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all at once, there was a x‘mrmnr t;f “oling and & lobbin::fo: b o

¥

strumming of low tones, a‘e!‘ﬁb.;nd the band wag off- igto};‘

, tum tum, fum tum—
man caught it first.’

s

She 12id down her fork.

4
s a
the woman. the gray just beginning to show ia |

v

1

 woman with the soft brown hair and the tired eves. And )

leaned back and listened wistfully to the old, old walts.
A e middle-aged stock brokers heard the repetition of. the old, old
ne, set down thelr glasses, and lstened, too. Balr 5ok :
- 'Fhe editor of orie of the great newspapers heard. too. He smiled bitterly,
d looked satirically at ‘his companion, a little girl with round eves and
‘posy cheeks. - ° : ' ’ :
“Do you know the tune they're playing?’ said the editor.”
The little girl with the round eyes listened gravely.

*“No,” she said.' “T suppose it's mething new, but it sounds like-an old- |

‘®That's what it 1s” 13 the editor, “an’ old-fashioned walts. You
Wonidn't pemember i1, @f cOBTBA®: ol L :

- . WHat was it he saw in his lifted glass, T wonder; whose {ace ‘was it that
smiled to him from the amber of the wine? ;

An elderly stockbroker laughed aloud. The music fell to a low accom-
paniment. “I welghed » hundred and thirty-five pounds then,” he said.
“That’s -all; 4 she—" -’ . Bt ¢ :

The whitelHaired woman was smilling tremulously. “The Marine band
played it the year I came out in Washington,” she said. “There was a young
Heutemant, just from West Point: he danced like an angel, and he had the
dearest southern accent But my father fiever liked him.” |

" The gray-haired woman laughed. “Here's to the young leuténant,” she
aaid, ralsing her cup of black coffee and smiling over it as if it were a glass
_of wine. “T hope he’s a general nov.”

The Only Selection Whistled.

_ “Thmey played it at the charity ball in New York when I wore my first
evening dress,” said the gray-haired woman. “ ‘The Blue Danube’—I remem-
ber three of the men quarrelled over that dance with me, and T had 22 bou-
Quets sent to the house. And the man I really liked danced ‘The Blue Dan-
ube’ with another girl whom 1 didn’t Jike at all, and so, after all, to me the

~ball was a failure.” : ] 4

The woman with the brown hair spoke. Her eyes were shining.

“Joe and T danced it together the first time I ever met him, and after-
wards, at our wedding party, théy played ‘The Blue Danybe,’ and always at
our anniversaries—
eves clasped her hands so that her fingers touched lovingly the little band of
gold on her wedding hand. *I really must be getting back home' tomorrow,”
she said, “T've stayed away too long.” :

The jittle woman with the brown hair had never been a great beauty like

thes ohe with the gray halr, nor a great success like the -one with the white |
hair. Her clothes were not quite in the latest mode, and I 'think her hat was|

veally a little old-fashioned. But the two other women fooked at her affec-
tionately. : A

“Here's to the home-coming—and to Joe—and to the ‘Blue Danube,’ ” sald
the gray-haired woman. And then the two looked at each other rather pit-
eously—Iit seemed to me. :

And then the band burst into a brand new rag tune. - But when the peo-
ple went out of the restaurant such of them who hummed at &l were singing
to their own hearts the old-m!hionotl waltz of “The Blue Danube.”

#: The' little woman with the brown hair and the tired|

HE old Earth and all the other planets are Hverlasting Girl.
revolying very ‘patiéntly and persistently
around the Sun. In pretty much the same
way SHE is the centre of a curiously different and
curiously similar system. Her system is different
| ‘because it has mo seasons. It is similar because
| the cirele that revolves around her is incessant and -
eternally respomsive. This is becaufe she is the
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Facing the Facts.

“It’s this way,
: my little wife's hi 8
'.You don’t think, | Very tight, “the emotions are a big ‘orce

o that not-one of us understand. A man

8o you, “."“d may love his wife devotedly, and vet

<" Mary, “that|into his life there may come quite sud-
ply  ‘becanse = |denly a  girl who  upsets his whole
scheme of life.” e

shouldn't lock 8t “Peter. she cried, clinging to me,
another man? ; "you—yoy dew't mean Joan!™ a

“Certainly not,” 1| Itqu not the first time my wife l“!‘

{ it {made an, imperpoua! rgument, keenly
“-’-::;mdon;t v o u| Personal. I frowned.

think, Peter, when An Unpleasant Word.
a girl feels chains

\

case,” I said a lftle stiffly. ‘I merely

mwwutwmlopawsy?" e 52 - e bt
“Man or woman,” I admitted, “it's|loory. 8DC most peopie e within them
the possibilities of perilous drifting, pro-
much the same.  Humanity hates to|viding the circumstances.come at just
hear chains-clank.” /
oy h : does seem me  that  promiscuous
& umen ‘Z. ¥ 1n the world 99 you preach friendship unr filrting among people who
et are married—"" . Lo Bl
“Peter, I wish you wouldn’t harp on

Three -

that word fiirting. You have made a
lot of references to it lately.”

