Mr. Woodgate was enjoying
slipper ease,a
ing cat on his mi

Monica had her own views
aboui men. They may have been a bit
involved, but they had the ‘great advan-
tage that they achieved results.

ONICA STERLING left off
nibbling a finger of butter-
ed toast and studied her

grapefruit with grim determination.

wings—no
of fact, he had no taste at all!

His necktie, of a bilious shade of
green, failed to match his shirt,
which resembled a mouldy mushroom
in color and should be sent to the
Relief Association at the first possible
moment.  As for the trouble she had ey, Sraveyard for
taken with the table, he hadn't even
noticed the romantic sprig of mig-
nonette by his tumbler! And she
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by Laura Goodman Salverson

companied by her usual angelic smile.

Bruce squirmed uncomfortably.
“Well, what's it all about, anyway?"”
He grinned sheepishly, thinking for
the millionth time how delightfully
absurd Monica appeared with that
air of deep concentration, so remini-
scent of a Persian kitten staring into
sunlit space. Her blue eyes were
wide as a doll's and although she had
evidently made an attempt to subdue
her fluffy mop of marigold hair into
conformity with her latest idea of in-
tellectual dignity, she couldn’t have
fooled the dumbest male.

“Well, aren’t you overdoing the
meditation, old dear? Or does this
harmony hokum require silent com-
munion with the dead?”

“Bruce! You ought not to jest

be dead one day, you know. Only
last night Professor Elderbalm spoke
of it, so ethereally: we oyrselves to
ust, perchance to roses turned . . .
Isn't it touching?”

=%

thing. Really, Bruce, you can't be
lieve everything you see, and be
civilized.”

avert disaster, Bruce mades
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smiling. ‘“Any kind of poise may
come in hsandy, old dear, if I don’t

“ nail that chain store order mighty
fast.”

“But I thought' that was settled
last week. Why, Bruce, I remember
distinctly we were finishing & straw-
berry trifle when you said: with that
Chain Store order in the sack, or bag
—something queer anyway—I should
have the seal jacket I wanted.”

Bruce gave an inarticulate growl,
bestowing an ineffectual peck on his
wife’s left ear, and would have bolted
for the hall hadn't thélady caught
him firmly by the coat tail.

“Bruce, you're negative! That's
terrible. Why, ninety percent of the
Submerged got that way being neg-
ative. The others were born quegr.
Professor Elderbalm says no mal
how things look we must deny every-
thing. Be positive—see the cloud be-
hind the lining. After all, dear, you
do manufacture the nicest saucepans,
so there’s really no sensible- reason
why you shouldn’t get the order.””

“Only Old Tut himself, the mule-

about the poor man:
. owner of a whole collection of stores.”
' “For heaven’s sake, Monica, I'm
late now! Amuse yourself with that
mental hop-scotch, but don't expect
me to join. I've fleas of my own to
« chase.” ¥

ONICA drew back with the
offended air of a cat arching its
back. “I never heard of such & thing
—except in & circus. And if you're
funny it's in very taste.
After*all, I am your wife. It's my
duty tosput my shoulder to the load
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“Why, Bruce, that’s no way to talk _

Illustrated by C. R. WILCOX

.and gold vision that ruled his days.

She was like a cloud that teased the
grey horizon'- With a delicate flutter
of winged sleeves she nestled against
him. Soft and fragrant, and foolish
as a child’s dream, reflected poor
Bruce as his‘arm slid about her, and
as always, the tension of worry mir-
aculously faded.

“Darling,” cooed Monica, “you work
too hard,” and ran a cool finger along
the groove that crossed his tanned
forehead. “Now tell me, is that poor
gentleman really staying at the Hotel
Montrose?”

Bruce kissed her. “It's the bitter
truth, Ma’am. I shudder to think
what he must put up with.” .

