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“Good-night, old girl!"  Something
In the tone touched her, with 8 vagae
hint of unhappiness, but she dld not
atop to analyze i1, She went boek
through hisz room, and through the (1
tle passige, und rejolned Martine The
freedom of Perer's apartment  Allx
had always taken a= noturally as she
did the freedom of her father's

“Can't henr us, eh? Murtin nsked,
when again she stood bheside him,

"Podltively not!” she nnswersl,

"Look here,” he said,  sahruptly
“SWhat brought me up here s
Who's muking love 1o "erys?

Indignant, and with rising ewdor, she
stgred ut him

“Who—whut "

“She's having & nlce Hitle gaiet Nlr-
tatlon with somehbwly,” Marvtin w=ald,
with a significant and worning smile.
"Who Is 1t?

" don't know who's been talking
to you about Cherry, Mortin' Allx
pald, sharply, “but you know you can't
repeat that sort of rotten keandal 1o
me!"”

“I don't mean uny lonrm=—0 don't
mean any hirm ™ he pssured her, with
& quiek attempt to qulet the storin he
had ralsed,  “Don't get mod-=don™
get mad! But T happen to know that
there's some attraction thut's keeplng
Cherry here, and 1 came ap to ook
over the ground for myself, do you
see? Come ob, now, put me on "

Allx mnde an effort nt self-coufrol,

“Murtin, you're mistaken ! she sali,
quletly. “Youn have no right to Heten
to any one who tells you such things,
and it it wasn't that you're Cherry's
busband I wouldn't lsten o you! Bul
you'll have to tuke my word for 0t
that It's n e, We three have lved
up here without seelng any one—any
one! Cherry has hardly spoken to n
man, except Peter and Antone and
Kow, since she came "

"Who s this George Sewall?” he
asked, shrewdly,

“The lawyer! Oh, heavens, Martin!
Why, George was n bean of mine; he's
& widower of fifty, nnd has Just an-
pounced his engagement 1o the traloed
purse thut took cure of his boy!"

“H'm " Martin  commented,

“If uny one mentioned Cherry's name
s connection with George,” Allx sald,
Armly, "that was a perfectly mallelous
sander—"

“Sewall's wasn't meotioned!" Mar-
b suld, hastlly,

*Whose vume  was
an 1" Allx pursued, hotly,
"Well, nobody's pame was  men-
tioned,"  Muartin took n great many
ereased and rubbed pupers from his
vaul pockets, and shifted them over.
Finnily, with a fut, deliberate hund he
silecred one and put the others away,
“Fiils Is from my mother,” he sald.

“My sunt, Mrs, North—"

“We saw her here, a woek or two
npo!" Allx snld as he paused,

"Well, she was in Portland, und saw
the folkw sald Martin, “And my
wother writes me this—"  And after
a few seconds of searching Le read
from the letter:

“ 'Bessie North saw Cherry and Mrs.
Joyce in Milk Valley, and If 1 was you
I would not let Cherry stay awny too
long, A wife's place Is with her hus-
band, especinlly when she s us pretiy™
an Cherry, nnd If Bessle is right, some-
body else thinks she's pretty, toos, and
you know It deesn't tnke much to start
poople talking, 1t iso't lke she had
a couple of chilidren to keep her busy.”

“That's all of that," suld Murtin,
folding the letter. He eyed Allx keens
ly. “Well, what do you think?* he
asked, triumphuntly,

“I think that's a wean, wicked thing
to say!" she sald, Indignantly, *“No,
Martin,” she suld, sllencing bhlm, as
he would have Interrupted her, “1
know she I8 beautiful and young, and
1 know—Dbecuuse she's told me—that

this,

mentioned,

you and she feel thut your marrlage Is |

a mistake, but If you think-—*"

“Oh, s&he suld that, did shie? Now,
look herey,” with hig alr of ussurance,
"By George, she hind somerhing on hor
mind when she met me today,  She
was Mssed, all right, and It wasn't all
the surprise of seclng we, elther, Flrst
she wunted to telephone you—then
she fussed over your messnge

“Cherry gets finttered very casliy 1™
Allx rominded him,

“Well, she was fussed all right this
wornlng. She suld no to mentlon It
to Allx, because she bad promised
that It should go on thme, 1 thought
maybe she meant that you wanted her
to go hersell; vo, she suld, a vote
would do--"

Ml don't know what you're talking
about 1" Alix sald, puzzled,

“Your note!" Martin explalned.

