LS

- *

HEOR® ars many infallible tests where-
by you can gauge & man, and one Way
to spot him surely and mark him down
is to observe his wife’s pleasures.
® was Mrs. Dooby’s pleasurs to
for long hours looking out of a win-
dow. » d

‘Let us go back and start over. MMrs. Dooby had
forsaken that pleasure. She no longer tidied up the
fourroom flat two stories above the little grocery
store. She no longer sat with pemsive eyes fixed
upon & cabinet photograph of Clarence Q. Dooby,
which leaned dack passively in the garish clinch' of
s gilded metal frame. She no longer allowed her
steady gray-Dlue eyes to sweep across and beyond
4is pioture, through the patch of windowed day-
light and fxto the blind land of her dreams. Mrs.
Doeby had, at ome stroke, deprived herself of all
these things. To put it blankly—and that is the
way it eame wpon Clarence Q.—+Mrs. Dooby had fled.
. First it was a Tragedy; then it elongated itself
into & Bore; them it flattened itself out into a Bur-

‘lesque. I am not referring to the effect whieh
Olarence Q. had upon Mrs. Dotby—though doubt-
jess she ran the gamut of exactly that trio of sen-
sations. .1 am gpeaking of the effect whieh 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 argw

' ing, with a short and peculiarly vicious pipe be-
tween hié teeth. He was arguing with the chief
of the engraving department . .. a mere mat

sit

By H ARRIS

[l get a gun and kil mysed.” I stare@ at Dixis
and he stared at me. “This will pass,” our eyes
said; and again we let him alone.

She had left mo word, no traditienal note pinned
to the proverbial pifiow. Mrs. Dooby had simply

and unostentatiously gome. I wondered mot why
Mrs. Dooby had létt—for I kmew Dooby—but my

wonder was why Dooby should kill himself. Great
grief poisons our heads, I argued, and ‘poisoned
heads rush out to blow themselves off with a .38—
but the grief of Clurence Q. was mot that sort of a

s grief.

However. we respected hMm for his evident sor-
row and, man-faghion, we watched over him ocare
fully, thinking swiftly of Row to keep him away
from revolvers.

“How long had you beem married?” asked Dixfe,
sitting on the center table and picking up the
vapid photograph.

A sob sounded Mke “Ten years.”
twenty-eight.

“How old was—is your—your wife?” I suggested,
wﬁhaﬂmmntthow!ndowwhenﬂmnoobr
had so often sat.

Enother sob orystallzed into “Thirty.”

We murmured vague words of comsolation. “She
was older then you?” il

“Oh, yes. Two years older.” Whereat I de
came much interested, for I like to know things
shout women who marTy men younger than them-
gelves. Thelr reasons are not  always obvious.
Sometimes; but seldom. A twenty-yearold Emma
taking to husband an eighteen-year-old Clarence Q.
presents subtleties. I intimated as much, only dell

Doody was

¢ «Mike, my wife has lgfi me.”™

ter of ornament. He objected to-a star in the halr

of a dark-syed eighteem-year-old heauty, and wanted-

it removed ere the picture, which the e
department_ h#d liftell from o Buropean magaszine,
should be placed at the top of his column and
isbeled “Dixie Davenport, Friend of the Loved and
Toveless.” The star, he ddpo‘l, was esobteric.
The engraving department oalled hs celumn to the
fovelorn & viler mame; and witlidrew triumphant.
And it was then that Claremce Q. Dooby came
over from his typewriter and asked Dixie i he
'was his friend. Dixie laid down his pipe, and, with

‘s volce that was modulated out of a long expen-

ence with sundry small loans, tentatively admitted
that he was. g

Dooby looked at him a moment intently. Thea
bis ehin gave in and he walled: ~Mike"—that was
Mise Davenport's real name—“Difke, my wife has
left me!” He fumbled with a paper-weight for a
moment, and then blurted out, desperately:

«Ceme on up to the house with me.”

