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FI;IOSE STANTON ALDRICH MEETS A FAMOUS ACTRESS
AND HEARS SOME PUZZLING STATEMENTS ABOUT
THE RELATIONS OF HUSBANDS AND WIVES

home,

S8YNOP8IS—Rose Stanton, student at the University of Chicago,
I# put off a street ¢ar In the raln after an argument with the conduc-

i tor, She Is nccosted by a young man who offers help and escorts her
An hour later, this man. Rodney Aldrich,
appenrs at the home of his sister, the wealthy Mrs, Whitney, to ats |
tend a birthday dinner In his honor.
nbout time Hodoey looked around for a wife,
two months later he marries Rose Stunton.

——

well-to-do  lawyer,

Mrs, Whitney suggests that It's
He laughs at her, but

CHAPTER IV—Continued, *
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fhe refused to hear a word more
in those clrcumstances, “I'm coming
wiraight down,” she sald, “and we'll go
somewhere for lunch. Den't you real-
ize that we can't talk about It like
this? Of course you wouldn't, but it's
uil

Over the lunch-tahle she got as de-
talled an account of the affalr as Rod-
mey, In his somoambulistic condition,
was able to give her, and she passed
it on to Martin that evening as they
drove across to the North side for
dinner,

“Well, that all sounds exactly lke
Rodoey,” he commented. “I hope
you'll like the girl 1"

“That lan't what I hope,” s#ald Fred-
ertca, "At least It isn't what I'm most
concerned about. [ hope I can make
her like me. Roddy's the only brother
I've got In the world, and I'm not go-
Ing to lose him If I can help it. That's
what will bappen If she doesn't like
ul’

As It happened, though, she forgot
all about her resolution almost with
her first look at Rose. Rodney's nt-
tempts at description of her had been
well-meaning; but what he had pre-
pared his sister for, unconsclously
of course, In his emphasis on one or
two phases of thele first acqualintance,
had been a sort of slatternly Amazon,
.But the effect of this was, really, very
happy ; because when a perfectly pre-
sentably clad, well-bred, admirably
polsed young girl came into the room
and greeted her nelither shyly nor
eagerly, nor with any affectation of
ense, a girl who dldn’t try to pretend
it wasn't & critleal moment for her,
ht’ was game enongh to meet it with-
out any evidences of panle—when
Froderiea reallzed that this wus the
Rose whom Rodnny had been telling
her about, ahe fell in love with her on
the spot.

Amazingly, as she watched the girl
and heard her talk, she found she was
consldering, not Rose's avallabllity as
A wife for Rodoay, but Rodney's as a
husband for her. It was this, perbaps,
that led her to say, at the end of her
leave-tnking: "“Roddy has been such
n wonderful brether, always, to me,
that I suspect you'll ind him, some-
times, being a bmther to you, Don't
det it hurt you if that happens ("

{ CHAPTER V.

\
1« The Princess Cinderella,
When the society editor of “Ame-
rica’s foremost pewspaper,” as In its
trade-mark it proclaims Itself to be,
announced that the Rodney Aldriches
had taken the Allison McCrnes' house,
furnished, for s year, begluning In
October, she spoke of It as an ideal
arrangement. As everybody knew, It
was an Ideal house for a young
married couple, and It was equally
evident that the Rodney Aldriches
were an ideal couple for It,

! En the sense that it left nothing to
further realization, 1t was an ideal
house; an old Pouse in the Chicago
sense, bullt over lato something very
much older still —Tudor, perhaps —
Jacobean, anywa). In the supplemens
tary matters of furniture, hangings,
eags and plctured, the establishment
presented the last politely spoken word
I things as they ought to be. If you
Rappened to lika that sort of thing,
it was precisely ihe sort of thing you'd
ke,

The same soft of neat, fully ne-
guired perfection characterizod the
McCrae's  domestle arrangements,
Every other year they went off around
the world la one direction or another,
and rented thelr bouse, furnished, for
exactly enough fo pay all thelr ex-

