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and each morning’s installment was
written in a different mood. At last he
destroyed it and began over again,
wondering what was the matter with
him. i

He soon found out. Meanwhile he
found himself at an inexplicable stand-
still in his acquaintance with Joanna,
who d to avoid him. One day
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Phil Trenton was something of a
matchmaker. He wanted his friend
Howbridge in the family acd was
Dleased to introduce him to his only
sistef, Joanna.

“He's all right, Jo,” Phil said, “and 1
hope you won't break his heart badly
enough to keep him from finishing the
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story I'm to illustrate—if you'll pose
for me.”
‘ Joanna’s blue eyes danced—then, and
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a little later when Phil made an in.
sufficient excuse and left them alone.
Howbridge felt as if he had been told
to play with a strange little girl. Jo-
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anna was quite at ease.’ THe mischiev-
ous freedom of her glance contradicted
the reserve of her bearing. Howbridge
decided that she was fit to be the hero-
ine of an unusual story. She was blond
aud beautiful and magnificently tall.

“Are you walting:for me to say I en-
joyed youf last book?” she questioned
at last,

Of- “Follow your conscience, Miss Tren-

ton. But did Phil make you read it?
I wouldn't mind Knowing whether you
cried at the right places, Did you?”
He leaned toward her, His strong face
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was clean shaven. Hisg® .y eyes were
byncommittal. He had the sad mouth
and gentle manners of a humorist,
“Oh, I didn’t read #t,” she sald.
“Why not?”
“Because I did read your first book.
I don’t like your women, I'd like to be
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polite, but you mentioned my con-
science.”

. Money “Don’t mind my feelihgs and tell me
at lowest | What is wrong with the women in my
Mat. | tales.”

“They are all right. It's you. You
make them do what they never would
do of their own free will. Now, you
married Fauny to that Burson. He
wasn't even interesting.” He walted
for her to eontinue, his fertile fancy
fitting literary situations about her per-
sonality.

“You can’t know women very swwell,
do you? You're too”— ghe paused
roguishly.

“Too young?” he hazarded.

“I don’t know how old you feel,
but it's not age that gives insight, is
it? By the way, Mr. Howbridge, where

do you get your wmaterial? For your
new story, for instance, that's an-
nounced for September? The title—

Isn’t it weak? And how do you kunow
‘What Life Is Made Of?»

“Suppose I came down here just to
find out?” he said mysteriously. “Per-
haps you can show me? They say
that women know. The story is hard-
Iy begun. Can’t you find me a mode}
for a heroine? 1t would be a charity
to the reading public.”

Joanna mused.
“There aren't ten interesting women
in this neighborlkood, not even ccunt-
ing my sister-in-law’—
“And yow.”
“Thank you, since I eouldn't say #t
myself.”
Their conversation was eut shortd
by the abrupt entrance of Phil and hig
wife, who liked her husband’s friends
and had invited HMowbridge to spend
bis six weeks’ vaeation and write his
story at “The Place Apart” as they
cailed ‘their summer home, which ‘waw
near. Phil was an §ilustrator, and be-
tween him and Mrs. Phil, who had
been an interior decorator, the cottage
was a thing to dream about artistic-
ally, They had a keen sense of what
not to put into a house. Joanna, who
was ‘practical, lived with them, did
the 'housekeeping, which she loved,
posed for her brother and roamed the
woods with her big St. Bernard dog.
1 Howbridge was glven a reom, ab-
solute disposal of his time and pot-
luck in a family that had ait the
charms and none of the discomforts of
camping. Joanna treated him like an
amusing playmate, teased him about
-his literary sbstractions and his’ writ-
-lng and pretended to search for a mod-
-el for his heroine, She knew little of
books, but could caricature effective-
1y, sing like a thrush and play the
plano with musicianly instinct. She
was twenty-two and had always lved.
He was thirty-three and had always.
written—with moderate success,
Howbridge studied Joanna imper-
| sonally, as he had studied all girls
since his betrethed married ancther
man while Howbridge was at college
dreaming and writing her sentimental
love letters. The other man had al-
ways wanted her, so he stayed on the
8pop. saw her every day and did
things till he got her—which taught
Howbridge a lesson. He woke up,
and after that his characters were
more real—not llke those in his first
book.

who saw much of her did. They, al-
‘ways to her surprise, fell in love with
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ber and to their own surprise married
other women and sighingly remem-
bered her as a lost love when they had
indigestion or lost out in some proj-
ect. Joanna liked men in a comradely
way and never flirted, torhlhc was
very sincere and hated to hurt any-
| thing. Besides, she wanted ‘to keep
| her heart all in oue plece, i

. Bhe and Oliver walked and arave
| and canoed together and talked myich
about nothing in particular and said
a lot that they did bieh-

' Wholly charmed him. He decided that

.with his face against her hair and her

spoken words.

script under the door and waited. He
heard her enter the room. He walked
the floor, but all affernoon she made
no sign.

cheeks pink and her eyes very bright,
and later she asked Howlridge to go
up the river. They walked, silently to
the canve. Joanna took the'paddle, and
bade Howbridge not to talk. He did
not wish to.
her and wait till she let him ask her
about their story.
the shore in blurring tree shadows she
spoke.

