
When SilenceA BeautifulA feint cry of alarm rose from 
Madge's lips. Seymour sprung for
ward with something like an oath.

"Madame—mother! What! you ac
cept this gypsy girl, this low woman, 
as your daughter! You will take her 
to Monk Towers!” he exclaimed, furi
ously.

•“I Invite my son and his wife— 
yes," she said, with cold hauteur. “It 
Is her place—It is my duty."

“Yes, yes,” murmured Irene, softly.
“Great Heaven! you must be mad!" 

exclaimed Seymour. “Take her to live 
with you—to Mtmk Towers—this girl 
of whom you know nothing but what 
Is bad! You can’t be serious, mother! 
What will the world, your friends, 
neighbors, say? for yon can't hope to 
keep her past life a secret. You will' 
be shunned as a leper, the Towers 
as a lasar-houee! Keep away from 
me, you—you ruffian, or 111—I'll shoot 
you!” he snarled, who had moved to
ward him with an ominous light in his 
eyes. "Consider, mother—forHeaven’s 
sake, consider!" he went on, breath
lessly. “You can't—you can’t do this 
thing! Forgive him, if you like—it— 
It ip our duty to forgive,” and a hypo
critical expression struggled into his 
face; "but keep them, both of them, at 
arm’s length. Make them an allow
ance-give them enough to start them 
somewhere in the colonies. Do any
thing but acknowledge this girl—a 
gypsy!”

, The countess listened With proudly 
averted eyes, as unmoved as a rock 
against which a fretful tide beats.

"An ugly look came into Seymour’s 
eyes. *

“If you have no regard for yourself 
end your own position, you might at 
least think of Irene,” he said. “This 
girl—though she may be Royce’s 
wife—is no fitting companion tor 
Irene."

As If In denial of the assertion, 
Irene glided forward and took Madge’s 
hand. *

Madge started and trembled, and her 
dark eyes resteé on Irene’s with a 
wondering, troubled gase.

“I am resolved,” said the countess, 
coldly; “nothing you can say will 
move me, Seymour. I ask Royce to

For Refreshment Ruins Romance rade, but weDorothy Dhc on the Lost Ait ofcup ofwhen fatigued, try Conversation.

ondition thatit Only onThe thing that often makes marriage 
a failure Is its dullness. The real 
spectre on the hearth Is that awful sil
ence. It Is because husbands and 
wives have nothing Interesting to say 
to each other that they quarrel.
’ In any theatre or restaurant you 
can spot the married couples at a 
glance. They are thp. couples who are 
redding the programme from cover 
to cover between the acts, or are ap
parently memorizing the menu while 
the waiter brtngs.thipir order. The 
alert, interesting, jSmOlng people who 
are chatting togetherjere the unwed, 
or those who are .tpllttng to other 
people's husbands And wives.

Let even a bore drop into a droopy, 
dejected family cirri* that had been 
yawning Itself to death, and every
body frightens up and the stream of 
conversation, which had apparently 
dried upat its source, begins to flow 
again. , ■».;
... Silence Thet Isn’t Golden.
Yet the majority of people marry 

for companionship. Before marriage 
they could never get enough of each 
other’s society. How Is It. then, that 
after marriage they get so fed up with 
each other’s company that they sit 
like mutes In the solitude of their 
homes?

Why is it that, apart from fault
finding and complaints about the ser
vants and the tradesmen and the 
children, there Is so little family con
versation; practically none that Is In
teresting and cheerful and inspiring? 
You would think that a husband and 
wife who have all interests in com
mon could never talk themselves out. 
But they do, and they come to the 
place where they take refuge behind 
the evening paper to save themselves 
from the pretence of even having to 
maintain the appearance of keeping 
up social Intercourse.

Wives lay the blame for this state 
of affairs on their husbands. They 
say that they would be glad enought 
to talk, but that you can’t maintain 
a conversation with a person who al
ways grunts by way of reply. Men 
retort that they have worn their con-
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The Countess 
of Tandon

his breath 
'You. dare, to

cried, hie eyes flashing, 
coming fast and fyriou*. 
insult her—my wife!’’

He raised his hand, and in another
* moment Seymopr would have been 

rendered incapable of insulting any 
one for some time to come, but the 

1 countess's hand fell upon the strong 
' arm, and he let his hand fall to hls> 
° side, but flinging Seymour to the 

ground with the other one.
“Forgive me, pother!” he said, 

hoarsely. “He is my brother; I forgot! 
But—but my power of endurance is 
past. For God’s sake, take him away!

