os his help,and counsel, and In gratl-
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;S8he was born to management "i

the sparks fly upward, was Flora

And Flora's was

Janney. She never cried unless there|thwarted nature.” She liked to rule

was a real reason, and then she did

and rule she did, with an extraordi-

half-brothers and sisters saw to that.|
no denled andaproachable,

check made her look younger, more
“Do you think, Flora, if 1 wore
my black and white foulard—-gh, I

it in a businesslike way—just a few nary amount of foresight and good|wish 1 had my white gloves cleaned
short, sharp, dry-eyed walls to notify judgment. The savings account be: last week, like 1 meant to.”

the world of her wrongs. Oh, she was
a good baby, a model baby, if ever
there was one.

kept her little pinafores clean for
a miraculous length ,of time and
played happily with any sort of
malkeshift toys. And when that dark
shadow which was her father's pres-
ence entered the home, she Wwad
utterly silent, keeping out of his sight
and out of reach of his heavy hand.
Usicenla Janney was a tyrant and a
brute, despite a certain dashing hand-
someness that made women look
£%ter him, whether he was walking
gteadily  or not, and most usually he
wa3 not,

Perhaps it was the memory of that
dashing youtH that he once was that
made Mrs. Junney burst into wild
tears on the night word was sent
from a hospital,that he never would
come home again to abuse hls wife
and child. Flora was § years old
when that happened and she cuddled
against her mother.

“Don't ewy, Mother," she sald pro-
tecingly, *“Sno use to cwy.”

O Miss Carmine, the roomer on
the top floor, heard her and sald ap-
provingly “'Listen that child—
row she's got sense.” -

Things went more smoothly after
the dashing Osceola returned no
more. The roomers stayed longer and
the old city house, which was tied
np some way by an entail and could
not be sold, brisked up a little, Flora,

to

at the age of 7./ was doing er-
rands competently., And when she
was § she could sweep the pave-

ment and digpenge clean towels <to
the roomers. Also she had insisted on
having neay dotted swiss curtains
for all the front windows,

When Flora was 9 Mrg., Janney
dec’ded to marry Mr, Pentz, the
first-floor front: a bald-headed, young.
old man, not in the least like the
lamented Osceola! He had been head
salesman In the Ladles’ department
of the Ready Cash Shoe Emporium
ever since the Ready Cash had such
a department. He would never rise
any higher; but it was doubtful if
he would ever fall any lower, for
he was a good salesman and deserv-
edly popular,

Since he was a man and in busi-
ness,Mrs, Janney, who was a born
leaner, had frequently demanded his
ndvice. Mr. Pentz gave her the bhest

tpide she insisted on sewing on but-
. tons, darning his socks, looking after
his laundry—delicata attentions of a
rather {ntimafe nature, these, and
hound to suggest to the receiver
thereof the comforts and pleasures
of famlily life,

So Mrs. Janney became Mrs. Pentz,
and she and Flora no longer lived in
tha breement, but moved upstairs
and Inhabited the whole first

gan to swell and plump itseif again,

“I'l eome right and help you get

The very set and tile of Flora Jan- dressed,” said Flora heartly. “Don't
|ﬂe}"u square little chin gave the fam-| worry about the gloves—you've gat
And she was a good little girl. She ily something to live up to. She bhaul-|your black ones and they're newer.

ed them all upward and on by sheer
will power, The ecommission housec
where she was employed raised her
salary every year as regularly as the
calendar changed, and handed her a
pretty sum for bonus besides, The
saving bank account grew into four
figures, and was invested in safe and
sure hends.

| Emmelfilne had been pushed, pulled,
and prodded through high school and
was reluctantly entering college when
' Flora was 28; Clffy had another
| ¥ear in high school to go, and then
|l|e too was college-bound, eventually
{to become a doctor; Marguerite,
Lester, and Violet were all making
thelr way on the lower rungs of the

educational ladder which Flora's will
impelled them to tread, when—
Rosco -Neal made his appearance
on the Pentz-Janney horizon, He was
the nephew of a childhood friend of
Miss Carmine’s and had been sent by
his aunt to look up the old lady. He
came strolling rather uncertainly
down the street, his eye squinting
at the old faded street numbers, just

floor of two rooms and bath, which
was, to Flora’s yoimg mind’ a very
‘grand way to live indeed. Flora was

