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| her hat and put on her gloves. When

she turned back to the table ghe had
regiined possesdlon of herself Her
vell was down and through It her
cheaks looked unusually fMushed. and
her dark eves, with thelr glanting out
ey corners, brighter and harder than
ever. She hurried through her good
by# on the plea that she had shopping

e A,

e

du- ghtey ,l:m--- who had pussed up Mra
Cornellos Myan's b ||| at Ban Pranvisco to
MECOIPI Y i.- il nrrive atl Antelope
Dombnick Kyan --.m». ah s mother 10
Beg a il invitation for his wife, and s
refussd.  The diterm mindl ol lady reafiises
o recognige her dmaghine-In-law om
tnlck Ling been p; o Inte o ||-n|1n"
whhh  Bernlee 1 W Elenograplier
NN T enrm hin i pipanaders liln
e ey ha ' paarrole, and
Y ¥ il i Aaughter
Ty ‘1 fl AT fng Pvominlek
Tivan = e wil frotn  starm - n uneen
R NUL und bhrought to Anitelop
 r A il e deipe Ut off Ly storm.  Hose
L& nurses Daminick Lack o 1ife
CHAPTER Vi—(Continued.)
U odon't gee how ghe could do that
- neparent neck and ol I don't
thivk that's the kind of dreegs 1o wear
In he ] [t's oo sort of cone
ABp\ciol |
I 1l Mapnnh's right,” pnld Jogh
golemnly. noddiie ot Berny, "1t don’t |
g1 1o me the right thing for n lady
Laook Tnst
gt do you know about It .Illh|l|
Mol ree? wald  Huzel pugnaclously
“Youre n clerk In 6 jewelry store” |
Ninvhe 1 oam.” retorted Jogh, “but
¥ pucus 'hat don't prevent me from
Mnowing when o thing looks [oset
Clerks In jowelry stores aln’t  such
W IR AT B S vou might think And,
Ny Wy 't eee that heing o clerk
In wny Kind of n store bas anything to
0 with
Hurel was enved e effort of mak
o n crughing repartee, by Pearl, who |
had 1 gilently eaiing her junch,
now evddenly lnunching & remark Into |
1 ommeniary pouse
Tud nele Dominlek g0 to the
bali ! bo asked, rulsing n palr of
Winipid bise eyes to Berny's fhce
An Iinctuntaneous, significant siience
foll on the others, and all eyes (urned
Inguirtngly 1o Berny Ha !"_uqll of cvool
gontrol bhectme slightly exapgperated,
"No, be gloyed at home with me,”’
ghe replicd, pleking daintily at the

|
meat on her plate

“But | suppose he fe
annoy 0" gnld Hannah,
have helped 1t

Berny did not reply. She knew that
she must sovner or Iater tell  her
pistervs of Dominlek’'s strange depart.
ure, They would find it out other
wise ond suspect more than she want
e#d them to know. They, Hke the rest
of the world, bad no ldena that Berny’s
‘oriliant marringe was not the domes
tie pucenss [t appeared on the surface,
She moved Lior knife und fork with an
arranging hand, and, as Haxel started
to gpenk, =aid with ns carcless an alr
An she could assume:

“Dominick's gone
aorning.”

“Gone where?' sxelnlmed Hazel
‘This was the test question and HBerny
thad schooled héerself In an answer in
dhe car coming up
¢ “Oh, up lato the country,” she sald
aonchalanily. “He's worn out. They
work the life out of him in that hor
rible bank. He's getting insomnia
and thought he'd betier tnke n change
now befors he got run completely
fown, 80 he left this morning and 'm
& gny grass widow."

Bhe nughed and drank some wa-
sor. Her lnugh did not sound to her
own cars convincing snd she wae
aware that, while Hannuh wus evl-
dently satlefied by her explunation,
Hazel wus eylng her ponderingly,

“Well, If he's got Insomnin,” sald
#Hannuh, “he'd better tuke hin holiday
«right now. That's ithe best thing to
o, Take It In fhe beginning, Before
‘father took 111"

Here Josh interrupted her, as Han-
aah's reminlscences of the late con-
Niness were long und

