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he, 1922,

it antinued
"Yes, it wis; and vou wha kept

from Y eaterday )

him up at ome theater without
knowing who he was, or what his
name wias, [ should have thought,

Mary, that you'd béen tanght bet.
ter than that by this time, Your

own fMarriagr

She hroke in tremulonsly “We
don't want to speak about that, T
made & mistak I know, but it's
over and done with, and Hazel isn't

married, or thinking ol getting mar

ried ™

ianmele seaowled, ® Achton reminds
me of Tin Bentley, anvway He's

tothut same soft way of looking

[ Lf?. that same soft tongue,
Hah! 1t makes m¥ sick, There are
nlepty decent lads round Bedmund
1! he wants a hushand, without
Phunkering after gentlemen n posi- |
tions above her own That yvoung
Normun Wieklow  has asked  her
more than onee, 1 know,”

Mres. Bentley tlushed,  “0h, no!
Shie womld surely hate told me af
h-' r.|,.|_-- |

I'he farmer Inoked supenior. “No |
girl tells her mother any more than |
she thinks she will,” he said un-|
kindly, His sister’s eyes filled with |
tears: Hazel was all that was leit |
tn her from the wreck of her pitiful
marriage; and she could not bear |

to think that perhaps she had not |
got all the girl's confidence.
Joe Danitls kicked ofi his boots, |
“It's bedtime,” he said
He went off upstairs, but

Hazel's

mother sat for a long time lost in
thouyght, the tears dropping fast on
the dainty work she was domg.
The tragedy of her own marriage
was

SureRelief

a thing long since ended and

grni[ly.[

| lorgotten, but it was an endless dread
X | and you o ept | with her that some day her own life's
im; and you an azel who piekec !

story might find
daughter's,

Young as Hazel was, she had al-
ready had half, the boys of Bed-
mund at her heels, and she had turn-
ed up her nose at them all.

“"As if 1 could marry any of them,
mother,” she said, with a faint disdain,
"They're so rough. 1 don't want
o live on a tarm all my Lfe. If
ever | marry it must he a man in
a good position—a man who can
take me to live in London.”

“She's beginning to talk like they
do 1 London,” her uncle said once,
lh.;;n-!rl”‘\', “I don't know where
she gets her fine words and man-
ners from.”

Mrs. Bentley know; knew that
the refinement and  charm  with
which Hazel's father had captured
here 20 years ago had been inherited
by his daughter. He had been a
fickle ne'er-do-well: he had made
lier more miserable during the three
vears of their married life than she
hatl ever believed it pessible for a
woman to he; and yet down to the
day of his death she had loved him
anil thought him the most attractive
man she had ever met,

Over and over again she could see
him in Harzel, some littletrick of
speech, some expression in the eyes,
and back would come the old heart-
ache.

Her husband had been thrown from
a restive horse he was trying to
train, and had broken his back.
They had brought him home to her
on an improvised stretcher and laid
him down at her feet in the little
parlor where she had spent so man
lonely hours, and there he had died.
It had been impossible to move
him; impossible to do anything to
prolong his life.

She could see it all as plainly

an echo in her
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Husband Helped in Housework.
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound Made Her Strong

Foster,

Oregon.—*'T used Lydia E.
egetable Compound for
paing across the
small of my back.
They bothered me
80

is doing \ for wo-
men, so I began to take it. It has
helped me wonderfully. I am feel-
ing fine, do all my housework and
washing for seven In the family. 1
have been irregular too, and now am

all right, I am telling my friends
what it has done for me and am sure
it will do good for others. You ean
use this letter asa testimonial. 1 will
stand up for Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound any time.” —
Mrs, Wn. JUHNKE, Foster, Oregon.

Doing the housework for a family
of seven igsome task. If you, asa
housewife, are troubled with back-
ache, irregularities, are easily tired
out and irritakle, or have other disa-
grecable ailments caused by some

wenkness, give Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegotable Compound & trial. Letit
help you.

| now,”

SMALL OF BACK

as if it had been but yesterday,

| though it was 17 long years ago.

He had looked up at her as he
lay there with a little flash of his
old smile,

“Send for the gov'nor; he'll come
he said weakly; and he had
\ been right. The old man who had
reinsed to acknowledge her or his
son's marriage, came a few minutes
beiore that son died.

