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| A WINTER,S T iA:LE: | Can Poverty Kill the Power to Give?

By Zona Gale|

1Z FRED and Lis Henry wers
L finally to go to the poorhouse.

For 15 years, since Fred and
Hanry Port had dled leaving their
wives pennlless, Katytown had
watched the nstruggles of the two
women to hold the tiny mortgaged
white house in which all four had
lived. Katytown had helped all that it
could—had given work and sent In
food and pald taxes and even made a
“anefit—but now the two aging wo-
men twald bear the burden no longer.
and the first of the new year the
housa was to ha sold for debt,

“And darling,’” =ald Foxhall Phelps,
“it's exactly what we'll want—that
l{ttle house. Knock out a partition or
two, throw up a chimney outside,
build {n come bookeases and swing In
A few casement windows—can't you
pea 1t? With perlod paper on the
hall?"

“Yes," sald Marcia, "I can see it."

They went together {o ses the hause
the week before it was to be sold and
two months befors they wers to be
married, Four small rooms and =
passage, A good doorway and two
sloping chambers filled them with de-
light. Rut this was all the delight
that they had. *

Liz Henry recelved them, Tn a vil-
lage sufficiently sophisticated to have
indignations, and yet rarely to ennul,
Liz Henry was a hors. For 30 years
shea had bored Katytown to tears.
She alwaya told It about her relatives
and her maladles—thew were-all-that
she had,*mo this was natural, but It

_ was tiring.

“Evenin',Marecia; evenin', Foxhall,".
1.2 Henry. mald. “Pretty good, I
guess. Only m' feet heen troublin’
me some. M’ feat—" She was off.

T4z Fred came In. Bhe was younger
—hardly more than 60. She was
really younger hecause shs was more
detached—could hear herself speak-
ing, could laugh at herself.

“Do shut up about your feet,” she
sald  kindly to _her sister.n-law.
“They'd rather hear about my back—
I know thev would'"” She had a
gentle, twisted smile.

They tnld her that they had come
to look at the house,

Instantly over bhoth women there
settled something llke a fine white
ash, dimming expression, even fea-
tures,

“I'll show vou over,” sald Liz Fred.

T4z Henry began to talk, ‘“We both
come here brides' she sald. “We
each had and lost two littla children
here. Don't it- seem funny—If thgse
four littla things had been spared.
we might fiot be going—where we're
golng.” =

“Shucks. They might all have been
in iall,” said Tz Fred.

“Two ¢f them were girls,” Lixz
Henry reminded her with dignity, as
it jalls were for gentlemen.

“Well, they might have inherited
your feet,” sald Liz Fred, ‘and my
bark,” she added.

“I wouldn't be sacrilegious,” aald
1.iz Henry sharply.

“1 would,” sald Iiz Fred,
mueh.”

“This room s blue and that one is
vellow," Marcia ‘said softly.

Y uwwith Aunt’Julla's ol mahogany,”
Foxhall added in deéep content.

“And this adorable stairway hung
with the Japanese prints—"

Ashamed, .she turned to the women
to admire & fuchsia.

“wa'll glve yoir that when ‘we go,”
1.z Fred sald graciously,

Thers was a knocking as they
reacrhed the lower floor, and in the
doorway bulked Tuther Falk, the
Katvtown drayman.

“Cloma for the stuff' sald he.

14z Henry ecried, “Oh—oh—"" long
and quavering, like an owl's ory. Liz
Fredq said sharply: “Tonight?”

“T thought—you wasn't to coms for
that till after New Year's,” Liz
Henry, faltered.

“I'm goln' up-state for Noo Year's,"
sald Luther Falk 'stolidly, ''so they
sald to take 'em now. I'm to cart ‘em
ts» a rummage male in town. The
stoves and beds I can get when T eome
back, after vou're—" he paused deil-
cately. : -

1.4z Henry continued to ery 1ke an
ow! and clung to Marcia. “The fare
well night was golng to bhas bad
enough,” Liz Henry sald, “Now Iit'll
last the week."”

