)

‘< .

,,Eez joy of the skies,
~flnd_ 011111’ her eyes—and lies—and lies

‘Well, ma i

ybe it only fibs,’’

1;3 chanted impudegtly. .
fizin g‘}StE} was standing at the table
cameg urul‘:); for her mother. As Jimmie
oo top behll}d her she lifted up her
Mdomad he kls'sed. But as Jimmie
Peach shs ¢ quickly lifted the peeled
T e held in her hand and stuck

“\La v}Vnto his mouth.

a—yab ab—yak!’’ immi

expost y yak! Jimmie
ticulat:l:ated' Then, when he was ar-

(s
BOmfea:hes is peaches, I’ll admit. But
Anyhogvafh'es is witches, you’ll admit.
Y h\7\7’0,11 ’t be kissed now till I’ve

ath,’” he wound up defiantly.

* * *

S
quigtl;hgl3 three eddies of life went
lapping round, touching each other and
each onea little upon each other, but
came and ai- world by itself. Spring
the street slipped well along into May,
Pavement cries changed, the glistening
back u s began to throw the heat
of g bﬁsint?) the house, and the threat
air. Ty ering summer came upon the
house W: three little worlds in the
sively thnt on so quietly, so unobtru-
ave ’beeat it seemed that they might
£0 on in(;l ﬁfo'rgotten’ that they might
eft out ; nitely, that they had been
But tho any scheme of change.
o i b and dis-
ex%;-‘cted. ough it had never been
a
the Stli'ldlv:ﬁ]l heard the cry come up in
e haq blght from the room below him.
ing of no:ﬁ’.‘ sitting in the dark, think-
TRy his mind at loose ends,
Nized ip i:w Augusta’s ery and recog-
feir of deattthe trembling, very human
s he ¢
ing’g ]:'?)(;ig“;]e to the door of Rose Wild-
ing on tp e saw Augusta half kneel-
Mother ’g he bed holding fast to her
ed that Rands, ,TO Wardwell it seem-
quiveriy ose Wilding was making 2
“gustag’ f:eeble struggle to rise. But
wag pleagﬁden-tly knew different. She
W‘i‘Sper: g in a desperate, pitiful
Don?
domt(;tt.ffﬂ Please, darling mamma,
one litt] ill you’ve know. me, just for
ﬁou ﬂarf' minute! I won’t try to keep
ut just 11ng, I know you want to go.
see that ook at me once, so that I can
Please ¢ you know your own Augusta,
The l;aarhng'”
their qui\?d§ that Augusta held stopped
ing lay ering struggle and Rose Wild-
slowly ?lulet, as though listening. Then
i ~t’_heaturally, she opened her eyes
Teason e sweet clear light of perfect
saiq ipn ;x;mg gently in them. And she
¢ “gdstendel‘, conf.ding whisper:
Ine. Ttog By Jmy own. Stay eclose to
a Sigh g T_.lt Sllonely—going.” With
eyes o3 Of 8 tired child she closed hox
he ‘Varmtsfemed to try to cuddle to
was ¢log of the young body that
8till, e to her. Then she lay quite
Aft ;

B e Wardwell gently lifted
did” ghe bwa}’- She did not resist, nor
een g) reak out weeping as he ha
I{lsteadnloit hoping that she would do-
ging £, she leaned against him, beg-

« hor full assurance:
mi‘ezne did know me, didn’t she, Jim-

‘

0]
X ei; GAOurge, dear, of course she did.””
little cot ugusta went slowly over t0 the
In the plga which had been her partner
ang perry of the weary pitiful months
l‘oﬁallll folding it away.
Wardwagl dt.he two days that followed
With g cq) id -all the necessary things
Well he hculated care that showed how
o e‘,eryt‘;@ schooled himself. He saw
eXerting h-"‘g: anticipated everything,
tor week imself more than he had done
Ing himssi yet always carefully hold-
Strengty, o Within ‘the limits of his
shoulq o est a sudden breakdown
Wha me to frighten Augusta.

from the only on the lonely ride back
Pitteq 1ot cemetery, through the sand
Point anq and broken streets of Green-
egan to o o the ferry, that Jimmie
tired of tho to pieces. He was tired,
of the gi1; e struggle to keep up, tired
Cheery Y pretense of being a normal,
A.“Q“Séagg?g hearted fellow. Besides,

™. She h not seem to have needed
Wi a0k hroken dowrn. She
well wity hought, have done just as
Pity hj out him. And he began t0

mself inordinately.

No
]?Oki:'g };: l17‘,7‘18_8111@ that Augusta was
tive gort flm in a thoughtful, speculd:
11 eng of way. Although he knew
AWare of li,lgh that Augusta was not
2 few mj is condition, yet it took only
to convinnute.s of this bent of thought
ering wl‘ie him fully that she was won-
With 3 y, at in the world she could do
hangg, opelessly sick husband on her
e .
2 sick 29115]1_, overweaning egotism of
ind in a sick body took SWaY

making him forget ev erything

over him,

but his own morbid line of thoughts.