YWhnat pnote! 1 didn't write anoy note,
Cherry telephoped—"

“No,” be sald, patlently apnd per-
functorlly, “you wanted—Cherry—to—
aay — good-by — ro—those—people—
who—weje—sulling! That was all
fhe wrote 11 It got there In time, |
guess. Anyway. | bheard the girl say
# rush 1 oto the beat "
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“Oh " ALY sald,

M- whe ndded
Her tone betraved nothing, but she
winr thoroughly nt sen i) 1 nmk
Cherry to say good-by to uny one?”
whie asked herself, golng back 1o the
heginning of the long day. Instiner
warned  her sant nothing  would  be
gnined by sharing her perplexity with
Martin, "1 glve you my word that she
husn't been ive minates alone with any
one hut Peter and me!” she sald,
feankly, looking Inte Mnartin's
Now, pre you sitisfled ¥

“Sure, U'm uptistied ! he npswered
“'N ke rour shay-so for it."  He
yawned.  “Teouhle with Cheery (s, she
hasn't enough to do!™ he tinished sapl
ently

“*I'm n with whom (o
ikcnss Cherey ! ANX hinred, whih an
unsmiling nod for good-anght,

Antd she looked at (herry's corn-
colored heml, ten mioutes later, with
w thrill of mmnternnl protectiveness,
Cherry  wius evidently asleep, burled
teep muder the bhlpe urmy hinnkets,
But Allx did pot get to sleep thit
night.

She olid not even undress.  For it
wus while sitting on the side of her
hed, ready o begin the process, il
through her exclted and indignant and
whirling thoughts the Nest susplelon
shot ke & touch of flame,

T tell Peter oll this when Martin
has gone,” Alix decided.  “He'll ha
tnrlous—he adorex Cherry=—he'll be
Mmriops—he thinks that there (s no oneg
Hke Cherry—"

The words she had sgald came back
to her, and she =gald them agnin, half-
gloud, with n look of palo and anlimost
of lear suddenly coming Into  her
eVus,

“Peter ndores Cherry—"

And then she knew, Even while
the siek - susplelon  formed  Tuself,
vague nnd menancing and horrible, In
her heart, she knew the truth of It
And though for hours she was to
welgh It and measure it, to remember
md  question and  compare all the
duys and hours that she and Petor and
Cherry had been together; from the
moment the thought was born she
knew that it was to be with her an
accepted fact for all time 1o come.

For n few seconds Allx felt 1,
tuzed, and shocked almost beyond en-
during. She sat immovable, her eyes
fixed, her body held rigid, as a body
might be in the second before |t fell
atter o buller had cleanly plerced the
ieart,

Then she put her hand to her throat,
nnd looked with a sort of terror at
the silent figure of Cherry. Nobody
must know-—that was Allx's first clear
thought, She was breathivg hard, her
brepst rislng and falling palofully,
fand the hieod In her temples began to
pound ; her mouth was dry,

With a blind Instinet for solltude
she went quickly and silently from the
gleeping porch, and into the warm sit-
fing room, For a few minutes Allx
stood, with one foot on the chaln that
linked the old brass fire dogs, her el
bow on the mantel, and her cheek
resting agoninst her arm,

“No,” she whispered, almost audl-
bly, “no—it can't be that! It ean't be
Cherry nnd Peter—Oh, my God! Oh,
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.