At renl hurt mui[
_“He couldn't

He left this

exhaustive
“Where'd you say

Aueried,

v 4 can’t remember the name,”

wnswered with skillfully-assumed In

‘Aifference; “"somewhere down toward

Banta Cruz and Monterey, wome new

he'd pone?" he

Herny

place. Aud he way not stay there, If
ibe doesn't “like It, he'll just move
around from place to place.”
“Why didn’t you go, too? susld
Pearl, l"wmt Do You Know About It, Josh
This was the second questlon Berny MecCrae " Sald Hazel.
and dreaded, Now wsuddenly glie fell
her throst contract and her lips | M0d9e sudden haste to gatbher up the
guiver. Her usually {ron nerve had | 70008
been ahaken by her passlon of the "Oh, he's Just loaflug about,” she
pight baefore and the shock of ”w'mm! A visily us was conalatent with
morning. The unwonted sensstions of |'N® disappolniment and alarm  that
gloom and spprehension closed o on gripped her. “He's just  wandering
ber ugaln, and this time made her | 708D from place to place. He was

leel wonk and tearful.

“I didan't want to, | hate moving
around,” she sald, pushing her chalr
back from the table. Her volee wos

a little hourse, and suddenly fealing
the sting of tears under her eyvelids
#he roised ber hands to her hat and
~begnn to fumble with her vell, “Why
should 1 leave my comfortnble fiat to
go tralling round in & Jot of half-butlt
hotels? That sort of thing doesn't
appeal to me at all. 1 like my own
epook, and my own bed, and my own
dath-tub. I'm more of an old mald
then Hanosbh, Well, o long, people,
Jd must’ be traveling'

Bhe lald her napkin on the table and
fumped up with an assumption of
brick liveliness. She pald no atten
tlon to the sxpostulutions of her rela.
tives, but going to the glass arranged

mote connection with the august name
|of Ryan,

to do, and almost ran our of the house,
lenving a trall of perfumery and high,

artifelal lnughter behind her
For the next werk she walted for
news from Dominlek and none came,
It was a trying even daya, Added
her embarrassment of mipd, the
flat was almost un

loneliness of the
endurable. There was no ong to speak

o

o, no one 1o share her anxieties. Her
pogition  was unusuglly friendless
When her marrlage had lifted her

from the ranks of working women ghe
hnd shown so cold o face to her old

| of

naturally clear and rosy, and her ayes,
aceentuated by n dark line beneath
them, were In attractive contrast to
her reddened hatr. But she was not
thinking of herself or the admiration
she evoked, n subject which was gen-
erally of overpowering Interest. Mat-
ters of more polgnant moment bad
crowded all else from her mind,

The next week began and andyvanced
and gl no news from Dominick, He
had been gone fourteen days, when
one evening In her perusal of the pa-
per she geaw his name. Her trembling
hands pressed the sheet down on the
table, and her eyes devoured the print.
od lines. It wae one of the many short
despatches that had come from the
| foot-hill mining towns on the recent
!mr-rn.n in the Slerra, It was headed
Hocky Bar and contalned o descrip-
tion of the situatlon at Autelope and
the snow-bound colony 1here Ite
chief Item of information was that
Bill Cannon and his daughter were
ummong the prisoners ut Perley’s Ho-
tel. A mention was made, only a line
or two, of Dominiek's walk from Rocky
Bar, but It was treated lightly and
gave no idon of the real serlousness
that simost fatal excursion
Berny read the two short para
grapbhs many times, and her spirits
went up like the needla of a ther
mometer when the quicksilver Is
grasped In a warm hand. Her rellef
waa Intense, sageful and relaxing, as
the sudden cessation of a pain. Not
only was Dominick at last found, bhut
he was found In a place as far re-
moved from his own family and its in-

companions that 1they had dropped
nway from her, realizing that she
wished o cut wll tlen with the world
of her humble beginuings. New friands
had been hard 1o make The wiven
of some of the bank ofMcials, and odd
asplring applicants for such honors
ng would necrue from even thiz re

were all ghe hind found where-
with 10 muke n circle and a vigiting
lint

But she was intimate with none of
them and was now too worrled to geek
the soclety of mere acqurlniances,
She ate her golltary menls [n oppres
five sllenve, feeling the Chinaman's
eves fixed upon her in ironle disbe-
lef of the story she had told him to
necount for Dominick's abeence. Eat
as slowly as she would, her dinner
oould not be made oecupy more
than twenty minutes, and ufter that
there was the long evenlng, the In
lerminable evening, to be pasged. She
Was n great reander of newspapers.
and when she returned from her after
noon shopping she brought a bundle
of evenlng papera home (n her hand
She would read these slowly, at first
the 1mportant |tems, then go over
them for matters of less moment, and
linally scen the advertieements,