From that room TLather Falk took
tha table, the three.cane-seated chairs,
the plush couch, the braided rugs and
the rocker with the strata of shawla.
“Anythin® more?” said he. “I'll take
the dinin' room duffel out the back
door."

“Syure vou ean,” sald Tis Fred, and
closed the door upon him. “Shut up,
T4z she chserved. “I'm glad to mece
the ald truck go."

“But what will you do,” Marein
demanded, "all the rest of the week?"

“Eat on the lamp shelf)” sald Liz
Fred. “PBad on the feet And on the
back—but grand for the dligestion.”

“"We like It very much—tha house,
Marcla gald hurriedly. “Wa've talked
with Ben Tilson—we'll let him know
what we decide.

“And if we do take 1t Marcia went
on, I hope you'll both come and spend
funday with us sometimes—"

Her words Awindled hefore the
tr,ndr in Liz Fred's eyes,

“1 eouldn’t bear remembering,'” she
sald. And abruptly she, too, began
to ery—cruel, choking sobs. Without
a word she opened the door for them,
ona work-worn hand ecovering her
eves. But when Liz Henry heighten.
od her owllike walllng Tz Fred's sobs
wers cut off as If they had been
turned off.

“For mercy sakes, shut up, TLiz
Henry!" they heard her may as she
closed the door.

“that

Out In the white street, silent save
for & brush of fcy branches In a sigh-
ing wind, Marcia had Foxhall's arm
in hoth her own,

“I can't do 1t,”" sahe maid; "I can't
live In that house., Those two poor
old ghosts would fuce usm every day,
Foxhall."

“Mighty touigh,” Foxhall muitered,
“Mighty blamed tough!! But I don't
know whether we ought to give up
“the house—somebody’'s golng to live
fn 1t he margued.

. “Denrest, 1 ean't bear it," she #ald.
W*The waste—and the cruelly. Those
two have worked hard all thelr lives.
They've done the best they could with
thelr equipment—and the handleap of
the mortgages. They've had children
nd lost them. What kind of & eoun-
try do we live in that ean let ita old
people end thelr dave Hke that?"
"I knqw.! sald Foxhall. " alwayp
]

think it's & rotten deal. But we ean't
do anything, can we?"
“Can't we?' sald Marcia tensely.
“Can't we? I've got two thousand
from Aunt Julla I was golng to put
into furniture. Suppose I put it into
the house and you pay the rest, and
we let them live In it as long as they
live.”
“But what'll they live on!"
Foxhall aghnat,
“1 could give a few musia lesasons a
month and never notlce it, and turn
the moneyv over to them. Think, dear,
it's their lives—all the rest of all the
lita they've got."
“And what'll we d0?" he demafded.
“Rent—for a littla while. Or even
—walt, for a little while?"

“Oh, I1st's rent."”” said Foaxhall,
+« He kissed her, “IlNl Ao it," he eaid,
“but it's vour deal. I'll own up I'm
dolng it mostly for you."

erled

Foxhall eame bBack and the bottle
was set to cool, with him to watch it.
When the baby nestled and grunted
Marcia stooped to it, rocked it
crooned, Watehing her,  Foxhall
thought how restfully she was un-
like the girls he had seen who, in the
presence of a baby, became self-con-
scious and absurd, extravagant In
adulation, Marcia was, he decided,
unlike other girls.

“Saema like If it clicked every time
It Yileked." Ben said, “there'd he quite
a ratilin®.” And when the baby ecried

a little: “Do you reckon {t'd care to
hear ‘Angel's Serenade'?”" he asked
earnestly,

“Yes, Ben, 1 think =ha would,"

Marcia told him.

Ben. was playving with terrible In.
tentnesas, flame-colored in the fare, his
alr wholly unrecognizable, when Bart
Robey eame back up the stalrs,

nther area of sensation In the two
who footed there. The house of Liz
Fred and lLiz Henry was forgotten,
and =0 were their ineffectual tears.

When they 'reached Marcla's home.
Foxhall insisted on coming in and
watching.