~d"of Mr. Pentz and affectlnnnmty!
called him “Pentzy,” having declined |
to ecall him father. “"He's a lot too;
much  nicer'n father was, to mullI
father,” she gaid firmly when her|
mother suggested it, '

But when the first Pentz baby ar-
rived Flora became an adult with a|
mission. To see her rolling little Em-!
meline's carrage down the block to|
the green triangle of park, to ohgerve |
her gir of conscious superlority, was)
domestic drama on a high scale. |

When ‘a vear later young Clifford|
Pentz made his appearance, Emme-
line became even more wholly Flora's
—bit presently she had taken on
Clifty, too. Cliffy now rode in the car- |
riage and Emmeline toddled beside it,
and Flora managed both handily. She
wag 11 and getting tall for her age, and
Instinet for management was increas-
ing every minute. Pentzy and her
mother never thought of having a
family conclave without Flora—and
the child’s judgment was suprising-
ly sound, especially on matters finan-
clal. They had the roomers, to be
sure, but the nelghborhood was
rather running down and prlees of
rooms with It. There was Mr. Pentz's.
salary, a steddy asset; but the house|
needed many repalrs, Besldes, there
were more hables. After Emmeline and
Clitford, arrived, In due course of
time, Marguerite, Lester, and Violet.'
Flora washed, dressed, fed and ruled
the five younger with great capabil-
ity, smooth justice and a devoted’
affection. 8he was far more of a re-
fuge and a etrength to them than
heir ‘mild father or their feather-
headed mother, They courted her
approbation--they were obedlent tn‘.
her. Mudder and fadder might be,
openly flouted—but not Flora. )

By the time she was through high|
school she was a better executive)
than any women on the block. The
placidity of her childhooed had stayed
with her and so had the pink cheeks. |
Her brown’halr was gold-flecked and
alluring. She was stralght and slen-
der and, If not so very tall, she was
tall enough. But the plaln dull rloth-'l
es she wore denled what beauty she

’pun#e.ﬂsod. |

No one will ever know the eple of|
savings that went to make up Flora
Janney's tultlon for the business
school which she presently attended,
At first It was just a “savings' hut
after a while it became a ‘college
fund.” The matter of banks paying
intereet having been made clear tol
her in a certaln arithmetlc lesson,'
the money deposited In the nearest
saving bank and her bank book be.
came her greatest treasures, It was|
a tremendous race with tlme as to
whether she'd have enough when she
wag ready (o ake the course; but
Flora won. And when she was 18 and
& half she had gone through business
college “llke a streak,” and became
a stenographer and typlst In a big
commission house at the magnificent
salary of §14 per week.

The money eased the financinl sit-
uation, but her youth of concentrated
thrift had moulded her definitely.
“We've got to eave to put the chils
dren through eollege, now,"” ahe snld|
to her mother and FPentzy.
them to have good educations,
they'll be somebody when they
up."

It sounds llke a drab, dreary chroh-
fcle, the atory of ¥lora Janney's child

grow

as Flora ‘got back from her day's
work, She passed him, and he noted
her plain dress, her quick light step, |
with approval. She was at her door,
putting in her key, when he stopped
at the foot of the steps. !

“Why this {8 number 45, he sald,!
half to himself and half to
Flora looked down the stoop and saw
a big, square young man with a sort |
of countrified air about him. !

“You. are looking for mumber 457"
she inquired crisply.

Roscoe took off his hat. “"I'm look-
ing for Miss Carmine,” he explalned.
""Miss Minnie Carmine. Do you know
it she lives here?" HIis voice was
soft and deep, with that kindly in-
flection that =0 many men have who
talik but little,

“Come in.,"” sald Flora: "I'll see
about It." For of course she was not
going to let any stranger who came
along bother Miss Carmine. It might
be one of these ngants—you never
can tell,

Bhe hrought Rostoe Into the Perftz
sitting room, found out his business
and all about him, and had sent
Violet up to tell Miss Carmine be-
fore the bewlildered Roscoe realized
what was happening., But his mental
processey were sure, If not veoleanie.
This competent blue-eyed young wo-
man Who g0 calmly assorted and hr-
ranged him caught and Interested
him., As he waltead for Misa Carmine
he observed that she had kissed the
children, whisked the room imto bet-
ter order, declding a wavering ques-
tlon or two of her mother's and then,
as Miss Carmine appeared, she sald,
pleasantly, “You just sit and have

vour visit*right here. We're all going |
downstairs.” Whereupon,
troop had disappeared,

“Who 18 that young lady?" asked
Roseoe presently, When his identity as
MMa  Fowler-that-was' nephew had
hean establlshed and Miss Carmine
had told him that the last time she
saw him he was a little red-headed
baby riding In his go-cart and as
solemn as a judge.