At the end of the waeck she felt that
she must find out something, and went
to the bank. It was her Intention to
ongh n small check and over this
Ironsuction sea If the paying teller
would vouchsafe any Information
nbout Dominlck. She pushed the
check through the opening and, as the
man counted out the money, sald
glibly:

“Do you hear anything of my wan-
dering husband

The teller pushed the lttle plla of
sllver and gold through the window
toward her and leaning forward, sald,
with the alr of one who Intends to
have a lelsurely moment of talk:

“No, we haven't. lsn't It our place
to come to you for that? We weore
wondering where he'd gone at such
n season.”

Herny's

10

delientely-gloved

fNngers

Rotting Insomnia and wanted a change
of scene.”

She snnpped the clasp of her purse
before the man could ask hor further
questions, nodded ber good-bys, and
turned from the window Her face
changed us phe ewerged on the wide,
slone steps that led to the wtreet. It
| was pinclied and pale, two lines drawn
between the eyebrows. Bhe descend-
el the steps slowly, the flood of mag
nificent sunshine having no warming
Influence uvpon the chtll that had
selzed upon her. Many of the pass
ing throng of men looked at her—a
prefity woman in her modishly.made
dress of tan-colored cloth and her
clope-fitting brown turban with =«
bunch of white paradise feathers at
one salde. Under her dotied vell her

flucnces ae he was from her, And
best of all he was shut up, incarcerat-
ed, with Bill Cannon, the Bonanza
King, What might not come of #47
Berny was not glad of the quarrel,
but 1t seemed o wonderful plece of
luck that that unpleasant eplsode
should have sent him into the very

arms of the man that ghe had nlways
wanted him to cultlvale and who was
the best person in the world for him
to Impress favorably It il Cannon,
who had been a friend of his father's,
ok a fancy to Dominick, there wus
no knowlng what might happen, In
n sudden renction of rellef and hope
Perny saw them nlmost adopted chil:
dren of the Bonanga King, flouting
the Ryans in the pride of thelr news
found honors,

It made her feel lenjent to Domi.
mick, whose Indifference and neglect
had put her to the torments of the
Ingt fortnight. After all, he counld not
have let her know his whereanbouls
The wires were just up, and the rural
mall-carrier had not yet been able to
effect an entrance into the snow-bound
town. Why Dbominlck had chosen to
20 In this direction and bad attempted
an Impossible walk In 0 heavy snow-
#torm Berny did not know, mor Jjust
now care much. A sensation as near
remorge and tenderness ns she could
feel possessed her. Under Its soften-
ing Influence—spurred to generosity
and magnanimity by the lifting of the
welght of anxiety—she declded that
ehe would write to him. Bhe would
write him a letter which would smooth
out tha diffieulties between them and
bring him home ready to forgive and
be once more his old eelf, kind, quiet,
and Indulgent, as he had been In the
first year of thelr marriage.
Then and there, without
walting, she wrote the letter.
as follows:

“My Dear Husband:—1 have only
juet meen In the paper where you are,
and, oh, the rellef! For two weeks
now | have been half crazy, wondering
about vou, waltlng to hear from you,
And nothing ever came. Domlnick,
dear, If you had seen me sltting here
glone in the den every evening, think-
ing and waiting, looking at the clock
and listening oll the time, even when
1 was trying to read-—listening for
vour foolsteps which never came—you
would have felt very sorry for me;
even you, who were so angry that you
left me without a word. It's just been
hell this last two weeks. You may
not think by the way I acted that I
would have cared, but I did, 1 do.
It 1 didn’t love you would I mind how
your people treated me? That's what
makens It so hard, beckuse 1 love you
and want you to be happy with me,
and it's dreadful for me to see them
plways getting in beiween us, (il
sometimes lately 1 have felt they were
golng to separnte us altogether.