On the slternate years they
same back and wpent two years' In-
some living In thelr house,

McCOrye was an old friend
and fit was her notion that
be Just the thing he'd want
knew for himaself what the
was—complete down to the
And six thousand dollars
r was stmply dirt cheap,
clinch the thing, Florence went
and saw Frederica about It
And Frederics, after lstening, non-
sommittally, dashed off to the last
meeting of the Thuraday club (all this
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happened In June, just befora the
wedding )and talked the matter over
with Violet Willlamson on the way
home, afterward,

“John sald once,” observed Violet,
“that If we had to live In that house,
he'd elther go out and buy a plush
Morris-chalr from feather-your-nest
Snltzman's, and a golden-oak slde-
board, or else run amuck.”

Froderien grinned, but was sure it
wouldn't affect Rodney that way.
A& for Rose, she thought Rose would
like (t—for n while, anyway, But this
wasn't the point. “I'm wso—foolish
ubout old Rodney, that I can't be sure
I haven't—well, caught being mad
about Rose from him. It all depends,
you see, on whether Rose is golng to
b a hit this winter or not, If she
doesn't—go (and It all depends on her;
Rodney won't be much help), why, havs
ing a house like ‘that might be pretty
sud. Sy, If you're a true friend, you'll
tell me what you think."

“What I really think,” sald Violet—
“of course 1 suppose I'd say this any-
way, but I do honestly mean it—is
that she'll be what John ecalls a
‘knock-out.! She's so perfectly simple,
She's never—don't you know—being
anything. 8he just Is. And she
thinks we're all so wonderful that she'll
mnke everyhody feel warm and nice
luside, and they'll be sure to like her."”

“She's got n real eye for clothes,
too,” suld Frederica. “We've been
shopplng. Well, then, I'm golng to tell
Rodney to go ahead and take the
house.”

Rose was consulted about ft, of
course, though consulted Is perhups
not the right word to use. She was
tnken to see It, anyway, and asked If
she liked It—a question in the pature
of the superfluous. One might as well
have uslked Cinderelln if she liked the
gown the fairy godmother had pro-
vided her with for the prince's ball,

It didn’t occur to her to ask how
much the rent would be, nor would
the fact have had any value for her
a8 an lluminant, because she would
have had no Idea whether six thou-
sund dollars was a half or a bun-
dredth of her future husband's Income,

The new house was just a part, as
80 many of the other things that had
happened to her since that night when
Rodney had sent her flowers and taken
her to the theater and two restaurants
In Martin's biggest llmousine had been
parts, of a breath-arresting falry story,

The conclusion Frederica and Violet
had eome to about her chance for
soclal success, was amply justified by
the event, and it Is probable that
Violet hand put her finger upon the
maln-spring of It. So It fell out that
what with the Juolor league, the wom-
en's auxilinry boards of one or two of
the more respectuble charities, the
Thursday club and the Whifflers (this
was the smnllest nnd smartest organi-
sation of the lot), fifteen or twenty
young women supposed to combine and
reconclle social and Intellectual brile
Hancy on even terms, What with all
this, her days were quite as full as
the evenings wore, when she and Rod-
ney dined and went to the opera and
pald fabulous prices to queer profes
slonals, to keep themselves abreast
of the minute in all the new dances,

Portia bad been quite right In say-
Ing that she never had to do anything ;
the rallylug of all her forces under
the gpur of necessity was an experl-
ence she had never undergone, And
It was also true that her mother, and
for that matter, Portla herself, had
spolled her a lot—had run about do-
Ing little things for her, come In
and shut down her windows In the
morning, and opened the register, and,
on any sort of excuse, on a Saturday
morning, for example, had brought her
her breakfast on a tray.

But these things hud been favors,

not services—never to be asked for,
of course, and always to be acceptad
a little apologetically. She had never
before known what It was really to be
served,
" "I haven't” Rose told Rodney one
morning, “a single, blessed mortal
thing to do all day.” Some fHxture
scheduled for that morning had been
moved, she went on to explaln, and
Eleanor Randolph was feellug seedy
and had called off a lttle lupcheon
and matinee party.

