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‘table, at- which Gertrude, 
© sprigged 

‘beefsteak was done to a turn, the bis- 
cuits were delicately browned, the cut- 
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« ONLY JIM.” 

BY MRS. ELSIE DUNCAN YALE. 

“Oh, Aunt Ellen, 

Well, this is a. surprise, and you don’t 

is it really you? 

know how glad I am to see you,” ex- 

claimed ~ Gertrude as she opened the 

door. “Do come right in. You must 

excuse the way I look,” she continued 

apologetically #¥ she glanced down at 
her torn wrapper: “I've been house- 

cleaning this afternoon, and I thought I 

wouldn't dress for supper, as long as 

there'd be only Jim. Well come right 

upstairs, and you can rest while I make 

myself respectable.” 

The elder lady followed her upstairs 
to a pretty, daintily furnished room. 

“There,” exclaimed the young wife, 

as she set down her guest’s umbrella 

and valise, “this is my guest room. How 

do you like it?” 

Her aunt surveyed the room approv- 

ingly. 
“Very nice indeed, "was her com- 

ment. “The pink paper is lovely, and 

those ruffled curtains are as pretty as 
can be. That's just what I like, a nice 
easy chair and footstool, and I'm so 

tired I'll try it right away.” 

“I have a number of my wedding 

presents in here,” continued the young- 
er woman. “Jim's grandmother gave 
me the hemstitched sheets and pillow 
cases and shams. That madonna over 
the bed I guess you remember. Lucy 

Those etchings 

me the rocker. Jim bought the chiffon- 
ier last spring, and I made the scarf 

and the pink pin-cushion. His sister 
embroidered that apple blossom pillow 
for me, she does such lovely work. 

Now I'll go dress, and you rest till sup- 
per time, for there's an hour yet.” 

An hour later they sat at thé supper 

in a pretty 

lawn dress, presided. The 

glass dish of peaches was flanked by a 
pitcher of rich cream. ' In the centre of 
the table stood a low bowl of pink and 
white sweet peas, harmonizing with the 
felicate china. 

Jim, as he took his place at the i 
of the table glanced at his wife with 
mingled surprise and approbation. 

“How pretty you look in that dress, 
Gertie, with your hair all fluffy. I al- 
ways liked that blue dress, and what a 
fine supper you've gotten for poet 
she, Aunt Ellen?” 

His wife flushed with plassure at the 
unwonted praise. 

“I thought 1 would as out all my 
nice china and best tablecloth in honor 
of auntie,” she explained, “and I found 
just a few blossoms on thé sweet peas 
for a centrepiece. I haven't had this 
china out for a good while. You see 
there’s only Jim and the children at sup- 
per, so it really isn’t worth while.” 

After the meal was over, the dishes 
washed, and the two children in bed, the 
aunt and niece sat together on the porch 
while Jim excused himself to go to the 
post office for the mail. 

“Before I go to bed, Gertie,” ald a 
aunt, “I'm going to get you to play 
something for me. I always liked your 
playing. Don’t you remember how I 
did?” 

srirade; shook her head. “Oh, i 
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can’t play a tune through now,” she ad- 
mitted reluctantly; “I. don’t really have 
time for my music. I'm sorry too, for 
Jim’s real fond of music, but somehow 
I've gotten my hand out, so I rarely 
touch the piano now. You see I have 
so much sewing for the children to do, 
and the housework, so the time -goes.” 

The week of Aunt Ellen’s stay passed 
rapidly, and the day before her depar- 
ture she sat upon the piazza assisting 
her niece in the task of darning stock- 
ings. 

“Well, Gertrude,” observed the elder 
lady, as she critically examined a well- 
worn heel, “you seem to be pretty well 
fixed. Jim is a fine felfow, the children 

-are real. good, and you've got a nice 
cosy little home.” 

There was no reply, and she was sur- 
prised to see a tear trickle down the 
young wife's face, and fall upon the blue 
sock she was mending. 

“Why, what's the matter, child? 
anything gone wrong?” . 

“Oh, nothing,” replied the niece hast- 
ily, as she wiped her eyes. “It’s only, 
well—I’ve a good notion to tell you all 
about it. I never meant to tell a living 
soul, but I'm not happy, though I Sup- 
pose I ought to be.” 

“Why, what's the trouble, little girl?” 
Gertrude bent lower over her work. 
“Well, auntie, I've always said I ‘hated 

a jealous wife, and I know Jim loves 
“me better than anyone else. But he 
don’t seem to care about staying home 
any more, and lots of times he goes over 
to the Deanes to spend the evening. | 
can’t go, for I can't leave the children 
alone in the house. But sometimes | 
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sit here, and I hear Mrs. Deane playing 
the piano, and Jim singing, and it just 
hurts me terribly. There,” she said with 
a little catch in her voice, “I didn’t 
mean to tell anyone, for it doesn’t seem 
loyal to Jim. He's real good to me, 
and gets me everything he can afford, 
but I guess I'm getting old and faded.” #4 
She wiped her eyes, and ‘took ue the 
blue sock again. 