*“Oh, my dear husbund, don’t let that
happen! Don't let them drive me
away from you! If I have been bad.
humored and unreasonnble, 1 have had
to bear a lot, [ am gorry for the past.
I am worry for what 1 sald to you that
night, and for turning on the gas and
seratching the bed. 1 am ready to ne-
knowledge that | was wrong, and was
menn and hateful. And now you ought
to be ready to forgive me and forget
it all, Come back to me. Please
come back. Don‘t be angry with me.
I am your wife. You chose me of
your own (ree will, That I loved you
go that | forgot homor and publle
opinton and had no will but yours,
vou know better than any one else
in the world, It sn't every man, Dom
infek, that gets that kind of love, |
gave it then and Il've never stopped
giving 1t, though I've often been so
put upon and enraged that I've eald
things 1 didn't menn and done things
I've been ready to kill mysell for
Hers | am now, walting for you, long-
ing for you. Come back 1o me,

“Your loving wile, BERNY."

She rend the letter over several
times and it pleased her greatly. So
anxious was ghe to have It go as soon
ns possible that, though it was past
ten, she took It out herself and post.
ed it in the lettéer-box at the corner,

CHAPTER Vil,
Snow-Bound,
While the world went about {ts af.
falrs, attended to Its busloess, read
its papers, sent {ts telegrams and

further
It ran

carefully medeup complexion looked

wrote ita letters, the Mttle group at

Antelops was as completely cut off
from It as though marooned on A
atrip of sand In an unknown sen. A
second storm had followed the origl
nal one, and the end of the first week
snw them snowed In deeper than ever,
Antelope a trickie of roofs and smoke-
stachs, In m white, erystal-clenr wik
derness, solemn In its stillness and
loneliness as the primeval world

The wires were down; the letter.
carrlér could not break his way In
w0 them., They heard no news and re-
celved no mail, Confined In a group
of rude bulldings, crouched in a hol
low of the Slerra’s fAank, they felt
for the firet time what it was to be
outeide that eclrcle of busy activity
In which their lives had heretofore
pnased. They were face to face with
the nature they thought they had con-
quered and which now in Its quliet
grandeur awed them with a sense of
thelr own small helplessness, Pregsed
upon by that enormous silent indifer-
ence, they drew nearer together, each
Individual unit gaining In Importance
from the contrasting Immensity with-
out, each character unconsclously de-
laring itself, emerging from acquired
rotlcencon and becoming bolder and
more open

They accepted thelr captivity in a
spitit of gay good humor. The only
two members of the party to whom 1t
seemed Irksome were Bill Cannon and
the netor, both glrding agalnst a coo-
finement which kept them from thelr

for him, saw her, and looked away. The
pain of his feet was violent,.and with:
out again regarding her he knew that
while he was gaining hls chair and his
attendants were settling him, she had
not turned from her contemplation of
the fire. He already knew her well
enough to have a comfortable assur
ance of her Invariable quick tact. It
was not till the two men were jeaving
the room that ghe turned to him and

sald, na if resuming an Interrupted
conversation:
“Well, how do you like the parlor?

Speak nlcely of it for I feel as If It

heélonged to me." &
“It's a first-rate parlor,” he an-
swered, looking about him. “Never

gnw n better one, Who's the gentle-
man with the wreath of wax flowers
round his head?"

“That's Jim Granger. He comes
from here, you know; and you mustn’t
Inugh nt those flowers, they came off
hig coffin.”

“My father knew him,” sald the
young man indifferently., “There were
lots of queer stories about Jim Gran-
ger, He killed a man once up at Bo
{die. You've a fine fire here, haven't
you?"

“Fine. It's never allowed to go out,
What do vou think I Iintend to do this
afternoon? I've a plan for amusing
and instructing you."

“What Is It?" he gdld somewhat un-
eaglly. “I don't feel In the least as
iIf 1 wanted to he Instructed.”

gevoral spheres of actlon. The others

J AN

They Accepted Thelr Captivity

abandoned themselves to a childish,
almost fantastic enjoyment of a sltu-
ation unique In thelr experience. It
was soon to end, It would never be
repeated. It was an adventure charged
with romance, accldenial, unsought,
as all true adventures are. The world
was forgotten for these few days of
imprisonment agalnst the mountaln’s
mighty heart. It did not exist for
them. All that was real was their own
little party, the white-washed pas-
sages and walls of Perley's, the din-
ing-room with Its board floor and
homely fare, and the parlor at mnight
with a semicircle of faces round the
blazing logs.