“Now, Bruce, you don't sound sin-
cere. After all, a hotel like that
offers you nothing except what
money can buy. Marble bathtubs
aren't everything — besides they're
dangerous. And those ever-lasting
bell hops popping up like potato bugs
must get tiresome. But, there! You
better go now. I was only interested
because I have a prospect myself at
the Montrose.”
~Monics; for-heaven’s-sakes. What
do you mean, prospect?” Bruce felt
his skin creep uncomfortably; re-
membering that Monica had a fatal
gift for ludicrous entanglements, out
of which mo one*but herself
quite free.

Monica danced him to the door,
smiling coyly. *Oh, I shan’t tell you.
Not quite, anyway. You see, Pro-
fessor Elderbalm insists we put our
psychology to work.” She had as-
sumed her air of gravity again. “It's
a most important step in thé class
instruction. That's why I can’t very
well be Home for lunch. I've got to
find some one I'd ordinarily be scared
to death of, and thoroughly subdue
him. By realizing how nice and
human he is inside, don't you see?”

Bruce did not, but the rumble of
the bus approaching his corner, pre-
cluded argument. Rather vainly hop-

singing
telephone and dialed the Hotel Mont-
rose.

much envied, highly success-




s o SLIPPER EASE ¢ o
would be particularly affected. Wo- the nicest
men could still cook in gotd grey : things. But poor Bruce is so antiqy,
enamel and aluminum pots, he sup- Costixued from page 9 y in his thinking! He'd be furioys jf
posed. That Sterling outfit was he knew I was here, Mr. Woodgat,
specializing in what they called Art and consequently astonishing on the inlaid bed table, and the oper- He has the funniest idea successfy
Ware. Introducing charm into the interludes of good sense. ator politely informed Mr. Woodgate people don’t want to be bothered wity
kitchen — making hbusewives color that a lady wanted to see him in the mtletrlmdl!thm—mtmsvm
conscious! little green car, drumming fioor parior, the victim was for example.

third
; table oot or two . A ulong gaily, was turning into the ready for the sacrifice. The great
bel?::d?mbe:ndcnh:n{bb:w'ed hotel driveway. Despite the twinges  In the -huge overfurnished parlor, brows arched slightly and something
~dora hat. the telephone drummed - in his fest, Joshua was mildly pleased.  with jts multiplicity of period pieces, bordering a twinkle lghtencd hi
. Woodgate clocks, frustrated statues,
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heard all that from your salesman Elaine for wearing, and loathed hand with the air of &

Unfortunately, I'm not interested. “""s’:‘“m‘“‘“am"‘ its soft back against a chosen leg. I sides, Bruce is doing very well, as j;

No! My times's all taken up, Mr. Wa¥ m‘m m‘"m‘“ imposing o tuous, but then, Is.” 7

| Sterling . . . That's final” steps, not walking. but darting alrily ooy the use of intuition if ome  “Indeed.” Mr. Woodgate had some

as a swallow, her small oval face > 'd

The explosion over, Mr. Joshus smiling artlessly from under a fan. 00Ot use it? Ihad a feeling you'd difficulty with his throat, a slight

Woodgate mopped his brow, feeling 8 tastic scrap of hat and a ripple of D¢ just like this! Distinguished, but  spasm which made speech impossibie

shade foolish and faintly ashamed. marigold hair, was certainly best of homey just the same. for the moment.

But what was conscience at a time g “My d:ort 'll:b. you- flatter me.” “Indeed—" Mr. Woodgate choked

like this? Very cautiously he “Joshua Woodgate, forswearing _ Joshua, thout. Was g bit, fought off the spasm heroically,

a toe and in consequence moaned like njulan:omth:nmn(md:- nonetheless sincere. “May I ask t0 “I'm very glad, Mrs. Sterling. Your

a tea-kettle. > what I owe this good opinion, and husband must be an enterprising
serve the vision better and, comse- .- t visit?” »

“What a life,” mused the great guently, almost lost his balance when Pleasan : young man.