Mfke got up and said: “Sure.”

, too, had nothing to do for two hours, and so
§ went along; and so this story came to be written.

On the way up, Doody was morose. His thoughts
were monetonous, Fis words were a dreary, ohill-
ing variation of the one theme: “Why has she
gone? ... “Why did she do it?"... ‘“Why has
my poor lit'le Emma left me?” ... “Oh, why?”
.. "Why? ... “Why?” And Dixie and {, out of
respect for his grief; let him alone.

The rooms were tidy to a fleck; neat as a bird’s
genthers. The rigid photograph of the stricken mar
stuck firmly to its accustomed pogse and place; the
center . table was a shiny disk; the windows
fiounced and accurate; the sharp Httle clock 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
@isccld. The little husband looked around with a
wrimper in his thfoat. “She’s gone,” he quavered
.o . “gome.”

Thea ba caught sight of & pair of her old shoes
=the only neglgent articles In the room—angd this
brought on a sobbing incoherence. “Fellows, I chn't
stand t"—and he looked it—*1 tell you, I just sim-
wiy can't I'l kill myselt ... that's what I'll do.

cately, out of-respect dor the—I almost sald “dead,”
but I miss my guess ¥f Alrs. Dooby was not, on the
contrery, very much allve at the time. Let us say
{nstead “departed,” not in euphemism, but in earn-
est. However—Dooby went on with his story. He
was unnerved—which may (or may not) aecount

for his frankmess. Iﬁhnottrytoputdmm‘

sobs and tears. '

“It happened at ecolfege—University of Missourd
—my sophomore year; that's when Em end I got
married. We were awdul poor. Bm was a school-
teacher—lots of school-teachers lay off a year and

g0 to school thers; you know, tryin’ to get's better -

sducation. [ was from a small town neer there.
1 was lterary.” Te said it wvery eolemnly, ‘1
thought I was going to be a great poet; so did Em.
Or—well—# notthat, sgomething of the kind. That's
how ¥ came to get & job on a newspaper.” (Dixle
and I now begam to umderstand why he had beenm
such a frost as a reporter.) “Well, as I say, we
got marrvied. Oy folks didn’t like it—sald I could
have done Detter, and ought to've waited, and all
that. But they were wrong. Em's the best Woman
i could have got” She undoubtedly was. ‘She
wouldn’t go near my folks after that, she sald
Her folks—er—they didn’t say anything. She was
one of a big family, you see. I suppose she was
kind o lost sight of by them.” He stopped,
peevishly. ‘I don't know why I'm telling you this,
unless it's because she’s gone away from me”
More sobs. But T promised not to put them in.

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

“We had hard sledding of it during my Jjumior
year and my senior year. My folks wouldn’t have
much to do with me after I'd married. Em used
to make extra monéy around the school, workin’ on
maps in the geology department and ﬂxii\g up little
dinner cards and cotillon favors. She could paint
a little—could've painted.mighty well, the art in-
structor said, if she could've xoixe on with the
work., But she had to stop. She tried it till
Christmas and them she quit and got a job teach-
ing. 8he said I was the one that was goin’ to be
great, anyway, and that she’d be satisfled to work
if I only got ahead. 8o she taught school and

gsent me two dollars and a’balf a week. You CaR
lve cheap at that schoel, in the boarding club.”

I had & consuming curtesity about Mrs. DoobY.
“Hoy mueh salary did she get?” 1 asked. It Was
brutal, but—we Wwere all three reporters.

“piftecn doliars a month and her board areund.”
He continued: “She’d been semt down imto the
White Oaks’ district. . . . That’s poor white trash,
you kmow . .. and they dom’'t' pay much, those
school boards dowm thers. Well, anyhow, I got
through my funior year and got & job om a little
dafly. He, he! That daily! Ome o' the printers
said he could walk outside fts circulatien in five
minutes!”