“No,”* She Whispersd.
Be That"

“No, It Can"t

my God, [t has been that, all the time,
thut, all the time-—and 1 never knew
it=—=1 never dreamed 1t}

“I's Peter and Cherry! They have
tome to carve for each other——they
Lave come to enre for each other,” she
tunld to herself, her thoughis rushing
] uhd tumbling In mad eonfusion as she
[ tented and trled the new fear. *“It
fiust he o, Bat i can't be sol" Ally
mterropted  herself o werror, “for
whnt shall we do—what shall we do!
Cherry In love with Peter. Bt Peter
I8 my husband—-be Is my hushangd—"

And In & spasm of pain she shut her
eyes, ahod flung her head as If suffo
enting The benting of her heart
frightened her. *“I shall be glck If |
go on this way!” she reminded her
self. “And then they will know. They
mustn't  know, But Peter—" she
whispered suddenly., “Peter, who has
nlways been so gooll to me—xo gen
erous to me—and It was Cherry all
the thme! Even those years mgo
when we nsed to tease him about the
Indy with the erinollnes and ringlets
It was she, But why didn’t he ask her
Iinstend of me? wondered Allx, and
with an aching hend and a frowning
hrow she began to pleee it gl to-
ket her,

The terrible truth rose irlumphant
from ull her memories, Sometimes for
# second hope wounld fiood her with
nlmoxt painful joy, but Inevitably the
truth shut down upon her agnin, and
hope died, angd she reglized nfresh tha
Wirow, stronger than  hoefore, was
waiting to gelze her agaln,

“Well- I enn't stand |t
Allx sald, suddenls
the door, and opened
noiseleskly  out
Ing n cont
passed,

in here !
Hhe crossed o
i, nnd slipped
into the night, eateh
from the rack s she

The night was wrapped In an ocean
for, there was no moon and no stars
but the alr was soft and warm, With
no gonl in view, Allx elimbed apwuril
walking rapldly, bhreathing hard, and
frequently  speaking aloud., as gome
polgnant thought smote her, or stand
Ing still, too =lek with pain, under an
mnexpected rushh of emaotlon, (o move

“"He would have told me about It
why didn't 1T ler him! ran Alix's
thoughts, ™I thought of some older
womnn, I don't know why—anyway, |
tidn't care so much then, But 1 care
now! Peter, | care now! 1 ean't give
yYou up, even to Cherry, It I& non-
sense to tulk of giving him up.” Alx
told herself, sitting down In the Inky
dnrk. on a log against which her wild
walk had suddenly brought her, “for
we are gl murried people, and we all
love eich other, But oh, I am 50 Ror-
ry! 1 am so sorry, Peter,” she whis-
pered, as If she were speaking to him,
"You couldn’t help it, T know that.
She Ix g0 pretty and so sweet, Cherry
—und she turns to you as If you were
her big brother "

She got to her feet and went on.

“"What am I thinking about—it's ab-
surd! Can't people like ench other, In
this world, just becuuse they happen
to he married! Peter would bhe the
first 1o laugh at me. And Is It falr to
Cherry even to think that she would—

"Oh, but It’s true!' the honester im-
pulde Interrupted, mercllessly, *“It s
true. Whether It's right or wrong, or
sensible or absurd, they do love each
other; that's what has changed them
both."

And she began to remember a hundred
—a thousand—trifles, that made it all
hideously clear. Words, glances,
mooils subtler than elther, came buck
to her. Cherry's confusion of Iate,
when the question of her return to
Martln was ralsed, her Indifference to
her Inheritance, her restless talk dur-
ing one hour of lmmediate departure,
und during the next of an appurently
termless visit; all these were slgnifi-
cant now.

“1 am desperately unhappy " Cherry
had sald. And lmmedlately after that,
Alix recalled wretchedly, had come
brief and apparently animless talk
about Alix's rights, and her eagerness
to share them with her sister.