Miss Carmine explained, adding, as
waas usual, 1 tell you, that's one glirl
with sense.”

To this Roscoe made no answer, He
proceeded slowly but certainly for-
ward.

“T guess 1 might call you Aunt
Minnle,” wns hls first step, and the
way old Miss Carmine amlled and
bridled was earnest that his sense of
direction was good,

“I've heen right lonely and dull
#ince I've been In New York-—not
knowing anybody, 1 hope you won't
mind If I come around again koon.”

Miss Carmine hoped he'd come
just as often as he could, She'd In-
troduced him to Flora and the other
children, and Mr. and Mrs, Pentz—|
they'd all beed 8o good and kind—
why, when ghe had the flu’ last. win.|
ter, Flora had nursed her three woeeks
on end, sitting up night after night,
and golng to business daytimes,

Ha sald, well now, she must be o
fine girl, And since the hotel he wans

the whole '

married, But I own an awful nice
bungalow in the new town developt-
men. All furnished. Had a chance to
buy It at a bargain and thought it
was a good Investment, Kind of a
place women say ls easy to keep
house in—lots of shelvesand—and—
closets, and no stairs, you know.

But I've never llved Id it. Aunt Ella's

!
\

let me board with her since Ma died.

]
AR [

before did 1 have to wait a minute
to decide what to do, But this, . . .
If there was only some way. . . ."

“We'll find a way,"” sald Roscoe,

They sat down and figured it out,
all through one long evening. At the
end of the evening they looked at
each other and smiled, and Roscoe
kissed her fervently.

“All the same, I fell like a traitor,”

L0 'K =l

we and disquieting silence ran over the hilarity and ironed it out flat.

Sit down, Mr. Neal, and make your-
gelf at home, Now, you come along
with me, Miss Minnle, and you'll be
ready in two jiffs.”

Mr, Nea] detalned them: for a mo-
ment. “"Maybe you can tell up some
nice place to go, Miss Janney." he
suggested, “I'm not very well ac-
qualrted with the city., Or''— it was

apparently a sudden insph‘a“ﬂn——-"lfi

you wouldn't think It was too bold
of me to offer, I'd be more than
pleased if you'll go with us’”

Miss Carmine selzed Flora with|
fluttering old hands, “Oh, my dear,!
please do,” she begged. “Oh, please!"!

Flora could see the old Iady was

her  terrified, even through her elation. at | wondered?

of such a wild night
without some accustomed person
near her, “l don't see why 1 can't|
g0, she sald to Roscoe. “Thank you,

the prospect

| for thinking of it. I'l just take off| keeping

my other |
hat..

And so they went,

apron—and

get my

Mi=ss Carminel|

They sat down and figured it out, all through one long evening,

In- her foulard, Flora In her dark
business dress, nnd tall sllent Roscoe
Neal,

During supper he found his tongue
sufficlently to explain that he had
a flourishing hardware store, and that
his business In New York waas to
lay In a stock of electrie fixtures, be-
cnuse an electrie lght plant had late.
Iy became one of the clty's possessions|
and everybody was having their
houses wired, smd wanted stylish fix

staylng at wasn't wvery homellke,
how ahout It If he and his new-found
Aunt Minnle went around somewhera |
nnd had a hite of supper together, He

|
added that maybe Miss Janney i'.rnl'll'l‘
|
]

Il!'ll them a good place to go, The
"1 want| prospeet made old Misg Carmine
#ol hilarious and  excited Bhe ealled
breathlossly downstalra for Flora.
“Come up here right away, dear.
It's important.’” *

Flora enme yp, not removing the

hood and youtH® But t was full of

laughter, and of loving, for the ll|||r'llu gottlng supper

apron which she had on preparatory
Its blue and wlnlwl

1 Got nlee lttle wife and fSamily boack

tures,

"Wao've got many fine resldences,’
he related ostensibly to Mine Carmine
but really to Flora. “And my store,
It T do may It, In a credit to the plaes,

It's located on the malin street, right
In the heart of the shopping weotion,
I mnde n good elean profit last year,*

"Cirnotoun, you're peal prosperous:’”’ |
shrilled Mive Cnarmine. *“You've not
tald It yvou're married, Roscoe

mnn

there, too |

YOh, no,”" sald "I'm not|

4

Lusvon
.

| me.

