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abrupt announc
“1 am going
Helen let her eyes Reek hia for • 

second before replying.
“Permanently?” then she asked.
A peculiar expression crossed the 

man's face.
“I think so—I hope so,” he said.
“Oh, Leonard,’’ the mother spoke: 

“why do you say that y Are you not 
happy here ? And you would not take 
Helen away?”

“No," he assented with a short 
laugh : “Helen would not care to go 
with me. 1 shall leave her—with

insist upon a lamp in the sitting- 
room. Helen would sit on one side 
of it and he on the other. He would 
read his paper and perhaps Helen 
would sew. He had never 
sew, he now remembered.

Dearest of all was the thought that 
she would come to him for everything. 
That she might ask hi» opinion and 
consult his wishes.

Unconsciously he found 
I whistling, and he felt hap 
' he had since his marriage.

That night he waited impatiently 
until Helen returned from the theatre. 
Hv remained in their room until she 
came upstairs. He had learned to 
wince when the mother advised him 
not to talk too long to Helen as she 
was sleepy, or to be careful that she 
was warmly covered. He felt that 
alone he could see to all that. Did 
not the girl belong to him?

Hastily he put the crowdi 
thoughts from I 
the door. She 
fairy white.

“Oh, Len,” 
t home! I

“Are you, sweet 
ed lovingly. “Let 
coat.”

She came to him tnd held her face 
up while he fumbled with the hook.

Then, when the fastening fell apart, 
Len lifted the dimpled chin of hia 
wife and looked longingly into her

cement i-

It seen her

himself 
pier thanis

K
❖ ‘When do you goP” Hel 

re calm, yet they sot the
en’s tones 
e man on

à Wv ^HE most precious things in the world arc those 
which cannot be bought—the tender touch of a 

little child's fingers, the light of a woman’s eyes, and 
the love in a woman’s heart.

can arrange,•" he 
hout looking at her. His 

brain seemed bursting with the manv 
thoughts that surged madly through 
him The old question rose upper
most. What was it all about, any
way P What had begun itP 

ked from

1-.Ï
his wife entered 
in, a vision in

The mother loo
face to the other. She too, cou 
understand. Had they not treated 
Leonard as a son?

Suddenly the man turned away. 
“I’m tired," he said; “good night.” 
Helen put down her book.
“It is late," she admitted; "I 

think I’ll retire too."
She went swiftly to her m 

kisser! her lovingly on eao 
“Come upstairs, dear," sh* 

ed, softly; “I don’t want you 
down here alone."

The mother put the girl's clinging 
arms gently frem her.

“Go with Len, Helen," she said 
quietly; “I’ll sit here for a little

Helen lingered for 
followed her husband.

Left alone, the moth 
bo able to grasp Lut 
Her daughter was 

m her husha
Tears rose to her eyes ; then her 

mind went back to the early years of 
her married life. She and her hus
band had been poor ; they had lived in 
four small rooms, yet tney had been 
happy. She, therefore, poi 
experience to guide her and 
that the year of adju 
spent alone.

Then, motherhood with its train of 
— ings had come to her. How hap

py she had been. She had had no 
her hut she looked wonderingly at helper of any kind. Hut it had been 
him. joy ineffable when she and her hus-

“1 am very sorry that you feel this band had dressed the child together: 
way," she finally said; “it is some- when he, in loving helpfulness, had 
thing 1 cannot understand." wiped the dishes and perhaps dust-

He did not reply and in unbroken ed the ornaments in that little king- 
sitonce they retired. dom of their own.

From that time the breach daily The w ords echoed in her heart : “the 
widened. Club life claimed Leonard’s little kingdom of their own!” Where 
entire attention, and Helen, though she had reigned mistress and he mas- 
at times very pale and quiet, still con- ter! A sharp pang smote her. She 
tinned her unceasing round of gaiety. | had unwittingly placed her finger on 

Then one day Leonard overheard a the trouble here. Then the tears fell 
conversation wnich quickened his do- upon her thin hands. How blind and 

e to change domestic affairs as they selfish she had been. Her child had 
now stood. The firm he represented missed the beautiful nest-building 
desired to send a man to another state time; she had missed the joy that 
to open new offices. comes to the wife who builds with

“We would offer the position to her husband. Greatest of all, she
Reynolds,” Leonard heard the nresi- had missed the beauty of self-sac-
dent say; “but his mother is ill.” rifice. The white head fell forward

Almost without thought, Leonard ' and her dim eyes looked into the fut-
mado up his mind to ask for this ure. To her had come the lesson, 
position. He would have spoken To her now belonged the duty of 
then, but the chance did not present teaching Helen.
itself. He felt confident that the po- Suddenly she arose and walked 
sition would be given to liim should across the room. Above the lamp hung 
he desire it. the picture of Helen as a baby. The

As usual he spent the evening at mother looked up at it through her 
the club. It was after midnight when 
he arrived home.

Contrary to the usual custom, Hel
en was not asleep when her husband 
came in. She sat near the lamp in 
the library reading. Her mother, who 
would never retire until Helen had 
done so, sat near, idly turning the 
pages of a magasine. Both women 
looked up as Leonard entered. Helen 
smiled absently at him, and immedi
ately resumed her reading.

Walking to the table near which 
wife eat, the young man made an

$ 1,1 notclaimed, 
am so tired I" 
sethoart?”