You on your suecess.”
Joking? *“The plot is clever, the ehar-
acters are true to life and it is ful} of
feeling.” Her tone was cutting.

for material, and you got it. Phil says
you are going to see your publishers | a
tomorrow.
I despise you.
care, but you dared to show me to
what advantage you use my: love. I
shall get over it,” is

my brothier’s presence made me power-
less to resent it, and you knew what it
meant to me?
You”-— but he stopped her,

story was _written for you. alome—no
one else will gee it, It is the story of
my heart, dear.
anderstand. It was my way of telling
You that life i8 made of wanting you.
Don’t you see? Can’t you love me, Jo?”

lter eyes, but her laugh was saucy, pro-
voking.

with you just yet.”

where you are and stop tipping the
eahoe.” She was her old teasing self.
It was shamefully late befare she

would land and let her lover take her

all time,

Joanna had no heart history, Men

- who carried only the best of every

| pleasure to deal.”

 Lipena
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ke entered the studio while she was
posing, and her eyes met his with a
question new to them. The same day
she broke off in the midst of a song’
to ask: %

“To compose a heart breaking thing
like that did he have to have the
experience himself 7’

“Not necessarily., 1If he had suffi-
cient artistic imagination he would
get a better perspective of the suffer-
ing of another.”

She struck up a gay melody, but her
face was thoughtful.  Then her mood
changed, and he could not keep up %
with ‘her brilliant sallies, She teased
and dared him, half bewildered and

she could flirt most gloriously and § 9
was ready for her, but by evening she

‘wvﬂ.s, again unappr.o:\chnble. I could close my eyes again. I dreaded
The next morning he was called to | the long nights and weary days. 1

the studio, where Le found Joanna pos-
ing listlessly. Phil was irritated and
critical.

“She can’t get it. Help her, How-
bridge. There has to be a man anyway. h
You know how the scene ought to
£0.”

“I may do for attitude” he said
calmly, “but keep my face out—the
dear public knows it. Ready? Tell
me if the pose is not right.”

But he knew it was. He walked to
her side and drew her into his arms,

hands in his, He quivered, knowing
his touch meant nothing to her—that
she was only posing.

When it was over he thought it out
in his room. Amnd nearly all night he
wrote his own story—and Joanna’s—
just as it was—how he bhad met and
came to love her. He put into it his
heart and soul, going beyond fact only
in making her finally yield to his plea
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for her love. It was morning when he
finished.

After breakfast he told Phil to let
the pictures go for awhile, got the
sketches of Joanna, locked them up
and went to touching up his work of
the night preceding. Surely it would
move her—it would tell lier better than | P

After luncheon he slipped the manu-

At dinner her head. was high, her

It was enough to' look at
As they glided mear

“That is a good story. I congratulate
Could' she be

“Joanma! Don’t You understand?

“I understand perfectly. You came | A

Well, you needn't return.
You not only made me

“Joanna!” Her eyes blazed.
“And you dared to touch me when

Oliver Howbridge,

“It's my turn now. I love:youn. The

I thought you would

Her anger died away. Tears stood in
“Yes, Oliver, but not enough to die

“Die?”
“Yes. We will, if yow don’t stay

inte his arms, and into his beart for

A Promising Customer,

The brisk, well dressed stranger
stepped into the corner drug store and,
passing by the boy whe usually at- |
tended to casual customers, approached
the proprietor, who, with his back § ¢
turned, was rearranging some goods
on & showease, .

“Mr. Sawyer, I presume,” he said
pleasantly, and the druggis: turned and
bowed gravely, ‘

“l have heard my friend, Senator
Brown, speak of you often,” said the
brisk man. “He told me if ever I meed:
ed anything in this line to come te you.
He spoke of you as & man on whom
one could rely with perfect confidence, { gi

thing, and with whom it was always a :
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WHAT MEXICANS EAT.

