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tie whimpers end gulp#—end she mr ft She did 
not refer to It She merely leaned over the table 

one remark. It waa said la quite a mafr 
teroMaet tone of voice. "Ton are a very miser
able little man, aren't yont Ve-e-ery miserable, and 
ye e ery little." That was all she said. Quite all. 
And he told It to ns lost that way.

When the heart of lore flies, come to the humor. 
We took Clarence Q. down and we coddled and 
wnegea Mm all that night and the next day. 
There were exhortations to "be a nian"; and Clar
ence Q. was dumb In the face of the urging. He 
stock, heavily. Every time he threatened wearily 
to take his ewn life, we purchased him whisky— 

are animal, and sentiment is oddly ap
peased In newspaper effleee. His conversation was 
tethered to that mournful and unanswerable 
"whyt" and every time his brain plodded around 
tn the atoele to that word again he obtained mere 
strong drink. For tide was Tragedy.

But there Is an end to benefits. After thirty-
s a Bore.

Dixie, as his City Editor pro teen, tried thez ano
dyne of piling much work on the shoulders—and 
legs—of the bereft No use. His spine had walk
ed away from him, argued Dixie, when Mrs. Dooby

6he told me It was my tempérament"sent me two dollars and a'half a week. Ton <** 
ttre cheap at that school, In the boarding club."

I had a consuming curiosity about Mrs. Dooby. 
"Hcrç» much salary did she get?" 1 asked. It wee 
brutal, bat—we were an three reporters. ,

month and her board areund." 
"She’d been seat down Into the

anyway.
"Hm," said Dixie Mike, lighting a cigarette. "And 

did this go on for ten years t" f 
Dooby looked at us solemnly. Ten years,” he 

answered. Then he made a sudden end unlocked 
for remark: "And new^ she's gone efl with another

ni get a gun and MU myself.* I stare» at Dixie 
and he stared at me. 
said; and again we let him alone.

She had left no word, no traditional note pinned 
to the proverbial pffltxw. Mrs. (Dooby had simply
and mioetsntetiouely gone.
Mrs. Dooby had left—for I knew Dooby—but my 
wonder was why Dooby should Mil himself. Great 
grief poteens our heads, I argued, and poisoned 
heads rush out to blow themselves off wit# a 88— 
but the grief of Clarence Q. was not that sort of a

H(DRB are many Infallible tests where
by you can gauge a man, and one way 
to spot him surely and mark him down 
la to observe his wife’s pleasures. 
K was Mrs. Doctor's pleasure to sit 
for long hours looking out of a win
dow:

Let us go back and start over. Mrs. (Dooby had 
forsaken that pleasure. She no longer tidied up the 
Issweon flat two stories above the little grocery 
stone. She no longer sat with pensive eyes fixed 
«pon a cabinet photograph of Clarence Q. Dooby, 
which leaned back passively in the garish clinch1 of 
a glided metal frame. She no longer allowed her 
Steady gray-blue eyes to sweep across and beyond 
•hie picture, through the patch of windowed day- 
Hfkt and Into the blind land of her dreams. Mrs. 
Doctor had, at one stroke, deprived herself of all 
these things. To put ft hlankty—and that Is the 
way It came upon Clarence Q.-f'Mrs. Dooby had fled.

. First It was a Tragedy; then It elongated Itself 
into a (Bora; then It flattened Itself out into a Bur- 

" league. I am net referring to the effect which 
Clarence Q. had upon Mrs. Dooby—though doubt
less she ran the gamut of exactly that trio of sen
sations. I am speaking of the effect which the 
bereft husband had upon us at the office.

It was four days before Thanksgiving. The gen
tleman who gave advice to the lovelorn was on 
the city desk, while the regular city editor cov
ered an honest political convention. He was argu
ing, with a short and peculiarly vicious pipe be
tween hiâ teeth. He was arguing with the chief 
of the engraving department ... a mere mafr

“This will pass.” onr eyesT and

■
■

1"Fifteen dollars a 
He continued:
•White Oaks’ district . . . That’s poor white 'trash, 
you know ... and they don't pay mack, those 
school boards down there. Well, anyhow. I got 
through my Junior year and got a Job on a little 
dally. He, he! That dally! One o’ the printers 
said ha could watt: outside its circulation 1» five

I wondered net why

m, w*aa not nice of him; hut It waa sincere. 
Measure ft all up according to Clarence Q.’s stand
ards, and that must have been her reason. But 
somehow I didn’t think Mrs. Dooby had eloped with 
another partner. Somehow I fancied Mrs. Dooby 
had had enough of partners.

