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The Eyes of Youth
(oninued from Page 4

oldest living frock coat with a silk hat
to match!

'cThen rustie into them,' lie eaid
"aeessly.

"'Rùstle into them! HigginB, you are
more lacking i delieacy of fiber than
«ven 1 supposed, Rustle linto thein
indeedi That frock coat is ert*tled to
ail the respect tbat's coming ta, it, on
tbe strength of an historieD ist t
friephtcfls me ta licar you., speml of it
in !bhat rude, boisterous way. That coat
mut-be entreated. Wait.'

al: tiptoed over to the closet and care-
fully opened the ' door.. There, confront-
lng me with a serefle, impressive dignity,

fin iiaustero; noble îoî<îî îrerit1i
hanger, was the oldest living frock coat.
On the sheif above it, crorning it as
St were, was the oldest living Bilk hat.

'"I fe!t a dreaded sinking, of the heart.
Rutli Dufrange, whose poemns my youth
Lad. dreamed over, that first volume,
«Mes Amours'! Must I give over meet-
ing ber because of the obstinacy of mere
elothes ?

«I laid my cheek against the shoulder
of the coat. 'Iith I)ufrange,' I whisper-
ed, 'Mes Amours.' I

«'I assure you, Amy, that garment
V.ositively leaped forward and allowed
itself ta bc taken doWvn without a pro.
test. The hat, too, bounded toward me.
(iently I drewv them from t1ieii seclusion.
Gently, gently I slipped int the coat.
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beautiful, when you liad time to remem-.
ber?" I repea.ted.

"0f course," looking at me witli sur-j
prised eyes. "Do you think a w'oman
with ber soul could be anything elle?
Ah, she more than fulfflled every dreabc.
Her beautiful, old rose-eolored gown
fel from, -her shoulders ilong, lot
folds; lier face wa& pale *and lier dark
hair was' twisted in a coronet about her
diassie head; and lier eyes, oh, Amy,
the depth, the darkness of those mid-
mrght eyes! "à

Tho humble confidant was forgtten.
"Go c." I touched bie aleeve Impa-
tieiitly.

"Oh!" Ho roused bhimself. <'Well, we
*ere hardly seated before the oldest
living! frock. coat was se vicariously
overoome- b: emotions that it gave the
most awful, omainous rip rigit 'ini the
mniddle of the bock. I sat with the
color crowding up into my face, Rand it
seemied to, me that I heard another gÔat
giggle from Hliggins. Jut sas I was
plpnng how, when the time came to
go, I Bhould gracefuliy bend over ber
hand, kiss it, and then back fran' the
room, she poured some tea fqr lus. I
got up, stretched eut my arn' to take
the cup, when there was a Ioud report
of a ghastly rip in the aleeve. It WaB
so, prolomiged , so poignant. It went on
and on raelbig over my nerveB; and it,
or its eclioés, seemed ta last indefinitely.
And Amy, truly, that sleeve was liter-.
ally hanging by a thread. And then
through . red mist of shame and misery,
I beard her voice. And oh, Amy, quite
gayly and carelessly Bhe was saying to
Higgins:

"Run away, please, Neddy, for the
rest of this afternoon. I like this dear
child g0oEMudL I want to talk to hlm'

front. Ha went, and in tJat,
mment n -oýpreme triumph, that poor,l

gaine c,& 008; tried to give the colege
yell of its youth, and another aeam,
several I think,jgave way.

"But I don't care, for shoe miled on
me so tenderly and 'with a. ort Of
amused, comprehendiing sympathy.

"' There was once a poor Young na,
she said aiý--hly. 'HiS clothes were old
and worn, lis shoes were broken 8o01.at
the water came in-'

"'4But the stars Bhane dthrough bis
soul,' I capped lier quotation, Amy; I
too lad read Victor Hugo, 'for ho was
in love.' o as.i

"£She Iaughied, '0f Ceurseh wsl
love,' ehle murmured;, 'wheii oneIla
twenty or eighteen--

,cg, amntweiity.tw0,' î1 lad frmlY,
cand I fell i love for the frat time in
xny life ton minutes ago.'"

"'She lûolý>d ather quickly then; not
at me, but into the depths Of an old-
fashioned mfrLror between the Windows,
an~d èhe seemcd ta forget me aIe was
l)ooklnug 10 earnestly çat lier own refie-,
tion with a. littie amile that wa a lf
triumphant and haîf lad, hall aweet 'and.
hall bitter. And then she remem.bered
me again., and turned away frein the
glass and sntied dazzllnglY st Me with
asmilo that was ail sweetness.