man, remembering with a pang the he heard her inquire, with fiattering Monica had a very pretty laugh. “Dear, yes! That's the trouble,
luncheon that was the ostensible eggerness of the doorman whom she It rang through the museum stillness Poor Bruce is almost completely sub-

that particular moment. so marvelous such things. Tell merriment of a child. “Oh, you must told you why I came, have I, Mr
me, has Mr. Wi the great Mr. think me idiotic! I'm Monica Sterl- Woodgate?”
3 R forty minutes he had stood on  Woodgate, come in yet?” ing, Mr. Woodgate. Not that that “No.” smiled the gentleman, “bu
his poor, wracked feet. Judging " I'm very glad you did.

that the greyish ribbon of road wind- wasn't being very agreeable. He said
ing eastward lost itself in a stand of the poor old thing was a perfect pil
beautiful trees. - and hard as an fron horse! Which
It was years since just that com- goes to show he doesn’t understand
bination of winding road, rich greens, how suspicious rich people get—il
and mellow summer sunshine had ways being treated as though
met his tired gaze. All at once he were the Sphinx or Niagara Falls, of
was Homesick for what it something. Of course, it was no us
_represented: for a passionless day of arguing. But I thought to myself I
blissfully monot: animal someone quite as important

The Villain: “Ha, ha—You are in my power II”” offered for her visit, was, obv e
a 7

“In a manner of speaking, Ma'am ™ means anything. Although, of course, to rebuff such an outburst of angelc

Joshua Arlington Woodgate epi- said the obsequious Roberts. “That you may have heard of Bruce, my nonsense would be as monstrous

tomized the stern Puritan virtues, but S t0 58y, Ma'am, the gentleman has husband. He manufactures sauce- slapping a child for

for all that he had never overlooked

'
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i . had & beard in the old
o ‘E& “here's & brook cuts
‘1 the back lot. Bruce calls it
his waters of Lethe—because to listen
to it makes him forget about worry,
and what kina of colors to put on the
ew Dpans. And there's Olga—but
nuvu have to eat her angel food to
ﬁow what I mean.”

Joshua Woodgate thought of his
tentative engagements with a Puritan
iwinge of conscience, which quickly
owever, as & particularly.

bsided, I
;‘;sty pain shot through his torment-
od feet. What was the good of money

¢, anyway, if he couldn’t
innocent lark once in a
To the devil with inter-
dews and sacrosanct investments!
He'd have & look at that little house
ith s bearded tree, singing brook,
land high-priestess of angel food.
said he, unconsciously lapsing into
the homely speech of his youth:
LMrs. Sterling, to be honest, I was
hankering to run away when you
ame. 1 hadn’t got so far as straw-
herries, but those trees down yonder,
hedging the open road, made me
homesick. For how long am I to
onsider myself lost? There may be
bne or two calls for the—the solid
bid Sphinx, you know. But I shall
e delighted to come—shall we say
bor a couple of hours?”

“Oh dear no! Tell them you'll be
gone the rest of the day. Really, I
kan see you need a rest from these
fnarble halls and things.” Monica
hopped down from the chair and
kmiled adorably. “Some people en-
oy big hotels, but to me they're
frightfully like depots. Cold and
mechanical and full of strangers. I'm
kure you've felt it. You've not the
face of a Babbit, nor a submerged
materialist either . . . but I'll tell you
mbout that on the drive.”

“But these clothes?” queried the
gentleman, not entirely wooed from
his acquired proprieties. -

“Oh, that's the best of it,” Monica
responded emphatically. “You won't
have to dress. That would spoil
everything. You see, Mr. Woodgate,
When you're studying life—why, we
pre what we are or become something
fisagreeable—it’s frightfully import-

ifetime?

t's practically the starting point. So,
I course, if we want to have a simple
evening, like our savage ancestor, we
an't very well dress. Besides, you're
fo distinguished in flannels, Mr.
Woodgate. Well, Ill run along and
Fait in the car while you make your
angements.”