But bumor in Dooby was as rare as forearm mus-
cles—in Dooby. He rambled a bit, giving us his
pristine journalistic ambitions: hew he oultivated
oleverness in éditorial phraseclogy, how he turmed
over neat “paragraphs” In Rhis head at breakfast
(instead of talking home talk to his wife), how he
piddled in politics. But ¥ was thirsting for chars
acter, so 1 dragged the conversation back by the
scruff of the meck.

Homlun!nceendom:mkhnm&
two thousamd heall, and he wanted to guit going
to scheol. (Clever editorials and politics) But
©m wouldn’t hear of it. ®he used to sit and held
his head in her lap and tell bim to stick to it. She
sald she would “give him an education, if it broke.
her back.” Thers was a gooed deal mores of the
same sort which it would have done & woman goed
to hear—or not to hear, just as you look st it. He
was to be a great man, her great man.

He wrote three somnets which, out of a possidle
hundred or thousand submitted, had beem accepted
by one of the great magazines in New York The
editor of this periodical was s farfarmed sonneteer
himsel?.- He wrote Dooby & letter saying that the'
three sonmets “approacher”™ Keats in their “pagan
wealth of imagery.” Mrs. Doocby framed the letter.
The verses weére weach given 2 full-page {lustra.

apiece for his poetry.” And ®MMrs. Docdby let him.
As a matter of fact the price was eight dollars per
sonnet, and Dooby wrote, thought dreamsed noth-
ing but somneis and adba ¥hyme schemes
months, and talived of nothimg but sestets

wife when he shoul have dDeen teliing her
sweet the lpoked. But st & end: ’

he soid ai sonnet, snd ‘his 'k

—"“summer gogs” prettily ealled—by
lords of the ]mﬂv:hrxh?:rm. -ﬂw
Emﬂntsntﬂe-maohwnuthem‘r
after Dooby—new studying the Greek Ode—gradu-
ated. When she came up for Commencement she
rented his Commencement gown for him. Paid
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anyway. She told me it was my temperament.”

“Hm,” sald Dixie Mike, lighting a cigasette, “And
did this go on for tem years?” '

Dooby looked at us solemuly. “Tem years,” he
answered. Then he made a sundden and unlooked
for remark: “Andnow,nho’lmoolm-nﬁcr
man.” - v

This wes not nice of him; but it was sincere.
Measure it all up sccording to Clarence Q.s stand-
ards, and that must have beem her reason. But
somehow I didn’t think Mrs. Dooby had eloped with
another partner. Somehow I fanoled Mrs. Dooby
had had enough of partners.

She would have been a goed partmer for s ten-
year-old boy, and there would have been horse sense
and much heart in the partmership. Now, mind
you, F've seen Mrs. Dooby only twice, and all I saw
&n,msbmandnnoatémnudsdﬂn—ﬁnd
two eyes. But these things spoke as & tree speaks
—ghe was the kind of woman that never weuld
have tallted talky-talk, anyway—and I think I heard
the secret that they murmured. Tem years of Doo-

“ We bundled him aboard the last train.”

by with the barometer of Hope going steadily dowa
year by year. This T considered thoughtfully when
he spoke of “another man.” Also, there are things
monvmnwom;n'uhemmmmthmn
lost which “snother man” would demand. I shall
noyortorwthoﬂmolhewdawmun.m
thet he had slimmed tk ycream of her life when
hpmnp@edthoymb&mtnntyum
ty. nu,mnmmxm&emdu
of her vivid voice as she said iv—"years that you
mmmnnomeod.mmmkwm‘—
mcmmm«mm-tmum
and smites ke a pain at my memory. Bitter ashes
never gritted as did her words.