It's a better arrangement for a single
man.” It was pretty nearly like lay-
ing his hand and heart and bunga-
low and hardware at Flora's feet. He
wondered whether she realized this.
Apparently not, for there was no sign
of such a tremor as any young wo-
man would experience Who realiged
that shae was belng courted,

But, when she got home again and
was " supervising Violet's geography
lesson and helping Lester to get
through =eme difficult problems in

fractions, s=he was consclous of a

light ehbsent-mindedness, &She kept

thinking of that bungalow.

Had it window hoxen, she
Window boxes with vy

and geraniums were one of her lone
cherished suppressed desires. And
there was no denying it, all the
rooras on one floor did make house-
ensy. .And this Mr.
Neal had a deep, pleasant wolce.

Had he: or had he not squeezed
her hand when he sald good night?

i

I i

‘lexplained to

‘|that ehe had chosen well, and she was

didn’'t mean it.
And Roscoe knew she didn’t.
So they went in and told the family

said Flora. But she

they were to be married. After the
first ‘shock the family rose in hilar-
fous mass and took Roscoe to Its
bosom. He became, de facto, one of
them, at once. But after the first
jubilation they all got very glum, and
=ald:

“But how in the world will we ever
get along without you?"

They mean {t, too, and of all the
loving speeches that were made that
one was sweetest to Flora. But she
thern her plans and
Roscoe's.

“I wish it wasn't so far away, but
I'll write all the time,” she assured
them.

Marriage Is eternally the great ad-
venture, greatest, perhaps, In a tase
like Flora Janney's. But Flora knew

matisfied.

There was only
and she tried not to think about
that. Not the commission house,
though the whole organization of that
flourishing establishment threw its
hands in the air and sald. “But look

one uncertainty,

—we can't get “along without Miss
Janney.” And they collected an
amazing sum of money and bought

her a sllver tea service that was per-
fectly overwhelming.

But the family—that was different.
There she really was indispensable.
8he knew It. Mrs. Pentz was more
Irresponsible than the yvouthful Violet,
and Pa Pentzy, except for the faith-
ful hringing home of his salary, was
littla better. Emmellne and Cliffy
were wonderful, just as good as gold,
and anxious to do the right thing
always, but—so terribly young, so|
accustomed to Flora's ald and guld-
ance,

To he sure, she had left them a
written budget, a schedule of duties,
a plan of life without her, which was
g0 detalled and clear that a child of 6
could understand it. But all
the same oh, they tugged mt
her hearstrings, they lay upon her
consclence. And the way they all
chorused continually. “I don't see
how we're going to get along without
you,"” while she loved It, hurt her
terribly,

No, It was too Jate now, EShe knew
that she was happy, happy with a
thrilling, tremulous happiness such as
pragmatism and executive power had
never supplied,

In arrival at

Wns a per

wWis gorgeotus—that
Asterville as a bride, 1t
feotly lovely place, Asterville, Ros
coe's store wan huge, really huge,
Three clerks, and the latest, most up-
to-date equipment. And as for the
bungalow! The comfort, the conveni-
ance of It, The space, the privacy—
for one whosa room had had to ae-
commodate Emmellne and Violet, as
well as herself, whose one dresser and

In her heart she knew that he had

There was no time to be lost. The
hardware atore In  Asterville it
could not run itself Indefinitely, ne
matter how competent wag the clerk
left In charge.

80 Noscoa Neal put it to Flora In
plain Ianguage: "1 never was In love
before or asked any gllr to marry
But the minute I saw you 1
knew you were the one for me, out of
the whole world, T love you, Flora,
and I want you to marry me.'

