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of tenderness crept'into heu, voice. "The
prairie! Look at it!"She swept her arm round in a wide
haif circle.

"Look at it," he went on. "lHow
could a man ever leave it, ever belp
loving it? The freedom andi the great-
ness of it ail-to ride and ride and the
thud,1 thud, tbud of vour pofly's feet,
and the clear fresh wmnd in yrnir face.
Oh, 1 love it al."

Her companion laugbed at her.
",Wouldnty ou like to see a good play

again?" he ased, half teasingly.
"No!" she flasbed at him, almost

resentfuily. "No!"
"lWell, I would," went on the Prodigal

serenely. "Geel wouldn't it be fine 1to
wearecent clothes again and to bear
real music, and see the glamor and
witchery of lights and pretty women!"

She disengagea bis hand from her arm.
"Oh don't " she said. "Don't spoil

everytliing. 1 don't love you. 1 can'tlove yýou. And don't spoil everything.
Let's just be friends."

Aýs if by mutual consent they turned
their horses back to the ranch again and
for a while they rode in silence.

Presentiy she toucbed bis arm.
"Cheer up, Harry!" sbe said.
"Sure L'i cheer up," he told her "and

you'11 forgive me for having said any-
thing, won't you?"

"Sure I'd forgive you," she replied-
"if there ivas anything to forgive."

And by that time they reacbed the house
again they were chatting like old
friends, no further word being said of
the afternoon's ride.

Only, deep' down in the Prodigal's
beart the hurt was still there-andhlow
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Children's Litter
By Sada Ballard

Every order-ioving mother knows the
annoyance caused by clippings,secrape
of cloth, string, cards, spools and the
many other things that young children
play with for a time, then tire of and
leave around on the tables and chairs..
No mother wishes to rob lier childrên of
their possessions, however trashy they
may seem; yet ofttimes they f eel compel-
led to destroy much of the litter, if the
home is to be kept in a tidy condition.
Howv much hetter to do so in a wa'y tlhat
leaves sunshine instead of ehadow lie-
hind. One mother lias taken the pleasant
way of buying many of the trifling things
wbich ber cbildren hoard. When she dis-
covers -piles of clippings accumulating,
boxes and draivers getting over-crowded,
and a reign of disorder at-hand, she brings

forth a few pennies and offers ta buy-
with the privilege of destroylng-aU of
the stuif they are wiiling to part wltb.
Usually she can purchase ail the trash
one cbiid hias for a cent, but il there
seems to be a linging desire for what
reaily is rubbish, a'nother penny lu offer-
ed for the remainder, and usualiy it is
accepted. The child le thenencouraged
in saving the pennies to buy smre desired
toy.

Apple or Raspberry Durnpling-Two
cups of sour cream, even spoan baking'
soda to each cup cream, sait, just suffi-
cient flour te roll. Lay fruit on and rail.
Leave space in pudding bag for ex pan-
sion. If there i. no cream use one-hait
cup shortening, or a littie better than
one-quarter cup and two cupesaur milk.
Boli to two and one-haif or three hatia.

Monk Rasputin who was l.spoflhlble for the Tlu of the Bornanoffu
Pictures of the Monk Rasputin have been very hard to obtain and during the great Russian crisis very
few publishere coud print in conna ction with the news a picture of thia remarkahle man. With he

mysterjous death came the feul of the Russian Royal family and t he picture herewith is interesting to
the milliOnS who have flot seen the likeness of the man who wjil hence f<9rth remain in Rusia Hiatory.

She looked at him for a minute before

sayig: 1 think you're horrid to-day,
Hýarry."I"ýOh, well, be told ber, "a person takes
streaks once in a while. And as for
loving the prairie, wby I could neyer
leave it for long, now. I don't tbînk
anybody could. You grow to love it
-and tbere's sometbing else I've growfl to
love, too."1

She looked at him quickly, as if dreading
to hear bis next words

"Little Pal," he said, and bis voice
grew suddenly husky, "Little Pal-my
heart's desire!"

"i Oh,' don't, Harry, please," said the

"Little 'Pal," be toid ber, "II want yOUl
so badly, dear, 1 want you $0 ba<Iv.'

bad that hurt was, of course, none of us
could know, for Harry was not of tbe
taîkative kind. And then, three days
after bis refusai came a letter in the mail
from the Prodigal's father, asking him
to come back home and t4e a share in
the management of the biusiness. Harry
sbowed me the letter and in every line.,
of it you could see the old man's hunger
for bis son.

"I shahl go back," said the Prodigal,
almost without hesitation. "After ail,
thats my real life."

Hie met ber on the veranda when lie
went to say good-bye.

IlWelI, Little Pal," he said, "I'm going
home."

"Home?" she repeated. 'Isn't this
home?'
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