"'The Eyes of AprUl' aie murmured.
ffhen she askcd me about myself and I
talked and talked until itgot late and
i lad to go, and I assure you, I forgot
ail about the oldest living froek coot;
but it does bother me now te thinic I
can't remember how I got Out Of that
room."

Hle wrinkled his brows and stared at
the fat rob.*ns hopp'.ng over the lawn.
"gAmy, youre a go@ sot to listen ta

me.", He squeezed my hand. "But good
old Amy, fancy what it must be like te
be young and beautiful and famous and
write potry liko bers! Have you ever
rend -'Mes- Amours'?T"

"cYe, and I kncw cione of the poemns
long before it was publialed. The one
that begins:

ccWhen first we loved, Sw"theart, lie
sighed,

The world OMS aIl a tender miat,
The gray-green miat of Young Spring-

tide,
The peadli budi blossomed whenL we

kissed."

"But- Ubfore it waa pubisled-!"1
ho' stammered. "Hlow on earth eould
you-V' tina l,Ruth Dufrange, wrote i na l
autograph album of mny motler's. They
were school-giris together."

R e aiFoociPrices
"Quote by Calories," They Say

Some ame urging that food pricwesb quoted by calories. And
that this method be fixed by law.

The ctillry is the energ unit used as a measure of food value.

This is how some necessary foods would be marked at this
writing if priced on the calory basi:

'Cost per 1000 Calories
Quaker Os................ 6Y 2o Hon's Eff ................. 700
Averffe Meats......... .. 45o Vaetables ....... 10... lto 750
Average ish .............. 800 Young Chioken .......... 18

1 cent eDli

1 Counor etl.

w-Em
8 Cents 1r oru-Im

xGesSo CotaEsi

Another Way
Bere in another comparison.

Quaker OatacoSta oe cent per lâre
d"al. A bite of meat ceta that much.
One egg cSa five timea that.

You canameve 8 d"s of QuakerOata
forthe coat of one averffl sering of
meat, egS or fil. t,

In calores, a dollar buys deigtmes
as mucl in uQuaker Oat. as in tii. average
meat foods.

Yet the oat is. the greatest food tht
grows. It is almost the ideal food in
balance and completenew.

Pound for pound, it is twice as ricli as
round steak in energy nutrition.

One needs variety in food. But a
man muat hava 3,000 calories par day.
Supply part of tlem, at trifling coot, in
deicious Quaker Oats.

Make this your basic breakfast. It
wiil cut down your food éoot and your
folks will ha better bcd.

Quaker Qats
The Extra-Grade Oat Flakes

Quaker Oats mean extra flavor without extra coat.- They are flaked
from queen grains only-just the ricli, plump, flavory oats.. We get but

ten pounds from a bushel. To make your oat breakfasts deightful,

specify this brand.

PacIoed in Sealed Round Pêckage. soih Remouabl.Cb

"I claim te possess, Higgins the oldest living
frock coat.?»

Carefully I adjustcd the bat on my head.
As I picked up Mny gloves, it seemed ta
me that Higgins suppressed a snort oÔf
goatlke laugliter; but I cared moting
for that, I -%as ta, meet Ruth Dufrange.
The- nera, thought waa sufilient to
send me flying dowu allmmy steps tbrea
at a time.. 1 sprang into Higgins's cab
before him, while lie puffed and panted
beind ine. Wheezing like a pug, ha
gave the eabby the name of lier liotel
and we were off. It had been rainincr
yesterday afternoon, you know; one of
those siqlver, dashing, spring showers, and
the pools in the asphait reflected bits of
the shining bine sky. Flags were fling
liera and there along the Avenue; from
the Waldorf flapped the Austrian and
Chînese cclors.

"WVe stopped at lier botel and were,
Inimediately shown ta lier drawing-
room. Amy, I cannot describe ta you
the eharni of the atmosphare. Thera
wuas a soft pink liglit in the room. I
think the sun folU through rose-colore 4

silk st ades; and.there were roses, pmnk
roses ail about in bowls and vases, and
the patals were blowing all over the
room. And then-she came ini.

"la she beautiful, Hlarding?" I asked.

"Beautiful? I didn't know at first.
Believa me or iot, I didn't know. 1 only
knev at once, the moment she entered
th~e room, that this wvas the only -woman
I ever eould or would love and 1 knew
it immediately, finally, eternally. Why,
hours afterwards I couldn't have told yoti
wl ither she was taîl or short, dark or
f'air. I onlv kncw' that shew~as the one
w 'nuan, and thîs stupeindous fact para-
lvzedl tenmporarily al conscýous observa-
tion. It -%as long afterwards that theso
imipressions asserted themselves."

"But, Harding, did you think lier


