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CHAPTER LVII
As the slow weeks dragged by,

Mary Rose wondered more and more
why Jim Morrell's pretty wife was

so Jealous of him.
For he behaved himself perfectly.

He never "got fresh" with Mary

Rose.
He treated her much as he might

have treated a nice young man who
was working for him —never trying

to touch her hand when he took his
letters from her, never patting her
shoulders or calling her “Cutie.”

As time went on she began almost
to like him, and if it hadn't been for
that odd, sneering smile in his eyes,
she would have trusted him.

But Mrs. Morrell got on her
nerves. She would come popping in
at the office at odd times. And if
Mary Rose happened to be taking

Morrell’s dictation in his private of-
fice, she would suddenly open the
door as if she expected to find them
making love to each other.

"Isn't it terrible?" he asked Mary
Rose one rainy afternoon in mid-
December, when his wife had just

left after one of her surprise visits.
"She expects me to be kissing you
every time she pops in like this!
She’s been marrle to me for nine-
teen years and she's never caught
me at anything yet, but she hasn’t
given up hope!" The odd twinkle in
his eye became more pronounced.

He swung around in his swivel
chair, stdck his thumbs in his arm-
pits and addressed her solemnly:
"One of these days you'll De marry-
ing, too, .and I’m going to give you
a word of advice—trust your hus-
band! All of you women seem to
think that all of us men are leading
double lives. Asa matter of fact,
we’re as decent as you are. Every
bit. We never want but one
woman—:and she’s usually the
woman we marry.”

Mary Rose thought this over. Os
all the dozens and dozens of busi-
ness men she knew, Hilary Dexter
was the only one who had left the
straight and narrow road for the
primrose path lured there by
Flossie.

"I guess that’s true,” she answered
gravely. But, look here, Mr. Mor-
rell, your wife's jealqus of you be-
cause she loves you. She probably

sits at home as long as she can
stand it, wondering if you’re making
love to some girl- down here at the
office, and then she just has to
come down and se if you are!”

The smile that Mary Rose hated al-
most faded out of Morrell's face, and
he put his head a little to one side
as he looked at her.

“Think that’s it?” he asked,
moving his elbows slowly along the
edge of the desk—an irritating habit
of his. “I aiways thought she was
trying to get something on me. Do
you think a woman who really loved
hr husband would spy on him all
the time the way she does? Now,
do you?”

Mary Rose tossed her head. "Os
course, I do,” she answered. “And
if I were you, I'd end her misery. I'd
hire a man for my secretary—”

“All right, you find me a smart
young fellow, and. I’ll fire you and
lake him in your place. How will
you like that?” he asked, and the
twinkle came back in his eyes.

“I’ll like that fine!” cried Mary
Rose, joking. “Nothing cheers a girl
up like losing her job!”

But she honestly wouldn't have
cared particularly if Jim Morrell had
discharged her. There was no joy
in this new job as there had been
in every stroke of work that she
had done for John Manners. She
did her now, like a well oiled
machine. But here heart was not in
it.

Her only exciting moment every
day came at 5:30, when'she went
into the washroom to dress to go
home. She wLs very careful about
her appearance these days—tucking
her hair neatly around her ears ai%d
pinning a bunch of violets or an im-
itation gardenia to the fur collar of
l.tr coat.

For she had to pass the Dexter
the way to a car line and

there was always the chance that
rhe m'ght see John Manners some
night on her way up the street!

"I might just happen to bump into
'him," she told helrself every evening

when she walked out of the building,
"and I wan’t to look nice.”

Then one night she did see him—-
driving past in his shining black
roadster with Doris Hinig beside
him. A pang of jealousy that was
like a stiletto In its sharpness shot
through her as she glimpsed them
and then glanced quickly away.

"My word! I’m as bad as Mrs.
Morrell!” she told herself angrily.
"Jealous as a cat!”

She was slowly making up her
mind not to work for Morrell after
the first of the year.