“I don’t see why you should feel bad- 
ly about his going out in the evenings,” 
replied her aunt calmly, “as long as its 
only Jim.” : 

Gertrude dropped the ball of daming 
cottori in her surprise. ~~ 
“Why, what do you mean ” she asked 

astonished. 
“My dear child,” replied bass ‘aunt 

kindly, “during the week I have been 
here, 1 don’t know how many times 1 
have heard you use the ‘expression. 
‘Only Jim’ You didn’t always trouble 
to make yourself pretty for supper, ‘be- : 
cause there was only Jim. You didn't 
take particular pains about setting the 
table attractively, because it was only 
for Jim. I noticed that while the guest- 
room was really artistic, yours was plain 
and unattractive, because it was only for 
Jim. My dear girl,” she continued, “Jim 
is the dearest one on earth to you, and 
the most important. I can remember 
when he used to come and call on you 
before you were married, how you ‘used 
to fix yourself up for him, and look so 
pretty and sweet when he came to call. 
Now you are just as good looking as 
you ever were, only you just want to 

cultivate a little of the care you used to 
take of your personal appearance, I 

  

know it makes a difference when you 
‘are doing your own work, J 
Poult | be fies i yon bin, 

     

take pains to look fresh and dainty when 
he came home. 

“Don’t wear wrappers to do your 
work in, they are for invalids. A shirt- 
waist and washable skirt are much neat- 
er and trimmer. Then about your mus- 

ic. I can remember how you used to 

play for Jim to sing, and how he enjoy- 

ed it. Take up your music again, even 

if it is only for ten minutes a day, and 

you'll soon be able to play his accom- 

paniments again. Maybe it seems odd 

to you to hear an old maid like me giv- 

ing advice about husbands, but I have 
lived a good bit longer than you, my 
dear, and I’ve used my power of obser- 
vation. A great deal of this world’s 
happiness is based on trifles, or what 
appear to be trifles. Now,” she con- 

cluded, “I think I’ve preached enough, 
but’ think if you take my advice, you'll 
be happier.” : 
Gertrude threaded a needle medita- 

tively. > 

“Well,” she said, after a moment's 

reflection, “I believe you are right, 
auntie. I have felt as if as long as I was 

Jim's wife, and he loved me, it didn't 

make any particular difference. So I 
wasn’t always particular about fixing 

myself up when he came home from the 
store. But I'll try your plan, and. I'll 
take up ‘my music. I love Jim dearly, 
and 1 didn’t want to. feel that he was 
growing away from me.” 

As her aunt left on the following 
morning, Gertrude bade her an affec- 
tionate good-by. 

“I'm so glad you came, auntie,” she 
said, “for you don’t know how I've en- _ 
joyed ‘your visit.” 
“Yes, indeed,” Shedd fis hus- 

band. = “Gertie ‘has looked ten years 
younger since you've been here. I. sup- 
“pose it is rather dull for her here with : 
just me and the children.” 

As the stage drove away, Gerrits 
turned to her husband, and slipped her 

hand in his. 

“Don’t say ‘only me, dest, ’ she said, 
“for don’t you know that you are the 
one person in the world to me? I know 
I’ve gotten careless and haven't taken 
pains as I should, but. 

‘better for ‘only Jim’ is all the world to 
me." —Observer. 

® 2 . A 
TEMPERANCE HUMBUGS. 

-A Boston paper refers to Carrie Na- 
tion as a “humbug.” There never was 
a greater mistake in newspaperdom: 

: whatever Mrs. Nation is, or is not, she 
“is no humbug. She says what she means 
and ‘means what she says; and those 
‘are not the distinguishing” marks of a 
“humbug. 

‘She may be a “terror,” but it is to 
~evil-doers. She may have been “a de- 

~ stroyer,”- but only of property that was 
being used to destroy the human race, 
and used in spite of the law. She may 
‘be “mad,” but ad in the insane sense 
of the term. 

Thousands. of os most respectable and 
- enlightened women of this country 
would, if ‘they dared, do the very same 

“things that she has done. Many of them 
have said so, and still say so. 
What is the use of sensible people 

making even an open secret of the fact 
- that liquor is dragging our race down 
to ultimate failure, destruction, and ev- 
cerlasting perdition? Why not admit it, 
provide against it, ‘and turn the proces: 
sion another way? 

No; the real humbugs are: : Officers of 
‘the law, sworn to enforce it, and failing 
to do so for lack of nerve, or fear of 
Bijure in the next election. © 

_ People who admit that intemperance 
coke “evil,” and then go on drink- | 
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The Surest Remedy is § 

‘Allen’s 
Lung Balsam | 

It never fails to cure a SIMPLE 2 

COLD, HEAVY COLD, and | 

all BRONCHIAL TROU- | | 

BLES. 5 
Large Bottles $1.00. Medium Size 50c. 

Small or Trial Size 25¢. 

ES oie all who have tried Be, 

     

KIDNEY TROUBLE 
" CURED BY 

OANS KIDNEY 
Kidney Troubles, no matter of 

kind or what stage of the dise 
be quickly and permanently cured 
use of these wonderful Mr. J 
Leland, Alma, N.W.T., recommends 
to all kidney trouble sufferers, x 

s:—1 was troubled with dull } 
aches, had frightful m; vs 
pains in my legs and a f it de 
urinate. Noticing DO: KIDN 
"PILLS recommended for ant s with 8 
ances as mine, it occurred to me 
them a ‘trial, so I procured 5. 
them, and was very much su 

oy 

  

  

  

to drink. 

of liquor. 
People who are willing to 1k § a 

sow hell-seeds in a ‘community, 

will only pay a high license to the t 

dren are going wrong, and ‘then 
for those who lead them astray. - 
Newspapers that are willing t 

for the sake of a politician who 

a few whisky advertisements, 

  

Great Things From Little 2 
Grow.—1It takes very little to de 
the stomach. The cause rg her 

  

      

  

   

    

   simple cause may have most seri 
sequences. / Many a rrdiily'y 
tated constitution today owes its de 
‘tion to simple causes not dealt » 
time. Keep the digestive 

   

  

use of Bickle's Anti- 

   

ing the best medicine at for 
colds, inflammation of the" 
affections of the throat rer 
agrecableness to “the t 
favorite with ladies and 

   

    

   
       