“Marcia, you know,” he sald, "T've
seen vou drive a car and lead a
woman's-bill meeting and make an
omelet—but I never A4ld see You care
for a haby. I hope,” he added simply,
“that .this {sn't the only one I'll see
vou care for."

“8Sn do L
simply.

Marcia's mother was littla and fus
xv, after the manner of—1890, per-
haps it was; later than hoop skirts
but hefore short =kirts, Shea had no
gift for the casual, Every occurrence
of lifa she regarded with italles and

sald Marcia quite a=

else, By noon of the day following
Luther Falk's onslaught, the sitting
room and dining room of the old
house werea agaln habitable,

“It's only for the week,” everyhody
sald., “lLet's make ‘em as comfortahble
as we can for thelr last week. And
let’'s carry them in all the food we
can.”

S0 not only the plain, nourishing
food with which Katytown had been
wont to sustain thess two now found
Ita way to their doors, but cakes and
pasiry and odorous casseroles. The
little pantry overflowed and the deal
table in the kitchen was laden. Those
who dropped In to call were carried
off to the kitchen to admire, Kvery
dish was known to Liz Fred and
Liz"Henry by the name of the giver
and was told off in the display.

“It's almost like having wedding
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“It's not nearly so reckless as buy-
ing a car would be—and anybody
would do that,” sald Marcia thought-
fully. "Let's go and tell Tilson now
befors we change our minds."

Ben Tilson had two little rooms
over the calaboose—which was the
Katytown term for police station. He
lved there alone, with a cornet, They
eould hear his cornet all up and down
Maln sireet on summer evenings, and
stragglers in the calaboose woke and
cluirsed or were charmed by its wav-
ering stralns,

“fwo thousand down,: balance in
payments at stated times'' sald he,
‘‘Have the papers for You tomorrow.
Drop in my office. Goin’ to live in It
yourselves, are you?"

“Not—not right
owned,

Heavy bhoots wers on the satalrs
leading to his rooms. A volce was
calling: “"Ben Tilson! Ben Tilson!"

He flung open tha door and Bart
Robey, the Katytown chlef of police,
stood there. Bart was vast and gen-
tle—all but his boots and his voice.

“Say,"” he sald, "have you got any
skim® milk?"

In his arms was A hahy.

“Say, no,”" Ben sald imperturbahly,
“hut 1 got some ocoffes hot on the
back of the stove, 1'll get a cup.”

“Peach of a father you'd be,” sald
the chief. “You might pass 'Ilm the
root beer, Fvenin' Misa Marcia. Eve
nin', Mr. Phelps, Look at thig ex-
hibit, will you?"

It was a baby, hardly six months
old. She was quite silent gave for
groplng bLreaths, bug they were con-
tented breaths, SBhe stared fixedly at
the light of Ben's tipay central burner
and with an alr of Intense abstraction
chewed a bhlanket corner. She wans
quite clean and dalnty and owned a
fuzz of black hair,

away,” TFoxhall

“Have you arrested—It, Bart?" Fox.
hall asked, .
"Run In fta ma,'” mald tha chief.

“She come to town on the ‘through'—
got off the traln drunk and mussed
up. I happened to bs up there and I
escorted her down to headquarters.
She's pretty alck—got the dactor with
her now. Bay, n.l?‘t it & cute little
bundle?"

“Ciive her to me,” sald Mnarcia per-
emptorily, i

Ben'g room had one rocker, and
thers Marcia sat with the baby in her
arms,

“Open the draft, Ben," she sald,
“it's cold here, Bart, pull down thin
shade, please, and glve me that hox
for a footstool. Foxhall, you run over
to the hotel and ask Madge to boll &
little water and fill & cleag bottle—a
bolled bottle, Foxhall, yeu help her.
What are you golng to do with her?"
she asked Bart,

“Leave It with its ma, T a'pore.”

“But It she's mlek?"

“Jarcks, 1 dunno.”

“Would vou mind seslng what the
doetor says about her?"