"It’s not that I don’t like the
place.” she told her mother and
Flossie one Saturday afternoon when
the three of them sat together In
the gay little chintz-hung living room
of Flossie’s flat. They were doing

her weekly mending for her while
she lay stretched out on the chaise
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HEM-ROID from Hook's today. It has
given safe and lasting relief to thou-
■nnds and will do the same for you.—
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"Even so. you haven't any busi-
ness wearing another man’s pres
ents vyhen you're married to'him,”
Mary Rose told her earnestly, and
Flossie an amused snicker.

“I never of the things
Dexter gave me as ‘another man’s

she drawled. “They’re
Just some lovely bits of Jewelry that
I have and I’m going to keep ’em
and wear ’em. And you mind 'your
own business, will you?”

Her tone was insulting.
• * •

That was on Saturday.

And on Sunday morning, as Mary
Rose was getting dressed for church,
a taxicab came tearing up New
York St. and stopped with screaming
brßkes before the house.

From her bedroom, Mary Rose saw
Flossie jump out and come running
up the walk, followed by the driver,
carrying two suitcases. The front
door bell peeled loud and long.

"Dear, dear, dear! What a noise!
That must be a telegram!" cried Mrs
Middleton, coming out of her bed-
room in her corset cover and
petticoat. "Run downstairs and see
who it is, M>ry Rose. I'm not
dressed!”

"It’s Flossie. I saw her.” Mary
Rose answered quietly, tying her
bathrobe around her waist as she
started down the steps.

"What’s happened,• Baby?” she
asked a moment later, when she
opened the door. For Flossie’s love-
ly little heartshaped face was swollen
and streaked with tears and her hair
was flyirtg.

''l’ve left Sam!” Flossie sobbed crut.
"Pay the *axl man. will you? T

lounge, looking at herself in a Flo-
rentine mirror of blue and gilt.

“And Mr. Morrell is nice enough,
too, irf*his queer way,” Mary Rose
went on thoughtfully. “But I can’t
stand the way he talks about his
wife—”

“All men do that!” Flossie broke
in, covering a yawn .with two of
her slim little fingers. “Show me
the married man who won’t roast
his wife to any good looking girl
he meets and I’ll show you a holy
angel!”

Mrs. Middleton frowned at her.
“Flossie! Flossie! What are you
sawing? You mustn’t talk that way
about the angels of the Lord. My
dear, I’ve tried to bring you up to
be God fearing—l just wonder if you
ever say your prayers aihy more,

you?’*

looked bored. "Nobody
prays nowadays any more than they
say ‘grace’ when they eat,” she an-
swered lightly.

"I pray,” Mrs. Middleton said very
quietly. "And let me tell you some-
thing—l never could have lived
through these last few years if it
hadn’t been for prayer! Wait until
you have children, my dear little girl,
and you’ll find out that God is an
ever present help in trouble.”
s Flossie looked at her amiably. “All
right, wait until I have children if
you want to,’ she chirped. “But
don’t hold your breath.”

She turned her sea blue eyes to
Mary Rose. "What does thsi bird,
Morrell, have to say about his
wife?” she asked curiously. No one
adored a titbit of gossip more than
Flossie.

"Oh, nothing much, except that
she's jealous of him,” Mary Rose
replied, snipping off her darning silk
and rolling a mended pair of socks
together. “Os course, there’s no
doubt that she is wildly jealous of
him, poor woman! I feel sorry
for her.”

“I’ll bet she hasn’t any children,
that's what I’ll bet!” Mrs. Middle
ton said, after a moment of silence
broken only by the soft ticking of
the little French clock on the mantel-
piece.

"Why, no, she hasn’t! ( But how
did you know it?" Mary Rose asked
in wide-eyed astonishment.

Mrs. Middleton looked as wise as
the proverbial owl. "Oh, I"just put
two and two together,” she said
smartly. “You take a woman who
has a family of children to bring
up arid she hasn't mueh time to im-
agine things about her husband.
Half the mischief in the world, it
seems to me, is done by these wives
who won’t have the children nature
intended ’em to have. The very idea
of a woman saying she won’t have
children! It’s wicked, that's what!”

She looked straight at
who smiled tip at her lazily from the
cushions that were heaped around
her like broken rainbows.

