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Westclox

WESTCLOX is a short way of
saying Western clocks. It means
a line of good alarm clocks

made by the Western Clock Co.

The trade-mark, Westclox, is printed
on the dial of every one: also on the
orange-colored, six-sided tag attached
to each clock. - These marks of quality
make it easy to choose a Westclox alarm.

There is a strong demand for West-
clox. The present increased capacity
is not great enough to supply it. Br:g
Ben, Baby Ben, Sleep-Meter a
America have more friends than they
can serve.

Western Clock Co.,—makers of Westclox
La Salle and Peru, Ill., U. S. A.
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8 a.m.
9 a.m.
10 a.m.

—and still you’re tired. Not lired—
but weary. Kind of dissatisfied with
everything, at variance with every-
body.

It’s so usual. 700 usual, for you're
inclined to ignore that languid de-
pressed feeling.

Decide now to feel refreshed each morning—-
eager and ready for work and play alike.
Decide now to be HEALTHY.

Kkovah Health Salts are a well-tried maker
and keeper of health. They rid the system
of impurities, cleanse the blood, stimulate
the liver. Just give a helping hand to nature.
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In tins of all grocers
and. stores.

Makes you fit—Keeps you fit.

SUTCLIFFE & BINGHAM, LIMITED, MANCHESTER

81 Peter Street, Toronto, Ontario
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The Hills of Desire

(Continued from page 53)

driving along in an automobile, and
she saw you and called to you. Then
she drove the machine up to the curb
and stopped, and you ecame and stood
with your foot on the running board.
While you talked she seemed fo be
pleading with you about something.
Who was she??”’

‘“Ah-ha!”’ said Jimmie gaily. ¢¢At
last! T am now an aceredited and ¢on-
firmed husband. My wife has begun
to delve into my dark past. I am now
a married man! Listen, my dear, and
[ will unfold unto thee a tale:

‘“That lady—and she was a tall dark
lady, mind you—was actually trying to
pay me back borrowed money! Did
you ever hear the like?’’ )

‘“She’d borrowed money from you?’’
said Augusta with thoughtless em-
phasis.

‘“Does sound like a Jjoke, doesn’t it,’”
Jimmie admitted, with just a tinge of
bitterness in his voice. Augusta had
unwittingly touched the sore spot which
he himself had just been prodding.
‘““‘But—’ 3

‘“‘Oh, T didn’t mean that!
forgive me, Jimmie, |
that way at all!’’

‘‘It’s all right,”’ said Jimmie light-
ly. ‘‘I can explain. There had been a
time when she was not as prosperous
as she appeared that day. And there
also had béen times—short and fleeting
as they were—times when T had plenty
of money. Therefore.”” He turned his
hands out before him in a sort of Latin
way, as though nothing could be plainer.

Augusta sat back, saying nothing.
She was sorry that she had spoken now,
and about this. Jimmie, she felt, had
told the literal truth. And the incident
seemed to make it more difficult to lead
up to the things which she must say
to-day.

They rode to the door in silence, both
subdued by the nearness of a crisis
which each foresaw in a different way.
As the lugubrious coach drove. away
they stood on the sidewalk looking
after it, both half conscious that it was
the last vestige of an existence with
which they were now finished. When
it had trundled around the nearest cor-
ner and disappeared they turned to each
oth« - and, instinctively, like two
solemn, slightly frightened children,
took hands and went stealing up the
steps.

Augusta did not miss Wardwell until
evening. When he did not appear for
supper, she ran up the stairs to bring

Please
did’t mean it

him, thinking that he had perhaps fall-

en asleep.  She had been busying her-
self through the afternoon, putting off
the inevitable. And now she decided
that it could be put off for still a little
longer. She need not speak just yet.
His door stood open, but Jimmie was
not there. She wondered that he should
have gone out to-day, for she knew he
was tired. But, maybe, he had just
gone down to the street, and perhaps he
would be coming in any minute. She
lingered a little, looking around at the
signs of Jimmie’s ways—a pair of shoes
in the middle of the floor, a coat draped
perilously from the arm of a chair, a
necktie festooning a doorknob, for Jim-
mie, while he was always wholesomely
clean, was certainly not orderly. And
then the loose, secrambled piles of papers
all over his desk. She had often wanted
to fuss among them, to straighten them
out and make neat piles of them. But
she had learned that this was one of
the points on which Jimmie would fight.
Anyone might hide his shoes away or
hang up his coat or take his neckties
away to press, but touch that desk and
he would roar. And she had always
understood and loved the little boyish
jealousy with which he guarded every-
thing he wrote until it was printed.
She went over on tiptoe, to take just
a peep at what was on the typewriter.
As if he had known that she would
do just this, the words flashed ecruelly
up at her from the middle of the white
paper:
““I am going away, on urgent busi-

ness—I am very tired.’’

