers' and Sallors' monument,
and Daphne sank down at the base of
it.

“I can't go any farther,” she sald,
“not if 1 dle of starvation.” He sank
down at her glde. The moon peered
nt them between the columns and the
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A motorear went by with the silence
of a loping punther. Another enr passs
ing It threw a enlelum light on Tom
Dunne nnd his guests and his chaufs
feur. How gorgeonsly they gped! I
Duphne bad hod a bit of luck she
would be with them, soaring on the
pinlons of money, lostead of hobbling
on without It

Daphne took off her slippers and
fondled her poor abused feet us if they
weore her children,  But when she tried
to thrust them back into her slippers
for a final despernte effort she alimost
shrieked with the hurt,

“I'll have to go the rest of the way
In my stocking feet,” she monned,

“Not if I huve to carry you,” Clay
growled,

Before he hind n chanee to earry out
his resoiution a tuxicab that had de-
posited its fures at ao apartment house
ahove wernt bowling by with its flag
up.

Clay ran out and howled at it till it
stopped, cizeled round, and drew up hy
the hridle path, Then he ran to Daphne
und bundled her Into it, and gave her
uildress to the driver,

“But how are you golog to pny him?"
she sighod, blissfully, as they shot
ulong, “'Not that I care at all”

“T naven't figured that ont,” sald

Clay, “i'll drop you at home nod then
tuke him to my club and see If 1 can'’t
borrow {rom somebody there, I 1
can't, I'll give him my watch or the |
fight of his Hfe"”

“That's tereible!™ Daphne sighed,
“To think how mueh I have cost you!"

“Well, I wanted to give you a good
time on your lifttle visit,” soid Clay,
“and it's only two days tlil my next
salary day."

Her neart sank., Ier guess was
right. 18 bank account was dry. It
had gurgled out In amusing her, She
felt that there was something here
that would take a bit of thinking about
—when she had rested enovgh to
think.

The taxicab swung Into Fifty-ninth
street and drew up to the curb, Clay
helped Daphne out and sald to the
chauffeur, “Walt!"

He sald it with just the tone he had
used when he sald to the walter,
“Check !" )
When Clay had kisged her his seven.
teenth farewell and was wondering
how he could tear himself away from
her without bleeding to death, Daphne
pressed the bell,

Instead of her drowsy mother open-
Ing the door half an inch and fleeing
in her curl-papers, Bayard himself ap-

peared in his bathrobe and pajamas,
“Bayard " Daphne gasped ns she
sprang for him, *“What on earth
brought you home so soon?"

“Money gave out,” he laughed,
“Hello, Clay,” he sald as he put
forth his hand. “Mother tells me
you've heen gecretly engaged to my
slster all this time, you old scoundrel !
How are you? What's the good word?"
“Lend me five dollars,” sald Clay.

CHAPTER VI.

The meeting of Daphne and her new
glster-in-law was not what elther would
have expected or selected, Daphne
was tired in body and soul, discour-
aged, footsore and dismayed about her
love and her lover, She had reached
the door of the apartment in the mood
of a wave-bufleted, outswuin eastaway,
eager for nothing but to lie down in
the sand and sleep.

Daphne could Imagine the feelings
of her brother's wife when she
renched her home after a long ocean
voyage, a night landing, the custom-
house ordeal, and the cab ride among
the luggage, and found a mother-in-
law asleep in her bed and a sister-in-
law yet to arrive!

Bayard and Lella, serene In the be-
llef that Daphne and her mother had
gone back to Cleveland, entered the
apartment without formulity and went
about switching on lights, recovering
their little home from the night with
magle instantaneity.

Mother Kip's awakening came from
the light that Bayard flashed in his
bedroom. Lella had a lovable dispo-
sitlon, but she was tired, and all the
wiy up in the overlonded cab sghe had
thought longingly of the beautiful bed
in her own new home, and had prom-
1sed herself a quick plunge Into it for
n long stay. How could she rejolce to
find a strange woman there—even
though she hore the sacred name of
mother-in-law?

Mother Kip ordered Bayard and
Lella out of their own room und when
she was ready to be seen she had so
many apologles to muoke and accept
that the meeting entirely lacked the
rapture it should have expressed. Even
a mother could hardly be glad to see
her son in such discouraging circum-
stances. All three cxchanged ques-
tlons more and more perfunctorily, and
kept repeating themselves, The most
popular question was, “I wonder where
Daphne Is?"

They could not know that she was
hobbling down the wilderness of Riv-
erslde drive, She, too, wns thinking
longingly of her bed, DBut long before
she reached It her mother had moved
In and established herself across a
good denl more than half of it. It was
a smalllsh bed in a smallish bedroom.