The chlef took hiw erders and re
treated. Ban was bullding up a roar

Ing fire

Bart's round eyes had grown triang-
ular and his eyebrows were half-
moons of”concern, *“They're goln' to
take her up to the hospital,” he said.
“S8ays bring the kid and the nurses’ll
have to take care of It. So If you'll
give it to me—"

“I'l do nothing of tha sort, 'sald
Marcia decidedly. “I1'll take her home.
A hospital’s no place for a well baby,"”
ahe added firmly.

“That's princely. Miss Marcia,”
sald Bart in relief. *“I feel reaponsible*
hecause I run in = ma. And I own
up I kind o' dread askin' my wife
to do it—she's a rig ositlve woman,
And, of course, the ealahooss I8 no
place to entertain a kid."

“Didn’t 1 aee you was bent on

“T could keep her,” sald Ben
modest]y
Bart laughed bhut Foxhall msald:

“You and 1 don’t seam Lo be of much
use, do we, Ben?"

“Oh, yes, you do,” sald Marcia to
Foxhall; “you'rs {8 carry her. And
Ben's been the most useful of any-
body,"

“It 1t wanis anything in the night"

sald  Ben, “and the calaboose In
asleep-—which It will be—gimme a
ring—

“And you'll make IL mome hot cof-
fee,” mnld Bart from the sialre,

They parted In the quiet street, the
chief almost violent In his thanks,
The wame ley erackle wam in the
hranches, the same protesting mgueak

was In the snow=but Lhers was an-

“Have you arrested—It, Bart?” Fox-hall asked.
“Give it to me,” said Marcia peremptorily,

=4
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recelved  with an embrace eor de-
clined with a thud,

The arrival of the baby elicited
the thud. i

“1 can't ba bothered with ™ she
affirmed with decision. “Tn the morn-
Ing, Marcia, we'll take it back."

“There isn't any back,” Marcia ex-

plained, “and I'll take ecare of it,
mama.""

Foxhall hardly heard the plaints
of Mrs. Banks which went on for

some time. And Marcia 4ldn’t forget
him-—she was too deeply in love ever
to be unconsclous of him for a mo
ment—but she was excludingly ab-
sorbed {n the baby.

She had found

“To the poor-farm—are you goln'® asked Llz Henry.

it?" eried Liz Fred harshly,

some small night germepts of the
vounger chlldren and she overrode
her mother with a lovely eonsclous
ness of being in the simple right
Mrs, Banks mlght have some good
sense but she hnd not slways a deeper
wlsdom,

The news thabt Liz Fred and Lix
Henry had been loft in a bhare house
for thelr final week, In Katytown
mnde Katytown indignant.

Bart, the drayman, claimed to act
an Instiuctions from Fen THson, who
wan loeal poor commissioner,

The situation selged on the Imagina I

Hon of the Watviown women, and|
they hurviedly arranged mattera. A
ehalr wan spared from hers, & rug

from thers, a table from somewhers

presents,” 1.4z ¥Fred mald with her
twisted smile.

Under this unaceustomed sun Liz
Fred and 1.z Henry themselves took
Won a wintry bloom., Every morning,
having now no work to do and mnot
knowing who might drop in to bring
an offering, the two put on their de-
cent best—merinos with white lace
fronts.

‘“Because we won't have no place to
wear them when we get—where we're
goin',” said Liz Fred sagely, "'so we
might as well flam out In them now."”

Bitting thus one evening, in thelr
black merinos, upon all the borrowed
furniture, it was Liz Henry who
brought forth first o groan and then
an jdea,

“Four days left,” she sald. "I keep
thinkin® of the things I meant to do
for folks."

I1lz Fred sald nothing. Bhe was
moving her shoulders in a lttle rock-
iInk motion as If ahe was hurt all

over.
“I w'pose,” Lix Henry ocontinued,
“It's some llke dving—you'rs naver

quite ready. I waas thinking about
the poppyseed 1 promised Mis' Epate.
Now I ean't take it to her."”

“There’'s Mis' Walker I promised
to go In and set with and read to a
while,” Liz Fred sald. "I ain't done
-

“An' T never showed Mis' Plant
that new lace stitch. Nor helped
Lyddy with her sewing for the little
girl she took in."