'The First Question and Its Answer.
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“On, that's too bad,” he sald wlth'mmu-rs. Christmas bazaars, charity

coneern,  Y'Can't
e s s « r
“Too bad ! sald Hose in lively dis-

Fou manpge Bome-

sent, “It's too heavenly! I've got a |
whole day just to enjoy being myself ;
belng—=" she reached for hig hoand,

nnd, getting it, stroked her cheek with

It “<belng my new seif, Portda u!ml!

to think I foked prety well. DBut I
never was—don't youn know ?-—right.
No, you gee, 18 o real adventure just

to suy—well, that I want the car st
i quarter to eleven and to tell Otto
exnctly where I want him to drive me
to. I alwanys feel as If 1 ought to say
that If he'll Just stop the cur at the
corner of Diversey street, I can walk."

He laughed out at that and asked
her how long she thought this blissful
stnte of things would last,

“Forever,” she sald.

But presently she looked at him
rather thoughtfully, *“'Of course It's
none of it new to you" she sald,

“—not the silly littie things, nor the
things we do together—oh, the dinners,
and the dances, and the operns, Do
you sort of—wish 1'd get tired of Ly
Is It a dreadful bore to you?"

“So long as It doesn't bore yon,"” he
snld; “so long as you go on-—shining
the way you do over It, and I am
where I can see yon shine'—he took
hold of both her hands, “so long as
It's ke that, you wonder,” he said,
“waell, the dinners and the operns and
all that may be piffle, but 1 shall be
blind to the fact."”

She kissed both his hands and told
him contentedly that he was a darling,
But, after n moment's silence, a little
frown puckered her eyebrows and she
asked him what he was so solemn
about,

Well, he had told her the truth.
But precisely as he sald It, he felt that
he was not the same man he had been
8lx months ago. Not the man who had
tramped impatiently back and forth
ncross Frederiea's drawing-room, ex-
pounding his ideals of space and lel-
sure, Not the man who desplsed the
clutter of expensive junk. That man
wounld have derided the possibility
that he could ever say this thing that
he, still Rodney Aldrich, had Just sald
to Rose—and meant. And the terrify-
Ing thing was that he hadn't resisted
the change—handn't wanted to resist—
didn't want to now, as he sat there
looking at the slumbrous glory of her
eyes,

S0, when she asked him what he
was looking so solemn about, he sald
with more truth than he pretended
to himself, that it was enough to make
anybody solemn to look at her.

CHAPTER VI,

Rose's Instinctive attitude toward
the group of young to middle-aged
married people into which her own
marriage had Introduced her was
founded on the assumption that, allow-
Ing for occaslonal exceptions, the hus-
bands and wives felt toward each
other as she and Rodney did—were
held together b> the same (rresistible,
un#analyzable attraction,

Oh, there were bumps snd brulses,
of course! Bhe had seen Rodney drop
off now and agaln into a scowling nb-
straction, during which It was so evl-
dent he didn't want to talk to her, or
even be reminded that she was about,
that she had gone away flushed and
wondering, and needing an effort to
hold back the tears,

These weren't frequent occurrences,
though, and did not weaken her idea
that, barring traglc and disastrous

types—unfaithful husbands, cold, mer-

“I've Got a Whole Day Just to Enjoy
Being Myself.”

cenary wives—which had to ba ad-
mitted as existng—marringe was a
state whose happy satisfactoriness
could, more or less, be taken Cor
granted.