Lella fgil asleep in her tub and
might have drowned without notlcing

the difference If her yawning husband |

had not saved her life—and very clev-
erly: he was too tired to lift her from
the wator, #0 he lifted the stopper and
let the water escape from her. She al-
most resented the rescue, but event-
ually got herself to bed In a prettily
sullen stupor,

From some Infinite depth of peace
she was dragged up protesting, Bayanl
was telling her of Daphne's arrival,

Doggedly she began to prepare an

celln of the monnment, and seomed | elaborate toilet, but Bayard haled ber
to it fre faee to ane =ide and smile, | out before she was veady,

This was
the finnl test of Lella's patience and
of Daphne's,

It wns a tribute to both that they
hated the colliston more than each
othor, Thelr grectings were appropri-
ately emotlonnl and nolsy, and they
both talked at once In a manner that
showed a certaln congeniality,

When at length Daphne went to here
room she observed her mother's extra-
territorinl - holdings. She stretehed
herself along the narrow constline In
despalir of rest. But she was too tired
to worry or lie awake and she slept
thoroughly.

The next morning the three women,
about to meet one another by daylight,
mude thelr preparations with the
serupnlous anxiety of eandidates for
presentation at court, In consequence,
breakfagt was late und the only man
there, except the evanescent walter
from the restaurant below, wns Bay-
ard.

A troop of bmsinesa worries like a
swiarm of goots bad wakened him
early. He had egenped some of them
in Europe, for the noneymbon had
been o prolonged and beatifie interlude
in his oillee hours; but marrioge was
not Lis carcer, His carcer was his
work, amd that was recalling him, re-
buking him, as with furoff bugle
nlaring,

He was so rostless that he merely

(glaneed at the he llines of the paper,

e was preoccupled when he kissed
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It Was a Tribute to Both That They
Hated the Collision More Than Each
Other.

his mother and Daphne geod morning,
and he paced up and down the dining
room like a caged leopard till Lella
arrived.

Her trousseau had included boudoir
gowng of the most ravishing descrip-
tion and she wore her best one to
brenkfast, Daphne and Mrs. Kip made
all the desirable exclamations at the
cost and the cut of it. Even Bayarl
paid her a tribute,

“Isn’t she a drenm, mother? Aren't
you proud of her, Daph?”

They agreed that she was and they
were, nnd Bayard drew his chair up to
the table with pride,

It was the bride's last breakfast and
the housewife's first. That Is, Lella,
wans not really a housewife; only an
apartment wife, with nearly every-
thing done for her except the spending
of her time, She had to spend her own
time,

This breakfast wans the funeral of
the honeywmoon, and Leila hung with
graceful dejection over the coffee cup.
It might have been a cup of hemlock,
Judging from the posture of her woe.
But the he-brute, attracted by a por-
tlon of a headline, had his newspaper
and was gulping it down with his cof-
fee.

He wng so shsorbed in the mere
clash of two Mexlcan generals and the
dunger of American intervention thut
he fargot the all-important demands
of love, and ignored the appalling fact
that he had only a few minutes left
before he must tuke his departure.

It was a pitiful awakening to the
new Mrs, Kip. She was belug taught
that she was not important enough to
keep her husband’s mind or his body
close at home. He had sald that ghe
was all the world to him, and, behold!
she was only a part of it. He had sald
that he could think of nothing else and
desired nothing else but her. Now he
had her and he was thinking of every-
thing else. He had to have a news-
paper to tell him all about everything
in the world.

The sight of Lella's angulsh over the
breakfast obsequies of the honeymoon
chilled Daphope's hope of marriage
bliss like a frost ravening among peach
blossoms,

Every feminine reader of this
paper can appreciate the situa-
tion in which Daphne found her-
self when she set out to buy all ||
the pretty things that she feit
she should have before becom-

ing Clay's bride. Her limited
l purse did not fit In at all with
the prices that confrontad her
at every turn. What did she do?

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

As He Understood Orders.
“Now,” sald the medleal officer to
the raw recrult, “having taken your
helght and chest measurement, we will
try the scales” And the unsophlisti-
eated one Immediately commenced,
“Do, re, ml, fa,” et
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AN OPERATION

Instead I took Lydia E. Pink
ham’s Vegetable Compound
and Was Cured.

Baltimore, Md.—*‘Nearly four vears
1 suffered from organic tr'oubloa,yncrb
vousness and head
aches and ever
month wouid have ta
stay in bed most of
the time, Treats
ments would relieve
ma for a time but
my doctor was al.
ways urging me to
ave an operation.
My sister asked me
o try Lydia E. Pinke
ham's Vegetalle
Compound beforae

censenting to an
operation, I took
five bottles of itand
it haa completely
cured me and m
work is a pleasure. I tollall my friends
who have any trouble of this kind what
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vepctable Come

und has done for m- ""—NELLIE B.