Grease Plays: sn Important Part Imn

Their Rich Dishes,

The farther south one goes the
more important part meat seems to
In old Mexico the
people of the upper class have highly
seasoned roasts and steaks and game
three times every day.
are stuffed with raisins, and a rich
brown gravy is peured over them.
Grease seems more indispensable to
them than to the’ far enveloped Hs-
kimos. There are: mo broiled steaks,
but in their place ome is served with
a half raw piece of tenderloin reek-
ing with grease and peculiarly flavored
In that balmy clime, where
the system would be so much better
off without any meats, thousands of
steaks are sold dally at 45 and 50 cents
& pound. . The poorer classes are forced
to abstain from such and lve on the
coarse frijole beans amd cold clammy
tortillas, which are thin white corn
cakes made from rye: hominy crushed
to a pulp. This forms their unvaried
diet. Onm the aristocrats’ tables are the
chiramoyas,
mangoes and ethers which
The
popular aguacate is a. eross between
It is a dark green
and the flesh is about the consistency
It grows on a tree of
unparalleled dark green foliage and is
used often in the place of butter or

lay in the diet.

delicious. fruits,

potes,
mericans have never tasted.

fruit and a nut.

made into a toothsome salad.

Rich soups, with bananas chopped in
them, are served every day, and vege-
tables dressed with goat’s cream are
on their tables. At every meal during
the year they eat the frijole beans,
which have been dipped into a brown
pottery bowl of boiling lard before
they are brought to. the table.
‘Mexicans eat enough Iard to under-
mine the digestion of the stoutest be-
ing. Sirup is a great delicacy and
It is served as a sort
of dessert in little china saucers and
is eaten from spoons. Little bits of
native candies are also servi
rate plates.—Farm and@ Ranch,
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A PUZZLER FOR HIM.

4n Episode In the Domestic Life of
Mr. and Mrs, Mudley,

“l don’t seek your confidence enough,
Matilda,” said Mr. Mudley, who was
experiencing one of  his periodieal
spasms of reform, “Hereafter-1 want
Fou to consuit me about all your little
troubles and affairs. 1 wish to take an
interest in everything that interests
Came to me with your doubts.
.0 me."”

, dhory, bow sweet of you!" ex-
Salined Mrs. Mudley. "1 have always
wished thut we were nearor together—
that 1 could consult you and lean upon
Yyou, as it were.” p £

“Well, hereafter always come to me.”
berignly enjoined Mr, Mudley as he
opened the evening paper,

A few moments later Mrs. Mudley
ventured. “Fenry, dear.”

“Yes, my love.”

“May I ask your opinion abont some-
thing?”

“Whyr «ertainly, my dear,” said Mr
Mudley, sitting up straight and assum-
Ing a judicial cast of countenance,
-“What is it, my love?”

“Would you make this waist of
maize peau de cygne. with the bertha
of point Q’esprit. trimmed with ruches
of taffeta, or would you have the yoke
cut gules on the bias, with cuffs of
crealn vevetian over white: mousse
line?”

“I believe I'd_have it the first way,
Matiida,” gasped Mr. Mudley as he
looked about for his hat, “Guess I'll
20 down to the club for awhile,"—
Philudelphia Bulletin.

Took It Calmly,

One Sunday recently a lady went in-
to a church in a town to which: she
was a stranger and asked to be showp
to a seat. The sidesman condueteq
her to a back seat in the gallery, the
only other occupant at the time being
an old gentleman, who rose to let her
pass. It was somewhat dark, and tlie
lady as she shook her skirts and set-
tled down had a horrible suspicion
that she was sitting on something be-
sides the cushion. &he put out her
hand and drew forth the sad remaing
of a silk hat.

“Oh,” she said to ihe old gentleman,
“I beg your pardon. ['m 80 sorry.”

The old gentleman looked at the
melancholy ruin and replied that it
could not be helped.

“Oh, it’s-truly generous of you to say
80,” said the lady, *“but I'm afraid
you're angry.”

“Not in the least,” said the old gen
tleman, straighteniag out the hat and
plaeing it under the seat.” You see,
it's- pot my hat. 1t bslongs to Mr. —_—
whe showed you in!"—Tit-Bits,

Important if True.

Miss Knox—I'm told your husband,
under the influence of the wine at that
dinner the other night, declared he: had
“married beauty and brains.”

Mrs. Bridey—Well, welll How nice!

Miss Knox--Nice? Arent you going
to investigate? Evidently he's a biga-
mist.—Philadelphia Press.

Asn It Usually Happens,

Barnes — They say that Widow
Oueeds’ husband wasn't much of a
man

Howes—No, I don't think he was, but
he'l get a splendid character from
Mbps. Oueeds when she marries his sue-
cessor— Boston Trauscript. %

Considerate.

“H see that you have the viliain hiss-
iag defiance every two or three pages,”
said the stage manager.

“Yes,” answered = the playwright
wearily. “When it comes to hissing T
want the villain to have a good starg
on. the audience,”—Washington Star.

Refiection on Him,
The author of the remark, “Time will
tell,” was confronted by Time himself.
“Loek here,” said the old gentleman,
“don’t you know you will get people
all mixed up about me? I'm no we
man.*—Judge.

It Was Not His Fanlt,
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