There had been no time for ex-
planations, or even for forgiveness.
Jim just looked at his father and
pointed to Hazel—a litth curly-hair-
ed mite of 2 years then, hiding shy-
ly behind her mother’s skirts,

“Don't be hard on the kid," he
said with a touch of anxiety in' his
weak voice, "She's all a Bentley, any-
way,”

And a moment later he had died;
withont a word to his wife, without
a look for the girl who had loved
‘him so devotedly.

Her husband's people had offered
to take Hazel, but the offer had been
refused indignantly, and Mary Bent-
ley had never seen any of them
since. It was then that Joe Daniels
stepped into the bréach and brought
her back home to Cleave farm, and
she and Hazel had lived there ever
since.

And Hazel was more “all Bentley"
every day. Lately, too, she had asked
a great many questions about her
father's people.

“I  don't know anything about
then,” her mother told her. “They
never recognized me. 1 only saw
youg grandfather once in my life,
and then he did not speak half a doz-
en words to me."

Hazel had tried to find out some-
thing about them. Once she had
found her poring over some old
books of her father’s—an old Bible
with a list of names written on the
blank page in front.
| She had looked up at her mother
with puzzled eyes. “If my father
was James Bentley," she said, “he
must have had all these brothers and
sisters. Where are they all? They
can't all be dead?"” Mrs, Bentley
turned away from the eager question-
ing with a little pang a her heart.

“I know nothing about them,” she
said again quietly. “They did not
consider I was good ‘enough for
them."

Hazel heard the hurt tone in her

RLernowneed.
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Where peopie drink Clicquot
Everywhere within the bound-

aries of the country—here and
there and everywhere.

where it sets behind the Golden

on the border beyond

which lives the Lady of the
Snows, and down near Old
Mexico—they all like it.

Clicquot is a national drink. Tt

is a joy common to
y Yyoung and old.

£

é,"*" : Buy Clicquot Club

by the case for the
home.

THE CLICQUOT CLUB CQ.
Millis, Mass, U, 8. A,

Ginger Ale
Sarsaparilla
Birch Beer
Root Beer
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But she knew that in a quiet way,

Mrs. Bentley lived through all
these little incidents again as she sat
alone in the lamp-ht parlor and
thought over her brother's words.
oe loved Hazel, she knew, and per-
aps for that reason he was preju-

diced against Norman Wicklow and
Mr. Ashton, seeing in both of them
pessible suitors for his niece,
She rose presently, turned out the
lamp and “went upstairs. She passed
Hazel's door, and stood for a mo-
ment outside, but there was no sound
from within, and she went on 1o
her own room,

After all, age and grey hair can-
not make a woman's heart old; and
togight Mary Hentley felt herseli to
be once agamn the girl who had crept
out of her father's house in the early
dawn of a spring morning to he mar-
ried to Hazel's father; and she took
his portrait from the locket she al-
ways wore round her neck and kiss-
ed it before she got into bed and
cried herseli to sleep.

CHAPTER VIIL

“There's a letter for you, My, Ash-
ton,” Hazel said the following morn-
ing, meeting Biarry in the doorway.

It was quite early—only just after
7. but Barry had developed an as-
tonishing taste for early rising since
he came to Cleave farm. From his
window he had seen Hazel out in
the yard feeding the chickens, and
he had raced through his toilet and
come down in time to meet her at
the door. N

“A  letter—for me!™ he echoed
blankly. He could not think who
could have written to him; he had
given his address to nobody except
his uncle. Tt was something of a
relief, therefore, 1o ree that it was
his uncle's writing.

“Dear Barry,"” Mr. Wicklow wrote,
“as 1 have not heard anything of you
I thought I had better write and ask
how you are progressing. Norman's
ankle still keeps him a prisoner, I
am glad to say, but he has written
several times to a certain ladg who
shall be nameless, and, needless to
say, the letters have not been posted.
I had a note from Mrs. Dudley this
morning asking very urgently for
your address. She rang up yesterday
when 1 was out. What am [ to do?
Please let me have instructions,
Wishing you good luck.—Your affec-
tionate uncle JOHN WICKLOW."