She would have been a good partner for a ten- 
year-oM hoy, and there would have been horse sense 
and much heart In the partnership. Now, mind 
you. I’ve seen Mrs. Dooby only twice, 
then was a brow and a neat 4ress aufl a chin—and 
two eyas. But these things spoke as a tree speaks 
—ehe was the kind of woman that never weald 
have talked tatty-talk, anyway—and I think I heard 
the seoret that they murmured. Tee years of Doe-

•grief.
However, we respected Mm for his evident sor

row and, man-faehkm, we watched ever Mm oar#- 
fully, thinking swiftly of how to keep Mm away

minutes!"
But humor In Dooby waa aa rare as forcera mus

cles—tn Dooby. He rambled a bit, giving us Ms 
pristine Journalistic ambitions: hew he cultivated 
cleverness In editorial phraseology, how ha turned 
over neat "paragraphs’’ tn his head at breakfast 
(instead of tatting heme talk ta Me wife), hew he 
piddled in politics. Bat I was thirsting for char
acter, so I dragged the conversation back by the 
scruff of the neck.

He was getting ten dollars * week in a town o* 
two thousand heed, and he wanted to quit going 
to school. (Clever editorials and politics.) But 
Bm wouldn’t hear of ft 6he used to sit and held 
his head to her lap and tell him to stick to tt. She 
said she would "give him an education, if it. broke 
her back." There waa a good deal more of the 
same sort whloh tt would have done a woman good 
to hear—or net to hear, Just as yen look at It He 
was to be a great man, her great man.

He wrote three sonnets which, out of a possible 
hundred or thousand submitted, had been accepted 
by one of the great magasines to New York. The 
editor of this periodical was a far-famed sonneteer 
Mmes If. He wrote (Dooby e letter saying that the1 
three sonnets “approacher* Keats la their "pagan 
wealth of imagery." Mrs. Dooby framed the letter. 
The verses were -each given a fall-page ilnstra. 
tlon when published. And Mrs. Dooby framed 
them. The other report eroopy bey-editored hustler 
went around town saying Dooby got “fifty dollars 
apiece for Ms poetry.” And (Mrs. Dooby let him. 
As a matter of fact the price was eight dollars per 
sonnet, and Dooby wrote, thought, (Ireams d noth
ing but sonnets and abba rhyme 
months, and talked of
wife when he ehouM have been her how
sweet she 
he sold
At this time-he wee
sleep of Keats and of Oatwtol Rossetti, writer of 
the most perfect sestet to the 

She told Mm he wae to thrill the world with Ms 
“Keep etirdytng; that’s ell you need to da

Ifor

from revolvers.
“How long had yon been married?" asked Dixie, 

sitting on the center table and picking up the 
vapid photoywph.

A sob sounded like "Ten years.” 
twenty-eight

“How old wae—to your—your wife?” I suggested, 
with a glance eut the window where Mrs. Dooby 
had so often eat

Another sob crystallised Into Tt*ty."
Wo Murmured vague words of consolation. "She

d all I saw

Dooby was
six Incessant, sodden hours It

Ij3Sf\-y '& made her escape. In another day It became a Bur
lesque; Clarence Q. waa going fretfully about the 
efflee trying to borrow a revolver "to shoot the 
bound that ran away with his .wife," he said, and 

of hto saying was loud and hollow. He 
meant us to know that It was for hto own desolate 
body. However, hto method waa quite obvious and 
erase. So. instead of giving him a Smith * Wee- 
eon, Dixie, with the poetical cruelty of a city edi
tor, gave him the Job at writing the Thanksgiving 
"story." And Dooby, Instead, wrote a poem to Ms 
"Vanished Love."