RITTINGHAM, 609 Calverton Rd., Balti-
more, Md.

It is only natural for any woman to
dread the thought of an operation. So
many women have been restored to
health by this famous remedy, Lydin E.
Pinkhar's Vegetable Compound, aftep
an operation has been advised that it
will pay any woman who suffers from
such aiimenta to consider trying it be-
foro submitting to such a trying ordeal,
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Divided Ownership,
Knieker—The  lttle  Smith  hoy
spends Ll his thme with ench pan
ent,
Bocker—Something ke a rallroad

TOO WEAK
TO FIGHT

The “Come-back” man was really never
downand-out. His wenkened conditiox
because of overwork, lack of exercise, ime

roper enting aud living demands stimula.
ion to satiziy the ery for a health-givin,
appetite and the refreshing sleep essenti
to strength, GOLD MEDAL Haarlem Od
Uaruulca. the Nutional Remedy of Haolland,
will do the work. They are wonderful,
Three of these capsules each day will puv
a man on his feet before he knows it
whether hiz trouble comes from . urie aci

oisoning, the kidneys, gravel or stone in
he bladder, stomach derangement or other
ailments that befall the over-zealous Amer
jcan. The best known, most reliable rem-
edy for these troubles is GOLD MEDAL
Haarlern Oil Capsules, This remedy has
stood the test for more than 200 years
since its discovery in the ancient laLora:
tories in Ilnllnuti’. It acts directly and
gives relief at once. Don't wait until you
are entirely down-and-out, but take them
today. Your druggiet will gladly refund
your money if they do not help youn, Ae
cept no suhstitutes, Look for tne mame
GOLD MEDAL on every box, three siz
They are the pure, original, import
Haarlem Oil Capsules.—Ady,

The more money a man nns the
harder It Is for him to comyvince the
world that he Is a fool,

Weekly Health Talks

The Many Mysterie,

of Nature
BY L. W. BOWER, M. D,

You can take an onion seed and a pansy
seed, and plant them side by side in 1y
pame spot of ground. In one case, | .
get an oniom, with its peculiarly strecyg
odor, and in the other you get a flower of
rare beauty. You can plant a popp~ seed
and get opium (a dangerous, habit-f_ming
drug), or you can plant a rhubarb seed and
get something that helps constipation. Neo
scientist, living or dead, can explain these
mbsteries of Nature. Behind the invisible
life germ in each secd is hidden the deep
sccret that nobous understands, Everys
thing growing out ¢. the ., "ml seems in-
tended for some 8o a er*ablishing natural
conditions, Dr, .ierce, of Buurio, N. Y,
long since found out what a naturally best
for women’s disenses, aic ! wned it al
through treating thousands i+  es. Tha
result of his studies was medi ine called
Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescrip . This
medicine is made of v.getable growths that
nature surely ntended or %ackache, heads
ache, weakening draws, bearing-down
pains, periodical irregularities, pelvio im

ammations, and for the many disordery
common to women in ull cges of life. D,
Pierce's Favorite Prescription is made of
lady's slipper root, hlack cohosh root, unk
corn root, blue cohosh root and Oregot
grape root, Women who take this stand:
ard remedy know that in Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Prescription they are getting 3
safe woman's tonic so good that
everywhere sell it.

Favorite Prescription should have the
full confidence of every woman in America
because it contnins no aleohol and no nar
cotie. Dr. Pierce knew, when he fired
made this standard medicine, that whisky
and morphine are injurious, and so he has
always kept them out of his remedies

Send 10¢ to Dr. Pierce’s Invalids’ Hotel
Buffalo, N. Y., for trial pkg.of tablets.

DON'T KILL YOUR CATTLE

BY DRENCHING

Salts and oil sare DANGEROUS,
Few cattlo die of constipation; many of
PARALYSIS of the bowels, Give

LAXOTONIC

dry on the tongue. Posltively
revents nnd overcomen both,
E‘.ueuem for loss of appetite

AT OUR DEALERS
or Postpald 60 Centa.

Band for price listof medicines.
Consnlt DIR. DAVID ROBERTS
about all solmal aliments,

tnformation free. Get m FREE copy of “The Cattle
Ppeclalist” with full lnformation on Aporflan (n Cowa
WA, DAVID ROBERTS YET. £O,, 100 Grand Ave, , Wankesha, Wy,

For Coughs and Colds

take & tried and tested remedy—one thaf
acta prompily and effectively and containe
nooplates. You getthatremedy by asking for

PISO’S

Ll

'DOCTOR URGED




