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imagine the feelings of a
hard-working, dutiful husband
when he learns that his wife is 2
dangerously flirting with a E
worthless bachelor—and when :“;.
his wife defies to do any- &
thing about the matter. Does
such a situation justify divorce,
notwithstanding the “until death
do us part" vow?
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“| Want to Know What You Say Over
the Telephone to Lamhorn.”

she knew that girl got a pair of walk-
ing shoes re-soled and patched, because
she got it done the same place Mrs,
Kittersby's cook had hers!”

{saw a

| was guing to say

| never told me anything-—

“Well, well?' he urged, impatiently

by says they haven't got a thing!
absgolutely nothing-—-and they
know anywhere to turn!

wholoe wondering what
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was 80 indifferent
they !

or 8o ago, but she
she scared the men off.
were lucky! Marry her? The mm‘
that found himself tied up to that]
girl—" |

“Perrible funny, terribie funny!” |
gaid Roscoe, with sarcasm “It's s0
funny [ broke a decanter

Graclous!

cut

ginss

- | and spllled a quart of

“Wait!” she begged. “You'll
drive up and some
men go house Well, 1
thought 1'd see, so I slipped over—ani
it was their piano! They'd sold it
were trying to sneak it out after dark
so nobody'd catch onl” Again
gave way jo; t. but re
sumed, as her husband seemed about
to Interrupt the narrative, “Walt a
minute, ean’t you? Yes, they'd sold it
and 1 hope they'll pay some of their
debts. They owe everybody, a lnst
week a coal dealer 1
at the door with
cook told our upstairs
she dida't know
herself!

sS0e, 1
big wagon
into

the

ghe
to her

enjoymen

maa
Mr. Vertrees

sald when she'd seen
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hear of such a case t girl

nouey,

Vhat girl! Their cook?”
hat Vertrees «

Don't ¥

12 up into

1 Bee
they looked or
neighborhood last ch
down and

Sherl

were
re bohs up t} reen, rich

& I:xl‘ her

“ihbs

indd drove

she rnedd,

retu

those people weren't

Alecks ir

ome down

faced

smart
v'd had
the perch a little I
wouldn't think it funny, but to |
ee 'em sit up on their pedesatal all the |

well, 1 think
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probably
wWas

time they're eating dirt
it's funny! That girl sits up as if she
was Queen Elisabeth, and expects
people to wallow on the ground before
her until they get near enough for her
to give 'em a good kick with her old |
patched oh., she'd that,
right!-—and then she powders up and

|
goes out to mash-—Bibbs Sheridan!” I
“lLook here™ |
|

|

shoes do

said Roscoe, heavily
“I don't care abont that one way or
another. If you'se through, 1 got|
something I want to talk to you about. '
[ was going to, that day just before we
heard aboat Jim.” i

At this Sibyl |
eyes became intensely bright 1
is 187"

“Well,” he began, frowning, “what 1 |
then—" He broke
off. and, becoming conscious that he
was still holding the wet napkin in his
hand, threw it pettishly Into a corner.
“I never expected I'd have to say any- |
thing like this to anybody 1 married: |
but [ was going to ask you what was |
the matter between you and Lam
horn.”

Siby! uttered a sharp monosyllable
“Well?”

“1 feoit the time had come for me to
know about it.,” he went on. “You

stiffened quickly: her
“What

“You never asked” she interposed,
curtly.

“Well, we'd got In a way of not
talking much,” sald Roscoe. “It Jooks
to me now as If we'd pretty much lost
the tun of each other the way a good
many people do. I don't say it wasn't
my fault. 1 was up early and down to |
work all day, nng I'd come home tired |

| at night, and went to go to bed soon as
“Well, U'in telling you! Mra, Kitters |
Just |

I'd got the paper read-—unless there |
was some good musical show in town, |
Well, yon seemed all right until heee |
lately, the last month or so, I began to
see gomething was wrong. [ couldn’t
help sesing 1"

“Wrong?' she sald. “What like?”

| game

fq‘if“ul

ting

{ waa here,

Sibyl, breathing quickly

i close to her.

alt } |

| quiekly.

“yon changed; yon didn’'t look the !
You were all strung up and ex-
and filgety; you got to looking
peakid and run down. Now then, Lam
had been with us a
but 1 noticed that not long ago
you got to picking on him about every |
little thing he did; you got to quarrel- |
with him when [ was and |
wasn't. 1 could see you'd been !
quarreling whenever I came In and he |
18 |
asnked |

horn going gool

while,

there
when I

“Do you object to  that?”

Y when it Injures my wife's
health!”! he returned, with a quick lift
of his eyes to hers, “You began to run
about the time you
with him.” He stepped
“See here, Sibyl, I'm go-
ing to know what it means."”