“Poor Cherry " the older sister sald
wloud, standing still for a moment,
and pressing both hands over her hot
eyes, “Poor llttle old Cherry—life
husn't been very kind to her! She
and Peter must be so sorry and
ushamed about this! And Dad would
be ®o sorry; of all things he wanted
most that Cherry should be happy!
Perhups,” thought Alix, “he reallzed
thut she was that sort of a nature, she
must love and be loved, or she cannot
live! But why did he let her marry
Murtin, and why wasn't he here to
keep me trom marrying Peter? What
. mess—iiess—mess we've made of It
all "

As she used the term, she resllzed
that Cherry had used It, too, thls same
evenlng, and fresh conviction was
added to the great welght of convie-
tion in her heart,

“Oh, Peter—Poter—Peter 1™ she
monned, writhing ns the cry escaped
her. “Why couldn't It have been me,
why couldn't you have loved me that
way? 1 know I am not go pretiy as
Ubherry," Allx went on, resuming her
restless walk, “and I know thuat those
things don't seem to mean as much to
me s to most women! But, Peter”
she sald softly, aloud, "no wife cver
loved a mwan more than 1 love you, my
dear!”™ She remembered some of his
hnlf-laughing, half-fretful repronchies,
when he had told her thut she loved
him much as she loved Buck, and that,
in these respects, she wus
thiun a healthy ehild, “I muy be a
child" sald Allx, fecling that a dry
flame wus consuming her heart, “but
a child can love! My denr—my degr—

“I wish 1 could ery."” she sald sud-
denly, finding herself sitting on u log
where low onks met the forest and the
open meandows, “But now we must
face this thing sensibly., What Is to
be done? They must not know thut 1
kpow, and In some way we must get
out of this tangle. Bven If Peter were
free, Cherry wowld not be free” ghe
deelded, “and so the only thing to do
I8 to help them, unti) It dies away ”

No guspieton of the truth stahhed
her, although she remembered Myetin
und his strange tale of a messnge and
wondered about it a little o her
thoughts, To whom had Cherry bheen
sending that elegram If not to Merer?
And I to Peter, why hod she not
slmply telephoned? Because she had
Ktown that Peter was not In his of-
fiee, beopnse she hnd going to
meet im somewhere But where?

oo more

been

Well, ut the boat. Murtin had beard

her tell the boy that ke wsust catek
the bhoat,

Allx did not guess the truth. Bat
she guessed enough to mnke her feel
frightened and slck. &he could not
suppose that Cherry and Peter huod
planned to go away on that bosat to-
gether, hecnuse wt most her thoughts
would have grasped the ldea of one or
two days’ sbsence only, and they had
given her no warning of that. But
until this Instant the thought of the
passionnte desire that enveloped them
had not reached her; she had Imag-
Ined Cherry's feellng for Peter to be
something only n little stronger than
her own,

Now she thought of Cherry'as benuty,
her traginee and softness, the shine
In her biue eyes and the light on her
corn-colored halr, and knew that Iife
for them all, of late, had been mined
with frightful danger,

“Cherry would be disgraced, and

Martin—Martin would kill her, If he
found her out! Oh, my little
| sigtor! She would be town tialk: she

1€ o reckiess, ghe would do anything

-whe would he a public seandal, and
the papers would have her pletures—
Dad's  little  yellow-headed Charlity !
luh, Pad” she sald, looking up into

the dork, “tell me what to do! 1 need
yvou so! Waon't yon somehow tell me
whit to do?"

Nilenes nand darkness, But even In
thiat gloom Allx eould tell the fog was
lifting, and 8 swiden sweep of hreeze,
llke a tired bhreath, went over the tops
of the redwonds,

Steadily cume the change, The dark-
ness, by impereeptible degrees, lifted.
“Light " Allx whispered, awestruck.
And n few moments luter she added,
“Dauwn "

It wus dawn Indeed that was-creep-
Ing Inte the walley, and ns It bright-
ened and deepened and warmed mo-
mentarlly, Alix felt some of the peace

“Bucky!