“What's the use mow?’ sald Liz
Fred harshly, "No use raking up all
that now,” -

I.ix Henry began to cry. "I feel
llke 1'd Aled and been burled,” she
sid, “with all my senmationa in me.”

Suddenly Liz Fred sald, “"Sayv!"

Liz Henry looked up, startled and
sniffling. .
“"We got our four davs left, Why
not get such things done anyway?’

sald her sister,

Liz Henry continued to ery forlorn.
ly. "We couldn’t,)” she msald, "Not
with the =snow so deep and all”

“They ain't got our galoshes,' sald
Tz Fred, "Not yet they aln't. Come
along-—Ilet's do msome of "em anyway.
Let's make a list and start out now."

Liz Henry was apathetic, but as the
list began to grow under Liz Fred's
finger, she jolned in:

“Wa promised Marcia Banka our
fuchsia, but she could get that after
we're gone"

""Why not have the fun of takingslt
to her ourselves?' sald Liz ¥Fred.

The snow was falling gently and
beautifully when the two set out the

wrapped plant to n friend, When they
opened the gate to Marcia's comforta
hle home, they looked Hke any of her
mother's visitors, Indesd, until n

month ago, when the poor farm had
heen decided on, that was what they
ware, It was an If that decision. at

one blow, had robbed Lhem of sta

tion and consideration. Now they
seemed to have ne Identity aside
from that dayp four davs hence.
When Liz Henry and Liz Fred ar-
rived Marcia was sitting by the fire
with the bahy.
“Say, that's the baby, ain't it?"” said
Liz Henry.. “We heard all about It.”
Liz Fred sald nothing, but with her
thumb and fingers she touched the
baby's arm. Bhe looked at Marcia sly-
ly: “Kitten,” she sald, “ain't it7"
“We brought you our fuchsia,”
Liz Ienry, and unwrapped (t. “We
had it five years—we ralsed it, Ain't
it A handsome thing?” And when Mar-
ecin demurred st taking it now,

fun of giving it away.”
“We ain't never had much of that

thev dried under the mandatory look
of Lz Fred, who cried:

“Oh, Mlss Marcia, we been having
the best afternoon! Yes, sir—and

next day. They werea pas=sably well
Aressed-—-a  stranger seelng  them
would have taken them to bs two!
motherly villagers, carcying an well

we're going to have three days more
just lke it.”

They poured it all out, the story of
the done and the undone,

“And tonight,” eald Liz Henry. "I'm
going to teach Mis' Plant to make
‘three-and-flve.,'! And tomorrow all
day we're going to help Lyddy sew.”
“And flext day I'm goin' to read to
old blind Mis'* Walker. There's some

more, too—Iif the commissioners
would let us stay over,” Liz Fred
langhed,

“We've gbt time to go to old Mis'
Weber's vet tonight,” said Liz Henry.
“We been putting it off ever rince
she took aick In the fall."

Marcia had never seen them 8o
human, =0 alive, She realized that
she was on their list, to he given the
fuchsla—it gave her a curious and

said |

Liz)|
Fred cried; “Shucks! We wanted the|s=aid

sort of fun,” said Liz Henry, apd, if [ warming her handas at ;
she had any stray tendency to tears,|stove. “And I must say, foolish as|Well's and hiind

salutary feeling to be visited, on a
list, Instead of visiting. Marcla was
consclous of a dignity and a presence
in both these women which she had |
never sean—perhaps she thought, be-
causs she had always unconsclously
held these two to be negligible, or at
best merely to he ministered to.

Bhe thought: “Oh, I'm going to tell
them now. If Foxhall has the papers,
he must come up and we'll tell them
now."

Bhe left the baby with
ran to telephone ta him.
inalsted on thelr staving for tea,
Foxhall came in and Marcia turned
fo him with a restful sense of ahar-
ing. which wams one of the happi-
nessex of her love,

“Foxhall's volce s so deep and
furry,” she had once =aild, “you just
have to love him.,"

The deep and furry volce had never
been gentler than ,when he told Liz
Fred and Liz Henry what he and
Marcia proposed doing—and spread
the deed before their eyes.