His oyes were steady, his hand on
hers was compelling Flora, looking
up at him, answered to hin steadiness

and hia compulsion. And yet—how
ol whe? |
"Hut the fumily, Roscoe. They'd he

lost without me. If only the chilldren
were n little older
“But you love mn?

s ld Foowseos

“Yon, T d,"” mald Flora, haltlnugh
g, half-frowning 'm  Just  all
torn up about I Never In my e

one closet had to be divided by three,
In the bungalow there were six great
closets, three bedrooms, two baths!
The fireplance was real, not Whiffy
gns logs. The kitchen—but Flora's
adjectives falled when It eame to the
kitchen,

And her eallers, Roscoe's friends—
how Kind they were, how nlee, how
homelike, how willing to help, to keep
her from loneliness. And Roscoe be-

longad to the commumity club, and
shie wWas learning to drive hia little
aar,

Joyful chronicles like these formed

the beginning of all Flora's letters
home, But after that, advice and Al
rection Vielet was (o have Mar
guerite's brown tricotine for school
wear, sinee It was too small for Mg
guerite Emmaeline's old serge would
make an execllent everviday frock for|
Marguerite, Cliffy ought to have a

Lowesen's— they
were the best for sweaters. Here was

man's plum pud

new swealer- go to

v recips for a poor

in making one for Thanksgiving and
Christmas. What about Lester’'s re.
port at gchool? Don't forget the an-
nual household goods sale at Bris-
tow's—probably six new sheets would
be enough. If they had that sale of
men's furnishings at Glenn's, Pentzy
and Cliffy ought to have iwo new
neckties apiece, at not more than $1
each. Thus did Flora write pages and
pages in her neat, clear hand, Bome-
times she felt they did not reply with
sufficlent exactness to her many ques-
tions as to the detalls of their life.

It was half the easing of anxlety,
half; the overwhelming joy of seeing
them all again that made Flora sim-
ply epeechless with happiness when
Roscoe said, one evening late in De-
cembers

“Let's run up to New York and
gpend Christmas with your folks. Sur-
prise ‘em."”

Of course her first answer was In
character, “But it's such a long trip,
Roscoe, Do you think we can afford
[l?!l

And he answered with great gravl
ty, “No: it will undoubtedly drive
us into bankruptey.”

Whereupon she sald he was a dar.
ling and how did he know that it
was the one thing she really wanted
to do.

'I' -
_*

“We can say nearly a week,”
said Roscoe, “That'll give me time
to get some of these newfangled elec
tric heaters and look ‘round for some
handsome doorhandles and hinges.”

“And it'll glve me time to go over
everything with the family and
range what they're to do right
thraugh to spring,” Flora.

ar-

said

Shirta for Cliffy—strong figured per
cale; bedroom slippers and knitted
scarf for Marguerite; more shirts for
Lester; some plain underwear for
Violet: a black cross-over knitted
jacket for Miss Carmine. And finally,
two pairs of good black cotton stock-
ings, heavy and durable, for every
one of them. She glowed and pleked
them out, How well she remembered

their slzes! For Violet and Lester she
bought a half sfze larger than last
time,

From the store, at Roscoe's sugges-

tlon, she chose a plaln, substantial
brass lamp, a few pleces of aluminum
kitchen ware as a general Mmily
present. And she made a great box
of molasses taffy, pulled It to a
golden crisp, and cut it into square
melting klsees, delicious to see and

taste

The trip was all night and all day;
but on Christmas laden with
thelr boxes and bundles, they entered
the familiar block.

eve,

“Oh,” sa!d Flora, “It's too good 1t
be true!" She stopped before the house
door, .but hesitated. “Why

this can't be the house—"
“Yes, it Is,"” sald Roacoe,
ber 45."

"But—" Flora began, and
again. The windows were brilllant
with light, and silhoutted agninst
them were great wreathe, green and
massive, tied with lavish red ribbons.
“Someons sent ‘em As a present,”
dec.ded Flora—and pushed the bell,
The instant - ecstatic hubbub that
arose was more than satlsfying. “It's
Flora—Iit's Flora!" shricked Violet,
throwing herself upon her sister,
“Flora!" They came running at the

“It's num-

looked

word—Lester, Marguerite, Cliffy, Em.
meline, Pentay, Mrs. ['ents They
erelzed on Flora, and hugged and

kissed her as If they never could atop.
They danced round her, they shouted
they pranced, they patted and pulled
at her. Hoscoe was more or lesa in
Ccluded In the general rejocing, but
the center of It was Flora