It was something that Siméne Gre-
ville sald which gave rise to her first
misgiving that marringe was not, per
haps—even between people who loved
each other —gquite ns slmple as It
seemed. No one has studled our lel-
sured and eultivated classes with more

candor and penetration than this great
Franco-Austrian  notress.  She had
ample opportunities for observation,
because, while she played to houses
that couldn’t be dressed to look more |
than a third full, she was enormously

n demand, for luacheous, teas, dluners, |

| wondertul tulks."

dances, and so on

Rose had met her a number of times
hefore the Incldent referred to hap-
pened, but hod always surveyed thé
Huness from afar,

She hung about, within earshot
when It was possible, and watched,
lenving the active duties of entertain-
went to heavily cultured Huminatl
lke the Hownrd Wests, or to ¢lever
crentures like Hermione Woodraff and
Fredoriea, and Constance Crawford,
whose French was good enough to fill
in the interstices in Madame Greville's
Loglish,

Bhe was standing about like that at
f ten one afternoon, when she heard
the netress moke the remark that
Americun women seemed to her to be
nn exception to what she had always
supposed to be the geperal law of
seX attraction.

It was taken, by the rather tense
little elrele gathered around her, as
n compliment; exactly as, no doubt,
Greville Intended it to be taken. But
her look flushed out beyvond the con-
fines of the eclrcle nnd encountered a
pulr of big, luminous eyes, under
brows that had a perplexed pucker in
them, Whereupon ghe laughed stralght
into Rose's face and said, lifting her
hend a lttle, but not her volece:

“Come here, my child, and tell me
who you are and why you were looking
at me llke that."

Rose flushed, amiled thnt {rresistible
wide smile of hers, aud came, not
frichtened a bit, nor, exactly, em-
barrnssed ; certalnly not into pretend.
ing she was not surprised, and a lttle
breathlessly at a loss what to say,

“I'm Rose Aldrich.” She didn't, In
words, say, “I'm just Rose Aldrich."
It was the little bend in her volce
that carrled that impression. “And 1
suppose [ was—Ilooking that way, be-
cnuse I was wishing I knew exactly
what you meant by what you said.”

Greville's eyes, somehow, concen-
trated and Intensified thelr gaze upon
the flushed young face—took a sort
of plunge, so 1t seemed to Rose, to
the very depths of her own, It was
nn electrifying thing to have happen
1o you,

“Mon Dieu!" she gald. *“J'al grande
envie de vous le dire” 8he hesitated
the fraction of a moment, glanced at
a tiny watch set in a ring vpon the
middle finger of her right hand, took
Rose by the arm as If to keep her
from getting away, and turned to her
hostess,

“You must forgive me,” she sald,
“If T moke my farewells a little soon.
I am under orders to have some alr
each day before I go to the theater
gnd if it Is to be done at all today,
it must be now. I am sorry. I have
had a very pleasant afternoon.

“Make your farewells also, my
child,” she concluded, turning to her
prisoner, “because you are going with
me."

No sooner were they seated in the
nctress’ car and headed north along
the drive, than, instead of answering

| Rose's question, the actress repeated

one of her own,

“I ask you who you are, and you say
your name—Rose something. But
that tells me nothing. Who are you—
one of them?"

“No, not exactly,” sald Rose. “Only
by accldent. The man I married Is
—one of them, in & way. I mean, be-
cause of his family and all that. And
s0 they take me in.”

“So you are married,” sald the
Frenchwoman. "“But not since long?’

“Six months,” sald Rose.

She sald it so with the alr of regard-
Ing it as a very considerable period
of time, that Greville laughed. *“But
tell me about him, then, this husband
of yours. I saw him perhaps at the
tea this afternoon?”’

Rose laughed. “No, he draws the
line at teas," she sald. “He gays that
from seven o'clock on, until as late
as I llke, he's—game, you know—will-
ing to do whatever I llke. But until
seven, there are no—well, ha says,
siren songs for him."

“Tell me—you will forgive the in-
discretion of a stranger?—how has It
nrrived that you married him? Was
it one of your American romances?"

“It didn't seem very romantie,” sald
Rose. "“We just happened to get ac-
qualnted, and we knew almost stralght
off that we wanted to marry each
other, s0o we did, and—It came out
very well"”

“It ‘came out'?"
actress,

“Yes," sald Rose,
you know."