Did You Misa Me, Oid
Fellow ™

and glory of it swelling In her tired
heart. She was still sitting on the
log, dreamily watching the expanding
beauty of the new day, when there
was o crashing in the underbrush be.
hind her, and wild with joy, and with
twigs and dried brown grasses on his
wet coat, Buck came bounding out of
the forest, and leaped upon her.
“Bucky!" she faltered, as he stood
heslde her, his quick tongue flashing
ecstatically, close to her face, every
splendld musele of his body wrigkling
with eager affection. “Did you miss
me, old fellow? DIid you come to Hnd
me?"

She had not cried during the long
vigll of the night, when a storm hnad
raged In her heart, and had left her
weak nnd sick with dread. But there
was pepce pow, and Allx locked her
arms abont the dog's shounlders, and
lald her face aganinst his satiny head,
und erled,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

MONARCH A MEAN NEIGHBOR

Sennacherib, Ancient Ruler of Egypt.
Evidently a Bully of the
Highest Order.

iolng about knocking down other
king's citles when they fafled to “Kiss
his feet,” was one of the plnyful hablts
of Sennacherlb, ruder of Egypt some
two 'wusand vears ago, according to
cuneiform tablets just placed on ex-
hibitlon at the University of Chicago,
Sennacherib kept a “diary” of his
“playful habits.” The big stote sinbs
were brought to the Unlteidl Sinres,
with other recards of anclent Egypt,
hy Prof, Jnmes H. Breasted. *“In my
third eampalgn T marched against the
fnmdd of Hattd (Palestine),” sald Sen-
nacherth in his “diary.” *“The kings
of the west Iand brought rich gifts be-
fore me for the fourth thone and kissed
my feer,” “Hezekinh, the Judean, who
had not submitted to my yoke, 1 be-
sleged and took 40 of his strong-walled
clitles, together with countless small
citles, by nssault of battering rams
and slege englnes, attpck by foot 8ol
diers and by mines and breaches. |
captured some two hundred thousand
people, some smoll and great, men and
women, oxen and Innumerable sheep.”
“Hezekinh himeelf 1T shur up In Je
rusalem ke a eaged bird” Other
tablets showed that Sennacherth had
n Cheops “jazz band,” a dromedary
“todldle” and desert “home brew."”

Technical.

The dramatle trinngle, Mobert, is
enused by people not belng on the
squnre,

When a man lsughs ot misfietane
It's gevernlly that of another,
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you ask for and secure Alabastine.

absolutely sanitary.

and special sy
ative problems and

1635 Grandville Ave.

These walls should be Alabastined in the latest,
up-to-the-minute nature color tints. Each room should
reflect your own individuality and the treatment
throughout be a complete perfect harmony in colors.

The walls of the old home, whether mansion or cottage, can be
made just as attractive, just as sanitary, through the intelligent use of

Instead of kalsomine or wallpaper
It is absolutely necessary if you expect Alabastine results that

Avoid kalsomines under various names and insist on the package
with the cross and circle printed in red. That is the only way to be
sure you are getting the genuine Alabastine.

Alabastine is easy to mix and apply, lasting in its results, and

Alabastine ina dry powder, put up in five-pound
tiful tints, ready to mix and use by the addition of cold water, and with full direc-
tions on each package. Ewvery farlwgr of genuine

Alakartine has cross and circ

Better write us for hand-made color de-

estions. Give us your decor-
us help you work them out.

Alabastine Company

) f“ : = I |
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packages, white and beau.

e printed in red.

Grand Raplds, Mieh,
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Write today for

.
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ree catalog anmd J0-day Special Offer,

Lincoln Auto & Tractor School

24TH & O STS.