“Now everything's O, K..,"" declared
Mr. Prentz, over and over, like a ge
nial parrot. Old Miss Carmine came
down and joined the resounding host
Oh, it was all sweeter even than
Flora hail imagined. But after a while
they quleted a little and Flora could
look about her and nask guestions
“Who sent these lovely wreatha?” was
her first (nquiry,

A strange and disquieting silence
ran over the hilarity and lroned it out
fiat. “1 bought ‘emi—for mother,” sald
Clitford, in rather a low volee. Flora
looked round at him and made the dis-
covery that he was smartly, not to
sy fash.onably dressed
“Clifford minkes n lot
now,” plped up loving
‘since he stopped golng L
went into thy
eald he ddn't
doctor anvway
Flora

could bring
Carmine wat shrewdly

Aud up. and
l"h-l-d beheld that she too was well and

of money
little Vielet,
college amd
e

sense of being

advertising agency
Soe RNy
but
Old Miss

opened her lps to K

\Il
forth no words
ched her
Fimmeline

now spoka

ding which was excellent No harm

)

frock of French blue crepe, sllk stock-
ings and buckled shoes.

“Oh, Flora,” she said agithtedly,
“I've got to tell you, too. 1've
stopped college and got a place as
mode]l .in Maison Amie, I always
was dumbheaded for books and 1 just
love clothes, and I'm getting on fine,
and madame says maybe I'll get to
be a designer, I've got such good
ideas. I get thirty-five a week, 1
ought o've written to you; but it
was kind of hard, going against your
ideas go0."

8till Flora did not gpeak. But she
was seelng. All around the room
were gigns of pleasant luxury: a talk.
ing machine, new cushions, a pair of
painted vases, some bright plctures
a smoking set for Pentzy., Violet
took up the tale, proudly anxlous to
display all the new delights to this
dearly loved sister.

"And we got new furniture in Em
meline's room and the ‘stallment man
comes every week to collect on it
and we go to the movies two'n' three
times a week, all of us; an’ listen,
Flora, we got a turkey for tomorrow

a great big turkey! My, I'm glad
vou're hereée to have some of that
turkey. We got fruit cake, too, and
mince ples, and plum pudding, and
lots of wveg'tables, and celery and
cramberry eauce, and Pa brought

home a fi'-pound box of the very best
chocolates, And now you and Ros.
coe're here and can have some of
all of them.”

Turkey! Turkey in the city was 58
cents a pound. Flora knew that,
Fruit cake, mince pie, plum pudding
—a flve.pound bgx of the very best
chocolates. And all of them dressed
to the nines—rhinestone pins shons
in Ma Pentz's hair, and she had a
string of gaudy beads around her
neck that sulted very well the fancy
beaded blouse she was wearing, just
such garments as she had always
vearned for, but Flora never would
let her have. And she had on sllk
stockings, too. And so, as Flora's

eyes informed her, did Viclet and
Marguerite. ,

They had backslidden. They had
escaped her. They had, the very in-

stant she had taken her restraining
hands from them, run back into the
rhannels of their own natures. Her
people—hers! They were like every
other family on the hlock-—shiftless,
wasteful, hand-toomouth, laughing at
the thought of a ralny day. Stormy
sobs rose in her throat, choked her,
her eves were bright with scalding
hnneless tears
Bue even through these tears she
& = ‘ nee In thelr arash
ed, constrained silence there was still
that ardent, tender love for her that
she had always treasured. And In
the love was a queer wistful appeal
that she would understand, would let
tHem still keep their place in her af-
fections

Flora drew in her breath sharply.
Why. they were afrald of her, afrald

She got ready thelr gifts in a “hlril

of what she might say, what she
| might do.
\'l but Vinlet, For Violet was still

of joy. Outing flannel nightshirts for|gloating over the thought of the
Pentzy, and a neat dark gray bath:|pleasure they could share with Flora
robe and slippers to match for her| ghe put her engaging yellow head
mother. For Emmelilne she made A|(wearing a ribbon that must have
dress. “Poor youngster—she really|cost a dollnr a yerd Flora mnoted
doesn't have much time to sew.” she|dumbly) against her sister’'s shoulder
thought as she cut it out. It Was|and #id with the uttermost expan-
of Flora's favorite dark blue serge;| giveness: “[sn't it perfectly grand
but she went fo far as to put a|— R
little brighter blue wool embroidery

at neck and xleeves as i concession A '.by ' ' H

to Emmeline’'n love for gay things. n °.r °.‘

n' who wanta o live & normal,
Ity with little ones arcund he

et
pever Bave bad sxvlaloed & them Send NO

|
]
|

that we've got so many nice things,
Flora? Gee, I'm 8o glad you're here
to have some."