Never afterward could Marcia and
Foxhall think of that hour without a
kind of shame that any human being
should be mo abjectly grateful for food
and shelter—"For the rudiments of
food and shelter,” as Foxhall put it.

them and
Then she

"

It was only now that there became
evident the depth of desolation which
the poor old beings had suffered.
“Ralsed from the dead—that's what
it is,"” said Liz Henry. *I ain't much

—but we thank you and God."

sounds like anything,” sald Liz Fred.

as they were leaving.

She stopped again, lald her brown
thumb and finger on the little slesve
and muttered thickly: “Kitten!”

Half an hour later Rart Robey
called Marclia over the telephone.

he said. “I'm sure they done the bhest
they could—but the baby's ma—she
died.”

To Marcia's startled question he had
no satisfactory reply. No, not a word.
Never really right in her head since
they took her in. Died without sens-
Ing anyvthing save that her hands kept
groping around for the bhaby, No,
no idea what her name was: no
papers, no cards, hardly any money
in her purse—nothing.

8he went hack to the llbrary and
told Foghall. She had left the baby
In the depths of a great chalr, but
when ahe retrirned he had her in his
arms.

“Well, then, darling.” he sald when
Marela told him, “what are we going
to do mabout the haby?”

“"How exactly like you not to say

‘What are you going to do?' " she
told him.
“I'm In on this," he mald, "'Shall

we keep her?”

“Oh, Foxhall! We can't keep Tiz
Fred and Liz Henry going., in that
house, and take the baby, too.™

“Oh, thunder!"” said Faoxhall,
wa couldn't.™

The bahy awoke and jolned in the
talk with aimleas gestures and em-
phatie kicking,. Mrs. Banks eame In
and, because It seemed to be her due,
they told her averything. And Mrs,
Banks was llke the greal adamant
volce of certain “sane’ publle opinion:
Nonsenre., The child must be turned
over to the society. Liz Fred and iz
Henry should have gona to the poor

“So

farm--but that couldn't be helped
now, since “you itwo have heen mso
headlong. And A mercy, too, If it

keeps you from saddling
for life with a walf.™

yourselves

“Mother, dear.” Marcia sald help-
lexsly,

“Oh, your mother knows hest." sald
Mrs. Banks., “And this remind me: 1
have a frash coffeecake for Tan
Henry and T4z Fred. 1I'l run over
with 1t now."

“0Oh, Foxhall” sald Marcia when

sha had gone, “isn’t thera a better
Idealism than common sense?"

“You het there is,”" sald Foxhall,

“Dearest,” sald Marcia solemnly,
“"eon't you see why it is that I adore
the ground yvou walk on?"

They spent an  hour over the
figures, They siretched and squees-
&l thelr little budget. But they dare
not let it Include the adoption of twao
old Indies and a baby at one stroke.

“It's no use,” mald Marcia at last.
I'll telephone Rart tomeorrow."

"But we're doing the lesa useful
thing—the Iless mocial thing,” sald
Foxhall, "“Liz Henry and lLiz Fred

{aren’t so Important as this baby

“We're keeping our
Marein "T'hat's social ™

Tdz Henry liz Fred were In
the kitchen, before n savory slice of
freshly heated, and a diah

word,” sald
nnid

potronst,

of baked macaron] and chesss
Though T dunne I'm sure
CAR expeel lp eal at all”

how

we sald

“You gotta know!' she cried fiercely, |

Liz Henry., *Oh, ain't It heaven—
ain't 1t heaven!"

“It's llke having a hill rolled off
vour chest,” sald Liz Fred. “Here
we had an ‘afterncon llke other folks
—and pow this.”

“We haven't much furniture, but
it'a be paradise to llve in the kitch-
en,” sald Liz Henry. “And I just
thought of this: That farewell night
we dreaded, there won't be none!”