Barry frowned. “You don't look
very pﬁ-asu!.” Hazel said, smiling at

irritably, "1 hate answering
I came away for a holiday

saud,
them

[ don't want to he bothered™ His
brow cleared and he smled, I
shan't answer it anyway,” he said,
hl\vl(hh'

“Is that the way vou treat all your
correspondents? she asked

“1 hate letter writing,” Barry
saird again, evasively, He wondered
what the dickens Agnes wanted his
address for., He had done with her.
It seemed ages and ages since he had
danced obedient attendance at her
heels,

]
It was strange how a man could

change in a short time; lis eves
wandered to the girl heside him, For
the first time he saw that she, too,
had a letter, which she was folding
and refolding rather nervously in her
hands.

“Who has been writing to you?" he
asked, abruptly.

She looked up startled, flushing a

little. She put her hands hehind her |

back.
“Nohody very much,” she uirl,l
quickly. *I get very few letters, hut

—oh!" she had dropped the letter,
Barry grabbed for it. He glanced
at the writing on the envelope as he
returned it to her. 1t was Norman's,
For a moment he did not speak,
There was a hitter feeling of jealousy
in his heart. So, in spite of his father,
Norman had managed to get one let
ter through?
“1 suppose it's from that—chap in
the photograph?” he said, shortly,
She did not answer.

The blood rose to Barry's face, "Is
it?" he insisted,
She looked up at him. “Really,

Mr. Ashton, [ can't see what it's got
to do with you” She moved past
him into the house.

He stood where she had left him
till breakfast was ready. He was in
no mood for company. Hazel
glanced at his sullen face as he took
his seat at the table and a little smile
lit her eyes.

Joe Danicls had had his breakfast
earlier and gone out. Barry and the
two women were alone,

They were all rather silent. Mrs.
Rentley looked a little pale, as if she
had not slept very well,

“Any letters this morning, Hazel?"
she asked, presently.

“Yes, mother, Mr. Ashton had one,
and there was one for me from Mr.
Wicklow.” She glanced at Barry as
she spoke.

Mrs, Bentley looked up. “From

| against his cnp for a second as he
witted for Hazel's ng:lr.

“HMe savs that he has sprained his
Lankle,” she said, evenly, “but that if
Lt is Letter he hopes to be able to
| come down tomorrow—{or the week-

end.”

Rarry raised startled eyes from his
| eggs and bacon; his face had flushed
| crimson

“Coming here, for the week-end,"
he stammered.

Hazel looked at him u!mlx. *So
he says—if his ankle is better,

“There was a poignant silence.
“Does Mr, Ashton know Norman?”
Mrs, Hentley asked in faint surprise,

Hazel shook her head,

“You know he doesn't, mother."”

*I thought it might be possible”
the elder woman answered. She
looked at Barry. “Once or twice 1
have thought that Mr. Ashton and
Mr, Wicklow were somehow alike;
only in expression, of course.”

Hazel laughed, “Mother] They're
not a bit ahke."”

Rut Mrs, Bentley stuck to  her
point, “It'c only an occasional ex-
[ pression, of course,” she admitted.
“But every now and then something
'in Mr. Ashton's eyes—"
| She hroke off apologetically.
| "1 am flattered,” said Barry, dryly,
He had noticed that Mrs. Bentley
had alluded to his cousin as “Nor-
{man.” They must be on very friend-
Iy terms for them to call him by his
Christian name, he thought, jealously,

As soon as bhreakfast was over he
went out for a long walk by himself.
He knew that Hazel came to the
door and Ilooked after him as he
strode away down the garden, but
he did not turn his head. He was
smarting with jealousy. He believed
that she had deliberately tried to
hurt him by+her frequent reference
to his cousin.

(Continued in The Bes Tomorrow.)

Tree liore Apples Last
Year, Cherries This Year

Clearfield, Ta., July 19.—Horticul-
turists are puzzled over the variety
of fruit produced by a tree on Wil-
liam Bagley's farm, near the Osceola
Mills community.

Last year the tree is said to have
borne three apples.

This wvear, according to Bagley,
the tree produced many cherries. .

Bagley purchased the tree five
vears ago from a tree nursery, he
says, and it has never been grafted,

On the
BARGAIN
COUNTER

About 490 pair
of white canvas
pumps and lace
oxfords with
Louils and Junior
Louis heels, for
this grand clear
away, per palr—

Jo
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Announces Another Genuine Value-Giving

ale!

of Ladies’ High Grade

The scope of this sale

extends throughout
the egtire store. Re-
markable  discounts

are offered on every
pair of shoes in the
store. Our windows
offer a fair example
of the attractive
values.