} Personal again, I sighed.

¢ “Mary,” 1 said, “T'm a little afrald

Minute - Journeys - |3 5 e s

quick -to take me up?*

to free himself from this central spell. ‘Destroy or
~ suspend this system and poor old society would fall
to pleces—no more mnovels, no more mavies, no

But don't worry—this sun will always shine, ' |
and the ring M‘n_e'ﬂ.’ be bquoa. g

- By LEONA DALRYMPLE

uthor of the new novel, “Diane of the Green Vam,” “x‘od 2 prige
2 : - of $10,000 by Tda M. Tarbeil and 8. 8. McClure as judges

Mary,” 1 said, catc™ing|

Mary’s eyes looked ‘frightened. 5

‘ b “I was not thinking of any specific |
LEONA DALRYMPLy 8bout her that she’s|pmean that big, all-engrossing love is s}

ever so much -aore!thing which may come to some few neo- |
ple in the world, but it -doegn’t come t8|

the proper moment. And,.therefore, it :

 No kizid of man can hope wholly

~ more operas, no more RO-

-~

S .

; * she safd. “You'll do that, |’
won’t you? I promised Hugh faithfully

Mary kissed me on the forehead.

By TEMPLE MANNING

WHERE DANCE-MAD GILLES REIGNED IN A BELGIAN MARDLGRAS

20 the heart of devhstated Belgium,
pot-more than two hours from Brus-
sels, there still stands, let us hope,

the sedate town of Binche. Once a year
RBinche used to go carnival mad, to the
delight of all the country round and the
thousands of visitors that flocked there
for the MaFdi Grils. :

Bullt uphill and downhill, possessing
one broad street and a “grand place,”
with a beadtiful old town ball mewly
done up in gold, when I was there 10
years ago, “Binche was the = quietest,
sleepiest, old town you could imagine:

But it always woke up into delirfously
delightful gayety that was unsurpassed
at the Shrovetide  festival. Its ‘Mardi
Gras celebration was. like many others
all over the world in ome respect—like
even our own New Orleans Mardl Gras
~it was & grand masquerade of young
and old, and differed from. the .others}.
only in the manner it was csrried ‘out
by those taking part. -

That Sunday befare Ash Wednesday
when I sallied forth from the quaint inn
in _Binche with my chattering gulde al
my elbow, comes back to me Y‘!'th my
‘amazement at the wondertui difference ; 3
in the air from that of the sleepy dayi| The Riot of Oranges
that had gone before. As quickly 88 weibappy crowd L fell to wondering where
Could go my guide took me to the place;these simple peasants got the money to

the 200 Gilles, who are chosen{buy, or even hire, the wonderful cos-
By the civic committee, were getting|tumes they wore. ;
‘thelr coats stuffed with straw to make| The hat was the high-crowned affair
thely hunchbacks. - Looking over theiof old-time, surmounted and made zay

“No,” she said, “only it seems so sort

I would go.”
“All right,”- I said, “we'll go.”

A BRIDE’S OWN ST

R
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By ISOBEL BRANDS

HEN we ordered a few changes
shoes, and in their hands they

P In our little apartment, Bob had
carried wicker baskets. suggested that the set %ubs in

During the two amd @ half-days the!!N® kitchen be remuved. ““They're ugiy
icarnival made mad that quaint and things, and they’ll never .be used, so

sleepy town 1 1 the Gilles|WhYy et them take up space?” he in-
14 el e B quired. So I had to explain to him,

gently, but firmly, that the tubs were

'
i

to be quick to dodge the oranges, catch

) . you slaving ' g
!thouandutou them back again. p Heal sight byL

On the final day a sort of war dance never hay: !

;took place in the plaza before tlie town jpose,” I teasedm‘ ”?;l;.cl:l’:r:hus{y’hw
ihall. Every one of the Gillca danced | "“Just the same, FU annihilate any
ialone before the!committee to win an- washboard tbat I ever catch you bend-
‘plause and & glass of wine {yom the ing over,” poor Bob insisted,

Ymayor's hand, Then when the daveing | 1 gave him' full permission to do the|
iwas done the festival ended. Next morn-:same, dnd assured him that'never would
ing I walked the streets that were as/such an implemént enter our ho: 0
sleepy as'they ever had been, and won-lAll the same, I did
dered how many days it would take the ping expedition for miy ‘home

of |for indoor drying,
very definite use—that I didn’t propose |small

lof good quality, well made.

make a little shop-
laundry |-

_ INSTALLING LABOR-SAVING DEVICES IN- OUR LITTLE APARTMENT -

but I bought a small . vacuum hand
washer which will be just the thing for
me to uge for the many small bits of
fine things that I never have had.
dered out of the house.

For drying, ‘1 bought an d | the
dryer,” which is'a very clever >

nelpe. Th T
ore than I expected

for: ages, and 1 know I'll easily
the cost by being able to do ily
much of the laundry that T coul

Gilles to recover from their exbausting|equipment, and sent = lot of over
Quties. ; bmw‘g-t. m;%

(Copyxight. 1915. by Newspaper Feature Service. Inc.)
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