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Forgive us Qur Trespasses.

By Alan J.

GOOD night, Mr. Cord- '
ingley. Thanks for the |
escort.””  “Aren’t you
) going to ask me in?”
inquired the man,
slowly.

“Hardly — this time
of night! Think of the
proprieties, Mr. Cord-
ingley!”” A sharp

glance at Olive Quesnay’s expressive coun-
tenance warned Cordingley that it would
be unwise to urge the request. He yielded
with good grace, but as his companion
turned to go he placed a restraining hand
on her arm. “‘You won’t forget—Thurs-
day at six,” he said, then, lowering his
voice, added, “You will come? I shall
expect you.”

‘‘Perhaps,” was the airy rejoinder.
“Good-bye.” And Mrs. Quesnay ran
lightly up the steps.

“Auf wiedersehen,” responded Cording-
ley. For a few moments after the maid
had closed the door the man remained
motionless. Then he walked slowly away, |
with a rather unpleasant smile. “Ithink,” |
he murmured, lingeringly—“I think, my ]
dear girl, you will come.” -]

Mrs. Quesnay was humming a gay air |
as she ascended to her room. She unclasp-
ed her luxurious cloak and tossed it upon
the bed. A delightful evening—quite a |
success. She had not enjoyed herself so
much for ages! She had been positively
brilliant! The cheval-glass afforded hera
radiant vision—flushed cheeks, sparkling
eyes, and really the most becoming toilet.

A most delightful evening!

She relapsed into an easy chair before
the cheerful fire and. slowly sipped ‘her
chocolate. At Cordingley’s, too—of all
people. Malcolm had “disapproved very
strongly’’ of the Cordingleys—had stig-
matized them as “fast.”” Fast! Why—
yet—well, she could not altogether
suppress the consciousness that more
than once during the evening some of
the remarks had rather disquieted her.
And then Mr. Pembroke Cordingley—her
host’s brother? Very accomplished—very
fascinating, certainly, but almost too—
attentive. There was really no occasion |
for him to see her home, and the
assurance with which he had dismissed
the brougham without consulting her
bordered perilously on impertinence.
Homage from so distinguished a quarter
was, of course, extremely flattering,
vet —she was obliged to acknowledge
that her attitude towards him was not
altogether favorable.

Mrs. Quesnay looked down at her
bare, shapely arm.  The pressure of the
man's fingers still scemed to linger. She
rubbed it slowlv—not with gentleness.
I'rom a diminutive silk purse dangling
from her wrist she took several coins—
golden coins.  Bridge winnings It had
been very exciting, and fortune had
favored her. 1t was nice to win. Yet
the gesture with which she put the little
purse of gold aside a minute later was
curiously suggestive of aversion.

“Suppose,” she asked herself, “Mal-
colm could see me now, gloating over my
gambling harvest!  Her husband’s strong-
Iy marked countenance, pale and stern, |
rose before her mental vision. .
looked at her like that when——The girl |
shrugged her shoulders to the accom- |
prniment of a hard  lictle laugh.
Puritan!’” That is how - she had named
him after their very first meeting; and |
cvents had more than justified the desig-
nation.  What o sober,  strait-laced,
rizhteous——Ugh!  She would not think
of him. Vestalli hal
movement superbly  tonight. It scemed
almost uncanny from so young a man. |
Maleohm would have enjoyved that, and
Mudeolm, Maleolm, toujours Maleolm!
What was the matter with her to-night?
With an imparient  exclamation
Quesnay rose to her feet and commenced
pacing restlesslv about the room. . Her
citorts to divert her thoughts from her
hushand were futile  She wisundergoing
one of the periodieal  experiences to
which  the most  orderly  minds  are
Lhable-—when  the  thoughts  assuming
control refuse to be diverted from a
purticular topic, no uatter how unwel- |
cowme. And Olive Quesnay's thoughts

-and..there was a truce.

quired the slightest provocation to revive
hostilities.

habitual repression disguised strong pas-
sions, and, now thoroughly rouséd, he let

| Olive quailed before the storm, then her
customary hardihood reasserted;itself;"and
her * counter-demonstration was.more
effective than the man’s.  She' tainted
him with jealousy and unnatural abhor-
rence of his own son, ridiculed with pitiless
scorn every foible he
mistake of his she woul
exaggerate with feminine ingenuity.' “She
was a clever woman, and—she did not
spare him. Beneath the bitter lash of her
tongue Quesnay became pale and still.
When her eloquence was exhausted he
asked her a question.
embittering every hour of your life; you
wish you had never met me.
a remedy.
that?”’

I shall not come back to you until you
beseech me—on your knees.” ‘

ate.