he took to blaspheming her, after Ms brain 
broke the rope of the "why" question, and threat
ened to Mil her, too. She had blackened hto Ufa 
She had thwarted hto career.

f rwas older then you?"
Two years older.” Whereat I be-"Oh, yes.

ranch Interested, for I like to know things
v

came
•bout women who marry men younger than them- 
selves. Their reasons are not always obvious. 
Sometimes; but seldom. A twenty-year-old ®mma 
taking to husband an elghteen-year-old Clarence Q. 
presents subtleties. I intimated aa much, only deli-

the
» i

i

,

i
ji I

vi
I There was more 

' poetry written about this. She had been a mill
stone around his fourteen-inch neck. She waa a 
wrecker of destiny—an assassin of genius. She 
was the subject of an “Ode to Désolation.- 
^ Let os give Dooby hie due. He was not a had 
(allow. But he blabbed when Trouble cut hto with
ers, and left Mm alone and single-handed. He 
said things about hto Wife that you or I would have 
kept under our collar bona. The Other Man Idea 
nravad on Ms night thoughts. He insinuated and 

riotous. He gave up the Idea of killing either _ 
one of them and said It waa good riddance. He 
recalled toviral other men who had liked Mrs. 
Dooby, and he wondered that hto eyea had been 
•ogled so long. One was a preacher who had In
terested Mrs. Dooby In church work for children; 
and Dooby had his notion shout all orthodox shop-

"It’s a shame you married her. Isn’t It?” queried
M “Yes,"’'he*admitted. "It Is. No doubt. If I hadn’t 
been In such a hurry I could have rmeto Now 
York and married some girl of my ewnhind..

This opened up a pleasing picture. One of "Ms 
own Mad” would doubtless have been a poetess 
who ate at Italian restaurants, and dwelt In a "stu
dio” In aa “Interesting quarter." I tried Street»- 
ousty to g»** Emma Dooby in aueh surround 
lags- but the result was confusion. She would 
have gone sick and nervous in two months of bad 
wins, ego, and talk. .. -

Dooby began to get Introspective and soulful on 
the third day. He asked us If we didn’t think this 
ertole might not bo the making of him ; he de
claimed vaguely of Dante and young Werther ends 
Frenchman or two who had had their brains cooked 
In a disastrous love. Ha spoke of himself as at last

ssrzsr* jrr«2*“K
the third night, became melodramatic and trashy 
like an actor. Ho hit upon a new laugh, a tragic 
laugh, the laugh of one who knows all and to sar
donic; and thus he would laugh after a very grim 
last at hie own expense. He knew all there was to £5w about wom^nS had suddenly 
and wise"—whatever that means. He treated their 
mention with Insolent disdain, save In Ma parted 
vld momenta when he damned them cosmically as 
a sex and as a. factor. Ha sneered and lolled and 
ragged himself to pieces, and ranted and laughed 
Ms laugh. It was telling on the rest of us, too. J 
drank too much coffee; "Mias Davenport" smoked 
too many pipes. Patience fades aa the rose; and , 
the rose’s time to four days. So we came ta the

“with malice on Thanksgiving night we redoubled 
the cheer of wine. With cruel double entendre 
there was champagne to Clarence Q. Dooby, and a 
toast to a gayer tomorrow. We plied manfully In a 
lusty lush until the corpus of Clarence Q. was con- 
sidered by the committee as ripe, glorious, and fit 
for unconscious expressage. Then a pool of twenty- 
one dollars and thirteen cents was formed, and we 
bought him Ms railroad ticket It cost meUy the 
twenty-one dollars and It reached to a tight little 
Isolated village In Tennessee where two edltore- 
I looked ft up tn Raster—unconsciously awuKed the 
arrival of Dooby with thirteen cents In hto outride

““to ttotitonee of the night we bundled Mm ubosrd 
the last train, the pink ticket clutched in his Mme 
right hand. Then we looked at one another, and 
treated, and saw that It was good.

His name wandered on mm’s lips and the days 
passed unresponsive, until on the seventh thereaf
ter a postal card came, signed "0. Q. D. It reed.