“Hitting me over Mrs. Morrell’s
back, aren’t you, mother?” she
asked, narrowing her eyes until
they were just a gleam of green
blue between her lashes. • _

"Yse, I mean it for you, too,” her
mother admitted. "This notion that
you girls have nowadays that you
won’t have your babies, is immoral!
And don’t think that your husbands
like you any better for it. They
don’t. Men wr ant their families—”

She slopped and sniffed the air.
From the direction of the kitchen
came the unmistakable smell of
burning sugar. "That’s my pie,
running over,” she cried, and hur-
ried away. She always cooked Flos-
sie's meals for her when she spent
the day at the honeymoon flat.

“Mother ought to hire a hall and
be one of these women preachers,”
Flossie laughed, stretching herself
like a kitten. “I never did know
anybody .who loves to hand out ad-
vice like she does. What’s the mat-
ter?”

For Mary Rose wf as staring at one
of her little white hands that lay.
like a pale flower, on the, arm of the
long chair. Upon its third finger
shone a ring that Mary Rose had
seen before—the star sapphire that
Hilary Dexter had given her months
ago, when he w'as at the height of
his passion for her!

“For heaven's sake, why are you
wearing that thing?” she gasped.

"This?” Flossie held up her hand
and looked lazily at the Jewel.
"Why, I suppose I’m wearing it be-
cause it’s the only decent piece of
jewelry I’ll ever have! Sam never
notices what I have-on, anyway. I
could "flash forty 'leven rings under
his nose and he'd never see ’em!
He's as blind as a bat In some ,
ways.” |
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haven’t a red She passed
Mary Rose and flew upstairs to her
mother.

By the time Mary Rose had paid
the cab driver and lugged both the
suitcases up the stairs she was lying
on Mrs. Middleton’s bed, crying in a
quiet, heartbroken sort of W’ay.

“What happened, darling?” her
mother was saying, sitting beside her
and stroking the soft little hands. It
was then that Mary Rose noticed
that Flossie was not wearing Dex-
ter’s star sapphire.

“Oh, I had some—some trinkets
that I had—before I was married,”
she answered thickly, wiping away
her tears with a tiny lace-edged
handkerchief. “And Sam found them
this morning when he was poking
through the drawer, hunting for his
cuff buttons. And I wish you’d
heard the row he raised about them,
trying to make me tell who gave
them to me! He shook me—” Tears
silenced her, for a minute or two.
“He shook, me, hard!”

"Never mind, don’t cry! You, can
stay here until he comes to his
senses!” Mrs. Middleton soothed her.
“Don’t take it so hard. Flossie. All
young married people have these
little ups and downs.”'

“What do I care about ups and
downs?-” Flossie asked, almost at a
shout. “I don't mind a good row.
I like rows! What I'm crying about
is my stuff! He’s got it all—even
the sapphfrfe vlng!” She pounded
the bedclothes ;n her fury.

Far down the street came a fa-
miliar sound—the absurd, gasping

cough of the bridegroom's car, the
Wheezer.

(To be continued)
* Sam flndß out about Dexter and
Flossie In tomorrow’s Installment.

MORE COUNCIL ‘FISHING’
Majority Factioneers to I-oave Soon,

Says President.
Another "fishing trip” will be the

program of majority faction city
councilmen after they have "cleaned
up some matters" here, Boynton J.
Moore, council president, announced
today.

Moore refused to hams the date
of departure, but would not say

whether he would be In Indianapolis
Monday. The city legislators are
scheduled to visit a number of cities
operating municipal water plants.

The councilmen will submit to pub-
lic referendum the question of
whether the city should buy the In-
dianapolis Water Corhpany, Moore
said.

PHONE PURCHASE O. K.
The public service commission

today authorized the Warren Coun-
ty Telephone Company to purchase
all property the Wabash Valley
Telephone Company, which Is at
present serving West Lebanon. Wil-
liamsport, Ambia. State Line, Pence
and Tam, Ind. Permission also was
given to issue $60,000 in six and one-
half per cent bonds.

MR. FIXIT
No.Ordinance to Prevent

Parking-in Front of
Home,

have also torn up the paving of W.
Tenth St?