You knhow how a woman feels about the numeral
30. If there isn’t something to show for it, there
is & shudder. I imagine that Mrs. Dooby shudder
ed much as she looked out the window. Net that

““Then he eaughi sight of a pair of her shoes.

three dollars and a half for it. Deoby was full of
odes—the Pindaric, the classie Cowley, the elephant
footed labors of Ben Jonson—strophes, antis-
trophes, epodes. He despised Wordsworth; 'he
adored Keats. And BEm had for them eighty-seven
dollars and six cents in the barnk. Tears ocame
down her cheeks—so Claremce Q. affirmed, and We
could believe it—when be received his diploma.
Afterwards she confided to him that all the time
the baccalaureate speaker Was saying those things
about the graduates going out to conguer the werld
she just knew he was talking about her (Clare.
“She always did think I was going to oonguer
the world. She sald so thme and time again after
that. She was the only one I had to go to for em
oouragement. She cheered Me up whenever I lost

a job ... somehow I was always losing my )ob.
But—theg—you know how & newspaper man drifts,

Dooby was lazy or finicky or trying. Nome of these.
He was simply unsatisfactory when viewed in the
light of a possible threescore-and<en years. Doo-
by made you blink when you thought of Mr, Brown-
ing’s “Grew old with me, the best is yet to be,
the last of life for which the first is made.” He
was dreadfully important about the unimportant
things; a busy little soul, like a cockreach in a
glass bottle. Mrs. Dooby had tried; she had brok-
en the bottle, yhich only resuited in the consequent
bewilderment of Clarence Q. So, ly sweep-

ing up the sherds of glass, Mrs. Doobyjhad strolled
\

away. :

By the way, how she had broken that bottle
might be of imterest. It happened one morming at
breakfast. They ate late, Doody was sesdy and
watery and trembly, He bhad been drinking—not
ul.Mumm.ﬂﬁm.hgﬂmm

-y
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tle whtmpers and gulps—and she saw ft. She ata
not refer to it. She merely leaned over the table
and made one remark. nmpndhqum.mw
terof-fact tome of volos. “You are a very miser
able little man, aren't you? Ve-s-ery miserable, and
ve-eory littie.” That was all she said. Quite all
And he told it to us just that way.

When the heart of love flies, come to the humor.
We took Olarence Q. down and we coddled and
sssuaged him all that might and the next day.
Thers were exhortations to “de a ndan”; and Clar
moQ.wudumbinLthotmotthourtm:. He
stuck, heavily. Every time he threstened wearily
to take his own life, we purchased him whisky—
for men are animal, and sentiment is oddly ap-
peased in mewspaper offices. His conversation was
tethered to that méurnful and unanswerible
*why?” and every time his brain plodded around
tu the cirele to that word again he obtained mere
strong drink. For this was Tragedy.

But there is an end to bemefits. After thirty-
six ineessant, sodden hours it became & Bore
rie, a8 his City Editor pro tem, tiied the’ 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
made her escape. In another ds it became s Bur-
lesque; Clarence Q. was golng fr
office trying to borrow a revolver “to shoot the
hound that ran away with his wife” he said, snd
the menner of hiz saying was loud and holiow. He
meant us to know that it was for his own desolate
body. However, his method was quite obvious and
orass. Se, instead of giving him s Smith & Wes-
mnhlo.ﬂmmowdwmmuscity.db
tor, nvohlmthojobotwﬂm&bmwm
> And Dooby, instead, wrote & poem to his
“Vanished Love.” .
Later he took to blaspheming her, after his brain
broke the rope of the “why” question, and threat-

ened to Kill her, too. his
She had thwarted his caréer. There Wwas more
poetry written about this. BShe had boen‘lmm-
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many pipes.

the rose’s time is four
end of it.