"If the little woman comes hack teM her there 
Is a little home and a little man writing for her
h*But Mrs. Dooby never came hack. Women are 
wise—after many years. __________

I :i ■!
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tor six "We bundled Mm aboard the last train."
but sestets to his

\ by with the barometer of Hope goto* steadily down 
year by year. This I considered thoughtfully when 
he spoke of "another man.” Also, there are things 
gone from a woman's heart In ten years, things

I shall

got,Vl • lpofced. Bat at t end oh the star Months 
another sonnet, and -hto heart was on Are.

and babbled In bisl

% lost which "another man" woxdd demand.
forget the time I heard a woman tsti n mantongue. never

that he had skimmed tVY cream of her Ufa when 
he preempted the years between twenty and thir
ty. These was something about the desperate ring 
at her vtrtd voice as she said It^yeers that you 

any one, net even God, can give back to me."— 
that pierces the random confusion of blowing time 
and smites like a pain at my memory. Bitter 
never gritted as dM her words.

Tou know how a woman feels about the numeral 
80. If .there Isn’t something to show for It, there 
Is a shudder. I imagine that Mrs. Dooby shudder
ed much as she looked out the window. Net that

poems.
ge to

school." Dooby explrined that they held 
school at hto university tor the teachers who have 
to work all winter. Such students were scoffed at 
—“summer gegs" they were prettily called—by the 
lords of the long winter term.

Bm dH get a Utile

Mike, et y wife hat loftene.’"

cutely, out of-respect -tor the—I almost erid "dead," 
but I miss my guess K Mrs. Dooby was not, on the 
contrary, very much stive at the time. Let us say 
Instead "deported ” net In euphemism, but In earn
est However—Dodby went on with Ms story. He 
wae
tor hto frankness. I vriB not try to put down hto 
sobs and tears.

Tt happened at co»ege—Undverslty of Wtoeeort 
—my sophomore year; that's when Em and I got 
married. We were awful poor. Bm wae a school
teacher-lots of schoet-taeobssw ley off a year and 
go to school there, you know, trytn’ to get a better - 
education. I waa from a small town near there.
I was literary." He said ft very solemnly. T 
thought I wus going to be a great poet; so did Bm. 
Or—we»—H net tbet, something of the kind. That’s 
how I came to get a Job on a newspaper." ((Dixie 
and I new began to understand why he had been 
such a frost as a reporter.) "Well, as I say, we 
got married. My folks didn’t like ft—said I could 
have done better, and ought to>e waited, and all 
that But they were wrong. Em’s the beet woman 
I could have got" She undoubtedly waa ’Who 
wouldn’t go near my folks after that, she said. 
Her folks—er—they didn’t say anything. She was 
one of a Mg family, you see. I suppose she was 
kind o’ lost sight of by them." He stopped, 
peevishly. T don't know why I’m telling you this, 
unless It’s because she’s gone away from me." 
More sobs. But I promised not to put them in.

"And then?” urged the sentimental compounder 
of Dixie Davenport’s column of love advice. He 
was getting some raw material here, and I could 
see that the fever wae on him.

“We had hard sledding of It during my Junior 
year and my senior year. My folks wouldn’t have 
much to do with me after I’d married. Em used 
to make extra money around the school, workln’ on 
maps In the geology department and fixing up little 
dinner cards and cotillon favors. She could paint 
a little—could’ve painted / mighty well, the art in
structor said, 11 she could’ve gone on with the 
work. But she had to stop. She tried it till 
Christmas and then she quit and got a Job teach
ing. She said 1 was the one that was goln’ to he 
great, anyway, and that she’d be satisfied to work 
if I only got ahead. So she taught school and

ter et ornament. He objected to a- star In the hair 
of a dart-eyed eighteee-year-old beauty, and wanted 
ft removed ere the picture, which the 
department., had lifted from a European 
should be placed at the top of his column and 
labeled "Dixie Davenport, Friend of the (Loved and 
(•vetoes." The star, he depoAd, was esoteric. 
The engraving department called hto oehmm to T»e 

; and withdrew triumphant.

es

schooling the summerengrajving
magazine, after Dooby—new studying the Greek Ode—gradu

ated. When ehe came up for Commencement she
rented hto Commencement gown for him. Paidunnerved—wbkjh may (or may not) account

Itovekwn a viler Xï nAnd It was then that Ctorenue Q. Dooby came lever from hto typewriter and asked Dixie if he 
his friend. Dixie laid down hto pipe, and, with 

• voice the* was modulated out of a Wag expen- 
sraril loans, tentatively admitted

i
r * iwith f/1that he was.