Our gradustes
alwr:zt in de
i ma at  good
make you an ::gert
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HIS POINT QUITE REASONABLE
A Good Lopic In Negro's Contention
as to Lion’s Probable Change
to a Meat Diet,

A negro employed at one of the
Hollywood movle studios was drafted
by a director to do a novel comedy
scene with a lion,

“You get Into this bed,” ordered the
director, “and we'll bring the llon In
and put him in bed with you. It will
be a scream."

“Put a llon In bed with me!" yelled
the darky. “No, sah! Not a-tall, I
quits right bere and now."

“But,"” profested the director, “this
llon won't hurt you. This llon was
brought up on milk.”

“So was [ brung up on milk.,” walled
the darky, “but I eats meat now."—
Los Angeles Times,

New Medical Standards for China,
The Unlted States Pharmacopoela
I8 being translated intn the Chinese
language under the direction of the
Philadelphia College of Pharmaey and
Sclence. Before the war Germany
tried to have the German Pharma-
copoela translated into Chinese, with
the object, of course, that German
manufacturers might export to China
drugs of German standnrds. Great
Britain has made similar attempts
Commuter's Impreasion.

“Is this an accommodation traln?”

asked the travellng man.

“Only In a technieal gense,” replied
Mr. Crossiots, “As a matter of fact
it's one of the most disobliging tralns
[ ever rode on."

TAKES UMBRELLA TO MASTER

Clever Dog That Keeps a New York
Commuter Dry When He Gets
Caught in Rain,

“T'll show you a regular dog,”™ sald
Gardiner to hls frlend Johnson, whom
he had invited to dinner at his home
in Long Island, according to the New
York Sun. They had alighted from
the train and it was raining. Gardl-
ner gazed up and down the street
anxiously.

“What are you looking for?' asked
Johnson.

“There!"” exclalmed Gardiner, ignor-
Ing “his frlend’s question and point-
ing down the street. "““There's a reg-
ular dog.”

A Belgian pollce dog ¢ame running
toward the station with an umbrella
in its mouth. The dog stopped In front
of Gardiner,

“That's my dog,” sald Gardiner. “On
rialoy days my wife gives him an um-
brella and he brings It down to the
statlgn so I don't have to walk home
in the wet.”

The Caddie's Retort,

“How are you playing?' we asked
a golfer at the club the other day,

“You know me.” sald the man, “My
regular game—a lot of careleas work,
hut now and then a good shot, Always
there are some good shots sprinkled
through the day llke plums in a pud-
Alng."

Timely Advice.
“I want to leave footprinta on the
sands of time."
“Well, keep out of the mud."

If you hit your thumb
with a hammer you
wouldn't blame your
thumb for hurting.

Then why blame your
husband whose nerves
may have been pounded
by coffee, and whose rest
probably has been broken
by the irritation of the
caffeine it contains?

If vou stay awake half
the night yon don't feel
any too cheerful.

The caffeine of coffee
and the thein of tea are
known drugs. If their use
is persisted in, sooner or
later the nervous system
may give way,

Then you may have
insommia, or disturbed
sleep. Your nerves and
tissues will be robbed of
that stability essential for
normal and happy living,

Whose fault is it when your

husband is cross at
breakfast?

You can avoid this
possibility if you'll stop
drinking tea and coffee and
drink instead, rich, pleas-
ing Postum.

Postum ia the deli-
cious cereal beverage with
a cofiee-like flavor., It
affords the advantages of
a hot drink, without the
ill effects of tea or coffee,

Order Postum from
your grocer today. Try
it with the family for a few
days, and see what a dif-
ference there'll be—how
it will permit Nature to
bring sound sleep and
strong, sturdy, quiet
nerves., Sold by grocers.

Postum comes in two
forms: Instant Postam (in tina)
made instantly in the cup by
the additon of boiling water.
Postum Coereal (in packages of
larger bulk, for those who pre-
fer to make the drink while the
meal is being prepared) made
by boiling for 20 minutes,

Postum for Health

“Theres a Reason''