The room stirred uneasily. Would

Flora? Oh, how they hoped
she would!

And she did!

She must not fail them in this

moment. She must make them see
that she loved them as they were In
reality, not for what she wished them
to be.

She kissed Violet's topknot and an«

swered, with just the suspiclon of
& gasp In her volee, "I'm glad to
be here to have some, too, babw.

And,” she looked around at them, em-
braced them with her glance, “and
yes, It's perfectly grand that you've
got them all. I'm glad of that, too.
Awfully glad.”

The tension loosened, everbody be-
gan to laugh and talk agaln, a Jit-
tle hysterically from the rellef and
joy of Flora's attitude. She was their
Flora, And they were hers, ag nevor
before. Every word they sald, every
look they gave her, told her so.

And she was aware of a curlous
and preclous peace, She had glven
them a great gift; but they had
given one to her also. They had
riven: h»= thg it t t ch
life must be lived to itself, in its own
way, inviolate, They had loosed their
lives from her No would
gshe need to and and
build for them would have all
her strength, all her gnergy, for—

Why, of course, For Roscoe There
he sat across the room, her own husg-
band, her own man. He was looking
at her, too, and she knew that bhe
had =een all, and had understood
from the very depths of his loving
heart.

Presently she slipped across and
spoke to him, “The shops’ll be open
tonight,” ehe whispered. “Let's gli}
out and get some more presents for
‘em. 1 don't want to disappoint 'em.’

He nodded. Oh, yes, he understeoc

g ¥ nieht

rule more

fret

WOTry

She

rirl

vthine girl,

he whispered tenderly.
Old Miss Carmine had understood,
too. I alwayvs said she wag sensible,”

she murmured with pride.
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Many of your
friends think that you
are too fat. You too
realire it. But why,
in all common se
don't you rt id
that extra 10, 20, 50 or
more pounds! Feel
comfortableand more
apain, 1 am 8 phoet
ain. Tama

:l‘m licensed by the
State of New York. |
havefor years treated
men and women over-
burdened with exces-
sive fiesh: many have
reduced as much as
& pound a day. | pre-
scribe formvy patients
such treatment as
will, in my opin produce oot ooly the loss
of weight without harm, but an improvement
in health. Lion’t take my word for it. Let me
send you free my trial treatment and convince
yourse!f. Personal attention is given to each
case and you are trested exactly as if you

were in my office.
TRIAL

FREE rsearwent

AND INTERESTING BOOKLET

[ have successfully treated thousands
of patients for fat reduction.

Without Change of Diet
or Unnecessary Exercise

Below are a few extracts of letters from grate-
tul patients which bear cut my statements

st 76 Pounds, Miss 0. Whitlos sewites ™[

st 76 pounds a3 a reinlt of your troctmend

end hare mever el 30 well in sy 1w a3 [ do mos . ™

Lost 70 Pounds. Mr. S Semies writes ']

pyright

have Jost 7O c‘-m as a resmli of feking your
treaiment. [ foel better in every way. [ com mow
toke & wa ks wthoxt becommng tired
of breat 1 thawk you very -;m- what you
done for me.”

t 48 Pounds., M. E. Hormer says. ™ Wi,
m giad to inferm you chat [ have iost 48 poumds

n 8 wesks,’

Make up vour mind this very day to
rid of that fat. Write me for my free trial
atment now; then you'll soon realise how
bappy you'll feel, how much better your hea'th
will b: for having joined the thousands of my
grateful patients who now belong to the ranks
g Slim Peopie. Don't delay. rite pow fom
REE Trial Treaiment

'DR. R. NEWMAN
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Hurry, Mother! Even s foverid
Hious or constipated hild loves
ploasant taste of { K
Sy rup This gentle. harmleas laxa
tve never falls to sweeten the stor
ach and open the howels A Leaspaoon
ful today may prevent a sick ohlld
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