^ Leave us in peace, mother!"
She looked at him steadily, a strange 

r look.
“Yes, he is your brother," she said.

; “It was he who forgot that—’’ She 
t struggled for breath, and as she paus

ed, the light of a strong resolution 
flashed in her eyes. “You ask me to 
leave you ? Have you no desire to come 

‘ hack? Do you wish to part with me 
here, your mother, forever?’’

Royce wiped the sweat from his 
brow, and his face grew white.

“I have always loved you, mother— 
you know,” he said, his voice hoarse 
with a strong man’s emotion.

"Yee, I know,’’ she said in a voice 
. strained with an unnatural calmness. 

“You have been my very best-loved 
son. Do you think we can part for
ever?"

His Bps twitched.
“We muet, mother;’’ he said, and he 

drew Madge to him. “I can not leave 
my wife. For God's sake, end this! I 
can hear It no longer!"

“I am going,” she said.
“No, no ! ” wailed Madge.- "You shall ^ 

not go without hlm;" ghd <he put her 
hands on Royce’s breast to ÜMce him 
from her.

The countess looked from one to the 
other. At that moment a low voice, 
tremulous and sobbing, murmured:

“ 'Whom God hath joined together 
let no man put asunder.’ ”
. It wae Irene.

The countess started and pressed her 
hand to her bosom, as If the shaft sent 
by that gentle voice had struck home; 
then ehe raised her head and looked 
straight at Madge, as if forcing herself 
to do so.

“She is right," she said.
God hath Joined—”’ she pat
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ing to the skin. It is instant
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leaving a smooth, velvety 
surface. Any shine there 
may be on the skin, disap
pears as this cream is ab
sorbed. It protects the skin 
from wind and cold, and pre
vents chapping.

At all drug and depart
ment stores.
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When we tell you these Work Trousers 
are unusual value, we mean that they will 
give you longer service than those you can 
buy for the same price elsewhere. The 
material is extra weight, firmly woven. 
Reinforcements and stout seams make these 
trousers practical for rcrtrgh work. The 
roomy tailoring insures comfort for the 
most active man; all sizes in stock.
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be excelled. For comfort they are cut over full 
every seam is double stitched and bar tacked. 
14 inches. Worth $3.00.

•he gasped—"in a little time! I must 
have time to get used—to prepare. 
But I will go!”

(To be continued.)
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$1.65, $1.95, $2.25, $2.95 eachThe American Nature Association the very man wh0 wa8 silent in his 
has taken up the cudgels-against the ,;wife> company has plenty to say. 
law and, as the first move in a cam-.j now there are several reasons why 
paign for its repeal and for the pro- • there -Is so little conversation in the 
tection of the rapidly vanishing Am- home. The first is decause home talk 
erican eagle, has issued an appeal to js ao often unpleasant. Women, es- 
every school teacher in the Unit»d’>^(,ciany, are prone to flavour It with 
States to file a protest on behalf of r*giôom. They like to recite the day’s 
his class. | mischances. They spoil the flavour

The law, It is said, waa passed on 0f a dinner by telling how much it 
the ground that eagles live on sal- cogt. They bring on a scene with a 
mon and thereby damage -the indus- Chtld by telling of Its naughtiness, 
try, one of the most important in Al- All this gets on the husband’s 
aska. But the Nature Association nerves, and he retorts by saying a few 
points out in reply tljat a salmon dies |thy thingg about what a fool a man
after spawning and the eagles eat the , . . . . , . ... .... ,. , ... is to marry and burden himself withfish after they have died and after
they have perpetuated their kind. a family, and what a poor manager

Royce raised Ms head.
“No, mother,’’ he said, his voice low 

and earnest; “it la for her!”
Madge looked from the countess to 

Irene, and then at Royce. She was 
trembling like a leaf under the con
flict that was raging in her hoert.
. “What shall I do? What shall I do?" 

broke from her white lips.
She saw what the offer meant— 

what the refusal would result in. It 
she refused—it she decided to remain 
with her people, a gypsy still, then she 
must drag Royce down to her level and 
keep him there. If she accepted— She 
could not fully realize the ordeal 
which awaited her—she waa too ignor
ant of the world to do that—'but she 
could form a vague Idea of the 
troubles that awaited her in the new 
sphere into which she would then 
enter.