Dedby looked at him a moment Intently. Then 
bis ehtn gave in and he walled: "Mike”—that wes 

» «nee Davenport’s real name—*1Mfhe, my wife has 
toft me!" He tumbled with a paper-weight tor a 
moment, and then blurted ont, desperately:

•Dense on op to the bouse with me."
Mflce got up and said: “Sure.”
L too, had nothing to do tor two hours, and so 

I went along; and so this story came to be written.
On the way up, Doody wae morose. His thoughts 

(His words were a dreary, chill- 
"Why has she

r'/A

!êi ■!

1
were monotonous, 
lug variation of the one theme : 
goner . . . “Why did she do it?" . . . "Why has 
my poor Utile Emma left me?*’ . . . "Oh, why?” 
, . , "Wfcyr . . . "Why?” And Dixie and I, out of 
reaped for his grief, let him alone.

The rooms were tidy to a fleck; neat as a bird’s 
leathers. The rigid photograph of the stricken man 
stuck firmly to Its accustomed pose and place; the 
center table was a shiny dirt; the windows 
flounced and accurate; the sharp little clort snip
ped off the seconds with a clean, precise ticking 
. . . and yet somehow the small, cozy flat seemed 
strangely vacant. It was forlorn, as If recently 
the life had gone out of the air there and left It 
flaccid. The little husband looked around with a 
whimper in his thfoat "She’s gone,’’ he quavered 
. . . “gone.”

Then be caught sight of a pair of her old shoes 
•—the only negligent articles In the room—and this 
brought on a eoftibing Incoherence. "Fellows, I chn’t 
Stand it”—and he looked It—"I tell you, l Just sim- 
Mgr can’t. I’ll kill myself . . . that’s what I’ll do.

V
j

"Then he eemghi eight ef a pair of her ehoee..

Dooby was lazy or finicky or trying. None at these. 
He was simply unsatisfactory when viewed In the 
light of a possible threeeoore-end-ton years. Doo
by made you blink when yoe thought of Mr. B so wr
ing's “Grow old with me, tile best Is yet to be. 
the last of life for wMeh the first to made." He 
was dreadfully Important about the unimportant 
thing*; a busy little soul, like a cockroach la a 
glass bettie. Mrs. Dooby had tried; she had brok
en the bottle, jrhlch only resulted in the consequent

sweep- 
strolled

three dollars and a half for It Dooby was full of 
odes—the Pindaric, the classic Cowley, the elephant- 
footed labors of Ben Jonaon—strophes, antis
trophes, epodes. He despised Wordsworth; he 
adored Keats. And Bm had for them eighty-seven 
dollars and six cents In the bank. Tears cams 
down her cherts—so Clarence Q. affirmed, and we 
could believe It—when he received Ms diploma. 
Afterwards she confided to him that all the time 
the baccalaureate speaker was saying those things 
about the graduates going out to conquer the world 
she Just knew he was talking about her Clare.

“She always did think I was going to conquer 
the world. She said so tin* and time again after 
that She waa the only one I had to go to tor am 
oouragemeet She cheered mo up whenever I tost 
a Job . . . somehow I was always losing my Job. 
But—then—you knew how » newspaper men drifts,

i

bewilderment of Clarence Q. So, caretolly 
tng up the sherds of glass, Mrs. Dooby#ad 
away. x

By the way, how she had broken that bottle 
might bo of interest. It happened one morning at 
breakfast They ate late. Dooby was seedy and 
watery and trembly. He had been drtaMng—not 
as a strong man drinks, with gusto, but with lit-

jt

other and while we have never found it 
cheerful company, we have not looked 

sinister visitor. Yet that is

standards during the corresponding period 
last year; about two-thirds to Manchester. 
Deliveries have been satisfactory, amount
ing to 10,140 standards, compared with 
9,100 standards last year. Stocks are now 
Within a very moderate compass, amount
ing to 18,800 standards, as compared with 
27,880 standards at this time last year, 
and as the arrivals for the remainder of 
the season will undoubtedly be light, values 
have considerably improved, and it is 
anticipated a further advance will be es
tablished as stocks become further re
duced."

lng the coming winter the cut will be 
much smaller than in former years.