With mslice on Thanksgiving night we redoubled '
the cheer of wine. With cruel double entendrs
there wag ohampagne to Clarence Q. Dooby, and &
toast to & gayer tomorrow. We plied manfully ia & |
lusty lush until the corpus of Clarence Q. was con-
sldersd by the committes as ripe, glorlous, and ft
for uncomseious expressage. Then a pool of twenty-
one dollars and thirteen cents was fermed, and we
bought him his rallroad ticket. It cost exactly the .
twenty-one dollars and it reached to & tight little .
{solated village in Tennessee whers two editors—
1 looked it up In Kastor—unconsciously awaited the .
arrival of Dooby with thirteen cents in his outside :
coat pocket. 3

In the silence of the night we bundled him aboard
the last train, the pink ticket clutched in his litle
right hapd. Then we looked at one another, and
treated, and saw that it was good. I

His name wandered on men’s
passed unresponsive, until on the seventh thereaf
ter a postal card came, signed “0. Q. D It vead:

“1¢ the little woman comes back tell her there
s a little home and s little man waiting for hey

L %

But Mrs. Doeby never came bick. Women are

wise—after many years. :

§

lips and the deys

" HEAW DRNKER CURED

Samaria Cured Him and He Helps
Others

| &

!. A man who has been released from the
\gwful cravings of drink, and whose firet
thought is to help others, shows the spirit
of true bro/therhood and philanthropy.

Read his letter:
“The Samaria Remedy Co., Toronto, Ont.
«Will you please send me book on

drink, also circulars relating to your valu- |

ed remedy for the drink habit. T wish

to handl these to a friend who .is going,

rough drink.

to.run th You will remem-

I find it all you claim it to be. 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 won-
derful remedy. You may use my name
in any way you wish in public.
“H. LILYWHITE,
Brigden, Ont.”

Samaria Prescription is tasteless and
odorless, and dissolves instantly in tea
or coffee, or can be mixed with food. It
can be given with or without the pa-
tient’s knowledge. It removes the crav-
ing for drink, builds up the system and
restores the mnerves. Drink becomes dis-
tasteful and even nauseous.

Drink is a disease, not a crime. One
drink of whiskey always invites another.
The inflamed nerves and stomach create
| & craving that must either be satisfled by

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 eealed 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 sale at Wasson's—100 King and

ENGLAND.PAYS MORE
FOR N, B, SPRUCE

R——

Tt is-evident that the high freight rates
especially for lumber has influenced the
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 ehipments have fallen off
considerably -and it is-vexy likely that dur-

¥
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ing 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, 1012, in regard to New Brunswick
and Nova Scotia spruce deals say: “the
total arrival at Liverpool during October
amounted to 1,510 standards and at Man-
chester 2,990 standards. The consumption
at Liverpool wsa 8,730 standards and at
Manchester 6,410 standards. The stock
on hand was estimated at 18.5660 standards
as compared with 27,880 standards for
October last year. The prices have risen
considerably.”

The firm of Farnworth & Jardine also
jssue 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 4,500 standards, compared with 10,080

PP

standards during the corresponding period
last year; about two-thirds to Manchester.
Deéliveries have been satisfactory, amount-
ing to 10,140 standards, compared with
9,100 standards last year. BStocks are now
within a very moderate compass, amount-
ing to 18,500 standards, as compared with
27,880 standarde at this time last year,
and as the arrivals for the remainder of

the season will undoubtedly be light, values | VP

have considerably improved, end it is
anticipated a further advance will be es-
tablished as stocks become further re
duced.”

)
Discouragement a Big Hvil.
“Perhaps the most common of disease-
inviting habits of thought is doscurage
ment. I dare say we have all been on|

other and while we have never found if |

sbout the

A

cheerful company, we have mot looked %

upon if as & sinister visitor. Yet that is
just what Christian Science shows it te .

be. :
“Discouragement wears ~the invisible

livery of evil and is constantly and con- |

for its master, It is.

sistently workin, ¢
own and never building

always pulling
‘:Did you ever know any one to accom-
plish anything worth while when in the!
grip of discouragement It paralyses ef-
fort, ’ltupiﬁeu thought and dissipates pur--
pose.” {
You will ind lots of good thiu?t like !
above extract in Mr. Rathvon’s lecture .
in the Opera House tomorrow, November:
17, at 3 o'clock; and you will find thi

time well spent. Seats free and no M
2 2 A

intimate -terms with it ome-time or an-'tiom.
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