Augusta did not need him. He was of

no use to her, or to anybody. He never
It would

would, in faet, be of any use.
be better to let it end now. He had
never really been Augusta’s husband.
He had served her as well as he could.
But that was over noOw. She did not
need him now. He pressed his self in-
flicted hurt home and took a sort of
miserable pleasure from the pain. She
at least could be happy. Why should
he drag her down the long dark path
with himself. He might live on and on
for a deuce of a while—people did, you
know. No, he was not going to let the
poor girl in for anything like that.
The heady, self-centred resolution
took shape rapidly, and he began to
11 it in with all sorts of reasonable and
thoughtful advantages.
He would drop out now, to-day, while
things were still in their present state.
1f he waited at all, Augusta would at
once find out his condition and she
would—he  knew her—immediately
break up her house and pack off with
him to wherever the doctors told her to
take him. And he would be unable to
resist once she took hold. Then, in the
inevitable end, she would have spent on
him whatever money she had—he had
never thought to wonder whether it was
much or little, or any—her home and
her way of living would be gone. He
would be gone. And she would be alone,
among strangers, with no way of mak-
ing a living, probably broken down
from nursing him—He drew the whole
picture and elaborated upon it.
Yes he must drop out to-day, quietly,
without a word, and just drift—drift
on over towards oblivion. Augusta
would miss him, but she would not
really need him. Tt would be all very
simple. A short time, maybe only a
few days, of knocking around and he
would be completely down sick. Then
some hospital or other would pick him

up, under any name he happened to be
j—and everything

able to think of, anc

would settle itself without fuss. He

particularly did not want any fuss. He
he had found a Wiy to

was tired and

avoid all bother. 5
He turned smiling cheerily to Au-

gusta. He found her looking at him,
studying him with a grave, and, some-
how, @ different, interest.

Augusta had found herself face to
face with a problem of her own.

She had known for a long time that
there was something pressing on Jim-
mie’s mind. She knew, of course, that
he was not altogether well. But, with
her own wonderful health and sound-
ness, she could not think of mere ill-
ness as the cause of his trouble. She
that the trouble was in his
een the same since
her

was sure
heart. He had not been
they had known definitely that

mother must so g0 :
Was that his trouble? He was, in a
way, free now.
He had been
done all that she

kind and dear. He had
had asked him—Yes,

she remembercd now with confusion,
she had literally asked him. And he
had done everything that she had need-
ed and more than he had promised.
Did he want to g0 now
1f he did, she must make him
For she knew well enough, she thought,
that Jimmie would never let her know
that he wanted to go. He would just
stay on and be kind and say nothing.
But she must not let him do that.
Yet, with all her reasoming and
gearching, Augusta was first a woman.
There Wwas just one question, and she
knew it. With the simple, terrible di-
reetne i he put it to herself.
Did he love her? She had never
known, really. He was 80 kind, and so
good an actor.
They were alone now, for the first
times “There was now no one, nothing
that they had to think of but them-

gelves.

Fearless and direct as she was, Au-
gusta quivered with the dread of part-
for she had come to love the very

io’s mnearness. But
she knew that they were now facing the
elementary facts of life. Childlike, she
had not anticipated this hour. She saw
now with a startling and vivid reality
that, for the sake of both their lives,
she must know, before another day,

whether Jimmie loved her as a man

must loye a woman. :
A foggotten and unbidden memory

came to her in that instant, and al-
though she did not imagine that it had
any bearing upon her problem she
grasped it and brought it out into the
light, never thinking where the conse-
tences might lead.

¢¢ Jimmie,’’ she said, turning quickly,
¢¢maybe you won ’t remember, but one
day last September I saw you in the
Square talking to a lady. She had been

(Continued on poge 59

go.
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Whole Grains
Made Bewitching

e Pqtfql to airy, flimsy bubbles,
eight times normal size.

.I\'Im'lc into fragile, toasted tid-
bits with a nutty taste—delightful
food confections.

Children revel in Puffed Wheat
and Rice. Yet these are whole
grains made wholly digestible—
the greatest grain foods in exis-
tence. Every food cell is exploded
every atom feeds. :

A.ll mothers believe in whole-
grain ff)(‘)(ls. Then why not serve
them in this form, to make the
whole grains tempting ?

Bring the Milk Dish Back

One great Puffed Grai ;
back. {i"r(()rnlulnl(l'g::)lnijrgll,n service is to bring the milk dish
Wheat in milk. s, suppers and at bedtime float Puffed

l at a ¢ t 1\ S 1)1(:[111(:! f()()(.l, IlLll
l H"l\ Wh Onll)lna 10on M]l X 18

. a
n vitamines. h\’ely (.h!ld Sh()uld get at leaB ta plllt a day

W W ; .
need::_OIeIt il;ezih&,l;ﬁprl:izeth(le 16Ielements which everybody
~ : rals. 9
cell is exploded so that ev'erz;"'batorri1 fE;ied e ey e

Here it ¢ S i
as porous aLsoll;:'::dab }h"-] , crisp, toasted bubbles, four times
—shot_from_guns. Tthelxs-eni]:dz byt}I:mf' Anderson’s process

e & i o other wa
grain in such inviting, such hygienic form}.’ o Moty

Puffed  Puffed
Wheat Ricee

Bubble Grains
Puffed to Eight Times Normal Size

The Quaker Qats Ompany

Sole Mak
Peterborough, Canada T

Saskatoon, Canada
3230