#Oh, you are?’ she snapped. “That
was what you were going to say the
other day. Yes. What else have you
to say tonight?”’

g 5 he replied,
want to know

down Jjust
falling

began
out

i

onight.” with grim

swiftness I why yon

ot
A

“My Name,” Said Roscoe, “Can Help,
That.”

e ce with bim
shrilly. “You

what,

"ahe cried,
now just what's
1 to your sister

iting ugly things
then you come

about your w
making
and humii
Do you s

home

before the servants

me in their presence!
Irish girl didn’t hear every
you said? You go in there and eat
Go and eat your
alone—because | won't eat with |

that

dinner alone! Goon!

|
she broke away from the detain- |
grasp he upon
and dasbed up the stairway. pant
He heard the door of heg room |

sought to fasten

slam overhead, and the sharp click of |
the key in the lock {

CHAPTER XVIL

At aseven o'clock on the last morn- |
ing of that month, Sheridan, passing |
through the upper hall, found a cou- |
ple of scribbled sheetls of note paper
Iying on the floor. He recognized the |
handwriting and put the sheets in his |

|
coat pocket, intending to give them |
to George or Jackson for return to the
owner, but he forgot and carried them
downtown with him. At npoon he
found himself alone in his office, and,
having a little leisure, remembered the
bits of manusecript, took them out, and
glanced at them. Having satisfied
himself that Bibbs' seribblings were
only a sample of the kind of writing
il son preferred to the machine shop,
he decided, fnnocently enough, that he
would be justified in reading them.

it appears that a lady will nod pleas-
antly upon some windy generalization of
a companion, and will wear the most
agreeable expression of accepting It as
the law. and then-—days afterward, when
the thing s a mummy to its pr sitnuligator

ahe will inquire out of a clear sky
“SWhy did you say that the people down-
town have nothing in life that a chicken
Basn't? What did you mean?’ And she
may say it In a manner that makes a
sonsible reply very difficult—you will be
g0 full of wonder ®iat she remembered
g0 seriously

Yet, what does the rooster lack? He
has food and shelter: he Is warm In win-
ter: his wives raige not one fine famlily
tor him, but domens, He has a clear sky
over him: he breathes sweet alr: he walks
in his April orchard under a roof of flow-
ors, He must die, vinlently perhaps, but
s Midas' cancer a batter way?
ves and children must die

His life a

The rooster's w
Are thono of Midas immortal?
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| mother thinks he's o«
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the

ghorter than th
life iy only a sixtn ag long as that of
Galapagos tortolse

The rooster Is a dependent; he depends
upon the farmer and the weather. Midas
s n dependent he depends ipon  the
farmer and the weather The rooster
thinks only of the mom Midas pro-
vides for tomorrow doen he pro
vidae for tomorrow? Nothing hat
rooster will not hia ¥ providing
rooster and the pre i
born, they g ! oy

and love grubbilr

they die Neither kpows beauty;
knows knowledge And after all
Midas and the r there i one
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Sherjdan was puzzied; then

are

abrupt
ly, he decided to ask his question. '
wanted to talk to you about t!

I
it young
Lamhorn.™ said - r

guess you

yinin' to see Edith

he

pretty often, and you know hi
n any of us, so-
“1 won't,” sald Roscoe, thickiy—*1
won't say a dam’ thing about him!”
Sheridan uttered an ex«
walked quickly to a
window
face Roscoe's
and va« hia
his mouth was distorted

m longer

amation and
the
conld see his sors

wuishot
Meordered
and he was
father stood

position near
where he
(‘}“'“ wore
nous ; halr was
deathly pale. The aghaat

“By George!” he

muttered Ros
coe!™

“My name.,”
that.”

“Nowcoe™

said Roscoe. “Can’ bhelp
Blank
first

the

astonishment was
Sheridan’s
nothing In yild have mare
amazed him than to find
steady old wheei-horse-—in
tion. “How'd you get this way?" 1
demanded ‘You caught cold and took
too much for 11?7

l'.nr
“Yeuh!

sensation Prohably
world
Roscoe

this

Roscoe laughed hoarsely
Cold! T been drinkun all time,
lately. Firs® you notice it?”

“By cried Sheridan g |
thought 1I'd smelt it on you a good deal
jately, but I wouldn't ‘a’ believed
you'd take more'n was good for you

To see you like a common hog!”

reply

‘:(‘1‘?',_'("”

Boh!

Rtoscoe chuckled and threw out
right arm in a meaningless
“Hog!" he repeated, chuckling

“Yee, n hog!” sald Sheridan, angrily
“In business hours! 1 don't abject to
anybody's takin' a drink If he wants
to, out o' business hoturs: nor, if a man
koeeps his work right up to the serateh,
I wouldn't be the one to baste him if
he got good an' drupk once In two,
three years, wmaybe. It ain’t my way
1 let it alone, but [ never believed in
forein' my way oa a grown-up son i
woral matters, [ guess 1 was wroag!

gosture.

hin }

Yon think them
waitin' to talk
ard? You think you can come to your
office and do business drunk? By
George! 1 wonder how often this has
been happenii g on to it!