N(_JP.‘ in the car, Joshua noted
with a thrill of contentment that
fis little hostess manifested exactly
te same astonishing mixture of
jdlocy and common sense as had been
e of his lost Elaine. She drove
fuite expertly. Not grimly and fer-
beiously, like his daughter, who, he
US‘Dect d, must deeply regret a doc-
Or's car was not equlm:ed with an
ogant siren.
The dainty lady beside him slipped
ough the traffic with efficient
ace, and out on the open road
“omed along freely without hyster-
al speed. - She had, to0, & charming
Ppreciation of natural scenery.

Sweet old

ld thing, a)
i, i ey B s
T her miraculous arrival.
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“You haven't quite explained why
you took the trouble to try out your
charming theories on an old man.
There are distinguished mortals who
are younger, you know,” Joshua man-
aged to interject. ‘“There is always
& reason, my dear lady, even if it
isn’t saucepans,” he added, suppress-
ing a chuckle at the thought of his
unflattering remarks over the tele-
phone to the poor young man un-
scrupulous Fate had picked for his
future host.

“But I tried to.” Monica’s blue eyes
turned on himi ‘in astonishment. “I
explained sbout Bruce. How sunk he
is in hardware, and wrong about
people. Why, Mr. Woodgate, he
doesn't even see me as I am. He
thinks I'm frivolous. And he can’t
understand why I'm interested in
movements. But where would we get
if no one thought about anything but
business?”

“True. True. Where indeed?” Mr.
Woodgate lit a cigar, and somehow
its familiar fragrance was vastly en-
hanced. “I suspect we'd get nowhere
except into international tangles.”

“Well, there you are,” Monica ex-
“ulted, slowing down for a bevy of
cyclists. “Of course, I appreciate
dear Bruce is so ambitious for my
sake. But Professor Elderbalm says
it's positively shocking how msany
homes are ruined by ambition. So it
was really for the best when I took
up gardening last year, for, naturally,
I had to havega house in the country.
And, in a way, it was like Providence
darling Papa died that spring. The
insurance exactly paid for the house
and my car and Bruce's'shower. But
dear me, it was so difficult, What
with Papa going like that—we were
having tea in our suite and he turned
blue and just dropped. Of course, he
was very old, Mr. Woodgate. Seventy-
two, poor darling! But Bruce was
so sarcastic—about the house, I mean.
As though I intended raising chic-
kens! He just couldn't see that I
was saving him from himself.#

“But I mustn't talk all the time.
I'm afraid Bruce is right about my
talking- too much. Besides, you have-
n't told me a thing about yourself.”

“Unfortunately there isn't much to

pnt to begin with basic’ principles. “stell, my dear,” Joshua replied indul-

gently. “I'm just a plain old fellow,
homeless except for clubs and hotels
and a shack in the mountains. My
wife died ten years ago.
daughter practices medicine.”
“That's not 'so nice, is it? I mean,
a doctor must be frightfully busy. I
don’t suppose she could manage your
house—those little things even ex-
pensive servants never think of—
your rubbers, and little surprises for
tea.”
OSHUA WOODGATE, by now con-
vinced that to Monica, as to his
Elaine, the most pointed humor was
gospel, replied with a
twinkle,

diet list, now and then, and includes

& tonic.”
“That is thoughtful!'Still, it would

My only-

>

Catching COLD?

Quick!...Take these

2 "first steps’'—

L.
HELp N
P ATURE

OMBAT AciiTy

.Sal Hepatica does BOTH !

“Get your system ready for
a fight,” warn physicians,
“whenever ‘you take cold.”
They advocate two basic
steps to help Nature help
you fight a cold:

1. Cleanse the intestinal
tract of wastes.

2. Help Nature combat
the acidity that fre-
quently accompanies a
cold.

And Sal Hepatica does both!
Not only is Sal Hepatica a
laxative, a bubbling mineral
salt which cleanses the in-
testinal tract — quickly,
gently, thoroughly—but Sal
Hepatica brings about an
alkaline (anti-acid) reaction
—helps Nature combat
acidity; too.

- Ask your doctor—see if he

doesn’t stress the import-
ance of taking both a laxa-

tive and an anti-acid in
treating a cold.