No Exchanges
No Deliveries
Every Sale Final

Oxfords = Pumps

In the
BARGAIN
BIN

About 230 pairs,
in brolien sizes
of patent, black
and brown, kid
pumps, oxfords
and strap slip-
pers, mostly
with Louis heels |
in one lot, at

Slﬁ

- SHOE MARKET

320 South Sixteenth Street
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mother’s voice; she got up and kiss- | hus serious face  “ls it bad news™ Mr, Wicklow=—it wm quite & long time = e e e —
e M . f B wO kl . ed her impulsively |  Barry tore the letter across and ! smce we heard from hun  Is there
| “Poor little mother! RBut then|across, any news?"
I arrlage 0 arry lc Ow thev didn't know vou" i "1 bhate letters from people,” he Marey's spoon tinkled agitatedly
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Events for Thursda

200 of Our Better .
Dresses for Girls

Reduced for Thursday

to $37_5

White dresses—dainty voiles and organdies
trimmed with rows of insertion and edges of fine
Iace, .

Low-waist models of colored dotted Swiss com-~
bined with white organdie.

Printed voiles and figured dimities in medium
light shades of little-girl colors.

Tissue gingham, practical and cool, and cun-
ning enough to wear anywhere.

Sizes for girls of 6 to 14 years,
Burgess-Nash Junier Shop—Third Fleer.

Thursday in the Men’s Shop)

Our Entire Stock

Men’s Summer Trousers
Reduced to 5365

Every pair of cool, lightweight trousers in
our stock, including our finest makes in Tropi-
cal Worsted, Palm Beach and Mohair.

Men’s Linen Knickers
Pair $295

One special lot of knickers in the
weight that one will enjoy wearing in the
hot days of July and August, -

Spring : Summer Suits

at 20% Discount

Our entire stock of men’s summer suits, tai-
Included are suits
of mohair, gilk pongee, tropical worsteds, fin-
ished and unfinished cassimeres, and flannels.
Blues, browns, grays and mixtures.

Burgess-Nash Men's Shop—Main Floer.

lored by the finest makers.

For the Small Boy

Summer Knickers

Choice of entire stock
in Palm Beach, Panama
cloth and linen crash.
Sizes 4 to 17, Priced

Pair, $1.65

Sport Blouses

Striped percales and
chambray reduced to
Each, 69¢

0dd lots in sizes 4 to
6;a fewin B to 14, ¥
Each, 25¢ -

Burgesp-Nash—Main Floor.

o]

| Sheffield Silver
Knife and Fork Sets
Special $225

These are large dinner-sized knife
and fork sets heavily plated in bright

pattern.

Spanish and Oriental .

Allover Laces
Special, yard, $2.95

Pure silk laces, 36 inches wide.
One may choose from spider web
mesh in lovely patterns, and from
filet mesh in rose or Greek design.
The colorings are beautiful and
there is flouncing to match each
Priced, a yard, $2.95. :

Burgess-Nash Lace Shep—Main Floor.

ﬁni_sh. Three attractive patterns from
which to select. Silverware for general
homg use or for the summer cottage.
6 knives and 6 forks, set, $2.25.

Sheffield Silver
Roll Travys '

Beautiful oval tray, turned edge,
burnished finish. Special—

Each, $1.00

Burgess-Nash Silver Shop—Main Floer.

The* Orpheus”

Light as a Feather

The very latest port-
able phonograph. Ideal
for party, picnic and

porch use. Black wal-
nut finish. Priced at—

$3000

Burgess-Nash—Fifth Floer

RED ARROW ROOTH

Summer Blouses

Each 5 7c

Lovely voile blouses that excel even our
“always-to-be-found” bargains of the Red Ar-
row Booth. They are lace or embroidery
trimmed, with “V,” square or round necks.
Styles for business and sports wear with suits
and sweaters or with separate skirts.

No C. 0. D's. No Refunds,
No Mail Orders. Ne Will Calls.

Burgess Nash Red Arrow Booth—Doswnstairs Sters,