11 have a look over your books tomor
row, and I'l

Roscoe stumbled to his feet,
ing wildly, and swaying, con
triving to bold himself in position by
clutching the back of the heavy chalr
in which he had been sittin

“Hoo :

there are
with a drunk

men ont

business

and me not

laugh

stood

’

¥
hoorah!” he cried

100 e

outside

“'S my
drunken all you
want to business hours, Don

for Gossake le'n’thir
Bus

Drink!

1z innerfere busi

! Thassit! You're
Irie! ['every

but don't

ness hours! iness
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bie?
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office
Come
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1nd
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elephone

desk, Wi 1 iling

aown “Abercrom

down to my son Roscoe's
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are waltin'
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don't
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that there t
room twi
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want
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1000
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o main hall
coe walked out of the
hing, and
)

walked nto

twenty
iia own
house in the sa manner, neither he

ne

nor his father having spoken a word

s 1
tervail

the in

Sheridan did not go in with him: he
went home, and to his own room with
out any of his family
as he passed Bibbs' door he heard from
within the cheerful
volee humming jubilant fragments of
song

meeting

sound of a young

Who i
With
To t}

ik the mustanifin the eye? . .
o leap fre he ground
@ saddle in a bound

And away-—and away!

Hi-yay!

It was the first time in Sheridan’s
life that he had detected
musgical symptom whatever in Bibbs
he had never heard him

and It seemed the last toonch of irony
that the useless fool should be merry
today

To Sheridan it was Tom o’ Bedlam
ginging wh the hous<e burned; and he
1id not tarry to enjoy the melody, but
went uto his own room and locked the

door.

ever

aven

CHAPTER XVIIL

He emerged only upon a gecond sum
dinner hours later, and
came to the table so white and silent
that his wife made her anxiety mani
and but partially reassured
#v his explanation that his lunch had
disagread” with him a little
Presently. however, he spoke effec-
tively. Bibba,

mons to two

fout was

gecond breast of from

salver

CApon
jacket's
foronce between Midae and
{heridan remarked, grimly
you overlooked that. Midas
me like he had the advantage there
Ribha retained enough presence of
mind to transfer cnpon

his plate without

chicken,”
“1 reckon
looks to

v breast to
dropping 1t and te
rospond, “You-he crowa over it.,"

Haviug returnsd Qis autagonist's dre

[ in this

But |

| hea \'iu.’

any |

whiatle | PINZ machine,
| sent

| it and wishal her not

whpse appetite had be- |
come hearty, was helping himself to a |
white- |
“Here's another dif- | B8

hed

distinetly now

fashion, he blus for he
his
with pleasure,
reference to and
to her.

could blush and
mother looked upon him

t he
was of

though Midas
rooster

“Pid you ey
?!Jl‘ way thi

course jargon

iy body
I declare, Bibb nes lately you
“He's got 1

Edith glggiei

“1 found something o I i

shout”

the
s any
boe v was up suid Bherid; s
reckon if peot this

4 V ol
they

floor upstairs this mornin

house and expect to get "em back

etter geot
“What
“Hi«

‘Reems

do.”
asked Edith

knows! Der i1 T

up a8 sOOn = I
wis it he lost?”
returned.
to me ik forgot to bring it
looked It over
something
to a busy
sarch
(|
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bome with

WaR
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T
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“(;ood

|
nurea
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mur-

Sherid erhaps

arly
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“Tomorrow I'll Be a Day Laborer.”

Nobody minds if he
ikes the kind There'd be ne
loafers in the world if each man found
the thing that he but the
only work i happen to want to do Is

To-

work

of work
wild do best

useless have to give it up
w a day laborer.”

“What is it exactlyV

“It wasn't muscularly exhausting-——

They couldn’t give me a

because 1 wasn't good

ke

.j'D!‘

{ enough.’

“But what Wil do? T want %o
know. ™
“When 1|

‘on’

_"«:{}

ieft.,” Bibbs

there

“1 was
’ “.:Zr)‘
what T'll be
and
long strips of zine
jaws, and the jaws
And

said
what they call
and that's
back to. It's
H fead

a pair of steel

over
very simple

vory

into

bhite zine

yet | was a very bad hand at it”

He had kept hig volce cheerful as he
spoke. but he had grown a ' shade
paler, and there was a iatent anguish
deep in his eyes. He may have known
to see it, for bhe

easy

the fnto little circies

turned away.

“Yot1 do that all day long!" she ex-
claimed “No wonder She broke
off. and then, after a keen glance at his
face, she “1 should think yom
would have been a ‘bad hand at "™

He laughed ruefully. “1 think it's
the nolse, tsough I'm ashamed to say
it. You see, it's a very powerful ma-
chine, and there's a sort of rhythmical
crashing-—a crash every time the jawse
bite off a circle”

ma il

Do you believe that delicate,
highatrung Bibbs will be able
to stand the din and monotony
of work in the shop-—how long
do you think he will last at the

TO BE OON