“What shall I do.?’’ she cried.
They all waited, every eye fixed up

on"' her. Royce put Ms arm around 
her.

“U? as you wish, Madge,” he said. 
“Do, not consider any one, anything, 
but yourself, dearest. I am happy— 
shall/be happy, as I am, in the camp 
here."

“Yes," said Seymour, scornfully, 
‘that’s true, at any rate. Your hus
band will be far happier with his 
chosen companions. Better let him 
remain, my good girl."

Madge looked at him for an Instant, 
'then her lips opened, and she was- 
about to speak the words, "I will not 
go,” but »t that moment Irene's hand 
closed on her with a gentle pressure, 
and Irene's eyes glanced toward 
Royce. The. glance said as plainly as 
the words, could have said, “You are 
his wife—think of him.”

Madge faltered, and a faint cry rose 
from Ms ltpe; then her head drooped, 
and she murmured, "I will go,’’ and 
ehe turned and hid her face on Royce’s 
breast.

"Think, Madge," he'mnrmured, lov
ingly, anxiously, “to leave your own

defiantly, to the countess, “this Is the 
- woman you have called a common 
: gypsy. Do you wonder that I loved her 
and married her? Which do you think 
I would sooner hâve^-you, who dis
carded me, or her, who Is willing to 
sacrifice herself?’’

He drew Madge to him and kissed 
her passionately, reverently.

“Come away, Madge," he murmur
ed with Infinite tenderness and pride. 
“Did you think that I should leave 
you? Not till death takes me, dear. 
Come away. Good-bye, mother! good
bye"—his voice grew lower—"good
bye, Irene!"

He turned his back on them and 
drew Madge’s shawl round her pro- 
tectingly, possessing^, murmuring 
her name soothingly, lovingly.

Seymour, who had watched the 
scene with a mixture of amazement 
and apprehension, came forward.

“Come, madame," he said, in his 
smoothest voice: “this is as Interest
ing as a play; but it is getting late, 
and you are worn out and will he ill. 
There is nothing to be done. Royce has 
made his bed and he must lie upon it. 
As to the young person he has mar
ried, it he will allow me to offer him 
any advice, I should say the sooner he 
puts her on the stage, the better. An 
actress is very little more respectable 
than a gypsy; but If I am any Judge 
of histrionic ability, I should say she 
would rise to—’’

Royce was on him like a tiger, and 
"had jammed him against a tree with a 
force that shook every tooth in Sey
mour's head.

“You coward! you Cur!” Royce
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A prominent physician says:

“It is surprising how free from decay 
the teeth can be kept by using gum 
after each meal.”

This price means economy 
to men who make every- 
penny count. Longer wear
ing or better washing ma
terials for work garments 
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onlyreward themfor clean
ing their teeth, but the 
reward is actually ' the 
meatus of performing this 
important service!
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the Ugly“I Was Terribly Weak
After Baby Was Born”

JMhr*. Jt McClure, Nor-

“After my baby was born, I 
r’ dak jO, was terribly weak and run

/JE&' jHr'f11 down, with pains across my
J back. I had beard so much 

■■ —JCw m of Dr. Chase's Nerve food that 
^j I decided to try it Three 

« f boxes proved enough to aube
A-,. me quite strong and well again.

4 ^ éiT hJjX * *k® “***' Chase's Qjnt-
gjg ment for a rash which broke 

' - -iQ ''stJrJKJi StasszT out an the baby, and the rash

his wife Is. After wMch, conversa
tion naturally languishes.

There is little home conversation 
because nobody is interested, and no
body pretends to be, in what you say.
In the family circle nobody listens. 
Nobody laughs at your Jokes. No
body sees the points of your merry 
cracks. Try to tell a good story, and 
somebody is sure to remark that they, 
have heard It before.

Wives won’t listen even when their 
husbands try to tell them about their 
hopes and plans and ambitions. And 
when a woman tries to talk to her 
husband about the things that are of 
vital interest to -her, he tglls asleep 
and snores in her face. 1 

That is why conversation Is a lost 
art In the family circle.
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dessert. Fill them with sweetened the 
whipped cream or preserves. a d,
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