PROPERTY OWNER.
A. J. Middleton, chief inspector

of the city engineer’s department
will investigate this complaint
and also the following:
DEAR MR. FIXIT: There is a

broken sidewalk at 1021 Harrison
St. Numerous women with babies
in arms haije fallen.

TAXPAYER.

GET HOSPITAL CONTRACT
Commissioners Girq Job at Sunny-

side to. Lowest Bidder.
Marion County commissioners late

Friday awarded State Construction
Company the general contract for
construction of four new buildings,

two additions and some remodeling
at Sunnyside county tuberculosis
hospital. The bid, which was $257,-
672, was the lowest.

The award was made on unan
imous vote of the board. Harrison
& Tumock, architects, have com-
pleted specifications for the struc-
tures and building will begin at
once.

$500,000 OIL FIRE
Bv Vtlftrd Pregi

WARREN. Pa., Aug. 7.—Fire,
caused by lightning, destroyed two
oil tanks and threatened ten others
filled with benzine today. Loss
was $500,000,

GOVERNOR DUE BACK
•Jackson to Return Tuesday From

Conference In Wyoming.

Governor Jackson Is expected to
return to his office Tuesday, and al-
though there are no matters of great
importance awaiting him, Pliny
Wolfard, his secrettary, said that
the Governor probably would put In
a busy w-eek cleaning-up the accum-
ulation of routine work. He haa
been attending a Governors’ confer-
ance at Cheyenne, Wyo.

SUCCUMBS ON VACATION
Body of Veteran Atkins Employe

Brought to City.
The body of Harry G. Meyer, 110

Linwood Ave., an employe of the E.
C. Atkins & Cos. for thirty-two years,

was brought to Indianapolis for

THE HAPPY HOUSEWIFE
Four walls can make a boose, bnt it

takes a woman to make a home.
The woman who prepares nourishing

and attractive meals, does her house-
work without grumbling, raises a fam-
ily of healthy boys and girls and still
finds time to be a pal to her hnsband
and a friend to her neighbors, is ac-
complishing the biggest job in the
world. Homes like hers—little havens
of peace and love—are the bulwark of
the nation.

To be a successful homemaker a
woman muat guard her health. When
mother ia aot well, the home ia upset.
Women everywhere are learning
through their own personal experiences,
the merit of Lydia E. Pinkham s Veg.
etable Cdmpoi^id.—Advertisement.

Let Mr. Fixlt present your case to
city officials. Hs is Ths Time* repre-
sentative at the city hall. Write him
at The Times.

Strange as it may seem, thqre is no
ordinance to prevent parking of
vehicles In front of another’s home
for a long period, Mr. Fixlt learned
today.

DEAR MR. FIXIT: A truck
company on N. Capitol Ave. has
the habit of parking trash on
Twelfth St. between Illinois St. and
Capitol Ave. What I mean by trash
is gravel trucks, cattle trucks arjd
delivery trucks.

One lady protested against the
parking of trucks in front of her
house and she was told they had no
other place for them.
KENNINGWOOD APT. RESIDENT.

There is no way to prevent this
under existing laws. The parking
limit in that district is ten hours.

DEAR MR. FIXIT: Will you
kindly look into the condition of
-Centennial St. from 3300 W. Tenth
St. south, was a sewer put
in about two months ago and they
"have left this street Impassable and

burial today. Meyer died Thursday
while on his vacation at Clearwa-
ter, Mich.

Meyer was foreman of the butcher j
saw department, and a former presi- 1
dent of the Atkins Pioneer Society, '
an association of 250 employes who |
have been with the company twenty j
years or more.

A rough, pimply skin ;
is a burden to

youth
Young people, denied the full enjoy-

ment of youth because of ared, blotchy,
unsightly complexion will find quick
relief in the use of Resinol Ointment

1 ta gentle, eoothing effect lessens the
discomfort at onoe. Gradually the
blotches disappear; the skin loses its
red, angry look, ana becomes clear and
healthy again. Skin once restored to
health can usually be kept in that con- J
dition by regular use of Resinol Soap. ■Ask your druggist today for

Resinol
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