“You£

“A MAN'S CASTLE" he answer- 
me loosen your

By Emily Calvin BlaJee 
lConcluded from last week)

s: O11 the ne*t evening at the first op- 
^ portunity, Leonard put the ques- 
^ fcion to his wife, and waited anx- 

usly for her answer.
“But, Len, dear," she protested, 

Mother and Father would be so lone
ly if we came upstairs after dinner. 
And Mother is so sensitive, and she 

I might think that we did 
for her company.” 

ng 1 All resistance see
i a ? husband. He did
sis I argue.

“Ve

pcrienced a little sinking of the heart 
as he opened the front door of his 
home.. What would Helen say? But 
Helen was asleep with a little smile 
on her lips, and just as he entered 
the room the white hai-ed mother 
emerged therefrom. She held up a 
warning finger.

îother, and 
ch cheek. 
ie request- 
ill to stay

For

! eyes.
“You are tired, little girl, I know," 

he commenced ; “but I can’t wait. 
Helen, the year is nearly up. Shall 
we go to a home of our own?”

He waited breathlessly for her an-

I.

“Be very quiet, Len,” she murmur
ed. “Helen (foes not sleep soundly up
on first going to bed. I’ve just tuck-

not care

Helen drew away
“Oh, Len," she protested; “not 

yet ; I am so happy here with Mother. 
And she would grieve so."

"Very well," Leonard answered, at 
once; then he added hastily: “I was 
a fool forever consenting to live here." 

Helen’s face paled, but she did not 
Then as she removed

med to leave the 
not attempt to

petulantly. a moment, then
A muttered imprecation rose to 

Leonard’s lips. Not one word from 
wife or mother regarding his absence. 
True, he had telephoned that he 

mid not be there I

er seemed to 
one thought, 

to he separated
ry well," he assented listlessly; 

“just as you please.”
Helen came and sat on the arm of 

his chair, leaning her head lovingly 
against his.

"Dear boy,” she said; “don’t we 
; owe something to others?”

“Indeed we do, Helen,” he ans 
ed promptly, “l ut I want you

A puszled frown lay 
eyes as she replied :

“Now you w 
echoed; “when 

Leonard

nd !"lfor dinner, but 
that was no reason for them to con
clude that he would -emain all even- speak at once.

ft*
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ing. With unhappiness tugging at 
his bewildered heart, he retired.
^ The next day Helen telephoned to

“Shall you be at home to-night,
Len?" she asked. “If so, be prepared 
to go to a box party with the Her-

“That’s the first I’ve 
box party," Len growled.

“I didn’t think of it before," Hel
en admitted, sweetly, “but if you’d 
rather not go—”

“I’d rather not,” Leonard answered 
aptly; “I’m sorry," he added 

somewhat contritely.
“It doesn't matter at all,” Helen 

assured him, innocently; “Mother is

“All right," her husband responded.
“I hone that you'll enjoy yourself."

He nung up the receiver and turn
ed to his desk. What was the end 
to be, he wondered- Helen seemingly 
had no need of him. That was the 
secret, he believed, bittery.

Then a resolution formed quickly 
in his mind. Nearly a year had 
elapsed since his marriage. H 
broach the subject of a nome of t 
own. His face brightened as pleasant 
thoughts present themseves to dis
pel the gloomy ones.

How wonderful it would seem. Hel
en walking to the station to meet 
him ; the little dining-room table at 
which he might sit and watch her 
sweet face, unobserved by other eyes 
than hers, He would be glad to 
have Helen's mother visit them in 
his home, the home that he had pre
pared for his wife. And then the 
long evenings together. H

*3,

=
issessod

between Helen’s (I heitmenf
iant me all al

we are mar____
gave a quick, impatient

one," she 
Tied!” blew

'I cannot discuss it with you, Hel
en," he confessed, “because I don’t 
quite understand the situation or my 
own longings. 1 was perfectly willing 

ith your 
but—”

Sto live ! 
the first

parents

"Aren't^my parents good

“They are,” the young man adm 
, ted; “nut sometimes I wa 
< that 1 am everything to you 

are to me. Don't you uni 
that, little girl?"

heard of a
fWl

derstand
girl

di“F m sorry, dear,’’ Helen said; “but 
n't understand why we can't be 

other and still 
r is so much to 
the thought of

I do
everything to each 
live here. Mv Mothe 
me ; I oouldi 
leaving her."

Suddenly Leonard sat up and, tak
ing^ the girl's hand, looked earnestly

“If your Mother is everything to 
r y»u. why did you marry me?"

“Oh, Len, Len," the girl cried, a 
sob catching at her throat, “how can 
you ask such a question? You know 
that I love you.”

In a moment Leonard was all con
trition. He too kher fondly into his 
arms and stroked her hair."

“There, there, Helen, we’ll not talk 
of it any more,” he promised. “I 
am selfish.”

Nothing more was said at the time 
and .Vet the talk did not serve to sat
isfy the questions that besieged the 
young man.

And, soon the inevitable happened. 
Leonard became a frequent visitor 
at the club. The first night he went 
there he left at midnight. He ex-

I
I

e would 
heir

UttlaFy baby,” she murmured; “my 
girl. And now 1 must give you

She put forth her hand as if to take 
ami caress the litle pictured figure 
before her. This tiny life was hers. 
God had given it to her. But the 
next thought caught and held her in 
its sharpness.

Why had the child been given to 
her? To keep, to love, and, alas, 
some day to give into the charge of 
another.e would his w

,