“Ended!” Madame Greville echoed,
Then she laughed,

Rose flushed and smiled at herself,
“Of course, I don't mean that,” she
admitted, “and I suppose six months
isn't 8o very long. Stll you could
find out gquite a good deal—1"

“What Is his affalr?" The actress
preferred asking another question, It
seamed, to committing herself to an
answer to Rose's unspoken one. “ls
he one of vour—what you eall, tired
business men?"

“He's pever tired,” sald Rose, “and
he Isn't a business man, He's a lnw-
yer—a rather special kind of lawyer,
He has other lawyers, mostly, for his
cllents, He's awfully enthoslastic
ahout It. He says it's the finest pro-
fession in the world, if you don't let
yourself get dragged down iato the
stupid routine of It. ~It certainly
sounds thrilling when he tells about
i

The nctress looked round at her,
“80.," she sald, “you follow his work
us he follows your play? He talks
serlously to you about his affalrs?"

“Why, yes" sald Rose, “we have
Then she hesitated,
“At least we used to have. There
hnsn't seemed to be much — thue,
lately. I suppose that's it."

questioned the

“Ended happily,

N

"One question roore,” sald the
Frenchwoman, “and not an Idle one—
you will believe that? Alors! Yon
love your husband. No need to ask
that. But what do you menn by lovel
Something vital and strong and essen
tinl—=the meeting of thought with
thought, need with peed, desire with
desire?”

“Yes," gald Rose nfter a
sllence, “that's what 1 mean."

There was another silence, while the
Frenchwoman gazed contemplatively
out of the open window of the limou-
sine,

Then Rose gald: “But you are go-
ing to tell e what you meant about
—American women,"

Madame Greville took her time
about answering, *“They are an enlg-
ma to me," she sald. *“I confess [t
I haven't ever seen such women any-
where as these upper-clnss Americans,
They are benutiful, clever; they know

litle

“Make Farewells

Chlid.”

Your

Also, My

how to dress, For the first hour, or
day, or week, of an acquaintance, they
have a charm quite incomparable.
And, up to a certain point, they ex-
ercise it. Your jeunes filleg are amaz-
ing. All over the world, men go mad
about them, But when they marry

" She finlshed the sentence with

. 4

a ghost of a shrug, and turned to Rose,

“Can you account for them? Were
you wondering at them, too, with
those great eyes of yours? Alors!

Are we puzzled by the same thing?
What is it, to you, they lack?"

Rose stirred a little uneasily, *1
don't know,"” she sald, “except that
some of them seem a little dissatisfied
und restless, as If—well, as If they
wunted something they haven't got."

“But do they truly want it?" Ma-
dame Greville demanded. “I am
willlng to be convinced; but myself,
I find, of your women of the aristoerat
clags, the type most characteristic 8"
—she paused and sald the thing first
to herself in French, then transiated—
“Is a passive epicure in sensations—
sensations mostly mental, irritating or
soothing—a pleasant varlety, She
walts to be made to feel; she per-
petually—tastes. They glve a stranger
like me the Impression of being per
fectly frigid, perfectly passlonless,
And so, as you say, of missing the
great thing altogether. A few of yvour
women are great, but not as women,
and of second-rate men in petticoats
you have a vast number. But a wom-
an, great by the qunlities of her sex,
an artist in womanhood, I bhave not
seen,"

“Oh, I wish,” cried Rose, “that 1|

knew what you meant by that!"

“Why, regard now,"” sald the aotress,
“In every capltal of Europe (und I
know them all), wherever you find
great affalrs—matters of state, diplo-
macy, politics—you find the Influence
of women In them — women of the
great world sometimes, sometimes of
the half-world , They may not be
beautiful—I have seen a faded woman
of Aifty, of no family or wealth, whose
salon attracted ministers of state;
they haven't the educntion nor the lib-
erties that your women enjoy. and, {n
the mass, they are not regarded—how
do you say?—chivalrously. Yet there
they are!