Mrs, Banks knocked at the side
door

“Come in and have a taste of
something,” Tdz Henry hesought her,
“Coome in and help us celebrate.”

"We're women folks to home agaln,
14z Fred, *al oin' to your
voung folks. Oh, Mis' Banks—''

“Marcla told me," sald Mrs. Banks|

the cooking
I think it was, I'm thankful, after
all.”

“Oh, now that's good of you,'" Tdz
Fred cried,

“Yes,' said Mrs. Banks, her thin
lips tightening about her words, *'If
it hadn’t heen for you two and the
house, we'd have had a baby saddled
on to us."

Mrs. Banks told it, with the Katy-
town manner of savoring the news in
her enjoyment of it, In her pleased
preoccupation she did not observe
that Liz Henry and Liz Fred said
nothing: that when, being talked out,
she went away, thev still said nothing
save to thank her for the coffees cake.

“Don't mention it,"” said Mre, Banks,
“1 love dolng things for folks."

When the door closed behind her
tha two old women mat staring at
each other, In that hour they seemed
to have grown vary old,

“What we goin’ to do?" sald Liz
Henry at last,

Lz Fred threw up her head.
Why should we do anything?"

PBut the baby—""

“The bahy'll find a home somewhere
el=a. "

“But Miss Marcia—she'd lUke to

"Do?

keep 1t—" »
“She’ll have one of her own.”
“But, Liz Fred—"

“Don't ‘Liz Fred' ms! I got a home
I don't have to be on the county. I
got a place to =tavy the rest of my
dava, Do you think I'm golng to be
fool enough to give it up?'"

At thiks ILiz Henry hegan to ery
her terrible owl-like quavers,

“Nor me. Oh, T dunno what to do
efther!” she wailed, .

“Well, T dn,"” =aid Liz Fred. *“I'm
golng to stay right straight here.”

8he hurrled upstairs to her room.
Liz Henry rose and locked the door
and hlew out the l#mp. Then she mat
down by the cooking stove, In the
room above she couid hear her sister's

chair rock on a board by the kitchen |

atovepipe which heated her room.
The stoveplpe holes showed o light—
Liz Fred, too, was sitting in the dark.

Rome time after midnight Liz
Henry rose and lighted a lamp. She
went upstairs to her own room, across
the passageway from her sister's
closed doory, For half an hour she
worked, gathering up her few helong-

ings and layving them in order. E£he
ectduld hear Liz Fred moving about
|and thought she was preparing for

bed. But when at last she came out

—and Liz Fred, she ain’t much either [of her room Liz Fred's door was wide |
tnpen and she herself stood in a litter
“We ecan't thank anybody so's it of the contents of bureau drawers.

“Are you—are you goin'?' asked
Liz Henry breathlessly,

“Yes,” sald Liz Fred listlesaly, “I
am."

"“To the poor farm-—are you. goln’
to the poor farm?”

“Didn't T see you was bent on #?”
cried Liz Fred harshly,

They were both hlinking, blinking and
bentr—etill more aged since they had
|last met,

| *It ain't no such thing,” Ids Henry
eried shrilly. “If yvou're goin’, you're
goin' for your ewn reasons.'

for!" l.iz Fred hlazed furlously.
Liz llenry stood for a moment, rub-
hing her forehead.

“Well," she said at last, “it's so
Iate now let's lay down with our
clothes on. That way there won't be
no farewell night.”

Early the next morning, bafore the
gun rose clear in a white east, the
two went three times from the lttle
| house carrving light bundles, Casser-
]nlﬁa and ting were left hera and there,
and a store of food-—roasts, macaroni,
coffee cake—at old lame Mis' Bard

Mis' Walker's and
sick Mis' Weber's door. Toward 8

|h'i'|flll'=\{ the two climbed the stalrway
to Ben Tilson's rooms,

“We wanted to know if we could
go—where we're goin'—now,” sald
Liz Fred. “On the elght-forty-five''

“Now?" said Ben. *"This morning?"