So whenever a cold comes
your way, take two tea-
spoonfuls of Sal Hepatica in
a glass of water. In addition,
get plenty of rest and quiet
—go to bed and call a doc-
tor if your cold is severe.
Watch your diet. Drink
plenty of liquids. It pays to
fight a cold the modern way.
Get a bottle of Sal Hepatica
today.




sweet! Well, you must live up to it,
Mr. Woodgate. You must behave as

the porch and smoke your pipe and
listen to the brook.”

To say that Mr. Woodgate com-
plied like & lamb beggars the cheer-

not to mention five pairs of slippers!
—seven pipe racks, and three humi-
dors, was sufficient proof the
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“Why, Michael! “You naughty boy,
that's Daddy’s chair.” Monica whisk-

erous hall, his
was having a difficult time making
Bruseseebeh!ndtheghuﬂ:mliﬂu!

The young man's gruff: “Good
Heavens!” lost in*a smothered growl
gave the chuckling visitor a remark-
ably correct impression of Mr. Sterl-
ing’s scrupulous character. The omin-
ous silence out there reminded him
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not irrevocably submerged!”

Joshua Woodgate gripped the
strong, warm hand “On the
contrary, young man, I'm in the pro-
cess of emerging!” the great man
chuckled. *“Sit down, my boy. Sit
down—it’s impossible for me to dis-
turb the cat. Besides I'm too dashed
comfortable.”

They were laughing like bosom
cronies when Monica breezed in with
something cool tinkling in small,
green glasses. “There, I knew you'd
like each other.”” She beamed on
them impartially. “It's really just a
matter of getting down te raw hu-
manity, isn't it? We're gll alike when
we're stripped—of things, I mean.”

Michael, disturbed by the sudden
volcanic rocking of the pleasant hill
on which he reclined, leaped to the
floor and streaked away rudely.

“Now isn’t that wonderful,” cried
his mistress proudly, happily obli-
vious of the mirth she had occasion-
ed. “Cats are so psychic. Michael
knows it's time for dinner. Now,
Bruce, don't you see how wrong you

e THE FACE READER o

Continued from page 42

glyphics. At the table itself sprawled
an obese man.

The stout man had an infantile
pink face. He wore an old-fashioned
black broadcloth frock-suit, with a
black string tie and a Gladstone
collar. Between his huge fingers he
twiddled a black wide-awake slouch
hat. His gaze was wandering in boy-
ish delight gver ‘an assortment of
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Mr. Woodgm...ommssohm
if we don't eat like Tartars." |

“T’ve not been 50 hungry for yeary»
Joshua Arlington Woodgate Tespong.
ed, rising briskly.

“Isn’t he a sweet old thing?" Mgp.
ica laughed, delightedly. “I thing
shall have to adopt him in degy
Papa’s stead.” /

“Hear! Hear!” The great my
boomed heartily, following the pretty
vision with pleasant .eagerneg
“That’s the nicest thing you hay
said, my dear. But not the wisest"
Then, as Monica skimmed ahey
through the softly lighted hall to.
wards the attractive dining room, the
formidable Joshua gave his abashed
host a sharp jab in the ribs. “No, o
the whole, the wisest cbservation cop-
cerns that chain store bird. Really,
Bruce, your wife is quite right abogt
that. You ought to give the old pil
another chance!”

speeches designed to impress a cus-
tomer. =

“Yep,” spoke up Colonel Heskins
in a strangely high voice for so larg
a man, “that’s right, young feller. We
bargained and bantered right sham, |
till I could get him down to what ]
wanted to pay for this gewgaw. W¢
still haggling over this other truck
That'll have to wait till another daj}
though. I got an appointment with'|
& passel of oil men, in less’n an ho
But the necklace is mine.”

“Colonel Heskins wishes to
this around to the St. Hospice
Mallon,” continued Rhys, “and ®
show it there to Mrs. Heskins; who,

certified cheque for—"

BEF

g

I
g
i

:

;-
&

2
Re

g
&
Lo

k

E”‘*B
113

Y hrj

R 5