On the afternoon of the sixth day
Dominlck made his flrat appearance
down stalrs, He achleved the descent
with slow painfulpess, hobbling be-
tween Perley and the doctor. The for-
mer's bath-robeé bhad been cast aslde
for a dignified dark-brown dressing
gown, contributed to his wardrobe by
Cannon, and which, cut to fit the burly
proportions of the Bonanza King,
hung around the long, lank form of
the young man In enveloping folds.

The parlor was empty, save for Miss
Cannon sitting before the fire, Dom-
inick had ceased to feel bashfulness
and constraiut in the presence of this
girl, who had been pushed—aguninst
his will if not against her own—into
the position of his head attendant,
The afternoon when they had sat to-
gether In his room seemed to have
brushed away all his shyness and self-
consclousness, He thought now that
It would be difficult to retain elther in
intercourse with a being who was so
candid, so spontancous, 80 freshly nat-
ural. He found himself treating her
as If she were a young boy with whom
be had been placed on a sudden foot
ing of careless, cheery Intimaecy. HBut
her outwnrd seeming—what she pre
sented the eye—was not In the
least hovish. Her pale, opaque blond-
peas, her fine, rich outlines, her soft-
ness of mien, were things as complete-
Iy and graclously feminine as the
most epicurean admirer of women
could have wished,

Now, at the sight of her bending
over the fMre, he experienced a sunsa-
tlon of pleasure which vaguely sur
prised him. He was hardly consclous
that all the time he had been dressing
and while he came down stalrs he
had been hoping that she would be
there. He sent a quick glance ahead

to

She rose and moved to the center

in a Splrit of Gay Good Mumor.

table which was covered with an ir
regular scattering of books,

“Before you came down | was look-
ing over these books. There are lots
of them. Mrs. Perley says they've
been accumulating for years, Mining
men have left them and some of
them have the names of people I know
written In them. I thought perhaps
you might Hke to read some of them."

Dominick sent a lazily digparaging
glance over the books, He was not
much of a reader at the best of times.

“What are they,” he sald, “novels?"

“Mostly." She sat down by the
table and took up the volume nenrest
to her, “Here's 'Tale of Two Citles
That's a fine one.”

“I've read it. Yes, It's splendid, It's
all about the French Revolution. The
hero's llke a real person and heroes
in books hardly ever are, only I'd have
liked him better If he'd stopped drink-
ing and married his girl.”

*1 thought perhaps you might like
me to read to you,” she sald, turning
i tentative glance on him. “That's
how 1 was going to amuge and Instruct
you."

“I'm sure It would be much more
amusing and probably just as instruc-
tive If you talked to me.”

“You've got to stay down here two
hours. How could I talk and be amus-
ing and instructlve for two hours?
You'd probably have a relupse and
I'm quite sure the doctor'd find me in
a dead faint on the hearth when he
came in"

“All right
Don't let's
faints '

“Yery well, then, that's understood
We'll go through the llbrary now. I
rend the titles and you say #f you like
any of them."

“Suppose | don't?™

“You'll surely have a preference

books
dead

the
and

Let's try
risk relapses

“ANl right, 11 try to. Go on.”
“Here's 'Foul Play,” by Charles
Reade, It seems to have been a good

deal read. Some of the parugraphs
are marked with a penell.”

“l think I've read Iit, but I'm not
sure. It sounds ke a murder story.
No, lét's pasa on that”

“Well, bere's ‘Mra. Skaggs' Hus-
bands,' by Bret Harte. Does that sound
as if you'd like 117"

“‘Husbands!* No. We don't want
to read about a woman who has hus
bands. Pass on that, too.”

“The next I8 very nlcely bound and

 looks quite fresh and new, as If no-
body had reach It much, It's called
‘The Amazing Marriage."’

“Oh, pass on that! ] had It once
and stuck 1n the third chapter. The
Ingt time [ wont East somebody gave
it to me to read on the train., I read
three chapters and I was more amazed
than mnybody In sight. The porter
was a fresh coon and [ gave it to him

as my revenge. I'll bet It amazed
him."”

“You don't seem to have anything
In the nature of a preference, so far,

I womder how this will suit you.
“Notre Dame de Parie,” by Victor
Hugo"

“1 don't understand French,”

“It's English and it's quite worn out,
as If it had been read over and over,
Several of the pages are falling out.™

“Oh, I've read that. 1 just remem-
ber. It's a rattling good atory, too.
About the hunehback and the gipsy
girl who tells fortunes and has a pet
goat. The priest, who's a villain, falls
off the steeple and clings to a gutter
by his finger nalls with his enemy
watching him. It's the finest kind of
A story."”