He had | make the provision absolutely necessary
for. this rearrangement of
There had been no publicity, no scandal,
“The I and Olive had kept the boy.

Thompson.

of her husband were certainly far from
pleasant.

{

Nine months before they had quarrelled '\

fiercely—and separated. ~ Before Eustace
was born there had been little disagree-
ments, light clouds had flecked the domes-
tic azure—but nothing serious. The real
storms had arisen after the birth of their
child—or, as Olive would have said, her
child. That was the trouble.

Her little son.
love of her intense nature had
developed abnormal proportions, shutting
out for the time all other considerations.

She desired no hand to touch, no voice |

to soothe, the child but her own, brooked
no interference in his management,
grudged an hour spent from his side.
Her love was supremely selfish, a danger-
ous obsession. Her husband, completely
neglected, soon showed his natural resent-
ment; gently at first, then unmistakably.
Hewasunable to comprehend, to make any
allowance for, this devotion to the first-
born which relegated him so completely
from his wife. His temporary insig-
nificance was too galling to disregard.
He claimed his rights to the mother’s
society. Olive heard his complaint in
silence, inwardly rebelling against what

she ' considered - dictatorial interference, |
and the result was  bitterstrife. " She |

thwarted his - plans, - made' light of
his wishes, and ridiculed @all his sugges-

tions where the boy’s welfare was con- |

cerned. Disobeyed before the eyes of his

servants and humiliated in his.own, Ques- ‘
nay’s sensitive nature at length reached

the limit of its endurance. He protest-
ed angrily to his wife; she temporized,
But relations
became deplerably strained; it only re-

Olive provided this by refus-
ing to submit to -the orders issued by
the doctor Quesnay brought in to attend
a slight ailment Eustace had contracted.
She consulted another doctor on her own
initiative. = Slow combustion produces the
most violent . conflagration. Quesnay’s

loose the full torrent of his wrath. At first

ssessed,  every
remember and

“You say I am

There is
We can part. Do you wish
“With all my heart.” :

“You do? Remember Olive, If I go

“Thank—you. You are very consider- '
This is more than I dared hope for.”
And so he left her, only staying to

The passionate mother |

their lives.

Nine months ago! Mrs. Quesnay sat

back with her hands resting idly in her |
lap, letting insistent thoughts have full
play.
ing, scen nothing of him.
plaved that last ' time she had thought.a month without
him would be unendurable.
had had a splendid time—the time of.
- | her life! A
dances,
"uninterrupted stream  of gaiety, a series
Mrs.  of
asked the curious.
travelling, you know.
obliged to stayv: my little son "

Nine months! She had heard noth-
And at one

Why, she

round of delightful visits,
theatres, dinners, concerts an

“Her husband?”
“Oh, ves, abroad

No: I have ln-vnl

social * triumphs.

Her little son,  Fustace. A slight

frown marred the smooth expanse of her
white brow. It
absorption
after—Nalcolm had gone.
loved him quite as devotedly, she told her-
self.

was strange how  her
in the bov had diminished
Of course she

But then he was growing and did |

carried

The thing to consider

in purchasing a sound-reproducing instrument is
the fidelity with which it reproduces the human
voice in songs or speeches and the musical notes’
of instruments. Until you have heard the

you cannot appreciate how far Mr.

his invention in this respect.

Every note of music and every syllable of a
speech is not only clear and distinct, but also a
perfect reproduction of the singer, band, orchestra
or speaker who made the original Record.

There are Edison dealers everywhere. Go to the nearest and hear the
Edison Phonograph play both Edison Standard and Edison Amberol Records,

" Get complete catalogs from your dealer or from us.
Edison Phonographs, $16.50 to $240.00. KEdison Standard Records, 40c,
Kdison Amberol Records (play twice as long), 66c. Edison Grand Opera
Records, 86¢. to $2.50.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY '
100 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N.J., U.S.A. y
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the waist-line, BEWARE

out-of-order kidneys,

Easily done--with Dr. Clark’s

80 many diseases arise.

EET NITRE
PILLS

50c A BOX

wamoasmox&ashmﬂ; "

bandling 12 gauge repeating shotgun in the world. It 3 belsaced, buikt extra’
oy e * s b Coronona w.l.':.":.fmm;,

When your back aches just above
That is
Nature's dangér signal—the sure sign of
Heed the warning— °
7=~ ) cleanse the kidneys and stop the aching quick, '

Get Your Kidneys Well

weet Nitre Pills.
These are the pills that work directly on the
kidneys and urinary organs—affect’ no other
part of the body- and tone, invigorate and
make healthy the whole urinary tract, whence

Use them with con-

fidence and you will be healthier than . you
ever were. Sold everywhere or mailed direct,

TRY DR. CLARK'’S
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