MRS, KIESO SIG
SEVEN MONTHS

Restored to Health by Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.

Au
I suffe

Ill.—*“For seven lnnf months
from a female trouble, with
savere pains inm
back and sides until
1 became so wenk I
could hardly walk
from chair to chair,
and got so nervous
I would jump at the
slightest noise,

| was entirely unfit
to do my house-
work, 1 was giving
| up hope of ever be-
ing weall, when my
sister asked me to
| try Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
[ pnum*. 1 took six bottles and today I
| am a healthy woman able to do my own

housework. 1 wishs every suflering

woman would try Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound, and find out for
themselves how itis."" —Mrs. CARL
A. Kieso, 596 North Ave., Aurora, Il

The grest number of unsolicited tes-
timonials on file at the Pinkham Lab-
oratory, many of which are from time
to time published by permission, are
proof of the value of Lydia E Pink-

am's Vegetable Compound, in the
trentment of female llls,

Every ailing woman in the United
States is cordially invited to write to
the Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co.
(confidential), Lynn, Mass., for special
advice, It is free, will bring you health
and may save your life,
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SHORT ON HIS “PER CAPITA”

Boston Man Needs Only $37.50 to
Make Up the $43 Which Every-
one is Supposed to Possess.

According to the latest populantion
figures with reference to the money in
circulation In this country, every man,
womun and child In the United States
should have $48 in his, hers or Its
Jenns,

Have you got yours?

I haven't got mine, Newton Newkirk
writes in the Boston Post.

It occurs to me that when the fact
becomes generally known that 1
haven't got mine some “per caplta”
who discovers that he has conslderably
more ready cash In his pockets than he
ought to have according to this di-
vision of funds, will split with me, 8o
that I will have my normal quota of
dollara,

All 1 need In order to have my $43
Is 8§87.50,

No hurry about 1t, of course, but the
sooner somebody remits me this $37.50
the more grateful I will be, There is
really no necessity that 1T ennssee of
delaying or postponing such a little
matter as this. By a rapid mental
arithmetical calculation It will readlly
be seen that I now have $5.50 of the
$43 needed and before 1 have spent
any portion of this £5.00 It would be
well for somebody to muke up the def)-
cit of £87.50—otherwise the defleit Is
llable to be more,

A Little Game.

“Come on,” sald the first flea, as he
hopped from the brown bear's left fore-
leg; “come over and joln me nt a short
gnwe of golf"

“Golf," exclalmed the second flea,
bastily taking a blte of hyena; “where
In the realm of Barnum are wa go-
Ing to play golf?"

"Why,"” sald the first flea, “over on
the lynx, of course.”

She Knew,

Reggie—There’'s  been  something
trémbling on my lips for months and
months, Margle, snd—

Mnargie—Yes, so 1 see,
you shave it off ?*—Puck,

Why don't

International Accomplishments,
“Can the new recrult talk French?"
“No, but he knows how to walk

Spanish,”

Instant

I
1

|
|

“And why? Because they are capa- |

ble of great passions, great desires.
They are willing to take the art of
womanhood seriously, make Innumer-
uble sacrifices for It, as one must for
any art, in order to triumph in 1"
Hose thought this over rather du-
blously. It was a new notion to her—
or almost new. “But suppose.” she
objected, “one doesn't want to tri-
umph at it? Suppose one wunts to be
a—person, rather than just a woman "
“There are other careers (ndeed”
Madame Greville sdmitted, “and one
can follow them In the same spirit—
make the sacrifices — pay the lce
they demand. Mon Dieu! How 1
have preached. Now you shall talk
to me. It was for that I took you

captive and ran away with you."

After her talk with the act.
ress, Rose begins to understand
more why It is that married
folks don't always get along
very well together. An Inter
esting problem s unfolded in
the next Instaliment

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Postum

A table drink that
has taken the
place of coffee

in thousands of
American homes.

“There’s a Reason”

Delightful flavor
Rich aroma

Healthful

Economical

Sold by grocers everywhere.
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