“What a pity that you've read it!
Oh, here's one that's evidently been
& great favorite, It's In paper and
it's all thumbed and torn. Some-
body's written across the top, “Of all
the damned fool people—'. Oh, I her
your pardon, I read It before 1 real-
ized. The name Is ‘Wife in Nama
Only." It doesn't seem the kind of
title that makes you want to read the
book, does 1L7"

“'"Wife in Name Only!' " he gave a
short laugh. "It certainly lsn't the
kind of name that would make me
want to read a book.”

“Nor me," sald a deep volea behind
them.

They both turned to see Buford, the
actor, standing back of the table, his

tall, angular figure sithouetted
against the pale oblong of the uncur-
talned window. He was smiling

suavely, but at the same time with a
sort of uneasy, assumed assurance,
which suggested that he was not un-
uged to rebuffs,

"“That, certainly,” he sald,
name fo recommend
man-—any man, that
ever had a wife”

He advanced Into the circle of the
firelight, blandly beaming at the young
man, who, leaning back In hls chalr,
was eying him with surprised ingquiry,
never having seen him before, The
look did not chill the friendly effusion
of the actor who, approaching Doml-
nick, sald with the full, deep resonaunce
of hisg remarkable volee:

“Congratulations, my dear sir, con-
gratulations, Not alone on your re-
covery, but on the fact that you nre
here with us at all.” He held out his
large hand, the skin chapped and red
with the cold, and the long fingers
closed with a wrenching grip on Dom.
inlck’s, “We were not sure, when you
arrived among us a few nights ago,
that we would have the felicity of
seeing you so soon up and around—
In faect, we were doubtful whether we
would ever see you up and around.”

“Thanks, very kind of you. Oh, I'm
all right now." Dominick pressed the
hand In return and then, bending a
little forward, sent a glance of implor-
ing inguiry round the stranger's shoul-
der nt Rose,

She saught the eye, read its behest,
and presented the new-comer:

“Mr. Ryan, this I1s Mr. Buford who
in snowed in here with us, Mr. Bu-
ford came here the same day as you,
only he came on the Murphysville
stage.” v

Biuford sat down between them on
one of the horsehair chalrs that were
gocinbly arranged round the table. The

“Is not a
A book to any
Is, who has or

firelight threw into prominence the
bony angles of his thin face and
glazed the backward sweep of his

balr, dark brown, and worn combed
away from his forehead, where a pair
of heavy, flexible eyebrowe moved up
and down Hke an animated commen-
tary on the conversation. When any-
thing surpriging was sald they went
up, anything puzzling or painful they
were drawn down. He rested one
hand on his knee, the fingers turned
In, and, eitting belt upright, buttoned
tight Into his worn frock-coat, turned
# glance of somewhat deprecating
amiability upon the invalld,

“You had a pretty close call, a-
pretty-cloge-call,’” he sald. “If the op-
erator at Rocky Har hadn’t had the
sense to wire np here, that would
have been the end of your life story.”

Dominick had heard this from every
member of the enowed-in party. Rep-
Ititlon was not making It any more
agreenble, and there was an offect of
abrupt ungracloneness In his short an-
swer which was merely a word of
comment.

ITO BE CONTINUED.)

Very Easy Money,

An Abllene (Kan.) paper tells how
a crowd of college boys, seeking work
in the harveet flelds, were buncoed
in that town. The confidence man
was o big, Ane looking fellow and this
was the talk he gave the colleglans:
“I'm J, J. Jackson. I'm looking for
about twenty high grade harvestera
for the Jackson ranch, which my (a-
ther owns. We have saveral girls
from the east vislting us, and as the
women bave to be alone a great deal,
we don’t want to depend on the =rdl-
nary class of labor. You fellowg are
college men, and you look all right
to me. If you'll let me have a dollay
ns a pledge of good falth I'll take you
nlong.” Twenty In one group paid a
dollar aplece, and that Is the last any
oue saw of Mr, lnrluqn

'rhe Famlily Trouhlc.

"Why doesn’t that hotae of yours
rent?”

“For the same reason | myself don't
do & st of things.”

“Wha! reason {s that? w

“My wila won't let me™ \
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