Augusta sank down into the chair,
covering the words with her arm, sob-
bing:

‘‘Oh, Jimmie, Jimmie, did vou have
to hurt me this way! 1 wouldn’t have
tried to held you. T would have let
you go, and blessed you for the dedr
good boy you’ve been to me. T know
you were tired. But you didn’t need
to hurt me!’’

After a little she sat up and forced
herself to look at the line of words as
they stared up at her. And as she
studied them she found herself listening
for the sound of Jimmie’s voice saying
them. Then she knew why Jimmie haq

written the words instead of sayinZ
them to her. :

She would not have believed him.
And Jimmie had known that.

Word by word and tone by tone, 5h,°
made him say it over to her mind’s
ear and eye, even to the little lift in
his shoulder with which he would have
ended—And she knew!

Jimmie. did not mean that at all. He
did not want to go away from her!

“Urgent” business!’’  TLove laughed
up in her heart. Jimmie and urgent
business! ol

And then the quiet, thinking Aungusta
came back. This was no eaprice, 10
mere whim of Jimmie’s. He had tried
to make her believe that he was tired
and only wanted escape. He had de-
liberately tried to hurt her so that she
would believe. Jimmie would not have
done that without a powerful reason.

And he was gone. Nothing could be
more definite - than : that. If she h“l.d
seen him packing trunks for a week his
going could not have been so convine-
ing. He had simply changed into his
everyday street suit and walked out,
humming:

‘‘The Priest of the Parish,

‘“The Clerk and his man
“““‘Went ’round the church yard

‘“With a red hot brick in his han’.’’

Augusta rose and stole to the door
to peer down the stairs, half frightened
by the distinetness of her image of him.
'[‘}w impression that she had gotten, of
Jimmie walking down the stairs, hands
in pockets, humming that tuneless old
rhyme of his, had been so vivid that
for the moment she had thought it real,
had believed that she was hearing and
seeing Jimmie go down the stairs.

'I‘l!(- blank unconcern of the stairway
lopkmg back at her chilled her. Jim-
mie was gone.

A sudden feeling of physical weak-
ness that came over her now brought
up to her one thing that she had over-
looked. She remembered that she had
never really found out what Dr. Gard-
ner had said to Jimmie one night when
Hl_w had learned that he had gone to see
him. Jimmie had baffled her with many
words, both wise and foolis'. And the
doctor had not tolq her anything defin-
ite. They had both treated her as they
would have answered child, But that
was different, then she had been living
only for her mother,

Now the convietion came to her that
the key to Jimmie'’s action was to be
found in his talk that evening with the
nlm:tm‘.' He had never really been the
same since. So it was a qilict, deter-
mined Augusta who faced the doctor
that evening,

““1 told hir

n that he was in very bad
Sllupc p

1ape and that he would be worse if he
didn’t get out of the city at once. That
was some weeks ago. Buf I imagine he
went away langhing at me a little. He
seemed to have some absurd notion that
you needed him, that he. was helping
You by staying.’”’ Doetor Gardner
wasted no words, for he did not feel
that _he Was any longer bound by the
promise of silence that he had made to
Wardwell.

““I needed him every moment,’’ said
Augusta slowly; ““and he stayed until
he had done everything,’’ ;
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: , Std_\ ed? Has he gone now?’’
) 2 -
No, mo,”’ said Augusta quickly.

‘T was just thinking—That was all.”’
Suddenly it seemed to her that she
must mot on any account admit that
.l!mmw had gone away, She must find
him now, to-night. She must not let it
b]cl('ome established that he had gone at
all.

““Of course, you should have let me
know,”’ she went on hurriedly. ¢‘But
then, T know Jimmie, He just talked
you into keeping it from me. He can
talk anybody into anything if he sets
his mind to'it. Now I must get home
right away,?’’ 3

She was already on her way to the
door, and the doctor, although he had
helpful advice ready to offer her, did
not try to detain her. He saw that, just
now, she wanted nothing but to get
away. So he followed her resignedly
to thf street door, only saying:

“You' kuow that if yon meed me in
any way-—’’ i

From the steps she turned and, not
trusting herself to speak, grasped his
hand lmpulsively. Then she was gone.

As he stood looking down into the
dusk after her, he wondered why she
turned west, away from her home. He
cleared his throat, to call after her.

But, well, she had always done things
herself, in her own way. And she was
always right. y

Augusta did not know that Ward-
well a few hours earlier had sauntered
Just this way that she was hurrying.