Qulick to sense that this was a mo-
ment which had better be taken ad-
vantage of, Ben said that he thought
it eould be arranged—and arranged It.
He dld not gquestion them,

“Couldn’t—couldn’t things
sent after Liz Fred sald low,

“It might as well
stanp sald Ben ohlivi-
ousiy,

our
us?"
thev'ra ready,
for ‘em now,"”
two sat in the ecar hefore
house while Hen and the

8o the
the white

driver brought out the shabby old
valisex. As he turned from the lock-
ing of the door something In the

aspect of the two etill figurey in the-

ency,
“Kind o'
awkwardly,

tough,” he said to them

around at him and smiled.
“We are golng,” sald Liz Fred with

dignity and distinctness, “‘entirely
from cholce.”

[ “"Our own free cholce,' echoed Lig
Henry'' el
| “Of course,” mumbled Ben, nnt

|eomprehending

'want the man should leave this note

{for Miss Marcia Banks. He won't
| torget, will he?" .

“Let’'s leave it now,” sald Ben.
“Plenty time."

When the doorbell rang Marcia was
bathing the baby and crying quletly.
Her mother yought her the note, It
walted for her while she drled
baby and rolled her in her blankel.
Then sghe read the {il-spelled lines:
“"Dear Miss Marcia:

“"We declded on the farm after all.
We think it will be an eazey lifs and
we're both getting lazey. Much ohliged
all the same end love. Love agen.

“L1Z HENRY AND LIZ FRED.”

ITALY PLANNING
AIRPLANE ROUTES

Mareh T.—lItallan

lome plans re-

{ garding civil aviation are upon the
 point of taking definlte shape,
It noy seems p asible he first

civil alr line will run from Brindis],
by way of Athens, to Constantinople,

touching &t lL.emnos. This will be
Italy's first aerial line in the eastern
Mediterranean and {ts total length

will be about 1,500 kilometers.

The opening date of tha line prob-
ahly will he next Julv, and flightd at
first will be made threg times weekiy

“It's an awful shame, Miss mml.-p,"1 Liz Henry cropsed her threshold. | and later daily.

know

| :
| ')i,t?suﬁlﬂghell

to look or feel this way.

Poor little thing! It can’t tell
when the milk 1s wrong, or it
has a little cold, or any of the
hundred things that might
happen to one so young! But
Nature can—and does. The
baby becomes constipated, 1t

SYRUP

—relieves constipation and
brings the little one back to
health, It restores the bowels
tonormalactivityand sogent-
ly that baby joyously laughs,
It's Nature 's relief for consti
pation—Egyptiansenna, pep-

There is no reason for your baby

CONSTIPATION mieans
SUFFERING

Dr. Caldwell’s

The Family Laxative

You just ..

EKNOW |
it's well
Your baby,too,can laugh-

and coo and crow in the
best of health.
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cries, it frets. That is the warn-
ing to look out. Danger and
diseaseare lurkinginthe body.
All the poisons are bottled up
in that httle frame. Relieve
this conclition at once or you
may have a very sick child.

PEPSIN

sin and pieasing aromatics in
a pleasant tasting liquid com
bination prescribed by Dr.
Caldwell for years in his ex-
tensive practice and used
throughout the country for
OVer 30 years
Gentle As Nature—
Pleasingly Sweet
Not w baby the only ooe who needs
it. As effective for old as for young
Your bowels should act at lezst tewe
daily. Do they? If not, assist Nature
A% MALIKNS are ‘i MO annuauly R'-'l\' a
bottie of Dr. Caldwell s Syrup Pepun

nOW and use as < wodh, More than
10,000,000 DOLies s 2 iy

It le sold everyw here medicine le |
sold  and guarantesd Ty it at our

riak. Your druggist « ] return yvour
money il it falis 1o Jdo as promised.
PEPSIN SYRUP COMPANY
Monticelln, Minnls

“you don't know what I'm geolng,

e

car smote him with unwonted urg-.

To his amazement thev both looked-

“And, Mr. Tilson.” said Liz Henr¥,"
| “on the way back from the depot wg-

the”
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