Duncan, Ewing & Co., in a circular 
timber letter dated at Liverpool, Novem
ber 1, 1912, in regard to New Brunswick 
and Nova Scotia spruce deals say: “the 
total arrival at Liverpool during October 
amounted to 1,510 etandards and at Man
chester 2,990 standards. The consumption 
at Liverpool wsa 8,730 standards and at 
Manchester 6,410 standards. The stock 

hand was estimated at 18.550 standards 
_ compared with 27,880 standards for 
October laet year. The prices have risen 
considerably.”

The firm of Famworth ft Jardine also 
issue a wood circular and in regard to 
New Brunswick and Nova Scotia spruce 
and pine deals say: “The import to the 
Mersey (including Manchester) amounted 
to 4,900 standards, compared with 10,900
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treatment like Samaria Prescription. Sa
maria Prescription has been in regular 
and successful use by physicians and hos
pitals for over ten years.

If you know of any family needing Sa
maria Prescription, tell them about it. 
If you have a husband, father or friend 
that is drifting into drink, help him save 
himself. Write today.

A FREE TRIAL PACKAGE of Sa
maria Prescription, with booklet, giving 
full particulars, testimonials, price, etc., 
will be sent absolutely free and postpaid 
in plain sealed package to anyone asking 
for it and mentioning this paper. Cor
respondence sacredly confidential. Write 
today.

THE SAMARIA REMEDY CO., Dept. 
59, 49 Colborne street, Toronto, Canada; 
also for eale at Wasson's—100 King and

I find it all you claim it to he. I never 
think of taking or using strong drink in 
any way, as all desire for it has left me. 
I cannot speak too highly of your 
derful remedy. You may use my name 
in any way you wish in public.

“EL LILYWHITE,
Brigden, Ont.”

I. A man who has been released from the Samaria Prescription is t-urtele* and 
AX menu . , „ , odorless, and dissolves instantly in tea

Wwful cravings of drink, and whose first ^ or ^ be mixe(, with food. It
thought is to help others, shows the spirit can given with or without the pa-
of true brotherhood and philanthropy, tient's knowledge. It removes the crav- 
Read his letter: mg for drink, builds up the system and
“The Samaria Remedy Co., Toronto, Ont. reetores the nerves. Drink becomes dis-

"Will you please send me book on tasteful and even nauseous,
drink, also circulars relating to your valu- Drink is a disease, not a crime. One

remedv for the drink habit. I wish drink of whiskey always invites another, 
to hand these to a friend who i. going The inflamed nerves and stomach create 
to ruin through drink. You will remem- a craving that must either be satufied by 
,bor thefc I boro your remedy, end more whiskey or removed bj edentiao

HEAVY DRINKER DEED upon it as a 
just what Christian Science ehowa it to
be.

“Discouragement wears the invisible 
livery of evil and is constantly and con
sistently working for its master. It is 
always pulling down and never building

iSimaria Cured Him and He Helps 
Others

I' up.
Did you ever know any one to accom

plish anything worth while when m the 
grip of discouragement It paralyses ef
fort, stupifiea thought and dissipates pur
pose.”

You win

It is~evident that the high freight rates on 
especially for lumber has influenced the as 
prices in England, and, lumber is now 
much higher than a year ago while the 
stock on hand at British centers seems to 
be quite low. Lumbermen from the north
ern part of New Brunswick say that on 
account of the high freights now being 
charged the shipments have fallen off 
considerably and it to Vary likely that dur-

\ likefind lots of good things 
above extract in Mr. Rathvon's lecture 
in the Opera House tomorrow, November 
17, at 3 o’clock; and you will find the J 
time well spent. Seats free end no colle#. ■ «

Discouragement a Big Evil.
"Perhaps the most common of disease- 

inviting habits of thought is doscurags- 
ment. I dare say we have all been on 
intimate -terme with it one time or en-

m Main etre—
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